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This satirical comic novel was first published in 1843, having been serialised in The New Sporting Magazine from 1838 to 1839. It is the first full-length novel to feature John Jorrocks. Surtees comic protagonist had first appeared in short pieces, published throughout the 1830s and collected as Jorrocks Jaunts and Jollies in 1838. Jorrocks is a cockney grocer turned Master of Hounds and the novels energetic, episodic and sprawling plot relates the comic scrapes in which the character finds himself embroiled. Handley Cross was not initially a big hit, partly due to its focus on the increasingly niche world of the hunt, which was becoming more and more the exclusive preserve of the upper classes (a transition that Surtees novel chronicles). As the nineteenth century progressed, however, the book (and Jorrocks) became increasingly popular, partly due to rural nostalgia in an increasingly industrialised age.

Although not set in any specific real location, Surtees based the landscape of the novel on the north of England. The same could not be said of the novels characters. Jorrocks Geordie sidekick James Pigg is based on Joe Cross, a Slaley huntsman and the episode where Pigg jumps into a melon frame is based on a real event involving Cross.


[image: img19.jpg]

How the novel first appeared in its serial publication  a monthly part
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John Leech (1817-1864), the caricaturist and illustrator of many of Surtees novels.


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LORD JOHN SCOTT. 

ONE OF THE BEST OF BRITISH SPORTSMEN, 

This Volume is Inscribed, 

BY HIS OBLIGED AND FAITHFUL SERVANT,

THE AUTHOR


PREFACE.
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MR. JORROCKS, HAVING for many years maintained his popularity, it is hoped that, with the aid of the illustrations, he is now destined for longevity.

The Author, in the present edition, not being tied to space or quantity, has had a better opportunity of developing his sporting hero than before.

The reader will have the kindness to bear in mind, that the work merely professes to be a tale, and does not aspire to the dignity of a novel.

London, October, 1854.


CHAPTER I. THE OLDEN TIMES.
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I RESPECT HUNTING in whatever shape it appears; it is a manly and a wholesome exercise, and seems by nature designed to be the amusement of the Briton.  Beckford.

WHEN Michael Hardey died, great was the difficulty in the Vale of Sheepwash to devise how the farmers hunt was to be carried on. Michael, a venerable sportsman of the old school, had long been at the head of affairs, and without paying all expenses, had enjoyed an uninterrupted sway over the pack and country.

The hounds at first were of that primitive sort, upon which modern sportsmen look down with contempt. Few in number, uneven in size, and ill-matched in speed, they were trencher-fed all the year round, and upon any particular morning that was fixed on for a hunt, each man might be seen wending his way to the meet followed by his dog, or bringing him along in a string.

There was Invincible Tom, and Invincible Towler, Invincible Jack, and Invincible Jowler.

Day would hardly have dawned are the long-poled sportsmen assembled with their hounds. Then they would trail up to puss. Tipler would give the first intimation of her erratic wanderings oer the dewy mead. Then it was, Well done Tipler! Ah, what a dog he is! Then Mountain would throw his tongue, and flinging a pace or two in advance, would assume the lead. Well done, Mountain! Mountain for ever  would be the cry. Tapster next would give a long-drawn howl, as if in confirmation of his comrades doings in front, and receive in turn the plaudits of his master. Thus they would unravel the gordian knot of pusss wanderings.

Meanwhile other foot-people try the turnips, cross the stubbles, and beat the hedges, in search of her  

Yon tuft upon the rising ground seems likely for her form. Aye, Tipler points towards it. Giles Jolters hand is raised to signal Invincible Towler, but half the pack rush towards him, and Jolter kicks puss out of her form to save her from their jaws. Hoop! Hoop! Hoop! There she goes! What a panic ensues! Puss lays her long ears upon her back, and starts for the hill with the fleetness of the wind. The pack, with more noise than speed, strain every nerve, and the further they go the further they are left behind. Their chance seems out altogether. The hare crosses over the summit of the hill, and the hounds are reduced to their noses for the line. Now, Mountain! Now, Tipler! Now, Bonnets-o-Blue. Ah, what dogs they are!



Puff, puff, puff, go the sportsmen, running and rolling after their darlings, with little leisure for shouting. Then, having gained the summit of the hill, the panting pedestrians would stand lost in admiration at the doings of their favourites down below, while the more active follow in their wake, trusting to a check to let them in. When a check ensued, how bipeds and quadrupeds worked! While the latter were sniffling about, going over the same ground half a dozen times, the former would call their hounds to them, and either by pricking or lifting over difficult ground contrive to give them a lead. The hunt is up again, and away they all go. The hounds strain over the grass, dash through the furze, making the spinney resound with their cry, and enter upon the fallow beyond. Mountain alone speaks to the scent, and hills re-echo his voice.  Now hes silent.  Shes squatted.

The prickers are at work again, trying each furrow, and taking the rigs across. How close she lies!



Hoop! She jumps up in the middle of the pack, and Mountain gets a mouthful of fur. That was a close shave!  too close to be pleasant. The hill people view her, and now every move of puss and the pack is eagerly watched. Thats right! thats right! over the stubble. Tiplers just going her very line. Ah, hes taken up the hedge instead of down, and Mountain has it. Now, Mountain, my man!

She runs round the sheep, but Mountain hits her off beyond. Now she doubles and springs back, but they work through the problem, and again puss has nothing to trust to but her speed. Her strength begins to fail. She makes a grand effort, and again leaves her pursuers in the lurch. Slow and sure they ring her funeral knell after her, each note striking terror into her breast as she pricks her long ears and sits listening.

She nears her own haunt but dare not enter. The hill people descend to join the tussle at the end. Poor puss! her large bright eyes are ready to start out of her head. Her clean brown fur is clotted and begrimed, and her strength is all but exhausted. Another view!

Poor is the triumph oer the timid hare.

Now what a noise of men and hounds as they view her again. It is a last chance. She passes into the next grass field, and a friendly hedge conceals her from their view. She steals up the furrow, and reaches the wall at the high end. It is high and loose, and a few stones are out in the middle. Puss jumps in.



Up come the hounds. Mountain and Tipler, and Gamester, and Bonnets-o-blue, Merryman, and Ferryman, and then a long tail, yelping, yapping, puffing, and blowing.

Over they go into the lane. Now up, now down, now backwards, now forwards, now round about, but no puss.



Up come the field. Now, Mountain, my man, hit her off! cries his master, vaulting over the wall, and stooping to prick the hare on the road. But no prints are there.

She must have flown! observes one.

Or sunk into the ground, says another.

Or you tinker mans knocked her on the head, observes a third, pointing to a gipsy camp at the cross roads, and away they all go to demand the body of puss.



The tinker man shows fight on having his cauldron searched, and several stout wenches emerging from the tattered cart awning, a battle royal ensues, and further attention is completely diverted from puss.

Well done, puss!

To proceed  

The next step in the Handley Cross Hunt, was getting a boy to collect the hounds before hunting.

They lay wide, and sometimes Mountains master couldnt come, consequently, Mountain was not there; sometimes Tiplers master was absent, and the pack lost the services of Tiplers unerring nose.

Next, some of the farmers began to ride. At first they came out with young horses, just to let them see hounds  then as the horses got older they thought they might as well work them till they sold them, and at last it ended in their riding as a matter of course. Foremost among the riders was Michael Hardey. He had always been a great promoter of the hunt, breeding his hounds as he did his horses, for speed and substance. Some used to say they were rayther too swift for a hare. Others, however, followed his example, and in course of time the heavy towling harriers were converted into quick and dashing hounds.

Time rolled on, and Michael at length became looked upon as the master or manager of the pack. Having been always more addicted to fox than to hare, he had infused a spirit into the country which ended in making the wily animal their quarry.

The hounds were still kept at walks during the summer, but Michael fitted up a kennel at his farm to which they were brought towards the autumn. Peter, the pedestrian huntsman, was taken into Michaels service, clothed and mounted.

Of course all this was done by subscription. Some gave Michael cash, some gave him corn, some hay, others straw, and all the old horses in the country found their way to his farm.

They were then called fox-hounds.

The first day of the first season, after their metamorphosis, the hounds met at Handley Cross  the Godfather of our work. It was a pretty village, standing on a gentle eminence, about the middle of the Vale of Sheepwash, a rich grazing district, full of rural beauties, and renowned for the honest independence of its inhabitants. Neither factory nor foundry disturbed its morals or its quietude  steam and railroads were equally unknown. The clear curl of white smoke, that rose from its cottage chimneys, denoted the consumption of forest wood, with which the outskirts of the vale abounded. It was a nice clean country. The hazel grew with an eel-like skin, and the spiry larch shot up in a cane-coloured shoot. Wild roses filled the hedges, and fragrant woodbine clambered every where. Handley Cross was a picturesque spot: it commanded an almost uninterrupted view over the whole vale. Far, to the north, the lofty Gayhurst hills formed a soft and sublime outline, while the rich vale stretched out, dotted with village spires, and brightened with winding silvery streams, closed in on either side with dark streaks of woodland tracts. To the south, it stretched away to the sea. Handley Cross was a simple, unpretending village; the white-washed, thatched-roofed cottages formed a straggling square, round a village green, in the centre of which, encircled with time-honoured firs, on a flight of rude stone steps, stood the village cross, the scene of country hirings. Basket-making was the trade of the inhabitants; a healthy and prosperous one, if the looks of its followers, and the vine-clad and rose-covered fronts of the cottages might be taken as an index. It had but one public-house  the sign of the Fox and Grapes, and that was little frequented  had it been otherwise, there would most likely have been two.

Thither our master brought his hounds the first day of the season in which they professedly began to hunt foxes. It was a day of interest in the vale, and people gathered from afar. The morning was beautifully fine, with a slight tinge of frost on the ground, that half-an-hours sunshine would dissolve. A little before eight, the foot-people on the steps of the Cross descried Michael crossing the vale by a line of hand-gates from his house  the hounds clustered round his horse, and Peter bringing up the rear. On they come at an easy, steady pace, and then the tall hedges below concealed them from their view; presently they rose the hill, and entered the village-green. The hounds! the hounds! cried the children, and away they rushed from the Cross to meet them.

Some of the hounds threw their tongues with delight, as they jumped and fawned on the hands that had fed them; Climbank met his master, and rushed to him with joy, while the honest fellow felt in his pocket for the accustomed crust. Come-by-Chance recognised his mistress, and nearly threw her down with the vehemence of his salute. All was cheerful and bright  Michaels black horse pawed the ground, and whinnied with delight, as the hounds bayed him, or leapt against his sides. His master had paid a little extra attention to his toilette that morning; his well-brushed broad-brimmed hat, pressed gently on his close-lying nut-brown curls, his whiskers were newly trimmed, and he had evidently had a keen-edged razor to shave with; health was on his brow, and a good-natured smile hovered oer his swarthy face, displaying the brightness of his eyes and the whiteness and regularity of his teeth. Michael was then about forty; but for the fullness of his limbs one might have taken something off. The elements had rather hardened than sharpened the features of his face. He stood six feet high, with an amazing expanse of chest, and well-proportioned limbs. His hunting costume consisted of a good nut-brown coat, almost matching his complexion, a scrupulously clean white neck-cloth, with a large flap-pocketed red waistcoat, patent cord breeches, and mahogany-coloured top-boots. His undress, or home costume, was the same, with drab gaiters instead of boots; and his full, or evening costume, ditto, without the gaiters. A twisted hunting horn was slung across his shoulder, and he rode with a spare stirrup-leather round his horses neck. This coal black steed was an animal of amazing speed and power  nearly thorough-bred, with a light, well-set on head, clean flat legs, immense loins and hocks; he stood nearly sixteen hands, though the shortness of his tail made him look somewhat bigger; he was rising seven years old, and that was his first regular season. Peter was dressed like his master  coat, waistcoat, and breeches off the same web, and rode a wiry-looking bay mare, with white hind-legs. He was then about thirty, short light, and active, barely turning nine stone  Michael weighed fourteen.

Horsemen now began to arrive through the various openings among the cottages on the green. First came James Fairlamb, with his merry round face shining with the morning sun  he rode a crop-eared cob with a Roman nose; his dress consisted of a single-breasted plum-coloured coat, with large silver buttons, black boots, and white lambswool stockings drawn over his knees. Stephen Dumpling, the doctor, appeared at the door of the only four-windowed house on the green, followed by his maid with a foaming tankard. The contents being disposed of, he mounted his dun pony, and joined the group. He was dressed in orthodox black, with powder, and a pigtail, drab shorts, and top-boots. The plot thickened  they came by twos and threes. Peter Jewitt and Harry Jones; two Smiths and a Brown, then another Jewitt, then another Jones; Morgan Hains, and John Thomas; next a horse-breaker; after him, Mr. Giles, the brewer, followed by the Exciseman, on a mule; then Mr. Smith, the overseer, and Miss Fidgets young man with the letter-bag, a mole-catcher, and a gamekeeper.

All his comrades having come, Michael looked at his large silver hunting-watch, and seeing it was half-past eight, prepared for throwing off. The couples were taken off the young hounds, master and man cocked forward their legs and tightened their girths, and then turned their horses heads for the south, amid a chorus of delight from the hounds and the ill-suppressed cheers of the field.

A hazel copse or two were tried just for the sake of the chance, and on they trotted to a warm lying cover of gorse, or brushwood, formed by the junction of two hills. Jolly-boy, Boniface, and Dexterous, feathered as they approached the spot, and the former dashing in with a whimper and a long-drawn howl, Michael took off his broad-brimmed, low-crowned hat, and waving in the pack, cheered them to the echo. His horse pricked his ears, and whinnied with delight, and could scarcely be brought to stand with his head towards the cover as Michael stood erect in his stirrups, with one hand on the cantrel of his saddle, and the other holding his whip and reins, while his eagle-eye roved over every part of the dell. Have at him there, my jewel! cried he to old Bonny-bell  a favourite white bitch that lived with him, and could scarcely ever be persuaded to quit his horses heels,  as she stood whining, lifting a foot, and looking him earnestly in the face; Have at him there, my old lass! re-echoed he, looking down upon her, and waving his right hand, to induce her to join cry. The old bitch dashed in, and the chorus increased. The gorse was close, or the hounds must have chopped the fox, for he had made two efforts to break up hill so as to fly for the woodland country, and had twice been driven from his point by Michaels voice and the crack of his whip. A momentary silence ensued, as they over-ran the scent, and Michael had just cried, Look out, Peter! to his whipper-in, who was stationed on the opposite hill, when the fox dashed over a piece of stone wall between two large ash trees in the high hedge at the bottom of the cover, and with a whisk of his brush, set his head straight down the vale, crossing over a large grazing ground of at least a hundred acres. Silence! cried Michael, holding up his hand to the foot people, who were congregated on the hill, as he turned his horse short, and galloped to the point at which the fox broke away, where with a twang of his bugle, he presently had the old hounds at his heels, and hat in hand he waved them over the wall. Jolly-boy feathered for a second on the grass, and then with a long-protracted howl, as if to draw his brethren to the spot, he went away with his head in the air, followed by Dexterous, Countryman, Bonny-bell, and True-boy, and after them went the body of the pack.

Gone away! cried Michael, gone away! tally-ho! tally-ho! tally-ho.

Get away, hounds! get away! halloaed Peter, cracking his whip as he trotted down the steep hill; and putting his bay mare straight at the fence at the bottom, went crash through it, with a noise that resembled the outbursting of a fire in a straw-yard. Then came the rush: the black threw the stone wall behind him, as a girl would her skipping-rope; and James Fairlambs cob came floundering after, bringing down the coping stones, with a rattle and clatter that would have been awful if hounds had not been running. The third man was the Doctor on the dun, who made it still lower; and after him came Peter Jewitt and John Jones (the latter leading over), and impeding the progress of John Thomas, the other Jewitt, the other Jones, Morgan Hains, the overseer, and the parish-clerk of Welford, who all kept holloaing and swearing away  as obstructed gentlemen in a hurry generally do. The foot-people, seeing how hopeless was the case, stood upon the hills, lost in mute astonishment, eyeing Michael on his black, careering over the meadows and hedges in a straight line with the pack, followed by Peter on his bay, and Fairlamb on his cob, until the plum-coloured coat of the latter assumed the hue of the others, and hounds, horses, and men grew Small by degrees, and beautifully less.

Gently! cried Michael, as the black horse bounded over the fifteenth fence, with all the dash and vigour with which he had cleared the wall, and the hounds threw up upon a fallow, the first check they had come to. You way! cried a countryman on a bean-stack, who had headed the fox, extending his arm like a telegraph; to the left, past the hurdles. Let them alone! cried Michael, let them alone! Jolly-boy has it down the furrow; hoic to Jolly-boy! hoic! and a wave of his hat brought the pack forward, and away they go full cry, making the welkin ring with the music of their deep-toned notes.

 A cry more tuneable Was never holload to, nor cheerd by horn!

Forward they press; and Conqueror usurps the place of Jolly-boy. Poor dog, nature must not be denied, and age has slackened the vigour of his limbs! But they come to slow hunting, and the old hounds unerring nose keeps the pack upon the line. The ground is stained with sheep, which scampering in a half circle as the fox went past, complete the ring, now that they hear the hounds. Michael pulls up, Peter is at his side, Fairlamb is in the next field  crack goes a rail, and the Roman-nosed cob is over, and the doctors dun comes up just as Michael puts his finger in his ear, and screeches the pack forward to old Bonny-bell, who speaks to the villain under the gate. It is a rotten old thing upon one hinge, formed of at least twenty spars and rails, all rattling and jingling out of concert, and is fastened with hazel-bands and pieces of knotted rope. Michaels ponderous iron-headed whip breaks through them at a blow, and, thrusting the remains back with his right leg, he passes through and enters the open common beyond the vale. They are now upon the downs! all is brightness and space; Handley Cross appears like a speck in the distance, rendered visible only by the dark firs on the Green, and the vale looks like a web of green cloth stretched out behind.

They approach rising ground, and the pack no longer press forward in eager jealousy, but each hound seems settled in his place; in truth, the pace has told upon uneven condition, and four hounds alone carry the scent. The ground becomes steeper and steeper, and even the fox has traversed the mountains brow at an angle. Now Climbanks outline stands against the blue sky, and the pack wind after him in long-drawn file. Michael jumps off his horse as he approaches the steep ascent, and runs up, leading; Peter follows his example, but Fairlamb sticks to the cob, and the Doctor begins kicking and digging the dun with his spurs.

The heights of Ashley Downs are gained, and the scene changes. The horizon is bounded by the sea, upon whose briny bosom float some pigmy vessels, and the white breakers of the shore are just visible to the eye. It may be five miles off, and the space between is undulating and open, save towards a tract of woodland that appears to join the coast. The Doctor reaches the summit of Ashley Downs, and pulls up fairly exhausted. He takes off his hat and mops the perspiration from his brow, as he sits viewing hounds, horses, and men, swinging away down the hill like a bundle of clock pendulums into the vale below. Not a house to be seen! no, not even a cottage, and as the hounds turn to the right, and run the depths of a rocky dell, whose projecting cliffs support venerable yews and red-berried hollies, their music rends the air, As if a double hunt were heard at once.

Its twenty years since I was here, said Michael to himself, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, and the fox beat me, I recollect. If we can but press him out, we must kill. Thats the very crag! added he, just below the crooked oak. He has tried it, but, thank goodness, Jolly-boy carries the scent beyond! Yooi on, hounds! yooi on! holloas Michael from above, with a crack of his whip to some tail-hounds that kept snuffling at his sides; Forrard, away, forrard!

The dell opens into a broader expanse of better soil, and the whole pack pour forth into the vale beyond with a chorus and a melody of musical discord and sweet thunder, that makes even Fairlambs cob, though somewhat distressed, snort and prick up his ears with pleasure. Forward they go, with every hound upon the scent and speaking to it, What lengths they pass! where will the wandering chase Lead them bewilderd?

Hes close afoor you! cries a shepherd from a straw-thatched hut, whose dog having chased the fox had caused a check, and Michael cast forward at a trot. A flock of sheep wheeling round a field directed him to the line, and old Bonny-bell hits him off at the hedge-row. All the hounds then stoop to the scent and dash forward into the large wood beyond with mischief and venom in their cry. The wood is open at the bottom and they get through it like wild-fire. Michael is with them, Peter outside, with Fairlamb behind. The wood becomes studded with evergreens and gradually opens upon a lake with a bridge of costly structure at the end; Michael views the fox dead beat, with his tongue out, and brush dragging along the ground just turning the corner to cross the bridge; and dashing forward, hat in hand, in another minute ran into him on the mossy lawn by the terrace of Ongar Castle, just as the Earl of Bramber and family were sitting down to breakfast.

Who shall describe Michaels ecstacy, as he picked up the fox and held him high above the baying pack. There he stood on the well-kept lawn, with his fox grinning in grim death in one hand and his low-crowned hat in the other, whooping and halloaing old Bonny-bell and the pack up to him, while the colt in a smoking white lather, kept moving about, stamping and pawing up the mossy bank as he went. Then Michael pulled his bugle round and sounded a blast that brought Peter and Fairlamb along at the best pace they could muster, just as the Earl of Bramber threw up the breakfast-room window, and the towers of the castle flashed upon Michaels view. All, however, was right, for his lordship having been a sportsman himself, entered into his feelings, and, stepping out upon the lawn, banished the idea of intrusion by congratulating Michael on his sport. The ladies, too, followed his example, and even forgave the trampling of the horse on their mossy carpet. The horses and hounds were then withdrawn from the terrace to a corner of the park close by, where the foxs brush, mask, and pads, being cut off, Peter climbing up a neighbouring oak, extended himself along a strong arm across which he balanced the fox, whooping and holloaing to the hounds, while Michael and Fairlamb did the same below, and the hounds being tantalised by expectation, and baying in full chorus, down went the fox crash into their mouths. Tear him and eat him! was the cry, and he was riven to pieces in an instant.

Years rolled on with varying sport, but with Michael at the head of the hunt. Time slackened his pace and the pace of his field; but as they all grew fat, and old, and grey together, no one noticed the change in his neighbour. The hounds got a name, and while in their zenith none could twist up a fox sooner or in better style. With plenty of music and mettle, they seldom over-ran the scent, were never pressed upon or over-ridden. They turned like harriers. Kennel lameness was unknown.

As a huntsman Michael was superexcellent. He knew when to lay hold of his hounds, and when to let them alone. His voice was shrill, clear, and musical, his eye quick and bright, and he saw things that others never noticed. It is told of him that one day having pressed his fox very hard, and lost him most unaccountably in a wood of some ten acres, as he was telling his hounds over preparatory to going home, he all at once rode back to the top of a hill that commanded a view of the other side of the cover and tally-hod away! The fox being blown, was soon after killed, and when Michael came to account for his movements, he said that knowing the hounds were all out, he heard a blackbird frightened in cover, and supposed it might be by the fox moving, after they were gone. Hundreds of similar stories were told of him.

In his large woodlands with which the outskirts of the vale abounded, many a fox owed his death to the way Michael threw in his tail-hounds at head. He knew his country and the runs of his foxes, and where he gained an advantage one season he did not forget to repeat it in the next. His dog language was peculiar, partaking more of the nature of dialogue than the short monosyllabic cheering and rating of the present day. His hounds were strongly attached to him; and if by any chance he did not accompany them to cover, they would rush full cry from Peter and his boy to meet him on the road.

Peter was a capital coadjutor, and master and man played into each others hands with keenness untinctured with jealousy. The whipper-ins nerve continued after his masters began to fail, and he might often be seen boring through a bullfinch to clear the way for old Michael, or stopping at a brook to give him a help over.

Peace to Michaels manes! He died at the good old age of eighty without a groan or struggle. The lamp of life gradually flickered out, and his spirit passed away almost imperceptibly.

His memory is cherished yet; and many people say, With this good old English man good old times are gone for aye.


CHAPTER II. THE RIVAL DOCTORS AND M.C.
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WELL, AS WE said before, when Michael Hardey died, great was the difficulty in the Vale of Sheepwash to devise how the farmers hunt was to be carried on.

The difficulty was increased by the change that had come over the country itself. After upwards of thirty years occupancy of it, Michael witnessed one of those magical revolutions that appear to belong rather to fiction than reality.

One Roger Swizzle, a roystering, red-faced, round-about apothecary, who had somewhat impaired his constitution by his jolly performances while walking the hospitals in London, had settled at Appledove, a small market town in the vale, where he enjoyed a considerable want of practice in common with two or three other fortunate brethren. Hearing of a mineral spring at Handley Cross, which, according to usual country tradition, was capable of curing everything, he tried it on himself, and either the water or the exercise in walking to and fro had a very beneficial effect on his somewhat deranged digestive powers. He analysed its contents, and finding the ingredients he expected, he set himself to work to turn it to his own advantage. Having secured a lease of the spring, he took the late Stephen Dumplings house on the green, where at one or other of its four front windows a numerous tribe of little Swizzles might be seen flattening their noses against the panes. Roger possessed every requisite for a great experimental (qy. quack) practitioner,  assurance, a wife and large family, and scarcely anything to keep them on.

Being a shrewd sort of fellow, he knew there was nothing like striking out a new light for attracting notice, and the more that light was in accordance with the wishes of the world, the more likely was it to turn to his own advantage. Half the complaints of the upper classes he knew arose from over-eating and indolence, so he thought if he could originate a doctrine that with the use of Handley Cross waters people might eat and drink what they pleased, his fortune would be as good as made. To this end, therefore, he set himself manfully to work. Aided by the local press, he succeeded in drawing a certain attention to the water, the benefit of which soon began to be felt by the villagers of the place; and the landlord of the Fox and Grapes had his stable constantly filled with gigs and horses of the visitors. Presently lodgings were sought after, and carpeting began to cover the before sanded staircases of the cottages. These were soon found insufficient; and an enterprising bricklayer got up a building society for the erection of a row of four-roomed cottages, called the Grand Esplanade. Others quickly followed, the last undertaking always eclipsing its predecessor, until that, which at first was regarded with astonishment, was sunk into insignificance by its more pretending brethren.

The Doctors practice grew with the growth of Handley Cross.

His rosy face glowed with health and good living, and his little black eyes twinkled with delight as he prescribed for each patient, sending them away as happy as princes.

Ah, I see how it is, he would say, as a gouty alderman slowly disclosed the symptoms of his case. Shut up your potato trap! I see how it is. Soon set you on your legs again. Was far worse myself. All stomach, sir  all stomach, sir  all stomach  three-fourths of our complaints arise from stomach; stroking his corpulent protuberancy with one hand, and twisting his patients button with the other. Clean you well out and then strengthen the system. Dine with me at five and we will talk it all over.

With languid hypochondriacs he was subtle, firm, and eminently successful. A lady who took it into her head that she couldnt walk, Roger had carefully carried out of her carriage into a room at the top of his house, when raising a cry of Fire! she came spinning down stairs in a way that astonished herself. He took another a mile or two out of town in a fly, when, suddenly pulling up, he told her to get out and walk home, which she at length did, to the great joy of her husband and friends. With the great and dignified, and those who were really ill, he was more ceremonious. You see, Sir Harry, he would say, its all done by eating! More people dig their graves with their teeth than we imagine. Not that I would deny you the good things of this world, but I would recommend a few at a time, and no mixing. No side dishes. No liqueurs  only two or three wines. Whatever your stomach fancies give it! Begin now, to-morrow, with the waters. A pint before breakfast  half an hour after, tea, fried ham and eggs, brown bread, and a walk, Luncheon  another pint  a roast pigeon and fried potatoes, then a ride. Dinner at six, not later mind; gravy soup, glass of sherry, nice fresh turbot and lobster sauce  wouldnt recommend salmon  another glass of sherry  then a good cut out of the middle of a well-browned saddle of mutton, wash it over with a few glasses of iced champagne; and if you like a little light pastry to wind up with, well and good.  A pint of old port and a devilled biscuit can hurt no man. Mind, no salads, or cucumbers, or celery, at dinner, or fruit after. Turtle soup is very wholesome, so is venison. Dont let the punch be too acid though. Drink the waters, live on a regimen, and youll be well in no time.

With these and such like comfortable assurances, he pocketed his guineas, and bowed his patients out by the dozen. The theory was pleasant both to doctor and patient, and peculiarly suited the jolly air of the giver. We beg pardon for not having drawn a more elaborate sketch of Mr. Swizzle before. In height he was exactly five feet eight, and forty years of age. He had a long fat red face, with little twinkling black eyes, set high in his forehead, surmounted by fullish eyebrows and short bristly iron-grey hair, brushed up like a hedgehogs back. His nose was snub, and he rejoiced in an ample double chin, rendered more conspicuous by the tightness of an ill-tied white neckcloth, and the absence of all whisker or hair from his face. A country-made snuff-coloured coat, black waistcoat, and short greenish drab trousers, with high-lows, were the adjuncts of his short ungainly figure. A peculiarly good-natured smile hovered round the dimples of his fat cheeks, which set a patient at ease on the instant. This, with his unaffected, cheery, free and easy manner and the comfortable nature of his prescriptions, gained him innumerable patients. That to some he did good, there is no doubt. The mere early rising and exercise he insisted upon, would renovate a constitution impaired by too close application to business and bad air; while the gourmand, among whom his principal practice lay, would be benefited by abstinence and regular hours. The water no doubt had its merits, but, as usual, was greatly aided by early rising, pure air, the absence of cares, regular habits, and the other advantages, which mineral waters invariably claim as their own. One thing the Doctor never wanted  a reason why he did not cure. If a patient went back on his hands, he soon hit off an excuse You surely didnt dine off goose, on Michaelmas-day? or Hadnt you some filberts for dessert? &c., all of which information he got from the servants or shopkeepers of the place. When a patient died on his hands, he used to say, He was as good as dead when he came.

The Handley Cross mania spread throughout the land! Invalids in every stage of disease and suffering were attracted by Rogers name and fame. The village assumed the appearance of a town. A handsome Crescent reared its porticoed front at the north end of the green, to the centre house of which the Doctor removed from his humble whitewashed cottage, which was immediately rased, to make way for a square of forty important houses. Buildings shot up in all directions. Streets branched out, and markets, and lawns, and terraces, stretched to the right and the left, the north, the south, the east, and the west. The suburbs built their Prospect Houses, Rose Hill Villas, Hope Cottages, Grove Places, Gilead Terraces, and Tower View Halls. A fortune was expended on a pump room, opening into spacious promenade and ball rooms, but the speculators never flagged, and new works were planned before those in hand were completed.

A thriving trade soon brings competition  another patientless doctor determined to try his luck in opposition to Roger Swizzle. Observing the fitness of that worthys figure for the line he had taken, Dr. Sebastian Mello considered that his pale and sentimental countenance better became a grave and thoughtful character so determined to devote himself to the serious portion of the population. He too was about forty, but a fair complexion, flowing sandy locks, and a slight figure, would let him pass for ten years younger. He had somewhat of a Grecian face, with blue eyes, and regular teeth, vieing the whiteness of his linen.

Determined to be Swizzles opposite in every particular, he was studiously attentive to his dress. Not that he indulged in gay colours, but his black suit fitted without a wrinkle, and his thin dress boots shone with patent polish; turned-back cambric wristbands displayed the snowy whiteness of his hand, and set off a massive antique ring or two. He had four small frills to his shirt, and an auburn hair chain crossed his broad roll-collared waistcoat, and passed a most diminutive Geneva watch into its pocket. He was a widower with two children, a boy and a girl, one five and the other four. Mystery being his object, he avoided the public gaze. Unlike Roger Swizzle, who either trudged from patient to patient, or whisked about in a gig, Dr. Sebastian Mello drove to and fro in a claret-coloured fly, drawn by dun ponies. Through the plate glass windows a glimpse of his reclining figure might be caught, lolling luxuriously in the depths of its swelling cushions, or musing complacently with his chin on a massive gold-headed cane. With the men he was shy and mysterious; but he could talk and flatter the women into a belief that they were almost as clever as himself.

As most of his fair patients were of the serious, or blue-stocking school, he quickly discovered the bent of each mind, and by studying the subject, astonished them by his genius and versatility. In practice he was also mysterious. Disdaining Roger Swizzles one mode of treatment, he professed to take each case upon its merits, and kept a large quarto volume, into which he entered each case, and its daily symptoms. Thus, while Roger Swizzle was inviting an invalid to exhibit his tongue at the corner of a street  lecturing him, perhaps, with a friendly poke in the ribs, for over-night indulgence, Dr. Mello would be poring over his large volume, or writing Latin prescriptions for the chemists. Roger laughed at Sebastian, and Sebastian professed to treat Roger with contempt  still competition was good for both, and a watering-place public, ever ready for excitement, soon divided the place into Swizzleites and Melloites.

Portraits appeared at the windows, bespeaking the character of each  Swizzle sat with a patient at a round table, indulging in a bees-winged bottle of port, while Mello reclined in a curiously carved chair, one beringed hand supporting his flowing-locked head, and the other holding a book. Swizzles was painted by the artist who did the attractive window-blind at the late cigar shop in the Piccadilly Circus, while Sebastian was indebted to Mr. Grant for the gentlemanly ease that able artist invariably infuses into his admirable portraits.

Just as the rival doctors were starting into play, a third character slipped into Handley Cross, without which, a watering-place is incomplete. A tall, thin, melancholy-looking man made his appearance at the Spa, and morning after morning, partook of its beverage, without eliciting from widow, wife, or maid, an inquiry as to who he was. He might be a methodist preacher, or a music-master, or a fiddler, or a fencer, or a lawyer, or almost anything that one chose to fancy  he might also be any age, from five-and-thirty to fifty, or even more, for strongly indented lines furrowed the features of a square and cadaverous countenance, while intrusive grey hairs appeared among his thin black hair, plastered to advantage over a flat low forehead  straggling whiskers fringed his hollow cheeks, growing into a somewhat stronger crop below the chin.

His costume consisted of an old well-brushed hat, lined throughout with black, a mohair stock, with a round embroidered shirt-collar, an old white-elbowed, white-seamed black dress coat, while a scrimpy, ill-washed buff waistcoat exposed the upper buttons of a pair of much puckered Oxford-grey trowers, and met, in their turn, a pair of square-cut black gaiters and shoes.

The place being yet in its infancy, and many of the company mere birds of passage, the unnoticed held on the even tenor of his way, until he eat himself into the Presidents chair of the Dragon Hotel. He then became a man of importance. The after comers, having never known him in any other situation, paid him the deference due to a man who daily knocked the table with a hammer, and proposed the health of Her Majesty the Queen, while mutual convenience connived at the absurdity of being introduced by a man who knew nothing of either party. Being of a ferreting disposition, he soon got acquainted with peoples histories, and no impediment appearing in the way, he at length dubbed himself Master of the Ceremonies, and issued his cards,

Captain Doleful, M.C.

Who, or what he was, where he came from, or anything about him, no one ever cared to inquire. He was now Master of the Ceremonies, and Masters of Ceremonies are not people to trifle with. The visitors who witnessed his self-installation having gone, and feeling his throne pretty firm under him, he abdicated the chair at the Dragon, and retiring to lodgings at Miss Jellys, a pastry-cook and confectioner, at the corner of two streets, opened books at the libraries for the reception and record of those complimentary fees that prudent mammas understand the use of too well for us to shock the delicacy of either party by relating.

This much, however, we should mention of Captain Dolefuls history, for the due appreciation of his amiable character. He was pretty well off, that is to say, he had more than he spent; but money being the darling object of his heart, he perhaps saved more than others would have done out of the same income. He had been in the militia  the corps we forget  but he had afterwards turned coal-merchant (at Stroud, we believe), an unprosperous speculation, so he sold the good-will of a bad business to a young gentleman anxious for a settlement, and sunk his money in an annuity. There are dozens of such men at every large watering-place. In this case, a master of the ceremonies was as much wanted as anything else, for the Pump and Promenade Rooms were on the eve of completion, and there would be no one to regulate the music in the morning, the dances in the evening, or the anticipated concerts of the season. It was out of Roger Swizzles line, and, of course, Sebastian Mello disapproved of such frivolities.

Handley Cross had now assumed quite a different character. Instead of a quiet, secluded village, rarely visited by a stranger, and never by any vehicle of greater pretensions than a gig, it had become a town of some pretension, with streets full of shops, large hotels, public buildings, public houses, and promenades. The little boys and girls left their labour in the fields, to become attendants on leg-weary donkeys, or curtseying-offerers of wild flowers to the strangers. A lovers walk, a labyrinth, a waterfall, grottoes, and a robbers cave, were all established; and as the controversy between the doctors waxed warmer, Sebastian Mello interdicted his patients from the use of Swizzles Spa, and diluting a spring with Epsom salts and other ingredients, proclaimed his to be the genuine one, and all others spurious. He then, under the signature of Galen, entered into a learned and rather acrimonious argument with himself, in the great London Medical Mediator, as to the wonderful virtues of the Handley Cross New Spa.

Galen, who led the charge, while admitting Dr. Mellos great talents, had described the waters as only so so; while Dr. Sebastian Mello, disdaining the paltry subterfuge of an anonymous signature, boldly came forward and stated facts to prove the contrary.

Galen, nothing daunted, quoted other places as superior; but his vehemence diminishing in the ratio of the doctors eloquent confidence, he gradually died out, leaving the doctor the undisputed champion of a water capable of curing every disease under the sun. Parliament being up, and news scarce, the doctor contrived, through the medium of a brother, a selector of shocking accidents, to get sundry extracts inserted in a morning paper, from whence the evening ones gladly transplanting them, and the country ones rehashing them for their Saturday customers, the name of the waters, and the fame of the doctor, spread throughout the land, and caused a wonderful sensation in his favour.

The effects were soon felt, for lodgings and houses were written for from all parts, and a crowning piece of luck a railway was just then opened out to Silverley, some twenty miles beyond, for the purpose of supplying London with lily-white sand, which was soon converted into a passenger line, with a station for our rising Spa.


CHAPTER III. THE RIVAL ORATORS.
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THUS, THEN, MATTERS stood at Michael Hardeys death. A great town had risen in the centre of his country, the resort of the rich, the healthy, the sick, and the idle of the land. Rival doctors divided the medical throne, and Captain Doleful was the self-appointed arbiter elegantiarum. The hounds, though originally hardly a feature, had lately been appended to the list of attractions both in the way of newspaper encomiums, and in the more open notice of Houses to Let. Indeed, such was the fame of Michael and his pack, that several corpulent cob-riding bachelors had taken up their quarters at Handley Cross, for the purpose of combining morning exercise and evening amusements, and several young gentlemen had shown such an anxiety to get the horses out of the flys, that Duncan Nevin, the livery-stable-keeper, had begun to think seriously of keeping a hack hunter or two.

This worthy  a big, consequential, dark-haired, dark-eyed, butler-marrying-housekeeper, having run the gauntlet of inn, public-house, and waiter, since he left service, had set up in Handley Cross, as spring-van luggage remover, waiter at short notice, and owner of a couple of flys and three horses, an establishment that seemed more likely to do good than any of his previous speculations. Not that he knew any thing about horses, but having resolved that ten pounds was an outside price, he could not easily lose much. As a seller he was less contracted in his estimates.

He it was who first heard of the death of Michael Hardey, and quickened by self-interest he was soon at Miss Jellys with Captain Doleful. Roger Swizzle being seen feeling a patients pulse in a donkey gig, was invited to the consultation, and though none of them saw how the thing was to be accomplished  they agreed that it would be a great feature to have the hounds at Handley Cross, and that a public meeting should be called to take the matter into consideration. Of course, like sensible people, the land-owners would take their tone from the town, it being an established rule at all watering-places, that the visitors are the lords paramount of the soil.

The meeting, as all watering-place meetings are, was most numerously attended; fortunately some were there who could direct the line of proceeding. On the motion of Captain Doleful, Augustus Barnington, Esq., a rich, red-headed, Cheshire squire, took the chair, and not being a man of many words, contented himself by stammering something about honour, and happy to hear observations. We do not know that we need introduce Mr. Barnington further at present, save as the obedient husband of a very imperious lady, the self-appointed Queen of Handley Cross.

Captain Doleful then squared himself into attitude, and after three or four ghastly simpers and puckers of his mouth, complimented the husband of his great patron, upon the very able manner in which he had opened the business of the meeting. It would be superfluous in him to waste their valuable time in dilating upon the monstrous advantages of a pack of hounds, not only in a health-giving point of view, but as regarded the prosperity of their beautiful and flourishing town. To what was the prosperity of other inferior places to be ascribed, but to their hunting establishments, for it was well known their waters were immeasurably inferior to what they enjoyed, not only in sulphuretted hydrogen, but also in iodine and potash. But that was beside the question. For his own part, he stood there upon public grounds alone (hear, hear). His numerous and arduous duties of regulating the Spas in the mornings, the promenades at noon, and the balls and concerts of an evening, left him but too little leisure as it was to pay those polite attentions to the fashionable world which were invariably expected from a well-bred master of ceremonies. Many of the aristocratic visitors to be sure, he observed by the subscription book at the library, had kindly overlooked his remissness, unintentional and scarcely to be avoided as it was  and he trusted others would extend him a similar indulgence. With respect to the maintenance of the fox-hounds, he confessed he was incompetent to offer any suggestion; for though he had long worn a scarlet coat, it was when in the army  a Militia captain  and hunting formed no part of their exercise. Perhaps some gentleman who understood something about the matter, would favour the meeting with his ideas upon the number of dogs and foxes they should keep (laughter); the probable expense of their maintenance (renewed laughter); and then they might set about seeing what they could raise by way of subscription. The conclusion of his speech was greeted with loud applause, amid which the Captain resumed his seat with a long-protracted, mouth-stretching, self-satisfied grin.

Mr. Dennis OBrian, a big broad-shouldered, black-whiskered, card-playing, fortune-hunting Irishman, after a short pause rose to address the meeting. Upon his honour, said he, throwing open his coat, but the last spoken honourable jontleman had made a mighty nate introduction of the matter in its true light, for there was no denying the fact that money was all that was wanted to carry on the war. He knew the Ballyshannon dogs in the county of Donegal, kept by Mr. Trodennick, which cost half nothing at all and a little over, which showed mighty nate sport, and that was all they wanted. By the powers! but they were the right sort, and followed by rale lovers of the sport from a genuine inclination that way and not for mere show sake, like many of the spalpeens of this country (applause). If the company would appoint him manager-gineral, and give him a couple of hundred in hand, and three or four more at the end of the season, by the holy piper! he would undertake to do all that was nadeful and proper, and make such an example of everything that came in his way, as would astonish his own and their wake minds for iver. He would have foxes pates by the dozen. He had no fear; faith none at all. By the great gun of Athlone he would ride in and out of the Ballydarton pound, or fly at a six-foot brick and mortar wall, dashed, spiked, and coped with broken bottles! He had a horse that he would match against any thing that iver was foaled, a perfect lump of elasticity from his shoulder to the tip of his tail  the devil be with him! but when you got on his back it was ten to one but he sprung you over his head by the mere contraction of his muscles! Faith! at his castle in Connaught, he had many such, and he would give any jontleman or man of fortune in the company that would fetch a few over to England one for his trouble. Thus Mr. Dennis OBrian rattled on for ten minutes or more without producing any favourable effect upon the meeting, for having won or borrowed money from most of them, no one felt inclined to allow him to increase his obligations.

When he had exhausted himself, Mr. Romeo Simpkins, a pert, but simple-looking, pink-and-white, yellow-haired youth, studying the law in Hare Court, in the Temple, being anxious to train his voice for the bar, came forward from the crowd that had congregated behind the chair, and looking very sheepish, after casting his eye into his hat, where he had a copious note of his speech, set off at a hand gallop with the first sentence as follows: Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, in presuming to introduce myself upon the notice of the meeting, I assure you I am actuated by no motive but an anxious desire, such as must pervade the breast of every free-born Englishman, every lover of his country  every  I mean to say every  every  here he looked imploringly round the room, as much as to say, What a mess Im in! and then casting his eyes into his hat again, attempted to read his notes, but he had made them so full, and the novelty of his situation had so bewildered him, that they were of no use, and, after a long string of stutters, he slunk back into the crowd amid the laughter and applause of the company. As he left the room, he dropped his notes, which, as the reader will see from the following specimen, were framed for rather a serious infliction: Presume to address  love of country  of all out-of-door amusements, nothing like hunting  encouraged by best authorities  practised by greatest men  Sacred history  Nimrod of Babylon  Venus took the field  Adonis killed in chase  Persians fond of hunting  Athenians ditto  Solon restrained ardour  Lacedemonians and their breed of speedy dogs  Xenophon  Olympic games  Romans  Aristotle  Oppian  Adrian  Ascanius  Somerville  Beckford  Meynell  Colonel Cook  Nimrod of Calais  Thanks  Attentive hearing.

Mr. Abel Snorem next addressed the meeting. He was a grey-headed, sharp-visaged, long-nosed, but rather gentlemanly-looking, well-dressed man, who was notorious for addressing every meeting he could get to, and wearying the patience of his audiences by his long-winded orations. Throwing back his coat, he gave the table a thump with his knuckles, and immediately proceeded to speak, lest the Chairman should suffer anyone else to catch his eye Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, said he, If I am rightly informed  for I have not a copy of the proclamation with me  this meeting has been convened for the purpose of taking into consideration a very important question connected with the prosperity of this salubrious spot,  a spot, I may say, unrivalled both for its health-giving properties, and for those rural beauties that nature has so bountifully lavished around. In bringing our minds to the calm and deliberate consideration of the subject  fraught, as I may say it is, with the welfare, the happiness, the recreation, the enjoyment, of many of those around  I feel assured that it would be wholly superfluous in me to point out the propriety of exercising a sound, impartial, unbiassed judgment  dismissing from our minds all political bias, all party feeling, all invidious comparison, all speculative theories, and of looking at the question in its single capacity, weighing it according to its true merits, apart from all personal consideration, and legislating upon it in such a manner as we shall conceive will be most conducive to the true interest of this town, and to the honour and welfare of the British dominions. (Laughter and loud coughing, with cries of question.) The question appeared to him to be one of great simplicity, and whether he regarded it in the aggregate, or considered it in detail, he found none of those perplexing difficulties, those aggravating technicalities, those harrowing, heart-burning jealousies, that too frequently enveloped matters of less serious import, and led the mind insensibly from the contemplation of the abstract question that should engage it, into those loftier fields of human speculation that better suited the discursive and ethereal genius of the philosopher, than the more substantial matter-of-fact understanding of sober-minded men of business (loud coughing and scraping of feet). Neither was it tinctured with any considerations that could possibly provoke a comparison between the merits of the agricultural and manufacturing interests, or excite a surmise as to the stability of the lords,or the security of the Church, or yet the constitution of the commons; it was, in short, one of those questions upon which contending parties, meeting on neutral ground, might extend the right hand of fellowship and friendship, when peace and harmony might kiss each other, truth and justice join the embrace, and the lion and the lamb lie down together  (Cock a doodle doo! crowed some one, which produced a roar of laughter, followed by cheers, whistles, coughs, scraping of feet, and great confusion.) Mr. Snorem, quite undaunted and with features perfectly unmoved, merely noticed the interruption by a wave of the right hand, and silence returning, in consequence of the exhaustion of the movement party, he drew breath and again went off at score.

The question, he would repeat, was far from being one of difficulty  nay, so simple did it appear to his mind, that he should be greatly surprised if any difference of opinion existed upon it. He rejoiced to think so, for nothing was more conducive to the success of a measure than the unanimous support of all parties interested in it; and he did hope and trust, that the result of that meeting would show to the world how coinciding in sentiment had been the deliberation of the distinguished assembly which he then had the honour of addressing (applause with loud coughing, and renewed cries of question, question, shut it up, order, order.)  He was dealing with it as closely, and acutely, as logic and the English language would allow (renewed uproar). It appeared to him to be simply this  Divest the question of all superfluous matter, all redundant verbiage, and then, let the meeting declare that the establishment respecting whose future maintenance they had that day assembled, had been one of essential service to the place  upon that point, he had no doubt they would be unanimous  (yes, yes, we know all that). Secondly; they should declare that its preservation was one of paramount importance to the place and neighbourhood, and then it would necessarily resolve itself into this (Cock a doodle doo! with immense laughter)  those who were of opinion that the establishment was of importance would give it their countenance and support, while on the other hand those, who were of a contrary opinion, would have nothing whatever to say to it. He regretted the apparent reluctance of some of the company to grant him a fair and extended hearing, because, without vanity, he thought that a gentleman like himself in the habit of attending and addressing public meetings (laughter) was likely to clear away many of the cobwebs, films, mystifications, and obstructions that hung in the way of a clear and unprejudiced view and examination of the question; but such unfortunately being the case, he should content himself by simply moving the resolution which he held in his hand and would read to the company.

That it is the opinion of this meeting, that the hounds which have hitherto hunted the vale of Sheepwash and adjacent country, have contributed very materially to the amusement of the inhabitants and visitors of Handley Cross Spa. Mr. Hookem, the librarian, seconded the resolution, which was put, and carried unanimously.

Mr. Fleeceall, the solicitor, a violent Swizzleite, then stood forward to address the meeting.  He was a tallish, middle-aged, very sinister-looking, bald-headed gentleman, with a green patch over one eye, and a roguish expression in the other. He was dressed in a claret-coloured duffle-jacket, a buff kerseymere waistcoat with gilt buttons, drab trousers, with shoes and stockings. After two or three hems and haws, he began Very few countries, he said, were now without hounds  certainly none in the neighbourhood of a town of the size, importance, and population of Handley Cross; a population too, he should observe, composed almost entirely of the aristocracy and pleasure and health-hunting portions of society.  A couplet occurred to his recollection, which he thought was not inapplicable to the question before them, though he must observe that he introduced it without reference to any quarrel he might have had with a certain would-be medical man in the place, and without any intention of injuring that individual in the estimation of those who were inclined to place confidence in his prescriptions; he merely quoted the lines in illustration of his position, and as being better than his great and increasing business, not only as an Attorney at law, and Solicitor in the High Court of Chancery, but also as a Conveyancer, and Secretary of the Board of Guardians, and Clerk of the Mount Zion turnpike road, would allow him time to pen. They were these: Better to rove in fields for health unbought, Than fee the doctor for a nauseous draught; and he was sure no one there would deny that hunting, of all pursuits, was best calculated to restore or produce health and drive away dull care, the ills and evils of life, whether in mind or body (applause). Exercise, he would say, without invidious allusion, was the best of all medicines. They were standing in the garden of England. On every side Natures charms were displayed around; and Handley Cross was the capital of Beautys empire (applause). Within her bounds an unrivalled Spa had burst into existence, the health-giving qualities of whose gushing waters would draw people from all nations of the earth cheers). Air, water, and exercise, he contended, would cure anything that was capable of relief (cheers). Let them, then, take measures for inducing people to enjoy the pure atmosphere from other motives than mere change of air, and the day could not be far distant when quackery would fail and hunting flourish. His business, as he said before, was great  almost overpowering; but such was his devotion to the place  such his detestation of humbug and knavery, that he would not hesitate to accept the situation of secretary to the hunt in addition to his other numerous and arduous appointments, and accept it too upon terms much lower than any other man could afford to take it at.

Mr. Smith, a Hampshire gentleman, one of the earliest patrons of Handley Cross Spa, who, from the circumstance of his lodging round the corner of Hookems library, had acquired the name of Round-the-corner Smith, next presented himself to the notice of the meeting. He was a smart, genteelly dressed man, apparently about five-and-thirty, or forty, with a tremendous impediment in his speech  so troublesome was it indeed, that it was hard to say whether it was most distressing to his hearers or himself. After opening a very natty single-breasted blue surtout, so as to exhibit a handsome double-breasted shawl waistcoat hung with Venetian chains, he coughed, and commenced  not a speech but a long string of stutters. He felt con-sid-did-did-did-rable di-di-di-difficulty in pro-no-no-no-no-nouncing an o-p-p-p-p-pinion upon the matter under con-sid-did-did-de-ration, because he was not co-co-co-co-conversant with the c-c-country, b-b-but he t-t-took it to be an establish-lish-lished rule, that all men who h-h-hun-hunted regularly with a p-p-pack of ho-ho-ho-hounds, ought to contribute to their sup-sup-sup-port. He knew something about h-h-h-hun-hunting, and if his hu-hu-hu-humble services would be of any avail, the co-co-co-country might command them. At the same time he thought, that the h-h-h-hunt would be more li-li-likely to pros-pros-prosper if there were more ma-managers than one, and that a co-co-co-committee would be the likeliest thing under existing cir-cir-cir-cumstances to give sa-tis-tis-faction  He therefore be-be-begged to move the following resolution.  That it is expe-pe-pedient that the Vale of She-she-sheepwash ho-ho-ho-hounds should in fu-fu-future be carried on by subscription, by a co-co-co-committee of management, under the name of the Ha-ha-ha-handley Cross ho-ho-ho-hounds.

Captain Doleful begged to propose as a fit and proper person to be associated with the honourable gentleman who had just addressed them, in the future management of the pack, his worthy, excellent, public-spirited, and popular friend, Augustus Barnington, Esq., of Barnington Hall, Cheshire, who, he felt convinced, would prove a most valuable ally not only in the field but also in superintending the home department, and arrangements, such as hunt dinners, hunt balls, and other entertainments to the ladies, which he felt assured, it would be equally the pride of the hunt to offer, and the pleasure of the fair sex to accept. (Applause.)

Some one then proposed, that Stephen Dumpling, son of the dun-pony riding doctor, should form the third.

Old Dumpling was dead, leaving Stephen a nice farm, and somewhat independent, but the latter had a soul above the plough, and having got a cornetcy in the yeomanry, had started a gig and horse, and drove about with a clown at his side, with a cockade in his hat. Stephen was a goodish-looking, half-buck, half-hawbuck, sort of fellow. He was of middle stature, dark-complexioned, with dark eyes and hair; but there was an unfinished style about him that marred the general effect. If his hat was good, his boots were bad, and a good coat would be spoilt by a vulgar waistcoat, or misfitting trousers. He grew whiskers under his chin  smoked cigars  and rode steeple-chases. Still he was an aspiring youth, and took, as a matter of right, that which was only done to keep the farmers and landowners quiet  namely, adding him to the committee.

All this being carried nem. con., the uniform was next discussed, and great was the diversity of opinion as to colour. Some wanted yellow, some wanted green, others blue, some both blue and green; in short, all gay colours had their supporters, but the old scarlet at length carried it, with the addition of a blue collar.

But the resolutions will best describe the result of the meeting.

The following is a copy:  

At a meeting of the visitors and inhabitants of Handley Cross Spa, held at the Dragon Hotel, in Handley Cross, to take into consideration the circumstances arising out of the lamented death of Michael Hardey, Esq., the late master of the hounds:

Augustus Barnington, Esq., in the Chair:

It was resolved,

That it is highly expedient to continue the hunt, and remove the hounds to Handley Cross.

That Augustus Barnington, Henry Smith, and Stephen Dumpling, Esquires, be appointed a committee of management.

That a club be formed, called the Handley Cross Hunt Club, the subscription to be three guineas, to be paid annually in November, to which the first twenty members shall be elected by the committee, and the subsequent members by the club at large  one black ball in ten excluding.

That, in order to meet the wishes of gentlemen desirous of contributing more than the annual subscription of three guineas, the treasurer be fully authorised to take as much as any one will give.

That the morning or undress uniform be a scarlet coat, with a blue collar, and such a button as the masters may appoint, breeches and waistcoat ad libitum.

That the evening or dress uniform be a sky-blue coat, lined with pink silk, canary-coloured shorts, and white silk stockings.

That any member appearing at the cover side, or at an evening meeting of the members, in any other dress, be fined one pound one, for the good of the hunt.

Signed, A. Barnington, Chairman.


CHAPTER IV. THE HUNT BALL.
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THEN ROUND THE room the circling Dowagers sweep, Then in loose waltz their thin-clad daughters leap; The first in lengthened line majestic swim, The last display the free unfettered limb.

Joy, universal joy, prevailed at Handley Cross, when it became known that a committee of management had undertaken to hunt the Vale of Sheepwash. The place had not had such a fillip before  Farmers looked at their fields and their stacks, and calculated the consumption of corn.

Duncan Nevin took a six-stalled stable, and putting a splendid sign of a fox peeping over a rock at some rabbits, christened it the

NIMROD MEWS LIVERY AND BAIT STABLES. HUNTERS, HACKS, AND PERFECT LADIES PADS. N.B. A GLASS COACH.

Emboldened by success, he scraped together five-and-twenty pounds, and asked everybody he met, if he could tell him of a horse for the field. No one with money need long want a horse, but Duncan saw so differently when purchasing, to what he did when selling, that he seemed to have two pair of eyes. To be sure, he was a good judge of a tail, and that, for a watering-place job-master, is something Dont tell me what Tattersall says about rat-tails, he used to observe, I like them full, fine, and long. A horse with a full tail looks well in the field, on the road, or in harness, and will always bring his price.

His first purchase was an old Roman-nosed, white-faced, white-stockinged, brown horse, that had carried the huntsman of a pack of harriers for many a year, and was known by the distinguished name of Bull-dog. He was a little, well-shaped, but remarkably ugly horse, and had a rheumatic affection in one of his hind legs, that caused him to limp, and occasionally go on three legs. He was never fast, and sixteen or seventeen years had somewhat slackened the pace of his youth; but he was a remarkably hard-constitutioned animal, that no one could drive beyond his speed, and he could creep through or leap almost anything he was put to.

The harriers being done up, the subscribers had handsomely presented the huntsman with his horse, which he came to offer Duncan Nevin for his stud. Hes varrar like the field, observed Nevin, eyeing him, but his tails shocking shabby, more like a worn-out whitenin-brush than anything else  our customers require them handsome  I fear he would only do for the field  I want them generally useful.

The huntsman declared he would go twice a-week all the season, and offered to leap him over a gate. This he did so well, that Duncan Nevin priced him  fifteen pounds was all he asked, and he bought him for ten.

A sixteen hands bad bay mare, with a very large head, very light middle, and tail down to the hocks, was his next purchase for the field. She was a showy, washy, useless beast, that could caper round a corner, or gallop half-mile heats, if allowed plenty of breathing time, but invariably pulled off her shoes at her leaps, and was a whistler to boot  she cut behind and dished before  still she had an undeniable tail, and her size, and great hocks, as she stood well-clothed and littered, gave her the appearance of a hunter. She was six years old, had never done any work  because she never could, and in all probability never would. The wags christened her Sontag, on account of her musical powers.

Fair Rosamond, a little cantering up and down white hack, stood in the third stall; and when all the three fly-horses were in, which was never except at night, the six-stall stable was full. The news of the purchases flew like lightning; the number was soon magnified into ten  crowds besieged the mews to learn the terms, and the secretary wrote to know what Nevin meant to give to the hunt.

Everything now looked cheerful and bright  the hounds were the finest playthings in the world  they furnished occupation morning, noon, and night. Every man that was ever known to have been on horseback was invited to qualify for wearing the unrivalled uniform. Names came rolling in rapidly  the farmers, to the number of fifteen; sent in their five and ten pound notes, while the visitors were extremely liberal with their names, especially on a representation from Fleeceall, that payment might be made at their convenience  their names, the honour of their names, in short, being the principal thing the committee looked to. Dennis OBrian put his down for five-and-twenty guineas, Romeo Simpkins did the same for five, Abel Snorem promised to see what he could do, and all wrote, either promisingly, encouragingly, or kindly.

Duncan Nevin converted a stable into a kennel and feeding-house, and gave up his wifes drying ground for an airing yard, into which the poor hounds were getting constantly turned from their comfortable benches, by one or other of the committee showing them off to his friends. Then the make, shape, and colour of every hound was discussed, and what some thought defects, others considered beauties. The kennel was pretty strong in numbers, for all the worn-out, blear-eyed hounds were scraped together from all parts of the Vale, to make a show; while a white terrier, with a black patch on his eye  who was re-christened Mr. Fleeceall  and an elegantly-clipped, curled, dressed, and arranged black French poodle, were engaged to attract the ladies, who seldom have any taste for fox-hounds. Every allurement was resorted to, to draw company.

Poor Peter soon began to feel the change of service. Instead of Michael Hardeys friendly intercourse, almost of equality, he was ordered here, there, and everywhere, by his numerous masters; it was Peter here-Peter there, and Peter everywhere, no two masters agreeing in orders. Smith would have the hounds exercised by day-break; Barnington liked them to go out at noon, so that he could ride with them, and get them to know him; and Dumpling thought the cool of the evening the pleasantest time. Then Barnington would direct Peter to go on the north road, to make the hounds handy among carriages, while Dumpling, perhaps, would write to have them brought south, to trot about the downs, and get them steady among mutton; while Smith grumbled, and muttered something about blockheads knowing nothing about it. Each committee-man had his coterie, with whom he criticised the conduct of his colleagues.

Autumn browned the beech, but the season being backwardly, and the managers not exactly agreeing in the choice of a whipper-in, the ceremony of cub-hunting was dispensed with, and Peter, with the aid of Barningtons groom, who had lived as a stable-boy with a master of hounds, was ordered to exercise the pack among the deer parks and preserves in the neighbourhood. November at length approached; the latest packs began to advertise; and Kirby-gate stood forth for the Melton hounds on the Monday. All then was anxiety! Saddlers shops were thronged at all hours. Griffith, the prince of whip-makers, opened an establishment containing every possible variety of hunting-whip; and Latchford appointed an agent for the sale of his persuaders. Ladies busied themselves with plaiting hat-cords for their favourites, and the low green chair at the boot-makers was constantly occupied by some gentleman with his leg cocked in the air, as if he had taken a fit, getting measured for a pair of tops.

How to commence the season most brilliantly was the question, and a most difficult one it was. Dumpling thought a flare-up of fireworks over night would be a flash thing; Round-the-corner Smith was all for a hunt dinner; and after due discussion and the same happy difference of opinion that had characterised all their other consultations, Captain Doleful recommended a ball, in the delusive hope that it would have the effect of making friends and getting subscribers to the hounds, and be done, as all contemplated acts are, at a very trifling expense. There was no occasion to give a supper, he said; refreshments  tea, coffee, ices, lemonade, and negus, handed on trays, or set out in the anteroom, would be amply sufficient, nor was there any necessity for asking any one from whom they did not expect something in the way of support to the hounds. Round-the-corner Smith did not jump at the proposal, having been caught in a similar speculation of giving a ball to a limited party at Bath, and had been severely mulcted in the settling; but Barnington stood in too wholesome a dread of his wife to venture any opposition to such a measure; and Stephen Dumpling merged his fears in the honour and the hopes of making it pay indirectly by gaining subscribers to the hounds. The majority carried it; and Captain Doleful spread the news like wildfire  of course, taking all the credit of the thing to himself.

What a bustle it created in Handley Cross! The poor milliner-girls stitched their fingers into holes, and nothing was seen at the tailors windows but sky-blue coats lined with pink silk, and canary-coloured shorts. The thing looked well, for fourteen candidates appeared all ready to owe their three guineas for the honour of wearing the uniform, or for the purpose of getting their wives and daughters invited to the ball. It was fixed for the first Monday in November, and it was arranged that the hounds should meet in the neighbourhood on the following day.

Meanwhile the committee of management and Doleful met every morning for the purpose of making arrangements, sending invitations, and replying to applications for tickets. The thing soon began to assume a serious aspect; the names which at first amounted to fifty had swelled into a hundred and thirteen, and each day brought a more numerous accession of strength than its predecessor. Round-the-corner Smiths face lengthened as the list of guests increased, and Dumpling began to have his doubts about the safety of the speculation. Barnington took it very easily, for he had plenty of money, and the excitement kept his peevish wife in occupation; and she, moreover, had plenty of friends, whom she kept showering in upon them at a most unmerciful rate. Every morning a footman in red plush breeches and a short jacket arrived with names to be put down for invitations. Doleful was in great favour with her, and by her request he took his place every morning at the table of the committee-room to keep her husband right, as she called it. Of course, with such incongruous materials to work with, the thing was not arranged without great difficulty and dissension. Dumpling put down his cousins, the three Miss Dobbses, whose father was a farmer and brewer; and making pretty good stuff, Dobbss Ale was familiar at Handley Cross, and his name occupied divers conspicuous signs about the town. To these ladies Mrs. Barnington demurred, having no notion of dancing in a hop-garden; and it was with the greatest difficulty, and only on the urgent representation of Doleful, that their rejection would cause the secession of Dumpling, that she consented to their coming. To divers others she took similar objections, many being too low, and some few too high for her, and being the daughter of a Leeds manufacturer, she could not, of course, bear the idea of anything connected with trade.

At the adjournment of each meeting, Doleful repaired to her and reported progress, carrying with him a list of invitations, acceptances, and refusals, with a prospectus of those they thought of inviting. These latter underwent a rigid scrutiny by Mrs. Barnington, in aid of which all Dolefuls local knowledge, together with Mrs. Fribbles millinery knowledge, Debretts Baronetage, and Burkes Landed Gentry of England, were called together, and the list was reduced by striking out names with an elegant gold pencil case with an amethyst seal, as she languished out her length on a chaise-longue. One hundred and fifty-three acceptances, and nineteen invitations out, were at length reported the strength of the party; and Mrs. Barnington, after a few thoughtful moments passed in contemplating the ceiling, expressed her opinion that there ought to be a regular supper, and desired Doleful to tell Barnington that he must do the thing as it ought to be, if it were only for her credit. Poor Doleful looked miserable at the mention of such a thing, for Smith and Dumpling had already began to grumble and complain at the magnitude of the affair, which they had expected would have been a mere snug party among the members of the hunt and their friends, instead of beating up for recruits all the country round. Doleful, however, like a skilful militia-man, accomplished his object by gaining Dumpling over first, which he did by pointing out what an admirable opportunity it was for a handsome young man like himself, just beginning life, to get into good society, and perhaps marry an heiress; and Dumpling, being rather a pudding-headed sort of fellow, saw it exactly in that light, and agreed to support Dolefuls motion, on the assurance that it made very little difference in the expense whether the eatables were set out lengthways on a table and called supper, or handed about all the evening under the name of refreshments. Indeed, Doleful thought the supper might be the cheaper of the two, inasmuch as it would prevent the pilfering of servants, and the repeated attacks of the hungry water-drinking guests.

This matter settled, then came the fluttering and chopping-off of chickens heads, the wringing of turkeys necks, the soaking of tongues, the larding of hams, the plucking of pheasants, the skewering of partridges, the squeezing of lemons, the whipping of creams, the stiffening of jellies, the crossing of open tarts, the colouring of custards, the shaping of blanc-mange, the making of macaroons, the stewing of pears  all the cares and concomitants of ball making and rout giving; and Spain, the Gunter of the place, wrote off to London for four-and-twenty sponge cake foxes, with canary-coloured rosettes for tags to their brushes.

The great, the important night at length arrived. The sun went down amidst a brilliant halo of purple light, illuminating the sky with a goodly promise of the coming day, but all minds were absorbed in the events of the evening, and for once the poets gay to-morrow of the mind was disregarded. Every fly in the town was engaged nine deep, and Thompson and Fleuris, the opposition London and Parisian perruquiers, had dressed forty ladies each before five. Towards dusk, young gentlemen whose hair curled naturally came skulking into their shops to get the points taken off; after which, quite unconsciously, the irons were run through, and the apprentice boys made door-mats of their heads by wiping their dirty hands upon them under pretence of putting a little moisture in; while sundry pretty maids kept handling little pasteboard boxes over the counter, with whispered intimations that it was wanted in time to dress for the ball. Master-tailors sat with their workmen, urging their needles to the plenitude of their pace; and at dinner time there were only three gentlemen in all the place minus the canary-coloured inexpressibles, and one whose sky-blue coat could not be lined until the Lily-white-sand train brought down a fresh supply of pink silk from town.

Doleful began dyeing his hair at three, and by five had it as dark as Warrens blacking. Mrs. Barnington did not rise until after the latter hour, having breakfasted in bed; and young ladies, having taken quiet walks into the fields with their mammas in the morning to get up complexions and receive instructions whom to repress and whom to encourage, sat without books or work, for fear of tarnishing the lustre of their eyes.

Night drew on  a death-like stillness reigned around, broken only by the occasional joke of a stationary fly-man, or the passing jibe of a messenger from the bakers, tailors, or milliners. The lower rooms of all the houses at length became deserted, and light glimmered only in the upper stories, as though the inhabitants of Handley Cross were retiring to early rest.



Again, as if by general consent, the lights descended, and in drawing-rooms where the blinds had not been drawn or curtains closed, those who stood in the streets might see elegantly dressed young ladies entering with flat candlesticks in their hands, and taking their places before the fire, with perhaps a satin-slippered foot on the fender, waiting with palpitating hearts for their flys, anxious for the arrival of the appointed time, dreading to be early, yet afraid to be late. Wheels had been heard, but they had only been taking up, none as yet having started for the ball. At length the clatter of iron steps, the banging of doors, and the superfluous cry of Rooms! resounded through the town, and the streets became redolent of animal life.

A line of carriages and flys was soon formed in Bramber-street, and Hector Hardman, the head constable, with his gilt-headed staff in his hand, had terrible difficulty in keeping order, and the horses heads and carriage poles in their places. Vehicles from all quarters and of every description came pouring in, and the greeting of the post-boys from a distance, the slangings of the flymen, with the dictatorial tones of gentlemens coachmen and footmen, joined with the cries of the rabble round the door, as the sky-blue coats with pink silk linings popped out, resembled the noise and hubbub of the opera colonnade when a heavy shower greets the departing company.

The Ongar Rooms were just finished, and, with the exception of a charity bazaar for the purpose of establishing a Sunday school at Sierra Leone, had never been used. They were a handsome suite of rooms on the ground floor, entered from the street by two or three stone steps, under a temporary canopy, encircled with evergreens and variegated lamps. From the entrance-hall, in which at each end a good fire blazed, two rooms branched off, one for gentlemens cloaks, the other for ladies. Immediately in front of the entrance, scarlet folding-doors with round panes opened into a well-proportioned anteroom, which again led into the ball-room.

Ranged in a circle before the folding doors, stood Barnington, Smith, Doleful, and Dumpling, all grinning, and dressed in sky-blue coats with pink linings, white waistcoats, canary-coloured shorts, and white silk stockings, except Doleful, who had on a crumpled pair of nankeen trousers, cut out over the instep, and puckered round the waist. Dumplings dress was very good, and would have been perfect, had he not sported a pair of half dirty yellow leather gloves, and a shabby black neckcloth with red ends. There they all stood grinning and bowing as the entrances were effected, and Doleful introduced their numerous friends with whom they had not the happiness of a previous acquaintance. The plot soon thickened so much, that after bowing their heads like Chinese mandarins to several successive parties who came pushing their way into the room without receiving any salutation in return, and the blue coats with pink linings becoming too numerous to afford any distinguishing mark to the visitors, our managers and master of the ceremonies got carried into the middle of the room, after which the company came elbowing in at their case making up to their mutual friends as though it were a public assembly.

The fiddlers next began scraping their instruments in the orchestra of the ball-room like horses anxious to be off, and divers puffs of the horn and bassoon sounded through the building, but still the doors remained closed, and Doleful cast many a longing anxious eye towards the folding doors. Need we say for whom he looked?  Mrs. Barnington had not arrived. The music at length burst forth in good earnest, and Doleful, after numerous inquiries being made of him why the ball did not commence, at length asked Barnington if he thought his good lady was coming; when most opportunely, a buzz and noise were heard outside  the folding doors flew open, and in Mrs. Barnington sailed, with her niece, Miss Rider, on her arm.

Mrs. Barnington was a fine, tall, languishing-looking woman, somewhat getting on in years, but with marked remains of beauty, sicklied oer with the pale cast of listlessness, produced by a mind unoccupied, and bodily strength unexercised. Her features were full-sized, good, and regular, her complexion clear, with dark eyes that sparkled when lighted with animation, but more generally reposed in a vacant stare whether she was engaged in conversation or not. She wore a splendid tiara of diamonds, with costly necklace and ear-rings of the same. Her dress of the richest and palest pink satin, was girdled with a diamond stomacher, and a lengthening train swept majestically along the floor. Across her beautifully moulded neck and shoulders, in graceful folds, was thrown a white Cachmere shawl, and her ungloved arm exhibited a profusion of massive jewellery. Her entrance caused a buzz followed by silence throughout the room, and she sailed gracefully up an avenue formed by the separation of the company, A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. Doleful and the managers came forward to receive her, and she inclined herself slightly towards them and the few people whom she deigned to recognise.

Having, after infinite persuasion, consented to open the ball with Dumpling, and having looked round the company with a vacant stare, and ascertained that there was no one who could vie with her in splendour, she resignedly took his arm, and the ball-room door being at length thrown open, she sailed up to the top of the room, followed by countless sky-blue coated and canary-legged gentry, escorting their wives, daughters, or partners, with here and there a naval or military uniform mingling among the gay throng of sportsmen and variously clad visitors. Most brilliant was the scene! The room was a perfect blaze of light, and luckless were the wearers of second-hand shoes or ball-stained gloves. There was Dennis OBrian, towering over the head of every body else, with his luxuriant whiskers projecting from his cheeks, like cherubs wings on church corners, with an open shirt collar, confined by a simple blue ribbon and a superabundant display of silk stocking and calf from below his well-filled canary-coloured shorts,  for smalls would be a libel on the articles that held his middle man. His dark eyes sparkled with vivacity and keenness  not the keenness of pleasure, but the keenness of plunder, for Dennis had dined off chicken broth and lemonade to be ready to Cut the light pack or call the rattling main, as occasion might offer towards the morning. Snorem, too, had decked himself out in the uniform of the hunt, and this being his usual bed-time, he walked about the room like a man in a dream, or a tired dog looking where to lie down. Then there was Romeo Simpkins, who had just arrived by the last Lily-white-sand train, and had all his friends and acquaintances to greet, and to admire his own legs for the first time protruding through a pair of buff shorts. Fleeceall stood conspicuous with a blue patch on his eye, pointing out his new friends to his wife, who was lost in admiration at the smartness of her spouse, and her own ingenuity in applying the rose-coloured lining of an old bonnet to the laps of his sky-blue coat.

Now the music strikes up in full chorus, and Doleful walks about the room, clapping his hands like a farmers boy frightening crows, to get the company to take their places in a country dance; and Mrs. Barnington, having stationed herself at the top, very complacently leads off with hands across, down the middle, and up again, with Stephen Dumpling, who foots it away to the utmost of his ability, followed by Round-the-corner Smith with her niece, Barnington with Miss Somebody-else, Romeo Simpkins, with Miss Trollope, Dennis OBrian, who looks like a capering light-house, with little old Miss Mordecai, the rich money-lenders daughter, and some thirty or forty couples after them. Mrs. Barningtons train being inconvenient for dancing, and having been twice trodden upon, upon reaching the bottom on the third time down the middle, she very coolly takes Dumplings arm, and walks off to the sofa in the bay window, where, having deposited herself, she dispatches Dumpling to desire her husband not to exert himself too much, and to come to her the moment the dance is done. The country dance being at length finished, a quadrille quickly followed; after which came a waltz, then a galop, then another quadrille, then another waltz, then a reel; until the jaded musicians began to repent having been so anxious for the start.

Towards one oclock, the supper-room door was heard to close with a gentle flap, and Doleful was seen stealing out, with a self-satisfied grin on his countenance, and immediately to proceed round the room, informing such of the company as he was acquainted with, from having seen their names in his subscription book at the library, that the next would be the supper dance; a dance that all persons who have serious intentions avail themselves of, for the interesting purpose of seeing each other eat. Accordingly Dennis OBrian went striding about the ball-room in search of little Miss Mordecai; Captain Doleful usurped Stephen Dumplings place with Mrs. Barnington; Round-the-corner Smith started after the niece, and each man invested his person, in the way of a pair-off, to the best of his ability. Barnington, was under orders for Dowager Lady Turnabout, who toadied Mrs. Barnington, and got divers dinners and pineapples for her trouble; and Stephen Dumpling, being now fairly let into the thing, was left to lug in the two Miss Dobbses on one arm, and old mother Dobbs on the other.

The simple-minded couples then stand up to dance, and as soon as the quadrilles are in full activity, Doleful offers his arm to Mrs. Barnington and proceeds into the supper-room, followed by all the knowing-ones in waiting. But what a splendid supper it is! A cross table with two long ones down the centre, all set out with turkeys, chickens, hams, tongues, lobster salads, spun sugar pyramids, towers, temples, grottoes, jellies, tarts, creams, custards, pineapples, grapes, peaches, nectarines, ices, plovers eggs, prawns, and four-and-twenty sponge-cake foxes, with blue, red, and canary-coloured rosettes for tags to their brushes! Green bottles with card labels, and champagne bottles without labels, with sherry, &c., are placed at proper intervals down the table,  the champagne yielding a stronger crop upon the more fruitful soil of the cross table. Who ordered it, nobody knows, but there it is, and it is no time for asking.

Shortly after the first detachment have got comfortably settled in their places, the music stops, and the dancers come crowding in with their panting partners, all anxious for lemonade or anything better. Then plates, knives, and forks are in request; the far gone ones eating with the same fork or spoon, those only half gone contenting themselves with using one plate. Barnington is in the chair at the cross table, with a fine sporting device of a fox, that looks very like a wolf, at his back, on a white ground with Floreat Scientia on a scroll below, the whole tastefully decorated with ribbons and rosettes. Dumpling and Smith are Vice-Presidents. Hark to the clatter! Miss Thompson, some turkey? allow me to send you a little ham with it? Mrs. Jenkins, heres a delicious lobster salad. Now, Fanny, my dear, see youre dropping the preserve over your dress! Oh dear! there goes my knife! Never mind, maam, Ill get you another. Waiter! bring a clean glass  two of them! What will you take? Champagne, if you please. Delightful ball, isnt it? Hows your sister? Wholl take some pineapple punch? I will, with pleasure. Ive burst my sandal, and my shoe will come off. Dear, that great awkward man has knocked the comb out of my head, Go to see the hounds in the morning! Susan, mind, theres mamma looking. Waiter! get me some jelly. Bachelors balls always the pleasantest. Barnington is married. Oh, hes nobody! Dumpling does it and stuttering Smith, theres no Mister Barnington. Theres the captain  I wonder if he sees us. Oh the stoopid! he wont look this way. Should like to break his provoking head! Hows your horse? Has it learned to canter? Take some tongue. Champagne, if you please.

Thus went the rattle, prattle, jabber, and tattle, until Mr. Barnington, who had long been looking very uneasy, being unable to bear the further frowns of his wife, at length rose from his seat for the most awful of all purposes, that of monopolising all the noise of the room,  a moment that can only be appreciated by those who have filled the unhappy situation of chairman in a company of ladies and gentlemen, when every eye is pointed at the unfortunate victim, and all ears are open to catch and criticise what he says. Barnington! Barnington! chair! chair! order! order! silence! cried a hundred voices, in the midst of which Mr. Barnington tried to steal away with his speech, but had to whip back and begin again.

Gentlemen and ladies (order! order!), I mean to say, Mr. Vice-Presidents, ladies, and gentlemen (hear, hear), I beg to propose the health of the Queen  I mean to say, the ladies who have honoured us with their presence this evening. Great applause, and every man drank to his sweetheart.

Mrs. Barnington looked unutterable things at her spouse as he sat down, for women are all orators or judges of oratory, and well poor Barnington knew the vigour of her eloquence. Beckoning Doleful to her side, she desired him to tell Barnington not to look so like a sheepish schoolboy, but to hold himself straight, and speak out as if he were somebody. This Doleful interpreted into a handsome compliment, which so elated our unfortunate, that he immediately plucked up courage, and rising again, gave the table a hearty thump, and begged the company would fill a bumper to the health of the strangers who had honoured the Handley Cross hunt ball with their company. The strangers then began fidgetting and looking out an orator among themselves, but were put out of suspense by the rising of Dennis OBrian, who returned thanks in one of his usual felicitous and appropriate speeches, and concluded by proposing the health of the chairman. Barnington was again on his legs, thanking them and giving Success to fox-hunting, which was acknowledged by Snorem, who, being half asleep, mistook it for the time when he had to propose the healths of Smith and Dumpling, to whom he paid such lengthy compliments that the ladies cut him short by leaving the room. All restraint now being removed, the gentlemen crowded up to the cross table, when those who had been laying back for supper until they got rid of the women, went at it with vigorous determination,  corks flew, dishes disappeared, song, speech, and sentiment, were huddled in together, and in a very short time the majority of the company were surprised to find themselves amazingly funny.


CHAPTER V. THE HUNT COMMITTEE.
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IT IS OUR opening day.

HANDLEY CROSS had a very debauched look the morning after the hunt ball. The Ongar rooms being lighted with windows round the top, with covered galleries outside, for the accommodation of milliners, ladies maids, and such as wish to criticise their masters and mistresses, had no protecting blinds; and a strong party having settled themselves into threesome reels  the gentlemen for the purpose of dancing themselves sober, the ladies, like Goldsmiths clown, to try and tire out the orchestra  the ball seemed well calculated to last for ever, when the appearance of day-light in the room made the wax-lights look foolish, and caused all the old chaperons to rush to their charges and hurry them off, before bright Phoebus exposed the forced complexions of the night. All then was hurry-skurry; carriages were called up, and hurried off as though the plague had broken out, and Johns and Jehus were astonished at the bustle of their mississes.

The last fly at length drove off; the variegated lamps round the festooned porch began glimmering and dying in succession, as Doleful and the remaining gentlemen stood bowing, grinning, and kissing their hands to their departing partners, while their blue coats and canary-coloured shorts exhibited every variety of shade and complexion that the colours are capable of. Dolefuls hair, too, assumed a vermilion hue. The town was clear, bright, and tranquil; no sound disturbed the quiet streets, and there was a balmy freshness in the morning air that breathed gratefully on the feverish frames of the heated dancers. The cock, the trumpet of the morn, had just given his opening crow, in farmer Haycocks yard behind the rooms, and the tinkling bells of the oxens yoke came softened on the air like the echoing cymbals of the orchestra.

St. Georges chapel clock strikes! Its clear silvery notes fall full upon the listeners ears. One! two! three! four! five! six!  six oclock! and youths say it is not worth while going to bed, while men of sense set off without a doubt on the matter. Some few return to the supper-room to share the ends of champagne bottles and lobster salads with the waiters.

Morning brought no rest to the jaded horses and helpers of the town. No sooner were the Rosinantes released from the harness of the flys, than they were led to the stable-doors and wisped and cleaned in a manner that plainly showed it was for coming service, and not for that performed. Bill Gibbon, the club-footed ostler of the Swan Hotel and Livery Stables, had eight dirty fly-horses to polish into hunters before eleven oclock, and Tom Turnbinn, and his deaf and dumb boy, had seven hunters and two flys ordered for the same hour. There was not a horse of any description but what was ordered for the coming day, and the donkeys were bespoke three deep.

If Duncan Nevin had had a dozen Bull-dogs and Sontags, they would all have been engaged, and on his own terms too.

Oh sir! he would say to inquirers, that Bull-dogs a smart horse  far too good for our work  he should be in a gentlemans stable  Did you ever see a horse so like the field, now? Im only axin thirty pound for him, and its really givin of him away  I couldnt let him go out under two guineas a day, and then only with a very careful rider, like yourself. Cost me near what I ax for him, in the summer, and have had to put him into condition myself. Oats is very dear, I assure you. Perhaps youd have the kindness not to say that hes hired, and save me the duty?

A little before eleven the bustle commenced; the first thing seen was Peter leaving the kennel with the hounds, Abelard, the black poodle, and Mr. Fleeceall, the white terrier with a black eye. Peter was dressed in a new scarlet frock-coat with a sky-blue collar, buff striped toilanette waistcoat, black cap, new leathers and boots. His whip, spurs, gloves, bridle, and saddle were also new, and he was riding a new white horse. Barningtons groom followed, similarly attired; and this being his first appearance in the character of a whipper-in, he acted fully up to the designation by flopping and cracking the hounds with his whip, and crying Cop, cop, hounds!  Go on, hounds  go on!  Drop it!  Leave it! To him, to him! and making sundry other orthodox noises.

Lamp-black was that morning in great request. Broken knees, collar, and crupper marks had to be effaced, and some required a touch of lampblack on their heads, where they had knocked the hair off in their falls. The saddling and bridling were unique! No matter what sort of a mouth the horse had, the first bridle that came to hand was put into it.

Stephen Dumplings horse, having travelled from home, was the first of the regulars to make his appearance in the street. He was a great, raking, sixteen hands chesnut, with white stockings, and a bang tail down to the hocks. He was decorated with a new bridle with a blue silk front, and a new saddle with a hunting horn. Stephens lad, dressed in an old blue dress-coat of his masters, with a blue and white striped livery waistcoat, top-boots, and drab cords, and having a cockade in his hat, kept walking the horse up and down before the Dragon Hotel, while Stephen, with a feverish pulse and aching head, kept sipping his coffee, endeavouring to make himself believe he was eating his breakfast. At last he lighted a cigar, and appeared, whip in hand, under the arched gate-way. He had on a new scarlet coat with a blue collar, the same old red-ended neck-cloth he had worn at the ball, and an infinity of studs down an ill-fitting, badly-washed shirt, a buff waistcoat, and a pair of make-believe leathers  a sort of white flannel, that after the roughings of many washings give gentlemen the appearance of hunting in their drawers. His boots had not been put straight after the crumpling and creasing they had got in his bags; consequently there were divers patches of blacking transferred to the tops, while sundry scrapings of putty, or of some other white and greasy matter, appeared on the legs. Independently of this, the tops retained lively evidence of their recent scouring in the shape of sundry up and down strokes, like the first coat of white-washing, or what house-painters call priming, on a new door.

Dumplings appearance in the street was the signal for many who were still at their breakfasts to bolt the last bits of muffin, drink up their tea, and straddle into the passage to look for hats, gloves, and whips. Doors opened, and sportsmen emerged from every house. Round-the-corner Smiths roan mare, with a hunting horn at the saddle-bow, had been making the turn of Hookems library for ten minutes and more; and the stud of Lieutenant Wheeler, the flash riding-master  seven perfect broke horses for road or field, with two unrivalled ponies  had passed the Dragon for the eight Miss Mercers, and their brother Tom to go out upon to see the hounds. Then sorry steeds, with sorrier equipments, in the charge of very sorry-looking servants, paced up and down High Street, Paradise Row, and the Crescent; and a yellow fly, No. 34, with red wheels, drove off with Dumplings nondescript servant on the box, and the three Miss Dobbses, and Mother Dobbs, in scarlet silk pelisses, with sky-blue ribbons and handkerchiefs, inside. Jaded young ladies, whose looks belie their assertions, assure their mammas that they are not in the least tired, step into flys and drive away through High Street, kissing their hands, bowing and smiling, right and left, as they go.

Abel Snorem, having purchased a pair of new top-boots, appears in the sky-blue coat, lined with pink silk, and the canary-coloured shorts of the previous evening, looking very much like a high-sheriffs horse foot-man going out to meet the judges. Not meaning to risk his neck, although booted, he makes the fourth in a fly with Mr. and Miss Mordecai, and fat old Mr. Guzzle, who goes from watering-place to watering-place, trying the comparative merits of the waters in restoring appetite after substantial meals: he looks the picture of health and apoplexy. Mrs. Barningtons dashing yellow barouche comes hurrying down the street, the bays bearing away from the pole, and the coachmans elbows sticking out in a corresponding form. Of course all the flys, horses, and passengers that are not desirous of being driven over by John Thomas, the London coachman, are obliged to get out of the way as fast as they can, and he pulls up with a jerk, as though he had discovered the house all of a sudden. Out rush two powdered flunkeys in red plush breeches, pink silk stockings, and blue coatees, when, finding it is only their own carriage, a dialogue ensues between them and Mr. Coachman, as the latter lounges over the box and keeps flanking his horses to make them stand out and show themselves.

A few minutes elapse, and out comes the portly butler, with a Now then! Missis coming down! whereupon the Johnnies rush to their silver-laced hats on the hall table, seize their gold-headed canes, pull their white Berlins out of their pockets, and take a position on each side of the barouche door. Mrs. Barnington sails majestically down stairs, dressed in a sky-blue satin pelisse, with a sky-blue bonnet, lined with pink, and a splendid white feather, tipped with pink, waving gracefully over her left shoulder. She is followed by Barnington and Doleful, the former carrying her shawl and reticule in one hand, and his own hunting-whip in the other. Barnington, as usual, is well-dressed, having on a neat-fitting, single-breasted scarlet coat, with a blue collar, and rich gilt buttons, sky-blue cravat, canary-coloured waistcoat, well-cleaned leathers and gloves, and exquisitely polished boots, with very bright spurs. Doleful, who is rather in disgrace, for having introduced a partner to one of the three Miss Dobbses over night, and has just had a wigging for his trouble, sneaks behind, attired in a costume that would have astonished Tom Rounding himself, at the Epping Hunt. It consists of an old militia coat, denuded of its facings and trappings, made into a single-breasted hunting coat, but, for want of cloth, the laps are lined, as well as the collar covered, with blue; his waistcoat is pea-green, imparting a most cadaverous hue to his melancholy countenance, and he has got on a pair of old white moleskin breeches, sadly darned and cracked at the knees, Hessian boots, with large tassels, and black heel spurs. He carries his hat in one hand, and a black gold-headed opera cane in the other, and looks very like an itinerant conjuror. What strange creatures fine women sometimes fancy!

Mrs. Barnington steps listlessly into the carriage, throws herself upon the back seat, while Barnington and Doleful deposit themselves on the front one; the door is shut with a bang, the Johnnies jump up behind, whit cries the coachman to his horses, off they go, the fat butler, having followed them up the High Street with his eyes, closes the door, and away they bowl at the rate of twelve miles an hour, round the Crescent, through Jireth Place, Ebenezer Row, Apollo Terrace, past the Archery Ground, and Mr. Jacksons public gardens, and along the Appledove road, as far as the Mount Sion turnpike-gate  leaving pedestrians, horsemen, and vehicles of every kind immeasurably in the distance.

At the gate a crowd is assembled  Jones Deans, the pikeman, has wisely closed the bar, and No trust stands conspicuously across the road. As the carriage approaches, it is thrown wide open, off goes Joness hat. Mrs. Jones Deans drops a hasty curtsey, that almost brings her knees in contact with the ground, and the little urchins on the rails burst into an involuntary huzza. John Thomas cuts on, and turns at a canter into the grass-field on the left of the road, where poor Peter has been walking his hounds about for the last hour or more. What a crowd! Grooms of every description, with horses of every cut and character, moving up and down, and across and around the field; some to get their horses coats down, others to get their legs down, a few to get their horses courage down, others to try and get them up: some because they see others do it, and others because they have nothing else to do.

There are thirteen flys full of the young ladies from Miss Prims and Miss Prosys opposition seminaries, the former in sky-blue ginghams, the latter in pink; Mrs. Fleeceall driven by her dear Fleecey with a new hunting whip, in a double-bodied one-horse chay with four little Fleecealls stuck in behind; Mr. Davey, the new apothecary, with his old wife, in a yellow dennet drawn by a white cart mare; Mr. and Mrs. Hookem of the library in Jasper Green the donkey drivers best ass-cart; farmer Joltem in his untaxed gig, with his name, abode, and occupation painted conspicuously behind; old Tim Rickets, the furniture-broker, in a green garden-chair drawn by a donkey; the post-man on a mule, Boltem, the billiard table-keeper, and Snooks his marker, in an ass phaeton; Donald McGrath, Squire Arnolds Scotch gardener, on Master Georges pony; and Sam Finch, the keeper, and Thomas, the coachman, on the carriage horses.

Enveloped in a large dirty old Macintosh, in a single-horse fly, with a dirty apology for a postilion on the animal, with hands stuffed into his front pockets, and a hunting whip peeping above his knees, the mighty Dennis OBrien wends his way to the meet, his brain still swimming with the effects of the last nights champagne. As he diverges from the road into the grass-field, he takes his hunting whip from its place, loosens the thong, and proceeding to flagellate both rider and horse, dashes into the crowd in what he considers quite a bang-up way. Now, Peter, my boy! he roars at the top of his voice, as standing erect in the vehicle he proceeds to divest himself of his elegant wraprascal, be after showing us a run; for by the piper that played before Moses, I feel as if I could take St. Peters itself in my stride.  Och blood and ounds! ye young spalpeen, but youve been after giving that horse a gallop,  hes sweating about the ears already, he exclaims to a little charity-school boy, whom the livery-stable keeper has despatched with a horse Dennis has hired for the sason, warranted to hunt four days a week or oftener, and hack all the rest  a raw-boned, broken-kneed, spavined bay, with some very going points about him. Be after jumping off, ye vagabond, or Ill bate you into a powder.

Romeo Simpkins then comes tip-tup-ing up on a long-tailed dun, with a crupper to the saddle, surrounded by the four Miss Merrygoes, all ringlets and teeth, and the two Miss Millers, all forehead and cheeks,  the cavalcade mounted by the opposition riding-master, Mr. Higgs, who follows the group at a respectful distance to see that they do not take too much out of the nags, and to minute their ride by his watch. Romeo is in ecstasies! He has got on an ill-made, cream-bowl-looking cap, with a flourishing ribbon behind, a very light-coloured coat, inclining more to pink than scarlet, made of ladies habit-cloth, a yellow neckcloth, his white waistcoat of the previous evening, and very thin white cord breeches that show his garters, stocking tops, and every wrinkle in his drawers; added to which, after a fashion of his own, his boots are secured to his breeches by at least half a dozen buttons, and straps round the leg. The ladies think Romeo quite a dear and Romeo is of the same opinion.

Now, Barnington, dont ride like a fool and break your neck, says the amiable Mrs. Barnington to her sapient spouse, as he begins to fidget and stir in the carriage, as the groom passes and repasses with a fine brown horse in tip-top condition, and a horn at the saddle; a request that was conveyed in a tone that implied, I hope you may with all my heart. Then turning to Doleful, who was beginning to look very uneasy as mounting time approached, she added, in a forgiving tone, Now, my dear Captain, dont let Barnington lead you into mischief; hes a desperate rider I know, but theres no occasion for you to follow him over everything he chooses to ride at.

Mrs. Barnington might have spared herself the injunction, for Dolefuls horse was a perfect antidote to any extravagance; a more perfect picture of wretchedness was never seen. It was a long, lean, hide-bound, ewenecked, one-eyed, roan Rosinante, down of a hip, collar-marked, and crupper-marked, with conspicuous splints on each leg, and desperately broken-kneed. The saddle was an old military brass-cantrelled one, with hair girths, rings behind, and a piece of dirty old green carpet for a saddlecloth. The bridle was a rusty Pelham, without the chain, ornamented with a dirty faded yellow-worsted front, and strong, cracked, weather-bleached reins, swelled into the thickness of moderate traces  with the head-stall ends flapping and flying about in all directions, and the choak-band secured by a piece of twine in lien of a buckle. The stirrups were of unequal lengths, but this could not be helped, for they were the last pair in Handley Cross; and Doleful, after a survey of the whole, mounts and sticks his feet into the rusty irons, with a self-satisfied grin on his spectral face, without discovering their inequality.

Keep a good hold a her mouth, sir, says the fly-man groom, whose property she is, gathering up the reins and placing them in a bunch in Dolefuls hands; keep a good hold of her head, sir, he repeats, an exhortation that was not given without due cause, for no sooner did the mare find herself released from her keeper, than down went her head, up went her heels, off went the captains hat, out flew the militia coat laps, down went the black gold-headed cane, and the old mare ran wheel-barrow fashion about the field, kicking, jumping, and neighing to the exquisite delight of the thirteen fly-fulls of pink and blue young ladies from Miss Prims and Miss Prosys opposition seminaries, the infinite satisfaction of Mrs. Fleeceall, whom Doleful had snubbed, and to the exceeding mirth of the whole field.

Help him! save him! screams Mrs. Barnington, with clasped hands and uplifted eyes, as the old mare tears past the barouche with her heels in the air, and the loose riding M.C. sitting like the Drunken Hussar at the Circus, unconsciously digging her with his black heel-spurs as she goes. Oh heavens! will nobody save him? she exclaims; and thereupon the two powdered footmen, half dying with laughter, slip down from behind, and commence a pursuit, and succeed in catching the mare just as she had got the Master of the Ceremonies fairly on her shoulders, and when another kick would have sent him over her head. Meanwhile Mrs. Barnington faints. Fans, water, salts, vinegar, all sorts of things, are called in requisition, as may be supposed, when the queen of Handley Cross is taken ill; nothing but a recommendation from the new doctor that her stays should be cut, could possibly have revived her.

Peace is at length restored. Doleful, sorely damaged by the brass cantrel and the pommel, is taken from the old kicking mare, as she was called at the stable, and placed alongside the expiring Mrs. Barnington in the carriage, and having had enough of hunting, Mr. John Thomas is ordered to drive home immediately.

Whereupon Peter takes out his watch and finds it exactly five minutes to one, the hour that he used to be laying the cloth for Michael Hardeys dinner, after having killed his fox and got his horses done up. Barnington having seen his wife fairly out of sight, appears a new man, and mounting his brown hunter takes his horn out of the case, knocks it against his thigh, gives his whip a flourish, and trots up to the pack, with one foot dangling against the stirrup iron.

Peter salutes him with a touch of his cap, his groom whipper-inscrapes his against the skies; and Barnington, with a nod, asks Peter what they shall draw? Hazleby Hanger, I was thinking, sir, replied Peter with another touch; the keeper says he saw a fox go in there this morning, and its very nice lying. Well then, let us be going, replies Barnington, looking around the field. No! roars Stephen Dumpling, taking a cigar from his mouth; Hoppas Hays is the place; the winds westerly,  wetting his finger on his tongue, and holding it up to the air, and if we can force him through Badger Wood and Shortmead, he will give us a rare burst over Langley Downs, and away to the sea. Well, what you please, gentlemen, replies Peter; only we have not much time to lose, for the days are short, and my fellow servant here doesnt know the country; besides which we have five couple of young hounds out. I say Hazleby Hanger, replies Barnington with a frown on his brow, for he was unused to contradiction from any one but his wife. I say Hoppas Hays, replies Dumpling loudly, with an irate look, and giving his boot an authoritative bang with his whip. Well, gentlemen, which ever you please, says Peter, looking confused. Then go to Hazleby Hanger, responds Barnington. Hoppas Hays! exclaims Dumpling; mind, Peter, Im your master. No more than myself replies Barnington, and I find the whipper-in. Wheres Smith? shouts Dennis OBrian, working his way into the crowd, with his coat-pockets sticking out beyond the cantrel of his saddle, like a poor mans dinner wallet. Here! here! here! responded half a dozen voices from horses, gigs, and flys.

No, Round-the-corner Smith I mean, replies OBrian. Yonder he is by the cow-shed in the corner of the field; and Smith is seen in the distance in the act of exchanging his hack for his hunter. He comes cantering up the field, feeling his horse as he goes, and on being holloaed to by some score of voices or more, pulls short round and enters the crowd at a trot. What shall we draw first, Smith? inquires Mr. Barnington; I propose Hazleby Hanger. I say Hoppas Hays, rejoins Dumpling Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-zleby Ha-ha-hanger, or Ho-ho-ho-ho-hoppas Ha-ha-ha-ha-hays! I should think Fa-fa-fa-farley Pa-pa-pasture better than either. Well then, let us draw lots, replied Dennis OBrian, for its not right keeping gentlemen and men of fortune waiting in this way. By the great gun of Athlone, but the Ballyshannon dogs, kept by Mr. Trodennick, would find and kill a fox in less time than you take in chaffing about where youll draw for one. See now, added he, pulling an old Racing Calender out of his capacious pocket, and tearing a piece into slips, here are three bits of paper; the longest is for Hazleby Hanger, the middle one is Hoppas Hays, and the short one shall be Farley Pasture, and Peter shall draw; whereupon Dennis worked his way through the crowd, advanced into the middle of the pack, and just as Peter drew a slip, Denniss spavined steeple-chaser gave Abelard, the French poodle, such a crack on the skull as killed him on the spot. The field is again in commotion, two-thirds of the young ladies in pink ginghams burst into tears, while one of the sky-blue pupils faints, and a second is thrown into convulsions and burst her stays with the noise of a well-charged two-penny cracker. Who-hoop! cries Dennis OBrian, heres blood already! jumping off his horse and holding the expiring animal in mid air; Who-hoop, my boys, but weve begun the season gallantly! killed a lion instead of a fox! and thereupon he threw the dead dog upon the ground amid the laughter of a few pedestrians, and the general execration of the carriage company.

We need not say that the sport of the ladies was over for the day. There lay poor Abelard, the only dog in the pack they really admired; whose freaks and gambols, in return for buns and queen-cakes, had often beguiled the weariness of their brothers kennel lectures. The sparkling eye, that watched each movement of the hand, was glazed in death, and the flowing luxuriance of his well-combed mane and locks clotted with gory blood  Alas, poor Abelard! Oh name for ever sad! for ever dear! Still breathed in sighs, still ushered with a tear.

The hounds alone seemed unconcerned at his fate, and walked about and smelt at him as though they hardly owned his acquaintance, when Mr. Fleeceall, the white terrier with the black patch on his eye, having taken him by the ear, with the apparent intention of drawing him about the field, Miss Prim most theatrically begged the body, which was forthwith transferred to the bottom of her fly, to the unutterable chagrin of Miss Prosy, who was on the point of supplicating for it herself, and had just arranged a most touching speech for the occasion. Eyes were now ordered to be dried, and the young ladies were forthwith got into marching order. Pink ginghams wheeled off first; and when they got home, those that did not cry before were whipped, and made to cry after; while the sky-blue young ladies had a page of Sternes Sentimental Journey, commencing Dear sensibility! source unexhausted of all thats precious in our joys or costly in our sorrows! &c., to learn by heart, to make them more feeling in future.

The field, reduced one-half, at two oclock set off for Farley Pasture; the procession consists of five flys, twenty-three horsemen, four gig-men, and a string of thirteen donkeys, some carrying double, and others with panniers full of little folk.

Dumpling and Barnington look unamiable things at each other, but neither having carried his point, they ride along the sandy lane that leads to the cover in pouting sullenness. The cavalcade rides the hill that commands the cover in every quarter, where Peter and the pack wait until the long-drawn file have settled themselves to their liking. The cover is an unenclosed straggling gorse of about three or four acres in extent, rising the hill from a somewhat dense patch of underwood, bounded on the east by a few weather-beaten Scotch firs; the country around being chiefly grass-fields of good dimensions. Dumpling canters round the cover, and takes a position among the firs, while Barnington plants himself immediately opposite; and Smith, determined not to be outdone in importance, establishes himself to the south. Yooi in there! cries Peter at last with a wave of his cap, his venerable grey hair floating on the breeze; yooi in there, my beauties! and the old hounds, at the sound of his cheery voice, dash into the gorse and traverse every patch and corner with eagerness: Have at him there! cries Peter, as Belmaid, a beautiful pied bitch, feathers round a patch of gorse near a few stunted birch and oak trees: have at him there, my beauty! yooi, wind him! yooi push him!

Talli-ho! cries Abel Snorem, in a loud, deep, sonorous voice from his fly, rubbing his eyes with one hand and raising his hat in the air with the other; talli-ho! yonder he goes. Its a hare! exclaims Peter; its a hare! pray hold your tongue, sir! pray do!  It is too late; the mischief is done. Three couple of young hounds that did not like the gorse, having caught view, dash after her; and pusss screams at the corner of the ploughed field are drowned in the horns of the masters, who commenced the most discordant tootleings, puffings, and blowings, as soon as Abel Snorems talli-ho was heard. Meanwhile the whipper-in has worked his way round to the delinquents, and, jumping off his horse, seizes the hind quarters of puss, whereupon Vigilant seizes him à posteriori in return, and makes him bellow like a bull. The masters canter round, the field rush to the spot, and all again is hubbub and confusion. Lay it into them! exclaims Barnington to his groom whipper-in; cut them to ribbons, the riotous brutes! Dont! interposes Dumpling, I wont have the hounds flogged; whereupon the ladies laud his feeling, and mutter something that sounds very like Barnington and brute. Just as stuttering Smith is in the midst of a long string of stammers upon the question of corporeal punishment, a loud, clear, shrill talli-ho is heard proceeding from the neighbourhood of the fir trees, and Peter on the white horse is seen standing in his stirrups, cap in hand, halloaing his hounds away to their fox. Hoic together, hoic! and the old hounds rush eagerly to the voice that has led them to a hundred glories. Yonder he goes by Mersham Hatch, and away for Downleigh-crag, exclaims a lad in a tree, and eyes are strained in the direction that he points.

Forrard away! forrard. Crack! crack! go a score of whips; talli-ho! scream a dozen voices. Away! away! away! holloas Peter, settling himself into his saddle. Away! away! away! echoes the groom whipper-in, as he stands rubbing himself, debating whether to mount or go home to the doctor. Barnington races round the cover, Dumpling takes the opposite side, followed by Smith, and Dennis OBrian shoves his spavined steed straight through the cover, and goes bounding over the high gorse like a boat off a rough shore. Romeo Simpkins and his tail trot after a fat old gentleman on a black cob, dressed in a singlebreasted green coat, with mahogany-coloured top-boots, and a broad-brimmed hat, who makes for Ashley Lane, from thence over Downley Hill, from whence there is a full view of the pack running like wildfire over the large grass enclosure near Ravensdeen village, with no one but Peter within a quarter of a mile of them. Away they speed; and just as Peters white horse looks like a pigeon in the distance, and the rest diminish into black specks, a curve to the left brings them past Arthingworth clump, leaving the old tower on the right, and, skirting the side of Branston Wood, far in the distance they enter upon the tract of chalky land beyond. The old gentlemans eye catches fresh fire at the sight; he takes off his low-crowned hat, and mops his bald head with a substantial snuff-coloured bandana, and again bumps off at a trot. He pounds along the lanes, turning first to the right, then to the left; now stopping to listen, now cutting through the backs of farm buildings, now following an almost imperceptible cart-track through a line of field-gates, until he gains Surrenden Lane, where he pulls up short and listens. Hark! he exclaims, holding up his hand to Romeo and his female friends, who are giggling and tittering at the delightful canter they have had; hark! he repeats, in a somewhat louder voice. A short sharp chirp is borne on the breeze; it is Heroine all but running mute. A deeper note follows,  another, and another, which gradually swell into chorus as the pack carry the scent across the fallow, and get upon turf nearer hand. The old gentleman is in ecstasies. He can hardly contain himself. He pulls his cob across the lane; his hat is in the air, no one views the fox but himself, the hounds pour into the lane; a momentary check ensues. Villager speaks to it in the next field; Dexterous has it too,  and Coroner, Harmony, Funnylass, and Ravenous join cry!  they run the hedge-row  a snap and crack is heard just by the large ash-tree. Whoo-whoop! holloas the old gentleman, putting his finger in his ear, and Peter comes bounding over the fence, and is among his pack fighting for the fox.

Then up come the field, the horses heaving, panting, and blowing, all in a white lather, and the perspiration streaming off the red faces of riders. There has been a desperately jealous tustle between Barnington and Dumpling which should ride first; and nothing but the badness of the start has prevented their being before the hounds. Dumpling has knocked in the crown of a new eight-and-sixpenny hat; while a strong grower that he bore before him through a stiff bullfinch, returned with a switch across Barningtons nose, that knocked all the skin off the bridge.

I claim the brush! exclaimed Dumpling, still in the air. No such thing! responds Barnington, as they land together in the deep lane, from the top of the high bank with a strongly pleached hedge on the top. I say its mine! I say it isnt! I say it is! Peter, its mine! Peter, it isnt! At your peril give it to him! You give it to me, or I discharge you!

Well, gentlemen, replies Peter, laying the fox before him, whichever way you please. Then, give it me. No, give it me. Isnt it mine, sir? says Dumpling, appealing to the gentleman on the cob, my horse touched ground first, and, according to all the laws of steeple-chasing that ever Ive heard, or read of in Bells Life or elsewhere, thats decisive. I should say it was Squire Hartleys, observed Peter, looking at the green-coated gentleman on the cob.

Squire Hartleys! exclaim Dumpling and Barnington at the same moment; Squire Hartleys! How can that be? Hes not even a member of the hunt, and doesnt give a farthing to it. It was his cover we found in, replies Peter; and in old masters time we always gave the brush to whoever was first up. First up, roars Dumpling, why, hes never been out of a trot! And ridden the road! adds Barnington. What do we know about your old master? rejoins Dumpling, he was a skirting, nicking, Macadamizing old screw. He was a better sportsman than ever you will be, replies Peter, his eyes sparkling anger as he spoke. Let us have none of your impertinence, replies Barnington, nettled at the disrespect towards a member of the committee; and let me advise you to remember that you hunt these hounds for the amusement of your masters, and not for your own pleasure, and you had better take care how you steal away with your fox again as you did just now. That he ha-ha-ha-had, exclaims Round-the-corner Smith, as he creeps down the side of the bank, holding by the pommel of his saddle, into the lane, after having ridden the line with great assiduity without seeing a bit of the run; I never saw such an impudent thing done in all the whole course of my li-li-li-life before.

Poor Peter made no reply. An involuntary tear started into the corner of his eye, when, having broken up his fox, he called his hounds together and turned his horses head towards home, at the thought of the change he had lived to see. Arrived at Handley Cross, he fed his hounds, dressed his horse, and then, paying a visit to each of his masters, respectfully resigned the situation of huntsman to the committee of management of the Handley Cross fox-hounds.


CHAPTER VI. THE CLIMAX OF DISASTER.
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A FELLOW FEELING makes us wondrous kind, says the adage, and the present case was no exception to the rule. Our three masters, having slept on their visit from Peter, met the next morning, when all jealousies were merged in abuse of the huntsman. He was everything that was bad, and they unanimously resolved that they were extremely lucky in getting rid of him. Anybody could hunt a pack of hounds, and the only difficulty they anticipated was the possibility of the groom-whipper-in not being sufficiently recovered from his bite from the hound to be able to take the field on the Friday, for which day the hounds were advertised to meet at Meddingley, three miles down the vale, in the cream of their country. Barnington would have no difficulty in hunting them if any one would whip-in to him; Dumpling was equally confident; and Smith said he had no he-he-he-he-si-tation about the matter. It was therefore arranged that each should lend a hand, and hunt, or turn the hounds, as occasion required, and let the world at large, and Peter in particular, see what little occasion they had for his services. Meanwhile Beckford, Cook, Scrutator, and others, were perseveringly studied.

Friday came, but like an old Oaks day it was very languid and feeble; there was no polishing of hack hunters, no borrowing of bridles or lending of saddles, no bustle or hurry perceptible in the streets; the water-drinkers flocked to the wells as usual, and none but the regulars took the field. Among the number was our old friend Squire Hartley on his black cob, attired in the same green coat, the same brown top-boots, and the same low-crowned hat as before. Snorem and Doleful came in a gig in the inspection style, and Dennis OBrien smoked three cigars before any one looked at his watch to see how the time went.

At length Squire Hartley ventured to inquire if there was any possibility of the servant having mistaken his way, whereupon it simultaneously occurred to the trio that there might be something wrong. Joe had orders to bring the hounds by an unfrequented lane, so as to avoid collecting foot people, and after another quarter of an hour spent in suspense, the field proceeded in the direction they ought to come. On rising a gentle eminence out of Sandyford Lane, a scarlet-coated man was seen in the distance standing in the middle of a ploughed field, and a fustian-coated horseman was galloping about it, endeavouring to turn the hounds to the former, but in consequence of riding at them instead of getting round them, he made the hounds fly in all directions. The cavalcade then pressed on, horns were drawn from their cases, and our three masters cantered into the field, puffing and blowing most unsatisfactory and discordant blasts. Joe then disclosed how the pack had broke away on winding a dead horse hard by, and how, after most ineffectual efforts to turn them, he had lent a countryman his horse and whip, while he stood in the field holloaing and coaxing them away.

This feat being accomplished through the assistance of the field, the hounds, with somewhat distended sides, proceeded sluggishly to the cover. It was a long straggling gorse on a hill side, with a large quarry hole at the far end, which, from long disuse, had grown up with broom, furze, and brushwood. The hounds seemed very easy about the matter, and some laid down, while others stood gazing about the cover. At length our masters agreed that it was time to throw off, so they began, as they had seen Peter, with a whistle and a slight wave of the hand, thinking to see the pack rush in at the signal,  no such thing, however; not a single hound moved a muscle, and three or four of the young ones most audaciously sat down on the spot. The gentleman on the black cob smiled.

Yooi over there! cried Barnington, taking off his hat and standing erect in the stirrups.

Yooi over there! get to cover, hounds, get to cover! screamed whipper-in Joe, commencing a most furious onset among the sitters, whereupon some jumped and others crept into cover and quietly laid themselves down for a nap. Five or six couples of old hounds, however, that had not quite gorged themselves with horse-flesh, worked the cover well; and, as foxes abounded, it was not long before our friend on the cob saw one stealing away up the brook that girded the base of the hills, which, but for his eagle eye, would have got off unperceived.

Talli-ho! cried the old gentleman at last, taking off his hat on seeing him clear of the cover, and pointing southwards in the direction of Bibury Wood, a strong hold for foxes.

Talli-ho! responded Barnington without seeing him. Talli-ho! re-echoed all the others without one having caught view! and the old gentleman, putting the cobs head straight down the hill, slid and crawled down to the brook followed by the field. Here with much hooping, holloaing, and blowing of horns, a few couple of hounds were enticed from the cover, and being laid on to the scent, dribbled about like the tail of a paper kite, taking precedence according to their several degrees. First old Solomon, a great black and white hound, with a strong resemblance to a muggers mastiff, gave a howl and a towl; then Harmony chirped, and Manager gave a squeak, and old Solomon threw his tongue again, in a most leisurely and indifferent manner, causing some of the young hounds to peep over the furze bushes to see what was going on.

The run, however, was of short continuance; after crossing three grass-fields they came to a greasy fallow, across which the hounds were working the scent very deliberately, when up jumped a great thumping hare, which they ran into in view at the well at the corner. Our sportsmen were somewhat disgusted at this, but made the best of the matter, and laid the mishap to the charge of the horse in the morning.

After consuming another hour or two in drawing hopeless covers, and riding about the country, they entered Handley Cross just in full tide, when all the streets and shops swarmed with bright eyes and smart dresses, and each man said they had had a capital days sport, and killed. After passing through the principal streets, the hounds and horses were dismissed, and the red coats were seen flitting about till dusk.

The next day, however, produced no change for the better, nor the following, nor the one after; and the oftener they went, the wilder and worse the hounds became. Sometimes, by dint of mobbing, they managed to kill a fox, but hares much more frequently fell a prey to the renowned pack. At length they arrived at such a state of perfection, that they would hunt almost anything. The fields, as may be supposed, soon dwindled down to nothing, and, what was worse, many of the visitors began to slip away from Handley Cross without paying their subscriptions. To add to their misfortunes, bills poured in a-pace for poultry and other damage; and every farmers wife who had her hen-roost robbed, laid the blame upon the foxes. Fleeceall had the first handling of the bills, but not being a man with a propensity for settling questions, he entered into a voluminous correspondence with the parties for the laudable purpose of proving that foxes did not meddle with poultry.

One evening as our masters returned home, quite dispirited after an unusually bad day, without having seen a fox, though the hounds had run into and killed a fat wether, and seized an old woman in a scarlet cloak, they agreed to meet after dinner, to consider what was best to be done under the circumstances. On entering the room, which they did simultaneously, two letters were seen on the table, one of small size, directed to The Gentlemen Managers of the Handley Cross Hunt-Ball and Supper, containing, in a few laconic items, the appalling amount of £ 290 3s. 6d. for the expenses of the memorable ball-night. The other more resembled a Government-office packet than a letter, and was bound with red tape and sealed; it was addressed to the Honourable the Committee of Management of the Handley Cross Fox Hounds. Barnington, more stout-nerved than his colleagues, tore off the tape, when out of the envelope fell a many-paged bill, secured at the stitching part with a delicate piece of blue silk. The contents ran thus:  

The Honourable Committee of Management of the Handley Cross Fox-hounds

To Walter Fleeceall, Dr.



	



	
£ s. d. 





	
Sept. Attending you by especial appointment, when you communicated


	






	
your desire of taking the Hounds


	
0 13 4 





	
Considering the subject very attentively


	
1 1 0 





	
Attending Capt. Doleful, M.C., at Miss Jellys, the Pastry Cooks, conferring with him on the subject, when it was arranged that a Public Meeting of the Inhabitants should be called


	
0 13 4 





	
Drawing notice of the same


	
1 1 0 





	
Making two fair copies thereof


	
0 10 6 





	
Posting same at Library and Billiard Room


	
0 6 8 





	
Long attendance on Capt. Doleful, M.C., arranging preliminaries, when it was agreed that Mr. Barnington should be called to the chair


	
0 13 4 





	
Communicating with Mr. Barnington thereon, and advising him what to say


	
1 1 0 





	
Attending Meeting, self and clerk


	
1 10 6 





	
Making speech on the merits and advantages of Fox-hunting (what you please) Making minute of the appointment of the committee of management


	
0 6 8 





	
Attending Capt. Doleful, M.C., by especial appointment at Miss Jellys, when it appeared advisable to conciliate the farmers; writing to Mr. Stephen Dumpling, requesting his attendance


	
0 6 8 





	
Carried forward


	
£8 4 0 





	



	
£s. d. 





	
Brought forward


	
8 4 0 





	
Attending meeting, when Mr. Dumplings name was added to the committee, and title of hunt changed to Handley Cross Hounds


	
1 1 0 





	
Making special minute thereof, and of appointment of self as secretary


	
0 10 6 





	
Writing 353 letters soliciting subscriptions, inviting and exhorting gentlemen to become members of the hunt, describing the uniforms  scarlet coats with blue collars in a morning, and sky-blue coats, lined with pink silk, canary-coloured shorts, and white silk stockings in an evening (letters very long and very pressing)


	
25 0 0 





	
Writing 129 rejoinders to 129 answers from 129 gentlemen who did not readily come into the thing, pointing out the merits and advantages of fox-hunting in general, and of the Handley Cross fox-hunt in particular


	
10 0 0 





	
Seven gentlemen refusing to subscribe on the grounds that the hounds would hunt hare, drawing long and special affidavit that they were true to fox and would not look at hare


	
2 2 0 





	
Attending swearing same, and paid for oaths


	
0 6 8 





	
Three gentlemen refusing to become members unless the hounds were allowed to run hare occasionally, writing to assure them their wishes would be complied with


	
1 1 0 





	
Mr. Spinnage having written to say he could not subscribe unless they occasionally hunted stags, writing to assure him that they were stag-hounds quite as much as fox-hounds


	
0 6 8 





	
Mrs. Margery Mumbleby having sent in a bill of 1l. 8s. 6d. for four hens, a duck, and a goose, stolen by the foxes, consulting sporting records to see whether foxes were in the habit of doing such things, engaged all day, and paid Mr. Hookem, the librarian, for searching through his Sporting Works


	
2 2 0 





	
Writing Mrs. Margery Mumbleby very fully thereon, and stating my firm conviction that it was not the foxes (copy to keep)


	
0 13 4 





	
Mrs. Margery Mumbleby not being satisfied with my answer, drawing case for the opinion of the Editor of the Field; or, Country Gentlemans Newspaper, three brief sheets


	
1 11 6 





	
Paid carriage of parcel and booking


	
0 3 4 





	
Paid him and secretary


	
2 4 6 





	
Carriage of parcel back, containing Editors answer, who said he had no doubt the foxes were two-legged ones


	
0 3 0 





	
Fair copy of answer for Mrs. Margery Mumbleby, and writing her fully thereon (copy to keep)


	
0 6 8 





	
Hearing that Dennis OBrien, Esq., was going to visit his castle in Ireland, calling at his lodgings to receive the amount of his subscription prior to his departure, when the maid-servant said her master was not at home


	






	
Calling again, same answer


	






	
Ditto ditto


	






	
Ditto ditto


	






	
Ditto ditto


	






	
Ditto ditto, when the servant said Mr. OBrien had left this morning


	






	
Much mental anxiety, postage, parcels, letters, &c., not before charged (what you please)


	






	
Total


	
£85 16 2






It is but justice to Mr. Fleecealls accurate method of transacting business, to state that on the creditor side was 18l. 18s. for six subscriptions received, and a very promising list of gentlemen who had not yet found it convenient to pay, amounting in the whole to some 300l.

The two bills, however, sealed the fate of the committee of management, and drove the slaughtered wether and scarlet-cloaked old woman of the morning out of their recollections.

Shocked at his situation, Stephen Dumpling took the white-legged chesnut to Duncan Nevin, but though that worthy admitted that he was varry like the field, neither his long tail, nor his flowing mane, would induce him to offer more than twenty-five pounds for him.

I really have more horses than I can do with, repeated Mr. Nevin; had you come last week, or the week afore, I had three gentlemen wanting horses for the season, and I could have given you more, for I should have got him kept till April, and there may be a vast of frost or snow before then, but it would not do for me to have him standing eating his head off; you know Ive nothing to do with the weather, added he, when they are once let. Had Duncan known how things stood, he would not have offered him more than ten.

Fortunately for Stephen, Smith and Barnington being both in high credit, the chesnut was saved from the Nimrod livery and bait stables. Still the committee was at an end, and that soon became known. Who now was to take the hounds? was the universal inquiry, which no one could answer. The visitors looked to the townspeople to make the move, and the townspeople wished to give them precedence. With the uninitiated, the main qualification for a master appears to be plenty of money. With them the great sporting objection of he knows nothing about hunting, is unheard of.

The case was urgent and the emergency great. None of the committee would touch again, and there was no engagement to hunt out the season. Puff paragraphs were tried in the Handley Cross Paul Pry, a gossiping publication, which enlivened the list of arrivals, departures, changes of residence, parties given, &c., with what it called the sports of the chase, but without success. Some, to be sure, nibbled, and made inquiries as to expense and subscription, but their ultimatums were always in the negative! Sky-blue coats and pink linings were likely to be at a discount.

In the midst of the dilemma, Captain Dolefuls anxious mind, quickened by self-interest, hit upon a gentleman made for the place  rich as Croesus, a keen and scientific sportsman  an out-and-out lover of hunting  everything in fact that they wanted. His face wrinkled like a Norfolk biffin with delight, and he summoned Fleeceall, Hookem the librarian, Boltem the billiard-table keeper, to Miss Jellys, where over a tray of hot mutton pies, most magnanimously furnished at his own expense, he arranged the scheme disclosed in the following chapter.


CHAPTER VII. MR. JORROCKS.
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A MAN HE was to all the country dear.

Where can that be from, Binjimin? inquired Mr. Jorrocks of his boy of all-work, as the latter presented him with a large double-headed letter, with a flourishing coat of arms seal.

Mr. Jorrocks was a great city grocer of the old school, one who was neither ashamed of his trade, nor of carrying it on in a dingy warehouse that would shock the managers of the fine mahogany-countered, giltcanistered, puffing, poet-keeping establishments of modern times. He had been in business long enough to remember each succeeding lord mayor before he was anybody reglar little tuppences in fact, as he used to say. Not that Mr. Jorrocks decried the dignity of civic honour, but his ambition took a different turn. He was for the field, not the forum.

As a merchant he stood high  country traders took his teas without tasting, and his bills were as good as bank notes. Though an unlettered man he had great powers of thought and expression in his peculiar way. He was highly respectable, as they say on Change  that is to say, he was very rich, the result of prudence and economy  not that he was stingy, but his income outstripped his expenses, and money like snow rolls up amazingly fast.

A natural born sportsman, his lot being cast behind a counter instead of in the country, is one of those frolics of fortune that there is no accounting for. To remedy the error of the blind goddess, Mr. Jorrocks had taken to hunting as soon as he could keep a horse, and though his exploits were long confined to the suburban county of Surrey, he should rather be credited for keenness in following the sport in so unpropitious a region, than debited as a Cockney and laughed at for his pains. But here the old adage of where ignorance is bliss, &c. came to his aid, for before he had seen any better country than Surrey, he was impressed with the conviction that it was the werry best, and their hounds the finest in England.

Doesnt the best of everything come to London? he would ask, and doesnt it follow as a nattaral consequence, that the best unting is to be had from it?

Moreover, Mr. Jorrocks looked upon Surrey as the peculiar province of Cockneys  we beg pardon  Londoners. His earliest recollections carried him back to the days of Alderman Harley, and though his participation in the sport consisted in reading the meets in a boot-makers window in the Borough, he could tell of all the succeeding masters, and criticise the establishments of Clayton, Snow, Maberly, and the renowned Daniel Haigh.
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It was during the career of the latter great sportsman, that Mr. Jorrocks shone a brilliant meteor in the Surrey hunt  he was no rider, but with an almost intuitive knowledge of the run of a fox, would take off his hat to him several times in the course of a run. No Saturday seemed perfect unless. Mr. Jorrocks was there; and his great chesnut horse, with his masters coat-laps flying out beyond his tail, will long be remembered on the outline of the Surrey hills. These are recollections that many will enjoy, nor will their interest be diminished as time throws them back in the distance. Many bold sportsmen, now laid on the shelf, and many a bold one still going, will glow with animation at the thoughts of the sport they shared in with him.

Of the start before day-break  the cries of the cads  the mirth of the lads  the breakfasts at Croydon  the dear Derby Arms,  the cheery Charley Morton then the ride to the meet  the jovial greeting  the glorious find, and the exhilarating scrambles up and down the Surrey hills.  Then if they killed!  O, joy! unutterable joy! How they holloaed! How they hooped! How they lugged out their half-crowns for Tom Hill, and returned to town flushed with victory and eau-de-vie.

But we wander  

When the gates of the world were opened by railways, our friends active mind saw that business might be combined with pleasure, and as first one line opened and then another, he shot down into the different countries  bags and all  Beckford in one pocket  order book in the other  hunting one day and selling teas another. Nay, he sometimes did both together, and they tell a story of him in Wiltshire, holloaing out to a man who had taken a fence to get rid of him, Did you say two chests o black and one o green?

Then when the Great Northern opened he took a turn down to Peterborough, and emboldened by what he saw with Lord Fitzwilliam, he at length ventured, right into the heaven of heavens  the grass  or what he calls the cut em down countries. What a commotion he caused! Which is Jorrocks? Show me Jorrocks! Is that old Jorrocks! and men would ride to and fro eyeing him as if he were a wild beast. Gradually the bolder ventured a word at him  observed it was a fine day  asked him how he liked their country? or their hounds. Next, perhaps, the M.F.H. would give him a friendly lift  say good morning, Mr. Jorrocks  then some of what Jorrocks calls the hupper crusts of the hunt, would begin talking to him, until he got fairly launched among them  when he would out with his order book and do no end of business in tea. None but Jorrocks & Co.s tea goes down in the midland counties. Great, however, as he is in the country, he is equally famous in London, where his Readings in Beckford and sporting lectures in Oxendon Street, procured him the attentions of the police.

Mr. Jorrocks had now passed the grand climacteric, and balancing his age with less accuracy than he balanced his books, called himself somewhere between fifty and sixty. He wouldnt own to three pund, as he called sixty, at any price. Neither could he ever be persuaded to get into the scales to see whether he was nearer eighteen stun or twenty. He was always ticlarly engaged just at the time, either goin to wet samples of tea with his traveller, or with some one to look at an oss, or, if hard pressed, to take Mrs. J. out in the chay. He didnt ride stipple chases, he would say, and wot matter did it make ow much he weighed? It was altogether twixt him and his oss, and weighin wouldnt make him any lighter. In person he was a stiff, square-built, middle-sized man, with a thick neck and a large round head. A wooly broad-brimmed lowish-crowned hat sat with a jaunty side-long sort of air upon a bushy nut-brown wig, worn for comfort and not deception. Indeed his grey whiskers would have acted as a contradiction if he had, but deception formed no part of Mr. Jorrockss character. He had a fine open countenance, and though his turn-up nose, little grey eyes, and rather twisted mouth, were not handsome, still there was a combination of fun and good-humour in his looks that pleased at first sight, and made one forget all the rest. His dress was generally the same  a puddingey white neckcloth tied in a knot, capacious shirt frill (shirt made without collars), a single-breasted high-collared buff waistcoat with covered buttons, a blue coat with metal ones, dark blue stockingnet pantaloons, and hessian boots with large tassels, displaying the liberal dimensions of his full, well-turned limbs. The coat pockets were outside, and the back buttons far apart.

His business place was in St. Botolphs Lane, in the city, but his residence was in Great Coram Street. This is rather a curious locality,  city people considering it west, while those in the west consider it east. The fact is, that Great Coram Street is somewhere about the centre of London, near the London University, and not a great way from the Euston station of the Birmingham railway. Jorrocks says it is close to the two best cover hacks in the world, the Great Northern and Euston stations. Approaching it from the east, which seems the proper way of advancing to a city mans residence, you pass the Founding Hospital in Guildford Street, cross Brunswick Square, and turning short to the left you find yourself in Great Coram Street. Neat unassuming houses form the sides, and the west end is graced with a building that acts the double part of a reading-room and swimming-bath; literature and lavement is over the door.

In this region the dazzling glare of civic pomp and courtly state are equally unknown. Fifteen-year-old footboys in cotton velveteens and variously fitting coats being the objects of ambition, while the rattling of pewter pots about four oclock denote the usual dinner hour.  It is a nice quiet street, highly popular with Punch and other public characters. A smart confectioners in the neighbourhood leads one to suppose that it is a favourite locality for citizens.

We may as well introduce the other inmates of Mr. Jorrockss house, before we return to our story, premising that they are now going to act a prominent part.

Mrs. Jorrocks, who, her husband said, had a cross of blood in her, her sire being a gent, her dam a ladys maid, was a commonish sort of woman, with great pretension, and smattering of gentility. She had been reckoned a beauty at Tooting, but had outlived all, save the recollection of it. She was a dumpy figure, very fond of fine bonnets, and dressed so differently, that Mr. Jorrocks himself sometimes did not know her. Her main characteristics were a red snub nose, a profusion of false ringlets, and gooseberry eyes, which were green in one light and grey in another.

Mr. Jorrockss mother, who had long held a commission to get him a wife, had departed this life without executing it; and our friend soon finding himself going all wrong in his shirts and stocking-feet, and having then little time to go a courting, just went, hand over head as it were, to a ball at the Horns at Kennington Common, and drew the first woman that seemed inclined to make up to him, who chanced to be the now companion of his greatness.

No children blessed the union; and a niece, the orphan daughter of a brother of Mr. Jorrocks, formed their family circle. Belinda Jorrocks was just entering upon womanhood  young, beautiful, and guileless. In person she was of the middle size, neither too slim nor too stout, but just of that plump and pleasantly-rounded form that charms all eyes, whether admirers of the tall or short. Her light-brown silken hair clasped the ivory forehead of a beautiful oval face, while the delicate regularity of her lightly-pencilled eyebrows contrasted with the long rich fringe of her large blue eyes; rosy lips and pearly teeth appeared below her Grecian nose, while her clear though somewhat pale complexion brightened with the flush of animation when she spoke. Her waist was small, and her feet sylph-like.

Where can this be from, Binjimin? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, taking the letter before mentioned as he sat in his red morocco hunting-chair in the back drawing-room in Great Coram Street.

Andley Cross! Where is that? said he, looking at the post-mark. Knows no one there, I think, continued he, cutting the paper on each side of the seal with a pair of large scissors kept in the capacious black inkstand before him. Having opened the envelope, a large sheet of white paper and a gilt-edged pink satin-paper note, headed with an embossed stag-hunt, presented themselves. He opened the note first. The writing was unknown to him, so he took up the other, and folding it cut, proceeded to read the contents. Thus it run:  

Honoured Sir,

The committee of management of the Handley Cross fox-hounds being under the necessity of relinquishing their undertaking, we, the undersigned been and determined sportsmen, having experienced the evils of a divided mastership, and feeling fully impressed with the importance of having a country hunted single-handed by a gentleman of known talent and experience, who will command the respect and obedience of his followers and the admiration of the world, look up to you, sir, as pre-eminently qualified for the distinguished, honourable, and much coveted situation.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, jumping from his chair, slapping his thigh, and hopping round the table, taking up three or four holes of his face with delight My vig! who would have ever thought of such a thing!  O, John Jorrocks! John Jorrocks! you are indeed a most fortunate man! a most lucky dog! O dear!  O dear! Was ever any thing so truly delightful! Some seconds elapsed ere our worthy friend could compose himself sufficiently to look again at the letter. At last he resumed:  

When we consider, sir, it continued, the brilliant position you have long achieved in that most illustrious of all hunts, the Surrey, and the glorious character you have gained as an ardent admirer of field sports, we feel most deeply and sincerely sensible that there is no one to whom we can more safely confide this important trust than yourself.

Capital! bravo! werry good indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, laying down the letter again for the purpose of digesting what he had read. Capital indeed, he repeated, nursing one leg over the other, and casting his eyes up at a dirty fly-catcher dangling over his head. Thus he sat for some moments in mute abstraction. At length he let down his leg and took up the letter.

In conclusion, sir, it ended, we beg to assure you that you possess alike the confidence and esteem of the inhabitants of this town and neighbourhood; and in the event of your acceding to our wishes, and becoming the manager of our magnificent hunt, we pledge ourselves to afford you our most cordial and strenuous support, and to endeavour by every means in our power to make you master of the Handley Cross fox-hounds, at the smallest possible expense and inconvenience to yourself.

(Signed) Miserrimus Doleful, M.C., Captain half-pay.

Duncan Nevin.

Alfred Boltem.

Simon Hookem.

Walter Fleeceall.

Judas Turnbill.

Michael Grasper.

Capital, indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, laying down the letter, clapping and rubbing his hands; werry good indeed  most beautiful, in fact  wot honour I arrive at!  wonder what these chaps are now! added he; saying which, in taking up the letter his eye caught the pink satin paper note. It was in the same fine lady-like running hand as the letter, and purported to be from Captain Doleful, explanatory of their motives, and vouching for the respectability of himself and brother requisitionists. Mr. Jorrocks was all delight, and being the child of impulse and generous feelings, his joy found vent in stamping on the floor, thereby summoning his servant the aforesaid Benjamin into his presence.

Benjamin, or Binjimin, as Mr. Jorrocks pronounced the name, was one of those mischievous urchins that people sometimes persuade themselves do the work of a man without the wages. He was a stunted, pasty-faced, white-headed, ginnified boy, that might be any age from eight to eighteen, and as idle and mischievous a brat as it was possible to conceive; sharp as a needle, and quick as lightning, he was far more than a match for his over easy master, whom he cheated and deceived in every possible way. Whatever went wrong, Benjamin always had an excuse for it, which generally transferred the blame from his own to some one elses shoulders,  a piece of ingenuity that required no small degree of dexterity, inasmuch as the light-porter of the warehouse, Betsey, a maid of all work, and a girl under her, were all he had to divide it among. Not a note came into the house, or a letter went out of it, but Benjamin mastered its contents; and Mrs. Jorrocks was constantly losing things out of the store-room and closets, which never could be traced to anybody.

One unlucky Sunday morning, indeed, Mr. Jorrocks happened to turn back suddenly on his way to church, and caught him sitting in his easy chair at the breakfast table, reading Bells Life in London, and scooping the marmalade out of the pot with his thumb, when he visited Benjamins back with a summary horse-whipping; but that was the only time, during a period of three years, that he ever was caught in a scrape he could not get out of. This might be partly attributable to Betsey finding it convenient to be in with Benjamin, who winked at the visits of a genteel young man from a neighbouring haberdashers. The poor maid under Betsey, and the light porter, who was generally absent, were therefore the usual scape-goats, or somebody elses servant, who had happened to come with a message or parcel. Such was Mr. Jorrockss domestic establishment, which, like most masters, he either thought, or affected to think, very perfect.

We left our friend stamping for Benjamin, who made his appearance as soon as he could slip down-stairs and come up again, he having been watching his master through the keyhole since delivering the letter.



Now, Binjimin, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing him with one of his benevolent looks, and not knowing exactly what to say; now, Binjimin, he repeated, are the osses all right?

Yes, sir, and the wehicle too.

Werry good, replied Mr. Jorrocks werry good, taking a half-emptied pot of Lazenbys marmalade, out of a drawer in his library table. See now! theres a pot of marmeylad for you! (Mr. Jorrocks had the knack of making the most of what he did, and treated the half pot as a whole one) and mind be a good bouy, and I make no doubt youll rise to be a werry great man  nothing gains man or bouy the respect and esteem of the world so much as honesty, sobriety, and cleanliness.

Mr. Jorrocks paused  He would have finished with a moral, wherein his own fortune should have furnished the example, but somehow or other, he could not turn it at the moment, so after scrutinizing Benjamins dirty face for a second, he placed the marmalade pot in his hand, and said, now go and wesh your mug.

Uncommonly amiable and consequential was Mr. Jorrocks that morning. As he walked, or rather strutted into the city, he gave twopence to every crossing-sweeper in his line, from the black-eyed wench at the corner of Brunswick Square, to the breechless boy, with the red night cap, at St. Botolphs Lane end; and he entered his dark and dingy warehouse with a smile on his brow, enough to illumine the dial of St. Giless clock in a fog. Most fidgetty and uneasy was he all the morning  every foot-fall made his eyes start from the ledger, and wander towards the door, in hopes of seeing some member of the Surrey, or some brother sportsman, to whom he might communicate the great intelligence. He went on Change with a hand in each breeches pocket, and a strut that plainly told how well he was to do with himself: still some dear-bought experience had given him a little prudence, and all things considered he determined to sleep on the invitation before he answered it.  Perhaps the pros and cons of his mind will be best displayed by a transcript of what he wrote  

Gentlemen,

I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your favour of the 4th, and note the contents, which I assure you is most grateful to my feelings: in all you have said I most cordially goinside.  Its pleasant to see humanity estimating ones walue at the price one sets on oneself. I am a sportsman all over, and to the back-bone. Unting is all thats worth living for  all time is lost wot is not spent in unting  it is like the hair we breathe  if we have it not we die  its the sport of kings, the image of war without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent. of its danger.

I have no manner of doubt at all, that Im fully qualified for the mastership of the Andley Cross fox-hounds, or any other unting has been my obby ever since I could keep an oss, and long before  a southerly wind and a cloudy sky are my delight  no music like the melody of ounds. But enough of the rhapsodies, let us come to the melodies  the £ s. d. in fact. Wot will it cost?  In course its a subscription pack  then say how many paying subscribers have you? Wot is the nett amount of their subscriptions  how many couple of ounds have you? Are they steady? Are they musical? How many days a week do you want your country unted? Is stoppin expensive? What un a country is it to ride over? Stiff, or light, or middlin, or what? Enormous, endless woodlands without rides, stiff wales, with small enclosures and unreasonable raspers amid masses of plough; or pleasant copse-like covers, with roomy grass enclosures to reward the adventurous leaper with a gallop? Is it, in short, a country where a man can see ounds without zactly ridin to tread on their tails? Are your covers wide of the kennel? Where is your kennel? I never heard of your ounds before  wot stablin have you? Is ay and corn costly? In course youll have your stock of meal by you? Are there any cover rents to pay  and if so, who pays them? How are you off for foxes? Are they stout and wild, and like to take a deal o killin, or jest a middlin sort of hanimal that one may look to who-hoop-in pretty often? Write me fully  fairly  freely  frankly, in fact, and believe me to remain, gentlemen, all yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, Great Coram Street, London.

To Miserrimus Doleful, Esq., M.C., Captain Half-pay, Handley Cross.



Well, come this is more like business than any we have had yet, observed Captain Doleful on reading the epistle though some of his questions will be plaguy troublesome to answer. What does he mean by are they steady? Are they musical? and as to the stopping being expensive, of course that must depend a good deal upon how he lives, and whether he stops at an inn or not.  Its a pity but I knew something about the matter, that I might make a satisfactory answer.

Fleeceall had Blaines Encyclopædia of Rural Sports, but as he was thought rather too sharp, Doleful determined to try what they could do without him; accordingly, he concocted the following epistle, which having copied on to a sheet of sea-green paper, he sealed with yellow wax, and deposited it in the post  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Your kind and flattering letter has just come to hand, and I lose not a moment in supplying you with all the information in my power, relative to our celebrated dogs. Unfortunately the secretary to the hunt, Mr. Fleeceall, is absent on urgent business, consequently I have not access to those documents which would enable me to answer you as fully as I could wish. The dogs, as you doubtless know, are of the purest blood, having been the property for many years of that renowned sportsman, Michael Hardey, and are bred with the very greatest care and attention. It is perhaps not going too far to say that there is not such another pack in the world. There are at present thirty-two couple of old ones, in kennel, besides an excellent white terrier with a black eye. They are very steady and most musical. Their airing yard adjoins the Ebenezer chapel, and when the saints begin to sing, the dogs join chorus. Handley Cross, where the kenned is situated, is in the most beautiful, fertile, and salubrious part of the country, within two miles of the Datton station of the Lily-white-sand railway, and contains a chalybeate spa of most unrivalled excellence. The following is an accurate analysis of the water, taken by an eminent French physician, who came all the way from Rheims for the express purpose of examining it.

ONE PINT (Wine measure).
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To this unrivalled spring, invalids from every part of the world, from every quarter of the globe, flock in countless numbers; and it is unnecessary to point out to a sportsman like yourself either the advantages that a pack of hounds confer on such a place, or the benefits accruing to the master from having the support of men with whom, to use a familiar phrase, money is no object. Indeed I think I may safely say, that keenness is all that is required, and a gentleman like you would meet with support that would galvanize your most sanguine expectations. You must excuse my saying more at present, as I have been out since daybreak, and there is a piece of cold roast beef standing before me at this moment, whose beautifully marbled side, and rich yellow fat with a delicately browned outside, in conjunction with a crisp lettuce-salad in a china bowl, peremptorily order me to conclude, which I do with the earnest exhortation for you at once to declare yourself for the high honour of the mastership of the Handley Cross hounds. Believe me to remain in extreme hunger, dear Mr. Jorrocks, very sincerely yours,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C., Capt. half-pay.

Handley Cross.

Dash my vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, laying down the letter, what prime beef that must be! By jingo I almost fancy I see the joint, with the nice, curly, crisp, brown orse radish, sticking to it in all directions.  I knows nothing better than good cold roast, tinged with red from the gravy in the centre.  Doleful must be a trump  feel as if I knew him. Keen fellow too  Peep-of-day boy.  Dare say he found the fox by the drag  Oh, vot joy is that! Nothing to compare to it.  Might as well have told me more about the ounds too, he observed, as a glimmering of caution shot across his mind. Should like to have a fair black and white understanding what they are to cost. Im rich to be sure, but then a man wots made his own money likes to see to the spending of it. Thereupon Mr. Jorrocks stuck his hands under his coat-laps and paced thoughtfully up and down the apartment, waving them sportively like the tail of a dolphin. Having pulled his wig about in all directions, he at last composed himself at his table, and drew up the following reply:

Dear Doleful,

Your agreeable favour has come to hand, and werry pleasant it is. It appears to be directed to two points  the salubriosity of Andley Cross, and the excellence of the ounds. On the first point Im content. I make no doubt the waters capital. Please tell me more about the ounds and country  are you quite certain that people will not be backward in comin forward with the coin? Ive lived a goodish while i the world  say a liberal alf underd  and Ive never yet found money good to get. So long as it consists of pen, ink, and paper work, it comes in like the hocean; many men cant elp puttin their names down in subscription lists, specially when payin times far off, just as others cant help noddin at auctions, but confound it, when you come to gether in the doits, theres an awful fallin off. Now I think that no one should be allowed to hoop and holloa, or set up his jaw, wot hasnt paid his subscription. Howsomever, you should know best; and suppose now, as you seem full of confidence, you underwrite me for so much, cordin to the number of days you want the country unted.

Turn this over in your mind, and let me know what you think of it; also please tell me more about the ounds and the country, for, in fact, as yet I knows nothin. Are there many old ounds in the pack? Are there many young ones to come in? What size are they? Are they level? Do they carry a good head? Have they plenty of bone? Cook says a weedy ound is only fit to unt a cat in a kitchen  I says ditto to that. What sort of condition are they in? Can they trot out fifteen miles or so, unt and come back with their sterns up, or do they whiles tire afore the foxes? How are you off for foxes? Are they ringers or straight runners? A ringer is only a hare with a tail to it. Do you ever hunt a bagman? Again I say, write to me without reserve  quite freely, in fact, and believe me, &c.,

Yours to serve, John Jorrocks, Great Coram Street, London.

To Miserrimus Doleful, Esq, M.C., Capt. Half-pay, Handley Cross Spa.

This letter was a poser, for the worthy M.C. had no notion of running risks, neither had he the knowledge necessary for supplying the information Mr. Jorrocks required; still he saw the absolute necessity of persevering in the negotiation, as there was no probability of any one else coming forward. In this dilemma, it occurred to him that a bold stroke might be the policy, and obviate further trouble.

Accordingly he wrote as follows:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Yours is just received. I was on the point of writing to you when it came. A rival has appeared for the mastership of the hounds: a great Nabob with a bad liver, to whom the doctors have recommended strong horse-exercise, has arrived with four posters, and an influential party is desirous of getting the hounds for him. Money is evidently no object  he gave each post-boy a half-sovereign, and a blind beggar two and sixpence. I have protested most strongly against his being even thought of until your final decision is known, which pray give immediately, and, for your sake, let it be in the affirmative. I can write no more  my best energies shall be put in requisition to counteract the sinister proceedings of others. Pray write immediately  no time is to be lost. In the greatest haste.

Faithfully yours, Miserrimus Doleful, M.C. Capt. Half-pay.

To John Jorrocks, Esq., Great Coram Street, London.

This letter was a sad puzzler to our worthy friend. In his eyes a mastership of fox-hounds was the highest pinnacle of ambition, and the situation was the more desirable inasmuch as he had about got all the trade he could in the cut-me-down countries, and shame to say, they had rather put him out of conceit of the Surrey. Still long experience had tinctured his naturally ardent and impetuous mind with some degree of caution, and he felt the importance of having some sort of a bargain before entering upon what he well knew was an onerous and expensive undertaking. The pros and cons he weighed and turned over in his mind, and the following letter was the result of his cogitations:  

Dear Doleful,  

I will candidly confess that to be a master of fox-hounds, or M.F.H., would be a werry high step in the ladder of my hambition, but still I should not like to pay too dear for my whistle. I doesnt wish to disparage the walue of your Nabob, but this I may say, that no man with a bad liver will ever make a good untsman. An untsman, or M.F.H., should have a good digestion, with a cheerful countenance, and, moreover, should know when to use the clean and when the dirty side of his tongue  when to butter a booby, and when to snub a snob. He should also be indifferent as to weather; and Nabobs all come from the east, where it is werry ot  all sunshine and no fogs.

Again, if I am right, they hunt the jackall, not at all a sportin animal, I should say, from the specimen in the Zoologicals. Still, as I said before, I doesnt wish to disparage the walue of your Nabob, who may be a werry good man, and have more money and less wit than myself. If he is to have the ounds, well and good  I can go on as I ave been doing, with the glorious old Surrey, and an occasional turn with the cut-me-downs. If Im to have them, I should like to know a little more about the £.s. d. Now, tell me candidly, like a good fellow, without any gammon, wot you think theyll cost, and wot can be raised in the way of subscription. Of course, a man thats raised to the lofty position of an M.F.H. must expect to pay something for the honour; and so far from wishing to live out of the ounds, I am well disposed to do what is liberal, but then I should like to know the extent of my liability. Dignity, in my mind, should not be too cheap, but betwixt you and I and the wall I rayther mistrust a water-drinker. To be sure there be two sorts o water-drinkers: those that drink it to save the expense of treating themselves with aught better, and those wot undergo water for the purpose of bringin their stomachs round to stand summut stronger. Now, if a man drinks water for pleasure, he should not be trusted, and ought to be called upon for his subscription in advance; but if he drinks water because he has worn out his inside by strong libations, in all humane probability he will be a goodish sort of fellow, and his subscription will be underwritten for a trifle. All this may be matter of no moment to a Nabob, but to a man vots risen from indigence to affluence by the unaided exertions of his own head, it is of importance; and I should like to know werry particularly how many of the subscribers are woluntary water-drinkers, and how many are water-drinkers from necessity.

I am, as you doubtless know, a great grocer and tea merchant, dealin wholesale and retail, importing direct from China, which I suppose will be the country your Nabob comes from; and unfortunately at the present writing my junior partner, Simon Simpkins, senior, is on a trading tour, and I cant well be wanted at the shop, otherwise I would run down and have a personal interview with you; but I had a letter this morning from Huddersfield in which he says he will be back as on Friday at farthest; therefore as the season is spending, and the ounds should be kept going, I could, should your answer be agreeable, run down on the Saturday and make arrangements for taking the field immediately. Of course I presume there is everything ready for the purpose, and a mounted master is all wot is wanted. I only keep two osses  what the lawyers call qui tamersosses that ride as well as drive, and they would only do for my own riding. I have also a sharp London lad, who has been with me in the cut-me-downs, who might make a second whip; and my establishment consists of Mrs. Jorrocks, my niece, Belinda, Betsay, the maid, and Binjimin, the boy. Of course, Mrs. J., as the wife of the M.F.H., would expect all proper attention.

I shall want a comfortable house to accommodate this party, and if I could get one with stabling attached, it would be agreeable. Perhaps you may know something of the sort, the willa style would be agreeable. I think thats all Ive got to say  indeed, I havent paper for more, so shall conclude for self and partners,

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks.

To Miserrimus Doleful. Esq. M.C. Handley Cross Spa.

Doleful was in ecstacies when he got this letter, for he plainly saw the Nabob had told upon Mr. Jorrocks, and that he was fairly entering the meshes of his net. The letter, indeed, was unexceptionable, save the mention of his avocation of a grocer, which Doleful determined to keep to himself, merely announcing him as a gentleman of large fortune, whose father had been connected with trade. Recollecting that Diana Lodge was to let, he forthwith secured the refusal of it at three guineas a week, and calling on Fleeceall, concocted a most flattering list of subscribers and members of the hunt, which he forwarded to Mr. Jorrocks with the following letter:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,

By the greatest good luck in the world, Diana Lodge, within a stones throw of the kennel, came vacant this morning, and not having the slightest doubt that on inspection of the accompanying list of subscribers to the hounds and members of our celebrated hunt, which you will see by the letters A. and B. prefixed to their names, contain very few of those most horrible characters water-drinkers from choice, you will immediately accept the honourable office of Master, I have engaged it for you at the very moderate rent of four guineas a-week, including everything. It is a cottage ornée, as you say in France, entered by an ivy-covered trellis-work arch, tastefully entwined with winter roses, now in full blow. In the passage is a highly-polished Honduras Mahogany table on claw feet castors, for hats, whips, gloves, cigar-cases, &c. On the right is a dining-room of comfortable dimensions, with another Honduras mahogany table, capable of dining eight people, the orthodox size for a party, with a Honduras mahogany cellaret sideboard with patent-locks, and a dumbwaiter on castors. The carpet is a Turkey one, and the rug a Kidderminster, of a pattern to match the carpet. On the left of the passage is a drawing-room of the same size as the dining-room, furnished in a style of unparalleled elegance.

The chairs, ten in number, are of massive imitation-rosewood, with beaded and railed backs and round knobs along the tops, and richly carved legs. In the centre is a beautiful round imitation-rosewood table on square lion-clawed brass castors, and the edge of the table is deeply inlaid with a broad circle of richly-carved, highly-polished brass. Against the wall, below a costly round mirror, supported by a bronze eagle in chains, is a square imitation-rosewood table inlaid with satin-wood in lines, containing two drawers on each side, with ivory knobs for handles. The carpet is a fine flowered pattern, richer than anything I can describe, and the whole is wonderfully complete and surpassingly elegant.

There are four bedrooms, and a dressing-room which holds a bed, and a kitchen, back-kitchen, scullery, pantry, and other conveniences. To the back is a nice little outlet of a quarter of an acre, laid out in the style of the Jardin des Plantes at Paris; and there is a splendid old patriarch of a peacock, that struts about the walls, spreads his tail, and screams delightfully. In short, it appears to me to have been built with an eye to the residence of a master of hounds.

And this leads me to tell you that the Nabob has been to the kennel, attended by two Negroes, one of whom held a large green parasol over his head to protect him from the sun, while the other carried a Chinchilla, fur-lined, blue silk cloak to guard him from the cold. I hear he talked very big about tiger-hunting and elephant-riding, and said the waters here had done his liver a vast deal of good. I may observe that it is possible an attempt may be made by a few troublesome fellows to place him at the head of the establishment, particularly if you any longer delay appearing among us. My advice to you therefore is, to place yourself, your amiable lady, and accomplished niece, with your servants, horses, &c., on the mid-day Lilly-white-sand train, on Friday next, and make a public entry and procession from the Datton station into Handley Cross, showering half-pence among the little boys as you go. I will take upon myself to muster and marshal such a procession as will have an imposing appearance, and the Nabob will be a very bold man if he makes any attempt upon the hounds after that.

I need not say that your amiable lady will receive from me, as M.C. of Handley Cross, all those polite attentions that are invariably paid by all well-bred gentlemen in the dignified situation I have the honour to hold, more particularly from those bearing Her Majestys Commission in the Army; and in the table of precedence among women that I have laid down for the regulation of the aristocratic visitors of Handley Cross Spa, the lady of the M.F.H. comes on after the members of the Royal Family, and before all bishops wives and daughters, peeresses, knights dames, justices wives, and so forth. Expecting then to meet you at the Datton Station on the Lilly-white-sand Railway, at three oclock on Friday next, and to have the supreme felieity of making the personal acquaintance of a gentleman who so worthily fills so large a space in the worlds eye, I have the honour to subscribe myself, with humble respects to the ladies, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Faithfully yours,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C. Capt. Half-pay.

And Jorrocks seeing there was as much chance of getting information by correspondence as there was of getting the truth by interrogatories in the days of old Chancery suits, determined to stand the shot, and wrote to say that henceforth they might append the magic letters, M.F.H., to his name. And forthwith he became so inflated, that Great Coram Street itself could hardly hold him.


CHAPTER VIII. CAPTAIN DOLEFULS DIFFICULTIES.
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WHAT A FUSS there was preparing for Mr. Jorrockss reception!  Captain Doleful was perfectly beside himself, and ran about the town as though he expected her Majesty. First he went to the proprietary school, and begged a half holiday for all the little boys and girls; next he visited Mr. Whackems mathematical seminary, and did the like by his; Miss Prim and Miss Prosey both promised to suspend the duties of their respective establishments for the afternoon; and three infant schools were released from lessons all the day. Jorrocks for ever, was chalked upon the walls, doors, and shutters; and little children sung out his name in lisping acclamations. Publicans looked cheerful, and livery stable keepers, ostlers, and helpers talked about the price of ay and corn. Sebastian Mello called a meeting of the Religious Freedom Society, who voted eight-and-twenty shillings for placarding the town with the following comfortable assurance Fox-hunters will all go to  .

The banner with the fox upon it, and the Floreat Scientia scroll painted for the celebrated ball and supper, was released from the darkness of Mr. Fleecealls garret, where it had been deposited after the entertainment, and mounted on poles to lead the way in the procession; while the milliners, mantuamakers, and tailors were severally called upon to contribute silk, calico, and bunting for flags, decorations, and ribbons. Whatever Doleful demanded was necessarily ceded, so absolute was his sway over the tradespeople at the Spa. He was indeed a very great man. Did a new cheesemonger, or a new hatter, or a new milk-woman, wish to settle in the place, the good-will of the M.C. was invariably to be obtained, else it was to little use their troubling themselves to come; and the perquisites and advantages derived from these sources made a comfortable addition to his yearly income, arising from the subscription book at the library. The musicians at the wells were also under his control, and of course they received intimations to be at the Datton station before the hour that Mr. Jorrocks had privately announced his intention to arrive.

The morning sun broke cheerfully through the clouds in a good, down-rightly, determined fine day, and as Doleful threw open the latticed casement of his window, and his eye roved to the sun-bright summit of the distant hills, he poured forth an inward ejaculation for the success of the great enterprise of the day, and for his own especial honour and emolument. In the midst of his reverie Jemima, the maid of all work and shop-girl of the house, tapped gently at his door, and handed in a three-cornered note written on pink satin highly musked paper. Doleful started as though he had seen an apparition, for in the hand he immediately recognised the writing of his great patroness, Mrs. Barnington, and the recollection of Mrs. Jorrocks, the table of precedence among women, whereby the latter was to supplant Mrs. Barnington, the baits and lures he had held out for the purpose of securing the Jorrockss, together with the honour he was then instigating the inhabitants to do Mr. J., all rushed upon his mind with terrible velocity. Nor did the contents of the note assuage the anguish of his mind. It was simply this: Mrs. Barnington will thank Capt. Doleful to wait upon her at twenty-three minutes before eleven.

Twenty-three minutes before eleven! exclaimed the Captain, throwing up his hands, looking like a condemned criminal How like her that is! always peremptory with others and never punctual herself; well, theres no help for it. Jemima, exclaimed he, down the narrow staircase, to the girl who had returned to the shop, my compliments to Mrs. Barnington, and say I will make a point of being with her at the time she names. I wonder, continued he to himself, pacing up and down his little bedroom in his dressing-gown and slippers, what she can want  it must be about the Jorrockss  and yet I could not do otherwise than I have. If she storms, Ill rebel, and trounce her for all her airs; by Jove, I will! saying which, he clenched his fist, and, looking in the glass, brushed up the few straggling hairs that marked the place for whiskers, and felt quite valiant. His courage, however, rather oozed out of his finger ends, as the appointed hour approached, and at twenty-one minutes before eleven by his watch, and twenty-two and a half by the church clock, he arrived at the door of his arbitrary and capricious patroness.

Mistress is in her boudoir, said the consequential butler on receiving the Captain at the hands of the footman, but Ill send up your name. Please step into the parlour, and thereupon he turned the Captain into the fireless dining-room, and closed the door upon him.

Towards twelve oclock, just as the Captains courage was nearly up again, and he had thrice applied his hand to the ivory knob of the bellspring to see which way it turned against he wanted to ring, in strutted the butler again, with Mississ compliments, sir, and is sorry she is indisposed at present, and hopes it will not be inconvenient to you to return at ten minutes before three. Ten minutes before three, exclaimed the Captain as a tinge of colour rose to his pallid cheeks, impossible! said he, impossible! Then recollecting himself, he desired the butler to return with his respects to Mrs. Barnington, and say that at any hour next day, he would have great pleasure in waiting upon her, but that his time was completely bespoke for the whole afternoon. The butler forthwith departed, and in about three quarters of an hour, during which time Mrs. Barnington had finished a nap on the sofa, and arranged an elegant negligée toilette wherein to appear, the butler returned, and with a bow and wave of his hand announced that Missis would see the Captain, whom he preceded up-stairs and handed over to Bandoline, the little French maid, stationed at the door, who ushered Captain into the presence of Mrs. Barnington in the back drawing-room. She was lying in state on a costly many-cushioned crimson and gold ottoman, dressed in a fawn-coloured robe de chambre, with a rich white Cachmere shawl thrown carelessly about her legs, below which, her elegantly-formed feet in pink swans-down-lined slippers protruded. Her morning cap of costly workmanship was ornamented and tied with broad satin cherry-coloured ribbons, which, with the colour of the ottoman and cushions, imparted a gentle hue to her clear but delicate complexion, and her bright silky hair flowed in luxuriant tresses from the sides. She was a malade imaginaire-ist, having originally come as a patient of Swizzles; but that roistering practitioner had grievously offended her by abruptly closing a long list of inquiries by replying to the question if he thought she might eat a few oysters, with Oh, hang it, marm, yes  shells and all! She was now pretending to read the Handley Cross Paul. Pry, while with her left hand she kept applying a costly gold vinaigrette to her nose. The room was a mass of jewellery, costly furniture, and expensive flowers.

Good morning, Captain, said she, with the slightest possible inclination of her head. Bandoline, set a chair, which she motioned the Captain to occupy, and the pretty little man departed. Pray, said she, as soon as the door closed, what is the meaning of all this to do about a Mr. Horrocks, that I read of in the Paul Pry?

Mr. Horrocks, replied the Captain, colouring, really, marm, I dont know  its the first time Ive heard the name mentioned this long time,  there was a Mr. Horrocks lived in Silenus villa the year before last, but I understood he had gone back to India.

Oh, no, replied Mrs. Barnington, thats quite another person  these are Londoners  trades-people I hear, and the man Horrocks, the paper says, is to have the hounds.

Oh, replied the Captain, now blushing to the very tips of his ears, youve mistaken the name, marm. Yes, marm.  Its Jorrocks, marm  Mister Jorrocks of Great Coram Street, marm  a merchant prince, marm  at least his father was. The present Mr. Jorrocks is a mighty sportsman, and hearing the hounds were without a leader, he wrote to offer himself, and some of the sporting gentry of the place have been in treaty with him to take them; but I need not tell you, Mrs. Barnington, that hunting is not an amusement I am partial to, indeed I hope I may never have occasion to go out again; but you know that as Master of the Ceremonies I am obliged to countenance many things that I would gladly avoid.

True, replied Mrs. Barnington, with a smile of approbation I thought you would not be likely to encourage vulgar people coming here merely because they dont care for breaking their necks over hedges and ditches  but tell me, isnt there a Mrs. Jorrocks?

I understand so, replied the Captain with a hem and a haw; a lady of birth, they say; but had I known you would have interested yourself in the matter, I should certainly have informed myself so as to have been able to tell you all about her.

Oh dear no! not for the world!  whether as a lady of birth or a tradesmans wife, it would never do for me to concern myself about them. You know my position here is not to be controverted by any interlopers, be they who they may,  or come from where they will.

Undoubtedly not, marm, replied the obsequious M.C.; theres not a person in the place insensible of the advantages of your presence; but I should hope,  at least, perhaps I may venture to express a slight wish,  that if those Jorrockss appear respectable people, you will for the sake of sociability vouchsafe them the favour of your countenance, and condescend to notice them a little.

I dont know what to say about that, my dear Captain, replied Mrs. Barnington thoughtfully. If they appear respectable people, and if they live in a certain style, and if I thought the matter would rest at Handley Cross, and they would not obtrude their acquaintance upon me elsewhere, and if they appeared sensible of the obligation, I might perhaps call upon them; but where there are so many points to consider, and so many to ascertain, it is almost needless speculating upon how one might act; all that we can do for the present is to maintain ones own consequence, and you know full well the only way to support a place like this, is to uphold the dignity of the chief patroness.

No doubt, replied Captain Doleful, with a half-suppressed sigh as the table of precedence among women came across his mind. I am sure, Madam, I have always been most anxious to pay you every respect and attention in my power, and if I have failed it has been owing to the multiplicity of my engagements and duties, and not from any want of inclination on my part. Im sure of it, Captain; and now let us see you back here at dinner at ten minutes past six. With pleasure, replied the Captain, rising to depart, with a grin of satisfaction on his melancholy visage.

Stay one moment, resumed Mrs. Barnington, as the Captain was leaving the room. The paper says these people arrive to-day. If you chance to see them or can find anything out about them, you know, well and good  perhaps Mr. Barnington might like to know. By all means, replied the obsequious M.C., backing courtier-like out of the room, and nearly splitting himself up with the now opening door.


CHAPTER IX. THE CONQUERING HERO COMES.
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THE CLEAR BRIGHT beauty of the day, combined with the attraction of a stranger coming to fill so important a situation as master of fox-hounds, drew many to the Datton Railway station, who were previously unacquainted even with the name of Jorrocks; though it is but right to state that the ignorant portion consisted principally of the fair sex, most men, whether sportsmen or not, having heard of his fame and exploits.

All the flys, hack horses, donkeys, and ponies, were bespoke as usual; and many set out at noon to secure good berths at the station. Precisely at two oclock Captain Doleful appeared at Miss Jellys door, attired in a dress that would puzzle the property man of a theatre. It was nearly the same as he exhibited himself in on the memorable opening day of the committee of management. The old single-breasted militia coat, denuded of its facings and trappings, with a sky-blue collar and sky-blue linings, and a short, shrivelled, buff kerseymere waistcoat, with mother-of-pearl buttons, old white moleskin breeches, well darned and patched at the knees, and badly-cleaned Hessian boots and black heel spurs.  His hands were covered with a pair of dirty-white kid gloves; and in his right one he carried a large hunting-whip. An oil-skin-covered hat, secured to a button-hole of his waistcoat by a yard of sky-blue penny ribbon, completed the rigging of this sporting dandy.

Having withdrawn his countenance and custom from Sam Slickem after the affair of the kicking mare, (the effect of which had been considerably to impoverish Mr. Sam,) of course all the other proprietors of hack horses were on the alert to please the great M.C., and on this day he was mounted by Duncan Nevin on his white mare, Fair Rosamond, who was generally honoured by carrying pretty Miss Lovelace, once the head beauty of the place  but who being unable to ride this day, it came into the hands of the Captain.

To make the mare more complete, although in winter time, its ears were decorated with white fly-nets and dangling tassels, and from the saddle hung a large net of the same colour and texture, with a broad fringe, completely covering her hind quarters and reaching below her hocks.

Doleful eyed the whole with a grin of satisfied delight, and never did field-marshal mount his charger for review with a more self-complacent air than sat upon the brow of this distinguished character. Having steadied himself in his stirrups, and gathered up the reins, he cast an eye between the barley-sugar and cans in Miss Jellys window, and hissing at the mare through his teeth with a jerk of the reins, went off in a canter. A rare-actioned beast it was too! Up and down, up and down, it went, so light and so easy, and making so little progress withal, that Ducrow himself might have envied the possession of it.

Thus Doleful went tit-tup-ping along through the silent streets, to the infinite delight of all the Johns and Jennies, who were left to flatten their noses against the windows during their masters and mistresses absence, and here and there exciting the anger of a butchers dog, or farmers cur, that flew at the mares heels with an indignant bark as she passed.

Having timed himself to a nicety, our gallant M.C. arrived at the station just as the last fly and flight of donkeys drew up outside the iron railing that runs along the railroad from the station-house, and, in the absence of Mr. Jorrocks, of course he was the object of attraction. Good morning, Captain Doleful, exclaimed a dozen sweet voices from all sorts of vehicles, for women will toady a Master of Ceremonies, be he what he may; and thereupon the Captain gave one of his feature-wrinkling grins, and raised his oil-skin-covered hat as high as the yard of penny ribbon would allow, while all the little boys and girls, for whom he had obtained half-holiday, burst into loud acclamations, as they stood or sat on Lily-white-sand barrels, hazel bundles, and other miscellaneous articles, waiting for conveyance by the railway. Now, children, mind, be orderly, and attend to what I told you, said the Captain, eying his juvenile friends as though he were marshalling them for a quadrille. It now wants but ten minutes to the coming of the train, so be getting yourselves in order, unfurl the flags; and you, musicians, turning to the promenade band, who were hard at work with some XX, be getting your instruments ready, to welcome Mr. Jorrocks with See the conquering hero comes! As the minutes flew, the scene became more inspiriting. Eyes were strained up the railway in the direction he was to come, and ears were opened to catch the first sound of the engine. All was anxiety and expectation. Hope and fear vacillated on every countenance. Should he not come, what a bore! Oh, but hes certain to arrive, and Mrs. Jorrocks too, arnt they, Captain? The Captain looked thoughtful and mysterious, as all great men should, but deigned no reply.

Precisely at three-quarters of a minute before three, a wild shrill whistle, that seemed to issue from the bowels of the earth and to run right up into mid-air, was heard at the back of Shavington Hill, and, in an instant, the engine and long train rounded the base, the engine smoking and snorting like an exasperated crocodile. Nearer and nearer it comes, with a thundering sort of hum that sounds throughout the country. The wondering ploughman stops his team. The cows and sheep stand staring with astonishment, while the horses take a look, and then gallop about the fields, kicking up their heels and snorting with delight. The guards red coat on the engine is visible  next his gold hat-band appears  now we read the Hercules on the engine, and anon it pulls up with a whiff, a puff, and a whistle, under the slate-covered shed, to give the Hercules his water, and set down and take up passengers and goods. Seven first-class passenger carriages follow the engine, all smart, clean, and yellow, with appropriate names on each door panel  The Prince Albert, Queen Victoria, and the Prince of Wales, The Venus, The Mercury, The Comet, and The Star; next come ten second-class ones, green, with covered tops, and half-covered sides, but in neither set is there anything at all like the Jorrocks party. Cattle-pens follow, holding sheep, swine, donkeys, and poultry; then came an open platform with a broken britzka, followed by a curious-looking nondescript one horse vehicle, containing a fat man in a low-crowned hat, and a versatio of reversible coat, with the preferable side outwards. Along with him were two ladies muffled up in cloaks, and at the back was a good-looking servant-maid. From the bottom of the carriage swung a couple of hams, and a large warming-pan.

Pray is Mr. Jorrocks here? inquired the elegant M.C., who had persuaded the station-master to let him in upon the line, riding his white charger near the door of the first-class carriage, and raising his hat as he spoke; but getting no answer, he continued his interrogatory down the whole set until he came to the end, when casting a despairing glance at the cattle pens, he was about to wheel round, when the gentleman in the versatio coat, in a very stentorian voice, roared out, I say, SIR! Baint this the Andley Cross station?

It is, Sir, replied Captain Doleful, in his most dignified manner, the Datton station for Handley Cross at least.

Then I want to land, responded the same sweet voice.

Heres a gentleman wants to be down, observed Captain Doleful to the scarlet-coated guard, who came bustling past with a pen of Cochin-Chinas to put upon the train.

Yes, a gentleman and two ladies, roared our friend; Mister and Missis Jorrocks in fact, and Miss Jorrocks!

Bless my heart, exclaimed Captain Doleful in ecstacies, how delighted I am to see you! I really thought you were not coming, and thereupon the Captain raised his hat to the ladies, and offered his hand most cordially to Mr. Jorrocks.

What, you knows me, do you? replied Mr. Jorrocks, with the sort of doubtful shake of the hand that a person gives when he thinks the next moment may discover a mistake. You knows me, do you? repeated he, you have the adwantage of me  pray who are you?

Captain Doleful, M.C., responded our worthy, presenting his glazed card to the ladies; and thereupon Mr. Jorrocks, with a chuckle on his good-humoured countenance, as he gazed at the Captains incongruous habiliments, seized his hand and wrung it heartily, saying, Ow are ye, Doleful? Ow do ye do? Werry glad to see you  werry glad indeed; ows the Nabob?

Middling, thank you, replied the Captain, with a faint blush on his cadaverous countenance. But hadnt you better alight and get your carriage and things off the train? inquired he, glad to turn the conversation, theyll be off with you if you dont mind, and thereupon the Captain beckoned the guard, and Mr. Jorrocks, standing up in the vehicle, looking very like a hay-stack with a hat on the top, bounded to the ground. Mrs. Jorrocks, in a black velvet bonnet, lined with pink satin, and her body all shrouded in a sea-green silk cloak, then accepted the offer of the Captains arm, and descended with caution and due state; while Belinda, with the spring of youth and elasticity in her limbs, bounded on to the foot-way beyond the rail. Benjamin, who was asleep in the horse-box, being considerately kicked awake by Mr. Jorrocks, the porters cut off the last joints of the train, when away it went, hissing and snorting through the quiet country, leaving our party to the undisturbed observation of the Handley Cross company.


CHAPTER X. THE CONQUERING HEROS PUBLIC ENTRY.
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CAPTAIN DOLEFUL, LEAVING his charger in the care of a porter, now offered Mrs. Jorrocks his arm, and walked her off to the station-house, followed by Jorrocks and Belinda, amid the observations and inquiries of the numerous party ranged outside the barrier. The ladies being now left to arrange their toilettes, Jorrocks and Doleful joined arms in a most friendly manner, and strutted back to see about unloading the horses, the sack-like figure of the one, contrasting with the thin, lathy, mountebank appearance of the other. This being accomplished, Ben proceeded to strip off his dirty white great coat, and display his fine new sky-blue postillion jacket, patent cords and top-boots, while Jorrocks began expatiating to Doleful on the merits of the animals.

This ere oss, says he, rubbing his hand up and down the Roman nose of a great rat-tailed brown, Ive ridden many seasons, and hes never given me but one fall, and that was more my fault than his. Indeed I may say it was mine entirely. Ows this country off for foxes! Well, you see, I was chiveyin this ere oss along like wildfire, for it was a most special fine scentin day  breast-high all the way  and Tom Hills, thats our untsman, was ridin wiciously wenomous  by the way that reminds me can you commend me to an honest man to buy my forage of? Well, we blazed down Windy Hill, and past Stormey Wood, just as though it were as level as this rally, when Joe Crane, thinkin to gain a nick, turned for Nosterly, and Tom and I rode slap for Guilsborough, where he threw a shoe, and I was left alone in my glory. I knowd the country well, and sinkin the hill, stole down Muddiford Lane, with the pack goin like beans on my left, with only two men within a mile of them, barrin a miller with his sacks, who rode uncommon galvanizingly.

Well, thinks I to myself, if they turn by Gatton steep Ill have a nick, for though his oss was never reglarly pumped out, yet times are when hed be better of a little more wind, and so as I rode along peepin over the edge, oping every minute to see old Barbican, who was leadin the pack that day, give a bend to my side, ven vot should occur but a gipsy camp half across the lane, and three donkeys, two jacks and a jinney, huddled together in the other part so as to make a regular barrier, and, by the by, have you read Digby Grand? Grand book it is; but, however, never mind that at present; well, we were close upon the camp and donkeys afore ever we saw them, for it was just at that sharp turn of the road where the waterin trough is  confound them, they always place pikes and troughs in the hawkwardest places  and this oss though with all his eyes about him, was so heager lookin for the ounds, that Im dashed if he didnt come upon them so suddenly that he hadnt time to change his leg or do no thing, consequentially he dodged first among the gipsy bairns, putting his foot through a sarcepan the old father gipsy was a mendin, and then, fearin mischief, he flew to the left, and cast me right on to the old jinney hasss back, who, risin at the moment, finished the business by kickin me off into the dirtiest heap of composition for turnips I ever smelt in my life  haw, haw, haw! I really think I wind it now. Still the oss is a good un  an undeniable good un. When he carries me well, I axs three undred for him, at other times Id take thirty. I never grudges money for osses. Des-say if all the money Ive spent first and last were equally distributed among them, they wouldnt stand me i less or forty pund apiece.

This toos a grand nag! continued he, taking hold of the ear of a stiff bay with white hind legs, and a bang tail good at every thing  rides, drives, unts, and carries a ooman. I call him Xerxes, cause as how ven I drives two, as Im a doin to-day, he goes leader, and in-course the brown, which I calls Arter-Xerxes, comes arter him! Both go like the vind  good osses! uncommon good! rough and strong as our four-shillin tea.  Binjamin, mind the traces,  and now be after puttin too, your Missis will be ready by the time we get all square; and thereupon Mr. Jorrocks began fussing and busying himself with the horses and harness, and very soon had Xerxes and Arter-Xerxes in their proper places, tandem fashion. The carriage was an old, low, open, double-bodied one, with red and black wheels, looking as much like a fire-engine as anything else, especially with the Westphalia hams and warming-pan swinging from the bottom like buckets. It held four comfortably, or five on a pinch, and the inmates were Mr. Jorrocks and his wife, Belinda, and Betsey. It was tremendously stuffed and hung about with luggage, and at the back was attached a most sporting package, consisting of two saddles done up in horse-sheeting; and through the roller which fastened them to the carriage, two stout hunting-whips and a new brass horn were thrust. All things being ready, Mr. Jorrocks gave Benjamin a leg up on to Xerxes, and gathering up the reins of his wheeler in a most workmanlike manner, stepped into the vehicle, and preceded by Captain Doleful on the white charger, drove up to the station-house door, to the infinite delight of all the spectators outside the rails, amid the puffings, scrapings, and tootlings of the musicians, the pointing of children, the unfurling of flags, and general movement of the meeting.
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Mrs. Jorrocks and Belinda had improved the few minutes in the station-house, and with the aid of Betsey and a looking-glass had rectified the little disorders of the journey. Having cast her sea-green wrapper, Mrs. Jorrocks shone forth in a superb scarlet brocade pelisse, so bright and dazzling that even in Great Coram Street, or St. Pancras Church, it acted as a loadstone on the eyes of the beholders, and now in the quiet country was almost overpowering. She looked like a full-blown peony.

Belinda, the young, the fair, the beautiful Belinda, was the picture of innocence and health. Her large lustrous blue eyes, with their long silken lashes, shone sweetly lambent from beneath a drab silk drawn bonnet lined with blue, across which a rich black veil was thrown; a smile hovered round her ruby lips, disclosing the beautiful regularity of her pearly teeth; while the late rapid movement through the air, joined with the warmth of the station-house, and the excitement of the scene, had imparted a slight flush to a delicate, but beautifully clear complexion. Her shining brown hair, drawn across her forehead in the Madonna style, was confined with a narrow band of blue velvet, while a rich well-fitting drab silk pelisse displayed the symmetry of her exquisitely rounded figure. Her beautifully-formed feet were enclosed in well-fitting patent leather shoes, whose ties embraced well-turned ankles encased in well drawn up, white gauze silk stockings.

The station-house and buildings concealing our party from view, Mr. Jorrocks had time to make those comfortable dispositions of the persons of his suite as are always desirable in public processions, but which are sometimes driven out of the heads even of the most experienced paraders, by the inquisitive observations of many hundred eyes. He now took Belinda upon the draw-out seat between himself and Mrs. Jorrocks, while Betsey bundled in behind, among Dundee marmalade, sugar loaves, Copenhagen cherry-brandy, and other things. Having given a knowing cast over his left shoulder to see that she was right, Mr. Jorrocks cried out, Now, Binjimin, follow the Captain, and giving Arter-Xerxes a touch with the point of the whip, passed from the screen formed by the station-house, to the folding iron gates at the side, which being thrown open at the approach of the Captain, they made a splendid turn off the railway line into the crowded space outside. Huzza! huzza! huzza! huzza! huzza! huzza! exclaimed a hundred voices; Huzza! huzza! responded a hundred more, amid the roll of drums, the puffing of the horns, the flapping of the flags, and the waving of handkerchiefs from those whose aristocratic ideas precluded the expression of clamorous applause. Doleful stopped Benjamin on the leader, and Mr. Jorrocks pulling short up, stood erect in the vehicle, and taking off his low-crowned hat, bowed and waved it repeatedly to the company, while Mrs. Jorrocks acknowledged the compliment by frequent kisses of her hand, and Belindas face became suffused with blushes at the publicity and novelty of her situation.  Having sufficiently exercised their lungs, hats began to rest upon their owners heads, handkerchiefs were returned to their pockets, and amid a general buzz and exclamation of applause, a rush was made at the carriage to get a closer view of Belinda.

By Jove, what a beautiful girl! exclaimed Captain Parkins (a new comer) to his friend Mr. Dyneley, eyeing Belinda through his glass.

Did you ever see such eyes? inquired a second.

Handsomest creature I ever beheld! Fine undulating figure! observed a third.

What a quiz the old girl is, remarked another.

Is she her daughter? inquired a third of Captain Doleful, who was busy marshalling the procession.

Lots of money I suppose! said another.

He looks like a rich fellow, with that queer-looking hat of his.

The servant girls not bad-looking.

Miss for my money, said another, Im in love with her already.

I wish shed stand up and lets see her size.

I lay a guinea shes a clipper.

Theres a hand! Ill be bound for it she has a good foot and ancle. None of your hairy-heeld ones.

He looks like a jolly old dog, observed another. We shall have lots of good dinners, I dare say.

Dolefuls face wrinkled into half its usual size with delight, for he plainly saw he had made a hit; and most fortunate were those men who had cultivated his friendship through the medium of the subscription books at the libraries, for the two-guinea subscribers were immediately presented to the trio, while the guinea men were let in at intervals as the procession moved along the road. Nor should we omit to mention, for the instruction of all other M.C.s, that thirteen new names were put down that evening, so that Dolefuls prospects were brighter than ever.

The first burst of applause having subsided, the party got settled into the order of the day, as laid down in the programme of the worthy M.C. First went the proprietary school children, eighty boys and a hundred and nine girls, three a-breast, with sundry pocket-handkerchief banners. Next came the Fox and Floreat Scientia flag, on double poles so as to stretch across the road; the musicians, two drummers, two horn-blowers, two fiddlers, and a fifer, were planted behind it; after which came three glazed calico flags, of various colours in stripes, followed by Whackems mathematical seminary, and the rabble at large. Then came another large double flag, in broad stripes of scarlet and white, with the words Jorrocks for ever! done in blue letters; Dolefuls own place was immediately after this, but of course during the progress to Handley Cross, he kept along-side the carriage of the distinguished strangers. The flys, gigs, ponies, donkeys, chaises, &c., followed on in a long-drawn line, just as they could jostle in, for the Captain knew the high hedges on each side of the narrow road would do more towards keeping them in order than all the injunctions and remonstrances he could lay down or use.

Mrs. Jorrocks was delighted!  Never before did she think anything either of hunting or her husband, but now the former seemed a most delightful amusement, and Jorrocks appeared a perfect hero. He too was charmed with his reception, and grinned and nudged Belinda with his elbow, and cast a sly wink over his shoulder at Betsey, as they jumbled along the road, and the compliments of the crowd came showering among them. Then he turned his eyes up to heaven as if lost in reflection and bewilderment at the honour he had arrived at. Anon he caught the point of his whip and dropped it scientifically along Arter-Xerxes side, then he began to whistle, when Captain Doleful having resigned the side of the carriage on which Mrs. Jorrocks was sitting to Captain Parkins, came round to say a few nothings to our worthy friend.

Well, Miserrimus, said Jorrocks, opening the conversation as though he had known him all his life, you see Im down upon you as the extinguisher said to the rushlight  always say you carnt be too quick in catchin a flea. Ows the Nabob?

Middling, thank you, again replied the Captain, youre looking uncommonly well Im sure, said he, eyeing Mr. Jorrocks as he spoke.

Oh me! replied Jorrocks, bless you Im never bad  never cept I gets a drop too much, as will happen in the best reglated families, you know, Miserrimus. Whereupon Mr. Jorrocks, with a knowing grin, gave Doleful a dig in the ribs with the butt-end of his whip  saying, have you got any of that cold roast you told me of in your letter?

Why no, Mr. Jorrocks, its all gone, but theres plenty more in Handley Cross. Its the best place for beef I know.  Indeed for everything.

Youll be desperation fond of untin I spose, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a slight pause, flourishing his whip over his head, and giving a knowing look at Dolefuls accoutrements.

Its the only thing worth living for in my mind, replied Captain Doleful.

By jingo! so say I, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks; all times lost thats not spent in untin.  Give us your hand, Miserrimus, my bouy, for you must be a trump  a man after my own eart! and thereupon Jorrocks gave him such a shaking as nearly sent him off his horse.

Thatll be your kiver ack I presume, observed Mr. Jorrocks after their hands were released, as he cast an eye at the white. He goes hup and down like a yard and a alf of pump water.

Doleful did not know whether this was meant as a compliment or otherwise, so he grinned horridly a ghastly smile, and asked Mr. Jorrocks if he was fond of music. Music! said Mr. Jorrocks, yes, the music of the ounds  none o your tamboureenin work. Give me the real ough, ough, ough, of a fine deep-toned ound in the depths of a rocky dell, as he drags up to old Reynard among the brush-wood, and as he spoke, Mr. Jorrocks snuffed the air and threw his head about as though he were feeling for a scent himself, What sort of fencin have you?

Fencing! repeated Captain Doleful thoughtfully fencing, why weve had none, I think, since the theatre closed.

Humph! mused Mr. Jorrocks, thats queer  never knew a play-actor in my life with the slightest turn for untin.

The foremost in the procession having now reached the outskirts of the town, a halt was made to allow the pedestrians to knock the dust off their shoes, and get their voices ready for shouting. Doleful rode along the line exhorting them to order and regularity, and directing the streets through which the procession should pass, taking particular care to keep wide of the Barningtons. A considerable accession was here made to their strength by numerous groups of ladies and gentlemen, who, attracted by the fineness of the day, and a little natural curiosity, had wandered out to see what sort of an animal a Cockney master of hounds was. Miss Prim and Miss Proseys seminaries too turned out in their pink and blue ginghams, and came up just at the period of the halt,  all the grooms and helpers of the town who could not get to the station now flocked to swell the throng. The hubbub and confusion was excessive, and they pushed and elbowed, and fought to get near the carriage to have a close view of Mr. Jorrocks. My eyes but hes a fat un! exclaimed Mr. Brisket, the butcher, to his foreman, it would be a downright credit to a butcher to supply such a gent.: cant be less nor three inches o fat on his rib; whereupon he thrust a card into Mr. Jorrockss hand, containing his name, trade, and place of abode. This was a signal for the rest, and immediately a shoal of cards were tendered from persons of all callings and professions. Lucy Sandey would mangle, wash, and clear-starch; then Hannah Pye kept the best potatoes and green-groceries in general; Tom Hardy supplied milk at all hours; George Dodd let donkeys by the day or hour; Samuel Mason offered the card of the Bramber livery stables, where there was a lock-up coach-house; Susan Muddle hoped the ladies would drink with her at the Spa at a shilling a week, and glass found. Then there was a wine-merchants card, followed by lodging-house keepers without end, and a chimney-sweeps.

All in advance being now ready, Captain Doleful came grinning and capering through the crowd, and announced to the ladies that they were about to enter the town, and informed Mr. Jorrocks that they would first of all proceed to the Dragon Hotel, from the balcony of which it would have a good effect if he would address the meeting. Without waiting for Mr. Jorrockss assurance that he didnt know what to say, he placed himself in advance of Benjamin, and raised his hunting-whip as a signal to the musicians, who immediately struck up See the conquering hero comes, and the cavalcade proceeded. The boom of the drums, the twang of the horns, and the shouts of the children, brought every human being to the doors, windows, and verandahs, and there was such running, and rushing, and fighting to see the conquering hero, and such laughing among the servant-maids at the ample dimensions of his shoulders, with as many observations upon his retinue, as would fill a chapter of themselves.

After passing the long line of villas that stud the road in the Mount Sion direction, the cavalcade turned into Arthur Street, where the noise and bustle increased tenfold. Shop-lads, no longer to be restrained, rushed out in defiance of their masters holloas, some hastily putting up the shutters, others leaving the shops to take care of themselves. Bazaars, fancy shops, jewellers, &c. were drawn of both buyers and sellers; and as the Floreat Scientia banner rounded the turn into High Street, an advancing mob from the other end of the town charged with such vigour as sent both poles through Stevenson the hatters window, damaging a dozen pasteboard boxes, being the principal part of his stock-in-trade. Nothing was heard above the clamour but the boom of the drums, and the occasional twang of a horn, white Captain Dolefuls red coat, and his horses bowing white head, seemed borne upon the shoulders of the multitude. Thus they proceeded in stately array down High Street, and neared the Dragon Hotel.

At length they got the carriage up to the arched door, and the party alighted amid a tremendous burst of applause. Captain Doleful having tendered his arm to Mrs. Jorrocks, Belinda took her uncles, and no sooner did Betsey get out of the back seat of the carriage than a whole host of little dirty boys scrambled in to obtain a better view, making desperate havoc among the Dundee marmalade, and Copenhagen cherry-brandy, to the infinite indignation of Benjamin, who roared lustily from the leader that he would oss-vip em all round.


CHAPTER XI. THE ORATIONS.

[image: img27.jpg]

SNUBBINS, THE LANDLORD, having ushered his distinguished guests into the balconied apartment of the first-floor front, Captain Doleful took a hasty review of his person at the looking-glass, placing his straggling hairs in the most conspicuous manner over his forehead, and, loosening his oil-skin-covered hat from his scarlet coat, he advanced with out-squared toes and elbows to present himself to the notice of the meeting.

His appearance in the balcony was the signal for a universal roar, amid which, the drums and wind instruments did their duty. After bowing and grimacing most condescendingly to the meeting below, silence was at length obtained, and he proceeded to address them as follows:  

Ladies and gentlemen,  ladies and gentlemen, he repeated, laying the emphasis on the word ladies, and grinning like an elderly ape on all around, encouraged by your smiles, by your applause, for, without you, as the poet Campbell beautifully inquires, What is man?  a world without a sun, I present myself to your notice to perform an act that I verily and conscientiously believe will prove most conducive to the interest, the happiness, and general welfare of this thriving and important town. Here the Captain placed his forefinger on his lip, and, according to previous arrangement with the drummers, they rumbled with their drums, and the children gave some loud huzzas, in conjunction with such of the mob as were troubled with a turn for shouting. Ladies and gentlemen, he resumed, I stand not here for the gratification of the paltry personal vanity of addressing this distinguished assembly, but I present myself to your notice, in discharge of the high, the onerous, the honourable and all-important office of Master of the Ceremonies of this renowned Spa, to introduce to your notice the most distinguished, the most determined, the most popular, and the most scientific sportsman England, or any other country, ever saw (loud cheers). Need I say, gentlemen, that this illustrious individual is the great and renowned Mr. Jorrocks  a name familiar to our ears as Mr. Dickenss household words  so familiar that it is even chalked on the walls of our town; and it is indeed a high  a flattering circumstance to my mind, that I  even I  the humble individual who now stands before you, should have been the means of procuring for a town that I love so ardently, a man of such unequalled excellence and such distinguished worth.

Here Doleful being rather blown, put his finger to his lip again, upon which the drums rumbled, the horns twanged, and a round of applause was brewed up. He resumed, Gentlemen, the temporary cloud that obscured the brightness of our delightful town has passed away! another and a brighter sun has risen, beneath whose fostering rays, prosperity  bright, unequalled prosperity  shall renovate our homes, and draw forth blessings from your grateful hearts (cheers). This, gentlemen, is a thought that repays me for a world of trouble, and believe me that in all the changes and chances of this eventful life, amid all the frowns of lifes vicissitudes, the bright recollection of this hour will furnish consolation that a thousand woes will not outweigh (great applause). Let me not, however, ladies and gentlemen, dwell too long on the part I have happily, but unworthily played in this transaction. Let me not stand between that bright constellation of sporting knowledge and the indulgence of your laudable curiosity. Rather let me withdraw, with a bosom oerflowing with heart-felt gratitude for the honours your kindness has heaped upon me, and introduce to your notice our great and illustrious stranger. Here Doleful squared out his elbows and bowed most humbly and condescendingly, first to the front, then to the east and west, and, courtier-like, backed from the balcony into the room, amid loud and long-continued cheers.

While he was delivering himself of all this eloquence, Mrs. Jorrocks was busy inside the room preparing her husband for presentation to the meeting. Having made him take off his versatio coat, she brushed his blue under one over, rubbed the velvet collar right, put his wig straight, and wiped the dust off his Hessian boots with a corner of the table-cover. Doleful came backing in, and nearly upset Jorrocks as he was standing on one leg by the table, undergoing the latter operation. Now, its your turn, Mr. Jorrocks, observed the Captain, on the former recovering his equilibrium, and thereupon they joined hands and advanced into the balcony, like the Siamese twins, amid the uproarious applause of the meeting.

Ow are ye all? said Mr. Jorrocks with the greatest familiarity, nodding round to the meeting, and kissing his hand. Opes you are well. Now my friend, Miserrimus, having spun you a yarn about who I am, and all that sort of thing, Ill not run his foil, but get upon fresh ground, and say a few words about how matters are to be managed.

You see Ive come down to unt your country, to be master of your ounds, in fact,  and first of all Ill explain to you what I means by the word master. Some people call a man a master of ounds wot sticks an orn in his saddle, and blows when he likes, but leaves every thing else to the untsman. Thats not the sort of master of ounds I mean to be. Others call a man a master of ounds wot puts in the paper Mr. So-and-sos ounds meet on Monday, at the Loin o Lamb; on Wednesday, at the Brisket o Weal; and on Saturday, at the Frying-pan; and after that, jest goes out or not, as suits his conwenience  but thats not the sort of master of ounds I means to be. Again, some call themselves masters of ounds, when they pay the difference at wixt the subscription and the cost, leaving the management of matters, the receipt of money, payment of damage, and all them sort of partiklars, to the secretary. But thats not the sort of master o ounds I means to be. Still, I means to ride with an orn in my saddle. Yonder it is, see, said he, pointing to the package behind the carriage, a regler Percival, silver mouth-piece, deep cupd  and I means to adwertise the ounds in the paper, and not go sneakin about like some of them beggarly Cockney unts, wot look more as if they were goin to rob a hen-roost than unt a fox, but havin fixed the meets, I shall attend them most punctual and regler, and take off my cap to all payin subscribers as they come up (cheers). This, I thinks, will be the best way of doin business, for there are some men wot dont care a copper for owin the master money, so long as the matter rests at wixt themselves, and yet who would not like to see me sittin among my ounds with my cap slouched over my eyes, takin no more notice of them than if they were as many pigs, as much as to say to all the gemmen round, these are the nasty, dirty, seedy screws wot dont pay their subscriptions.

In short, I means to be an M.F.H. in reality, and not in name. When I sees young chaps careering oer the country without lookin at the ounds, and in all humane probability not knowin or carin a copper where they are, and I cries, old ard! I shall expect to see them pull up, and not wait till the next fence fatches them too.

Here Mr. Jorrocks made a considerable pause, whereupon the cheering and drumming was renewed, and as it died away, he went on as follows:  

Of all sitivations under the sun, none is more enviable or more onerable than that of a master of fox ounds! Talk of a M.P.! vots an M.P. compared to an M.F.H.? Your M.P. lives in a tainted hatmosphere among other M.P.s and loses his consequence by the commonness of the office, and the scoldings he gets from those who sent him there, but an M.F.H. holds his levee in the stable, his levee in the kennel, and his levee in the untin field  is great and important every where  has no one to compete with him, no one to find fault, but all join in doing honour to him to whom honour is so greatly due (cheers). And oh, John Jorrocks! my good frind, continued the worthy grocer, fumbling the silver in his small clothes with upturned eyes to heaven, to think that you, after all the hups and downs of life  the crossins and jostlins of merchandise and ungovernable trade  the sortin of sugars  the mexin of teas  the postin of ledgers, and handlin of inwoices, to think that you, my dear feller, should have arrived at this distinguished post, is most miraculously wonderful, most singularly queer. Gentlemen, this is the proudest moment of my life! (cheers). Ive now reached the toprail in the ladder of my hambition! (renewed cheers). Binjimin! he holloaed out to the boy below, Binjimin! I say, give an eye to them ere harticles behind the chay  the children are all among the Copenhagen brandy and Dundee marmeylad! Vy dont you vollop them? Veres the use of furnishing you with a whip, I wonder?

To resume, said he, after he had seen the back of the carriage cleared of the children, and the marmalade and things put straight. Untin, as I have often said, is the sport of kings  the image of war without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent. of its danger. To me the clink of the couples from a vipper-ins saddle is more musical than any notes that ever came out of Greaseys mouth (cheers). I dosent wish to disparage the walue of no man, but this I may say, that no Nabob that ever was foaled, loves untin better than me (cheers). Its the werry breath of my body! The liver and bacon of my existence! I dosent know what the crazeyologists may say, but this I believes that my ead is nothin but one great bump of untin (cheers). Untin fills my thoughts ay day, and many a good run I have in my sleep. Many a dig in the ribs I gives Mrs. J. when I think theyre runnin into the warmint (renewed cheers). No man is fit to be called a sportsman wot doesnt kick his wife out of bed on a haverage once in three weeks! (applause, mingled with roars of laughter). Im none of your fine, dandified Rottenrow swells, that only ride out to ride ome again, but I loves the smell of the mornin hair, and the werry mud on my tops when I comes home of an evenin is dear to my eart (cheers). Oh, my frinds! if I could but go to the kennel now, get out the ounds, find my fox, have a good chivey, and kill him, for no day is good to me without blood, Id  Id  Id  drink three pints of port after dinner stead of two! (loud cheers). Thats the way to show Diana your gratitude for favours past, and secure a continuance of her custom in future (cheers). But that we will soon do, for if youveOsses sound, and dogs ealthy, Earths well-stopped, and foxes plenty, no longer shall a master be wantin to lead you to glory (loud cheers). Ill not only show you how to do the trick in the field, but a scientific course o lectors shall train the young idea in the art at ome. Ive no doubt we shall all get on capitally  fox unters are famous fellows  tell me a mans a fox-hunter, and I loves him at once. Well soon get quainted, and then youll say that John Jorrocks is the man for your money. At present Ive done  hoping werry soon to meet you all in the field  I now says adieu.

Hereupon Mr. Jorrocks bowed, and kissing his hand, backed out of the balcony, leaving his auditory to talk him over at their leisure.


CHAPTER XII. CAPTAIN DOLEFUL AGAIN.
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WHEN MR. JORROCKS backed from the balcony into the Moon, after delivering the luminous address reported in our last chapter, Captain Doleful looked at his watch and found it wanted but ten minutes to the time he was to appear at the board of her imperial majesty, Mrs. Barnington; so ringing for Mr. Snubbins, the landlord, he hastily consigned the party to his protection and, quitting the room, ran through the town like a lamplighter, to re-arrange his toilette at his lodgings. Off went the old militia coat, the white moleskins and Hessians made way with pantomimic quickness for a black coat and trousers, which with a shrivelled white waistcoat, and a pair of broad-stringed pumps, completed the revised edition of the arbiter elegantiarum of Handley Cross Spa. The crowded incidents of the hour left no time for reflection, and fortunate, perhaps, it was for the Captain, that he had no time to consider of what had taken place, or even his creative genius might have discovered some little difficulty in reconciling the discrepancies that existed between his professions and performances. So quick, however, were his movements, and the transition of events, that John Trot, the under butler, who was one of the audience before the Dragon, had not time to detail the doings of the day to Mr. Mountford, the butler, to tell Mrs. Stumps, the housekeeper, for the information of Bandoline, to carry in broken English to her mistress, ere Captain Dolefuls half resolute tap of a knock announced his arrival at the door.

Why heres old Wo-begone himself, I do believe! exclaimed John, breaking off in his narrative at the intrusion of the flag-poles into Stevenson the hatters window. It is, indeed, added he, casting his eye up the area-grating at the Captain, as he stood above; I declare he has pealed off his uniform and come like a Christian. Dirty dog, he cant have washed himself, for I saw him bolt out of the Dragon not three minute afore I left, and I only looked in at the Phoenix and Flower-pot, and took one glass of hot elder wine, and came straight home; saying which, John, in the absence of Sam, the footman, settled himself leisurely into his coatee, and proceeded to let the Captain into the house.

The dogs come to dine, said John, on his return, and precious hungry he is, I dare say, for he dont allow himself above two feeds a week they say. However, I gave him a bit of consolation, by telling him that missis had laid down at four oclock, with orders not to be disturbed, and therefore it might be eight or nine oclock before they dined; but Sir, says I, theres the Morning Post, so I left him to eat that, and precious savage he looked. Now, I declare on the honour of a gentleman, of all the shabby screws I ever came thwart of in the whole of my professional career, that Doleful is the dirtiest and meanest. Tother night it was raining perfect wash-hand-stand basins full, and after sitting master out to bed, and missis until she began to yawn, he mustered courage to do the expensive, and asked me to fetch him a fly. Well, never had I seen the colour of his coin, often and often as he has darkened our door, and come with his nasty jointed clogs, dirty cloaks, and wet numbrellas; but thinks I to myself, this surely will be catching time, and it ill all come in a heap in the shape of a golden sovereign pound cake; so out I splashed, silks and all, the first day on, too, and brought up Sam Fletchers yellow with the grey; skipped up-stairs, told him all was ready, handed him his hat, upon which I saw him fumbling in his upper pocket; he stepped into the fly, and just as I closed the door, slipped something into my hand  felt small  half sov., better than nothing, thought I thank you, sir, Miss Jellys, cried I to Master Sam, off he went, in comes I, looks in my hand  hang me, if it wernt a Joey!

That beats everything! exclaimed Mr. Mountford, the butler, laying down a handful of spoons he had been counting over; why do you know he gave me one the very same day, and it lies on the entrance table now, to let him see how little we care for Joeys in our house.

Whos that youre talking about? inquired Mrs. Stumps, whose room being on the other side of the passage from the butlers pantry, enabled her to hold a dialogue without the trouble of moving herself across, she having been selected on account of her fatness and the volubility of he tongue.

Only old Lamentable, replied Mr. Trot; what do you think the fellows done now?  complimented Mr. Mountford and myself with a Joey a-piece. Stop till I catch him with a decent coat on, and see if I dont dribble the soup or melted butter over it.

Confound the mean dog, observed Mrs. Stumps, hes the most miserable man that ever was seen. I do wonder that missis, with all her fine would-be-fashionable airs, countenances such a mean sneak. Master may be dull, and I dare say he is, but hes a prince compared to old Doleful.

Masters soft, replied Mr. Mountford thoughtfully, and hes hard too in some things, but there are many worse men than he. Besides, the wifes enough to drive him mad. Shes a terrible tartar.

Shes in one of her tantrumss to-day, observed Mrs. Stumps, and has had Mademoiselle crying all the morning. Shes tried on thirteen dresses already and none will please her. It will be eight oclock very likely before they dine, and that reminds me she had two notes this morning by post  one was from Lady Gillyfield, and Sam thought he saw something about dining, and staying all night, as he took it up-stairs, so just you keep your ears open at dinner, and find out the day, as I want to have a few friends to cards and a quadrille the first time the family go from home.

Oh, I dare say I can acquaint you all about it without waiting for dinner, observed Mr. Mountford. Sam, just step into the clothes-room, and feel in Bs brown frock-coat that he had on this morning, and bring me his letters. Sam obeyed, and speedily returned with three. Mr. Mountford took them, and casting an adhesivd one aside, as either a bill or a begging letter, opened a fine glazed note with blue edges, sealed with a transfixed heart on green wax: Monday, at ten, at the Apollo Belvidere, was all it contained, and winking at Sam, who winked at John Trot, who passed the wink to Mrs. Stumps, Mr. Mountford refolded the note, and opened the one from Sir Gibeon Gillyfield, which contained a pressing invitation for the Friday following, to make one at a battu on the Saturday.

You must find out whether they go or not, observed Mrs. Stumps; they will be sure to say something about it at dinner, so mind be on the look-out. Theres mississ bell! my stars, how she rings! wouldnt be near her for the world.  A perfect peal!

After Doleful had had a good spell at the Post, beginning with the heading and ending with the printers name at the end, Mr. Barnington made his appearance from his room below, where he had been deceiving himself into the belief that he was reading, and saluted the M.C. in the way that a man generally takes his wifes friends when he does not like her. After exchanging a few nothings, he looked with an air of easy indifference round the room, then at the French clock on the mantel-piece, next at his watch to see that it was not wrong, and finally composed himself cross-legged into a low douro with massive cushions at the back and sides. Doleful resumed his seat on the sofa. Thus they sat for half an hour, listening to the tickings of the time-piece, looking alternately at each other and the door. Seven oclock came and no Mrs. Barnington, then the quarter chimed in that concise sort of way, that almost says, Oh, its only the quarter! the half hour followed with a fuller chorus and more substantial music, whereupon Barnington, who was beginning to be hungry, looked indignantly at his watch and the door, then at Doleful, but wisely said nothing. Doleful, who had only treated himself to a penny bun since breakfast, was well-nigh famished, and inwardly wished he had palmed himself off on the Jorrockss; when just as the time-piece was chiming away at a quarter to eight, a page in a green and gold uniform threw open the door, and in sallied the majestic Mrs. Barnington in lavender-coloured satin. With a slight inclination of her head to the Captain, who was up like an arrow to receive her, and a look of contempt at her husband, she seated herself on an ottoman, and glancing at a diminutive watch in her armlet, and seeing it correspond with the time on the mantel-piece, without a word of apology for keeping them waiting, she hurried off the page to order dinner instantly.


CHAPTER XIII. A FAMILY DINNER.
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JUST AS MRS. Barnington was desiring Doleful to ring the bell to see why dinner was not ready, Mr. Mountford, with great state, and an air of the most profound respect, walked into the centre of the room, and announced that it was on the table, when, backing out, and leaving the page in charge of the door, he returned to the parlour to twist a napkin round his thumb, and place himself before the centre of the side-board to be ready to raise the silver cover from the soup tureen, and hand it to John Trot, to pass to Sam, to place on the tray the instant the party were seated. Mrs. Barnington, with an air of languid absence, mechanically placed her hand on Dolefuls arm, and sailed down the thickly-carpeted staircase, past the footmen in the entrance, and dropt into a many-cushioned chair at the head of the table. Doleful seated himself at the side opposite the fire, and Barnington of course took his place at the foot of the table. Soup and a glass of sherry passed round amid the stares and anxious watchings of the servants, before anything like a conversation was commenced, for Barnington was not a man of many words at any time, and fear of his wife and dislike of Doleful now sealed his lips entirely. Several indifferent topics were tried during the fish, alternately by Mrs. Barnington and Doleful.  The weather  the Morning Post  the last elopement  somebodys band  the new French milliner, when, gathering up her napkin, and giving her head a toss in the air, she observed, in a careless easy sort of way, By the by, Captain Doleful, I forgot to ask you if those Horrocks people arrived to-day?

Oh yes, marm, they came, replied the Captain, with uneasiness on his brow, for he saw Mountford and Co. were all eyes and ears to catch what he said. A little malt liquor, if you please. Do you get your malt of Dobbs? inquired he of Barnington, making a desperate effort to turn the conversation at the outset, the only chance of effecting it; if you dont, observed he, theres a capital fellow come from Mortlake in Surrey, to establish an agency here for the sale of the same sort of beer the Queen drinks, and apropos of that, Mrs. Barnington, perhaps you are not aware that her Majesty is so truly patriotic as to indulge in the juice of the hop  takes it at luncheon, I understand, in a small silver cup, a present from the Prince, with the lion and the unicorn fighting for the crown, beautifully raised in dead gold upon it, made by Hunt and Roskill, who certainly have more taste in trinkets, and articles of vertu than all the rest of London put together,  but this beer is very good  clear  amber and hoppy, added he, drinking it off, hoping to drown old Jorrocks, wife, niece, and all, in the draught.

Who is Horrocks, that you were asking about, my dear? inquired Barnington of his wife, for the purpose of letting Doleful see he didnt consider him worth answering, and not from any motives of curiosity,  in infirmity from which he was perfectly free.

Only some people the Captain and I were talking about this morning, any love, that were expected from London. They are not come, you say? added she, turning to the Captain.

Oh yes, marm, I said they were come. Allow me the honour of taking wine with you? Do you take champagne? Champagne to your mistress, looking at Mr. Mountford. Mountford helped them accordingly, giving the Captain as little as possible.

Well, and what sort of people are they? resumed Mrs. Barnington, setting down her glass, and looking at Doleful as much as to say, come, no nonsense, out with it.

Upon my word I can hardly give an opinion, for I saw so little of them; but I should say from what little I did see, that they are very respectable  thats to say (haw, ha, hem), people well to do in the world (hem). He seems an uncommonly good-natured old fellow  rattles and talks at a tremendous rate; but really I can hardly fairly give an opinion upon their other qualifications from the very little I saw.

How many carriages had they? inquired Mrs. Barnington.

One, with a pair, but they came by the train; they will probably have more coming by the road.

Many servants?

Not many, I think. Perhaps they are coming by the road too.

What are the women like?

The old lady seems a monstrous good-natured, round-about, motherly sort of body, neither very genteel nor yet altogether vulgar  a fair average woman in fact  charitable, flannel-petticoat, soup-kitchen sort of woman.  This is capital mutton  never tasted better. By the way, Mr. Barnington, did you ever eat any Dartmoor mutton? it certainly is the best and sweetest in the world, and this is as like it as anything can possibly be.

No, was all the answer Mr. Barnington vouchsafed our hero, who, bent on turning the conversation, and nothing disconcerted, immediately addressed himself to his hostess, with Beautiful part of the country  fine scenery  should like to live there  people so unaffected and hospitable  ask you to dine and sleep  no puddling your way home through dirty lanes in dark nights. The view from Æther rocks on the edge of Dunmore, most magnificent  theres a fine one also on the road between Exeter and Tiverton  and near Honiton too  what food that country would afford your splendid pencil, Mrs. Barnington. I know no one so competent to do justice to the scenery as yourself, and thereupon the Captain puckered his face into one of his most insinuating grins. Mrs. Barnington went on eating her vole au vent, inwardly resolving to know all about the Jorrockss, without compromising one jot of her dignity.

The conversation then took a brisk and rapid range over many topics and to divers places  Bath, Cheltenham, Brighton, Tunbridge Wells, were all visited in succession, but at last Mrs. Barnington fairly landed the Captain back at Handley Cross. I suppose we shall be having a ball here soon, sharnt we, Captain? inquired she. That depends upon Mrs. Barnington, replied the obsequious M.C. in the humblest tone. If you are so disposed theres no doubt of our having one. My ball at present stands first on the list, and that will take place to-morrow fortnight.

Oh, I forgot your ball entirely  true  oh dear, no! I shouldnt wish for one before that  it might interfere with yours. Of course you will send me five tickets.

The Captain bowed profoundly, for this as much as said there would be a five-pound note coming. I hope you will have a good one, added she. There will most probably be some new comers by that time to amuse one with their strange faces and queer ways.  I wonder if the Horrockss will go?

The idea at that moment flashed across the Captains mind too, and a prophetic thought assuring him they would, he determined to grapple with the subject instead of fighting shy, and ventured boldly to predict they would, and once more essayed to smooth their passage to Mrs. Barningtons patronage.

Oh, I have no earthly objection to them, I assure you, I can have none to people I never either saw or heard of. Of course, if they have letters of introduction I shall call upon them  if not, and you assure me, or rather convince me, of their respectability, I shall notice them the same as I do other people who come here as strangers.

Very much obliged indeed, replied the Captain, feeling all the time that he was thanking her for nothing. They are, I believe, highly respectable. She, I understand, is the daughter of a gentleman who was about the court of King George the Third. The young lady is very pretty, and Jorrocks himself really seems a very excellent old fellow.

What, you are talking about Mr. Jorrocks, are you? inquired Mr. Barnington, looking up from his omelette with an air of sudden enlightenment on his countenance.

Why yes, Solomon! replied his loving spouse, who did you think we were talking about?

Why you called them Horrocks! how was I to know who you meant?

How were you to know who we meant? why what matter does it make whether you know or not? Take the cheese away, Mountford, and dont make this room smell like a beer-shop.

Stay! I want some, interposed Mr. Barnington.

Then take it into your masters room, replied Mrs. Barnington. Go and stuff yourself there as much as you like; and send for your friend Horrocks, or Jorrocks, or whatever you call him to keep you company.

And after an evening of this agreeable dog and cat-ing, varied with occasional intercessions for the Jorrocks family, the gallant Captain at length made his adieus and retired to his confectioners.

We will now see what our newly arrived friends are about.


CHAPTER XIV. MR. JORROCKS AND HIS SECRETARY.
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SEND MY SEC. here, said Mr. Jorrocks, with great dignity, to Snubbins, the landlord of the Dragon; who, in compliance with Dolefuls directions, was waiting to receive his orders. Send my Sec. here, he repeated, seeing the man did not catch what he said.

Your Sec., sir, repeated the landlord, itll be your boy, I presume? turning to the waiter, and desiring him to send the ostler to stand by the horses heads while Mr. Jorrockss boy came up-stairs.

No, not my bouy, replied Mr. Jorrocks with a frown, so you presumes wrong.

Your maid, then? inquired the sharp waiter, thinking to hit what his master had missed.

No, nor my maid neither, was the worthy grocers answer, what I want is my Sec., the Secretary to my unt in fact.

Oh! the Secretary to the hunt, that will be Mr. Fleeceall, rejoined the landlord with a grin of satisfaction. Run up to Lavender Lane, and tell Mr. Fleeceall that Mr. Jorrocks has arrived, and wishes to see him.

Tell him to come directly, said Mr. Jorrocks, adding, in a mutter, I dosent understand why hes not here to receive me. Fatch me up a glass of cold sherry negus with.  Public speakin makes one werry dry.

Before the with was well dissolved, so as to enable our hero to quench his thirst at a draught, our one-eyed friend entered the room, hat in hand, and presented himself to Mr. Jorrocks.

Now I wants to see you about my ounds, said Mr. Jorrocks, with an air of authority. Where are they?

Some, I believe, are in the kennel, others are in the Vale with the various farmers, replied Mr. Fleeceall.

Some in the Wale! repeated Mr. Jorrocks with surprise, vy arnt they all in kennel? you surely knew I was a comin, and ought not to have had things in this hugger-mugger state.  Whose fault is it? Wheres the kennel-book?

The kennel-book? repeated Mr. Fleeceall with surprise.

Yes, the kennel-book, you know what that is surely  the list of the ounds in fact.

Oh, I beg your pardon  I dont think there is any regular kennel-book  at least I never had one  all that I do, is to receive the subscriptions,  write to gentlemen that are in arrear, or are likely to subscribe,  tax poultry bills,  and prevent extortion in general.

Well, all werry useful in its way, replied Mr. Jorrocks, but a secretary to an unt is expected to know all about the ounds too, and everything besides  at least hes no Sec. for me if he dont, added he, his eyes sparkling with animation as he spoke.

Oh, I do, replied Mr. Fleeceall with trepidation, only Captain Doleful has had all our people so busy, preparing for your reception, that we really have not been able at so short a notice to make our arrangements so perfect as we could wish. I know all the hounds well.

Then put on yourat and come with me to the kennel. Its full moon to-night, so we neednt mind about time.

Fleeceall hesitated, but seeing Mr. Jorrocks was resolute, he put a good face on the matter, and boldly led the way. As he piloted Mr. Jorrocks through sundry short cuts, he contrived to insinuate, in a casual sort of way, that things would not be in such apple-pie order as he might expect, but that a day or two would put everything right. Calling at Mat Maltbys for the key of the kennel, he enlisted young Mat into the service, desiring him to stand by and prompt him what to say; he very soon had the new master before the rails of the kennel. The hounds raised a melodious cry as they jumped against the paling, or placed themselves before the door, and anger flew from Mr. Jorrockss mind at the cheerful sound. Get back, hounds! get back! Bonny-bell, have a care! cried Mat, as they pushed against the door, and prevented its opening. Perhaps youll take a switch, sir, said he, turning to Mr. Jorrocks, and handing a hazel-rod from a line hanging on the rails beside the door. Get back, hounds! again he cried, and inserting his right hand with a heavy double-thonged whip through an aperture between the door and the post, he loosened the thong, and sweeping it round among their legs, very soon cleared a space so as to enable the master to enter. Mr. Jorrocks then strutted in.

The kennel was quite of the primitive order, but dry and airy withal. It consisted of two rooms, while the feeding-troughs in the half-flagged yard showed that the hounds dined out of doors. A temporary boiling-house was placed behind, and the whole of the back part adjoined close upon the New Ebenezer Chapel.

Great was Mr. Jorrockss surprise and indignation at finding that the pack was without a huntsman, whipper-in, or horses.

He was perfectly thunderstruck, and it was some time ere his rage suffered his tongue to give vent to his thoughts.

It was a reglar do, and hed wesh his ands of the concern at once. Hed shoot Doleful first though  skin him alive in fact.

Fleeceall attempted to soothe him, but finding he was only adding fuel to the fire, he suffered his anger to exhaust itself on the unfortunate and now luckily absent Captain. Mr. Jorrocks was very wroth, but considering how far he had gone, and how he would be laughed at if he backed out, he determined to let it be over shoes over boots, so he stuck out his legs and proceeded to examine the hounds.

Plenty of bone, observed he, with a growl.

Oh, lots of bones! replied Fleeceall, that corners full, pointing to the bone-house.

Are they steady? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Middling, replied Fleeceall, anxious to be safe.

Vot, theyre not riotous are they? Never unted bagmen or nothin of that sort? inquired our master.

Oh dear no, replied Fleeceall, ran a boy, I believe, one day.

Ran a boy! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, never heard of sich a thing! He must have had a drag.

They bit his drag, replied Fleeceall, laughing.

It were a young hound bit an old ooman, interposed Mat, anxious for the credit of the pack, he had a bone, and she would have it from him, and the boy got atween the two.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not altogether relishing the story whichever way it was. The hounds were a fine lashing-looking lot, chiefly dogs, with a strong family likeness running through the pack. There were few old ones, and the lot were fairly average. Worse packs are to be found in great kennels. Mr. Jorrocks remained with them until he had about mastered their names, and there appearing no help for the matter, he resolved to do the best he could with his boy until he could meet with a huntsman.  Ordering the feeder to be there by day-break, and have the hounds ready for him to take out to exercise, he thrust his arm through Fleecealls, and desired him to conduct him back to the Dragon.

As they went he lectured him well on the duties of his office. Now, you see, sir, said he, I dosnt want one of your fine auditin sort of Secs., what will merely run his eye over the bills, and write his initials on the back, right or wrong, as many do, but I wants a real out-and-out workin chap, that will go into them hitem by hitem, and look sharp ater the pence, without leavin the pounds to take care of themselves. A good Sec. is a werry useful sort of hanimal, but a bad uns only worth anging. In the first place you must be werry particklar about gettin in the subscriptions. That is always uppermost in a good Secs mind, and he should never stir out of doors without a list in his pocket, and should appear at the coverside with a handful of receipts, by way of a hint to wot havnt paid. Now, you must get an account book with ruled columns for pounds, shillings, and pence, and open a Dr. and Cr. account with every man Jack on em. You cant do better nor follow the example o the Leamington lads who string up all the tradespeople with the amount of their subscriptions in the shops and public places. Its clearly the duty of every man to subscribe to a pack of ounds  even if he has to borrow the money. No tick, mind, must be the order of the day, and every Saturday night you must come to me with your book, and I shall allow you two glasses of spirit and water whilst we overhaul the accounts. You must be all alive in fact. Not an oss must die in the district without your knowin of it  you must ave the nose of a wultur, with the knowledge of a knacker. Should you make an appy it (hit) and get one with some go in him, Ill let you use him yourself until we wants him for the boiler. In the field, a good Sec. ought always to be ready to leap first over any awkward place, or catch the M.F.H.s oss, if he appens to lead over. In all things he must consider the M.F.H. first, and never let self stand in the way. Then youll be a good Sec., and when I dosnt want a Sec. no longer, why youll be able to get a good Sec.s place from the character I shall give you.

Now, here we are at the Dragon again.  Come up stairs and Ill make you acquainted with your missis, saying which, Mr. Jorrocks led the way; and was met on the landing by the knock-kneed, greasy-collared waiter, who ushered them into the room, where Mrs. Jorrocks and Belinda, fatigued with the doings of the day, had laid themselves down on a couple of sofas, waiting for the return of Mr. Jorrocks to have their tea.

This be my Sec., said Mr. Jorrocks to his spouse, with the air of a man introducing a party for whom there is no occasion to put oneself out of the way. Mrs. Jorrocks, who had bolted up at the opening of the door, gave a sort of half bow, and rubbing her eyes and yawning, very quietly settled herself again on the sofa. Tea passed away, when the ladies having retired, Mr. Jorrocks and Fleeceall very soon found out that they had a taste in common, viz.  a love of brandy and water, wherewith they sat diluting themselves until the little hours of the morning, in the course of which carouse, Fleeceall dexterously managed to possess himself of every particle of his worthy patrons history and affairs. How much he had in the funds, how much in Exchequer bills, how much in railways, and how much in the Globe Insurance Office.

A page or two from Mr. Jorrockss Journal, which he has kindly placed at our disposal, will perhaps best elucidate the doings of the early days of his reign over the Handley Cross fox-hounds.

Saturday.  Awoke with desperation ead ach  Dragon brandy carnt be good  Dreamed the Lily-vite-sand train had run off with me, and chucked me into the channel  Called to Binjimin  the boy snorin sound asleep!  only think, snorin sound asleep, the werry mornin after comin down to whip into a pack of fox-ounds  fear he has no turn for the chase. Pulled his ears, and axed him what he was snorin for. Swore he wasnt snorin!  Never heard a boy of his size tell such a lie in my life. Rigged for unting, only putting on my hat stead of my cap,  and on orseback by daylight  Xerxes full of fun  Arterxerxes dullish  Bin. rode the latter, in his new tops and spurs Now, said I to Bin. as we rode to the kennel, you are hentering upon a most momentous crisis  If you apply yourself diligently and assiduously to your callin, and learn to be useful in kennel, and to cheer the ounds with a full melodious woice  such a woice, in fact, as the tall lobster-merchant with the green plush breeches and big calves, that comes along our street of a still evenin, with his basket on his ead, cryin Lob-sters! fine Lob-sters!lob has, there is no sayin but in course of time you may arrive at the distinguished onour of readin an account of your doins in Bells Life or the Field; but if you persist in playin at marbles, chuck farthin, and flyin kites, stead of attendin in the stable, Ill send you back to the charity school from whence you came, where youll be rubbed down twice a day with an oak towel, and kept on chick-weed and grunsell like a canary bird,  mark my words if I vont.

Found Mat Maltby at the kennel weshin the flags with a new broom, and issing for ard life  werry curious it is, wet or dry, soft or ard, these chaps always iss. Ounds all delighted to see me  stood up in my stirrups looking over the rails, olloain, cheerin, and talkin to them. Yoicks Dexterous! Yoicks Luckey-lass! Yoicks Rallywood! Good dog. Threw bits of biscuit as near each of them as I could pitch them, calling the ounds by name, to let them see that I knew them  Some caught it in their mouths like Hindian jugglers Let em out Mat, at last cried I, when back went the bolt, open went the door, and out they rushed full cry, like a pent up urricane, tearin down Hexworthy Street into Jireth Place, through Mornington Crescent, by the Bramber Promenade into the High Street, and down it with a crash and melody of sweet music that roused all the old water-drinkin maids from their pillows, galvanised the watchmen, astonished the gas-light man, who was making way for daylight, and reglarly rousing the whole inhabitants of the place.

Clapt spurs to Xerxes and arter them, hollain and crackin my whip, but deuce a bit did they eed me  On they went! sterns up and eads too, towlin, and howlin, and chirpin, as though they had a fox afore them. Butchers dogs, curs, setters, mastiffs, mongrels of all sorts and sizes, flew out as they went, some joinin cry, others worryin and fightin their way, but still the body of the pack kept movin onward at a splittin pace, down the London-road, as wild as hawks, without turning to the right or the left, until they all flew, like a flock of pigeons, clean out of sight. Oh, dear! oh, dear! cried I, pullin up, fairly exhausted, at the third mile stone, by the cross-roads from Cadgers House and Knowlton, Ive lost my ounds, and Im ruined for ever. Blow your orn! cried a countryman who was sittin on the stone, they are not far afore you, and the dogs not far afore them: but blow me tight, I was so blown myself, that I couldnt raise a puff  easier to blow ones orse than ones orn. To add to my grief and infinite mortification, Binjimin came poundin and clatterin along the hard road, holloain out as he went, Buy Lob-ster-r! fine Lob-ster-r-r!

The pack had turned down Greenford Lane, and I jogged after them, sorely puzzled, and desperate perplexed. On I went for a mile or more, when the easterly breeze bore the ounds cry on its wings, and pushin forward, I came to a corner of the road, where the beauties had thrown up short before an Italian plaster of Paris poll-parrot merchant, who, tray on head, had the whole pack at bay around him, bellowin and howlin as though they would eat him. Get round them, Binjimin, cried I, and flog them away to me, and takin out my orn, I blew for ard life, and what with view holloas, and cheerin, and coaxin, with Bin at their sterns, succeeded in gettin most of them back to their kennel. Plaster of Paris poll-parrot merchant followed all the way, indulgin in frightful faces and an unknown tongue.

The Journal then branches off into a mem. of what he did at breakfast in the eating line, how he paid his bill at the Dragon, after disputing the brandy items, adding that though attendance was charged in the bill, the servants all evinced a disposition to shake hands with him at parting, which he thought was making matters worse instead of better. He also recorded how he moved to Diana Lodge, which he did not find quite so commodious as he expected. The days entry closes with a mem. that he had stewed beef-steaks for dinner.

Sunday.  Up by cock-crow, and into the kennel. Dexterous and Mercury been fightin about a bone, and Mercury got a bloody ear. Lectord Bin and Mat upon the unpropriety of leavin bones about. Made Bin. call over the ounds by name, double-thongin him when he made a mistake.

Mrs. Jorrocks in a desperation fidget to get to church. Never knowd her so keen afore. Secret out  got a new gown, and a bonnet like a market gardeners flower basket. With all her keenness contrived to start just as the bells gave over ringin  Beadle, in blue and gold, with a cocked at on his head, and a white wand in his hand, received us at the door, and handed us over to the sexton, in deep blue, bound with black velvet, who paraded us up the isle, and placed us with much clatterin in the seat of honour just afore the pulpit. Church desperate full, and every eye turned on the M. E. H.  Mrs. J. thought they were lookin at her! poor deluded body. Belinda, dressed in lavender, and lookin werry wholesome. Lessons long  sermon excellent  all about onering ones superiors, meaning the M.F.H. doubtless.

After church, friend Miserrimus came and shook ands with us all round. Gave him unbounded pleasure to see us all so bloomin and well. Mrs. J. delighted, and axed him to dine. Five, and no waitin. Walked down High Street. Mrs. Jorrocks on one arm, Belinda on tother. Doleful in the gutter. Fine thing to be a great man. Every body stared  many took off their ats.  Country people got off the flags. Thats Mr. Jorrocks, said one. Which? cried another. Do show him to me, begged a third. Jorrocks for ever! cried the children. Nothing like being a great man. Kennel at two  feedin-time  plaster of Paris poll-parrot merchant outside, still in a great rage, but didnt catch what he said. Many people came and wondered how I knew the names of the ounds  all so much alike, they said, Take them a lifetime to know them. Miserable ignoramusses.

Monday.  At the kennel by daylight. Binjimin, as usual, to be kicked awake. The bouy seems to take no interest in the thing. Fear all the lickin in the world vont drive a passion for the chase into him. Threatened to cut his coat into ribbons on his back, if he didnt look lively. Mat Maltby recommended the ounds to be coupled this time  condescended to take his advice. Told Bin. not to cry boild Lob-sters as he did on Saturday, but to sing out in a cheerful woice, rich and melodious, like the boiled-lobster merchant. Axed what to sing out? Why, get on ounds, ven ounds ang (hang) back, and gently there! when they gets too far forward, said I. Put Xerxess head towards kennel door this time, instead of from it. Worth a golden sovereign of any mans money to see ounds turn out of kennel. Sich a cry! sich music! old Dexterous jumped up at Xerxes, and the hanimal all but kicked me over his ead. Pack gathered round me, some jumpin up against the osss side, others standin bayin, and some lookin anxiously in my face, as much as to say, which way this time, Mr. Jorrocks? Took them a good long strong trot to the pike, near Smarden, and round by Billingbrook, letting them see the deer in Chidfold Park. Quite steady  make no doubt they will be a werry superior pack in less than no time  make them as handey as ladies maids,  do everything but pay their own pikes in fact. Wonder Doleful dont ride out. Keen sportsman like him, one would think would like to see the ounds.

The Journal proceeds in this strain for two or three days more, Mr. Jorrocks becoming better satisfied with his pack each time he had them out. On the Friday, he determined on having a bye-day on the following one, for which purpose, he ordered his secretary to be in attendance, to show him a likely find in a country where he would not disturb many covers. Of course the meet was to be kept strictly private, and of course, like all strict secrets, Fleeceall took care to tell it to half the place, Still, as it was a peep-of-day affair, publicity did not make much matter, inasmuch as few of the Handley Cross gentry loved hunting better than their beds.

Fleecealls situation was rather one of difficulty, for he had never been out hunting but once, and that once was in a gig, as related in a preceding chapter; but knowing, as Dr. Johnson said, that there are two sorts of information, one that a man carries in his head, and the other that he knows where to get; nothing daunted by the mandate, he repaired to Mat Maltby, the elder, a cunning old poacher, who knew every cover in the county, upon whose recommendation, it was arranged that a bag-fox, then in the possession of a neighbour, should be shook in South Grove, a long slip of old oak, with an excellent bottom for holding a fox. All things being thus arranged, as Mr. Jorrocks conceived, with the greatest secresy, he went to bed early, and long before it was light, he lay tumbling and tossing about, listening to the ticking of the clock below, and the snoring of Benjamin above.

At last day began to dawn, and having sought Bens room and soused the boy with a pitcher of cold water, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded to jump into his hunting clothes, consisting of a roomy scarlet coat, with opossum pockets and spoon cuffs, drab shags, and mahogany-coloured tops. Arrived at the kennel, he found Fleeceall there, on his old gig mare, with his hands stuck in the pockets of a dirty old mackintosh, which completely enveloped his person. Is Miserrimus ere? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, all fuss and flurry on discovering the person of his Secretary. Well, carnt wait  sorry for it  know better another time; and thereupon he ordered out the horses, gave Ben a leg upon to Xerxes, mounted Arterxerxes himself, the hounds were unkennelled with a melodious rush, and desiring Fleeceall to lead the way, Mr. Jorrocks got the glad pack about him, and went away for South Grove, with a broad grin of satisfaction on his jolly face.

The day seemed auspicious, and there was a balmy freshness in the air that promised well for scent. Added to this, Mr. Jorrocks had cut the left side of his chin in shaving, which he always considered ominous of sport.  Bump, bump, jolt, jolt, jog, jog, he went on his lumbering hunter, now craneing over its neck to try if he could see its knees, now cheering and throwing bits of biscuit to the hounds, now looking back to see if Benjamin was in his right place, and again holloaing out some witticism to Fleeceall in advance. Thus they reached the rushy, unenclosed common, partially studded with patches of straggling gorse, which bounds the east side of South Grove, and our sporting master having wet his forefinger on his tongue, and held it up to ascertain which quarter the little air there was came from, so as to give the pack the benefit of the wind, prepared for throwing off without delay. Having scrutinised the wood fence most attentively, he brought his horse to bear upon the rotten stakes and witherings of a low, ill, made-up gap. In the distance Jorrocks thought of jumping it, but he changed his mind as he got nearer. Pull out this stake, Binjimin, exclaimed he to the boy, suddenly reining up short; Jamp a top ont! jamp a top ont! added he, so as to level the edge with the ground, observing, these little places often give one werry nasty falls. This feat being accomplished, Benjamin climbed on to Xerxes again, and Jorrocks desiring him to keep on the right of the cover, parallel with him, and not to be sparing of his woice, rode into the wood after his hounds, who had broken away with a whimper, ripening into a challenge, the moment he turned his horses head towards the cover.

What a cry there was! The boy with the fox in a bag had crossed the main ride about a minute before the hounds entered, and they took up the scent in an instant.  Mr. Jorrocks thought it was the morning drag, and screamed and holloaed most cheerily Talliho! was heard almost instantaneously at the far end of the wood, and taking out his horn, Mr. Jorrocks scrambled through the underwood, breaking the briars and snapping the hazels, as he went. Sure enough the fox had gone that way, but the hounds were running flash in a contrary direction. Talliho! talliho! hoop! hoop! hoop! away! away! away! holloaed Mat Maltby, who, after shaking the fox most scientifically, had pocketted the sack.

Twang, twang, twang, went Mr. Jorrockss horn, sometimes in full, sometimes in divided notes and half screeches. The hounds turn and make for the point. Governor, Adamant, Dexterous, and Judgment came first, then the body of the pack, followed by Benjamin at full gallop on Xerxes, with his face and hands all scratched and bleeding from the briars and brushwood, that Xerxes, bit in teeth, had borne him triumphantly through. Bang, the horse shot past Mr. Jorrocks, Benjamin screaming, yelling, and holding on by the mane, Xerxes doing with him just what he liked, and the hounds getting together and settling to the scent. My vig, wot a splitter! cried Mr. Jorrocks in astonishment, as Xerxes took a high stone wall out of the cover in his stride, without disturbing the coping; but bringing Ben right on to his shoulder Hoff, for a fi pun note! hoff for a guinea at to a Gossamer! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing his whipperins efforts to regain the saddle.  A friendly chuck of Xerxess head assists his endeavours, and Ben scrambles back to his place. A gate on the left, let Mr. Jorrocks out of cover, on to a good sound sward, which he prepared to take advantage of by getting Arterxerxes short by the head, rising in his stirrups, and hustling him along as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground. An open gate at the top fed the flame of his eagerness, and, not being afraid of the pace so long as there was no leaping, Jorrocks sent him spluttering through a swede turnip field as if it was pasture. Now sitting plum in his saddle, he gathered his great whip together, and proceeded to rib-roast Arterxerxes in the most summary manner, calling him a great, lurching, rolling, lumbering beggar, vowing that if he didnt lay himself out and go as he ought, hed boil him when he got ome. So he jerked and jagged, and kicked and spurred, and hit and held, making indifferent progress compared to his exertions. The exciting cry of hounds sounded in front, and now passing on to a very heavy, roughly ploughed upland, our master saw the hind-quarters of some half-dozen horses, the riders of which had been in the secret, disappearing through the high quick fence at the top.

Dash my vig, heres an unawoidable leap, I do believe, said he to himself, as he neared the headland, and saw no way out of the field but over the fence  a boundary one; and a werry hawkward place it is too, added he, eyeing it intently, a yawnin blind ditch, a hugly quick fence on the top, and may be, a plough or arrow, turned teeth huppermost, on the far side.

Oh, John Jorrocks, John Jorrocks, my good frind, I wishes you were well over with all my eart  terrible place, indeed! Give a guinea at to be on the far side, so saying, he dismounted, and pulling the snaffle-rein of the bridle over his horses head, he knotted the lash of his ponderous whip to it, and very quietly slid down the ditch and climbed up the fence, who-a-ing and crying to his horse to stand still, expecting every minute to have him a top of him. The taking-on place was wide, and two horses having gone over before, had done a little towards clearing the way, so having gained his equilibrium on the top, Mr. Jorrocks began jerking and coaxing Arterxerxes to induce him to follow, pulling at him much in the style of a school-boy, who catches a log of wood in fishing.

Come hup! my man, cried Mr. Jorrocks coaxingly, jerking the rein; but Artexerxes only stuck his great resolute fore legs in advance, and pulled the other way. Gently, old fellow! cried he, gently, Arterxerxes my bouy! dropping his hand, so as to give him a little more line, and then trying what effect a jerk would have, in inducing him to do what he wanted. Still the horse stood with his great legs before him. He appeared to have no notion of leaping. Jorrocks began to wax angry. Dash my vig, you hugly brute! he exclaimed, grinning with rage at the thoughts of the run he was losing, Dash my vig, if you dont mind what youre arter, Ill get on your back, and bury my spurs i your sides. Come Hup! I say, YOU HUGLY BEAST! roared he, giving a tremendous jerk of the rein, upon which the horse flew back, pulling Jorrocks downwards in the muddy ditch. Arterxerxes then threw up his heels and ran away, whip and all.

Meanwhile, our bagman played his part gallantly, running three quarters of a ring, of three quarters of a mile, chiefly in view, when, feeling exhausted, he threw himself into a furze-patch, near a farm-yard, where Dauntless very soon had him by the back, but the smell of the aniseed, with which he had been plentifully rubbed, disgusting the hound, he chucked him in the air and let him fall back in the bush. Xerxes, who had borne Ben gallantly before the body of the pack, came tearing along, like a poodle with a monkey on his back, when, losing the cry of hounds, the horse suddenly stopped short, and off flew Benjamin beside the fox, who, all wild with fear and rage, seized Ben by the nose, who ran about with the fox hanging to him, yelling, Murder! murder! murder! for hard life.
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And to crown the days disasters, when at length our fat friend got his horse and his hounds, and his damaged Benjamin scraped together again, and re-entered Handley Cross, he was yelled at, and hooted, and rid coat! rid coat!  ed by the children, and made an object of unmerited ridicule by the fair but rather unfeeling portion of the populace.

Lauk! heres an old chap been to Spilsby! shouted Betty Lucas, the mangle-woman, on getting a view of his great mud-stained back.

Hoot! hes always tumblin off, that ard chap, responded Mrs. Hardbake, the itinerant lollypop-seller, who was now waddling along with her tray before her.

Sich old fellers have ne business out a huntin! observed Miss Rampling the dressmaker, as she stood staring bonnet-box on arm.

Then a marble-playing group of boys suspended operations to give Jorrocks three cheers; one, more forward than the rest, exclaiming, as he eyed Arterxerxes, A! what a shabby tail! A! what a shabby tail!

Next as he passed the Barley-mow beer-shop, Mrs. Gallon the landlady, who was nursing a child at the door, exclaimed across the street, to Blash the barbers pretty but rather wordy wife  

A  a  a! ar say Fanny!  old fattys had a fall!

To which Mrs. Blash replied with a scornful toss of her head, at our now admiring friend  

Hut! hes always on his back, that old feller.

Not alf so often as you are, old gal! retorted the now indignant Mr. Jorrocks, spurring on out of hearing.


CHAPTER XV. THE COCKNEY WHIPPER-IN.
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WHEN WILL YOUR hounds be going out again think ye, Mr. Benjamin? inquired Samuel Strong, a country servant of all work, lately arrived at Handley Cross, as they sat round the saddle-room fire of the Dragon Inn yard, in company with the persons hereafter enumerated, the day after the run described in the last chapter.

Samuel Strong was just the sort of man that would be Samuel Strong. Were his master to ring his bell, and desire the waiter to tell the Boots to send his servant Samuel Strong to him, Boots would pick Sam out of a score of servants, without every having seen him before. He was quite the southern-hound breed of domestics. Large-headed, almost lop-eared, red-haired (long, coarse, and uneven), fiery whiskers, making a complete fringe round his harvest moon of a face, with a short thick nose that looked as though it had been sat upon by a heavy person. In stature he was of the middle height, square-built and terribly clumsy.

Nor were the defects of nature at all counterbalanced by the advantages of dress, for Strong was clad in a rural suit of livery, consisting of a footmans morning jacket of dark grey cloth, with a stand-up collar, plentifully besprinkled with large brass buttons, with raised edges, as though his master were expecting his crest from the heralds college. Moreover, the jacket, either from an original defect in its construction, or from that propensity to shrink, which inferior clothes unfortunately have, had so contracted its dimensions, that the waist-buttons were half-way up Samuels back, and the lower ones were just where the top ones ought to be. The shrinking of the sleeves placed a pair of large serviceable-looking hands in nervously striking relief. The waistcoat, broad blue and white stripe, made up stripe lengthways, was new, and probably the tailor, bemoaning the scanty appearance of Sams nether man, had determined to make some atonement to his front, for the waistcoat extended full four inches below his coat, and concealed the upper part of a very baggy pair of blue plush shorts, that were met again by very tight drab gaiters, that evidently required no little ingenuity to coax together to button. A six shilling hat, with a narrow silver band, and binding of the same metal, and a pair of darned white Berlin gloves, completed the costume of this figure servant.

Benjamin Brady  or Binjimin  was the very converse of Samuel Strong. A little puny, pale-faced, gin-drinking-looking Cockney, with a pair of roving pig-eyes, peering from below his lank white hair, cut evenly round his head, as though it had been done by the edges of a barbers basin. Benjamin had increased considerably in his own opinion, by the acquisition of a pair of top-boots, and his appointment of whipper-in to the hounds, in which he was a good deal supported by the deference usually paid by country servants to London ones.

Like all inn saddle-rooms, the Dragon one was somewhat contracted in its dimensions, and what little there was, was rendered less, by sundry sets of harness hanging against the walls, and divers saddle-stands, boot-trees, knife-cleaners, broken pitchforks, and bottles with candles in their necks, scattered promiscuously around. Nevertheless, there was a fire, to keep hot water ready, and above the fire-place were sundry smoke-dried hand-bills of country horses for the by-gone season Jumper  Clever Clumsy  Barney Bodkin  Billy Button, &c.  while logs of wood, three-legged stools, and inverted horse-pails, served the place of chairs around.

On the boiler-side of the fire, away from the door  for no one has a greater regard for No 1 than himself  sat the renowned Benjamin Brady, in a grooms drab frock coat, reaching down to his heels, a sky-blue waistcoat, patent cord breeches, with grey worsted stockings, and slippers, airing a pair of very small mud-stained top-boots before the fire, occasionally feeling the scratches on his face, and the bites the fox inflicted on his nose the previous day  next him, sat the first pair boy out, a grey-headed old man of sixty, whose jacket, breeches, boots, entire person, in fact, were concealed by a long brown holland thing, that gave him the appearance of sitting booted and spurred in his night-shirt. Then came the ostlers lad, a boy of some eight or nine years old, rolling about on the flags, playing with the saddle-room cat; and, immediately before the fire, on a large inverted horse-pail, sat Samuel Strong, while the circle was made out by Bill Brown, (Dick the ostlers one-eyed helper) Tom, a return post-boy, and a lad who assisted Bill Brown, the one-eyed helper of Dick the ostler  when Dick himself was acting the part of assistant waiter in the Dragon, as was the case on this occasion.

When will your hounds be going out again think ye, Mr. Benjamin? was the question put by Samuel Strong, to our sporting Leviathan.

Ang me if I knows, replied the boy, with the utmost importance turning his top boots before the fire. Its precious little consequence, I thinks, ven we goes out again, if that gallows old governor of ours persists in unting the ounds himself. Ive all the work to do! Bless ye, we should have lost ounds, fox, and all, yesterday, if I hadnt rid like the werry wengeance. See ow Ive scratched my mug, added he, turning up a very pasty and much scratched countenance. If Im to unt the ounds, and risk my neck at every stride, I must have the wages of a untsman, or blow me tight as the old un says, he may suit himself.

Whatn a chap is your old genleman? inquired the first pair boy out, who, having been in service himself, where he might have remained if he could have kept sober, had still a curiosity to know how the world of servitude went on.

Oh, hangd if I knows, replied Benjamin, precious rum un I assure you. Whiles, hes well enough  then its Bin this, and Bin that, and Bin youll be a werry great man, Bin, and such like gammon; and then the next minute, praps, hes in a reglar sky-blue, swearin hell cut my liver and lights out, or bind me apprentice to a fiddler  but then I knows the old fool, and he knows he carnt do without me, so we just battle on the best way we can together, added Ben with a knowing toss of his head.

Youll have good wage I spose, rejoined Samuel, with a sigh, for his governor only gave him ten pounds a year, and no perquisites, or stealings as the Americans honestly call them.

Precious little of that I assure you, replied Benjamin at least the old warment never pays me. He swears he pays it to our old oman; but I believe he pockets it himself, an old ram; but Ill have a reckoning with him some of these odd days, or Ill be off to the diggins. Whatn a blackguards your master? now asked Ben, thinking to get some information in return.

Hush! replied Samuel, astonished at Bens freedom of speech, a thing not altogether understood in the country.

A bad un Ill be bund, continued the little rascal, or he wouldnt see you mooning about in such a rumbustical apology for a coat, with laps that scarce cover you decently; reaching behind the aged post-boy, and taking up Mr. Samuels fan-tail as he spoke. I never sees a servant in a cutty-coat, without swearing his masters a screw. Now these droll things such as you have on, are just vot the great folks in London give their flunkeys to carry coals, and make up fires in, but never to go staring from home with. Then your country folks get hold of them, and think by clapping such clowns as you in them, to make people believe that they have other coats at home. Tell the truth now, old baggy-breeches, have you another coat of any sort?

Yeeas, replied Samuel Strong, Ive a fustian one.

Vot, you a fustian coat! repeated Benjamin in astonishment, vy I thought you were a flunkey!

So I am, replied Samuel, but I looks ater a hus and shay as well.

Crikey! cried Benjamin, heres a figure futman wot looks arter a oss and chay  Vy youll be vot they call a man of all vork, a wite nigger  a wite Uncle Tom in fact! dear me, added he, eyeing him in a way that drew a peal of laughter from the party, vot a curious beast you must be! I shouldnt wonder now if you could mow?

With any man, replied Samuel, thinking to astonish Benjamin with his talent,  

And sow?

Yeeas and sow.

And ploo? (plough.)

Never tried  dare say I could though.

And do you feed the pigs? inquired Benjamin.

Yeeas when Marthas away.

And whos Martha?

Whoy shes a widder woman, that lives a back o the church.  Shes a son a-board a steamer, and she goes to see him whiles.

Your governors an apothecary, I suppose by that queer button, observed Benjamin, eyeing Sams coat. Wot we call a chemist and druggist in London. Do you look after the red and green winder bottles now? Crikey, he dont look as though he lived on physic altogether, do he? added Benjamin turning to Bill Brown, the helper, amid the general laughter of the company.

My masters a better man than ever youll be, you little ugly sinner, replied Samuel Strong, breaking into a glow, and doubling a most serviceable-looking fist on his knee.

Weve only your word for that, replied Benjamin, he dont look like a werry good un by the way he rigs you out. Ow many slaveys does he keep?

Slaveys, repeated Samuel, slaveys, what be they?

Vy cook-maids and such like hanimals  women in general.

Ow, two  one to clean the house and dress the dinner, tother to milk the cows and dress the childer.

Oh, you ave childer, ave you, in your ouse? exclaimed Benjamin in disgust. Well come, ours is bad, but weve nothing to ekle (equal) that. I wouldnt live where there are brats for no manner of consideration.

Youve a young Missis, though, havent you? inquired the aged post-boy, adding, at least there was a young lady came down in the chay along with the old folk.

Thats the niece, replied Benjamin a jolly nice gal she is too  often get a tissy out of her  Thats to say, she dont give me them herself exactly, but the young men as follows her do, so it comes to the same thing in the end. She has a couple of them you see, first one pays, and then tother. Green, thats him of Tooley Street, gives shillings because he has plenty; then Stobbs wot lives near Boroughbridge, gives half-crowns, because he hasnt much. Then Stobbs is such a feller for kissin of the gals. Behave yourself or Ill scream, I hears our young lady say, as Im a listenin at the door. Dont, says he, kissin of her again, youll hurt your throat,  let me do it for you. Then to hear our old cove and Stobbs talk about unting of an evening over their drink, youd swear they were as mad as atters. They jump, and shout, and sing, and talliho! till they whiles bring the street-keeper to make them quiet.

You had a fine run tother day, I hear, observed Joe, the deputy-helper, in a deferential tone to Mr. Brady.

Uncommon! replied Benjamin, shrugging up his shoulders at the recollection of it, and clearing the low bars of the grate out with his toe.

They tell me your old governor tumbled off, continued Joe, and lost his oss.

Werry like, replied Benjamin with a grin, he generally does tumble hoff. Im dashed if it arnt a disgrace to an oss to be ridden by such a lubber! A great fat beast! hes only fit for a vater carriage. Haw! haw! haw! haw! haw! haw! went the roar of laughter among the party; haw! haw! haw! haw! haw! pealed the second edition.

Hes a precious old file too, resumed the little urchin, elated at the popularity he was acquiring, to hear him talk, Im blowd if you wouldnt think hed ride over an ouse, and yet somehow or other, hes never seen after they go away, unless it be bowling along the ard road;  tother mornin we had as fine a run as ever was seen, and he wanted to give in in the middle of it, and yesterday he stood starin like a stuck pig in the wood, stead of ridin to his ounds. If I hadnt been as lively as a lark, and lept like a louse, we should never have seen an ound no more. Theyd have run slap to France, or whatever there is on the far side of the hill, if the worlds made any further that way. Well, I rides, and rides, for miles and miles, as ard as ever the oss could lay legs to the ground, over every thing, edges, ditches, gates, stiles, rivers, determined to stick by em,  see wot a mug Ive got with rammin through the briars  feels just as if Id had it teased with a pair of wool-combs; howsomever, I did, and I wouldnt part company with them, and the consequence was, we killed the fox  my eyes, such a wopper!  longer than that, said he, stretching out both his arms, and as big as abull  fierce as fury  flew at my snout  nearly bit it off  kept a hold of him though  and worried his soul out  people all pleased  farmers wife in particklar  offered me a drink o milk  axed for some jackey  had none, but gave me whiskey instead,  Vill any man here sky a copper for a quartern of gin? inquired Benjamin, looking round the party. Then wholl stand a penny to my penny, and let me have a first go? No one closing with either of these handsome offers, Ben took up his tops, looked at the soles, then replacing them before the fire, felt in his stable-jacket-pocket, which was lying over his own saddle, and bringing out a very short dirty old clay-pipe, he filled it out of the public tobacco-box of the saddle-room, and very complacently crossing his legs, proceeded to smoke. Before he had time to make himself sick, the first pair boy out, interrupted him by asking what became of his master during the run.

Oh! dashed if I know, replied Benjamin, but that reminds me of the best of the story  We killed our fox you see, and there were two or three ossmen up, who each took a fin and I took the tail, which I stuck through my osss front, and gathering the dogs, I set off towards home, werry well pleased with all I had done. Well, after riding a very long way, axing my way, for I was quite a stranger, I came over a hill at the back of the wood, where we started from, when what should I see in the middle of a big ploughed field but the old un himself, an unting of his oss that had got away from him. There was the old file in his old red coat and top-boots, flounderin away among the stiff clay, with a hundredweight of dirt stickin to his heels, gettin the oss first into one corner and then into another, and all but catchin hold of the bridle, when the nag would shake his head, as much as to say, Not yet, old chap, and trot off to the hopposite corner, the old un grinnin with hanger and wexation, and followin across the deep wet ridge and furrow in his tops, reglarly churnin the water in them as he went.

Then the oss would begin to eat, and Jorrocks would take Bells Life or The Field out of his pocket, and pretend to read, sneaking nearer and nearer all the time. When he got a few yards off, the oss would stop and look round, as much as to say, I sees you, old cock, and then old J. would begin coxin Whoay, my old feller, who-ay  who-ay, my old bouy, (Benjamin imitating his masters manner by coaxing the old post-boy), until he got close at him again, when the oss would give a half-kick and a snort, and set off again at a quiet jog-trot to the far corner again, old J. grinnin and wowin wengeance against him as he went.

At last he spied me a lookin at him through the high edge near the gate at the corner of the field, and cuttin across, he cried, Here Binjimin! Binjimin, I say! for I pretended not to hear him, and was for cuttin away, lend me your quad a minute to go and catch mine upon; so, accordingly, I got down, and up he climbed. Let out the stirrups four oles, said he, quite consequential, shuffling himself into his seat; Vot youve cotched the fox ave ye? said he, lookin at the brush danglin through the ead stall. Yes, says I to him says I, weve cotched him. Then vot do you think says he to me? Vy, says he to me, says he, Then cotch my oss, and away the old wagrant went, oss, ounds, brush, and all, tellin everybody he met as how hed cotched the fox, and leavin me to run about the ploughed land after his great hairy-heeld nag  my tops baint dry yet and never will, I think, added Benjamin, putting them closer to the fire, and giving it another poke with his toe.

Whatn osses does he keep? inquired the return post-boy.

Oh, precious rips, I assure you, and no mistake. Bless your eart, our old chap knows no more about an oss than an oss knows about him, but to hear him talk  Oh, Crikey! doesnt he give them a good character, especial ven he wants to sell vun. He vont take no ones adwice neither. Says I to him tother mornin as he was a feelin of my osss pins, That ere oss would be a precious sight better if youd blister and turn him out for the vinter. Blister and turn him out for the vinter! you little rascal, said he, lookin as though he would eat me, Ill cut off your ead and sew on a button, if you talks to me about blisterin. Says I to him, says I, Youre a thorough-bred old hidiot for talking as you do, for there isnt a grum in the world . what doesnt swear by blisters! Id blister a cork leg if I had one, added Benjamin, so would any grum. Blisterin against the world, says I, for everything except the worms. Then it isnt his confounded stupidity only that one has to deal with, but hes such an unconscionable old screw about feeding of his osses  always sees every feed put afore them, and if it warnt for the matter of chopped inions (onions) that I mixes with their corn, I really should make nothing out of my stable, for the old un pays all his own bills, and orders his own stuff, and ven thats the case those base mechanics of tradesmen never stand nothin to no one.

And what do you chop the onions for, Mr. Benjamin? inquired Samuel Strong.

Chop inions for! exclaimed Ben with astonishment, and is it possible that youve grown those great fiery viskers on either side of your chuckle head and not be hup to the chopped inion rig? My eyes, but youll never be able to keep a gal, I think! Vy you double-distilled fool

Come, sir, interrupted Samuel, again doubling his enormous fist, that would almost have made a head for Benjamin, amid a general roar of laughter, keep a clean tongue in your head, or Ill knock your teeth down your throat.

Oh, youre a man of that description, are you! exclaimed Benjamin, pretending to be in a fright, you dont look like a dentist either somehow  poor hignorant hass. Vy the chopped inion rig be just this  you must advance a small brown out of your own pocket to buy an inion, and chop it werry small. Then spose your chemist and druggist chap gives his oss four feeds a-day (vich I spose will be three more nor he does), and sees the grain given, which some wicked old warmints will do, you take the sieve, and after shakin the corn, and hissin at it well, just take half a handful of chopped inion out of your jacket pocket, as you pass up to the osss ead, and scatter it over the whoats, then give the sieve a shake, and turn the whole into the manger. The governor seeing it there, will leave, quite satisfied that the oss has had his dues, and perhaps may get you out of the stable for half an hour or so, but that makes no odds, when you goes back youll find it all there, and poulterers like it none the worse for the smell of the inions. That, and pickin off postage-stamps, is about the only parquisite I has.

Now, Mr. von eye, said he, turning to Bill Brown, the one-eyed helper, is it time for my osses to have their bucket of water and kick in the ribs?

The time for this luxurious repast not having arrived, Benjamin again composed himself in his corner with his pipe, and the party sat in mute astonishment at his wonderful precocity.

The return post-boy (whose time was precious) at length broke silence, by asking Benjamin if he was living with his first master.

Deed am I, replied Ben, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and had I known as much of sarvice as I does now, Id have staid at school all my life  Do what they will at school, they carnt make you larn, and theres always plenty of playtime. Crikey, ow well I remembers the day our old cock kidnapped me. Me and putty-faced Joe, and Peter Pink-eye Rogers, were laying our heads together how we could sugar old mother Gibbs milk, thats she as keeps the happle and purple sugar-stick stall by the skittle-ground at the Royal Artilleryman, on Pentonville Hill; vell, we were dewising how we should manage to get her to give us tick for two pennorth of Gibraltar-rock, when Mr. Martin, the ead master, and tail master too, I may call him, for he did all the flogging, came smiling in with a fat stranger at his eels, in a broad-brimmed caster, and essian boots with tassels, werry much of the cut of old Paul Pry, that they used to paint upon the busses and pint pots, though I doesnt see no Paul Prys now a-days.

Well, this ere chap was old Jorrocks, and hup and down the school he went, lookin first at one bye (boy) and then at another, the master all the while hegging him on, just as the old un seemed to take a fancy, swearing they was all the finest byes in the school, just as Ive since eard old J. himself chaunting of his osses ven hes ad one for to sell, but still the old file was difficult to suit  some were too long in the body, some in the leg, others too short, anothers ead was too big, and one whose nose had been flattened by a brick-bat from a Smithfield drovers bye, didnt please him. Well, on he went, hup one form, down another, across the rest, until he got into the middle of the school, where the byes sit face to face, with their books on their knees, instead of havin a desk afore them, and the old cock havin got into the last line, began hexamining of them werry closely, fearin he was not goin for to get suited.

Werry rum, Mr. Martin, said he, werry rum, Ive been to the kilt and bare-legged school in Atton Garding, the green coat and yellow breeches in Ackney, the red coat and blue vestkits at Olloway, the skyblues and jockey-caps at Paddington Green, and found nothin at all to my mind; must be gettin out of the breed of nice little useful bouys, I fear, said he, and just as he said the last words, he came afore me, with his ands behind his back, and one and was open as if he wanted summut, so I spit in it.

Hooi! Mr. Martin, roared he, jumpin round, heres a bouy spit in my and! the biggest gog wotever was seen! showing his mauley to Martin with it all runnin off; and Martin seeing who was behind, werry soon fixed upon me You little dirty, disreputable bomination, said he, seizing of me by the collar, at least wot should have been a collar, for at the Corderoys they only give us those quaker-like upright sort of things, such as old fiery-face there, looking at Samuel Strong, has on. Says Martin to me, says he, laying hold on me werry tight, vot the deuce and old Davey, do you mean by insultin a genleman that will be Lord Mayor? Sir, Ill flog you within half a barley-corn of your life!

Beg pardon, sir, beg pardon, sir, I cried, thought the genleman had a sore and, and a little hointmentd do it good.

Haw! haw! haw! roared Jorrocks, taking out a red cotton wipe and rubbing his and dry, haw! haw! haw! werry good, Mr. Martin, werry good  promisin bouy that, I thinks, promisin bouy that, likes them with mischief  likes them with mischief, poopeys (puppeys) and bouys  never good for nothin unless they ave.  Dont you mind, said he, pokin Martin in the ribs with his great thick thumb, dont you mind Beckfords story bout the pointer and the turkeys? Martin didnt, so J. proceeded to tell it afore all the school. Ye see, said he, a gent gave another a pointer poop, and enquiring about it a short time arter, the gent who got it said he feared it wasnt a goin to do him any good, cos as how it hadnt done him any arm. But meetin him again a fortnight arter, he changed his tune, and thought well on him, for, says he, hes killed me heighteen turkeys since I saw you  haw! haw! haw!  he! he! he!  ho! ho! ho!  a guffaw in which the saddle-room party joined.

When the laughter subsided, Ben was unanimously requested to continue his narrative.

And what did the old gent say about you? asked Sam, expecting to hear that Ben got a good thrashing for his dirty, disrespectful conduct.

O, why, replied Ben, considering O, why, arter he had got all quiet again, and his wipe put back into his pocket, he began handlin and lookin at me, and then, arter a good examination, he says to Martin, quite consequential-likeOw olds the rogue?

Now Martin knowd no more about me than I knowd about Martin; but knowin the hage that Jorrocks wanted a bye of, why, in course, he said I was just of that age, and knowin that I should get a precious good hiding for spittin in the old coveys and, if I staid at the Corderoys, why I swore that I was uncommon fond of osses, and gigs, and arness, and such like, and after the old file had felt me well about the neck, for he had an ide that if a byes big in the neck in course o time hell get big all over, he took me away, promising Martin the two quarterages our old gal had run in arrear for my larning  though hang me I never got none  out o my wage, and would ye believe it, the old gudgeon kept me goin on from quarter to quarter, for I dont know ow many quarters, sayin he hadnt viped off the old score for my schoolin, just as if I had any business to pay it; at last, one day as I was a rubbin down the chesnut oss as he sold to the chap in Tooley Street, he comes into the stable, full of pride, and I thought rather muzzy, for he bumped first agin one stall and then agin another, so says I to him, says I, Please, sir, I vants for to go to the Vells this evening.

To the Vells! repeated he, staring with astonishment To the Vells!  Wot Vells?

Bagnigge! said I, and thats a place, Mr. Baconface, observed Ben, turning to Samuel Strong, that you shouldnt be hung without seeing  skittles, bowls, stalls all around the garding, like stables for osses, where parties take their tea and XX  all painted sky-blue with red pannels  gals in shiny vite gowns and short sleeves, bare down the neck, singing behind the horgan with hostrich feathers in their eads  all beautiful  admission tup-pence  a game at skittles for a penna  and every thing elegant and quite genteel  musnt go in that queer coat of yours though, or theyd take you for a Bedlamite, and may be send you to the hulks  queer chaps the Londoners  Once knowd a feller, quite as queer a lookin dog as you, barrin his nose, which was a bit better, and not so red. Well, he had a rummish cove of a governor, who clapt him into a nut-brown suit, with bright basket buttons, and a glazed castor, with a broad welwet band all round his at, and as he was a mizzlin along Gower Street, where his master had just come to live from over tother side of the vater, vot should he meet, but one of the new polish (police), who seeing such a hobject, insisted he was mad; and nothin would sarve him, but that he was mad; and avay he took him to the station ouse, and from thence, afore the beak, at Bow Street, and nothin but a sendin for the master to swear that they were his clothes, and that he considered them livery, saved the fellow from transportation, for if hed stolen the clothes he couldnt have been more galvanised than when the new polish grabbed him.

Well, but that isnt what I was a goin to tell you about. Blow these boots, said he, stooping down and turning them again, they never are goin for to dry. Might as well have walked through the Serpentine in them. I was goin to tell you of the flare-up the old un and I had about the Vells. Well, says I to him, says I, I vants for to go to the Vells.

Vot Vells? said he.

Bagnigge, says I. Bagnigge be d  d, said he,  no he didnt say, be d  d, for the old un never swears except hes houtrageously hangry. But, howsomever, he said, I shouldnt go to the Vells, for as ow, Mrs. Muffin, and the seven Miss Muffins, from Primrose Hill, were comin to take their scald with him that evening, and he vanted me to carry the hurn, while Batsey buttered and anded round the bread.

Well, but says I to him, says I, that dont hargufy. If Im a grum, Im a grum, if Im a butler, Im a butler, but its out of all conscience and calkilation expectin a man to be both grum and butler. Here ave I been a cleanin your useless screws of hosses, and weshing your hugly chay till Im fit to faint, in horder that I might have a night of enjoyment to myself, and then you wants me to carry vater to your nasty old boiler. A man should have double wage, stead of none at all, to stand such vork.

Ow do you mean none at all? said he, grinnin with anger, dosnt I pay your old mother a sovereign annually four times a-year?

Vots that to me? said I, my mother dont do your work does she?

Dash my vig! said he, gettin into a reglar blaze. You little ungrateful ound, Ill drown you in a bucket of barley water, and so we got on from had to worse, until he swore hed start me, and get another bouy from the Corderoys.

Quite unanimous, said I, quite unanimous, in course youll pay up my wages afore I go, and that will save me the trouble of taking of you to Hicks Hall. At the werry word, Hicks Hall, the old gander turned quite green and began to soften. Now, Binjimin, said he, thats werry unkind o you. If you had the Hen and Chickens comin to take their pumpaginous aqua (which he says is French for tea and coffee) with you, and you wanted your boiler carried, youd think it werry unkind of Batsey if she wouldnt give you a lift? Then he read a long lector about doing as one would be done by, and all that sort of gammon that Martin used to cram us with of a Sunday. Till at last it ended in his givin me a half-crown to do what he wanted, on the understandin that it was none of my vork, and I says that a chap wot does everything hes bid, like that suckin Sampson there, eyeing Samuel Strong with the most ineffable contempt, is only fit to be a tinkers jack-ass. Samuel looked as though he would annihilate the boy as soon as he made up his mind where to hit him, and Benjamin, unconscious of all danger, stooped, and gave the eternal tops another turn.

We never heard nothin of your comin until three days afore you cast up, observed Bill Brown, with a broad grin on his countenance at Benjamins audacity and Samuels anger.

It wernt werry likely that you should, replied Benjamin, looking up, for as ow we hadnt got our own consent much afore that. Our old cove is a reglar word-and-a-blow man. If he does, he does, and if he dont, why he lets it alone. Give the old un his due, hes none o your talkin chaps, wots always for doin somethin, only they dont. He never promised me a cow-hidin yet, but he paid it with interest. As soon as ever he got the first letter, I knowd there was somethin good in the wind; for he gave me half a pot of his best marmeylad, and then a few days after he chucked me a golden sovereign, tellin me, go and buy a pair of new tops, or as near new as I could get them for the money.

And what did you pay for them? inquired both post-boys at once, for the price of top-boots is always an interesting subject to a stable-servant.

Guess! replied Benjamin, holding them up, adding, mind, they are nothing like now what they were when I bought them; the Jew told me, though it dont do to believe above half what those gents. tell you, that they belonged to the Markiss of Castlereaghs own tiger, and that he had parted with them because they didnt wrinkle in quite as many folds as his Majesty wished. Here was the fault, continued Benjamin, holding one of the boots upon his hand and pressing the top downwards to make it wrinkle. You see it makes but eight wrinkles between the top and the eel, and the Markisss genlman swore as how he would never be seen in a pair wot didnt make nine, so he parted with them, and as I entered Olyvell Street from the east, I spied them anging on the pegs at Levy Aarons, thats the first Jew vot squints on the left and side of the way, for there are about twenty of them in that street with queer eyes.

Veskit! said he, vashin veskit, werry sheep; half nothin in fact, just as these barkers always chaff.

No, said I, passing on Yon dont spose I wears cast-offs!

Clow for shell, then said he, Besh price, besh price.

Nor to shell neither, said I, mimickin of him. Ill swap my shoes for a pair of tops if you like.

Vot vill you give in? axed Levy Aaron.

Nothin, said I, determined to begin low enough.

Valk in then, said he, quite purlite, onour of your customs quite enough, so in I went. Such a shop! full o veskits covered with gold and flowers, and lace, and coats, without end, with the shop sides, each as high as a hay-stack, full o nothin but trousers and livery breeches.

Sit down, shir, said he, anding me a chair without a back, while his missis took the long stick from behind the door with a hook, and fished down several pairs of tops. They had all sorts and sizes, and all colours too. Mahogany, vite, rose-colour, painted vons; but I kept my eye on the low pair I had seen outside, till at last Mrs. Levy Aaron handed them through the winder. I pulls one on.

Uncommon fit, said Levy Aaron, slappin the sole to feel if all my foot was in; much better leg than the Markiss o Castlereaghs tiger; youll live with a Duke before you die.

Lets have on tother, said I.

Vons as good as both, said he. Oh! says I, twiggin vot he was after, If you thinks Im a man to bolt with your boots, your mistaken; so I kicked off the one I had on, and bid him and me my shoes. Well, then he began to bargain Thirty shilling and the shoes. I was werry angry and wouldnt treat. Five-and twenty shilling without the shoes then. Still I wouldnt touch. Give me my castor, said I, buttonin up my pocket with a slap, and lookin werry wicious. Your a nasty suspicious old warmint. Then the Jew began to soften. Onour bright, he meant no offence. One shovereign then he vod take. Give me my castor, said I.

Good mornin, Mrs. Jewaster, which means female Jew. Seventeen and sixpence! Go to the devil, said I. Come then, fifteen shillin and a paper bag to put them in. No, said I, Ill give you ten. Done, said he, and there they are. A nice polish they had when I got them, but the ploughed land has taken the shine off. Howsomever, I spose theyll touch up again?

Not they, replied Bill Brown, who had been examining one of them very minutely, they are made of nothing but brown paper!

Brown paper be anged! exclaimed Benjamin. Your eads more like made of brown paper.

Look there then! rejoined Bill Brown, running his thumb through the instep, and displaying the brown paper through the liquid varnish with which it had been plentifully smeared.

Haw, haw, haw, haw, haw, haw, haw, pealed the whole of the saddleroom party, in the midst of which Ben bolted with his brown-paper boots.


CHAPTER XVI. SIR ARCHEY DEPECARDE.
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AS YET OUR distinguished friend was in no position for taking the field, for though he had got a pack of hounds  such as they were  he had neither huntsman to hunt them, nor horses for a huntsman to ride if he had one. He was therefore in a very unfinished condition. Horses, however, are soon got, if a man has only money to pay for them, and a master of hounds being clearly the proper person to buy all the horses that other people want to sell, Mr. Jorrocks very soon had a great many very handsome offers of that sort. Among others he received a stiflish, presenting-his-compliments note, from the celebrated gambler, Sir Archibald Depecarde, of Pluckwelle Park, and the Albany, London, stating that he had a very fine bay horse that he modestly said was too good for his work, and which he should be glad to see in such good hands as Mr. Jorrockss. Sir Archey, as many of our readers doubtless know  some perhaps to their cost  is a very knowing hand, always with good looking, if not good horses, which he is ready to barter, or play for, or exchange in any shape or way that conduces to business. His recherche little dinners in the Albany are not less famous for dos than his more extended hospitality at Pluckwelle Park, whither he brings such of his flats as require more deliberate preparation and treatment than the racket of London allows. Now our friend Mr. Jorrocks, though not exactly swallowing all the butter that was offered him, had no objection to see if there was anything to be made of Sir Archeys horse, so by way of being upsides with him in dignity, he replied as follows:  

M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments to Sir Archibald Depecarde, and in reply to his favour begs to say that he will take an early hopportunity of driven over to Pluckwelle Park to look at his quadruped, and as the M.F.H. ears it is a goodish distance from Handley Cross, he will bring his night cap with him, for where the M.F.H. dines he sleeps, and where the M.F.H. sleeps he breakfasts.

Sir Archey thought the answer rather cool  especially from a mere tradesman to a man of his great self-importance, but being of opinion that there is no account between man and man that money will not settle, he determined to square matters with the M.F.H. by putting an extra 5l. or 10l. on the horse. He therefore resolved to pocket the affront and let matters take their chance.

As good as his word, one afternoon a few days after, our plump friend was seen navigating his vehicle, drawn by a Duncan Nevin screw, along the sinuosities of Sir Archibalds avenue, in the leisurely way of a gentleman eyeing the estate, and gaining all the information he could by the way, and having arrived at the Corinthian columned portico, where he was kept waiting longer than he liked, he was shocked to find, by the unlocking and unbolting of the door, that Sir Archey was from home just gone to town  (to look after a gambling-house in which he had a share on the sly).

Dash my vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, nearly stamping the bottom of the vehicle out with his foot, and thinking whether it was possible to tool Duncan Nevins hack back to Handley Cross. Dash my vig! repeated he, didnt he know I was a comin?

Beg pardon, sir, replied the footman, rather abashed at the Jorrocks vehemence (who he at first took for a prospectus man or an atlas-monger). Beg pardon, sir, but I believe Mrs. Markham, sir, has a message for you sir  if youll allow me, sir, Ill go and see, sir.

Go, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, indignant at the slight thus put on his M.F.H.-ship.

The footman presently returned, followed by a very smiling comely-looking personage, dressed in black silk, with sky-blue ribbons in her jaunty little cap and collar, who proceeded in a most voluble manner to express with her hands, and tongue, and eyes, Sir Archibalds regrets that he had been suddenly summoned to town, adding that he had left word that they were to make the expected guest as comfortable as possible, and show him every possible care and attention.

Ah, well, thats summut like, smiled Mr. Jorrocks, with a jerk of his head, thinking what a good-looking woman she was. In another instant he was on the step of the entrance beside her, giving her soft hand a sly squeeze as she prepared to help him out of his reversible coat. Take the quad to the stable, said he to the footman, and bid em take great care on im  adding, with a leer at the lady, gave amost a underd for him. So saying, hack like, the horse was left to take its chance, while our fat friend followed the fair lady into the library.

Ill have a fire lighted directly, observed she, looking round the spacious apartment, which, like many bachelors company rooms, felt pretty innocent of fuel.

Fiddle the fire! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, fiddle the fire! dessay youve got a good un in your room,  Ill go there.

Couldnt for the world, whispered Mrs. Markham, with a shake of her head, glancing her large hazel eyes lovingly upon Jorrocks, What! if Sir Archey should hear!

Oh, hell never hear, rejoined our friend confidently.

Wouldnt he? retorted Mrs. Markham, you dont know what servants are if you think that. Bless ye! they watch me just as a cat watches a mouse.

Well, then, you must come in to me, observed Mr. Jorrocks, adding I cant be left mopin alone, you know.

It must be after theyve gone to bed then, whispered the lady.

A hurrying housemaid now appearing with a red hot poker, Mrs. Markham drew back and changed the whispering conversation into an audible,

And please sir, what would you like to ave for dinner, sir?

Oh, I dont care, shrugged Mr. Jorrocks, wot ave you got?

Theres soup, and fish, and meat, and game, and poultry; whatever you like to ave I dare say.

Humph, mused Mr. Jorrocks, wishing the housemaid further, Ill ave a bit o fish, with a beef steak, and a fizzant to follow, say

No soup? observed Mrs. Markham.

No; I doesnt care nothin bout soup, less its turtle, replied he with a toss of his head.

Im afraid, there is no turtle, sir, replied Mrs. Markham, well knowing there was not. Gravy, macaroni, mulligatawney.

No, jest fish, and steak, and fizzant, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, Cod and hoister sauce, say  and praps a couple o dozen o hoisters to begin with,  jest as a whet you know.

Any sweets? asked the lady significantly.

No, Ill ave my sweets arter, winked Mr. J. licking his lips.

Open tart, apple fritters, omelette, any thing of that sort? continues she; intimating with her eye that the loitering housemaid might hear his answer.

No; Ill fill hup the chinks wi cheese, replied Mr. Jorrocks, stroking his stomach.

And wine? asked the housekeeper; adding, the butlers away with Sir Archey, but I ave the key of the cellar.

Thats all right! exclaimed our friend, adding, Ill drink his ealth in a bottle of his best.

Port? asked Mrs. Markham.

Port in course, replied Mr. J. with a hoist of his eyebrows, adding, but mind I doesnt call the oldest the best  far from it  its oftentimes the wust. No, continued he, give me a good fruity wine; a wine with a grip o the gob, that leaves a mark on the side o the glass; not your weak woe-begone trash, that would be water if it wasnt wine.

Praps youd like a little champagne at dinner, suggested Mrs. Markham.

Champagne, repeated Mr. Jorrocks thoughtfully, Champagne! well, I wouldnt mind a little champagne, only I wouldnt like it hiced; doesnt want to ave all my teeth set a chatterin i my ead; harnt got so far advanced in gentility as to like my wine froze  Im a Post Hoffice Directory, not a Peerage man, added he with a broad grin.

Indeed, smiled Mrs. Markham, not exactly understanding the simile.

Folks talk about the different grades o society, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a smile and a pshaw, but arter alls said and done there are but two sorts o folks i the world, Peerage folks, and Post Hoffice Directory folks, Peerage folks, wot think its all right and proper to do their tailors, and Post Hoffice Directory folks wot think its the greatest sin under the sun not to pay twenty shillins i the pund  greatest sin under the sun cept kissin and then tellin, added he, in an under tone, with a wink, as he drew his hand across his jolly lips.

Well, then, youll have it iced, observed Mrs. Markham, in a tone for the housemaid to hear. Just a few minutes plunge in the pail,  enough to dull the glass praps? continued she.

Well, mused our friends, as you are mistress o the revels, Ill leave that to you, and I makes no doubt, added he, with another sly squeeze of her soft hand, now that the housemaids back was turned, I shall fare uncommon well.

And Mrs. Markham, seeing that the maid was bent on out-staying her, sailed away with a stately air, ordering her, in a commanding tone, to bring some wood to the fire.

And Mr. Jorrocks, we need scarcely say, had a very good dinner, and spent his evening very pleasantly.


CHAPTER XVII. THE PLUCKWELLE PRESERVES.
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NEXT MORNING, IN accordance with Sir Archeys injunctions, as Mr. Jorrocks sat at a capital breakfast, Mr. Snapshot, the keeper, sent to know if he would please to go out shooting, or coursing, or rabbiting, and finding that the covers were near the house, and pretty full of pheasants, our M.F.H. thought he might as well have a blaze among em before he went home. Accordingly he sought Sir Archeys dressing-room, and borrowed a pair of his best thick shoes and leather gaiters, which, with a fustian coat of the keepers, made him pretty perfect, and the stables being in the way to the kennels, he thought he might as well see how his hack was, and look at his proposed purchase. Accordingly, preceded by Mr. Snapshot, he passed through a lofty, deserted-looking, cobwebby, ten-stalled stable, with a two-stall one beyond, in which were a couple of shooting ponies, of which Mr. Snapshot spoke approvingly; then crossing the central passage, they traversed another two-stall, and entered upon a somewhat better conditioned corresponding stable to the ten.

First there stood Mr. Jorrockss hundred-guinea horse, with a wretched old rag of a rug over it, then a pair of better-clothed browns that Snapshot alluded to as our cage orses; then, as Mr. Jorrocks passed on to a bright bang-tailed bay beyond, thinking that would be his friend, Snapshot seized him suddenly by the arm, with a take care of im, sir! take care!  Hell kick ye to a certainly!

Wot, hes wicious is he? observed Mr. Jorrocks coolly, eyeing the now well laid-back ears and exuberant, white of the eye.

Most vicious brute alive! replied Mr. Snapshot. If he was to get you off, hed stand considerin whether he should kick out your right eye or your left.

In-deed, mused Mr. Jorrocks pleasant oss to ave.

Were expectin an old gent from Handley Cross to look at im, observed the keeper, but I think hell have to be crazier than they say he is afore he buys im.

I think so too, assented Mr. Jorrocks  stumping on out of heels reach.

They then got the dogs out of the kennel, and proceeded to the pheasants.

Mr. Jorrocks, being out of practice, did not make much of a hand at first, which, coupled with the injunctions all the servants were under to make the stranger as comfortable as possible, induced Snapshot to take him to the home cover, when the pheasants rising in clouds and the hares streaming out like sand ropes, our worthy friend very soon bagged his five brace of pheasants and three hares. Snapshot, now thinking tipping time was come, and feeling for his pheasants, proposed a truce, when Mr. Jorrocks, handing him the gun, picked out three brace of the best birds, with which he trudged away, leaving the astonished Snapshot to follow with the rest. Hares he wouldnt take, thinking his riotous hounds would kill him plenty of them. He then very coolly locked the pheasants up in his vehicle, and ordering the horse to be put-to, was ready for a start by the time it came to the door. With a loving leave-taking of Mrs. Markham, he was presently in his rattle-trap and away. A favourable road incline with the horses head towards home, sent the hundred guinea nag along, and Mr. Jorrocks began to think it wasnt so bad as it seemed.

As he neared the last unlodged gates in Sir Archeys grounds, he saw another vehicle approaching, and each driver thinking to get the other to open the gate, they timed themselves so as to meet with it between them.

Sky ye a copper who opens it! at length exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, after a good stare at his much muffled up vis-à-vis.

Eads or tails? continued he, producing a half-a-crown piece Eads I win! tails you lose!

Heads! cried the stranger.

Its tails! replied Mr. Jorrocks, pretending to look at it, so you opens it.

The youth then got out and did so.

Prop it hopen! prop it hopen! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, adding, there arnnt no cattle in either field, and it may as well stand that way as not.

The gentleman did as he was bid, drawing his vehicle  a German waggon with three crests (very symptomatic of money)  alongside of Mr. Jorrockss.

Youll be agoin to Sir Harcheys, I guess, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after scrutinising his fat, vacant face intently.

I am, replied the stranger.

Well, Im jest a comin from there, continued our friend, stroking his chin complacently, thinking of the pheasants and the fun he had had.

Indeed, smiled the gentleman.

Hes not at ome, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

At home to me, replied the stranger, with a man-of-the-house sort of air.

Humph, mused Mr. Jorrocks, adding, after a pause, Well, now blow me tight, I shouldnt be at all sprised, if theyre been a takin o me for you. Thought they were sweeter upon me than a mere oss-dealin case required, unless indeed they took me for a most egregius John Ass.

Hope theyve used you well, observed the stranger.

Capital, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and if it wasnt that I ave a ticklar engagement, I wouldnt mind returnin and spendin the evenin with you. Independent of a capital dinner, I had just as good a drink as man need wish for. Amost two bottles of undeniable black strap, besides et ceteras, and no more ead ache than the crop o my wip.

Indeed, observed the stranger, thinking he was lucky to escape such a sand-bag.

True, I assure you, affirmed Jorrocks shouldnt know that Id taken more nor my usual quantity; shot as well as ever I did i my life this mornin, and altogether Im uncommon pleased with my jaunt, and that reminds me, continued he, flourishing his whip bag-man-i-cally over his head, and thinking how he had got to the windward of Sir Archey, you can do summat for me  Im Mr. Jorrocks, the M.F.H.  youll most likely have eard o me  I unts the country. Well, Ive been to look at an oss of Sir Harcheys  a werry nice hanimal he is, but ardly hup to my weight  Im a sixteen stunner you see. Ave the goodness to make my compliments to Sir Harchey, and tell im Im werry much bliged by his purlite hoffer on im, and that Im werry sorry he wasnt at ome, so that I might ave ad the pleasure o makin his personal quaintance, as well as that of his Port; so saying, Mr. Jorrocks shortened his hold of the reins, and dropping the point of his whip scientifically into the Handley Cross back, bowed to his friend, and bowled away homewards.

And when Sir Archey returned, and found the indignities that had been put upon him, he was exceeding wrath, and vowed vengeance against the grocer.


CHAPTER XVIII. A SPORTING LECTOR.
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FOR SOME DAYS after Mr. Jorrockss return from Pluckwelle Park, Diana Lodge was literally besieged with people, offering him horses of every sort, size, and description. A man wanting a horse  and, confound it! some people are always wanting them, and never buy,  a man wanting a horse, we say, is always an object of interest to the idle and unemployed, looking out for horses for other people; and Handley Cross being as idle as a place as any, everybody seemed bent upon propagating the great M.F.H.s wants. Even the ladies, who dont generally bestir themselves in such matters, seemed smitten with the mania; and a horse being a horse with them, the curiosities their inquiries produced were very amusing. The horses that came were of all prices, from a hundred guineas down to thirty shillings; indeed, Mrs. Pearlash, the laundress, intimated that she might take rayther less than thirty for her old woe-begone white Rosinante. Our worthy M.F.H. was indebted to his wife for the offer of it; Mrs. Jorrocks making the subject of osses one of her standing topics of conversation, as well with her visitors as to all those with whom she came in contact. Having casually mentioned her great sporting-spouses wants to Mrs. Pearlash, that useful functionary, sticking her fists in her sides for the purpose of revolving the matter in her mind, said, Well, now, she didnt know but they might part with their horse, and shed ask her old man; who readily assented to the sale of an animal that could hardly crawl. Jorrocks was highly indignant when it came, and desired Mrs. J. not to meddle with matters she didnt understand.

Mr. Jorrocks, on his part, having about satisfied himself that hunting a pack of hounds was a very different things to riding after them, as near to them or as far off as he liked, repelled all inquiries as to when he would be going out again, and when he would begin to advertise, by saying, mysteriously, that he must get things a little forwarder fust. The fact was, he wanted to pick up a huntsman at whips wages, and had written to sundry friends in the City and elsewhere, describing what he wanted, and intimating that the whip might occasionally have to unt the ounds when he was away, or anything of that sort. His City friends, who didnt approve of his proceedings, and, moreover, had plenty of other matters to attend to of their own, gave his letters very little heed, if indeed they took any notice of them at all. Some of his old cronies shook their heads, and said they wished any good might come of it; while others said hed much better have stuck to his shop; adding a wish that things might continue serene in the lane.

Altogether Jorrockss proceedings were not approved of in the commercial world, where hunting and gambling are often considered synonymous. He, however, was all swagger and cock-a-hoop, vowing that he had got the best pack of ounds in the world; adding, that they would make the foxes cry Capevi!

Belindas beauty and unaffected manners drew Mrs. Jorrocks plenty of callers, who soon found herself a much greater woman at Handley Cross than she was in Great Coram Street.

Belinda might have had an offer every day in the week, but somehow the suitors never could get the old girl out of the room  an error into which ladies, who trade in beauty other than that of their own daughters, are very apt to fall. Mrs. Jorrocks wouldnt admit that she was in any ways indebted to Belinda for her company, and of course sat to receive her own guests. Not that Belinda wanted any of their offers; for, as Ben intimated, she had a young chap in her eye, who will shortly appear in our pages: but Mrs. Jorrocks, like a skilful old mouser, as she was, did not let that out.

So Belinda was talked of, and toasted, and toasted, and talked of, and set out for no end of people. The Jorrockss funds rose ten per cent. at least from having her, and the Barnington ones were depressed to a similar extent.

Our great M.F.H. not finding any responses to his inquiries for a whip, and being dreadfully anxious to be doing, resolved to make known his wants through the medium of the newspapers; and while his bold advertisement for a huntsman (not a whip who could unt the ounds occasionally) was working, he bethought him, instead of exposing his incompetence as a huntsman, to display his sporting knowledge in a lecture, in which he could also inculcate the precepts he wished practised towards himself, both at home and in the field.

Accordingly, he enlisted the assistance of Captain Doleful, to whose province such arrangements seemed peculiarly to belong and the large room of the Dragon was engaged and tastefully fitted up under their joint superintendence. A temporary platform was placed at the far end, surmounted by a canopy of scarlet cloth, tastefully looped up in the centre with an emblematical sporting device, formed of a hunting-cap, a pair of leather breeches, a boot-jack, and three foxes brushes. Inside the canopy was suspended a green-shaded lamp, throwing a strong light upon the party below, and the room was brilliantly lighted with wax both from the chandeliers and reflecting-mirrors against the wall. The doors were besieged long before the appointed hour for commencing, and ere the worthy lecturer made his appearance there was not standing room to be had in any part. The orchestra was also full, and in it we observed many elegantly dressed ladies, as the reporters say.

Precisely at eight oclock Mr. Jorrocks ascended the platform, attended by Captain Dolefu, Roger Swizzle, Romeo Simpkins, and Abel Snorem, and was received with the most enthusiastic cheering. He wore the full-dress uniform of the hunt; sky-blue coat lined with pink silk, canary-coloured shorts, and white silk stockings. His neckcloth and waistcoat were white, and a finely plaited shirt-frill protruded through the stand-up collar of the latter. Bunches of white ribbon dangled at his knees. In his hand he held a roll of notes, while some books of reference and a tumbler of brandy and water, were placed by Benjamin on a table at the back of the platform. Benjamin had on his new red frock with blue collar, cord breeches, and white stockings.

After bowing most familiarly to the company, Mr. Jorrocks cleared his voice with a substantial hem, and then addressed the meeting.

Beloved earers!  beloved I may call you, for though I have not the pleasure of knowin many of you, I hope werry soon to make your intimate acquaintance. Beloved earers, I say, I have come ere this evenin for the double purpose of seeing you, and instructin of you on those matters that have brought me to this your beautiful and salubrisome town. (Cheers.) Beautiful I may call it, for its architectural proportions are grand, and salubrisome it must be when it boasts so many cheerful, wigorous countenances as I now see gathered around me. (Loud applause.) And if by my comin, I shall spread the great light of sportin knowledge, and enable you to perserve those glowin mugs when far removed from these waters, then shall I be a better doctor than either Swizzle or Sebastian, and the day that drew John Jorrocks from the sugars of retirement in Great Coram Street will henceforth remain red-lettered in the mental calendar of his existence. (Loud cheers.) Red-lettered did I say? ah! wot a joyous colour to denote a great and glorious ewent! Believe me there is no colour like red  no sport like unting.

Blue coats and canaries, observed Mr. Jorrocks looking down at his legs, are well enough for dancin in, but the man wot does much dancin will not do much unting. But to business  Lectorin is all the go  and why should sportinbe excluded? Is it because sportin is its own champion? Away with the idea! Are there no pints on which grey experience can show the beacon lights to ot youth and indiscretion?  Assuredly there are! Full then of hardour  full of keenness, one pure concentrated essence of unting, John Jorrocks comes to enlighten all men capable of instruction on pints that all wish to be considered conversant with.

Well did that great man, I think it was Walter Scott, but if it warnt, twas little Bartley, the boot-maker, say, that there was no young man wot would not rather have a himputation on his morality than on his ossmanship, and yet, how few there are wot really know anything about the matter! Oh, but if hignorance be bliss ow appy must they be! (Loud cheers and laughter.)

Unting is the sport of kings, the image of war without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent. of its danger! In that word, unting, wot a ramification of knowledge is compressed! The choice of an oss  the treatment of him when got  the groomin at home, the ridin abroad  the boots, the breeches, the saddle, the bridle, the ound, the untsman, the feeder, the Fox! Oh! how that beautiful word, Fox, gladdens my eart, and warms the declinin embers of my age. (Cheers.) The oss and the ound were made for each other, and natur threw in the Fox as a connectin link between the two. (Loud cheers.) Hes perfect symmetry, and my affection for him, is a perfect paradox. In the summer I loves him with all the hardour of affection; not an air of his beautiful ead would I hurt; the sight of him is more glorious nor the Lord Mayors show! but when the hautumn comes  when the brownin copse and cracklin stubble proclaim the farmers fears are past, then, dash my vig, ow I glories in pursuin of him to destruction, and holdin him above the bayin pack! (Loud cheers.)

And yet, added Mr. Jorrocks thoughtfully, it arnt that I loves the fox less, but that I loves the ound more, as the chap says in the play, when he sticks his friend in the gizzard. (Roars of laughter and applause.)

The oss loves the ound, and I loves both; and it is that love wot brings me to these parts, to follow the all-glorious callin of the chase, and to enlighten all men capable of illumination. To-night I shall instruct you with a lecture on dealin.
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O who shall counsel a man in the choice of a wife or an oss? asks that inspired writer, the renowned Johnny Lawrence. The buyer has need of a hundred eyes, the seller of but one, says another equestrian conjuror. Who can take up an oss book and read bout splints, and spavins, and stringalts, and corns, and cuttin, and farcy, and dropsy, and fever, and thrushes, and grease, and gripes, and mallenders, and sallenders, and ring-bones, and roarin, etcetera, etceterorum, without a shudder lest such a complication of evils should fall to his lot? Who can expect a perfect oss, when he sees what an infinity of hills they are heirs to? I opes I havent come to Andley Cross to inform none on you what an oss is, nor to explain that its component parts are four legs, a back-bone, an ead, a neck, a tail, and other etceteras, too numerous to insert in an and-bill, as old Georgey Robins used to say.

Eavens, wot a lot of rubbish has been written about osses! continued the worthy lecturer, casting up his eyes.

I took a fut rule tother night and measured off a whole yard and an alf of real down-right ard printin on the single word oss; each succeedin writer snubbin the last, swearin he knowd nothin, until one would expect to arrive at the grand climax of hignorance, instead of gleanin wisdom as one went. There was Bartlet, and Bracken, and Gibson, and Griffiths, and Taplin, and Stewart, and Youatt, and Ands, and Lawrence, and Wite, and Percival, and Hosmer, and Peters, and Anonymous by Ookem, and Wilkinson on Lock-jaw, and Colman, and Sewell, and Happerley, and Caveat Emptier, all snubbin each other like so many snobs.

Away with them all, say I! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, throwing out his hands, to the imminent danger of his supporters right and left. Away with them all! Away with all such rubbish, say I! John Jorrocks is the only real enlightened sapient sportsman; and ere, ere from this lofty heminence I hurls defiance at the whole tribe of word-manglin, grammar-stranglin, cotation-crammin, cocks! bids them to a grand tilt or tournament of jaw, where hevery man may do his best, and Ill make mince-meat of them all  catermauchously chaw them up, as the Americans say. (Loud cheers.)

But, gently old bouy, continued he to himself, you musnt be too ard on the fools, or youll kill em out-right; curb your wehemence a little; come, Ill give you a drop of brandy and water; saying which, Mr. Jorrocks retired to the back of the platform, and took such a swig at the tumbler, as left nothing, as he observed, to carry over.

Presently he returned, smacking his lips, and resumed in a more composed tone as follows: Talkin about writers, said he, the best informed man to my mind wot ever wrote on equestrian matters, was Mr. Gambado, who held the distinguished post of ridin-master to the Doge of Wenice. Hosmer may be more learned, and Happerley more latiney, but for the real down-right shrewd hobserwation, the Doges man flogs all tothers, as the Kentucky boy said. Most writers go out of their way to bring in summut wot does not belong to the subject, but Gambado sticks to his text like a leech. Hosmer, for instance, tells us that a hostrich can outstrip an oss, but what matter does that make, seein that no one would like to go cuttin across country on a hostrich that could get an oss. Another tells us how many osses Xerxes had in his army after he passed the Hellespont, but it would have been far more to the purpose to have told us how many Mason or Bartley bought at the last Orncastle fair.

Still I dont mean to say that Gambado was all over right, for there are points upon which the Doges man and I differ, though fashion, in course, has altered things since his time. He writes upon osses in general, and says little about those for carrying a scarlet, without bringin it to shame, which is wot we most want information upon. Some of his positions too are bad. For instance, talkin of eyes, he says, some people make a great bother about an osss eyes, jest as if they have anything to do with his haction, and Geoffery says, that if a man chooses to ride without a bridle it may be matter of moment to him to have an oss with an eye or two, but that if he has a bridle, and also a pair of eyes of his own, it is parfectlie immaterial whether the oss sees or not. Now, from this, I thinks we may infer that the Doge either did not keep ounds, or that the country he unted was flat and unenclosed, otherwise Gambado would certainlie have felt the inconwenience of ridin a blind un. Indeed, I almost think, from his declining the Rev. Mr. Nutmegs offer of a mount on his brown oss, that Mr. Gambado either was not a sportsman, or had arrived at a time of life when the exertion of unting was too great for him.

The case was this, observed Mr. Jorrocks, taking up the work, and the advice is as good now as it was then. Nutmeg says, in his letter to the ex-ridin master, who appears to have been actin as a sort of chamber counsel on oss cases: You must know, sir, I am werry fond of unting, and live in as fine a scentin country as any in the kingdom. The soil is pretty stiff, the leaps large and frequent, and a great deal of timber to get over. Now, sir, my brown oss is a werry capital unter; and though he is slow, and I cannot absolutely ride over the ounds (indeed the country is so enclosed that I do not see so much of them as I could wish), yet, in the end, he generally brings me in before the untsman goes home with the dogs.

And here let me observe, said Mr. Jorrocks, breaking off, that that is neither good sportin nor good language, and Nutmeg, I should think, had been one of your Macadamizin happetite unting parsons, or he would neither have talked of ridin over the ounds, or yet being content to draggle up after the worry, and just as the dogs, as he calls them, were going home  But let that pass. Mr. Jorrocks then resumed his reading  

Now, sir, my brown oss is a noble leaper, and never gave me a fall in his life in that way; but he has got a hawkward trick (though he clears everything with his fore legs in capital style) of leaving the other two on the wrong side of the fence; and if the gate or stile happens to be in a sound state, it is a work of time and trouble to get his hind legs over. He clears a ditch finely indeed, with two feet, but the others constantly fall in; that it gives me a strange pain in my back, very like what is called a lumbago; and unless you kindly stand my friend and instruct me how I am to bring these hind legs after me, I fear I shall never get rid of it. If you please, sir, you may ride him a unting yourself any day you will please to appoint, and you shall be eartily welcome.

To this letter Gambado replied as follows:  

Reverend Sir,

Your brown oss being so good an unter, and as you observe, having so fine a notion of leapin, I should be appy if I could be of any service in assistin you to make his two hind legs follow the others; bat, as you observe, they seem so werry perwerse and obstinate, that I cherish but small opes of prewailin upon them  I have looked and found many such cases, but no cure  However, in examinin my papers I have found out somethin that may prove of service to you, in your werry lamentable case  An oat-stealer or ostler has informed me, that it is a common trick played upon bagsters or London riders, when they are not generous to the servants in the inn, for a wicked boy or two to watch one of them as he turns out of the gateway, and to pop a bush or stick under his osss tail, which he instantly brings down upon the stick and olds it fast, kickin at the same time at such a rate as to dislodge the bagman, that bestrides him  Suppose then, when your oss has flown over a gate or stile in his old way, with his fore legs only, you were to dismount, and clap your vip or stick properly under his tail, and then mount again; the puttin him in a little motion will set him on his kickin principles in a hurry, and its ten to one but by this means you get his hind legs to follow the others  You will be able, perhaps, to extricate your stick from its place of confinement when you are up and over (if you arnt down); but should you not, it is but sixpence gone. I send you this as a mere surmise; perhaps it may answer; perhaps not.

I thank you for your offer, which is a werry kind one, but I beg to be excused accepting it; all my hambition being to add to the theory with as little practice as possible.

Add to the theory with as little practice as possible, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, Thats wot a great many writers are anxious to do at the present day  But to proceed  Another circumstance wot leads me to suppose that Jeffery was not an unter is this. In some obserwations in his Preface on a portrait of Mr. Gambado that adorns the frontispiece, the editor says that it was done by a friend from memory, and tinctured with the prejudice of friendship. Jeffery, he says, was not so slim, nor was his eye so poignant; nor was he ever known to be possessed of a pair of top-boots himself, though he often mentions boots in his writings.

That I think, observed Mr. Jorrocks, is conclusive. But then what does it prove? Why, that if Gambado, the best of all sportin writers, knew nothin of unting, it is the more incumbent on John Jorrocks to supply the deficiency.

But whether Gambado, if I may be allowed to speak of him with such familiarity, was a fox-hunter or not, it is quite clear that he possessed a knowledge of osses far superior to any man of the present day. The Academy for Grown Ossmen, is a perfect text-book in its way, and when a man has read Gambados instructions how to choose an oss, how to tackle him properly, in what sort of dress to ride him, how to mount and manage him, how to ride him out, and above all how to ride him ome again, dull must be the dog wot has occasion to go to a riding-school.

There is a wast of fancy about dealin  far more than relates to the mere colour; indeed some say that colour is immaterial, and there is an old saw about a good oss never being of a bad colour, but the first question a green orn asks is the colour of the prad. Old Steropes says, if you have no predilection that way, choose a mouse-coloured dun, for it has the peculiar adwantage of lookin equally well all the year round. A black list down the back makes it still more desirable, as the bystanders will suppose you are ridin with a crupper, a practice no finished ossmen ought to neglect. This latter point, however, is confuted by Gambado, who says, be werry shy of a crupper if your oss naturally throws his saddle forward. It will certainlie make his tail sore, set him a kickin, and werry likely bring you into trouble.

How perplexin must all this be to a beginner, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, throwing up his hands.

The height of an oss, Gambado says, is perfectly immaterial, prowided he is higher behind than before. Nothin is more pleasin to a traveller than the sensation of continually gettin forward; whereas the ridin of an oss of a contrary make is like swarmin the bannisters of a staircase, when, though perhaps you really advance, you feel as if you were goin backwards.

Gambado says nothin about the size of an osss head, but he says he should carry it low, that he may have an eye to the ground and see the better where he steps. Some say the ead should be as large as possible, inasmuch as the weight tends to prewent the oss from rearin, which is a wice dangerous in the highest degree; my idea is, that the size of the ead is immaterial, for the oss doesnt go on it, at least he didnt ought to do I know.

The ears cannot well be too long, Gambado says, for a judicious rider steers his course by fixin his eyes between them. This, however, is a disputed point, and old Dickey Lawrence recommends that they should be large and loppin in a horizontal direction, by which position no rain can possibly enter, and the oss will have no occasion to shake his ead, a habit which he says not only disturbs the brain, but frequently brings on the mad staggers.

Here again the doctors differ!

It seems agreed on all hands that the less an oss lifts his fore legs, the easier he will move for his rider, and he will likewise brush all the stones out of his way, which might otherwise throw him down. Gambado thinks if he turns his toes well out, he will disperse them right and left, and not have the trouble of kickin the same stone a second time, but I dont see much adwantage in this, and think he might as well be kickin the same stone as a fresh one.

There can be no doubt that a Roman nose like Arterxerxess adds greatly to the gravity of an osss countenance. It has a fine substantial yeoman-like appearance, and well becomes the father of a family, a church dignitary, or a man in easy circumstances.  A Roman nose and a shovel hat are quite unique.  Some think a small eye a recommendation, as they are less exposed to injuries than large ones, but that is matter of fancy. The nostrils, Lawrence says, should be small, and the lips thick and leathery, which latter property aids the sensibility of the mouth werry considerably.  Some prefer an arched neck to a ewe, but the latter has a fine consequential hair, and ought not to be slighted.

It may be prejudice, but I confess I likes an osss back wot inclines to a hog bend.  Your slack backs are all werry well for carryin millers sacks, but rely upon it theres nothin like the outward bow for makin them date their leaps properly. Many men in the Surrey remember my famous oss Star-gazer. He was made in that form, and in his leaps threw an arch like the dome of St. Pauls. A long back is a grand thing for a family oss.  Ive seen my cousin Joe clap six of his brats and his light porter on the back of the old Crockerdile, and the old nag would have carried another if his tail had been tied up.  In the unting field, however, one seldom sees more than one man on an oss, at a time. Two dont look sportin, and the worlds governed by appearances.

Some people object to high blowers, that is, osses wot make a noise like steam-engines as they go. I dont see no great objection to them myself, and think the use they are of in clearin the way in crowded thoroughfares, and the protection they afford in dark nights by preventin people ridin against you, more than counterbalance any disconwenience.  Gambado says, a bald face, wall eyes, and white legs, answer the same purpose, but if you can get all four, it will be so much the better.

There is an author who says the hip-bones should project well beyond the ribs, which form will be found werry conwenient in ot weather, as the rider may hang his hat on them occasionally, whilst he wipes the perspiration from his brow, addin that that form gives the hannimal greater facility in passin through stable-doors, but I am inclined to think, that the adwice is a little of what the French call pleasantre, and we call gammon; at all events I dont follow it.

Broken knees is nothin.  Where, let me ax, is the man with the oss that he will swear will never tumble down? Geoffry indeed says, Be sure to buy a broken-kneed oss whenever he falls in your way; the best bit of flesh that ever was crossed will certainly come down one day or another; whereas, one that has fallen (and scarified himself pretty tightly) never will again, if he can help it.

At an American oss sale, I read of tother day, a buyer exclaims  

Vy, hes broken kneed?

Not at all, you mister, cried the hauctioneer pertly. The genleman wot sells this oss always marks his stud on the knee, that he may know em again  haw! haw! haw! chuckled Mr. Jorrocks; Lofty hactioned oss!  struck his knee again his tooth! I once heard a dealer declare on behalf of a broken-kneed un in the city.

There is an old sayin in Spain, that a man wot would buy a mule without a fault must not buy one at all, and faultless osses are equally rare. Gil Blass mule, if I recollects right, was all faults, and there are many osses not much better. To be sure it makes a marvellous difference whether you are representin the osss qualities to an expectant purchaser, or are treatin yourself to a bit of unwarnished truth as we all must do occasionally. It is an unpleasant reflection, and says little for the morality of the age, or the merits of the Reform Bill, that, out of London, one can hardly get rid of an oss without more or less doing wiolence to ones feelins of integrity. The purchaser has needs of a hundred eyes, the seller of but one, says the authority I quoted before, but dash my vig, they require the seller to make up in tongue what he economises in wision.

Warrantin an oss is highly inconwenient, specially when youve reason to know hes a screw, and it requires a good deal of management to ewade the question so as not to diminish the price. I generally tries to laugh it off, sayin, Vy really warrantin is quite out of fashion, and never thought of at Tats; or if the buyer is a young un, and apparently werdant, I says, Why, faith, I should say hes all right, but you can see the oss yourself, and can judge better nor I.

Men that have much business of this sort ought to keep a slippery-tongued grum to whom they can refer a purchaser in a hoff and sort of way, as though it were beneath their dignity to know nothin of the kind, and wished the grum to give every possible information, which the warmint knows a great deal better nor do.

A respectable lookin grum wot can lie like truth is truly inwaluable to genlemen of this description. If a man is rich, he may cheat you with impunity; it is only poor men wot suffer in consequence. Honesty is of no use to licensed oss dealers. Every man supposes they are roues and treat them accordingly. Who does not remember old bottle-nosed Richards? When any one axed his number, he said, Oh, you ax any shop-keeper in Hoxford-street where the biggest rogue lives, and hell be sure to send you to me!

But to the warranty, as I said before, its werry inconwenient warrantin, and if a customer sticks to his point, it is not a bad dodge to try and puzzle him by makin him explain wot he means by a sound oss, and if he gets any way near the point, ax him if he can lay his and on his art, and say that he is not only sound but free from all impendin disease. I once frightened a chap uncommon when we got this far, by exclaimin, Im dashed if there aint a hectic flush on your mug at this moment that looks werry like consumption. He closed the bargain immediately, and under pretence of writin a cheque, went into the ouse and had a good look at himself in the glass. Tat is werry clever at this work, and when a Johnny-raw axes him if he warrants an oss sound, he exclaims with a hair of astonishment, Warrant him sound! Why sir, I wouldnt warrant that hes an oss, let alone that hes sound  haw, haw, haw. My friend Dickey Grunt, who lisps werry much, did a clever thing in this line tother day. He sold an uncommon green orn a broken-winded oss, lithping out when axd if he warranted him sound, Oh in courthe like all men I w-a-a-n-t him thound; whereupon the youth paid the money and dispersed for a ride. Presently he comes back with a werry long wissage, and said, Vy, sir, this ere oss is broken-winded.

I knows it, replies Dick, with the greatest effrontery.

Then, sir, you must take him back and return me my swag, for you warranted him sound.

No thuch thing, my good fellow, replied Dick, you mithtook me altogether; I thaid I wanted him thound! not that I warranted him thound. (Loud laughter).

Old Joe Smith in Chiswell Street had a wicious nag wot would neither ride, nor drive, nor unt, nor do anything that a nag ought. Well, Joe took him to Barnet fair, where he fell in with a swaggerin chap in tight nankeens and hessians, who axed him in a hoff and sort of way, if he knowed of anything that would knock his buggy about, to which Joe conscientiously replied he did, and sold him his oss. Having got the tin, Joe left the town, for Barnet is only a dull place of recreation, when what should come past him like a flash of lightenin, but his old nag, with his ead i the hair, kickin and millin the splash-board of a tidy yellow buggy, with a cane back, and red wheels picked out with green. Presently, up came the owner on a grey poster, with the traces all danglin at his eels, and jist as he neared Joe, the old nag charged the rails of the new mound, snappin the jimmey shafts like carrots, and leavin the rest of the buggy scattered all over the road.

Hooi, you rogue! you willain! you waggabone! roared the buyer, gaspin with rage and fatigue, Ill teach you to sell sich nags to family men of fortin! Youve all but been the death of Mrs. and Miss Juggins and myself  Where do you live, you complicated abomination of a scoundrel?

Now Joe, who is a hoiley little chap, cunnin as the devil, and not easily put out of his way, special ven its his interest not to be so, let Jug run on till he was fairly blown, when he werry coolly observed, jinglin the odd pewter in his breeches pocket, My dear sir, you are labourin under a werry considerable mistake. If you call to mind what you axed me, it was, if I knowed an oss to knock your buggy about, and egad! if he hasnt done it to the letter, (pointin to the remnants on the road,) I dont know what knockin about is.

Haw, haw, haw! laughed Mr. Jorrocks, a chuckle in which the majority of the company joined.

Another chap that I know had an oss that was a capital unter, and good at everything but arness, which his soul disdained. Well, it didnt suit the owners conwenience to keep anything but what the lawyers call qui tam osses, that is to say, osses wot will ride as well as drive; so he looked out for a customer, and presently found a softish sort of chap in green spectacles, and a shiny wite at, who having tried him to ride, axed if he was quiet in arness. To this the owner had no hesitation in sayin yes, for he had seen the nag standin in arness without movin a muscle, but when the buyer wanted to tack a carriage to the arness  Oh, my eyes! that was quite a different story; and my lord rebelled, and kicked the woiture to bits. The buyer tried to return him, but the owner conwinced him he was wrong, at least he conwinced him he would not take him back, which was pretty nearly the same thing.

Daddy Higgins in Rupert-street had just such an oss as Joe Smiths  one of the reglar good-for-nothins  and sold him to a quaker to draw his cruelty wan, assurin him, when axed if he was quiet in harness, that it would delight Hobadiahs eyes to see him draw. Well, the quaker tried to tackle him, but the oss soon sent his eels through the splash board, and when Hobadiah remonstrated, all the Daddy did was to laugh, and assure him it would delight his eyes to see him draw, for the oss would never bear a pair of shafts in his life.

But enough of sellin  Its time I was sayin somethin about buyin  No easy matter either.

Speakin of his time, Gambado said it was immaterial whether a purchaser went to Tattersalls, or Haldridges, or Meynells unt, or to his Majestys, for it was probable he would be taken in wherever he went, and things are pretty much in the same state now.

The less a man knows about an oss, the more he expects, and the greater the probability of his thinkin himself done. Oh, my beloved earers, apply is the day, when brimful of hignorance, the tyro enters on his first oss dealin speckilation  Great may be his greenness, but age and experience will cure all that, and who would not barter grey-eaded gumption for the joyousness of youthful confidence and indiscretion? For that pure werdancy, wot sends ingenuous youth up back-slums in search of osses advertisin for kind masters rather than high prices, the property of noblemen deceased, or hofficers goin abroad. (Applause.)

When I was a bouy, clods came to London expectin to find it paved with gold, and many wot read the newspaper adwertisements, must think its the real place for humanity and oss flesh  sich shape  sich symmetry  sich action  sich temper, the most timid may ride, and sich bargains! Who would trudge, when for twenty pounds he can have a cob fit to carry a castle, or a canterin thorough-bred, that a child may ride. The werry trials they hoffer would keep a man goin, prowided he could but get them.

No man fit to be at large will ever trouble a puff advertisement. If he does, he will find himself saddled with an oss that isnt worth his saddle, or may be, taken to a police-office for stealin of him. Next, let him awoid choppin and changin. We know what we have, but we dont know what we may get, is a werry treasurable truism.

Whatever may be the risks of out-and-out dealin, there is no doubt but exchangin is by far the most certain loss; and it is one of those provokin uncertain certainties, for a man is never certain wot he loses. If he dont suit, Ill take him back, says a dealer; no doubt he will, but will he return you the tin? No such thing! Hell give you somethin worse, and make you give him somethin for doin so, and the oftener you change, the worse youll be mounted.

Theres an old sayin that its easier to perceive the wrong than pursue the right; and I reckon its a vast easier to tell a man wot he should not buy than wot he should. Walk along Piccadilly any summer afternoon, and see the seedy screws shakin on the cab-stands; there is age, wice, and infirmity, unaided by blisters or bran mashes. Flesh covers a multitude of sins, but cabby stands forth in the familiar anatomy of high bones, and yet there be good shapes and good pints to admire, but no one would think of buyin a cab oss! Still there is much good awoidance to be learned by lookin them over.

Who wants to buy an oss, wot can walk five, and trot twenty miles an hour? exclaimed a wag among the crowd before the bettin room at Doncaster. I do! I do! I do! replied a dozen woices. Then if I hears of sich a one, Ill let you know, replied the gentleman; and werry similar is my sitivation with regard to adwisin you where to purchase. One thing is quite certain, that you cant buy experience with another mans money, but then, havin to pay for it, he will do best wot gets it for least.

The first step towards a purchase is to make up your mind what sort of an oss you want; unter, ackney, charger, coach, or qui tamer. This is a most important point, especial where you go to a dealers, where they never have less than thirty or forty, and as many more comin from Orncastle or Owden, or at their farms in the country. For want of this previous arrangement, I once saw a rum scene between Septimus Green, old Verd Antiques ninth son, and Tommy Doem, wot kept the Pelican Livery and Bait Stables in Cripplegate. Old Tommy was on the eve of his perihodical bankruptcy, and jest afore shuttin up, Septimus arrived flourishin his cambric, with his white jeans strapped under his chammy leather opera boots, and a tartan Joinville across his neck. Old Tom eyed him as he swaggered down the ride, and having exchanged nods, Septimus began axin Tommy if he had anything in his line, jest as though he bought an oss every other day. Tommy paused and considered, runnin his minds eye, as it were, through the seven stalls, and the ten stalls, and the fifteen stalls, and all the loose boxes, and then as usual he called for Joe. Joe was the pictur of a dealers man; red nose, blear eyes, long body, short legs,  and master and man were one. After a little side talk, in the course of which Tommy heard with regret that the brown was at Greenwich, and the roan at Dulwich, and the white at Blackheath, and half a dozen others of Greens cut away on trial, Tommy exclaimed, with a hair of sudden enlightenment, But Joe, theres the cow! jest slip on the altar, and bring her hup the ride.

Cow! exclaimed Septimus, I wants an oss!

Well, but see her out at all ewents, replied Tommy in the sweetest manner possible, lookin costs nothin, added he.

But I doesnt vont a cow! roared Septimus, bustin with rage

Jest then the street gates closed, and hup came Joe, runnin the cow as he would an oss, old Tommy praising her haction, and the way she lifted her leg, swearing she never would come down, takin no notice of Green stormin and swearin he didnt want a cow, he wouldnt take a cow in a gift; and I really believe if I hadnt been there, old Tommy would have talked him into it  for he certainlie had the most buttery tongue that ever was hung  and the gates were looked into the bargain.

But let us narrow the field of oss speckilation, and view our buyer on the road to a dealers in search of an unter. No man should go there in black silk stockins; dress trousers are also out of character. And here I may observe that there be two sorts of fox-unters  the quiet fox-unter wot goes out werry swell, but comes home and resumes the appearance of a gemman, and the Tom-and-Jerry fox-unter wot goes out now and then, to smoke cigars, pick up a steeple-chaser, wear groomish clothes, and be able to talk of the ounds. The latter are not the men for the dealers money. They turn the stables over from end to end, worm out the secrets, and keep a register of the fluctuations in price of each oss. Some act as middle-men between the buyer and seller, gettin wot they can out of each for their trouble. I can buy him cheaper than you, they say, and so they benefit the buyer by pocketin the difference. These are the bouys to bother a dealers vig! A vink from them stops many a bargain, while an approvin nod from such distinguished judges drives ingenuous youth into extempore bargains that they would otherwise bring half their acquaintance to inspect.

When three men enter a yard, a dealer seldom opens out. Two are plenty for business  if the buyer is pea-green, he had better get some riper friend to play first fiddle, and he must be spectator. If he has a button at his at and olds his tongue, he may pass for a quiet fox-unter, and so command respect. Theres masonry in fox-unting, and a loop in at the linin, or a button behind, will do more than all the swagger and bluster in the world.

It is an inwariable rule with the dealers to praise the bad points and let the good uns speak for themselves. It is a waste of time observin that an oss is large in the ead or light in the carcase, cause a contradiction is sure to follow. It is equally useless axin the age of a dealers oss, because they are all six hoff. If you object to shape, make, or colour, they will tell you its all fancy! That some folks like a happle others a honion, and Lord So-and-So would give any price for sich an oss. As to hargufying with a dealer, thats quite out of the question, because he has his cut and dried answers to every obserwation you can make, and two or three grums to swear to what he says. Keep, therefore, in mind what Gambado said about being done, keep also in view the sort of nag you want, and dont be talked into buyin a cow, and when an oss of your figure makes his appearance, look him full in the face, as though you were used to such interviews. If you have read about sand-cracks, and sallenders, and sit-fasts, and thorough-pins, and quittors, and locked jaws, and curbs, you will save yourself the trouble of enquirin after any of them by axin the dealer if hell warrant him sound. In course hell say yes, and you may then proceed with your view. The precept no fut no oss, is well to be borne in mind perhaps, as also no ock no unter. Now ark forward!

The dealer, what with his tongue and his whip, will keep you and the nag in a state of trepidation.

All the good qualities oss flesh is heir to will be laid to his charge, and there will be nothin you can ax but what he will be able to do Leap! Lor bless you, Sir, I vish youd seed him last Friday gone a week with the Queens staggers at Slough. We was a runnin old Skylark, wot always goes straight, when he planted the field at a six foot vall, dashed and coped with broken bottles  Not another oss looked at it, and Davis declared he never seed sich a lip in his life.

Spooney. Vill he go in arness, do you think?

Dealer. Quietest crittur alive! Jacks eldest bouy here, a lad o thirteen, driv him and another to Mile End and back, long the Stand, through Fleet Street, Cheapside, and all, busiest time o day, and he nouther looked to the right nor the left. Lay your leg over him, sir!

Now this latter is an inwitation for the genleman to mount, and if so be he of the button has never been much used to ride, he had better let his friend use his leg, or should neither be werry expert, let the dealers man throw his over. Some osses dont like strangers, and nothin looks so foolish as a man floored in a dealers yard. Still mountin is the first step in practical ossmanship, and it dont need no conjuror to know that unless a man mount he can have no ride. Should our friend think well of the nags looks, perhaps he cannot begin his acquaintance too soon. If he sees no wite of the eye or symtoms of wice, no coaxin or whooain, or shoulderin to get him to stand, let him march boldy up and mount, like William the Conqueror. Osses are queer critturs, and know when we are frightened of them just as well as we do ourselves. Born to be controlled, they stoop to the forward and the bold!

If Greenorn gets fairly up, the chances are he likes his mount. It is pleasant to find ones self carried instead of kicked off, and some osses never ride so well as on trial. Out then Spooney goes, and tries all his paces; a self-satisfied smile plays on his mug, as rein on neck he returns down the covered ride, and the dealer, with a hair of indifference, axes, Ow he likes him?

Spooney. Why pretty well  but I think he ray-ther pulls  I fear hell be windictive with ounds.

Dealer. Pulls! Vy, if you pulls at him, in all humane probability hell pull at you  otherwise you might ride him with a thread, addin aside, I sells osses not ands. Finest mouthd nag I ever was on!

Spooney. Well, but youll take a lee-the less than what you ax?

Dealer. Couldnt take a fardin less!  gave within three sovs. of that myself, and brought him all the vay from Orncastle  Squire Smith will take him if you dont  indeed, here comes his grum.

Here the dealers liveried and booted servant appears.

The bargain is then closed  the money paid, a warranty included in the stamped receipt, and Spooneys first ride is to Fields, or the Weterinary College, to have him examined. One pound one is thus added to his price.

Thus, my beloved earers, concluded Mr. Jorrocks, have I conducted you through the all-perilous journey of your first deal, showin how warious and conflictin are the opinions relative to osses, and how, as in many cases, wot is one mans meat is anither mans puzzon. Far be it from me to say, that you will be much wizer from anything you have heard, for the old stager will find nothin but what he knew before, while all that can be taught the beginner is not to be too sanguinary in his expectations.

Turn about is fair play, as the devil said to the smoke-jack, and it is only right that those wot have inwested capital in the purchase of experience, should be allowed to get a little back. By-and-by it will be Greenorns turn, and then little Spooney, who now goes sneakin up the yard, will swagger boldly in, commandin the respect and attention of the world.

We must all creep afore we can walk, and all be bitten afore we can bite. But let not ingenuous youth despair! If his oss is not so good as he might be, let him cherish the reflection that he might have been far worse! Let him apply that moral precept so beautifully inculcated towards his better alf:  

Be to his faults a little blind, Be to his wirtues ever kind.

So shall little Spooney jog on rejoicin! Each succeedin year shall find him better mounted, and at each fresh deal, he will become a wiser, and, I opes, an appier man.

Mr. Jorrocks concluded amidst loud and universal applause.

A loud call being then made on Roger Swizzle, that genius at length stepped forward, and after a few preparatory hems, declared that of all the lectures he had ever listened to, either at Guys, Bartholomews, or elsewhere, he had never heard one so replete with eloquence, genius, and genuine information. (Cheers.) Hunting, and Handley Cross waters (the original Spa! some one cried out), the original Spa, of course, repeated Roger, would cure every complaint under the sun, and if he hadnt such a wash-ball seat, he declared hed turn sportsman himself. Before they dispersed, however, let them pay a tribute of respect to the gentleman to whom they were indebted for such a great sporting luminary  he proposed three cheers for Captain Doleful.

Captain Doleful returned thanks, and proposed three cheers for Roger Swizzle, after which the majority of the male portion of the meeting resolved themselves into a brandy-and-water committee (Jorrocks in the chair), which sat very late, and resulted in our friend being left to pay the greater share of the shot.


CHAPTER XIX. HUNTSMAN WANTED.
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WANTED IMMEDIATELY, FOR the HANDLEY CROSS FOX-HOUNDS, a strong, active, bold, enterprising young man, in the above capacity. He must be desperately fond of hunting, and indefatigable in the pursuit of it. He must be shrewd, sensible, good-tempered, and sober; exact, civil, and cleanly; a good horseman, and a good groom; his voice must be strong, clear, and musical; and his eye so quick, as to perceive which of his hounds carries the scent when all are running; and he must have so excellent an ear as always to distinguish the foremost hounds when he does not see them. He must be quiet, patient, and without an atom of conceit. Address (post paid), stating full particulars as to age, size, weight, previous service, &c., to M.F.H. John Jorrocks, Diana Lodge, Handley Cross Spa.

Such was the special advertisement that our friend Mr. Jorrocks, with the aid of the editor, drew up for insertion in that gossiping publication the Handley Cross Paul Pry, from whence it was copied into the Post, and the London sporting papers generally, producing an immense sensation in the world of servitude.

People whose establishments are regulated with such regard to laziness, that John knows whether it is his business to brush his masters hat, or Jamess, can have little idea how those in middle life get served at all, or yet the sort of servants that offer themselves for any situation that may be vacant.

Thus, great Herculean ploughmen will offer themselves as postillions, and failing that, will consider themselves equally fit for butlers; while fellows that have never been in a stable, will undertake the charge of horses and carriages, and drive if required.

The above striking advertisement soon caused Diana Lodge to be besieged by all the idle, dog-stealing raffs in the country  flash, slangey-looking scamps in long waistcoats, greasy livery coats with covered buttons, baggy breeches, and square-toed gaiters, buttoning in front of the knee. They all spoke in the highest terms of themselves, and though none of them had ever hunted, they all thought theyd like it, and one had actually got so far in a hunting establishment, as to have been what he called second pad groom  viz., a helper at twelve shillings a-week. The following sample will show the general character of the correspondence.

Edgebaston.

Sir,

I am in whant of a situation, Seeing your advertsment in the Life papey If a greable to you it whould sute me verrey well I have not been in survice be fore I have been A Horse Dealer for my self and with my Father But I have no doubt that I am compident to take the situation for I been used to hunting all my life and have rode in sum of the furst Steeple Chases in the country I can refure you to John Cocks Esq. Cocks Hall, near Beccles. I have been yoused to hunt with many fine hounds  Stag Hounds, Beagles, and all, and know all about them. I am maried but no famley, onley my self and wife. I am 28 years of age 10 stone wight But as for wage I shall leave for you to state if every other thing meets your approbation I have a friend that is Butler with Captain Boxer, at Bath, you can right to him if you think proper As E knows my self and famely,

I remain

Yours

Obdiaint

Servant

Thomas Loggan.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Of the Handley Cross Hunt,

Handley Cross.

Warminster.

Sir,

On hearing you want a huntsman, I take the liberty of writing to enquire after the place I thoroly understand my business either as groom or coachman and have been accustomed with hounds I live at present with John Jones Esq. at Warminster as groom and gardner where I leave on Thursday first if you want a servant I shall be glad to serve you as I am a married man.

Your obedient servant, John Crakethorpe.

To Mr. Jorrocks, Esq.

Handley Cross.

Dear Sir,

I take the liberty of writing those Few Lines to you Hereing that you are In Want of A servant And I Am in Want of A Situation If you Have No Objections And I have Been in the Racing Stables Seven Years And My Age is 23 And Stands About 65 foot 6½ And My Wages Will be 30£ A Year And If you thought I Should Suit You Direct to Mark Spraggon, North-fleet And for My Caracter Inquire of Major Barns of Horton Hall Near York And My Weight is A bout 9 stone. I am disengaged in the woman way.

Your humble Servant, Mark Puncheon.

To J. Jorrocks, Esq.,

Fox Hunter,

Handley Cross.

Sir,

I saw in your advertisement wanted, a single young man as untsman with a tow days a-week pack of hounds, I should like to know what the celery will be, as I think I could fulfill this situation very well, my weight is 9 1/2 stones, Please to write with return of Post about the Celery and where the situation is, You will much Oblige

I remain your humble Servant,

John Green.

Mr. Jorrocks, M.F.H.

Sir,

I write these few lines to inform you that I have seen in the Field paper that you are in want of a young man as huntsman to your hounds and I have sent these few lines to say I am a marred man and has a family but I cannot move my Wife for 4 years to come for I have 8 Boys at trade and they get their meat and lodge at home so if you do not get one to suet you I should be happy to wait on you if you think that I will suet you I have been with boath fox Hounds and Harriers to take care of them in the Kennels and Hunting them in the field and I can Groom my own Horses to which I like to take Car of my own Horses allways as for my Age is 52 years and my Weight is 9 stone and has been 5 years in my last sittuation but I do not wish to give you the trouble to write back if you get one to suet you for I can be at liberty in a Weeks Notice, so if you think I will suet you my wages is one Pound per Week and meat in the House likewise, and Close to hunt in so I remain

Your humble Servant,

John Cox.

Please to Direct tc

Mr. John Cox,

(Huntsman)

Epsom.

To Mr. John Jorrocks,

Master of Hounds, Handley Cross.

Finding the applications by letter becoming numerous, Mr. Jorrocks soon discontinued answering those which he did not think held out any prospect of suiting, but the following from the well-known Dick Bragg roused his bile into the answer that succeeds:  

Dear Sir,

Seeing that you are in wants of an energetic gent to hunt your hounds, I beg to represent my qualifications for the appointment. Ive held office Sir in some first rate administrations, yes Sir, in some first rate administrations Sir; my Lord Reynards Sir of Turkeypont Park Sir, the Duke of Downeybird of Downeybird Castle Sir, but my precious health not being quite adequate to the mental exertion and bodily fatigue consequent on a four or five days a week establishment, I have determined to sink the dignities of life a little in favor of Peace and quietness and should have no objection to negotiate an alliance with you for the management of your hounds and country.

One thing I should stipulate at starting, namely, that if we do not agree, you will have the kindness not mention this application as it would cause me to lose caste in the rank of life in which I have heretofore moved.

That, I feel assured from your high merchanile reputation I may rely upon  Yes Sir, I feel assured from your high merchantile reputation I may rely upon  To proceed then  In course you would allow me to appoint my own whips, an arrangement that I have always found to be most inducive to sport, for none but a huntsman knows whether his whips play properly into his hands or not, and there is nothing like having the power to turn them off for making them to do as they ought. I dont hold with Beckford that a first whip should be a second huntsman. No Sir, no  I say, a whipper-in can be made, but a huntsmans talent must be born with him  I should basely dissemble if I hesitated to declare that in sporting science my abilities shall yield to none. I will hunt a fox with any man  with the great Lord Elcho himself!

To descend to particulars however; perhaps youll allow me to ask what your salary is  also what the draft hounds may be worth yearly per annum, and what you think the vails will come to  Also if I shall be allowed a boy to brush my clothes and clean my boots, as I shouldnt like to have any dirty work to do  A line to the Corner will find me, and hoping to establish a mutually advantageous connection, I beg to subseribe myself

Yours obediently, Richard Bragg.

P.S. Quick should be the word, as such a chance doesnt offer every day.

To  Jorrockes, Esq., M.F.H.,

&c. &c. &c.

Handley Cross.

Jorrocks was desperately angry when he got this. He grinned with rage when he read it, to think that any one should think he was such a fool as be taken in by it. At first he was for writing Dick a stiff M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments note, but thinking that would not be sufficient relief to his mind, he turned his attention to an abusive letter calling Dick all sorts of conceited cocktail humbugs, which he sprawled over a sheet of foolscap with his great round school-boy hand, when it occurred to him that the banter tack would be more telling and mortifying, so after a good deal of consideration he concocted the following:  

Sir,

I am werry much obliged by your purlite communication, and much regret that it did not come a little sooner, as I thinks you seem jest the sort of man  I beg pardon  gentleman I want.  I doesnt care a dump about money further nor as it enables one to pursue the pleasures o the chace, and if youd shown us the first chop sport you propose, Id he given you sich a kick at Christmas as would have sent you right hup into the first class carriage of service, and I makes no doubt my example would have been followed by all the generously disposed cocks of my unt. Unfortunately the appointment is filled up, though perhaps 100l. a-yean, and perquisites by fair means or foul  which in course I winks at, to the tune of 50l. more  might not have been worth your consideration, though Christmas presents would make the salary up good 200l. a-year. I does all the dirty work myself, and you might have worn wite kids on non-unting days.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks,

Grocer, Tea dealer, and M.F.H.

To Mr. Richard Bragg,

Messrs. Tattersalls,

Hyde Park Corner,

London.

Heres a cove vants you, said Benjamin, as he brought in a candle to seal the foregoing.

Vants me, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, who can it be?

Benjamin. Dont know  vont tell me  says his names Pigg  comes from the north  Scotland, I should think by his tongue.

Mr. Jorrocks. Pigg  humph  Scotland  humph  Shouldnt wonder if hes one of these place-unting coves  the towns full of them.  Never saw an advertisement work so. There, continued he, as he finished sealing the letter, take that to the Post, and mind you dont pick the ead off, and here, Binjimin, continued Jorrocks, send the Pigg in!

Yez-ur. said Benjamin, taking his departure.


CHAPTER XX. JAMES PIGG.
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SCARCELY HAD MR. Jorrocks composed himself in his red morocco audience chair, ere a sledge-hammer sort of blow at the door announced the approach of the stranger.

Come in! roared the M.F.H. in a corresponding tone, and the order being obeyed, our friend had a view of his caller.

He was a tall, spindle-shanked man, inclining to bald, with flowing grey-streaken locks shading a sharp-featured, weather-beaten face, lit up with bright hazel eyes. A drop hung at his nose, and tobacco juice simmered down the deeply indented furrows of his chin. His dress was a strange mixture of smart-coloured, misfitting clothes. A blue and white cotton kerchief was twisted carelessly round his scraggy neck  a green-baize jacket, with the back buttons almost between his shoulders, flattened upon a pair of baggy dirty-white cords, between which, and a little red waistcoat, a vast protuberance of soiled linen appeared. His shrunk drab mother-of-pearl buttoned gaiters, dragged upon an ill-shaped leg, making his stooping, lathy figure more ungainly, and the scantiness of his upper garments more apparent. His hands, encased in shiny yellow ochre-coloured gloves, were thrust a long way through the little jacket sleeves, between which and the gloves, coarse dirty wrist-bands appeared  one hand clutched a boys turned-up hat, and the other rested on a rugged oak staff.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, as he eyed him, observing aloud to himself, Vot a long-legged beggar it is, inwardly resolving he wouldnt do.

Your sarvant, Sir, said the figure, shuffling the little hat into the staff hand, while he raised the other to his forehead, and kicked out behind. Heard tell ye was in wants of a hontsman.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks again, you dont look much like one. Vere dye come from?

Cannynewcassel, replied Pigg. A, ars frae Harwich last, added he but ars a native of Paradise, aside Cannynewcassel  yell ken Cannyneweassel nae doubt, observed he, running the words together.

Carnt say as ow I do, replied Mr. Jorrocks thoughtfully, still eyeing the bird of Paradise. Is it any way near Dundee?

Dundee! no  what should put that i your head? snapped Pigg. Wot should put that i my ead! retorted Mr. Jorrocks, boiling up. Vy, it must be near somewhere!

Near somewhere! now exclaimed Pigg, indignant at the slight thus put on his famous city. Why, its a great town of itsel  ye surely ken Newcassel where arle the coals come frae?

You said Candied Newcassel, enunciated Mr. Jorrocks, slowly and emphatically you said Candied Newcassel, repeated he, from which I natterally concluded it was near Dundee, where they make the candied confectionary. I get my marmeylad from there. Im not such a hignorant hass, continued he, as not to know where Newcastle is. Ive been i Scotland myself! Durham at least.

They then took a good long stare at each other, each thinking the other a rum un.

Jorrocks gave tongue first. Wot ounds have you been with? asked he.

A, a vast, replied Pigg, yen way and another.

Yen way and another, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, still eyeing him intently.

Aye, ar ken all the hounds amaist. Tyndale, and Dorm, and Horworth, and arl.

Ah, but those ill be Scotch dogs, observed Mr. Jorrocks, a country I knows nothin whatever on  have you been in any civilized country?

Aye, civil, aye, theyre all civil enough gin yere civil to them. If ye set up your gob, theyll mump it, ars warnd.

No  no  thats not wot I mean, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, getting angry and shuffling about in his seat. I wants to know if youve ever been in any of the crack countries?

Cracked countries, repeated Pigg thoughtfully, scratching his head cracked countries, aye  yeas  warlesend.

No! no! growled Mr. Jorrocks, kicking out his legs, any of the cut em down and ang em up to dry countries? asked our master, thinking to exterminate Pigg and be done.

Why  no  ar hannut, drawled Pigg, twiddling his hat about. Ah then, youll not do for me, replied our friend, with a supercilious chuck of the chin.

Why, why, sir, replied Pigg, ye ken best.

Ye ken best, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, aloud to himself, adding what a rum beggar it is to be sure.

They then kept eyeing each other again for a while.

Con-founded nuisance, muttered Mr. Jorrocks to himself, not being able to get an untsman, recollecting the boiled lobster, Plaster of Paris Poll Parrot merchant, and other scenes. Con-founded nuisance indeed. Then he thought hed sound Pigg again.

Do you think now, continued he, speaking very slowly, and looking very intently at the applicant. do you think now youre ekle to my place? first-rate establishment, splendid pack of ounds, inwaluable osses, swell country, critical field.

Why, now, its not for me to say, replied Pigg, turning his quid, but ars fond o hunds, and ard de my best te please ye.

Well, thought Mr. Jorrocks, thats summut at all events, let me be master, which is agreeable. Wouldnt ha been so with Mr. Bragg I guess. You can ride Ispose? observed he, addressing the applicant in a more conciliatory tone.

Pigg. Ride! aye, ar wish ard nout else te de.

Mr. Jorrocks. And clean an oss?

Pigg. Aye, ne doubt,  grum him, thats to say.

Youll be werry keen, I spose? said Mr. Jorrocks, brightening as he went.

Ars varra hungry, if thats what ye mean, replied Pigg, after a moments consideration.

No, said Mr. Jorrocks, I means, youll be desperation fond of unting.

Fond o huntin! Oh faith is I  theres nout like huntin.

Dash my vig! so say I, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, still brightening up, so say I! its the real Daffys Elixir! The Cordial Balm o Gilead! The concentrated Essence o Joy!  Vot weight are you? youre long in the leg, continued Mr. Jorrocks, surveying him from head to foot.

Ars lang, but ars leet, replied Pigg, looking down at his spindle shanks, ars sure ar dinna ken what ar weighs  may be elivin stun.

In course youre a bachelor? observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Oh quite, replied Pigg, ar niver fashes the women folk.

Mr. Jorrocks. Vots your pedigree? ow are you bred in fact?

Pigg. A  why  sink  hesitated the speaker, twisting the hat about hurriedly, ar dinna ken nout about that. Ar de believe though, gin ar had me dues, ard be a genlman this day  only ye see, sir, you see, continued he, mar fore elder John, ye see John Pigg, willed away arle wor brass to the Formory, ye see, and left me wi fairly nout. Gin ye gan to the Newcassel Formory, yell see arle aboot it, in great goud letters, clagged agin the walls. Sink! but hed better ha gien me it.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not catching a quarter of this hurried run-together sentence. Humph, repeated he, looking him over attentively, thinking how to get him to speak English. Wot dye say your father was? at length asked he.

Pigg. Ah, ar dinna ken nout about that; ars heard tell ar was dropped some where i Canny Newcassel, but ar niver kenned ne body i the shape o father or friend but mar coosin Deavilboger  youll hav heard tell of mar coosin Deavilboger, ne doot.

Cant say as ow I have, replied Mr. Jorrocks; is he a great man for the unt?

No, deil a bit, laughed Pigg, it was just that we fell out about. Says Deavilboger to me yen mornin, as I was gannin to Gosforth Gates to see the hunds throw off, says he to me says he, If thou doesnt yoke thy cart and gan and lead tormots, thou neednt fash thyself to come back here ony more; arll havne gentlemen sportsmen bout mar farm.

Says ar, to Deavilboger, Deavilboger, says ar, thou surely wadnt grudge a man the matter of a hunt, ar thats always i the way and ready to oblige; but hes a deuce of a man when hes angered is mar coosin Deavilboger, and he swore and cussed that if ar went ar shouldnt come back  A, a, a, how he did swear and cuss  ar really think he didnt leave a part ome uncussed cept my teeth and nails, so ye see we quarrelled and parted ye see.

But hes a good man i the main, is mar coosin Deavilboger, continued Pigg, only he canna bear the hunds, and as sure as iver winter cam round the Deavil an I were sure to have a dust; but thats all done now and ended, so arll always speak well o the ard Deavil, for he was a good frind to me, and gav me monny an ard suit o claes, and monny a half-crown at the Cow Hill and such like times  dare say he gave me this very hat ar hev i my hand, continued Pigg, thrusting out the little chapeau as he spoke.

Can you unt a pack of ounds? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, wishing to get Pigg on to the old tack.

Why now its not for me to say, replied Pigg, but ars used to hunds, and ars fond o hunds, and have travelled all oer the world amaist  Bliss ye, all the sportin gentlemen ken me, King o Hungary and all!

Well, you shall eat as your ungry, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not catching the last sentence, but I wants to know more about you and your pretensions  an untsman holds a conspikious place in the worlds eye, and it beoves an M.F.H. to be werry tickler wotun a one he selects. Tell me now can you holloa?

Hoop, and holloa, and TALLI-HO! exclaimed Pigg, at the top of his voice, his eyes sparkling with animation.

Gently, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, partaking of his enthusiasm, youll frighten the ladies; tell me now, wot wage do you want?

What wage? A ar dinne ken!  well not differ bout the matter o wage  What is ar to de?

Vy, youll have to unt and feed the ounds, clean two osses, look arter the tackle; see that alls on the square, in fact.

Ar can de all that, replied Pigg, and break yeer ard bones into the bargain.

Humph? Werry kind, grunted Mr. Jorrocks.

Ar mean ard kennel bones, explained Pigg, seeing Mr. Jorrocks looked irate.

Oh, I twig, replied our master, resuming his smile, break em for the farmers  for turnip manure, in fact  Well go on bout the wage.

Ard like to have my vittels i the house, if you have ne objection, resumed Pigg,

In the ouse, said Mr. Jorrocks, considering, I doesnt know about that  to be sure you are light i the girth, and dont look like a great grubber, but unting makes one werry ungry.

Bless ye, ar eat nout, replied Pigg, rubbing his hand over his stomach, to show how flat it was, and ard take a vast less wage gin ar were fund in the house.

Mr. Jorrocks. Spose then, we say eighteen pounds, your meat, and a suit of clothes.

Pigg. Say twenty, and arll find mysel,  arve a capital cap ar got in a raffle, and a red coat ard Sebright gave me.

No, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, none of your cast-offs. The Andley Cross ounds must be turned out properly.

Well, then, replied Pigg, you mun hev it your own way; see gi us my arles.

Your wot? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Pigg. My arles! we always get arles i wor country.

Mr. Jorrocks. Wot all your wittles at once?

Pigg. No, man  sir, ar mean  summut to bind bargain like.

Mr. Jorrocks. I twig! See, theres a shillin for you. Now go and get your dinner  be werry keen, mind.

Pigg ducked his head as he took the money, and slouched joyfully out of the room.

Jorrocks then threw himself back in his red morocco huntingchair, hoping he might answer, and wishing that he hadnt been rather precipitate in the bargain. If Pigg didnt suit, his boots wouldnt fit anybody else. Still he looked more promising than any of the others, and Jorrocks hoped he was keen.

It might ha been better praps, said he, as he took up a leg to nurse, and entered upon a study of the ceiling it might ha been better if Id made some inquiries about him  but confound it, wot tradesman can tell anything about an untsman, and who else could I ask? Anythings better nor Bin. bellowin boiled lobsters arter one, or the ounds runnin into Plaster o Paris Poll Parrot merchants. Con-found it, continued Jorrocks, shaking his head, Mr. Payne and Goodhall, and these swells i the cut-me-downs, do the thing so easy, that it makes us fools o natur think we can do the same, but dash my buttons, findin a fox and killin on im are werry different things. Then Jorrockss run-away imagination carried him right into the cut-me-down countries; to Misterton, to Arthingworth, to Bardon Hall with Sir Richard, to Croxton Park with the Belvoir.


CHAPTER XXI. A FRIGHTFUL COLLISION! BECKFORD v. BEN.
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AS OUR FRIEND fancied himself luxuriating in a run with the Cottesmore from the top of Ranks-borough Hill, he was suddenly disturbed by a loud cry of

Murder! Murder! Murder! Here, Sir! Here! and Benjamin came bursting into the room with anger and fear depicted in his face, exclaiming, Please, Sir! here, Sir! that great hugly beasts taken the shoulder o mutton onto his plate, and swears the taters and gravy are good enough for Betsay and me.

Taken the shoulder of mutton onto his plate, repeated Mr. Jorrocks in astonishment, impossible, Binjimin! the man told me he had no appetite at all.

Oh but he has, retorted Benjamin with redoubled energy, and he swears hell pick his teeth with the bone, and break my ead with it when hes done  I never seed such a great hugly beast in all my life.

Vell, Ill go and see arter this, said Mr. Jorrocks, shaking his head, and buttoning up his breeches pockets, as he rose from his chair with the air of a man determined to show fight.



How now! roared Jorrocks, bursting into the kitchen, to the atonishment of James Pigg, who, knife in hand, was cutting away at the shoulder of mutton to the infinite indignation of Betsay, who seemed about to contend for her share of the prog.

How now! repeated Mr. Jorrocks in a still louder voice, which had the effect of making Pigg drop the mutton and jump up from the table.

Didnt you tell me, said Mr. Jorrocks, speaking very slowly at the commencement, and boiling up as he went on, didnt you tell me as ow that you hadnt no happetite, and yet I finds you seizin the meat wots to serve the kitchen for dinner and the parlour for lunch  Vot do you mean by sich haudacity, you great long-legged Scotch sinner?

Ord bliss ye, replied Pigg, ar was nabbut teasin yon bit bowdekite, pointing to Benjamin; mar appetite may be a bit brisker this morn than at most times, for ar had a lang walk, but ar wasnt gannin to eat all the grub; only that bit bastard wad set up his gob, and say ar was to be in onder him, see ar thought ard jist let him see whether or no at startin.

Vell, but, replied Mr. Jorrocks, calmly, but firmly, fightin vont do: I doesnt grudge you the matter o the mutton, but there must be unanimity and concord, or we shallnt kill no foxes. Binjamins a fine bouy, continued he, looking at him, and will fulfil the duties of his station, by which means alone a man can rise to heminence and distinction  hem! get fat and rich, werry great things, hem!  give satisfaction, and gain unbounded applause, hem!  so now jest beave and settle yourselves quietly to your dinners, and dont let me have any more nonsense  saying which Mr. Jorrocks walked deliberately out of the kitchen, and shut the door loudly upon the party. But though our worthy friend had thus apparently settled the difficulty, he was too good a judge not to see the importance of an early understanding between Pigg and Benjamin as to their relative situations; and, as the latter had to be lowered to the advancement of the former, Mr. Jorrocks had to summon all his dexterity to reduce the one without giving a triumph to the other. Not that Ben would have been difficult to replace, or indeed any loss, but Mr. Jorrocks did not like losing all the training he had given him, and which he still flattered himself would work him into a good and cheap servant. Besides, Jorrocks had committed himself to Ben by ordering him another pair of top boots in lieu of the brown paper ones, and it was hopeless expecting to get another pair of legs that they would fit. Mr. Jorrocks knew the boy too well to suppose that he would easily brook having any one put over him, and the way of doing it occupied our masters thoughts all the afternoon, and through his dinner. As the shades of evening were succeeded by winters darkness, and Mr. Jorrocks had emptied his third beaker of brandy and water, he stirred his fire, and rang for candles.

Benjamin speedily appeared, but, instead of allowing the youth to depart upon bringing the composites, he ordered him to take a chair on the other side of the table, and listen to what he had to say. Mr. Jorrocks then arranged the candles so that one threw a light on the boy and the other on his book, without their being too near the fire to suffer from the heat. Thus prepared, he gave the fire a finishing poke, and clearing the voice with a substantial hem! addressed the boy as follows:  

Now, Binjimin, said he, the igh road to fame and to fortin is open to you  there is no saying what keenness, combined with sagacity and cleanliness, may accomplish. You have all the ingredients of a great man about you, and hopportunity only is wantin to dewelope them.

Yez-ir, said Benjamin, assenting to the proposition.

You must eschew tip cat, and marbles, and takin backs from bouys i the streets, continued Mr. Jorrocks, and turn the main-cock o your mind entirely on to what Mr. Delmé Radcliffe well calls the Noble Science.

Yez-ir, assented Benjamin again.

Mr. Jorrocks paused, for it was as far as he had arranged matters in his mind, and the answer rather put him out. Now, Binjimin, at length resumed he, opening his book apparently at random as he spoke, this book is the werry best book wot ever was written, and is worth all other works put together. It is the himmortal Peter Beckfords Thoughts upon Unting. Thoughts upon Unting! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, casting up his eyes to the ceiling, My vig, wot a title! Take any page of the book you like, and its full of reason and genuine substantial knowledge. See! said Mr. Jorrocks, Ive opened it at page 268, and how his opinions tally with my own.

Hegerness and impetuhosity, says he, are such essential parts of this diwersion, that I am never more surprised than when I see a fox-unter without them. Charmin idea! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, looking up again at the ceiling. Dash my vig! how true it is. Whoever heard of a lazy fox-unter? A man may be late for everything  late to bed, late to breakfast, late to the lord mayors show  but if hes a real out-and-outer, hell never be late at the kiver side. Vot, I ax, should be done with a man wot is slack? Wot should be done with a man wot is slack, I axes you, Binjamin? repeated Mr. Jorrocks, after pausing for an answer.

Benjamin was beat for a reply; but seeing his masters glistening optics fixed upon him, he at length drawled out, Dont know Im sure.

Dont know, you beggar! responded Mr. Jorrocks, bristling as he spoke, Ill tell you then, you warmint. He should be ung  choked  tucked up short in fact!

Yez-ir, said Benjamin, quite agreeable.

Now then, continued Mr. Jorrocks, searching in the table of contents for the chapter he wanted, I wants to tell you wot the great Mr. Beckford says about the vipper-in, and I begs youll pay tikler tention to it, for every word deserves to be printed i letters o gold, and then, when you understand the duties o your hoffice, James Pigg and you will go and-in-and together, like the sign of the Mutual Assurance hoffice, and we shall have no more wranglin about shoulders o mutton or whos to have the upper and. Unting is a thing, continued the M.F.H., wot admits of no diwersity of opinion  no diwision of interests. We must be all on one side like the andle of a tin-pot, or like Bridgenorth election. The master, the ounds, and the servants, are one great unity, radiatin from a common centre, like the threads of a Bedfordshire bobbin pillow  hem  and all that sort o thing  Now, continued Mr. Jorrocks, turning to the book, heres the chapter wot I wonts,  No. 9, page one hundred and twenty-two, and again, let me entreat your earnest attention. Mr. Jorrocks then commenced reading as follows:  

With regard to the vipper-in, he should be attentive and obedient to the untsman;  attentive and obedient to the untsman, you hear, Binjimin, that is to say, always on the look-out for orders, and ready to obey them  not anging back, shufflin, and tryin to shirk em, but cheerful and willin; and as his oss, says the immortal author, will probably have most to do, the lighter he is the better, though if he be a good ossman the objection of his weight will be sufficiently counterbalanced.

Then mark what he says  

He must not be conceited.  Thats a beautiful idee, observed Mr. Jorrocks, fixing his eyes on the boy, and one to which I must eartily say ditto.

He must not be conceited! No, indeed he must not, if hes to serve under me, and wishes to scape the quaintance of my big vip. No conceited beggar will ever do for J. J. I had one formerly, continued Mr. Jorrocks, reading on, who, stead of stoppin the ounds as he ought, would try to kill a fox by himself.  This fault is unpardonable.

Dash my vig if it isnt, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, a nasty, dirty, shabby, selfish trick into the bargain. Ow I would trounce a chap wot I caught at that game  Id teach him to kill foxes by himself. But ark to me again, Binjimin.

He should always maintain to the untsmans holloa, and stop such ounds as diwide from it.

Thats excellent sense and plain English, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the boy. He should always maintain to the untsmans holloa. Do ye ear, Binjimin?

Yez-ir, replied the boy.

When stopped, he should get forrard with them, arter the untsman.

Good sense again, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

He must always be content to hact a hunder part.

Mark those words, Binjimin, and let them be engraved on your minds memory.

He must always be content to hact a hunder part. Mr. Jorrocks then omitted the qualifying sentence that follows, and proceeded in his reading.

You have heard me say, that when there is much riot, I prefer an excellent vipper-in to an excellent untsman. The opinion, I believe, is new; I must therefore endeavour to explain it. My meanin is this  that I think I should have better sport, and kill more foxes with a moderate untsman, and an excellent vipper-in, than with the best of untsmen without such an assistant. You will say, perhaps, that a good untsman will make a good vipper-in; not such, however, as I mean;  his talent must be born with him.

His talent must be born with him, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, that is to say, he must have the bump of Fox-un-ta-tiveness werry strongly deweloped;  adding to himself, wonder if that beggar, Binjimin has it. He then resumed his reading.

My reasons are, that good ounds (bad I would not keep),  Nor I, nouther,  observed Mr. Jorrocks,oftener need the one than the other; and genius, which in a vipper-in, if attended by obedience, his first requisite, can do no urt: in an untsman, is a dangerous, though a desirable quality; and if not accompanied with a large share of prudence, and I may say, umility, will oftentimes spoil your sport and urt your ounds. A genleman told me that he heard the famous Will Dean, when his ounds were runnin ard in a line with Daventry, from whence they were at that time many miles distant, swear exceedingly at the vipper-in.

A werry improper proceedin on his part, observed Mr. Jorrocks, without looking off the book.

Sayin, wot business have you ere?  the man was mazed at the question  why dont you know, said Dean, and be bad worded to you, that the great earth at Daventry is open? The man got forward and reached the earth jest time enough to see the fox go in.

Ow provokin, observed Mr. Jorrocks, absolutely distressin  enough to make a Harchbishop swear. Dont know that I ever read any thing more eart-rendin. The ounds most likely been racin and tearin for blood, and then done out ont. Dash my vig if it hadnt been a main earth, Id ha dug him! continued he, thinking the case over.

Presently, a loud snore interrupted our friend, and looking up, Mr. Jorrocks discovered Benjamin sound asleep, with his head hanging over his left shoulder. Shutting the book in disgust, Jorrocks took a deliberate aim at his whipper-ins head, and discharged the volume with such precision, that he knocked the back off the book.

Benjamin then ran roaring out of the room, vowing that Jorrocks had fractured his skull, and that he would take the law of him for it.


CHAPTER XXII. THE CUT-EM-DOWN CAPTAINS.
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HAVING NOW GOT a huntsman, and arranged with Duncan Nevin for mounting him until he fell in with screws of his own, Mr. Jorrocks felt if he had business matters arranged in the City, he would be all ready for a start; business first, and pleasure arterwards, having always been one of his prudential mottoes. Accordingly he slipped down by express-train to the Loopline station, on the Lilywhite and Gravelcoin lines, to meet his traveller (representative as he calls himself) Bugginson, to wet samples, and hear how things were looking in the Lane  and the up-train not fitting cleverly, Mr. Jorrocks repaired to the Imperial Hotel, where, being as an M.F.H., rayther above the commercials, he turned into the sumptuously furnished coffee-room. There he found a couple of regular cut-em-down swells, viz., Captain Arthur Crasher of the Horselydown Hussars, and Captain Blucher Brusher, of the Leatherhead Lancers, carousing after a weeks career with Sir Peregrine Croppers hounds.

Having exchanged their wet hunting things for dry tweeds, and got the weeks thorns out of their legs, they had dined and drowned dull care in a couple of bottles of undeniable, Moet-corked, gooseberry champagne, and were now picking their teeth, twiddling their luxuriant moustaches, and stroking their stomachs with the utmost complacency. Mr. Jorrockss entry rather disturbed them.

Old boys made a mistake, whispered the hussar, raising his eyebrows as our creaking-booted friend deposited his reversible coat and writing-case on the side-board  the captain adding aloud, what shall we have to dwink?

Do us no harm, I des-say, replied Brusher, staring intently at Jorrocks, adding, spose we say clart?

Clart be it, rejoined Crasher, ringing the bell, and presently they had a jug of tolerable St. Jullien, doing duty for Chateau Margaux. The glasses being large, and the measure thick and highly cut, the men of war were not long in discussing its contents, and a second bottle, with an anchovy toast, presently followed.

The captains then began to talk. They were the crack men of their respective regiments, then quartered at Furloughton, each with an admiring knot of his own, and each with the most sovereign contempt of the others prowess. To hear them talk each other over after mess was peculiarly edifying. Well, what the deuce anybody sees in that Crashers equitation, I cant for the life of me imagine! Brusher would exclaim, amongst his own set, Rider! I really think hes the very worst rider I ever set eyes on! Then the hussar would express his opinion of Brusher. Poor Brusher, poor devil! Crasher would say, he is without exception the greatest humbug that ever got on a horse  greatest tailor I ever saw in my life. And so the gallant men turned out each morning full of envy, hatred, and malice, with the fixed determination of cutting each other down, regardless alike of hounds, master, and field. Hark to their conversation!

Well I think I never had a better weeks work, observed Crasher, throwing himself back in his chair, and eyeing Jorrocks, to see what effect the announcement would have upon him. Had sixteen falls in five days.

Sixteen have you? exclaimed Brusher, doubtingly; I didnt think youd had so many. Ive had fifteen.

No, surely! replied Crasher, incredulously.

Yes I have, asserted Brusher, confidently three on Monday, two on Toosday, four on Thursday, three yesterday, and three to-day.

Three to-day! reiterated Crasher.

Yes, three, repeated Brusher.

Ah, but thats reckoning the mill reservoir, observed Crasher.

Well, surely ones entitled to reckon the reservoir  was deuced near drowned.

Well, but I was in the reservoir too, observed Crasher, so that makes me seventeen.

But, mark! I was in first! rejoined Brusher, energetically.

Ah, but you didnt take the stiff post and rail with the yawner out of Cricklewood-spiny though, exclaimed Crasher.

Cause I wasnt there, my dear fellow! replied Brusher; neither did you take the brook at Waterfield Glen, or the stiff stake and rice-bund on the top of Cranfordheel Hill.

Oh! didnt I, my dear feller! thats all you know, sneered Crasher. I took it just after Tom Stots horse all but came back over at it. Help yourself, and lets dwink fox-hunting, continued he, filling a bumper and passing the claret-jug to his friend, or his foe, whichever he considered him.

Ah, fox-untin indeed, grunted old Jorrocks from behind his Times newspaper glad you dont unt with me  should ave to insure all my ounds lives and my own too, I should think.

The captains having done honour to the sport that accommodated them with so much jumping, then commenced a more elaborate calculation on their fingers of the number of falls they had each had, in the midst of which they were interrupted by the rushing of a dark-green corduroy-clad porter into the room, exclaiming, pro bono publico, Please gents! the bus for the height-fifteen train ill be ere in ten minnits! then addressing Captain Crasher, in a lower tone, he said, Pleaz zur, your grum wishes to know if you ave any horders for im afore you goes?

Of c-o-o-o-r-s-e, I have, drawled the captain, pompously napkining his moustache with the greatest coolness, adding send him here.

The porter withdrew, and presently a stiffly-built, blue-coated, stripe-vested, drab-gaitered groom entered, and with a snatch of his fore-lock, placed himself under the gas-lit chandelier.

The following laconic dialogue then ensued between the captain and him, the captain hardly deigning to look at the man, and treating him quite on the word of command principle:  

Captain. Hunt Toosday  Hardriding Hill.

Groom (with another snatch at the fore-lock) Yes, sir.

Captain. Talavera first  Barrosa second.

Groom.  (as before) Yes, sir.

Captain. Or say Barrosa first  Corunna second.

Groom. Yes, sir.

Captain. Wednesday, Lubberfield Park, Salamanca first  Talavera second.

Groom. Yes, sir.

Captain. Thursday, Riddlerough, Toulouse first  Badajoz second.

Groom. Yes, sir.

Captain. Must send on to the Bull at Lushinger.

Groom, lowly and timidly. Please, sir, I shall ave to trouble you for some money, sir.

D  n and b  t! roared the captain, boiling up furiously, didnt I tell you you were only to ask me for money once a month?

Groom, looking confused Well, sir,  but if you dont give me enough to last, sir, what ham I to do, sir?

Do! roared the captain, knitting his brows, and eyeing the man as if he would exterminate him. Do! Do as you did before  go to Mr. Castors, so saying the captain rose from his seat, and dashing his napkin on the floor, bundled the man neck and croup out of the room.

The other captain quickly followed, peeping over the Times as he passed to see whether Jorrocks was laughing, and hurried up stairs, taking three steps at a stridé.

Presently the twang of a horn, the rumbling of wheels, with the bumping of portmanteaus on the stairs and in the passage, announced the coming of the bus, and then the sound of hurrying footsteps was followed by r-e-e-it! and the bang of a door outside, when the renewed thunder of wheels announced that the cut-em-down captains were gone.


CHAPTER XXIII. THE CUT-EM-DOWN CAPTAINS GROOM.

[image: img31.jpg]

GOT A RUMMISH customer there, I guess, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as the groom now re-entered the room to pick up the waifs and strays.

Hev that, replied the groom, grinning, and pocketing a pair of dog-skin gloves and a cigar-case his master had left on the mantel-piece. The groom then made a dash at the nearly emptied claret jug.

Ah, that ill do ye no good, my frind, observed Mr. Jorrocks; that ill do ye no good. See, continued he, eres a shillin for ye  get yourself a glass o summut warm and comfortable  that ill werry likely give you the cholera.

Thank e, sir, replied the man, taking and pocketing the money.

Are you a stoppin ere? asked Mr. Jorrocks, who had now arranged himself with a coat-lap over each arm before the fire.

I ham, replied the man, with a knowing leer, adding cause why?  I cant get away.

Deed, smiled Mr. Jorrocks.

Wot, youre i Shorts Gardens, are ye? whispered he.

Just so, nodded the man. Hup the spout, jerking upwards with his thumb.

I thought he looked like a fast un, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks.

Theyll be avin im fast afore long, Im a thinkin, observed the groom. Mr. Castor ere has wot he calls a lion on his osses for I dont know ow much.

Wot youre standin ere are ye? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes, and ave been these six weeks, at sixpence a quartern for whoats and all other things in like proportion.

In-deed! ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks, thinking he wouldnt like to keep horses on those terms. Well, continued he, thinking it might lead to something, ave ye aught good for anything?

Theyre not bad osses, none on them, replied the groom; all past mark o mouth and all done work, but they can go.

Can they? said Mr. Jorrocks, wondering if they would carry Pigg.

I assure you they can, responded the groom confidently.

Carry weight? asked Mr. Jorrocks in an off-hand sort of way.

Why, I doesnt know that theyd carry you, smiled the man, eyeing our friends substantial form; but theyd carry anything i moderation.

Oh, its not for myself, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, with a frown and a toss of the head; Im a commercial gent, an £ s. d. man, not one o your cut-across country chaps; only, if I could pick up a thing cheap that would ride and go in arness casionally, I wouldnt mind a trifle. But Im not a figurante  not a three figur man at all, added he, far from it  keeps no cats wot dont catch mice.

Well, either of ours will go in arness, replied the groom.

Vot! ave you only two! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, why the man talked as if he ad twenty.

Only two to call our own  our own habsolute own, explained the man the rest are jobs  twelve guineas per lunar month, and precious ard times they ave of it, I can tell ye. He does knock em about, I assure you.

Just then, Castors, the landlord, came to say that Mr. Bugginson had arrived, and availing himself of the introduction, Mr. Jorrocks sought an opportunity, after he got matters arranged with his traveller, for having a little conversation with Castors, beginning on indifferent subjects, and drawing gradually up to the Captain, when, finding the grooms statement pretty well confirmed, Mr. Jorrocks slipped with Castors into the stable to have a look at the nags. Amidst the heaps of clothes and straw in which they were enveloped, our master found pretty good, though abused legs and big hocks, and after observing that hed seen wuss osses, he quietly withdrew arm in arm with the landlord.

You see, said Jorrocks, in an under tone, Im only a tradesman  a post-hoffice directory, not a peerage man  and I doesnt give extravagant, out o the way prices for nothin  least of all for osses, but if it so appens as you spects that these quads o the captins come to grief, why I wouldnt mind takin of them at a low moderate figur  twenty, or five-and-twenty pund praps  or maybe hup to thirty  jest cordin as they looked out o doors by day-light, sooner nor they should be degraded i the bus or get into an old oomans cruelty-wan.

Just so, sir, replied Castors, thinking it well to have a customer in view.

As to their untin qualities, continued Mr. Jorrocks, with a pshaw and a pish, I doesnt look at em at all i that light. Its no commendation to a man wot wants an oss for his chay to be hoffered one that can jump hover the moon.

Certainly not, replied Castors, who sat a horse with firmness, ease, and grace, until he began to move, when he generally tumbled off.

So, continued Jorrocks, if you find yourself in a fix, you know where to send to, our friend diving into his pocket as he spoke, and fishing out an enormous steel-clasped, purple-backed, bill-case, from whence he selected one of his city cards, Jorrocks & Co., Grocers and Tea Dealers, St. Botolphs Lane, and presented it to Castors, who received it with a bow. They then passed by a side-door into the bar, where successive beakers of brandy and water beguiled the time and caused Mr. Jorrocks to be very late, or rather very early (past three A. M.) in getting back to Handley Cross.


CHAPTER XXIV. BELINDAS BEAU.
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AS MR. JORROCKS sat at a late breakfast  his wigless aching head enveloped in a damp towel  the pawing of a horse at the trellised archway of Diana Lodge, caused him to look up from his well-spread table to reconnoitre the movement.

Dash my vig, if here baint Stobbs! exclaimed he, jumping up in ecstacy, and bolting his bottom piece of muffin.

Stobbs! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, rushing to the eagle-topped mirror.

Stobbs! ejaculated Belinda, almost involuntarily, with a blush and a smile, and Jorrocks ran foul of Betsy in the passage, as she came to announce that Mr. Stobbs was at the gate.

Charley Stobbs was just four-and-twenty  handsome, lively, and gay, he was welcome wherever he went. In height he was just five feet ten, full-limbed, but not coarse, with a cleanness of make and shape that bespoke strength and muscular activity. His dark brown hair clustered in unstudied locks upon a lofty forehead, while bright brown eyes beamed through the long fringes, giving life and animation to an open intelligent countenance.

Charles was the only son of a rich Yorkshire yeoman  of a man who, clinging to the style of his ancestors, called himself gentleman instead of esquire  Gentlemen they had been styled for many generations, and son had succeeded sire without wishing for a change.

The old lattice-windowed manor-house, substantial and stone-roofed, stood amid lofty oaks, upon a gentle eminence above the bend of a rapid river  myriads of rooks nestled in the branches, and the rich meadows around were studded with gigantic oaks, and venerable weather-beaten firs. The finest flocks and herds grazed in the pastures, ducks were on the pond, pigs and geese revelled in the stubbles, while the spacious yard at the back of the house contained Dorking fowls, the finest turkeys, and the best of cows. Old Stobbs was in short a gentleman farmer. His wife had been dead some years, and Charles and a daughter were the only ties that bound him to the world.

The laudable desire of seeing ones son better than ones self, induced old Stobbs to give Charles a good education, not that he sent him to college, but he placed him at a good Yorkshire school, which, just as he was leaving, and the old gentleman was wondering what to make of him, he happened, while serving at York assizes, to be struck with the easy eloquence or grand tongue, as the country people call it, of a neighbours son, whom he remembered a most unpromising boy, that he determined to see if Charles would not train from the saddle and gun and make a grand-tongued barrister too.

Having ascertained the line of study that gentleman had pursued, in due course, old Stobbs and his son started for London, and after a weeks sight-seeing, during which they each had their pockets picked half a dozen times while staring into shop windows, they found themselves one fine morning at the chambers of the great Mr. Twister, in Lincolns Inn Square.

Mr. Twister was one of those legal nuisances called conveyancers, whom it is to be hoped some contrivance will be found to extinguish, and he could find a loop-hole for an unwilling purchaser to creep out at in the very best of titles. Having plenty to do himself, he took as many pupils as ever he could get, to help each other to do nothing. Each of these paid him a hundred guineas a year, in return for which they had the run of a dingey, carpetless room, the use of some repulsive-looking desks, and liberty to copy twenty volumes of manuscript precedents, that the great Mr. Twister had copied himself when a pupil with great Mr. somebody else.

The chapel clock was striking nine as father and son entered the dismal precincts of Lincolns Inn, and before they got to the uncouth outer door that shuts in the chambers set, the great conveyancer had handed his old mackintosh to his bustling clerk, and was pulling a little brown wig straight, preparatory to setting to for the day. The newly-lit fire shed a scanty ray over the cheerless, comfortless apartment, which was fitted up with a large library-table piled with red-taped dusty papers, the representatives most likely of many thousand acres of land, and a rag of a carpet under it, three or four faded morocco chairs, and a large glass book-case, with a twenty year old almanack flopping in front.

Good morning, gentlemen, said the parchment-faced old man, as the clerk ushered the fresh fly into the spiders web. Hope to make your better acquaintance, bowing to each.

Old Stobbs would have sat down and told Twister all hopes and fears, but the latter, though a voluminous conveyancer, was a concise conversationalist, and soon cut short the dialogue by looking at his watch and producing a little red volume indorsed CASH BOOK, he politely inquired what Christian name he should enter, and then observing that his clerk would receive the fee, and show Mr. Charles what to do, he civilly bowed them into the outer room.

Contrasting Twisters brevity with his country solicitors loquacity, old Stobbs told over his hundred guineas to Mr. Bowker, the aforesaid clerk; and just as he was leaving Lincolns Inn, his mind received consolation for the otherwise unpromising investment, by seeing the Lord Chancellor arrive in his coach, and enter his court, preceded by the mace and other glittering insignia of office. Who knows, thought old Stobbs to himself, but Charles may some day occupy that throne; and an indistinct vision flitted across the old mans mind, of stuffing the woolsack with the produce of his own sheep.

Shortly after, with an aching heart and fervent prayers for his sons happiness, the old gentleman returned to Yorkshire; and Charles, having removed his portmanteau from the Piazza to a first-floor lodging in Hadlow Street, Burton Crescent, made his second appearance at the chambers of Mr. Twister.



Oh, its you! exclaimed Mr. Bowker, answering the gentle rat-tat-tat at the outer door, come in, Sir, come in  no occasion to knock!  No ceremony!  Paid your footing you know  One of us.

Mr. Bowker, or Bill Bowker, as he was generally called, was a stout, square-built, ruddy-complexioned, yellow-haired, bustling, middle-aged man, with a great taste for flash clothes and jewellery. On the present occasion, he sported a smart nut-brown coat, with a velvet collar; a sky-blue satin stock, secured by numerous pins and brooches; a double-breasted red tartan waistcoat, well laid back; with brownish drab stockingnette pantaloons, and Hessian boots. A great bunch of Mosaic seals dangled from a massive chain of the same material; and a cut steel guard, one passing over his waistcoat, secured a pair of mother-of-pearl-cased eye-glasses, though Bill was not in the least short-sighted.

Youre early, said Bowker, as Charles deposited a dripping umbrella in the stand. You dont look like a sap either, added he, eyeing Charles in a free and easy sort of way, for Bill was a real impudent fellow.

What is the right hour? inquired Charles, with a schoolboy sort of air.

Right hour? exclaimed Bill, any time you like  saps come at opening, others at noon, the honourable not till afternoon. There are two chaps copying precedents now, that the laundress left here at ten last night  (tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, went a little hand bell). Theres the old file himself, observed Bill, bundling off, adding, as he went, be back to you directly.



Confound these covenants for quiet enjoyment! muttered he, returning and opening a pigeon-holed cupboard, labelled like the drawers against a chemists shop wall with all sorts of titles; I get no quiet enjoyment for them, I know. One, two, three  there  three and one left, returning a few sheets of manuscript to their hole, free from incumbrances. Wish I was, thought Bill and for further assurance  one, two, three, counted Bill, now lets see if hell have the further assurance to ask for any more to-day.



Well now, what can I do for you? inquired he, returning from the delivery of his common forms. Theres Squelchbacks settlement, that most pupils copy  five hundred pages! Great precedent! produced ten issues, an arbitration, and a Chancery suit.

But I think Ive something in my pee-jacket that will suit you better, observed Bill, taking up a great coarse large-buttoned pilot jacket, and producing a paper from the pocket. There, said he, opening it out, theres Bells Life in London; youll see a letter from me signed Ajax. Bring it back when youve done, and dont let the Honourable catch it or hell burn it. Saying which, Bill presented our pupil with the paper, and opening the door of an adjoining apartment, ushered Charles into a room on the right, in which sat two youths in very seedy, out at elbow coats, copying away out of manuscript books.

Mr. Stobbs, gentleman! exclaimed Bill with an air of importance, Mr. Frost, Mr. Stobbs; Mr. Stobbs, Mr. Frost; Mr. Jones, Mr. Stobbs; Mr. Stobbs, Mr. Jones.

Mr. Frost and Mr. Jones half rose from their chairs, and greeted Mr. Stobbs much in the manner of debtors receiving a chum into their already over-crowded apartment. Frost and Jones were both working men; with their ways to make in the world, they had paid their hundred guineas for a high-sounding name, and betaken themselves to the mechanical drudgery of precedent copying, with an industry worthy of a better direction.

Stobbss early appearance at chambers inspired hopes that he was going to be a working man, but the sight of Bells Life demolished the idea, and the conversation died out as the pupils gradually resumed their weary occupations.

The Life was uncommonly lively that morning; there had been a great fight at No Mans Land, between Big-headed Bob and the Pet of the Fancy, which appeared in the glowing language in which poor Vincent Dowling, as good a man as ever lived, used to clothe his pugilistic accounts. How Big-head was caught, and his nob put in chancery, how he sent the Pets teeth down his trap in return, how both were floored, and picked up by their seconds with their claret corks out.

Then there was a host of correspondence; complaints against stewards; accounts of races; hints to judges; and Ajaxs letter, in which he assumed the toga of his master, and dating from Lincolns Inn, gave some very queer law respecting landlord and tenant. The challenges too were numerous. Ugly Borrock of Bristol would eat boiled mutton and turnips with any man in England; Tom Jumper had a terrier he would match against any dog of his weight for ten sovereigns, to be heard of at the Jews Harp, City Road; Joe Scamp could be backed to whistle; Tom King to run on all fours; and the Lord knows what else.

The advertisements, too, were peculiar. In addition to the usual inquiry after hounds, and offers of horses, there were a suit of Daniel Lamberts clothes for sale, a preserved boa constrictor serpent, notice of vocalisation and frontal-frapidigitation, and the meeting of the judge and jury society at the Coal-hole.

Charles kept reading and wondering, amid occasional interruptions from the arrival and introduction of pupils. They were mostly gentlemenly men, somewhat choked into idleness by the prolixity of Squelchbacks settlement. Indeed, their chief claims to the title of reading men consisted in the perusal of the newspapers, of which old Twister furnished the Times, and they clubbed together for the Chronicle. Bowkers Life was well-known, and what with it and a pair of cord trousers Charles had on, they made up their minds that he was a sporting gent.

Between twelve and one oclock, all the gentlemen, except the honourable, had arrived, and the old question of fire or no fire was broached. This had been an open question in the chambers ever since old Twister commenced taking double the number of pupils the room would accommodate, and as it furnished great scope for eloquence and idleness, the debate frequently lasted a couple of hours, during which time the Saps used to sneak out to dinner, generally getting back in time to vote. This day they stayed, expecting the new pupil would hold forth, but he was so absorbed with Bells Life, that when called upon by the chair, he gave a silent vote; and just as Bill Bowker answered the bell, and let off his old joke about issuing a fiery facias, the honourable arrived, and the room was full.

The Hon. Henry Lollington, the ninth son of an Earl, was quite a used-up west-end man. He was a tall, drawling, dancing sort of a man, in great request at balls, and had a perfect abhorrence of any thing coarse or common-place. He was a mortal enemy to Mr. Bowker, whom he kept at arms length, instead of treating as an equal as some of the pupils did.

Mr. Bowkar, drawled he, as he encountered that worthy in the passage, bring me a piece of papar, and let me give you orders about my lettars  Im going to Bath.

Yes, my Lud! responded Bill, in a loud tone, to let Charles hear what a great man they had among them.

Dem you, Mr. Bowkar, Im not a Lord, responded the Hon. Mr. Lollington.

Beg pardon, my Lud! replied the imperturbable Bill, bustling out.

xsCharles at this moment had got into the notices to correspondents, and was chuckling at their humorous originality:  

Suppose one man to wilfully fire at another with intention of taking away his life, but accidentally misses his aim and kills another, will the laws of our country find this man guilty of wilful murder? asked a correspondent.

No, replied the Editor, but a jury will, and he will be comfortably hanged.

A snake is not a barber, although he curls. The querist is not snake-headed, was the answer to another.

We are not aware that a negro boiled, turns white. If Niger will boil one of his children and it turns black, the problem will be solved, he observed to another.

J. G.  The respectable class of servants alluded to, are very properly employed in turning the mangle; we wish, in their leisure hours, they would turn J. G. inside out.

The best cure for carbuncles is to rub them with cheese, and sleep in the domicile of mice, who will eat them off in a night.

The masculine for flirt is cock flirt, if there be such a wretch.

Apropos.  Hand-shaking is vulgar in polite society upon merely meeting ladies. Pay your respects to the ladies first, married before single.

Magdalen.  A gentleman may jilt as well as a lady.

The following American story graced the columns of general information:  

The Negro and the Cheese.  The Boston Post says, that up at the westend of that city there is a good-natured, fun-making negro, named Parsis, who hovers round the grocery stores in that neighbourhood rather more than is desirable. Like many other gentlemen of colour, he prides himself upon the thickness of his skull, and he is always up for a bet upon his butting powers, and well he may be, for his head is hard enough for a battering-ram. The other day he made a bet in a store that he could butt in the head of a flour-barrel, and he succeeded. He then took up a bet to drive it through a very large cheese, which was to be covered with a crash-cloth to keep his wool clear of cheese-crumbs. The cheese, thus enveloped, was placed in a proper position, and Parsis starting off like a locomotive, buried his head up to his ears in the inviting target. Parsis now began to feel himself irresistible, and talked up purty considerable. A plan, however, was soon contrived to take the conceit out of him. There being some grindstones in the store for sale, one of them was privately taken up, and wrapped up in the same manner as the cheese had been, and looked precisely as if it were a second cheese, and Parsis readily took another bet for 9d. that he would butt his head through it as easy as he had sent it through the first. The interest of the spectators in the operation became intense. Everything was carefully adjusted, and upon the word being given, Parsis darted like an arrow at the ambush grind-stone; he struck it fair in the centre, and in the next instant lay sprawling on the floor, upon which he recoiled. For some minutes he lay speechless, and then he raised himself slowly on his knees, and scratching his head, said, with a squirming voice, Bery hard cheese dat, massa! Dey skim de milk too much altogether before dey make him, dats a fact.

At length, amid many chuckles, having fairly exhausted its contents, in compliance with Bill Bowkers request, Charles left the room for the purpose of returning his paper. As he departed, Mr. Lollington eyed him through his glass, and with an air of well-feigned astonishment, exclaimed, as Charles closed the door,

Surely, weve got the Tipton Slasher among us!

Well, said Bill Bowker, flourishing his great mosaic seals, as he received the paper from Charles, thats something like, isnt it? And how do you like the Honourable? By the way, I forgot to introduce you! Never mind, soon get acquainted  manner against him  but a good-hearted fellow when you know him. Saw him give a gal half-a-crown once for picking up his glove  noble, wasnt it? Your fiddle-strings will begin to grumble, I guess, for want of your dinner, and by the way, that reminds me, if you havnt got yourself suited for lodging, we have an excellent first-floor disengaged, and Mrs. B. and her sister will be happy to do for you.  Smart gal!  Dances at the Cobourg; and thereupon Bill, who had exchanged his fine brown coat for a little grey thing that seemed undetermined whether to be a jacket or a coat, kimbod his arms, pointed his toe, and pirouetted in the middle of his office.

Charles replied, that he had just taken lodgings in Hadlow Street.

What, at the feather-makers? inquired Bowker, balancing on one leg.

No, replied Charles; at Mrs. Halls, a widow womans, number twenty something.

I know her! exclaimed Bill, resuming both feet, left-hand side of the way, going up  D  d bitch she is, too (aside); pawned her last lodgers linen  Well, perhaps youll bear us in mind, in case she dont suit  Quiet house  no children  private door  sneck key  social party. Youll find London deuced dull without acquaintance.

This last observation came home with uncommon keenness, for Charles had begun to feel the full force of that London loneliness, which damps the spirit of many an ardent genius from the country. At their own market town of Boroughbridge, he met familiar faces at every turn, while, in London, all hurried on, or looked as they would at an indifferent object  a dog or a post. The style of living too disgusted him.

Instead of the comfortable well-stored table, and cheerful fire, he had been accustomed to at home, he had to stew into hot chop-houses, where they doled out their dinners in portions, and a frowsy waiter kept whisking a duster, to get him away the moment his dinner was done. The dull freedom of manhood did not compensate for the joyousness of boyish restraint.

Mr. Bowker did not give him much time for reflection Should have been glad to have taken you to the Cobourg to-night, observed he, but have a particular engagement, and that reminds me, I must get one of our saps to answer the door when I go, for I must be off before seven. Have to meet a particular friend of mine, a great fox-hunter, to introduce him at the Blue Dragon Yard, where he wants to choose a terrier for the great hunt in Surrey he belongs to. Des say I could take you if you liked?

Charles had a taste for terriers, and no taste for his own society, and without ascertaining what Bowkers offer amounted to, he gladly accepted it, and just as that worthy had fixed for him to meet him at his snuff and cigar warehouse in Eagle Street, Red Lion Square, old Snarle tinkled the bell for his biscuit, and Charles returned to the pupils room.

Having settled, on the motion of Mr. Lollington, that Charles was a snob, he met with little encouragement from his brother pupils. They answered his questions, and were civil, but that was all. There was no approach to sociality, and as a dirty, slip-shod straw-bonneted hag of a laundress scattered some block tin candlesticks with thick-wicked candles about the pupils room, Charles repaired to a neighbouring chop-house, to kill time, until he was due at Mr. Bowkers.



At the appointed hour, a fan-tailed gas-light revolving between miniature negroes, stopped his progress up the poverty-stricken region of Eagle Street, and looking up Bowker and Cos Wholesale and Retail Snuff Warehouse, figured in gilt capitals above the shop-front, while a further notification of The Trade Supplied, appeared in the window, though the coal-shed, milk shop, pawn-broking, huck-stering appearance of the dirty, narrow, irregularly built street, gave a palpable contradiction to the assertion. Large gilt-lettered barrels were ranged along the walls and floor of the shop, and the lower part of the window was strewed with snuff-boxes, Meerschams, loose cigars, and wooden rolls of tobacco.

Come in! exclaimed a female voice, through the sash-door, drawing a green curtain aside, and showing a fire in the little back parlour  as Charley hesitated about entering, on seeing the shop empty Oh, its Mr. Stobbs! continued the voice, and a fine fat tawdry woman in ringlets and a yellow gauze gown with short sleeves, made her appearance. The pleasure of being recognised in London was grateful, and Charley readily accepted the ladys invitation to enter and sit down.

Billll be here presently, observed she, sweeping a handful of filbert shells off the green baize table cover, and throwing them on to the fire. Take a glass of brandy, said she, handing a tumbler off a side table, and passing the bottle to Charley, to help himself and replenish her glass.

Ot with? or cold without? inquired Mrs. Bowker, pointing to a little black kettle singing on the stand on the upper bar of the fire.

Charles took hot with, and so did Mrs. Bowker; and the handsome dancer from the Cobourg coming in, they all had hot together.

Is Stobbs here? now exclaimed Bowker, bursting into the shop, with his pea-jacket collar up to his ears, and a low-crowned broad-brimmed hat on his head. Ah, you rogue!  what, youve found your way to the ladies, have you? continued he, throwing open the sash-door. Well, sorry to interrupt you, but my friends awaiting, so come along and renew your acquaintance here another time. Always happy to see you, you know. Charles bid his fair friends a hasty adieu, and Bowker, thrusting his arm through his, led the way along Eagle Street to the turning down of Dean Street. Under the lamp at the Holborn end, stood a man in shape, make, and dress, the exact counterpart of Bowker. Low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, pea-jacket up to his ears, tights, and Hessian boots, too.

Sorry to have kept you waiting, sir, said Bowker, in the most respectful tone, as he approached the figure. Allow me to introduce my friend Mr. Stobbs  Yorkshire gentleman, sir, of great property  Mr. Stobbs, Mr. Jorrocks; Mr. Jorrocks, Mr. Stobbs, adding, sotto voce, to Stobbs, member of the Right Worshipful Company of Grocers.

Mr. Jorrocks raised his hat, and Mr. Stobbs did the same, and then Bowker, offering an arm to each, they proceeded on their way.

High Holborn, what with its carts, coaches, busses, and general traffic, affords little opportunity for conversation, and it was as much as the trio could do to keep their place on the flags.

Cross here, observed Mr. Bowker, as they neared the narrower part of the street, and passing under an archway, they suddenly entered upon darkness.

Savage yells, mingled with the worrying, barking, and howling of dogs, issued from the upper part of a building on the right, and Bowker with difficulty made himself heard as he hallooed for Slender Bill.

I opes its all right, observed Mr. Jorrocks, twisting his watch in his fob, and tripping over a heap of something that lay in his way.

O, all right, I assure you, sir, replied Bowker, tripping up also. Confound the rascals, continued he, near as a toucher broke my neck.

Slender, A-hooi! roared he, after three or four ineffectual holloas. Coming master! coming! exclaimed a voice, and a person appeared on the top of a step-ladder, holding a blacking bottle, with a candle stuck in the neck.

Come, Billy! come! exclaimed Mr. Bowker, peevishly, didnt I tell you to be on the look-out for company, and here youre letting us break our necks in the dark: pretty way to treat gents: show a light, come!

Billy, all apologies, tripped down the ladder, and holding the candle low enough to discover the steps, crawled backwards, followed by Mr. Bowker and his party.

Whats to pay? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, as he reached the landing, of a forbidding-looking one-eyed hag, sitting in a little curtained corner, partitioned from the scene of action by a frowsy green counterpane.

O, Mr. Bowkers free here, observed Bill to his gentle wife, drawing aside the curtain, and exhibiting the interior. What a scene presented itself! From the centre of the unceiled hugely rafted roof of a spacious building, hung an iron hoop, stuck round with various lengths of tallow candles, lighting an oval pit, in which two savage bull-dogs were rolling and tearing each other about, under the auspices of their coatless masters, who stood at either end applauding their exertions. A vast concourse of ruffianly spectators occupied the benches rising gradually from the pit towards the rafters, along which some were carelessly stretched, lost in ecstasy at the scene below.

Ponderous draymen, in coloured plush breeches, with their enormous calves clad in dirty white cotton stockings, sat with their red-cappd heads resting on their hands, or uproariously applauding as their favourite got the turn. Smithfield drovers, with their badges and knotty clubs; huge coated hackney coachmen; coatless butchers boys; dingy dustmen, with their great sou-westers; sailors, with their pipes; and Jews, with oranges, were mingled with Cyprians of the lowest order, dissolute boys, swell pickpockets, and a few simple countrymen. At the far end of the loft, a partition concealed from view, bears, badgers, and innumerable bull-dogs; while gentlemen of the fancy sat with the great round heads, and glaring eye-balls of others between their knees straining of their turn in the pit. The yells and screams of the spectators, the baying of the dogs, the growling of the bears, the worrying of the combatants, and the appearance of the company, caused a shudder through the frames of Mr. Jorrocks and the Yorkshireman.

A volley of yells and plaudits rent the building, as the white dog pinned the brindled one for the fourteenth time, and the lacerated animal refused to come to the scratch, and as the pit was cleared for a fresh set-to, Slender Billy, with a mildness of manner contrasting with the rudeness of the scene, passed our party on, and turned out two coal-heavers and a ticket-porter, to place them advantageously near the centre. This was a signal for renewed uproar.

Make vay for the real swells wot pay! roared a stentorian voice from the rafters.

Crikey, its the Lord Mayor! responded a shrill one from below.

Does your mother know youre out? inquired a squeaking voice just behind.

Theres a brace of plummy ones; exclaimed another, as Bowker and Jorrocks stood up together.

Luff, there! Luff! be serene! exclaimed Slender Billy, stepping into the centre of the pit, making a sign that had the effect of restoring order on the instant. Three cheers for the Captain were then called for by some friend of Bowkers, as he opened his pea-jacket; and while they were in course of payment, two more bull-dogs entered the pit, and the sports were resumed. After several dog-fights, Billys accomplished daughter lugged in a bear, which Billy fastened by his chain to a ring in the centre of the pit.

Any gentleman, said he, looking round, may have a run at this ere hanimal for sixpence; but though many dogs struggled to get at him, they almost all turned tail, on finding themselves solus with Bruin. Those that did seize were speedily disposed of, and the company being satisfied, the bear took his departure, and Billy announced the badger as the next performer.

Slender Billys boy, a lad of nine years old, had the first run at him, and brought the badger out in his mouth, after which it was drawn by terriers at so much a run, during which Mr. Jorrocks criticised their performances, and with the aid of Charley Stobbs succeeded in selecting one for the glorious old Surrey.

But enough of Slender Billy and his bull-dogs. He was a well-known character, but all we have to do with him just now is as the medium of introduction between Jorrocks and Stobbs. That introduction ripened into intimacy, and many were the excursion our friends had together, Jorrocks finding cash, and the Yorkshireman company. But for Jorrocks, and perhaps Belinda, Stobbs would very soon have left the law, whose crotchety quibbles are enough to disgust any one with a taste for truth and straightforward riding; and this lengthened episode brings us back to the point from which we started, namely, Charleys arrival at Handley Cross.

Ow are ye, my lad o wax? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, bouncing out in his sky-blue dressing-gown and slippers, as Charley appeared at the garden-gate, where we have most unceremoniously kept him standing during his introduction.

Delighted to see you! continued Mr. Jorrocks, wringing his hand, and hopping about on one leg; most appy indeed! Bed for yourself  stable for your oss; all sung and comfey, in fact. Binjimin!  I say, Binjimin!

Coming, sir!  coming! replied the boy, setting himself into a fustain coat.

Take this ere oss to the stable, and bid Pigg treat him as one of his own  warm stall  thick blanket  lots o straw  and crushed corn without end. Now, come in, said he to Stobbs, and get some grub; and lets ear all about it. In then they bundled together.

Pretty Belinda took Charless proffered hand with a blush, and Mrs. Jorrocks re-entered the room in a clean cap and collar just as the trio were settling into seats. What a burst of inquiries followed!

Ows the dad? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Ow did you come? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

How is your sister? half whispered Belinda.

Where have you been since we last saw you? was demanded before Stobbs had answered any of the preceding, and a great cry of conversation was got up.

In the evening Mr. Jorrocks celebrated the event with a couple of bottles of fine fruity port, and a night-cap of the usual beverage B. and W. as he briefly designates his brandy and water.


CHAPTER XXV. MR. JORROCKS AT EARTH.
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OUR MASTER TOOK a cooling draught  a couple of Seidlitz powders  the next morning, intending to lie at earth as he said, and was later than usual in getting down stairs. Stobbs improved his opportunity, and got sixteen kisses of Belinda, according to Bens reckoning, who was listening outside, ere Mrs. Jorrocks made her appearance either. A voluminous correspondence  a weeks St. Botolphs-lane letters, and many private ones, some about hounds, some about horses, awaited our masters descent. The first he opened was the following from our old friend Dick Bragg:  

London.

Dear Mr. J.,

Though I fear it may involve a charge of fickleness, I feel it due to myself to make the following communication:  

The fact of my having offered my services to you having transpired, I have been so persecuted with remonstrances from those whose judgment and good opinion I value, and representations of the impolicy of accepting office, other than in similar administrations to those I have heretofore co-operated with, that I really have no alternative but most respectfully to request that you will allow me to withdraw my previous communication. It is, I assure you, with great reluctance that I make this announcement, knowing, as I do, by sad experience, the difficulty there is in obtaining talent even under the most favourable circumstances, let alone in the middle of a season, when every body worth having is taken up; but it is one of those casualties that cannot be helped, and, in making this communication, allow me to assure you, Sir, that I shall always speak of you with respect, Sir  yes, Sir, I shall always speak of you with respect, Sir, and esteem you, Sir, as an upright gentleman and a downright fox-hunter. Allow me to subscribe myself,

Yours very faithfully,

Rich. Bragg.

To  Jorrockes, Esquire, Handley Cross.

Ah! Rich. Bragg indeed, grunted Mr. Jorrocks when he read it, you must think Ive a deal more o the Michaelmas bird i me than I ave to believe you wrote this afore you got my letter. There, Batsay, said he, as the handsome maid now entered with the hissing urn, take that, handing it to her, and make curl-papers ont, and dont you be so eavy on my witey-brown.

The next letter he selected was from Mr. Bowker.

Lincolns Inn, London.

Dear Sir,

On calling to pay The Life for your advertisement of A hunting-man wanted, he expressed a wish for you to contribute information respecting the sport with your hounds; and, knowing I had the honour of acquaintance, he wished me to sound you on the subject. He says he gets lots of pot-house accounts of stag, and bag fox-hunting, with harriers, and such like rubbish; but what he wants is real sporting accounts of runs with superior establishments like yours. An editor, you know, cant be everywhere, or he would like to have a horse in every hunt in the kingdom; but he says if you would have the kindness to furnish off-hand accounts, he would spice them up with learning and Latin. He has Moores Dictionary of Quotations, and can come the classical quite as strong as the great Mr. Pomponius Ego, whom they reckon the top-sawyer in that line. Some gentlemen, The Life says, send their accounts to a third party, to be copied and forwarded as from an indifferent person; but that consumes time without answering a good end, as the utmost secrecy may be relied upon, and The Life is most particular in combing them into English. In short, gentlemen unaccustomed to public writing may forward their accounts to him with perfect confidence.

You will be sorry to hear the Slender is in trouble. He had long been suspected of certain spiritual runnings, in the shape of an illicit still, at the back of his horse-slaughtering premises in Copenhagen Fields, and an exciseman was despatched last Thursday to watch, and, if necessary, take him. Somehow or other the exciseman has never cast up again, and poor Billy has been taken up on suspicion of having sent him to that bourne from whence no traveller returns. I hope he has not, but time will show.

Susan Slummers has cut the Cobourg, and got engaged at Sadlers Wells, under the name of Clarissa Howard. I said if she was choosing a name, she might as well take a good one: she is to do genteel comedy, and is not to be called upon to paint black or wear tights. Her legs have got rather gummy of late, from too constant strain on the sinews, and the manager wanted to reduce her salary, and Susan kicked in consequence; and this reminds me that I have seen a blister in your stable  Jamess or Joness, I forget which  that your groom, Benjamin, told me you applied to horses legs when they are enlarged. Might I take the liberty of asking if you think it would be beneficially applied in this case?

As I presume from a letter I had from Mr. Stobbs the other day that he will be with you by this time, perhaps you will have the kindness to inform him that Mrs. B. will send his baccy by the early train tomorrow, along with your Seidlitz powders, so as to make one parcel do. Old Twists business is sadly fallen off  my fees have diminished a third  though my twist hasnt. We have only half the number of pupils we had. That, however, makes no difference to me, as I never got anything from them but sauce. I hope Mrs. and Miss Jorrocks are enjoying the pure air of Handley Cross. We are enjoying a dense yellow fog here  so thick and so damp, that the gas-lights, which have been burning all day, are hardly visible; I tripped over a child at the corner of Chancery Lane, and pitched head foremost into an old chestnut-womans roasting oven.

By the way, I read an advertisement in a north country paper the other day, of the eatage of the fog in a park to let. I wish some one would take the eatage of it here; hed get a good bellyful, Im sure. Adieu. Excuse haste and a bad pen, as the pig said when he ran away from the butcher; and believe me to remain,

Dear Sir,

Yours most respectfully,

Wm. Bowker.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.

Master of Fox-Hounds, &c. &c.

Handley Cross Spa.

Then before Mr. Jorrocks got half through his city letters and made his pencil observations thereupon  who to do business with, whose respectability to inquire into, who to dun, who to decline dealing with, the gossiping Handley Cross Paul Pry, with its list of arrivals, fashionable millinery, dental surgery advertisements, &c., having passed the ordeal of the kitchen, made its appearance with the following important announcement:  

The Handley Cross (Mr. Jorrockss) Fox-Hounds

Will meet on Wednesday at the Round of Beef and Carrots, Apple-dove-road, and on Saturday at the Mountain Daisy, near Hookeys Hutch, each day at ten oclock.

N.B. These hounds will hunt and Fridays, with an occasional bye on the Wednesdays in future.

Why youre advertising, I see! exclaimed Charley, on reading the above.

I am, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a grin, comin it strong, arnt I?

Very, replied Stobbs, three days a week  will want a good many horses for that.

O, I shant be much troubled on the Wednesdays, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks; shall jest make that long or short cordin as it suits.

But youll go out I spose, observed Stobbs.

In course, replied Jorrocks. In course  only I shall go out at my own hour  may be height, may be sivin, may be as soon as we can see. Not many o these waterin place birds thatll get hup for an unt, only ye see as I wants their money, I must give them walue received  or summut like it; but theres nothing like the mornin for makin the foxes ery Capevi! added he, with a grin of delight.

Nothing, asented Stobbs.

Well ave some rare chiveys! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, his eyes glistening as he spoke.

Hope so, replied Stobbs, adding, lets give them a trot out to-day.

To-day, mused our master to-day, repeated he, thrusting his hands deep in his pockets, and then taking a dry shave of his chin couldnt well go out to-day. To-morrow if you like  got a lot o letters to write and things to do  not quite right nouther  feel as if Id eat a hat or a pair o worsted stockins.

To-morrow will be too near your regular day, observed Stobbs.

Ah, true, so it would, assented Mr. Jorrocks, thinking he must attend to appearances at first, at all events.

Better give them a round to-day, continued Stobbs, returning to his point.

Not prepared, mused Jorrocks not prepared. Pigg hasnt got himself fettled oop yet, as he calls it.

Oh yes he has, replied Stobbs saw him trying on his tops as I came down stairs, and his red coat and waistcoat were lying on the kitchen table.

Indeed, replied Mr. Jorrocks wonder ow he looks in em. Only a hugly beggar out on em.

Hes a varmint looking chap, observed Stobbs.

Yes, he is, assented Mr. Jorrocks; ope hes keen.

Hows Ben off that way? asked Stobbs.

Oh, Bins a fine bouy. observed Jorrocks, and I makes no doubt ill train on. Rome wasnt built in a day, Constantinople nouther.

Certainly not, assented Stobbs, thinking if Ben made a sportsman he was very much mistaken.

After a vigorous attack upon the muffins, kidneys, fried ham, marmalade, and other good things adorning Mr. Jorrockss breakfast table, our Yorkshire friend again tried to draw the great M.F.H. for a day.

Couldnt we give the ounds a trot out by way of exercise, think ye? asked he.

Dont know, grunted Jorrocks from the bottom of his coffee-cup. Wot good would that do?

Make em handy, replied Stobbs.

Andy enough, replied our master, bolting a large piece of muffin, Andy as ladies maids. Can do everything cept pay their own pikes.

Despite this confident assertion, Stobbs still stuck to him. First he proposed that Pigg and he should take the hounds out together. This Jorrocks wouldnt stand. Be sure to get into mischief. Then Stobbs thought it would do Jorrocks a vast deal of good to have a hump on one of his great rough horses. Our master couldnt quite gainsay this, though he did look out of the window, observing that the sun had risen very red, that he thought it would rain, and he shouldnt like to get wet.

Oh, it ill not rain, replied Stobbs not till night at least, ad led he confidently.

Dont know that, grunted Mr. Jorrocks; Gabey seems to be of a different pinion, added he, as the noble old peacock now emerged from under a sun-bright Portugal laurel, and stretching his neck, and flapping his wings, uttered a wild piercing scream.

Dash my vig, but that looks like it! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; adding, as he caught up his right foot with a shake of his head, Gabriel Junks is seldom wrong, and my corns are on his side.

Still Stobbs persevered, and, by dint of agitation, at length succeeded in getting Jorrocks not only to go out, but to have a draw in Newtimber Forest; Stobbs observing, and Jorrocks assenting, that there would be very little more trouble in running the hounds through the cover than in trotting them along the road. And, with some misgivings, Jorrocks let Stobbs go to make the arrangements, while he applied himself vigorously to his letters.


CHAPTER XXVI. A QUIET EYE.
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PIGG WAS ALL eager for the fray, and readily came into Stobbss suggestion, that they should go out, and just take their chance of finding a fox, and of his going to ground or not as luck and his courage served.

Arll gan to ard Duncans, and get his grey for wor Ben, said Pigg, gin yell set the lad on to seddle the rest; adding, the Squi-er ars warned ill ride Arterxerxes.

Off then Pigg went to Duncan Nevins, and returned with a woe begone looking horse in a halter, before Stobbs had made any progress in his department. Ben was not to be found. Neither at Mrs. Candy the tart-womans, nor at Mrs. Biffins apple-stall, nor at Strap the saddlers, nor at any of his usual haunts, was anything to be heard of the boy.

The fact was, he had been unable to resist a ride at the back of a return chaise passing along Juniper Street, and being caught by his apron in the spikes, had been carried nearly to Copse Field before he got himself disentangled.

The oracle Gabriel having continued his monitions, Mr. Jorrocks thought to make the absence of the boy an excuse for not going, but now having both Stobbs and Pigg ranged against him, he was soon driven from the attempt. Pigg said Squi-er Stobbs wad de quite as weal as Ben, and Jorrocks, little loth at heart perhaps, at length hoisted himself on to Arterxerxes with a swag that would have sent a light-carcassed horse over, letting the now smartly-clad Pigg ride the redoubtable Xerxes. So with Stobbs in front, Jorrocks with the hounds, and Pigg behind, they set off at a gentle trot, telling the inquirers that they were only going to exercise, a delusion that Mr. Jorrockss hat seemed to favour.

Bump, bump,  jog, jog,  on they went; Mr. Jorrocks now chiding, now coaxing, now dropping an observation fore or aft, now looking at the sky, and now at his watch.

Des say we shall find pretty soon, observed Mr. Jorrocks; for they tells me the cover has not been disturbed this long time; and theres lots of lyin  nice, and dry, and warm  foxes like damp beds as little as Christians. Uncommon pretty betch, that Barbara,  like Bravery as two peas,  by Billinsgate out o Benedict, I think. Opes we may get blood; itll do them a deal o good, and make them steady for the Beef and Carrots. Wen we gets the ounds all on the square, we ill ave the great Mr. Pomponious Hego to come and give us a good hoiling. Nothin like soap.

Hooi! you chap with the turnip-cart! now roared our master, to a cartman coming up; vot do your mean by stickin your great ugly wehicle right afore my ounds!  Mr. Jorrocks ounds, in fact! Ill skin ye alive! added he, looking at the man, who stood staring with astonishment. And again they went, bump, bump, jog, jog, at that pleasant post-boy pace, that has roused the bile of so many sportsmen, and set so many riders fighting with their horses.

At length they reached the cover side,  a long wood stretching up the sides of a gently sloping hill, and widening towards the summit. On the crown there stood a clump of Scotch firs and hollies, forming a landmark for many miles round. Turning from the high-road into a grass field on the right, the party pulled up to reconnoitre the ground, and make their final arrangements.

Now, said Mr. Jorrocks, standing erect in his stirrups, and pointing with his whip, which had the effect of making half the pack break towards the cover, Now, said he, as soon as he had got them turned, this is a good big wood two undred acres or more  and they tells me the foxes generally lie on the risin ground, towards the clump. The vinds north-vest; so if we puts hin at this point, we shall draw up it, and prhaps get close to the warmint at startin, which is a grand thing; but, howsomever, lets be doin. Draw your girths, Pigg, or your oss ll slip through his saddle. Now observe, there are three rides  one on each side, one hup the middle, all leadin to the clump; and there are cross ones in all directions; so no man need be fraid o losin himself. Now lets put in. Pigg, open the wicket.

Its locked, observed Pigg, running the hammer of his whip into the rails, throwing himself off his horse, and pulling a great clasp-knife out of his pocket as he spoke. Sink, but it aye gars mar knife laugh to see a lock put upon leather, added he, as he drew the huge blade across the stiff band that secured the gate. Open flew the wicket  in went the pack with a dash, a crash, and a little music from the riotous ones, which gradually yielded to the Have a cares! and Gently, Wenus; Gently, Lousey (Louisa), with the cracks of the whips of Mr. Jorrocks and his huntsman.

Now, Pigg, my frind, lets have a touch o north country science, observed Mr. Jorrocks, bringing his horse alongside of his huntsmans. Id like well to kill a fox to-day; Id praise you werry much if we did.

Aye, aye, said Pigg. Hoic in, Lousey! Solid puddins better nor empty praise. Have at him there, Statesman, old boy,  ye look like a finder. Deil bon me, but ar thought ar winded him at the crossin there, added Pigg, pulling his horse short back to a cross ride he had just passed. Hoic in there, Priestess, ould gal, said he, to an old black and white bitch, feathering round some gorse among the underwood; waving his hand as he spoke. Thats gospel, ar warrant ye, continued he, watching her movements.

What willt tak for tard nag? inquired Pigg, of a besom-maker, who now came down the ride with a wretched white Rosinante, laden with stolen brushwood. Have at him, there, Challenger! speaking to a hound.

Twenty shillin, replied the man.

Gie ye eight! was the answer. Yooi, push him up! to the hound.

Tak twelve, rejoined the tinker. Good horse  can get up of hisself, top puller and all!

Aye, but we dinna want him to poole; we want him to eat, replied Pigg. Had still! exclaimed he; ar has him!  Tally Ho! roared Pigg, cramming his spurs into his horse, and dashing past Jorrocks like a shot. Out went both horns  twang  twang  twang sounded Piggs; wow! wow! wow! went Jorrockss in deeper and more substantial notes, and in a very short time, the body of the pack were laid on the scent, and opened the concert with an overpowering burst of melody.

Oh, beautiful! beautiful! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in raptures, as each hound put his nose to the ground, and acknowledged the correctness of the scent. Oh, beautiful indeed! added he, thumping the end of his horn upon his thigh, as though he were cutting large gun-waddings out of his breeches. Ow true to the line! best ounds in England, by far  never were such a pack! Shall have a rare Chevy  all alone to ourselves; and when I gets home Ill write an account to Bells Life, and The Field, which nobody can contradict. Hark forrard! hark forrard! hark forrard! away! continued he, ramming the spurs into Arterxerxess sides, to induce him to change his lumbering trot into a canter, which having accomplished, Mr. Jorrocks settled himself into a regular home seat in his saddle, and pounded up a grass ride through the centre of the wood in a perfect frenzy of delight, as the hounds worked their way a little to his right with a full and melodious cry.

Hould hard, ye sackless ould sinner! now cried Pigg, crossing the main ride at a canter, and nearly knocking Jorrocks off his horse, as he charged him in his stride. Had (hold) bye, ar say! he roared in his masters ear; or arll be dingin on ye down  fox crossed reet in onder husses tail, and thou sits glowerin there and never seed him.

Out went both the horns again  twang!  twang!  twang; wow! wow! wow!

Hark together! hark! get forrard, hounds, get forrard! cried Mr. Jorrocks, cracking his ponderous whip at some lingerers that loitered on the ride, questioning the correctness of their comrades cry. Get forrard, I say! repeated he, with redoubled energy. Confound your unbelievin souls! added he, as they went to cry. Now they are all on him again! Oh, beautiful, beautiful! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in ecstacies. Ill lay five punds to a fiddlers farthin they kill him. Mischief in their cry!  a rare scent  can wind him myself. So saying, he gathered up his reins again, thrust his feet home in the stirrups, crammed the spurs into his horse, and rolled back on the ride he had just come up. Hark! now cried our master, pulling up short and holding his hand in the air, as though he had a hundred and fifty horsemen at his tail to check in their career. Hark! again he exclaimed; whoay, oss, whoay! trying to get Arterxerxes to stand still and let him listen. Now, fool, vot are you champing the bit for?  whoay, I say! Hes turned short again! Hoick back! Hoick back! Theyve overrun the scent, continued he, listening, as the chorus gradually died out; or, added he, he may have got to ground.

Tally ho! new screamed Jorrocks, as a magnificent fellow in a spotless suit of ruddy fur crossed the ride before him at a quiet, stealing, listening sort of pace, and gave a whisk of his well-tagged brush on entering the copse-wood across. Hoop! hoop! hoop! hoop! roared Mr. Jorrocks, putting his finger in his ear, and holloaing as loud as ever he could shout; and just as he got his horn fumbled past the guard, Dexterous, Affable, and Mercury, dashed across the ride, lashing their sterns and bristling for blood, and Pigg appeared a little below cantering along with the rest of the pack at his horses heels. Here, Pigg! there, Pigg! roared Mr. Jorrocks; just by the old hoak-stump.  Gently now! ah, ware eel  thats not the vay of him; hes hover to the left, I tells ye. Thats him! Mercury has him. Hoick to Mercury, hoick! get away, get away, get away, ounds! hoick together! hoick together! Oh, Pigg, wot a wopper he is! observed Mr. Jorrocks, as Pigg joined him in the ride. The biggest fox whatever was seen  if we do but kill him  my vig! Ill eat his tongue for supper. Have it grilled, cum grano salis, with a lee-tle Cayenne pepper, as Pomponius Hego would say.

Aye, replied Pigg, grinning with delight, his cap-peak in the air and the tobacco-juice streaming down his month like a Chinese mandarin. Arll be the death of a shillin mysel! Saying which he hustled his horse and turned to his hounds.

Away they go again full cry across the cover to the utmost limits, and then back again to the far side. Now the fox takes a full swing round, but wont quit  now he cuts across  now Mr. Jorrocks views him, and swears hell have his brains as well as his tongue for supper. Pigg has him next, and again comes Mr. Jorrockss turn. Dash my vig, but hes a tough un! observed Mr. Jorrocks to James Pigg, as they met again on the rising ground at the top of the ride, where Mr. Jorrocks had been fifteen times and Pigg seventeen, both their horses streaming with perspiration, and the blue and yellow worsted fronts of the bridles embossed with foam. Dash my vig, bu its a million aud a half of petties, continued Mr. Jorrocks, looking at his watch, and seeing it wanted but twenty minutes to four, that we adwertised, for theres a wast o go left in him yet, and hell take the shine out of some of our ounds before he is done with them  send them dragglin ome with their sterns down  make em cry capevi, Im thinking.

Niver fear! exclaimed Pigg niver fear!  whativer ye de keep Tamboreen a rowlin  yonder he gans! ar wish it maynt be a fresh un. Arnt draggled a bit.

Oh, I opes not! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, the picture of despair; Would eat him, brush and all, sooner than that. Oh, dear! oh, dear! a fresh fox would be cruel ounds deserve him  worked him well.

Now they begin to chass! exclaimed Pigg, listening to the ripening chorus. Aye, but theres a grand scent!  Arll be the death of a shillin if we de but kill him. How way, ould man, how way, continued Pigg, cheeringly, jerking his arm to induce his master to follow. Whativer ye de, keep Tamboreen a rowlin! continued Pigg, spurring and jagging his horse into a canter.

On man and master go  now they meet Charley, and all three are together. Again they part company for different rides, each according to his fancy. There is an evident improvement in the scent, but whether from a fresh fox, or the hounds having got nearer the hunted one, is matter of doubt. Mr. Jorrocks is elated and excited beyond expression. The hounds are evidently working the fox, but the fear of a fresh one rather mars his enjoyment. The hounds turn short, and Pigg and Charles again join Mr. Jorrocks.

A! man alive, but they are a dustin his jacket! exclaimed Pigg, pulling up to listen; ivry hunds at him; saying which he pulled out a large steel box and stuffed his mouth full of tobacco.



A sudden pause ensues  all still as death  not a note  not even a whimper!

Who hoop! exclaims Mr. Jorrocks in ecstacies Who hoop! I say  heard the leadin ound crack his back! Old Cruiser for a guinea!



Yonder they gan! cried Pigg, pointing to a hog-backed hill on the left, over which three couple of hounds were straining to gain the body of the pack  saying which he clapt spurs to his horse and dashed off at full gallop, followed by Charles.



Oh, dear! oh, dear! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, the picture of despair wot shall I do? wot shall I do?  gone away at this hour  strange country  nobody to pull the edges down for me or catch my oss if I gets spilt, and theres that Pigg ridin as if there was not never no such man as his master. Pretty kettle of fish! continued Mr. Jorrocks, trotting on in the line they had taken. A bridle-gate let him out of cover, and from the first hill our master sees his hounds going like pigeons over the large grazing grounds of Beddington Bottoms, with Pigg and Stobbs a little in the rear, riding as hard as ever their horses can lay legs to the ground.



Ow that Scotch beggar rides! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing Pigg going as straight as an arrow, which exclamation brought him to his first fence at the bottom of the hill, over which both horsemen had passed without disturbing a twig.

Old up, oss! roared Mr. Jorrocks, seizing the reins and whip with one hand and the cantrel of the saddle with the other, as Arterxerxes floundered sideways through a low fence with a little runner on the far side. Old up! repeated he, as they got scrambled through, looking back and saying. Terrible nasty place  wonders I ever got over. Should ha been drund to a certainty if Id got in. Wouldnt ride at it again for nothin under knighthood  Sir John Jorrocks, Knight! continued he, shortening his hold of his horse. And my ladyship Jorrocks! added he. Shed be bad to old  shouldnt wonder if shed be for goin to Halmacks. Dash my buttons, but I wish I was off this beastly fallow, continued he; wonderful thing to me that the farmers cant see thered be less trouble i growin grass than in makin these nasty rutty fields. Eavens be praised, theres a gate  and a lane too, saying which he was speedily in the latter, and gathering his horse together he set off at a brisk trot in the direction he last saw the hounds going.

Terribly deep it was, and great Arterxerxes made a noise like the drawing of corks as he blobbed along through the stiff, holding clay.

Thus Mr. Jorrocks proceeded for a mile or more, until he came upon a red-cloaked gipsy wench stealing sticks from a rotten fence on the left.

Ave you seen my ounds, ould gal? inquired he, pulling up short.

Bless your beautiful countenance, my cock angel! exclaimed the woman, in astonishment at the sight of a man in a scarlet coat with a face to match; bless your beautiful countenance, youre the very babe Ive been looking for all this blessed day  cross my palm with a bit o siller, and Ill tell you sich a fortin!

Cuss your fortin! roared Mr. Jorrocks, sticking spurs into his horse, and grinning with rage at the idea of having pulled up to listen to such nonsense.

I hope youll brick your neck, ye nasty ugly ould thief! rejoined the gipsy, altering her tone.

Opes I sharnt, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, trotting on to get out of hearing. Away he went, blob, blob, blobbing through the deep holding clay as before.

Presently he pulled up again with a Pray, my good man, ave you seen my ounds  Mr. Jorrockss ounds, in fact? of a labourer scouring a fence-gutter. Dont you ear me, man? bellowed he, as the countryman stood staring with his hand on his spade.

I be dull of hearin, sir, at length drawled the man, advancing very slowly towards our master with his hand up to his ear.

Oh, dear! oh, dear! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting off again, was there ever sich a misfortinate indiwidual as John Jorrocks? Ark! vots that? Piggs orn? Oh, dear, only a cow! Come hup, oss, I say, you hugly beast!  there surely never was sich a worthless beast lapped in leather as you, giving Arterxerxes a good double thonging as he spoke. Oh, dear! oh, dear! continued he, I wish I was well back at the Cross, with my ounds safe i kennel.  Vot a go is this!  Dinner at five  baked haddocks, prime piece of fore chine, Portingal honions, and fried plum-puddin; and now, by these darkenin clouds, it must be near four, and here I bes, miles and miles away ounds still runnin, and adwertised for the Beef and Carrots on Wednesday  never will be fit to go, nor to the Daisy nouther.

Pray, my good man, inquired he of a drab-coated, big-basketed farmer, on a bay cart-horse, whom he suddenly encountered at the turn of the road, ave you seen anything of my ounds? Mr. Jorrockss ounds, in fact?

Yes, sir, replied the farmer, all alive; they were running past Langford plantations with the fox dead beat close afore them.

Ow long since, my frind? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up.

Oh, why just as long as its taken me to come here  mebbe ten minutes or a quarter of an hour, not longer certainly. If you put on you may be in at the death yet.

Away went spurs, elbows, and legs, elbows and legs, Arterxerxes was again impelled into a canter, and our worthy master pounded along, all eyes, ears, and fears. Night now drew on, the darkening clouds began to lower, bringing with them fog and a drizzling rain. Bad go this, said Mr. Jorrocks, rubbing his hand down his coat-sleeve, and raising his face to ascertain the precise amount of the fall. Bad go, indeed. Got my Sunday at on, too. Hooi, bouys! did you see th ounds? inquired he of a troop of satchel-slung youths, plodding their ways homeward from school.

Y-e-a-s, at length drawled out one, after a good stare at the inquirer.

Ow long since? come, quick, bouy!

May be twenty minutes; just as we comd past Hookem-Snivey church we seed fox, and hounds were close ahint  he was varra tired.

Twenty minutes, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, aloud to himself; twenty minutes  may be a werry long way off by this; foxes travel fast. Vich way were they a-goin?

Straight for Staunton-Snivey, drawled the boy.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, vot a run; if we dont kill werry soon, itll be pitch dark, and then therell be a pretty kittle o fish  th ounds will kill all the ship (sheep)i the country  shall have a bill as long as my harm to pay.

Fear lent fresh impetus to our worthy friend, and tightening his hold of Arterxerxess head, who now began tripping and stumbling, and floundering along in a most slovenly manner, Mr. Jorrocks trotted on, and reaching Hookem-Snivey, saw by the foot-people standing on the churchyard wall, that the hounds were forrard; he turned down a lane to the left of the village stocks, in the direction the people were looking, and catching Staunton-Snivey in the distance, set off for it as hard as ever he could tear. A pretty clattering he made down the stony road.

Night now drew on apace, and heavy darkening clouds proclaimed a fast approaching storm. At Staunton-Snivey, he learned that the hounds had just crossed the turnpike on to the Downs, with the fox dead beat close afore them; and still unwilling to give in, though every moment increased his difficulties, he groped open a bridle-gate, and entered upon the wide-extending Plain. The wind had now risen, and swept with uncommon keenness over the unprotected open. The drizzling rain too became changed into larger, heavier drops, and thrusting his hat upon his brow, Mr. Jorrocks buttoned his coat up to the throat, and wrapping its laps over his thighs, tucked them in between his legs and the saddle. Dismal and disheartening were his thoughts, and many his misgivings for his rashness. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! muttered he, wot a most momentous crisis  lost! lost! lost!  completely lost! Dinner lost! ounds lost, self lost  all lost together! Oh, vot evil genius ever tempted me from the lovely retirement o Great Coram Street? Oh! why did I neglect the frindly warnin o Gabriel Junks? Change, change  storm, storm  was in his every scream, and yet I would go. Cuss the rain, its gettin down my werry back, I do declare;  saying which he turned the blue collar of his coat up to his ears, and both laps flew out with a desperate gust of wind. Ord rot it, said he, its not never no use persewerin, may as well give in at once and ark back to Snivey; my Berlins are wet through, and I shall be drenched in another second. Who-ay, oss! who-ay; stand still, you hugly beast, and let me listen. The ducking-headed brute at length obeyed.
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It is the orn, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, after sitting listening for some time, with his hand to his ear; it is the orn, Piggs not far off! There it goes again, but the owling wind carries so many ways, theres no saying whereabouts he is. Ill blow, and see if I can ail him. Mr. Jorrocks then drew out his horn, and puffed and blew most lustily, but the raging tempest scattered the notes before they were well out of his mouth, and having exhausted his breath, he again paused, horn in hand, to listen. Between each blast of the raging hurricane, the faint notes of the horn were heard, some coming more fully as the gale blew more favourably, and a fuller one falling on his ear, during a period of partial lull, Mr. Jorrocks determined on advancing and endeavouring to rejoin his lost huntsman. Come hup, I say, you hugly beast! exclaimed he, getting Arterxerxes short by the head, and digging the spurs freely into his sides. The lumbering brute acknowledged the compliment with a sort of half hitch of a kick. Great henterpriseless brute  do believe youd rayther ave a feed o corn than the finest run wot ever was seen, observed Mr. Jorrocks, cropping him. Night had now closed in, and even the sort of light of darkness that remains so long to the traveller who journeys onward with the closing day, deserted him, and earth and sky assumed the same sombre hue: The dragon wing of night oerspread the earth. Scarce a star was visible in the firmament, and the few scattered lights that appeared here and there about the country, seemed like snatches of hope lit up for the moment to allure and perplex the wanderer.

If ever mortal man catches me in such a quandary as this again, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, I opes  oh, dear! whos there?  Cus those Seidlitz pooders!  Speak, I say!  vot are you?  Come hup, oss, I say! roared he, ramming the spurs into Arterxerxes, who had suddenly shied off with a loud snort. Now for a murder! ejaculated Jorrocks, still cramming in the spurs.

E-yah! E-yah! E-yah! went a donkey, greatly to the relief of Mr. Jorrockss mind, who had clenched his huge hammer-headed whip by the middle, so as to give an assailant the full benefit of its weight. Out then went his horn again, and the donkey brayed a full accompaniment.

Oh, the deuce be with the hanimal! cried Jorrocks, grinning with vexation, never saw a donkey yet that knew when to old his tongue. Oh, my vig, vot a vind! almost blows the orn itself; shall be blown to hatoms, I do believe. And the rain too! I really thinks Im wet to the werry waistband o my breeches. Ill lay a guinea at to a half-crown gossamer I havent a dry thread upon me in alf a minute. Got a fivepund note i my pocket that will be hutterly ruined. Sarves me right, for bein such a hass as take these ounds  vy wasnt I content with the glorious old Surrey and an occasional turn with the Cut-em-downs? Well; I thinks this night will be the last of John Jorrocks! Best master of ounds wot ever was seen. Orrible termination to a hactive life; starved on a common  eat by wolves, or shepherds dogs, which is much of a muchness as far as comforts concerned. Why even yon donkey would be shamed of such an end. There goes the vind with my at  lucky its tied on, added he, trying to catch it as it dangled at his back, or I should never have seen it no more. Id give fifty punds to be back at Andley Cross  Id give a underd punds to be back at Andley Cross  knows no more where I am than if I was among the Bohea mountains  oh, dear, ow it pours! Id give two underd punds to be back at Andley Cross  yonders a light, I do declare  two on em  come hup, oss, I say. The hanimal seems to have no sense! Ill lead you, you nasty hugly brute, for I do believe youll brick my neck, or my back, or both, arter all; so saying, Mr. Jorrocks clambered down, and getting on to the sheltered side of the animal, proceeded to plunge and roll, and stagger and stumble across the common, with the water churning in his great boots, in the direction of the distant lights.

After a good hours roll about the open Downs, amid a most pelting, pitiless storm, our much-respected master at length neared the longed-for lights, which he had kept steadily in view, and found they proceeded from lamps at lodges on either side of handsome gates, betokening the entrance to a large demesne. Mounting his horse, he rode quickly through the gates, and trusting to the sound of Arterxerxes hoofs for keeping the road, he jogged on in search of the mansion. Tall stately pines, rising like towers to heaven, with sombre yews in massive clumps, now made darkness visible, and presently a sudden turn of the road brought a large screen full of lights to view, some stationary, others gliding about, which acted like sunbeams on our masters mind; more grateful still was the shelter afforded by the lofty portals of the entrance, under which, as if by instinct, Arterxerxes bore his master, and then stood still to be delivered of his load. The bell ill be somewhere here, I guess, observed Mr. Jorrocks, dismounting and running his hand up either side of the door-posts. Heres as much door as would serve Jack the Giant-killers castle, and leave a little over. So saying, having grasped the bulky handle of a wall-ensconced bell, he gave it a hearty pull, and paused as they say for an answer.

In an instant, two tall, highly-powdered footmen, in rich scarlet and white lace-bedaubed liveries, threw wide the folding-doors as though they expected Daniel Lambert, or the great Durham ox, exhibiting a groom of the chamber and a lusty porter, laying down the newspapers, and hurrying from a blazing fire in the back-ground.



Perhaps you would like to be shown to your room, sir, as you seem wet? observed the groom of the chamber, after a mutual stare, which Mr. Jorrocks did not seem likely to interrupt.

Seem vet! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, stamping and shaking himself, seem vet; Im just as vet as a man can be and no vetter; but what shall I do with my oss? The musciful man, you know, is musciful to his quad.

Oh, theres a stall all ready for him, sir; your servants been here this alf-hour and more; Ill send the orse round for you, if youll allow me, sir. Here, Jones, take hold of him, and you, Peters, run down-stairs, and tell Saul to come and take it round.

Yes, added Mr. Jorrocks; and tell Pigg to let him have some warm gruel directly, and to get him well done hup, for hes had a hard day. Werry clever of the chap, continued Mr. Jorrocks, runnin to ground here  seems a capital house  wot a passage! like the Thames Tunnel. Jorrocks then stumped in.

This way, if you please, sir, said the groom of the chamber, motioning him across a magnificent old baronial hall, and turning short up a well-lit, softly-carpeted winding staircase, he preceded Mr. Jorrocks, with a chamber candle, along a lengthy gallery, all hung with portraits of grimvisaged warriors, and small-waisted, large looming ladies. This is your room, sir, said he, at length, opening a partially closed door, and ushering Mr. Jorrocks into a splendidly furnished apartment, whose blazing fire, gleaming on the rich crimson curtains and hangings of the room, imparted a glow that long exposure to the unruly elements made appear quite enchanting. Eavens be praised for these and all other mercies! exclaimed the grateful Mr. Jorrocks, throwing his hat and whip upon the sofa, and plunging into the luxurious depths of a many-cushioned easy chair.

Your clothes are laid out, I think, sir, observed the groom of the chamber, casting a glance at another sofa, on which clean linen, dress clothes, shiny thin shoes, were ranged in the most orthodox order Prhaps youd like some hot water, sir?

Yes, I should, replied Mr. Jorrocks, werry much  and a little brandy, if youve no objection.

Certainly, sir, certainly, replied the well-drilled servant, giving the top log on the fire a lift so as to make it blaze, and lighting the toilet-table candles.

All this passed with such extraordinary rapidity  the events of the day had been so numerous and exciting  the transition from the depths of misery to the height of luxury so sudden, and, above all, the perfect confidence of the servant so seductively convincing, that not doubting of the accuracy of every thing, and placing all to the credit of his renowned name and the acuteness of his northern huntsman, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded with the aid of a boot-jack to suck off his adhering boots, and divest himself of his well-soaked garments. The servant presently returned with a long-necked bottle of white brandy on a massive silver tray, accompanied with hot water, lemon, sugar, nutmeg, and a plate of biscuits. Seeing Mr. Jorrocks advancing rapidly to a state of nudity, he placed them on a table near the fire, and pointing to a bell beside the bed, observed that if Mr. Jorrocks would ring when he was ready, he would come and conduct him to the drawing-room. The servant then withdrew.

Wonder if Piggs killed the fox, observed Mr. Jorrocks to himself, pouring out half a tumbler of brandy and filling the glass up with hot water. Capital fun unting, to be sure, said he, sipping away; specially ven one gets into a good quarter like this, continued he, jerking his head, but desperation poor fun sleepin on a common! and thereupon, after a few more preliminary sips, he drained off the tumbler.

May as wel vet both eyes, observed he, as he felt the grateful influence of the brandy upon his nearly exhausted frame, saying which he poured himself out another half tumbler of brandy, and adding sugar and lemon, drank off a good part of it, and left the remainder till he got himself washed.

Werry considerate this, said he, werry considerate indeed, he repeated, taking a large Turkey sponge out of the handle of a hip bath of warm water, shaded from the fire by a glass screen, inside of which upon a rail hung a row of baked towels. Kettle too, said he, now attracted by its simmering, may as well have a boil; so saying, he emptied the contents into the bath, and pulling off his wig, proceeded to wash and disport himself therein, using the sponge as if it was his own. In the midst of his ablutions the door opened, and through the glass screen he saw a servant in a dark coat and scarlet waistcoat enter, and hastily retire as he caught a glimpse of our white Hottentot-like hero squatting in the water. Out Mr. Jorrocks got and bolted the door, and hearing something going on in the passage, he listened for a moment and caught divers scraps of conversation, apparently between a servant and his master, such as, Why, you stupid fool, dont you know the room? You certainly are the greatest ass ever man encumbered himself with.

Beg pardon, sir, I could have sworn that was the room.

Stuff and nonsense! look along the passage; the doors are all so much alike, no wonder a fool like you is puzzled; saying which the voices moved along, and Mr. Jorrocks heard knocking and opening of doors all along the gallery, until they gradually died away in the distance. Our hero had just done with his bath, and finished his brandy and water, when the sound of returning footsteps again drew his attention to his door, and an angry voice and a meek one sounded alternately through the panels.

Now what are you staring there about, you great idiot  keeping me shivering in my wet clothes. If this is the room, why dont you knock?

Please, sir, theres a genleman in.

How dyou know?

Saw him, sir.

Then it cant be my room.

Laid your clothes out in it howsomever, sir.

How do you know this is it?

Cause I tied this bit of straw round the andle of the door.

Then knock and ask the gentleman to let you in, and get my clothes out again. Youve put them into the wrong room, thats the long and short of the matter  stupid fool! The servant then ventured a very respectful double tap.

Whos there? roared Jorrocks, in a voice of thunder.

Beg pardon, sir,  but I think Ive made a mistake, sir, with masters clothes, sir.

No you havent! replied Mr. Jorrocks, in the same sweet tone as before.

Oh, beg pardon, sir, rejoined the servant.

Now are you satisfied? roared the master in the Jorrockian strain. Go along, you fool, and seek a servant.



In a few minutes there was a renewed and increased noise outside, and Mr. Jorrocks now recognised the bland voice of his friend the groom of the chamber.

Beg pardon, sir, said he softly through the door, but would you allow me to speak to you for a moment?

Certainly, replied Mr. Jorrocks; talk through the door.

Please, sir, would you blige me with your name, sir?

Certainly! Mr. Jorrocks, to be sure! The M.F.H.! Who else should it be?

Oh, I fear, sir, theres a mistake, sir. This room, sir, was meant for Captain Widowfield, sir. Those are his clothes, sir.

The deuce! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in disgust. Didnt Pigg tell you I was a comin?

It was the captains servant I took for yours, sir.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, that wont do; at all ewents, I cant part with the garments.

I will thank you, sir, to let my servant remove my clothes from my room, observed Captain Widowfield, in a slow, determined tone through the door.

My good frind, replied Mr. Jorrocks, altering his accents, ow is it possible for me to part with the garments when Ive nothin o my own but wots as drippin wet as though Id been dragged through the basin of the Paddinton Canal? reglarly salivated in fact!

I have nothing to do with that, sir, exclaimed the captain, indignantly; Im wet myself. Will you open the door, I say?

No, I vont, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and thats the plain English of it! So saying, he swaggered back to the fire with the air of a man resisting an imposition. He then mixed himself a third tumbler of brandy and water.

It may be well here to mention that the mansion in which Mr. Jorrocks so suddenly found himself was Onger Castle, where Michael Hardy, the founder of the hunt, found himself at the end of his long and successful run. The vicissitudes of many years had thrice changed the ownership of the castle since the day when the good earl greeted our primitive sportsman on killing his fox before the castle windows, and the present possessor was nephew to that nobleman, who having that day attained his majority, was about to celebrate the event among a party of friends and neighbours.

Having waited until half-past six to welcome Captain Widowfield, before dressing, his lordship at length concluded the storm had prevented his coming; and the party, consisting of five or six and twenty, were in the act of retiring to their respective apartments to prepare for dinner, when Walker, the aforesaid groom of the chamber, came hurrying along, pale in the face from the parley in the passage, followed by the captain in a high state of exasperation, to announce the appearance of an uninvited guest. No sooner was the name Jorrocks announced, than a shout of triumph and a roar of laughter burst from all present; and after learning the particulars of his arrival, which seemed to fill every one with ecstasies, (for during the long wait before dressing, they had talked over and abused all their absent friends,) his lordship begged the gallant captain to be pacified, and put up with a suit of his clothes for the evening.

It was no use being angry with old Jorrocks, he observed, whom every body said was mad; and he trusted the amusement he would afford the company would atone for the inconvenience he had subjected his good friend the captain to.

The doctrine, though any thing but satisfactory to a man burning for vengeance, seemed all the consolation the captain was likely to get, so, returning with Walker, he borrowed the roomiest suit of Lord Brambers clothes, and while attiring himself in them, he considered how best he could have his revenge.

Meanwhile our hero, having disposed of his third tumbler of stiff brandy and water, which contributed materially to the restoration of his usual equanimity, began to appropriate the clothes so conveniently laid out on the sofa.

Captain Widowfield was a stout big fellow, as bulky as Jorrocks, and much taller, and being proud of his leg, was wont to adorn his lower man in shorts on high days and holidays; so having drawn on a pair of fine open-ribbed black silk stockings, over the gauze ones, Mr. Jorrocks speedily found himself in a pair of shorts, which, by dint of tight girthing, he managed to bring up to the middle of his calves. The Captains cravat was of black satin, the waistcoat a white one, articles, as Mr. Jorrocks observed, that could be reefed or let out to fit any one, and having plunged into the roomy recesses of a blue coat, with Conservative buttons, he surveyed the whole in the cheval glass, and pronounced them werry good. He then exchanged the captains lily and rose worked slippers for his patent leather pumps, and the brandy acting forcibly on an empty stomach, banished all diffidence, and made Jorrocks ring the bell, as though the house were his own.



Youve got me into a pretty scrape with the Earl, said Walker, entering the room; I thought you were Captain Widowfield.

Did you? replied Mr. Jorrocks, placing himself before the fire with a coat-lap over each arm. Youll know better another time.  But tell me, what Hearl is it you are talkin about?

The Earl of Bramber, to be sure, replied the servant.

What! this is his shop, is it? inquired Jorrocks Onger Castel, in fact?

Yes; I thought you had been one of the party when I shewed you in here, replied Walker.

Oh, never mind, said Mr. Jorrocks, where theres ceremony theres no frindship  I makes no doubt I shall be werry welcome  See; theres five shillins for you, giving him a dollar. You mustnt let the captin in here though, mind. Now tell us, is there any grub to get?

Dinner will be served in a quarter of an hour, replied Walker.

Dinner! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at his watch; ten minutes past seven, and not dined yet; what will the world come to next? Dead owinter too!

Walker then conducted him down stairs, and ushered him into a splendid drawing-room, brilliantly lighted up, whose countless mirrors reflected his jolly person a hundred-fold. The housemaids were just giving the finishing sweep to the grates, and the footmen lighting the candles and lamps, when our master entered; so making up to a table all covered with pamphlets and papers, he drew an easy chair towards it, and proceeded to make himself comfortable.

Lord Bramber was the first to enter. He was a tall handsome young man, of delicate appearance and gentlemanly manners. He wore mustachios, and was dressed in a black coat and trousers, with a white waistcoat.

Seeing a stranger, he had no difficulty in settling who he was, so he advanced with a bow and extended hand to greet him.

Mr. Jorrocks was up in an instant.

My Lord, necessitas non habet legs, as that classical stableman, Mr. Pomponius Hego, would say  or,unger makes a man bold, as I would say  Im werry glad to see you, saying which he shook his lordships hand severely.

Thank you, replied Lord Bramber, smiling at his guests hospitality; thank you, repeated he hope you left Mrs. Jorrocks and your family well.

Thanke, said Mr. Jorrocks, thanke, my lordship, as the existence of his better-half was brought to his recollection; opes I sharnt find her as I left her.

Hows that? I hope she is not unwell? inquired his lordship with well-feigned anxiety.

Oh, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, raising his eye-brows with a shrug of his shoulders; oh, no, only I left her in a werry bad humour, and I opes I shall not find her in one when I gets back  haw, haw, haw,  he, he, he,  spose your at (hat) covers your family  wish mine did too; for atwixt you and I and the wall, my lordship, women are werry weary warmints. I say, my lord, a genleman should do nothin but unt,  its the sport of kings, the image of war, without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent. of its danger. Youve got a werry good shop here  capital shop, I may say, added he, surveying the rich orange silk furniture and gilding of the room. Wonder how long this room is? Sixty feet, I dare say, if its a hinch;  lets see. So saying, Mr. Jorrocks, having set his back against the far wall, took a coat-lap over each arm, and thrusting his hands into Captain Widowfields breeches pockets, proceeded to step the apartment. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, when he was interrupted in his measurement by the opening of the door, and entrance of some of the guests. He was introduced to each in succession, including Captain Widowfield, a big, red-whiskered, pimply-faced, choleric-looking gentleman, to whom our worthy master tendered the hand of fellowship, in perfect ignorance of his being the person with whom he had held communion sweet through the door.

Dinner was then announced.

We suppose our readers will not care to have the names of the guests who sat down to the banquet, or yet the wines or viands that constituted the repast; suffice it to say, that the company consisted chiefly of people in the neighbourhood, sprinkled with a few idle Honourables, who lend themselves out to garnish country-houses in the dull season, and the best French and English cookery furnished the repast.

Despite the prevailing non-wineing fashion, every body, save Captain Widowfield, drank wine with Mr. Jorrocks, and before the dessert appeared, the poor gentleman, what from the effects of brandy on an empty stomach before dinner, and wine on a full one during it, began to clip her Majestys English very considerably. Never were such ounds as mine, he kept hiccupping, first into one neighbours car and then into another. Never were such ounds, (hiccup) certainly  hurrah, I say, (hiccup) Jorrocks is the boy! Forrard! hark, forrard, away! (hiccup.) You must come and unt with me, hiccupped he to the gentleman on the left. Beef and Onions on Wednesday, (hiccup)  Candid Pig  no, Mountain-Daisy, (hiccup)  Saturday  James Pigg is a real warmint (hiccup)  a trump, a real trump, (hiccup) and no mistake. Give me port, none o your clarety wines.

The Earl of Brambers health, of course, was proposed in a bumper, with all the honours. Mr. Jorrocks hooped and holloaed at the top of his voice  an exertion that put the finishing stroke to his performances, for on attempting to resume his seat he made a miscalculation of distance, and fell with a heavy thump upon the floor. After two or three rolls he was lifted into his chair, but speedily resuming his place on the floor, Walker was summoned with two stout footmen to carry him to bed.

Captain Widowfield followed to make sure of his clothes; the gap caused by Mr. Jorrocks secession was speedily closed in, and the party resumed the convivialities of the evening.

The room to which our master was transferred was the dressing-room, over a large swimming-bath, on the eastern side of the castle, and very cozily he was laid into a little French bed. Walker wound up his watch, Captain Widowfield walked off with his clothes, and our drunken hero was left alone in his glory.

The events of the day, together with the quantity of brandy and wine he had drank, and the fatigue consequent upon his exertions, combined to make Mr. Jorrocks feverish and restless, and he kept dreaming, and tossing, and turning, and tumbling about, without being able to settle to sleep. First, he fancied he was riding on the parapet of Waterloo Bridge with Arterxerxes, making what he would call a terrible fore-paw (faux pas), or stumble; next, that he was benighted on the common, and getting devoured by shepherds dogs; then, that having bought up all the Barcelona nuts in the world, and written to the man in the moon to secure what were there, he saw them become a drug in the market, and the firm of Jorrocks and Co. figuring in the Gazette.

Next, he dreamt that he had got one of James Piggs legs and one of his own  that on examination they both turned out to be left ones, and he could not get his boots on. Now that he was half-famished, and chained to a wall in sight of a roast goose  anon that the Queen had sent to say she wanted to dance with him, and he couldnt find his pumps; No! give him all the world, sir, he couldnt find his pumps. Now that the Prince wanted to look at Arterxerxes, and he couldnt find the ginger. No: give him all the world, sir, he couldnt find the ginger! Then he got back to the chase, and in a paroxysm of rage, as he fancied himself kicking on his back in a wet ditch, with Benjamin running away with his horse, his dreams were interrupted by a heavy crack, bang, splash sort of sound, and in an instant he was under water All was dark and still. His dreams, though frightful, had all vanished as he awoke, and after rising to the top he waited an instant to see if this would not do likewise; but the sad reality was too convincing, so he began bellowing, and roaring, and splashing about in a most resolute manner.

Hooi! hooi! hooi! spluttered he, with his eyes and mouth full of water. Elp! elp! elp! elp! Im a drownin, Im a drownin! Mr. Jorrocks is a drownin  oh, dear, oh, dear, will nobody come?  Oh, vere am I? vere am I? Binjimin! I say, Binjimin! James Pigg! James Pigg! James Pigg! Batsay! Batsay! Murder! elp! murder! elp!

Whats happend? whats happend? whats happend? Whos there? whos there? Oh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear! screamed half-a-dozen voices at once, rushing with candles into the gallery of the swimming-bath.

Vots append? replied Mr. Jorrocks, blobbing and striking out for hard life with his white cotton night-capped head half under water; Vy, Im drownin,. Elp! elp! elp, I say! Oh, vill nobody come to elp?

Throw out the rope! throw out the rope! cried half-a-dozen voices.

No; get a boat, responded Mr. Jorrocks, thinking there was little choice between hanging and drowning. Oh dear, Im sinkin, Im sinkin!

Come to this side, cried one, and Ill lend you a hand out; thereupon Mr. Jorrocks struck out with a last desperate effort, and dashed his head against the wall.

They then pulled him out of the bath, and with great care and condolence put him to bed again. He was still rather drunk  at least, not quite sober; for when pressed to exchange his wet shirt for a dry one, he hugged himself in it, exclaiming, No, no; theyll worry it! Theyll worry it!
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CHAPTER XXVII. ANOTHER BENIGHTED SPORTSMAN
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HEARD THE WINDS roar, and the big torrent burst.  

Thomson.

Well, I cant stand it any longer, so its no use trying, said Charley Stobbs to himself, turning his horses head in the direction of a light he saw gleaming past a window on the left of the road.

Having about got through his horse, and lost Pigg and the hounds, he had taken temporary refuge at a small public house, which he had imprudently left, in hopes of regaining Handley Cross that night.

After much casting about in the dark, with the imperfect and contradictory directions usually obtained from peasants in remote parts, Charleys perseverance at length failed him, and he resolved to give in.

The night was drear and dark  the wind howled and whistled with uncommon keenness  and the cutting hail drifted with the sharpness of needles against his face. Horse and rider were equally dispirited.

Having formed his resolution, Charley was speedily at a white gate, whose sound and easy swing denoted an entrance of some pretension.

A few seconds more, and he was under the lee of a large house. Having dismounted, and broken his shins against a scraper, he at length discovered a bell-pull in the door-post, which, having sounded, the echoing notes from afar proclaimed the size and importance of the mansion.

All was still, save the wild wind, which swept over the lawn, dashing a few straggling leaves about with uncommon fury. Charley stood dripping and shivering, with his horse in his hand, but no one came  all was still within. Another pull sounded through the house, and a third succeeded that. At length, in a partial lull, a soft female voice was heard through the door, inquiring, Who was there?

Me! exclaimed Charley; Mr. Stobbs!  a benighted fox-hunter  been out with Mr. Jorrockss hounds.

Masters gone to bed, replied the servant, drawing the bolts and chain as she spoke: and just as she began to open the door, a sudden gust of wind extinguished her candle.

Ill run for a lantern, exclaimed she, shutting-to the door, leaving Charley stamping and thumping himself with his hands. Presently she returned with a dark lantern, with the slide up, which threw a light over the horseman without discovering the holder.

The sight of a red coat banishing fear, she closed the door after her, and informed Charley that master was gone to bed, and the butler too, but she would show him the stable, and get a man to take charge of the horse. The Yorkshire nag seemed to understand the arrangement, for he immediately gave himself a hearty shake, as if to say that his labours were done at last.

The maid led the way, and on they went to the stable. It formed the wing of the house, and a groom, sleeping above, being roused from his bed, came with the alacrity usually displayed by servants in the service of a red coat.

Indeed, as Mr. Jorrocks says, theres no colour like scarlet. In it, a man winks at the women, rings at your bell, orders your brandy, rides through your garden, and all in the style of doing you a favour. The half-dressed groom would whole-dress the horse, and get him some gruel, and clothe him well up, and litter him well down; and as he hissed, and pulled at the horses ears, he paused every now and then and grinned with delight at Charleys account of the sport.

A, it must have been a grand run! exclaimed he; and where did you kill him?

Dont know that, replied Charles; we got upon the Downs, when it became actually racing  the fox going in the teeth of the wind, and no one with the hounds but the huntsman, and a farmer who cut in during the run. I got into a bog, and the hounds ran clean out of sight before I recovered my horse, and night came on without my even being able to hear or see anything more of them.

Dear! exclaimed the groom, you dont say so  that was a bad job; and was Squire Jorrocks not up? thereupon the groom dived elbow-deep into the gruel-pail, and lifting it up, the horse quaffed off the contents like a basin of soup. Blankets and bandages came warm from the saddle-room fire, and having seen his horse well done by, and told the groom all he could about the run, Charley again sought the shelter of the house.

The little maiden had returned there after providing the gruel, and was ready to open the door as she heard Charleys approach. She would show him into the parlour, she said, where there was a good fire; and forthwith led the way up a long passage, with a couple of steps in the centre. The parlour was evidently the masters room  the sanctum sanctorum  a small snuggery, with book-shelves on two sides  guns, swords, game-bags, powder-tryers, fishing-rods, &c., on the third  and a red-curtained window on the fourth; a round table, with the fragments of dessert, an empty and a half-empty decanter stood before the fire, while a well used red morocco easy-chair stood on one side of the table.

A bachelor, said Charley to himself, glancing at the table and chair, and then at the pretty maid whose cork-screw curls dangled down her healthy cheeks, despite the unruly elements to which they had just been exposed; clear case that, I think, said he, eyeing the fit of her nicely done-up blue cotton gown, and well-turned ankles, with broadish sandalled shoes; no missis would keep such a pretty blue-eyed maid as that, said he to himself.

Would you like to take any thing, sir? inquired she, lighting the wax-candles, and casting a look of commiseration at Charleys wet breeches.

Nothing, thank you, my pretty dear, except  a kiss, giving her ruby lips a smack that sounded along the passage.

Hush! exclaimed she, colouring up, in alarm, Mrs. Thompson will hear.

And whos Mrs. Thompson?

The housekeeper, to be sure; shes just gone to bed.

Well, if thats the case, replied Charles, I think I should like a little sherry-and-water, or something, lifting up the half-emptied decanter, if you could get some hot water and sugar; or never mind the sugar, if Mrs. Thompsons got the keys.

Oh, Ill get you both, replied blue-eyes, tripping away.

Charles now began to reconnoitre the apartment. Taking a light, he proceeded to examine the book-case. There was a curious mixture:  Burns Justice and the Gentlemans Magazine; Statutes at Large and Andersons Agriculture; the Tatler and Popes Homer; Don Quixote and the Old Sporting Magazine; Senecas Morals and Camdens Britannia; Osbaldestones British Sportsman; Calamys Sermons and Adams Essays; Walkers Pronouncing Dictionary and Sidneys Arcadia; Daciers Plutarch and Whites Farriery.

Sporting parson, perhaps, thought Charles to himself. No, that cant be, continued he; no bachelor parsons  at least, not with such houses as this. Some young man just come to his fortune, most likely, and hasnt had time to pick up a wife yet. No, that wont do; a young un wouldnt be in bed so soon as this. Blue-eyes interrupted the speculation by appearing with a tray containing a nice plate of ham-sandwiches, hot water, sugar, lemon, nutmeg, &c.

Youre a darling! exclaimed Charley, squeezing her hand as she placed them on the table: By Jove, theres no work done with that, said he to himself, as she ran out of the room; soft as a mowdy-warp!

Charley took the red morocco chair, and mixing himself some negus, recommenced his speculation on the probable station of his host. The books and the blue-eyes, and the guns and the soft hand confused him: and the more he thought, the nearer he was falling asleep  and the farther from arriving at a conclusion.

Masters gone to bed, muttered Charley, recollecting the little maids first observation. No mistress, thats clear; and thereupon he drained off his tumbler, and filled up another. Curious assortment of things he has in his room, thought Charley, looking about him. I dont see a hunting-whip; and having satisfied himself on that point, without moving from his chair, he commenced a vigorous attack on the ham-sandwiches.



Shall I show you to bed? inquired the little maid, peeping in at the door just as Charley was dropping asleep.

If you please, my dear! replied he, starting up, rubbing his eyes, and draining off the tumbler of sherry-and-water that had been cooling at his elbow.

The maiden lighted a bed-candle, and proceeded to lead the way up a wide, black oak stair-case, whose massive, shining banisters were ornamented with carved birds, monkeys, guinea-pigs, and other specimens of zoology, at the turns of the frequent landings. The wind had lulled, and the heavy ticking of a large black-faced time-piece with gilt figures was all that disturbed the monotony of night.

Lightly following his fairy guide, an involuntary hope came over Charley that he might not make the acquaintance of his host through the medium of a horse-pistol cocking at him through one of the black doors as they passed. Turning from the wide passage, up a narrower one on the left, a gleam of light, through a partially closed door, showed the termination of his travels, and throwing it open, a large poker in a downward slant, evinced the activity of the little maid, who had lighted the fire, got the room ready, and all the little arrangements made, while Charles was busy with his negus and speculations.

We need scarcely say that the room was not that bugbear to humble minds  the best one in the house, up whose lofty beds short-legged men swarm, as though they were climbing a tree, but it was one of those betwixt-and-between sort of apartments, that, like the pony in a stable, comes in for most of the work. The bed was exceedingly low, scarcely two feet from the ground, and stood in the centre of the room, with the head against the wall and the feet towards the fire. The curtains were of thick but faded orange damask, and the counterpane was patchwork of many colours. Round the bed was a slip of black and red carpeting; another piece lay before a dressing-table, on which was a curious old black and gilt Chinese-patterned looking-glass, with many drawers, and the thoughtful little maiden had placed another piece of carpeting under the foot-bath before the fire. The rest of the floor was bare, and there was a large black oak press in the corner, with richly carved festoons above the drawers, and coats of arms emblazoned on the panels.

Shall I take your coat down to dry? inquired the little maiden, slipping the poker out of the fire.

If you please, replied Charles; but first you must help me out of it. Whereupon she put down the poker, and taking hold of the cuff, Charles drew himself out of the adhering garment. Now, said he, giving her the wet scarlet and a kiss at the same time, which produced a corresponding effusion in her cheeks; how shall I know about getting up in the morning?

Oh, Aaron will call you! replied the little maid, seizing the poker and tripping away.

Aaron will call me! repeated Charley, returning from chasing her to a green baized door at the end of the passage. Aaron will call me!  what a queer name for a servant!  Wonder what the master is? Aaron! Gad he must be a priest, and Aaron is his clerk and valet-de-chambre. No, that cant be either, for heres a boot-jack, a thing one never meets with in a parsons house; and, as I live! no end of sporting pictures, added he, holding his candle to the wall.

Sure enough, there were Loraine Smiths famous pictures of the Quorn Hunt, the progenitor of the now innumerable race of sporting prints;

Bagging the Fox; The Rendezvous of the Smoking Hunt at Braunstone, in which gentlemen appear with great meerschaums in their mouths; The Loss of the Chaplain, exhibiting a reverend gentleman somewhat in Mr. Jorrocks predicament  in danger of drowning, if he were not in equal danger of hanging; The Meeting at Grooby Pool; The Victory of obtaining the Brush, &c.; all stretched on canvass, with broad gilt borders, and ranged round the room. Above the fire-place was a portrait of an old gentleman in a cocked hat, a gold-laced blue coat, with a snuff-box in one hand, and the other resting on the head of a grey-hound, whose master seemed to look upon Charley, as he sat up to his knees in hot water, in anything but a patronising way.

Should this be my host, or even my hosts father or grandfather, thought Charley to himself, perhaps he may not be over glad to see me; however, added he, enough for the day is the evil thereof;so, exchanging his damp shirt for a nice well-aired cotton one, with the initials J. W. F., on one side, and rejecting both a double and single nightcap, laid out for his choice, he put out his candle, and turned into bed.



Sound and healthy were his slumbers;  day dawned without his waking, and neither the darting rays of a dazzling sun brightening the moreen curtains through the chinks of the shutters, nor the noisy tick of the passage clock, had any influence on his sleep.

At length he started up, as a sledge-hammer sort of thump sounded on the door.

Come in! exclaimed he, involuntarily, the exertion of which awoke him to a recollection of the past and a sense of his situation. How deuced awkward! thought he to himself, looking at a great bell-tassel hanging above his head, and considering whether he should pull it or not,  

Thump! went the door again, and no mistake.

Come in! exclaimed Charley; but still no one entered. Must get up at all events, reasoned Charley; must be eight, at least; looking at the rays of sunshine shooting into the room. Just as his hand grasped the bell-pull,

Thump! went somebody at the door again.

Come in! roared Charles, for the third time, but still the door remained closed. Just as he was debating whether to ring the bell or compose himself for another nap, the door opened, and a slow, heavey foot paced steadily across the room to the window. Drawing aside the window-curtain, the heavy cross-bar swung lengthways in the shutter, which being folded exhibited the person of the intruder.

He was an elderly, clumsily built, middle-sized man, with a brown scratch-wig, surmounting a square, thick-featured, unmeaning countenance. A school-boys turnip lantern would perhaps convey the best idea of the style of his much-tanned face and features. He was dressed in a snuff-coloured coat, loose buff waistcoat, puddingy-white neckcloth, drab kerseymere breeches; and his swelling calves and enormously thick ankles were cased in white lambs-wool stockings; thick shoes, with leather strings, completed his costume. Having opened the shutters, he stumped to the foot of the bed, and placing himself right in the middle, thus delivered himself in good set Zummerzetzhire,  

Please, zur, meazter gittin oop.

Thank you, Aaron! exclaimed Charles, never doubting his man. Pray can you tell me what oclock it is?

Ill zee, zur, replied Aaron, after a pause, stumping out of the room to consult the passage clock.

What a man it is! exclaimed Charley, burying his face in the pillow, as he roared with laughter at his unmeaning, cast-iron countenance. What can his meazter be! Presently, creak, creak, creak, announced old heavy-heels returning. Placing himself in his old position, exactly at the centre of the bed, he thus delivered himself,  

Pleaz, zur, its nineteen minutes pazt eight. Will you pleaz, zur, to want any thing more, zur? at length inquired the stupid old man.

More! thought Charles, why, Ive got nothing as yet; wishing he had his female valet-de-chambre of the previous night back instead of old Aaron. Yes, I should like some warm water for one thing, and my boots cleaned for another, looking at his mud-stained tops standing against a chair near the foot-bath. Razors, brushes, combs, sponges, and a host of etceteras, flitted across his mind, but considering the slowness of Aaron, and the state of his raiment, Charles thought he had better do with as little as possible. Out, then, Old Aaron stumped, and Charles was left alone to his reflections.

Confounded awkward! said he to himself, ruminating on his situation. Suppose theres a mistress or young misses, what a figure I shall cut at a breakfast-table! Leathers like parchment, boots all dirt, neckcloth spoiled; better start off, and take my chance on the road, or breakfast when I get home. Then the recollection of the previous night deranged his reasoning. The little snuggery, the solitary easy chair, the remnants of dessert instead of tea, and the little blue-eyed maid, all savoured of bachelorism; so dismissing the lady consideration from his mind, he again applied himself to the question of what his host could be. Aaron and the blue-eyed maid were inconsistent. Such a pretty little girl, and such a very ugly old man  one so sharp, the other so slow and yet what a stupe I am, continued Charles; Aarons just the sort of man to keep in the house with a pretty girl; and thereupon his host assumed the character of a fox-hunter, and Charles felt as if he knew him already.

No, that wont do, continued Charles, demolishing the vision he had just conjured up; she wouldnt have blushed so if shed been used to kissing; and thereupon his spirits fell below zero. Stump, stump, stump, creak, creak, creak, came old heavy-heels along the passage, disturbing Charless reverie as well by his footsteps as his sledge-hammer thumps at the door. Thrice did he thump ere he would enter, and at length, when he did, having deposited a can of hot water on the wash-hand stand, he laid Charleys scarlet coat exactly in the centre of the table, and resuming his old position at the foot of the bed, cast his unmeaning eyes towards the pillows, and drawled out,  

Pleaz, zur, do you pleaz to want anything elze?

Nothing but my boots cleaned! exclaimed Charles, exhausted by his slowness, though, perhaps, added he, as Aaron was stumping away, you may as well make my compliments to your meazter, and say that a gentleman, who lost his way out with the hounds yesterday, wishes to pay his respects to him at breakfast  or rather (aside), to his breakfast.

Yeaz, zur, replied Aaron, trudging out. Up Charles jumped, and making for the window, surveyed the prospect outside.

Immediately below the terrace was an ill-kept garden, divided by massive clipt yew-hedges, opening by antique white gates upon an undulating park, girded by a river. A few cows stood listlessly to the sun, and two or three mares and yearlings scratched themselves with the lower branches of the trees with which the park was plentifully studded. The tufty grass showed the land was not overstocked. Beyond the river a rich grazing vale stretched to distant hills, whose undulating outline closed the grey horizon.

Having made his survey, Charles proceeded to dress. Wish I had little blue-eyes to get me what I want, thought he, pulling on a stained stocking, and looking at his shirt where the wet had soaked through his coat. Just then old Aaron was heard plodding back with his boots, which having placed at the door, he gave a loud thump, and asked if Charles wanted anything more.

Oh, no! replied Charles, opening the door, and taking in the dingy tops; but tell me, what did your master say to my message?

He said varra well, replied Aaron, stroking his hand over his wig.

He said varra well, repeated Charles, shutting the door in disgust; what an inhospitable answer  fear hes no fox-hunter  would have been up with shaving-pot and razors before this; however, never mind, Ill soon be back to old J. and Belinda. So saying, he began handling his leathers; they were tolerably dry, except at the knees, but were desperately the worse for wear  large mud-stains disfigured their creamy colour, and there was a great black patch down one side, where he had rolled in the bog. However, he coaxed himself into them, and pulling on his boots, he made the best he could of his damaged blue neckcloth, while his cord waistcoat and red coat felt grateful for their acquaintance with the fire.

He was now ready for a start; and, the passage-clock striking nine, in an Aaron-like pace Charles made for the sound, and soon got into the gallery he had traversed overnight. Descending the zoological staircase, he found his friend Aaron standing with his ear at a door, listening, like a terrier at a rat-hole; Charley would fain have had a word with him, but Aaron gave him no time for inquiry, by opening the door, and discovering the top of a well-powdered head, with a pig-tail cocking above the red morocco chair.

The gentleman, sir, said Aaron, advancing to the back of the chair.

Up jumped a little red-faced old gentleman, who, depositing a newspaper on the breakfast-table, made a profound Sir Charles Grandison salaam as he presented a full front to the enterer.

He was dressed in a single-breasted high-collared blue coat, with large silver buttons, white cravat, with a black one over it, buff waistcoat, with flap-pockets, cut out over the hips, yellow leather breeches, and rose-coloured top-boots, buckling round his knees with broad leather boot-garters.

Charley bowed his best in return, and thinking what a sorry figure his much-stained clothes must cut by the spotless ones before him, began muttering something about fox-hunting, boldness, benighted, hospitality, hungry  the little old gentleman jerking and bowing all the time, and motioning him into a chair on the other side of the round table.

Glad to hide his dilapidations under the table, Charley sidled to the seat, and tucking his napkin under his waistcoat, cast his eye round the apartment, and then began to reconnoitre the well-furnished breakfast-table.

His host resumed his seat, and jerking out his short legs as though he were on horseback, fixed his little beady black eyes upon Charles, and opened a voluble battery with Charming sport fox-hunting!  was a great sportsman myself!  one of the fastest of the fast  long since now  days of old Sef. in fact  have often sat up in the saddle-room at Quorn playing cards till it was time to go to cover. Those were the days! No such young men now  degenerate race, quite  horses, too, all good for nothing  bad and weedy  no welters  shall never see such horses or hunting again as we used then  real science of the thing exploded  all riding and racing  no such men as old Meynell  or Corbet, or Lambton, or any of your lasters. Swell masters ruin a country  go a burst, and are done  foxes now run short and bad  worse than hares  if it wasnt the grass the thing would be over. Pray make yourself at home. Take tea or coffee? None of your flagon-of-ale and round-of-beef breakfasts now-a-days  slip-slop, wishy-washy, milk-and-water, effeminate stuff  spoil nerves  no such riders as there used to be. Cold fowl on the sideboard  Aaron will bring some hot sausages directly.  Turf seems all rotten  saw OKellys young Eclipse win the Derby in 1781  horses were horses then  Eclipse  Florizel  Highflyer  Juniper  men that might be called sportsmen and gentlemen too  not your half-lord and half-leg.

There was Lord Abingdon, continued the old gentleman, telling them off on his fingers Duke of Bolton  Sir Charles Bunbury  Mr. Bradyll  Lord Clermont  Mr. Jolliff  remember his bay horse, Foxhuntoribus by Fox-hunter, well. Then there was Lord Milsintown  Mr. Pulteney  Mr. Panton  Duke of Queensbury  and a host whose names I forget. Ah! those recollections make an old man of me. Well, never mind! Ive had my day, and the old uns must make way for the young; then, turning short upon Charley, who was glancing at the newspaper as it lay on the table, he said, with a jerk, Allow me the privilege of inquiring the name of the gentleman I have the honour of addressing.

This was a poser, and coming after such a string of high-sounding names, poor Charless humble one would cut but a poor figure. It so happened, however, that he was just skimming by a sort of sidelong glance the monthly advertisement of the heavy triumvirate, wherein well-known unknowns make names for themselves much better than their own. There was Shooting, by Ranger, and Racing, by Rover, and Fishing, by Flogger, and in larger letters, as if the great gun of the number, A Trip to Trumpington, by Pomponius Ego.

Charles had just got so far as this, when suddenly interrogated as described, when he unconsciously slipped out the words, Pomponius Ego.

Pomponius Ego! exclaimed the little gentleman, jumping on to his short legs as though he were shot, extending his arms and staring with astonishment, I never was so out in my life!

Charley, I beg pardon  

No apologies, my dear sir, interrupted our host, resuming his seat with a thump that stotted his short legs off the carpet. No apology! no apology! no apology! We old men are apt to fancy things, to fancy things, to fancy things  and I candidly confess I pictured Pomponius Ego quite a different sort of man to myself.

Charles, But if youll allow me to ex

No explanations necessary, my dear Mr. Ego  Mr. Pomponius Ego, I mean, jabbered the voluble little old gentleman. Eat your muffin and sausages, and believe me youre heartily welcome; Ive lived long in the world  take some more coffee  theres tea if you like it, but I never was so out before. Lord! if old Q. . could see me! continued he, clasping his hands, and casting his eyes up to the ceiling.

Charley, Well, but perhaps, sir

Theres no perhapss in the matter, my dear sir  no perhaps in the matter; Ill tell you candidly, I pictured Pomponius Ego a prosy old chap, who went the horse-in-the-mill round of his stories from sheer want of originality and inability to move from home in search of novelty. The only thing that ever staggered me was your constant assertion, that second horses were unknown in Leicestershire in Meynells time. Never was a greater fallacy, saving your presence! Always had a second horse out myself, though I only rode eight stun ten  never took soup for fear of getting fat  a host of others had second horses  Lambton and Lockley, and Lindow and Loraine Smith, and  But never mind! dont assert that again, you know  dont assert that again. Now take another sausage, pushing the dish towards Charley in a friendly, forgiving sort of way, as if to atone for the uneasiness the correction had occasioned him.

But I never said anything of the sort! exclaimed Charley, reddening up, as soon as he could get a word in sideways.

Saving your presence, a dozen times, rejoined the little mercurial old gentleman a dozen times at least! repeated he, most emphatically. The fact is, my dear sir, I dare say you write so much, you forget what you say. We readers have better memories. I noted it particularly, for it was the only thing that ever shook my conviction of Pomponius Ego being a very old man. But let that pass. Dont be discouraged. I like your writings, especially the first time over. Few stories bear constant telling; but youve a wonderful knack at dressing them up. My father had a jolly knack at cooking up an almanack, Yes, he had a jolly knack, at cooking up an almanack. By the way, you once cooked up an almanack! and a pretty hash it was, too! added the little old gentleman. Ill tell you what, continued he, tucking his legs up in his chair, and grasping a knee with each hand; Ill tell you what  Id like to match you against the gentleman that does the cunning advertisements of Rowlands Odonto or Pearl Dentifrice; Id lay

Zounds, sir! interrupted Charles.

Hear me out! exclaimed the old gentleman, Hear me out! repeated he, throwing an arm out on each side of the chair; Id match you to lead one further on in an old story, without discovery, than Rowlands man does with his puffs of paste, or whatever his stuff is.

But you are on the wrong scent altogether, roared Charles; Ive nothing to do with Pomponius Ego or Pearl Dentifrice either.

Blastation! screamed the little old gentleman, jumping up frantically into his chair, with a coffee-cup in one hand and a saucer in the other; Blastation! tell me that, when its written in every feature of your face! So saying, he sent the cup through the window, and clapped the saucer on his head.



Come and feed the chuck cocks  pretty chuck cocks, said Aaron, stumping in at the sound of the crash; Come and feed the chuck cocks  pretty chuck cocks, repeated he soothingly, taking his master down by the arm, and leading him quietly out of the room, observing to Stobbs as they went, Its your red coat thats raisin him.


CHAPTER XXVIII.
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BOUT LONNUN, THEN, divent ye make sic a rout, Theres nowse there maw winkers to dazzle: For a the fine things ye are gobbin about, We can marra in canny Newcassel.  

Piggs Poems.

CAN ye let us lie i yere barn, please, canny man? inquired Pigg of a farmer, at whose door he knocked a long time on the night of this memorable run, before he got him to answer. Ars drippin wet, huss is tired, and hunds cant travel.

Who are ye? inquired the farmer, unused to visitors at any time, more particularly after nightfall.

Ars Pigg, Squire Jorrockss huntsman, replied James; weve had a desperate run, and canna get hyem te neet.

S-o-o-o! replied the farmer in astonishment. Here, Mary! holloaing to his wife; fetch a light, here be the hounds. And hev ye killed him? inquired the farmer, looking closer at his visitor.

Aye, killed him, aye. Ars gettin his head i my pocket  if ye can put your hand in you may get it  ars see numb ar can de nout.



Sure-lie hes a big un! exclaimed the farmer, pulling out the head, and weighing it by the ears; Well, I think!  but come, lets get ye put up  its a tarrible night; not one for standin out at doors. Here! fetch the lantern, Jane, and help me to put the beast away, so as to make room for the genlemans horse; adding to Pigg, you are surely very wet.

Pigg. Wet, aye! wet as muck. Ar wish ar may ha getten all my hunds away though. If ye can let us have some clean stree i the barn, wor ard maister ill pay ye liberal for t i the mornin  hes quite the gent.

A! never mind about the pay, we will do what we can for you, replied the farmer. So saying he led the way with the lantern, and the jaded horse and tired hounds followed on with Pigg.

The farmers lads took the horse, while Pigg looked over his hounds, and finding only a couple and a half wanting, he shook them down plenty of straw, and returned to the house to see what he could get to feed them on. A tub full of milk, with brown loaves sliced into it, was quickly prepared, but there was little demand for it, the majority of the hounds seeming to prefer a continuance of the rest into which they were quietly subsiding to being disturbed for a meal. At length they had all been coaxed to the pail, and after a hearty shake each nestled into his neighbour, and the pack were soon in a very small compass.

Having seen his horse done up also, Pigg began to turn his attention to himself.

Sink, but its wet, said he, giving his cap a dash towards the floor, which sent a shower bath on to the flags; however, ars lucky in gettin housed at all; for ar really thouht ard ha had to lie out like them poor divils at Chobham; saying which he followed the farmer into an apartment, in which sat his wife and daughters, round a fire composed of a little coal and a good deal of rubbish-wood.

Ar think arll gan into the kitchen, observed Pigg, looking at the fire.

This be the kitchen, replied the farmers wife, setting him a chair by the fire, thinking he was shy.

Pigg sat down, and after contemplating the fire a few seconds, he exclaimed, Ods wons! but ye keep varry bad fires i this country.

Nay, man, replied Mr. Butterfield, his host, we call that a varra good one.

Ar doesnt ken what a bad un ill be like, then, rejoined James.

Well, said Butterfield, throwing on another fagot, you are welcome to it, such as it is. What will you have to eat?

Ought ye can give me, said Pigg; a rasher o bacon, collops and eggs, or ought, casting his eye up at the flitches and hams hanging from the ceiling, adding, ars mortal hungry.

While the rashers of bacon were frying, Butterfield made Pigg exchange his wet coat, waistcoat, and shirt, for dry clothes of his own, and adding a cold pork-pie and a flagon of ale to the hot bacon, Pigg was very soon in his glory. Having at length cleared the decks, he again turned to the fire, which, eyeing for some time with critical amazement, he at length exclaimed, with a laugh, Sink, if mar cousin Deavilboger seed sick a fire i his kitchen, ar wonder what hed say!

Youll keep good fires in your country, then, I presume? inquired Mrs. Butterfield.

Aye, fires, aye! exclaimed Pigg; nebody kens what a fire is but them as has been i wor country.

Whereabouts is it? inquired Butterfield, puzzled with his dialect.

Pigg. A canny Newcassel, where all the coals come frae. Youve niver been there, ars warnd, or youd have heard tell o mar coosin Deavilboger  farms a hundred and nine acres of land aside Kenton. Sink it, frae his loupin on stane ars seen all the country side flaring wi pit loues. Mar cousins kitchen fire niver gans out frae Kirsmas to Kirsmas. A! it is a bonny country! By my soule, ars niver been reetly warmed sin ar left the North.

Indeed! exclaimed Mrs. Butterfield, in astonishment; your cousin must spend a fortin i firin.

Deil a bit  coals cost nout  if they did, folks wad warm theirsels at the pit heaps. Ivry poor man has his shed full o coals; great blazin fires to come hyem te at night, a nice singin hinnies, all ready for slicin and butterin, swingin o the girdle  but ye dinna ken what a girdle is i this country, ars warnd.

No, replied Mrs. Butterfield; we dont.

Why, ye see, said James, its a great round, flat iron broad like, may be, three times as big as your hat-crown, with a hoop over the top to hank it on tiv a crook i the chimley; and then the missis makes a thing like a spice loaf, which she rolls out flat with a rollin-pin, till its the size o the girdle, and about as thick as yeer finger, and then she bakes it on the girdle, and splets it up, and butters it see that the grease runs right down your gob as ye eat it.

Nay, then! exclaimed Mrs. Butterfield, but that will only be for gentle folk?

Pigg. Ivry man i the country has a singin hinnie of a Saturday night, and many of a Sunday, tee. There wasnt a man on mar cousin Deavilbogers farm but has his fifteen and sixteen shillin a-week, and some up to twenty.

Wonderful! exclaimed Mr. Butterfield, who only paid his eight. It must be a grand country to live in.

A, its a grand country! repeated Pigg. Ars sure ars never been rightly warm sin I left it. What they call a fire i the South, is nabbut what we wad tak to light one on with i the North; rubbing his wet cords as he spoke. A, its a bonny country!  bonny Shiney Raws all about the pits. Ivery man with his pig and his gairden; sweetbriar i the middle, and poseys round about.

You must have a drop of gin, and see if that will warm you, rejoined Mr. Butterfield, unlocking a cupboard as he spoke. Here, Mary, get some glasses, and put the kettle on, and let us have a cheerer to the gentlemans health. Its not every night that brings us a visitor.

A large black bottle of Hollands, labelled Eye Water, part of a contraband cargo, was fearlessly placed on the table. More wood and coal were added to the fire; the wood crackled merrily up the chimney, shedding a cheerful blaze over the family group circled about. One seat of honour was ceded to Pigg, the other was occupied by Mrs. Butterfield, while her two daughters came in between her and their father, who sat in the centre, and the servant lads kept a little in the rear of their master on the left. The servant girl bustled about in the background.

Help yourself, now, said Mr. Butterfield, passing the bottle and tumbler to Pigg, having poured himself and his wife each out a glass.

Dont be afraid of it; youre heartily welcome, and theres more in the cupboard when youve finished that. Heres your good health! Im fond of fox-hunters.

Thank ye, replied Pigg, filling his glass half full of gin, and topping it with hot water. Ar wish the country was made o sic chaps as ye; we shouldnt hear se much war wheat then, ars warnd ye.

Mr. Butterfield did not catch the latter part of the sentence, or he would have read him a lecture on riding over wheat.

A second half tumber succeeded the first, and Pigg waxed uncommonly jovial; his eyes twinkled, and his tongue ran riot with all manner of stories, chiefly about hunting, the importance of his cousin Deavilboger, and the magnificence of the town of Newcassel. Mr. Jorrocks was nothing but a good un. If it wasnt for him, hed never stop i the South. At the third half tumbler, Deavilbogers farm had grown into nine hundred acres, and Newcassel was bigger than London.

God sink arll sing ye a sang, said he, turning the quid in his mouth. A! one o the bonniest sangs that iver was sung  all about a dog o wor toon, and when ar stamps wi my foot, ye mun all join chorus. Now arll begin: In a town near Newcassel, a pitman did dwell, Wiv his wife named Peg, a tom-cat, and himsel; A dog called Cappy, he doated upon, Because he was left by his great uncle Tom.

Weel bred Cappy, famous aud Cappy
Cappys the dog, Talliho, Talliho!

Now, that lasts chorus, observed Pigg, wiping the tobacco stream from his mouth with his sleeve. His tail pitcher-handled, his colour jet black; Just a foot and a half was the length of his back; His legs seven inches frer shoulders to paws, And his lugs like twe dockins, hung owre his jaws.

Hereupon Pigg gave a mighty stamp, and the company joined in with  

Weel bred Cappy, famous aud Cappy,
Cappys the dog, Talliho, Talliho!
For huntin of varmin reet clever was he,
And the house frer a robbers his bark wad keep free.
Could baith fetch and carry; could sit on a stool,
Or, when frisky, wad hunt water-rats in a pool.
Weel bred Cappy, &c.
As Ralphy to market one morn did repair,
In his hatband a pipe, and weel combed was his hair,
Ower his arm hung a basket  thus onwards he speels,
And enterd Newcassel wi Cap at his heels.
Weel bred Cappy, &c.
He hadnt got further than foot of the side,
Afore he fell in with the dog-killin tribe;
When a highwayman fellow slippd round in a crack,
And a thump o the skull laid him flat on his back!
Down went Cappy, &c.
Now Ralphy, extonishd, Capes fate did repine,
Whilst its eyes like twe little pearl buttons did shine;
He then spat on his hands, in a fury he grew,
Cries, Gad smash! but arl hev settisfaction o thou,
For knockin down Cappy, &c.
Then this grim-luiken fellow his bludgeon he raised,
When Ralphy eyed Cappy, and then stood amazed;
But fearin aside him he might be laid down,
Threw him into the basket, and bangd out o town.
Away went Cappy, &c.

He breethless gat hyem, and when liftin the sneck,
His wife exclaimd, Ralphy! thous suin gettin back;
Getten back! replied Ralphy, ar wish ard neer gyen,
In Newcassel, theyre fellin dogs, lasses, and men.
Theyve knocked down Cappy, &c.
If aw gan to Newcassel, when comes wor pay week,
Ar liken him again by the patch on his cheek;
Or if ever he enters wor toon wiv his stick,
Well thump him about till hes black as aud Nick,
For killin aud Cappy, &c.
Wiv tears in her een, Peggy heard his sad tale,
And Ralph wiv confusion and terror grew pale;
While Cappys transactions with grief they talkd oer,
He creeps out o the basket quite brisk on the floor!
Weel done, Cappy! &c.

Great applause followed, producing another song, The Keel Row, after which came another stiff tumber of gin and water  then another song, or parts of a song rather  for the vocalist was fast becoming hors du combat;  his face turned green  his eye gradually glazed, and at length his chin sunk on his breast; but for the fortunate circumstance of the farmers boy being on the look-out, his tumbler would have dropped to the ground. They then carried Mr. Pigg off to bed, but not being able to get off his boots, they happed him up as he was.

The next morning when Farmer Butterfield came down-stairs, he found Pigg on his over-night seat, with his legs cocked over the back of a chair, with one of his boys blacking his boots. He had neither cold nor headache, and eat as much breakfast as if he had had no supper. His coat was dry, his waistcoat was dry, he was all dry together; the sun shone brightly, the lost hounds had cast up, and taken shelter in an out-house, his horse was freshish, and the pack poured out of the barn bright and glossy in their coats, though somewhat stiff in their limbs.



If evir ye come to Handley Cross, wor ard maister will be glad to thank ye and pay ye, said Pigg, grasping the farmers hand as he mounted, and if evir ye gan to canny Newcassel, cast your eye oer mar coosin Deavilbogers farm  A! what tormots he has! Aye, and see his grand pedigree bull  A! what a bull he has!

Youre heartily welcome, replied Farmer Butterfield, shaking Pigg by the hand, and whenever you pass this way, give us a look in, therell always be a drop of eye-water in the bottle; stay, lets open the gate for you; running to the fold-yard from which Pigg emerged with the glad pack at his horses heels.

Mrs. Butterfield, her daughters and servants, were clustered at the door, to whom Pigg again returned thanks, and touching his cap, trotted down the lane on to the road, the brightness of the morning contrasting with the dark wildness of the hour in which he arrived. What a different place he had got to, to what he thought! On Pigg jogged, now coaxing a weakly hound, now talking to his horse, and now striking up the chorus of Cappys the dog, Talliho! Talliho!



Your masters just gone through, said Anthony Smith at the Barrow Hill Gate.

Mar maister! replied Pigg, what Squire Jorrocks?

Yeas, said the man, he was axing if I could tell him what become of his hounds yesterday.

Indeed, replied Pigg, give me fourpence and a ticket.

On Pigg trotted as well as he could with a pack of hounds without a whipper-in, and catching a view of Mr. Jorrocks broad red back rounding a bend of the road, he gave a puff of his horn that acted like magic.

Mr. Jorrocks stopped as though he were shot.

Turning short back, he espied his huntsman and the hounds, and great was the joy and exultation at meeting.

Killed him did you say! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in ecstasies, veres his brush?

A, sink em, theyd spoild it, replied Pigg, afore iver I gat te them  but ars getten his head i my pocket!

Fatch it out! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, vy, man, you should ride with it at your osses side. Have you never a couple loup to your saddle?  run a bit of vipcord through his snout, and let the world see the wonders weve done  youve no proper pride about you! There now, continued he, having adjusted the head at Piggs saddle side, let the world see it  dont let your coat lap hang over it.

Thus Mr. Jorrocks and Pigg proceeded at a foots pace, relating their mutual adventures. Before they had got to the end of their stories, who but Charles should pop upon them from a by-road, and the three having got together again, they entered Handley Cross in triumphant procession, as though they had never parted. Rumours of the run had been rife all the morning, but in what direction it had been, nobody could tell. The stables and kennel were besieged by inquirers, and Mr. Fribbleton, the man-milliner, who edited the Paul Pry, having been granted an audience, managed from Mr. Jorrockss account to manufacture the following article for the second edition of his paper. It was headed  

Brilliant Run with Mr. Jorrockss Hounds!

and proceeded  

As this unrivalled pack were taking their daily exercise on the Summerton road, accompanied by the huntsman, their worthy master, and his friend, Mr. James Stobbs, a large dog-fox suddenly crossed before them, with which the pack went away in gallant style, despite all efforts to stop them, as they were advertised to meet at the Round-of-Beef and Carrots to-morrow. The place the fox so suddenly popped upon them was just at the four-mile-stone, near the junction of the Appledove road, and as there were some coursers on Arthington open fields, it is conjectured bold Reynard having been suddenly disturbed by the long dogs, had come upon the hounds in a somewhat ruffled state of mind, without dreaming of his danger. However, he was quickly convinced that there was some, by the cry of his redoubtable pursuers, and the shortness of his start caused him to put his best leg foremost; and setting his head for Wollaton Plantations, he went straight as an arrow towards them, passing near the main earths on Thoresby Moor, and going through the low end of the plantations, where they run out into a belt.

Here he was chased by a woodmans dog, and the hounds came to a momentary check; but Mr. Jorrocks, being well up, made a scientific cast forward, and getting upon grass, they hit off the scent at a meuse, and went at a racing pace down to Crowland, through Lady Cross Park, leaving Bilson a little on the right, and so on to Langford Plantations, from thence by Kings Gate to Hookem-Snivey, and on by Staunton-Snivey to the Downs, crossing at Depedean, leaving the Windmill to the right, and the Smugglers Cave on the left. Night and a hurricane now came on; but, despite all impediments, this truly gallant pack realised their fox at the foot of Gunston Crags. A few more minutes would have thrown the mantle of protection over the varmint, for the crags are strongholds, from whence foxes are seldom or ever dislodged. It was the biggest Reynard that ever was seen, and the tag of his tail was uncommonly large.

The distance gone over could not have been less than five-and-twenty miles; and altogether it was the very finest run ever encountered in the annals of fox-hunting. Mr. Jorrocks went like a bird, and earned a title to a niche among the crack riders of England.

The hounds lay out all night, but have arrived at Handley Cross in very fair order; and we trust this run is a prelude to a long career of brilliant sport that we shall have the good fortune to record under the auspices of their most sporting master, and his equally renowned and energetic Scotch huntsman  Charles Pigg.

Mr. Jorrocks wrote the following letter to Bill Bowker:  

Dear Bowker,

Yours to hand, and note the contents. Weve had a buster! Three hours without a check and a kill! Should have been appy to have sent old Nunquam Dormio  an account, but it was a bye on the sly, and no one being out, there are no names to bring in. Its soapin chaps cleverly wot makes a run read. Howsomever, I hopes to have lots of clippers for him to record before long. Not that I cares about fame, but its well to let the ounds have the credit of what they do. You say Dormio will spice the articles up with learning and Latin. Latin be anged!  Greek too, if theres any grown now-a-days. Now for the run.

Its an old sayin, and a true un, that a bad beginnin often makes a good endin. We lost Binjamin at startin; the little beggar was caught in the spikes of a po-chay, and carried a stage out of town  teach him to walk up street for futur. Howsomever, off we set without him, and a tremendious run was the result. I send you the Pry, and you can judge for yourself; the first part, about the find, must be taken cum grano salis, with a leetle Quieanne pepper, as Pomponius Ego would say. We meant to have a private rehearsal as it were, and got a five-act comedy instead of a three. Indeed, it were like to have been a tragedy.

Somehow or other I got to the Earl of Brambers, where there was a great spread, and I had a good blow-out, and a solemnish drink. Either I walked in my sleep and fell into a pond or some one pitched me into one, and I was as near drowned as a toucher. Howsomever, I got out, and werry attentive people were to me, givin me brandy, and whiskey, and negus, and all sorts of things. I slept pretty well after it, nevertheless; but when I awoke to get up, I seemed to be in quite a different room  no bell, no lookin-glass, no wash-hand, no towels, no nothin, but my unting clothes were laid nice and orderly. I dressed, and found my way to the breakfast-room, when sich a roar of laughter greeted my entrance! Still, they were all werry purlite; but I observed, whenever a servant came in he nearly split his sides with laughin. Well, jist as I was goin away, I caught a sight of myself in a glass, and, oh, crikey! my face was painted broad red and yellow stripes, zebra-fashion! I couldnt be angry, for it was so werry well done; but it certainly was werry disrespectful to an M.F.H. Have no great fancy for lords  werry apt to make first a towel, and then a dish-clout on one. But enough of that.

I hope the Slender has not been silly enough to shoot an exciseman; they are clearly not game. It will be haukward for them both if he has: of course he has too many legal friends not to get the best advice. Im sorry to hear about Susans legs  they were a pair of uncommon neat ones, certainlie; all the symmetry of Westriss, without the smallness. I dont think blisterin would do them any good; rest  rest  with occasional friction: hand-rubbin, in fact, is the best thing.

Charleys quite well, and slept last night at a lunatics, a poor chap wot went mad about unting. You neednt send him none of your nasty baccy down here, for I dont stand smokin. As you say Snarles business has fallen off, youll have fewer common forms to copy, and more time for letter-writing. Tip us a stave when youve nothin to do, and believe me yours to serve,

John Jorrocks.

P.S. 1. I enclose you 5l. for the Slender. Tell him to buy a good hard-mouthed counsel with it. I fear Billys only a lusus naturæ, or loose un by natur, as Pomponius would say.

J. J.

P.S. 2. Tell Fortnum and Mason to send me a dozen pots of marmeylad; also Gilbertson to send me three quartern loaves  two brown and a wite  every other day. Cant get sich bread as his ere, and neither Alum nor Branfoote subscribe a dump to the ounds, so its no use puzzonin oneself on their account. Also see Painter, and tell him if his turtles first chop, to send me six quarts, with a suitable quantity of punch.

J. J.


CHAPTER XXIX. COOKING UP A HUNT DINNER.
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CAPTAIN DOLEFUL, EVER anxious for the prosperity of the town and his own emolument, conceived that a hunt dinner on the night of his ball would have the effect of drawing divers rural parties to the town who might not otherwise honour him with their presence, and he lost no time in communicating the idea to the worthy master, Mr. Jorrocks.

Of course the éclat it would confer on the hunt, and the brilliancy it would reflect on Mr. Jorrockss mastership, were the main points Captain Doleful urged on behalf of his proposal; and Mr. Jorrocks, nothing loth to indulge in a good dinner, at which he was to play first fiddle, readily came into the proposition, and the following notice was inserted in the Paul Pry:  

Mr. Jorrockss Fox Hounds!

There will be a Hunt Dinner, at the Dragon Hotel, on the night of the Master of the Ceremonies Ball, at which Members of the Hunt and the public in general, are invited to attend.

Mr. Jorrocks in the Chair!

Tickets, twelve shillings each, to be had at the bar of the Dragon Hotel up to five oclock on Monday evening, after which none can possibly be issued.

Never was a happier device, or one more eminently successful. Not only did the visitors of the place hasten to secure tickets, but people from all the neighbouring towns showered in their orders by the post, and it soon became apparent that a bumper would be the result. The longest long room at the Dragon was soon declared inefficient for the accommodation of the party, and the masons and joiners were summoned to lay the adjoining bed-room to the end, which would afterwards be restored to privacy by the usual means of folding-doors. Then came the joining and fitting of tables, the measuring of cloths, the borrowing of knives, forks, glasses, salt-cellars, decanters, and waiters. Captain Doleful flew about the town like a lost dog in search of its master. When Mr. Snubbins, the landlord of the Dragon failed in accomplishing a loan, the Captain exerted his authority in compelling one. What with his ball and the dinner he scarcely had time for his meals.

On the Monday he bespoke an audience with Mr. Jorrocks to put the finishing stroke to his arrangements. He was duly received in the dining-room of Diana Villa, where pens, ink, and paper were laid for his coming. The dinner, he assured the worthy master, was calculated to make him eminent in the eyes of all men, and most materially to aid the financial department of the hunt. There will be, said he, a gathering from all quarters. Men from every point  sportsmen of every shade and grade are about to assemble, and if you can manage to tickle the fancy of each with a speech, so as to make him believe his favourite sport is the best, there is no saying but in the happy mood that most men are in when pleased and half-drunk, you may draw a good many into becoming members or subscribing.

Well, there can be no difficulty whatsomever at all, replied Mr. Jorrocks, in making them a werry andsome speech  beautiful speech, I may say, but in course they cant expect me to tell them that I consider any sport better than unting.

Why as to that, rejoined Captain Doleful, it makes little odds what a man says on an occasion of this sort, especially a chairman, whose first care should be to put every one in good humour with himself; and if you were to outstep the real facts a little for once, no one would ever think of throwing it in your teeth on a future occasion. For instance now, Captain Couples, the great courser, has written for tickets for three,  himself, his son, and a friend,  in order that he may have the honour of making your acquaintance, and then of presenting his son in due form. Of course you will take an early opportunity during the evening of buttering him by introducing as a toast the beautiful sport of coursing, which you may say is one of the most classical and elegant of field-sports, and say that it is one which you feel a peculiar pleasure in proposing, inasmuch as you have been given to understand that one of the most distinguished patrons of the leash has honoured the Handley-Cross Hunt dinner with his presence, which affords you an opportunity of coupling with the sport the name of the gallant Captain Couples, and of course the toast will be responded to with a heavy round of cheers, which will lay the Captain open to the insinuating applications of Mr. Fleeceall, and you may reckon him, if not his son also, a member of your hunt for a year at all events, especially if you get him to pay the money down on the nail.

Humph! said Mr. Jorrocks, turning it over in his mind whether he could do such violence to his feelings as to praise the sport of coursing, or call it sport at all, for the sake of the three sovereigns he would get by Captain Couples becoming a member of the hunt. Nothing daunted, Captain Doleful proceeded with his enumeration and recommendations. Mr. Trippitt, the famous cricketer, will most likely come. He was the founder of the Winwicket Cricket Club, which beat all London at Lords the year before last; you should toast him and his club together, and of course you would string a lot of sentences together in praise of the game of cricket, which you are doubtless aware is most popular all over England. Then there is Mr. Ringmore, the quoit-player, and loads of people who keep some hobby or other for their private riding, who should all be toasted in turn.

Werry well, said Mr. Jorrocks, werry well, there cannot be not never no objection whatsomever at all to sayin somethin pleasant and soapy of all the warious amusements, but it is werry difficult and inconwenient to have so many cut and dried speeches, as well as ones dinner aboard at the same time. If I could manage to couple two or three of them together, such as coursin, fishin, and fiddlin, for instance, it would suit my constitution better.

Oh no! that would not do, replied Captain Doleful, because one of the objects in singling out a sport or diversion to give as a toast is the circumstance of some patron or follower being at table, who will make a speech in reply; but if you club two or three together, not only will you fail in getting any one to consider the toast as a compliment, but no one will rise to acknowledge it; because, though he may be a keen follower of one branch of sport, he may care nothing about the thing you couple with it  You understand?

Then we must jest dot down wot we think should be given, observed Mr. Jorrocks, and also wot I should say, for it is far more than probable, indeed I should say most likely, that in the heat and noise, and lush and flush, and one thing and another, I shall forget one half o the toast, and possibly give the coursin man to the fiddlin feller, or the cricketer instead of the quoit-player. Thereupon Mr. Jorrocks took pen, ink, and paper, and proceeded to draw out his list of toasts.

In course, the Queen, and her stag ounds, will come first, observed he, writing the words at the head of a long slip of paper  adding, bumper toast. Cheers. Do you think there will be any staggerin sinner there to acknowledge the toast?

Probably there will, replied the Captain, at all events, if there isnt, I would say a few words in return, as it would not look well to let the toast pass without saying something on behalf of our young and virtuous queen. I can acknowledge it as Vice-president, and also as holding her Majestys commission.

Well, then, said Mr. Jorrocks, lets see what should come next? Shouldnt it be the Andley-cross Fox-ounds, and my werry good health?

No  that will be too soon. The Chairmans health should never be given until the company have had a few glasses of wine to elate them for shouting. Besides, your health will be the toast of the evening, and things always become flat after that is given, and perhaps the company will begin to disperse.

Werry well  any thing for a quiet life  what shall we put then?

Captain Doleful. Prince Albert, to be sure! and his harriers.

With all my eart, replied Mr. Jorrocks, placing the Princes name after her Majestys.

We must have the Prince of Whales next, in course, observed our master, and all the rest of the Royal family, putting it down, and asking the captain what should follow.

Mr. Strider, the great racing man of these parts, will most likely come; and if so, you should give the Turf, observed Captain Doleful. Besides, he is a very likely man to become a member of the Hunt, if not to subscribe, now that there is a regular master, his only excuse for not doing so when the committee had the hounds being that he didnt like partnership concerns in any thing but race-horses.

The Turf, and Mr. Striders good health! Mr. Jorrocks wrote down  adding the words improve breed of osses  promote sport  amuse lower orders  mount cavalry  lick the world, as the headings for his speech.

Come now, jog on, said Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the nib of his pen, weve only got five toasts ready as yet: shouldnt we give Fox-unting?

Oh, certainly, replied Captain Doleful; that is a general toast, and acceptable to all; besides, Mr. Yarnley will be at the dinner, observed Captain Doleful. He has two capital covers, and one capital speech, which he likes letting off. Write down Mr. Yarnley, and Promoters of Fox-hunting! for he doesnt hunt himself, and only preserves foxes in order that he may have his health drunk at ordinaries and public dinners, when he tells the company how he has always preserved foxes, and does preserve foxes, and will preserve foxes, and so forth.

Mr. Jorrocks then added Mr. Yarnleys name to the list of toasts, adding the words, proprietors of covers and promoters of fox-unting, and the following headings for a speech, Considerate gentleman  free from selfishness  good example. We should cheer this toast, I think, added Mr. Jorrocks, specially as I spose the gemman takes no rent for his covers.

I believe not, replied Captain Doleful, upon which Mr. Jorrocks put the word cheers after good example.

Now Coursing should come, I think, remarked Captain Doleful, and Captain Coupless health. Hes a great man at the Deptford meeting, and thinks coursing the only sport worth living for.

He must be a werry big blockhead, then, replied Mr. Jorrocks, laying down his pen, and stretching out his legs as though he were going to take the rest. A werry remarkable jackass, indeed, I should say. Now of all slow, starvation, great-coat, comforter, worsted-stockin, dirty-nose sort of amusement, that same melancholy coursin is to me the most miserably contemptible. Its a satire on racin.

Never mind, said Captain Doleful, Coupless guineas will be as good as any other mans; and, as I said before, a chairman is not expected to swear to all he says  your business is to endeavour to please every one, so that they may go home and tell their wives and daughters what a jolly, delightful, at-all-in-the-ring sort of gentleman Mr. Jorrocks is.

Aye, thats all werry good, grunted our master, but conscience is conscience arter all, and coursin is coursin. Its as bad as drinkin the Andley-Cross waters to have to praise what one doesnt like. Ill give the Merry Arriers afore Coursin, howsomever, said Mr. Jorrocks, putting down the words Hare-unting; Will there be any currant-jelly boy to return thanks?  Im sure there will, indeed, for I never knew a mixed party yet without a master of muggers among them.

To this toast Mr. Jorrocks added the word nose  fine music  pleasant  soup. Now, said he, weve got the Queen and the Staggers  Prince Halbert  Prince of Whales  Strider and the Turf  Fox-unting  Yarnley and Proprietors of Covers  the Merry Arriers.

Put Coursing next, then, said Doleful; it will follow hare-hunting very well, and be all in the soup line.

Well, if you must have it, you must, replied Mr. Jorrocks, writing down the word: coursin. Who acknowledges the toast?  ah, Couples  Captain, I think you said he is? Captain Couples  a werry good man too  blow me tight though if I knows what to say in givin on it.

Oh, say its classical, and a fine bracing amusement. Mr. Jorrocks added the words fine amusement.

Well, thats eight bumpers from the chair, observed Captain Doleful; and now well let you take your breath a little  unless Mr. Snapper comes, when you must give pigeon-shooting and the triggers generally. Ill now toast the Chair.

The Chair, wrote Mr. Jorrocks, thats me. Cheers in course.

In course, replied Captain Doleful, adding, I shall butter you uncommon.

With all my eart  I can stand a wast of praise, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

Well, then, after that, and after your speech, which of course will be highly complimentary to the company, and full of promises of what you will do, you must propose my health  as master of the ceremonies of Handley Cross Spa.

And as a great sportsman! added Mr. Jorrocks.

No, no, Id rather not, exclaimed Doleful in alarm; the fact is, I only hunt on the sly. If the Dowagers thought I did not devote my whole time and energies to the town amusements, they would grumble, and say I was always out hunting instead of attending to the important duties of my post. No; just confine yourself to the M.C. department, not forgetting to insinuate that it is my ball-night, and to express a hope that all the company will honour it with their presence; you might say something, apparently half-facetiously, in the way of a hint about giving guineas for their tickets; for some people are getting into the dirty trick of paying at the door.

Werry good, said Mr. Jorrocks, writing down Capt. Doleful, M.C., not sportsman  pleasant feller  nice ball  pumps in pocket  tickets at bar  guinea. Youll be cheerd, I spose?

Of course, said the Captain all the honours  one cheer more if you can get it.

Cricketing, quoit-playing, shooting, badger-baiting, steeple-chasing, hurdle-racing, crow-shooting, and divers other sporting, extraordinary, and extravagant toasts were then added; some to fit people that were known to be coming, others put down to take the chance of any amateur of the amusement presenting himself unexpectedly at the table.

Werry well now, said Mr. Jorrocks at last, dotting up the column of toasts with his pen, thats two, four, six, seven, eight, ten, twelve, fourteen, sixteen. Sixteen bumper toasts, with speeches both goin and returnin, to say nothin of shoutin, which always tells on weak eads. Wot shall we say next?

Oh! said Captain Doleful, in an indifferent sort of way, as much as to say the important business of the evening would be finished on drinking his health; why just pass the bottle a few times, or if you see a gentleman with a singing face, call on him for a song; or address your neighbour right or left, and say youll trouble him to give a gentleman and his hounds.

A genlman and his ounds, said Mr. Jorrocks, but theyll have had a genleman and his ounds when theyve had me.

Ah, but thats nothing a gentleman and his hounds, is a fine serviceable toast at a hunt-dinner. Ive known a gentleman and his hounds  a gentleman and his hounds  a gentleman and his hounds  serve chairman, vice-chairman, and company throughout the live-long evening, without the slightest assistance from any other source. Fox-hunters are easily pleased, if you do but give them plenty to drink. Let me, however, entreat of you, above all things, to remember my ball, and do not let them oversit the thing, so as not to get to it. Remember, too, its a fancy one, and theyll take more dressing.

Aye, aye, Ill vip them off to you when I think theyve had enough, replied Mr. Jorrocks.


CHAPTER XXX. SERVING UP A HUNT DINNER.
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THE IMPORTANT NIGHT drew on, and with it the cares and excitement of a double event. The interests of all hearts and minds were centred in that day. None looked beyond. The dinner and dance formed the boundary of their mental horizon. At an early hour in the afternoon numerous rural vehicles came jingling into Handley Cross, with the mud of many counties on their wheels. Here was Squire Jorums, the chairman of quarter sessions, green chariot, with fat Mrs. Jorum and three fat little Miss Jorums crammed inside, young Mr. Jorum having established himself alongside a very antediluvian-looking coachman, in dark drab, with a tarnished gold-band on a new hat, who vainly plied the thong and crop of a substantial half pig-driver, half horse-breakers whip, along the ribs and hind-quarters of a pair of very fat, square-tailed, heavy, rough-coated, coarse-headed, lumbering nags, to induce them to trot becomingly into the town. Imperials, a cap-box, a maid in the rumble, all ensconced in band-boxes, proclaim their destiny for that day. Captain Slasher, with a hired barouche and four black screws, all jibbing and pulling different ways  the barouche full of miscellaneous foot cornets in plain clothes (full of creases of course), dashes down East Street, and nearly scatters his cargo over the road, by cutting it fine between Squire Jorums carriage and the post. A yellow dennet passes by, picked out with chalk, mud, and black stripes: two polar bear-looking gentlemen, in enormous pea-jackets, plentifully be-pocketed, with large wooden buttons, are smoking cigars and driving with a cane-handled hunting-whip. Then a yellow, with the driver sitting on the cross-bar, whose contents, beyond a bonnet and a hat, are invisible, in consequence of the window having more wood than glass in its composition, works its way up, and in its turn is succeeded by another private carriage with a pair of posters.

Then there was such a ringing of bells, calling of waiters, cursing of chambermaids, and blasting of boots, at the various hotels, in consequence of the inability of the houses to swell themselves into three times their size, to accommodate the extraordinary influx of guests. Very sorry, indeed, says Mr. Snubbins, the landlord of the Dragon, twisting a dirty duster round his thumb, very sorry, indeed, sir, speaking to a red-faced big-whiskered head, thrust out of a carriage window, we are full to the attics  not a shake-down or sofa unoccupied; can get you a nice lodging out, if you like  very comfortable.

D  your comfortables, you lying thief!  do you suppose I cant do that for myself? Well, if ever you catch me coming to your house again I hope I may be The wish was lost by some one pulling the irate gentleman back into his chaise, and after a short parley inside, during which three reasonable single gentlemen applied to Mr. Stubbins for the accommodation of a room amongst them to dress in for dinner, the boy was ordered to drive on, and make the grand tour of the inns.

Weary, most weary were the doings at the Dragon. Ring a ding, ding a ding dong, went the hostlers bell at the gate; Room for a carriage and pair?

Whose o it?

Mrs. Grouts!

No, quite full! The hostler muttering to himself, Mrs. Grouts and two feeds  sixpence for hostler. Ring a ding, ding a ding, ding a ding dong. Hostler again Coming out! Who now? Squire Gooseander! four posters, piping hot, white lather, boys beery, four on to Hollinshall, bait there, back to hall  sixpence a mile for good driving  out they come  theres your ticket  pay back and away.

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, went a little bell, as though it would never stop.

Waiter! roared a voice from the top of the house, that came like a crash of thunder after the insignificant precursor, am I to ring here all day? Wheres the boots? I sent him for a barber an hour ago, and here Ive been starving in my shirt-sleeves ever since.

Now, Jane, Miss Tramp wants her shoes.

Wheres the chambermaid? exclaimed a gentleman, rushing half frantic down-stairs; heres a man got into my room and swears he will dress in it.

Oh! I begs pardon, sir, replied the chambermaid, trying to smooth him over, we really are so full, sir, and I didnt think youd be coming in so soon, sir.

Waiter! somebody has changed my place at dinner! I was next Mr. Walter Dale, and now theyve put me below Mr. Barker  between him and Mr. Alcock: who the devils done it?

Boots! Porter! Boots! run down to Mr. Ingledew the tailors  you know him, dont you? Corner of Hill Street  just as you turn off the esplanade; and tell him hes sent me the wrong coat. Not half the size of my own  more like a strait-jacket than any thing else. And here! desire Mrs. Kirton to send some ball gloves for me to try on  lemon colour or white  three and sixpenny ones.

Lauk, Ive come away and left Miss Elizas stockings, I do declare! exclaims Jemima Thirlwell, Miss Eliza Rippons ladys maid, pale with fear, what shall I do? Never was any thing so unlucky  just took them to run my hand through and see they were all right, and left them hanging over the back of the chair. Know as well where they are as possible  but whats the use of that when they are ten miles off?

Waiter, what times dinner?

Five oclock, sir, and no waiting  Mr. Jorrocks swears hell take the chair at five precisely, whether its served or not, adds the waiter, with a grin.

Then there was such work in the kitchen  Susan Straker, the cook, like all the sisterhood, was short in her temper, and severe and endless were the trials it underwent in consequence of the jingling and tinkling of the bells calling away the chambermaids who were to have assisted her in the kitchen. Then Mr. Jorrocks deranged her whole system by insisting upon having a sucking pig and roast goose that she intended for centre dishes, right under his nose at the top of the table; added to which, the fish was late in coming, and there was not half as much maccaroni in the town as would make an inn dish.

Now, Jun, said Mrs. Jorrocks to her loving spouse, taking a finishing look of our hero as he emerged from his bed-room in the full dress uniform of his hunt, see and conduct yourself like a genleman and with dignity, and, above all, keep sober  nothing so wulgar or ungenteel as gettin intosticated. Belinda and I will call for you at ten minutes before ten, to take you on to the ball; for, in course, it carnt commence till we come, and it wont be politeful to keep people waitin too long.

Jest so, replied Mr. Jorrocks, adjusting a capacious shirt-frill in the glass. Binjimin, I say, run and fatch the fly.

Mr. Jorrocks was uncommonly smart. Sky-blue coat lined with pink satin, finely starched white waistcoat, new canary-coloured shorts, below which stood a pair of splendid calves, encased in ganze white silk stockings, and his feet appeared in shining shoes with silver buckles. At either knee a profusion of white riband dangled in graceful elegance, looking for all the world like wedding favours. Benjamin, notwithstanding his boasting and taunting to Samuel Strong, knew his master too well, and the taste of his whip also, to attempt any of the exclusive tricks in the way of service, he gave himself credit for acting; so settling himself into his frock-coat, and drawing on a pair of clean white Berlins, sufficiently long at the fingers to allow the ends to dribble in the soup-plates, he wiped his nose across his hand, and running away down to the stand, very soon had a fly at the door. Jorrocks stepped in, and Benjamin mounted behind with all the dignity of a seven-foot figure footman. Away they dash to the Dragon.

Notwithstanding the descent of a drizzling rain, and the inclement season of the year, as newspapers phrase it, there was a crowd of servants, post-boys, beggars, and loiterers hanging about the arched gate-way of the Dragon to get a sight of our renowned hero alighting from his fly; and great was the rushing and jostling to the door as it drew up. Mr. Snubbins, the landlord, a choleric round-faced little man, with a snub nose and a pimple on the end of it, had put himself into a white waistcoat, with his best blue coat and black kerseymere shorts, to officiate behind Mr. Jorrocks chair, and hearing our masters name bandied about on his arrival, met him at the foot of the stairs with all becoming respect, and proceeded to conduct him into the waiting-room. There was a strongish muster; but two melancholy mould-candles, in kitchen candlesticks, placed on the centre of a large table, shed such a dismal ray about the room, that little was distinguishable, save a considerable mass of white, and an equally large proportion of a darker colour. Some thirty or forty members of the Hunt, strangers and others, were clustered about, and there was a dull, funeral sort of hum of a conversation, interrupted every now and then by the recognition of friends, and the entrance of another arrival into the dingy apartment. Then there was the usual hiding of hats and cloaks  the secretion of umbrellas, goloshes, and sticks, and the expression of hopes that they might be forthcoming when wanted.

Meanwhile the savoury smell of dinner fighting its way up the crowded staircase, in the custody of divers very long-coated post-boys turned waiters, and a most heterogeneous lot of private servants, some in top-boots, some in gaiters, some few in white cotton stockings, and the most out-of-the-way fitting liveries, entered the waiting-room, and the company began to prepare for the rush. All things, soup, fish, joints, vegetables, poultry, pastry, and game, being at length adjusted, and the covers taken off to allow them to cool, Mr. Snubbins borrowed a candle from the low end of the table, and forthwith proceeded to inform Mr. Jorrocks that dinner was served.

Great was the rush! The worthy citizen was carried out of the waiting-room across the landing, and half-way up the dining-room, before he could recover his legs, and he scrambled to his seat at the head of the table, amidst loud cries of Sir, this is my seat! Waiter, take this person out. Who are you? Youre another! Mind your eye! I will be here! I say you wont though! Thats my bread!

Parties at length get wedged in. The clamour gradually subsides into an universal clatter of plates, knives, and forks, occasionally diversified by the exclamation of Waiter! or, Sir, Ill be happy to take wine with you. Harmony gradually returns, as the dinner progresses, and ere the chopped cheese makes its appearance, the whole party is in excellent humour. Grace follows cheese, and the feast of reason being over, the table is cleared for the flow of soul.

A long web of green baize, occasionally interrupted by the inequalities of the various tables, succeeds, and clean glasses with replenished decanters and biscuit plates, for they do not sport dessert, are scattered at intervals along the surface. The last waiter at length takes his departure and eyes begin to turn towards the chair.

Mr. Wice! roars Mr. Jorrocks, rising, and hitting the table with an auctioneers hammer, Mr. Wice-President, I say! he repeats, in a louder and more authoritative tone, amid cries of Chair! chair! order! order! silence! silence! I rises, says he, looking especially important, to propose a toast, a bumper toast in fact, that I feels confident you will all drink with werry earty satisfaction  it is the health of our young, wirtuous, and amiable Queen (applause), a werry proper toast to give at a great sportin dinner like this, seein as how she is a werry nice little ooman, and keeps a pack of stag-ounds. Gentlemen, I need not tell you that stag-unting is a sport of great hantiquity, as the curiosity shop-keepers say; but they couldnt do it in nothin like the style in former days that they do now, so in that respects we have the better of the old hancients. Who hasnt seen Frank Grants grand pictor of the meet of the stag-ounds on Hascot Eath? That will tell you how its done now  French polish, blue satin ties, such as Esau never could sport. Thats a pictor, my bouys, and when Ive unted your country to the satisfaction of you all, as Ive no manner of doubt at all that I shall, then you subscribe and get Frank to paint me and my ounds. And now for the toast, added Mr. Jorrocks, raising a brimming bumper high in hand: The Queen and her Stag-ounds! Drank with a full and heavy round of applause. After resuming his seat for a few seconds, during which time he conned the next toast in his mind, Mr. Jorrocks, rose and called for another bumper, just as Captain Doleful was rising to return thanks on behalf of her Majesty.

Mr. Wice! he roared out, I rise to propose another bumper toast, as big a bumper as the last in fact, and one that I feel conwinced you will all be most appy to drink. We have just had the honour of drinking the health of the Queen; there is one near and dear to her Majesty, who, I feels assured, you will not be the less delighted to honour (applause). I need not say that I alludes to the great patron o the Woods and Forests, Prince Halbert, the best-looking man i the country. (Drank with immense applause  one cheer more  Huzzah!)

Mr. Jorrocks being an expert chairman, from frequent practice at free-and-easys, went on pretty briskly at starting, and the company had hardly drained their glasses, and got settled after cheering, before his hammer was at work again, and he called for another bumper toast.

Having given The Prince of Whales, as he called him, and the rest of the Royal Family, Gentlemen, said he, rising, glass in hand, I have now to propose to your favourable consideration an important branch o British diwersion, and one for which this country long has, and ever will, stand most howdaciously conspicuous (cheers). I allude to the noble sport of racin (hear, hear, hear, from Mr. Strider, and a slight jingling of glasses from friends in his neighbourhood). Gentlemen, racin is a sport of great hantiquity, so old, in fact, that I carnt go back to the time when it commenced. It is owin to racin and the turf, that we now possess our superior breed of osses, who not only amuse the poor people wot earnt afford to hunt, by their runnin, but so improve our breed of cavalry, as enables us to lick the world (cheers). I am sure, gentlemen, you will all agree that racin is one of the noblest and most delightful sports goin, and honoured as we are, this evenin, by the presence of one of the brightest hornaments o the British turf, (Mr. Jorrocks looking most insinuatingly down the table at Strider, as much as to say, That will do you, my boy.) I feels assured I need only couple with the turf the popular name of Strider (loud cheers), to insure a burst of hearty and enthusiastic applause. Jorrocks was right in his surmise, for no sooner was the name pronounced, than there was such a thumping of the baize-covered tables, such a kicking of the floor, and such a shouting and clapping of hands, that the concluding words of his speech were audible only to the reporter, who was accommodated with a small round table and a large bottle of port immediately behind the chair.

Strider was rightly named Strider, for he was an immensely tall, telescopic kind of man, so tall, that he might pass for the author of Longfellows poems, who now drew himself out from under the table as though he was never going to end. He had a frightful squint, so that when meant to look at the chair, one eye appeared settled half-way down the table, and the other seemed to rest upon the ceiling. He was dressed in a round, racing, cut-away coat, with basket buttons, drab trousers, and a buff waistcoat, with a striped neckcloth. He had made money by racing  if honestly, he was a much belied man  but as he spent it freely, and not one man in a hundred cares to ask how it comes, Strider was popular in his neighbourhood.

He felt deeply sensible of the honour that had been done him by their distinguished chairman and that great meeting,not only by the manner in which his health had been proposed, but for the handsome compliment that had been paid to the great national and all-enjoyable sport of racing, which he felt assured required no recommendation from him, as no one could partake of it once without being fully convinced of its infinite superiority and worth. He was happy to see that his humble exertions in the great and good cause had not been altogether thrown away, for, in the list of races for next year, he saw many names that had never been put down before, and having now got a master of hounds whose name was closely associated with everything that was sporting and popular, he made no doubt things would proceed in a true railway style of progression, and the name of Jorrocks would be followed by every well-wisher to that noble animal, the horse. The list of Hashem races for the next year, he would take the liberty of handing up to the chair, producing, as he spoke, a long, half-printed, half-manuscript sheet from his coat-pocket, and, in conclusion, he had only to repeat his most grateful thanks for the very distinguished honour they had conferred upon him.

Thereupon three-quarters of the orator disappeared under the table  the list passed quickly up, for no one ventured to look at it, lest a subscription should be inferred, and on its reaching the president, he very coolly folded it up, and put it in his pocket. Mr. Strider looked all ways except straight at Mr. Jorrocks, who very complacently proceeded with his list of toasts. Gentlemen, cried he, getting up again, Mr. Wice-President and gentlemen! he exclaimed; the next toast is one that I feels assured you will drink with werry great satisfaction, and in a full bumper, with all the honours  it is the health of a gentleman now present, who, though no fox-unter himself  the mores the pity  is nevertheless a real friend to the sport, and not one of your selfish warmints wot destroys foxes because he does not care about Talli-hoing himself, but, with most trumpish consideration,does his best to promote the sport of his friends and neighbours, thereby settin an example worthy of imitation by all, both great and small (cheers). When I say its the health of a gentleman wot gives a brace of covers, free gratis, all for nothin, to our unt, your percussion imaginations will readily supply the name of Yarnley (loud applause); and I propose we drink in a full bumper the health of Mr. Yarnley, and proprietors of covers, and promoters of fox-unting. This toast was drunk with very great applause, and some seconds elapsed before silence was restored. Mr. Yarnley then rose.

He, too, was a tallish man, but coming after Strider he looked less than he really was, added to which, a frock-coat (sky-blue, with pink lining) rather detracted from his height; his face was long and red, his nose very short and thick, and his hair very straight. Mr. President and gentlemen! said he, very slowly, fixing his eyes steadily on a biscuit-plate before him, for the honour you have done me  hem  in drinking my health  hem  I beg  hem  to return you  hem  my most sincere thanks  hem  and gentlemen, I can only say  hem  that I have always been a friend  hem  to fox-unting  hem (cheers)  and I always shall be a friend to fox-unting, gentlemen (cheers)  which I am sure is a most agreeable sport (cheers)  hem, hem  and, gentlemen, I hope you will always find foxes in my covers  hem (applause)  for I can only say, gentlemen, that I do preserve foxes, gentlemen  hem (renewed applause)  and I always have preserved foxes, gentlemen  hem, hem when Yarnely, seeming about brought up, the company cheered, and drinking off his heel-taps, he concluded with saying, and, gentlemen, I always will preserve foxes!

Mr. Wice-President, roared Mr. Jorrocks, above the clamour that now began to prevail, as tongues became loosened with the juice of the grape, Mr. Wice-President, having drank the first of all sports, let us not forget another werry pleasant branch of unting that many delight in who cannot partake of the other, and which is useful as well as pleasant, I mean are-unting; it is a werry nice lady-like amusement; and though we had no are-soup at dinner, I makes no doubt we have some werry keen are-unters at table for all that. I begs to give you Are-unting, and the merry Dotfield Arriers.

While Mr. Jorrocks was delivering himself of this eloquence, an evident uneasiness prevailed among divers fat, ruddy-faced members of the Dotfield hunt, chiefly dressed in single-breasted green coats, with bright buttons, and drab breechers, with woollen stockings, who were scattered among the company, as to who should acknowledge the honour that was done their calling, and gradually they turned to a sportsman near Mr. Jorrocks, one of the many masters who, bolder than the rest, returned thanks in a dribbling, cold-hunting sort of speech, while some dozen stood up to signify their approbation of the sentiments of the speaker, and their sense of the honour that had been individually done them.

Coursing followed hare-hunting, according to previous arrangement, which Mr. Jorrocks described as a fine useful sport, and expatiated largely on the merits of are-soup, and jugged are.

Captain Couples briefly acknowledged the honour.

Doleful now began twisting his face into a variety of contortions as the time approached for him to let off his cut-and-dried speech. He had it in notes under his biscuit-plate, at least all the long words he was likely to forget, and now was the time for pouring them upon the company. Gentlemen! said he, in a shrill, penny-trumpet sort of voice, hitting the table with his knuckles; Gentlemen! he repeated, without drawing the attention of the company to his upright position.

Silence! roared Mr. Jorrocks, like Jupiter himself, and the noise was quelled on the instant.

Gentlemen! shrieked Captain Doleful, for the third time, often as it has fallen to my lot to address meetings of my friends and fellow-citizens, never, no never, did I rise with feelings of such unmitigated embarrassment and trepidation as I do upon the present occasion, for I rise to take upon myself the high and important honour of offering to one of the most distinguished and enlightened assemblies human being ever addressed (loud cheers) a toast that no tongue can do justice in proposing, for it is the health of a man whose worth is superior to any form of words the English language is capable of supplying (immense cheers). Ookey Valker, said Mr. Jorrocks in an under tone. Gentlemen, continued Captain Doleful, deeply conscious as I am of my own unworthiness and incapacity, I would infinitely prefer comprising the toast in the magic name of the gentleman whose health it is, were it not for the honourable and important office of master of the ceremonies of this unrivalled town, which renders it imperative upon me to attempt, however feebly and defectively, a slight portraiture of his unrivalled and surpassing worth (cheers). Gentlemen, whether I regard our great master in his private relation as a friend and delightful companion, or look at him in that resplendent cynosure, formed by the mastership of the Handley Cross fox-hounds, I know not in which character I feel the greatest difficulty and barrenness of expression  the greatest paucity of words, of simile, of fitting comparison (loud cheers). In the one, our estimable chairman is all mildness, like the blessed evening-star; and in the other, all energy and daring, like the lion lord of the forest, rampant for his prey! (Renewed cheers.) Ookey Valker, again said Mr. Jorrocks, blowing his nose. Unbounded in his liberality  unbounded in his hospitality  unbounded in his urbanity, his private character is equalled only by his public one (loud cheers). They are like rival moons!  opposition suns! (Immense cheers.) But, gentlemen, what boots it for an humble individual like myself to occupy your valuable time (cries of Go on, Go on,) in attempting to do justice to a subject that, as I have already said, is beyond the reach of praise,  above the powers of words to accomplish; let me rather resume the place I humbly occupy at this festive board  resume it at least until my important avocations call me, and you I hope I may add, grinning like a deaths head upon the company, to another and equally enchanting scene; but before I sit down, let me utter the magic words, Health and long life to John Jorrocks!

The latter words were delivered in something between a screech and a yell, but fortunately the unearthly sound was immediately quelled by the instantaneous rising of the company, who, in the most uproarious manner  some standing on their chairs, others with one leg on a chair and another on the table  roared forth the most deafening discharge of applause that ever was discharged in the Dragon, while Mr. Jorrocks sat wondering how long it would last. After a lapse of some minutes, order began to be restored, the company gradually got shuffled into their seats, and, filling himself a brimming bumper of port, Mr. Jorrocks at length rose to return thanks.

Well, now, dash my vig, said, he, sticking his thumbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, but frind Miserrimus has buttered me uncommon (laughter and cheers). Never was so reglarly soaped i my life (renewed laughter). A werry little more might have made one doubt his sincerity. Im the man for all sorts of larks, and no mistake  one that goes the extreme animal  the entire pig  without a doubt. Untin is the foremost passion of my eart! compared with it all others are flat and unprofitable (cheers and laughter). Its not never of no manner of use umbuggin about the matter, but theres no sport fit to hold a candle to fox-untin (cheers from the blue-coated party). Talk of stag-untin! might as well unt a hass!  see a great lolloppin beggar blobbin about the market-gardens near London, with a pack of ounds at its eels, and call that diwersion! My vig, wot a go! (laughter). Puss-untin is werry well for cripples, and those that keep donkeys (renewed cheers from the blues, with angry looks from the green-coated gentry). Blow me tight! but I never sees a chap a trudgin along the turnpike, with a thick stick in his and, and a pipe in his mouth, but I says to myself, there goes a man well mounted for arriers! (immense laughter and uproar continuing for some minutes, in the midst of which many of the green party left the room). I wouldnt be a master of muggers for no manner of money! renewed laughter). Coursin should be made felony! Of all daft devils under the sun, a greyounds the daftest! (renewed uproar, mingled with applause.  Captain Couples looked unutterable things). Racing is only for rogues! (Strider squinted frightfully). I never goes into Tat.s on a bettin-day, but I says to myself as I looks at the crowd by the subscription-room door, theres nice lot o petty-larceny lads! Id rayther be a black-faced chimely sweep nor a white-faced blackleg! (hisses and applause).

Strider now drew himself from under the table, and shaking a fist towards Mr. Jorrocks, while his eyes looked across, and down, and round the room, everywhere but at the chairman, he stalked off, followed by Couples, and Coupless son, and a gentleman for whom Couples had paid, and brought in the chaise, amid ironical cheers from the blues, who encouraged Mr. Jorrocks by the most vociferous applause. Believe me, my beloved bouys, continued Mr. Jorrocks, perfectly unconscious of the movement or the mischief he was doing, that untin, untin, untin, is the sport! Oh, said he, with up-turned eyes, vot a martyr I am to the chase! It makes me perfectly mad,  I dreams about it night after night, and every night. Sometimes Im tormented with foxes; I fancy I sees them grinnin at me from all parts of the bed-curtains, and even sittin upon the counterpane! then I kicks them off, and away we all go to the tune of eads up and sterns down. Presently I sees Binjimin a ridin on a whirlwind, and directin the chase; next minute I fancies myself on a pumped-out oss, a eavin and sobbin i the heavy, not a soul with the ounds, who are going away with a fresh fox, jest as I sees the unted one dead beat, a crawlin down an edge-row; I outs with my orn, and, blow me tight, I carnt sound it! At another time, a butchers bouy, without an at, comes tearin on a runaway tit, right among the ounds, who have thrown up in a lane, and the crashin and yellin is hawful. Again, I dreams, that jest as the darlins are runnin into the warmint all savage, and bristlin for blood, a flock of sheep cross their line, when every ound seizes his mutton; and then I sees a man with a long bill in his and, with a lawyer in the distance, makin towards me, and then I avakes.

Oh, genlemen! genlemen! none but an untsman knows an untsmans cares! But come, never mind; care killed the cat! shant kill me  vots the toast? said he, stooping, and looking at his list; Ah! I sees, reading to himself in a pretty loud voice, Doleful, M.C.  great sportsman  pleasant feller. Genlemen! roared he, resuming an erect position,genlemen! pray charge your glasses  bumper-toast  no eeltaps, no sky-lights, but reglar downright brimmin bumpers to the ealth of a man wot shall be himmortal! oh, genlemen, if ever it was hutterly unpossible to do the right measure of genteel by any one, it is upon the present most momentous crisis, when I rises to butter a man that is superior to butter  to hoil a man that is Macassar itself. Oh! surely Doleful there, looking at the vice-chairman,is a trump, and no mistake (laughter). Whether I looks at him as chief of the fantastic toers, or a leading sportsman of our brilliant unt, I doesnt know which character is the brightest (immense laughter, for all who knew Doleful knew how perfectly innocent he was of sporting; Doleful himself began to make wry faces). I loves him as a sportsman, though we all know he only unts on the sly! but then what a brilliant boy he is in a ball-room! Talkin of that, genlemen, this is his benefit ball-night, and after we have had our twelve shillings worth of liquor, I vote we should each spend a guinea with Miserrimus; no one will grudge that trifle to such a werry pleasant trump  such a werry agrreable cock; and though guineas dont grow upon gooseberry-bushes, still you must all fork out one to-night, for nobody goes in for less. Doleful, on hearing Jorrocks put this finishing stroke to his hash, wrung his hands in agony, and rushed out of the room, vowing, as he went down-stairs, that Jorrocks was the biggest ass  the greatest fool  the stupidest sinner, that ever came to Handley Cross. Talliho! gone away! roared Mr. Jorrocks, as he saw Doleful bolt. Hark back! hark back! cried the company; but Doleful was deaf to the rate, and cut away home, half frantic with rage.

Well, said Mr. Jorrocks, as the genlemans hoff, its no use i finishin my oration; so, stead of the ealth of Old Doleful, I begs to propose, most cordially, that I sit down.

Our friend then resumed his seat amidst great applause from the blues, and was considering how he could introduce a limping song he had composed in honour of Doleful, when a sudden rush of green and dark coats, headed by Strider, poured noisily into the room, and elbowed their way back to their places. The malcontents had held a consultation, and, advised by Doleful, were come to put their decision into execution.

Gentlemen! roared Strider, who had now reached his seat, gentlemen! repeated he, standing like the monument, and squinting frightfully, amid cries of Hear, hear  chair, chair  order, order  go it long un! from adverse parties. I rise to propose a resolution, roared Strider, holding a slip of paper upside down; I rise to propose a resolution, now getting the paper the right way for reading, that I feel assured will be acceptable to the majority of this meeting  I move (reading) that Jorrocks John is the shabbiest fellow and greatest humbug we ever had at Handley Cross! And Jorrocks, who had been crouching like a tiger for his spring, immediately rose amid immense uproar, and declared that he would move as an amendment, that Jorrocks was a brick! and putting the amendment, he declared that the bricks had it, whereupon a scene of indescribable confusion ensued, the green coats going in at the blues like bulls, and upsetting some half dozen of them before they knew where they were, while Jorrocks, getting hold of Strider, dealt a heavy blow in his ribs, and then split his coat up to the collar, just as a green biscuit dish grazed our masters head and knocked off his wig.

Lights were then extinguished, and the company fought their way out of the room as best they could. Jorrocks lost a coat-lap, which now flaunts as a banner-screen in the drawing-room of Mrs. Royston of the Dotfield hunt. And so ended what the veracious Paul Pry called a most convivial evening


CHAPTER XXXI. THE FANCY BALL.
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WE MUST HERE indulge in a little retrospection  Although Mr. Barnington hunted with the hounds, his lady took no notice of the Jorrockses, and dashed past their one-horse chaise with the air of an ill-bred woman drawn by well-bred horses. On foot, she never saw them; and if she admitted a knowledge of their existence, it was in that casual sort of way that one speaks of a horse or a dog.

Still she could not disguise from herself that they were thorns in her side. Mr. Jorrocks popularity, with Belindas sweetness and beauty, went far to undermine the throne Mrs. Barnington had set up for herself. Not only were her evening parties less sought after, but she had reason to suspect that even Captain Doleful had declined a dinner invitation in favour of the Jorrockses!

As yet they had never met, save in the streets; but Captain Dolefuls ball involved a crisis that could not be got over without a collision. This had been changed, by Mrs. Barningtons desire, into a fancy one, in order that she might triumph in the number and brilliance of her diamonds. The costume she fixed upon was that of Queen Elizabeth  not an ill-chosen one for her height and haughty bearing. The dress was ordered in London, as well for the purpose of having it unexceptionable in style and richness, as to enable her to blaze a splendid and unexpected meteor in the assembled host of Handley Cross. It was also expected to have a beneficial influence on Captain Doleful, should any doubt exist as to who was the fittest person for honour.

Notwithstanding Mrs. Barningtons precautions, the secret of her dress transpired. Mrs. Jorrockss Batsay having established an intimacy with our friend John Trot, the footman, the fact descended from the exalted region of upper servitude, and was communicated to Mrs. Jorrocks with the slight addition, that the Queen had graciously lent Mrs. Barnington her crown and sceptre.



Nay, then! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, thinking it was all over with her, and fancying she saw Mrs. Barnington sailing into the room with Captain Doleful, her head in the air and her eyes on the ceiling. Long did she muse ere the table of precedence flashed across her mind. No sooner did it occur to her, than off she darted to Mr. Jorrockss drawers, where, amid a goodly collection of letters, she succeeded in finding Captain Dolefuls one, stating that the Lady of the M.F.H. came on after members of the royal family, and before all bishops wives and daughters, peeresses, knights dames, justices wives, and so forth.



Mischievous ooman! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, conning the passage attentively; nasty, mean, circumwenting hanimal, I sees what shes after!  wants to steal a march on me as a member of the royal family. Come in as a queen, in fact! Ill be hupsides with her though!

Thereupon Mrs. Jorrocks took a highly ornamented sheet of note-paper out of her envelope case, and concocted the following epistle to Captain Doleful:  

Mrs. Jorrocks Compts Capn Doleful, and I will feel much obliged if he will have the kindness to lend her your table of Precedence for a few minutes, as she wishes to see how things stand in Handley Cross.

Diana Lodge.



Captain Doleful was sitting on the counter in Miss Jellys shop, in deep consultation with her about his fancy dress, when the note arrived. Having to be the great man of the ball, it was incumbent upon him to have something better than the old militia coat, or even the dress-hunt one, revised. Time pressed, or he would have tried what the Jew clothes-shops in London could do for him, but Miss Jelly, having a fertile imagination, and his interest at heart, he summoned her to his councils,to invent something showy without being expensive.

Many costumes were talked over. Spanish would not do, because the captain would have to show his legs; Swiss entailed a similar objection; and the old English costumes were equally objectionable. Some were too costly, others too complex.



I have it! at length exclaimed Miss Jelly, clapping her hands, I have it! repeated she, her face beaming with exultation. You shall be the great Mogul!

The Great Mogul! repeated Captain Doleful, thoughtfully.

Yes, the Great Mogul! rejoined Miss Jelly. A turban, with a half-moon in front, petticoat trousers, shell-jacket, moustachios, and so forth.

That will do, I think, replied Doleful, squeezing her hand. Sound well, and not cost much  will it?

Oh, very little! replied Miss Jelly. Let me see! One of your scarlet pocket-handerchiefs will make the crown of the turban, and the folds can be formed of white neckcloths. I have a bird of paradise feather in my Sunday hat, and a string of large blue beads that will ornament the front. You want some summer trousers, so if you buy as much stuff as will make two pair, it will only be the making and altering, and you can get Nick Savoy into the house at three-and-sixpence a-day and his meals, who can cut out the jacket, and I will make and trim it myself.

Excellent! exclaimed Captain Doleful, rubbing his hands, and putting a whole penny tart into his mouth. Just then Benjamin entered, and after having been refused credit for an ounce of paragoric, he put Mrs. Jorrockss note into Captain Dolefuls hand.



Ill bring it immediately, said the Captain to Benjamin, bolting out of the shop by the side-door, winking at Miss Jelly as he went.



Presently a stamp over-head announced that the Captain wanted Miss Jelly, who imprudently leaving the shop in charge of Benjamin, our friend filled his pockets with macaroons and his hat crown with sponge-biscuits, while she was getting her message up-stairs.



Captain Dolefuls compliments to Mrs. Jorrocks, said Miss Jelly, returning, and is very sorry that the table of precedence has not been returned from the Heralds College, where it was sent to be enrolled, but immediately it comes Mrs. Jorrocks shall have it.

Yes, marm, said Benjamin, hurrying off.



Please, marm, the Captains compliments, and his table is at the joiners gettin rolled, but as soon as it comes ome you shall have it, was the answer Benjamin delivered to his mistress.

The Captain was shy for a day or two, and Mr. Jorrocks, being more intent upon hunting than etiquette, the poor lady was left to her own devices. Belinda did not appreciate the point, and, moreover, was too busy with her dress to enter upon the question as she should do.

Mrs. Jorrocks, mistrusted the Captain, and thought he might be inclined to shuffle her off, under pretence of Mrs. Barnington being a queen.

Ill be a queen, too! at length exclaimed she, after a long gaze at the fire, thinking the thing over; Ill be a queen, too! repeated she, snapping her fingers, as though she were meeting Mrs. Barnington; Ill be a queen!  the Queen of Earts; exclaimed she, looking at herself in the eagle-topped mirror.

That evening she wrote the following letter to Miss Slummers, or Miss Howard, as she was now called:  

Dear Miss,  We are agoing to have a fancy ball here, and I want your assistance in a dress. Was you ever the Queen of Earts? If so, please lend me your robes. If not, pleaze lend me a crown as like the Queen of Earts crown as you can get it. You know its not exactly a crown, but something like a crown stuck on a cap. The sceptre seems like a wand with a rose at the end. Pleaze let me know how I should be dressed behind, as the cards give one no idea. Should like the full robes, if you have them; but, in course, will be happy to take what I can get. Excuse haste and a werry bad pen. Yours, in haste,

Julia Jorrocks.

Diana Lodge, Handley Cross Spa.

Miss Clarissa Howard,

Sadlers Wells Theatre, London.

Miss Slummers had never been the Queen of Hearts, but had enacted one of the rival Kings of Brentford, in the popular pantomime of that name, and, after a conference with the property-man of the theatre, she thus answered her distinguished friend:  

Honoured Madam,  Your commands have been received; and I much regret that, never having appeared in the distinguished part of the Q. of Hearts, I have not the necessary properties to send you. I am not aware that the character has ever appeared upon the stage other than in pantomime, and never at either of the theatres to which I have been attached; but our property-man thinks the accompanying crown, fixed on a Swiss cap, Canton de Berne, will come as near the card as we can get it. I also send a sceptre, to which is attached a large rose, that we used for the two Kings of Brentford to smell at, which comes as near the spirit of the thing as anything can be. The sceptre is our best, and triple gilt. The robes should be of brocaded satin, and a large reticule of red silk, in the shape of a heart, dangling negligently on your left arm, will at once proclaim your character. The back of your dress is not material, as crowned heads are only looked at in front. Any further assistance I can be of will be extremely gratifying to me; and I beg to subscribe myself, with great respect, your most obedient and very humble servant,

C. Howard.

Theatre Royal, Sadlers Wells.

Mrs. Jorrocks,

Diana Lodge, Handley Cross Spa.

So far, so good. The crown did admirably. It was studded with false brilliants, and looked splendid by candle-light. The sceptre, too, was imposing; and, regardless of expense, Mrs. Jorrocks had the richest brocade cut into the requisite shapes, to wear over a red satin gown she had by her. Nor was the heart-reticule forgotten; and, altogether, Mrs. Jorrocks succeeded in making herself a very fair representative of her Majesty of Hearts. Belindas pretty blue and white petticoat, with the scarlet body of a Valencian peasant, was changed for a plain white satin dress, with a court plume, for her to attend as maid of honour on her majesty. Charley was converted into a blue-bodied, white-legged page, with a Spanish hat and feathers.

The Great Moguls dress progressed favourably, too. His wide sleeves and great trousers were done, and Miss Jelly had got a bargain of tarnished lace for braiding his red jacket. A splendid beard, whiskers, moustache, and all, were hired for the night, and a pair of five-and-six-penny red leather slippers were bought, to act the part of shoes at the ball, and supersede a pair of worn-out pumps afterwards.

Mrs. Barnington having set the fashion of mystery about her dress, it was followed by the élite of the place, and each tried to mislead his neighbour. Swiss peasants said they were coming as Turks, Turks as Chinese, Charles the Seconds as Napoleons, and Huntsmen as Hermits. Still secrets will transpire, and Mrs. Barnington and Mrs. Jorrocks knew all about each others dresses as well as if they were together every day. The former talked at Captain Doleful instead of to him, sometimes pretending to doubt whether the Jorrocks would go, fearing they would not, for vulgar people seldom liked getting so completely out of their element. For her part, she hoped they would, for she had a taste for natural curiosities  heard, too, their daughter was pretty, and should like to see her; and she closed her last interview by presenting Captain Doleful with ten pounds for her tickets.

Mrs. Jorrocks was less mealy-mouthed, and finding the table of precedence was not likely to come, she called at Miss Jellys on the morning of the ball, and asked the Captain what time she should be there to go into the room with him. This was a poser, that even the skilful Captain found difficult to parry; but, while bustling his turban and trousers under the sofa, and fussing a greasy-covered arm-chair towards Mrs. Jorrocks, the dinner occurred to him, and, after looking vastly wise, he declared that that was the only thing he had any difficulty about. You see, said he, I am vice-president  then, Mr. Jorrocks is rather a sitter  not that I mean to say he gets drunk, but you know he is fond of society, gay and careless about time, and there are so many toasts to propose and so many speeches to make, that I fear it is utterly impossible to say what time we may get away, and I  

Well, but, interrupted Mrs. Jorrocks, the dinner has nothin to do with the dance; if Jun chooses to lower imself by gettin drunk, thats no reason why you should, and one wice can always appoint another wice, and wicey wersey, I suppose.

True, replied Captain Doleful, assenting to the position; but, then, if all the dancing men are at the dinner, what use will a master of the ceremonies be of to the ladies?

Fiddle the ladies! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks; its not dancin men wot ill go to the dinner  not your air-curlin, arm-squarin, caperin swells, but old-seasond casks, wot ll never think o the dance.

I hope not, replied Captain Doleful; why, there will be Mr. Stobbs, for one.

Hell not go to the dinner, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks stays at ome with me.



Just then, Miss Jelly, judging her lodger was in a dilemma, adroitly resealed three or four old notes, and bringing them up on a tart-plate, apologised for intruding, but said the servants were all urgent for answers; and Captain Doleful, availing himself of the excuse, set to work most assiduously, and what with apologising, scribbling, and mistaking, Mrs. Jorrocks found she might as well go away.



Thus matters stood on the eventful evening whose progress we have so far described. Mrs. Jorrocks was right as to the formation of the dinner-party, few dancing men, and scarcely any fancy dressers, being there. Most of the young gentlemen were corking their eyebrows, fixing on moustache, or drawing on dresses that made them look as unlike themselves as possible. Rear-admirals, who had never had a shave; colonels, who didnt know how to fasten on their swords; grandees, who didnt know how to get on their breeches; and fox-hunters, who did not know how to put on their spurs,  stood admiring themselves before their sisters mirrors, thinking the ball hour would never arrive. Young ladies laced themselves extra tight, and a little more tournure was allowed for setting off the gay bodices and swelling drapery of their dresses. Neat ankles availed themselves of the license for wearing fancy dresses requiring short petticoats, while sweeping trains concealed others that were less fortunate in their make. Old dresses were metamorphosed into new, and new fancy ones were made for re-conversion into plain ones another time.

Confused with wine and anger, Captain Doleful rushed hurriedly home to his lodgings, and threw himself into the easy chair by the fire. He was not done abusing Mr. Jorrocks, when Miss Jelly entered with a bed-candle, and a little jug of warm water. She had laid his dress out on the bed; his red and white turban, beaded and feathered, with a barley-sugar half-moon, surmounted his baggy trousers; the red jacket was airing before the fire, and scarlet and white rosettes appeared on the insteps of the slippers. Seeing he was disturbed in his mind, Miss Jelly merely intimated that it wanted ten minutes to nine, and withdrew quietly below.

There was no time to lose; so hastily doffing his hunt-coat, &c., Captain Doleful was soon in his baggy trousers; and having stamped over-head, Miss Jelly was speedily with him, assisting him into his drawn linen vest, over which came the embroidered scarlet jacket, with baggy linen sleeves, tightening at the wrist; a long blue scarf encircling his waist, displaying the gilt handle of his militia sword. When he had got on his beard, moustaches, and whiskers, and surmounted the whole with his turban, his black eyes assumed a brightness, and his whole appearance underwent a change that elicited an involuntary expression of admiration from Miss Jelly. The captain, she really thought, looked splendid! Thereupon, regardless of the increasing ratio of fare, he liberally offered her a ride in his fly to the rooms.

The Queen of Hearts commenced her toilette immediately after tea, and had no little trouble in fixing her crown, and her cap, and her front on her head. The rustling robes required much adjusting, and Belinda got little of Betsys services that night.

Mrs. Barningtons robes being accurately made, were easily adjusted. Her great ruff rose majestically; her pink satin jewelled stomacher, piqued in the extreme, glittered with diamonds and precious stones, and her portentous petticoat of white satin, embroidered with silver, stood imperiously out. Round her neck she wore a costly chain, and her black coif was adorned with ropes and stars of jewels, with an enormous diamond brilliant in the centre. She rustled at every move.

By half-past nine, all Handley Cross was in masquerade. Brothers met sisters in the drawing-rooms, and were lost in astonishment at each other; the servants came openly forward to inspect their young masters and mississes. The rain had ceased and been succeeded by a starlight night; the populace turned out to congregate about the ball-rooms, or at the doors where carriages waited to take up. The noise inside the Dragon kept a crowd up outside; and as the Queen of Hearts drove up for her husband, rival cheers announced her arrival.

Its a man! exclaimed one, putting his face close to the window, as Mrs. Jorrocks lowered the glass of the fly, to give her orders to the fly-man.

Its not! replied another.

I say it is! rejoined a third. Its a beef-eater  what they stick outside shows to tice the company up. Then a fresh round of cheers arose, which might either be in answer to applause within, or in consequence of the discovery made without, for a mob is never very particular what they shout for. Meanwhile Mrs. Jorrocks drew up the glass protecting her maid of honour, her page, and herself, from the night air.

The Queen of Hearts was in a terrible fidget, and every moment seemed an hour. Flys drove up for gentlemen that were not ready, and cut away for those whose turn came next. Shouts sounded in the various streets as befeathered and bespangled dresses darted through the crowds into the carriages; and as the vehicles fell into line by the rooms, there was such gaping, and quizzing, and laughing among the spectators, and such speculation as to what they were.

People generally go early to fancy-balls; it is one of the few things of life that a person is not ashamed of being first at. Indeed the order of things is generally reversed, and instead of people telling their friends that they mean to be there rather earlier than they do, they are apt to name a somewhat later time, in order to arrive first themselves. Some thirty or forty people had got there before Captain Doleful, chiefly door-payers, who came to see the fun, without regard to benefiting him. Three Bohemian brothers, a Robin Hood, a Mail Guard, and a Rural Policeman were not a little puzzled at the Great Moguls empressement. for though they knew him as Captain Doleful, M.C., they had no idea who the gentleman was in the turban and trousers.

[image: img35.jpg]

The red folding-doors now kept flapping like condors wings, as Highlanders, and archers, and deputy-lieutenants, and Hamlets, and sailors, and Turks, and harlequins, and judges, and fox-hunters, came shouldering and elbowing in with variously-dressed ladies on their arms,  Russians, Prussians, Circassians, Greeks, Swiss, and Chinese  a confusion of countries all speaking one tongue. Captain Doleful was pushed from his place before the doors, and nobody ever thought of asking for him, so intent were they on themselves and each other. Bless me, is that you? Whod have thought? Mar, heres James! Oh, dear, and William Dobbs! Whats your dress? Beautiful, I declare! Your pistols arnt loaded, I hope? Splendid uniform! French chasseur! They told me you were coming as a post-boy. Oh, dear, look there! What a rum old lass! The Queen of the Cannibal Islands! Mrs. Hokey Pokey Wankey Fum!

We need scarcely say that this latter exclamation was elicited by the entrance of the Queen of Hearts, followed by her page in Spanish costume of spangled purple velvet and white, with black hat and feather; and Belinda in white satin, with a court plume of feathers. A slight flush of confusion mantled over her lovely brow, imparting a gentle radiance to her languishing blue eyes, contrasting with the fixed and stern determination of her aunts. Her majestys appearance was certainly most extraordinary. The free-masonish sort of robes, the glittering crown on the sombre cap, the massive sceptre held like a paraso, were ludicrous enough; but in addition to this, her majesty had forgotten to put off her red and white worsted feet-comforters, and was making her way up the room with them draggling about her ankles.

Captain Doleful, all politeness, informed her of the omission, and unfortunately discovered himself, for no sooner did Mrs. Jorrocks find out to whom she was indebted, than keeping her arm in the Great Moguls, where it had been placed while she drew the things off, she made a movement towards the ball-room door, which being seconded by the crowd behind  all anxious to get in and scatter themselves for inspection  they were fairly carried away by the tide, and the Queen of Hearts and the Great Mogul entered the room with people of all nations at their heels.

Great was Mrs. Jorrocks gratitude. Oh, dear, it was so werry kind  so werry engagin. If it hadnt been the captin announcin himself, I should never have guessed it was him; and the captain bit his lips and cursed his stupidity for getting himself into such a mess. Still the Queen of Hearts stuck to him, and, sceptre in hand, strutted up and down the well-lit room, fancying herself the observed of all observers.

For the first time in his life, the captains cunning forsook him. He didnt know how to get rid of his incubus,  and even if he did, he knew not whether to station himself in the ante-room to receive Mrs. Barnington, or to let the ball begin, and brazen it out. As he walked about, half frantic with rage, his turban pinching, and his beard and whiskers tickling him, an opposition Mogul gave the signal to the musicians, and off they went with a quadrille, leaving the couples to settle to the figure as the music went on.

Then as Turks balanced to Christians, and Louis Napoleon wheeled sweet Ann Page about by the arms, two highly-powdered footmen threw wide the doors, and in sailed Mrs. Barnington catching poor Doleful with Mrs. Jorrocks on his arm. One withering look she gave, and then drawing herself up into a sort of concentrated essence of grandeur, towered past, followed by old Jorrocks minus his coat-tail; and our worthy master, thinking to do all proper honours to the wife of a gentleman who subscribed so liberally to his hounds, immediately asked her to dance, which being indignantly refused, he consoled himself by taking all the pretty girls in the room by turns, who unanimously declared that he was a most agreeable, energetic old gentleman, and an excellent dancer.

And owing to the spirit with which Mr. Jorrocks kept it up, that ball was productive of a most prolific crop of offers, which, we need scarcely say, sent the Jorrocks funds up very considerably


CHAPTER XXXII. ANOTHER SPORTING LECTOR.

[image: img36.jpg]

MR. JORROCKSS TONGUE being now well laid in for talking, he determined to keep it going, by giving another sporting lecture. Being, however, of opinion that a lecture that was worth listening to, was worth paying for, he determined to charge a shilling a head entrance, as well for the purpose of indemnifying himself against the expenses of the room, &c., as of giving Pigg the chance of any surplus there might be over for pocket-money, of which useful article James was rather short.

Our masters fame being now widely established, and occupation uncommonly slack at Handley Cross, a goodly muster was the result.

Precisely as the clock was done striking seven, Mr. Jorrocks ascended the platform, attended by a few friends, and was received with loud cheers from the gentlemen, and the waving of handkerchiefs from the lady part of the audience. Of these there was a goodly number, among whom was Mrs. Jorrocks, in a great red turban, with a plume of black feathers, reclining gracefully on one side; Stobbs sat between her and Belinda, who was dressed in a pale pink silk, with a gold cord in her hair: Belinda looked perfectly happy. When the applause had subsided, Mr. Jorrocks advanced to the front of the platform (which was decorated as before), and thus addressed the audience:  

Frinds and fellow-countrymen! Lend me your ears. Thats to say, listen to wot Im a goin to say to you. This night I shall enlighten you on the all-important ceremony of takin the field. (Loud applause.)

Takin the Field! repeated he, throwing out his arms, and casting his eyes up at the elegant looping of his canopy. Takin the Field! glorious sound! wot words can convey anything alf so delightful?

In my minds eye I see the ounds in all their glossy pride a trottin around Arterxerxes, who stamps and whinnies with delight at their company. Theres old Pristess with her speckled sides, lookin as wise as a Christian, and Trusty, and Tuneable, and Warrior, and Wagrant, and Workman, and Wengence, and all the glorious comrades o the chase.

But to the pint. Ingenious youth, having got his oss, and learned to tackle him, let me now, from the bonded warehouse of my knowledge, prepare him for the all-glorious ceremony of the unt.

How warious are the motives, continued Mr. Jorrocks, looking thoughtfully, that draw men to the kiver side. Some come to see, others to be seen; some for the ride out, others for the ride ome; some for happetites, some for ealth, some to get away from their wives, and a few to unt. Ah! give me the few  the chosen few the band o brothers, as the poet says, wot come to unt!  men wot know the ounds, and know the covers, and know the country, and, above all, know when ounds are runnin, and when therere hoff the scent  men wot can ride in the fields, and yet oldard in the lanes  men wot would rayther see the thief o the world well trounced in cover, than say they took a windmill in the hardour of the chase. Could I but make a little country of my own, and fill it with critturs of my own creation, Id have sich a lot o trumps as never were seen out o Surrey. (Loud cheers.)

Bliss my eart, wot a many ways there is of enjoyin the chase, continued Mr. Jorrocks, and ow one man is led into folly and extravagance by another! Because great Sampson Stout, who rides twenty stun, with the nerves of a steam-hengine, keeps twelve unters and two acks, little Tommy Titmouse, who scarcely turns nine with his saddle, must have as many, though he dare ardly ride over a water furrow. Because Sir Yawnberry Dawdle, who lies long in bed, sends on, Mr. Larkspur, who is up with the sun, must needs do the same, though he is obliged to put off time, lest he should arrive afore his oss. Because Lady Giddyfool puts a hyacinth in her lords button-ole, every hass in his unt must send to Covent-Garden to get some. I werily believes, if a lord was to stick one of my peacock Gabriel Junkss feathers in his at, there would be fools to follow his example; out upon them, say I: unting is an expensive amusement or not, jest as folks choose to make it.

Theres a nasty word called cant, that does an infinity of mischief. One cant unt without eight osses; one cant do without two acks; one cant ride in a country saddle; one cant do this, and one cant do that  hang your cants! Let a man look at those below him instead o those above, and think ow much better hoff he is nor they. (Applause) Surely the man with one oss is better off than the man with none! (Renewed applause.)

Believe me, my beloved earers, if a mans inclined for the chase, hell ride amost anything, or valk sooner than stay at ome. I often thinks, could the keen foot-folks change places with the fumigatin yards o leather and scarlet, wot a much better chance there would be for the chase! They, at all events, come out from a genuine inclination for the sport, and not for mere show-sake, as too many do.

Dash my vig, wot men Ive seen in the unting-field! men without the slightest notion of unting, but who think it right to try if they like it, jest as they would try smokin or caten olives after dinner.

You should get a red coat, and join the unt, says a young genlemans old aunt; and forthwith our hero orders two coats of the newest cut, five pair of spurs, ten pair of breeches, twenty pair of boots, waistcoats of every cut and figure, a bunch of whips, diachulum drawers, a cigar-case for his pocket, a pocket siphonia, a sandwich-case for one side, and a shoe-case for tother, and keeps a hair-bed afloat agin he comes ome with a broken leg. (Laughter and applause.)

But I lose my patience thinkin o sich fools. If it warnt that among those who annually take the field, and are choked off by the expense, there are ingenuous youths who, with proper handlin, might make good sportsmen and waluable payin subscribers, Id wesh my ands of sich rubbish altogether. If any such there be within the limits of this well-filled room, let him open wide his hears, and I will teach him, not only how to do the trick, but to do it as if he had been at it all his life, and at werry little cost. Let him now pull out his new purchase, and learn to ride one oss afore he keeps two. We will now jog together to the meet. And mark! its only buoys in jackets and trousers that are out for the first time.  Viskers, boots, and breeches, are sposed to come from another country. First we must dress our sportsman;  no black trousers crammed into top-boots  no white ducks shaped over the foot, or furcaps cocked jauntily on the ead;  real propriety, and no mistake!

That great man Mr. Delme Ratcliffe, says in his interestin bluebook, that theres nothin more snobbish than a black tye with topboots. It was a werry clever remark, and an enlargement of Mr. Hoods idea of no one ever havin seen a sailor i top-boots. Bishops boots Mr. Radcliffe also condemned, and spoke highly in favour of tops cleaned with champagne and abricot jam. Hoganys owever, are now all the go, and the darker the colour, the keener the wearer expects to be thought. I saw a pair i the Cut-me-Downs last year, that were nearly black.

Leather-breeches Mr. Radcliffe spoke kindly of, but unless a man has a good many servants, he had better have them cleanin his oss than cleanin his breeches. Leathers are werry expensive, though theres a a deal of wear i them. I have a pair that were made by White o Tarporley, in George the Thirds reign, and though the cut is summut altered, the constitution of them remains intact. In those days it was the fashion to have them so tight, that men used to be slung into them by pulleys from their ceilings; and a fashionable man, writin to his tailor for a pair, added this caution, Mind, if I can get into them, I wont have them. Leathers were once all the go for street-work, and werry andsome they looked.

Ive heard a story, that when George the Fourth was Prince, a swell coveted the style of his leathers so much that he bribed the Princes valet largely for the recipe. You shall have it, said the man pocketin the coin, and lookin werry wise; the fact is, added he, the way his Royal Ighnesss royal unmentionables look so well is, because his Royal Ighness sleeps in them. (Haw, haw, haw, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, in company with several of his audience.) Some chaps affect the dark cords as well as the hogany boots, but theres as much haffectation i one as the other. Blow me tight, if it werent for the bright colours there wouldnt be many fox-unters.

The custom of riding in scarlet is one it becomes me to speak upon;  I doesnt know nothin about the hantiquity of it, or whether Julius Cæsar, or any other of those antient covies, sported it or not; but, like most subjects, a good deal may be said on both sides of the question. Theres no doubt its a good colour for wear, and that it tends to the general promotion of fox-unting, seeing that two-thirds of the men wot come out and subscribe wouldnt do so if they had to ride in black. Still I think ingenuous youth should not be permitted to wear it at startin, for a scarlet coat in the distance, though chock full of hignorance, is quite as allurin as when it encloses the most experienced sportsmen.

I remembers dinin at a conwivial party in London, where there was a werry pleasant fat M.F.H., who told a story of wot appened to him in the New Forest. This, I need scarcely say, is a great wood of many thousand hacres, (a hundred thousand praps), and unless a man looks sharp, and keeps near the ounds, he stands a werry good chance of losin of them. Well, it so appened that this ere fat genlman did lose them, and castin about, he saw a red coat flyin over a flight o rails i the distance. In course he made for it, but afore he got up, what was his extonishment at seein red-coat pull up and charge back! He found the genlman knew nothin about the ounds, and was gettin on capital without them.

A Yorkshire frind o mine went to a union unt, where men from three countries attended.  The field was frightful! Three underd and fifty ossmen, all determined to ride, and as jealous as cats. Now my frind being a true-born Briton, and not to be made to ride over nothin on compulsion, started away in quite a different line to wot the fox broke, followed by an underd ossmen, or more. The arder he went, the arder they rode, and fearin he might fall, and be flummoxd, he made for a windmill on a neighbouring ill, and stuck his osss tail to the sails.

Up came his followers, puffin and blowin like so many grampuses. Vich vay? vich vay? vich vay are th ounds gone? gasped they.

Ounds! exclaimed my frind: Ive been ridin away from you all the time; ounds be gone tother way? (Haw, haw, haw! a laugh in which the whole room joined, till the mirth got up into a roar, which Mr. Jorrocks availed himself of to pay his respects to a stiff tumbler of brandy and water that now began to send forth its fragrance from the table at the rear of the platform).

Smacking his lips, he thus resumed  

So much for the force of example, genlemen;  had my frind been in black, the crowd wouldnt have come. Still the colours good, and it arnt the use, but the abuse, that I complains on. For my part I likes a good roomy red rag, that one can jump in and out of with ease. These fine tight things, continued he, taking hold of his sky-blue coat, lined with pink silk, and looking at his canary-coloured shorts, are all well enough for dancin in, but for real scrimmagin out-door work, theres nothin like room and flannel;  good long-backed coats, with the waistcoat made equally warm all round, and the back to come down in a flap, and plenty of good well-lined laps to wrap over ones thighs when it rains.  Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, and describing the cut of each article as he went on. Berlin gloves are capital for unting in, continued he; they keep your ands warm, and do to rub your nose upon in cold weather.

Youngsters should be cautious o spurs;  they may use them wot is called incontinently, and get into grief. I disagree with Geoffry Gambado, who recommends the free use of them, as tendin to keep the blood in circulation, and preventin ones toes catchin cold. He recommends spurrin i the shoulder, where he says an oss has most feelin, because he has most weins; adding, that by spurrin at his body, five times in six your labour is lost; for if you are a short man, you spur the saddle-cloth only; if a leggy one, you never touch him at all; and if middlin, the rider wears out his own girths, without the oss being a bit the better for it; but my own opinion is, that the less ingenuous youth uses them the better.

A slight knowledge o farmin promotes the true enjoyment of the chase. What so umiliatin as to see a big farmer bullyin a little man in leather and scarlet for ridin over his seeds, when the innocent is ignorant of havin done nothin o the sort. Seeds, my beloved earers, are what grow into clover, or new-land hay; they come hup arter the corn-crop, and when that is reaped, if an inquiring sportsman will examine the ground, he will see little green herbs, like crows feet, shootin hup mong the stubble, which rear themselves into stalks with expandin leaves; and those glorious pink and white balls, called clover, wot smell so fragrantly as one loiters pensively along the shady dusty lanes.

Now, if the iron-shod unter careers over these young and tender plants, leavin his copyright behind him, and it comes wet shortly arter, the standin water perishes the plants, and leaves the farmer to water his bed with tears and lamentation. Oh, miserable bunch-clod!

So it is with wheat. If you see a field nicely laid away, the surface all smooth, and the furrows all open, you may conclude that is wheat, even though the tender green blades  the promissory notes of lifes comin year, are not yet apparent. Some labour ard to make themselves believe that it increases the crop to ride over it, and many a hargument Ive held with farmers in favour of that position myself, but no man, who treats himself to a little undisguised truth, can make himself believe so, unless, indeed, he is satisfied that a drove of hoxen would improve the prospects of a flower-garden by passin a night in frolicsome diwersion. The wheat-field is the farmers flower-garden!  It is to it that he looks for the means of payin his rent, and giving his hamiable wife and accomplished darters a new piannet, and a scarlet welwet bonnet a-piece, with a black feather drooping over the left hear (Mr. Jorrocks looking slyly at Mrs. J. as he said this); and young and heedless men, if even they have no compassion on the old cock-farmer, should think what distress they will cause to the hens if they lose their scarlet welwet bonnets with the appurtenances. Some wags say that wheat is called ard corn, because it stands a wast of ridin over; but I maintains that it no more means that, than that ard-money currency means money ard to get at,  or that an ard rider means a man wot will trot down Olborn ill on a frosty mornin. Let every feelin man, then, consider, when he is about to ride over wheat, that he is about to trample under foot scarlet welwet bonnets, and with them the farmers darters best and tenderest opes.

And here let me observe, that I cannot help thinkin that that celebrated man, Gambado, has been the unconscious means of many a field of wheat being trampled down. When such great men talk lightly on a subject, little minds catch the infection, and far outstrip the authors most sanguinary conceptions.

Speaking in laudatory terms of the merits of the dray oss  merits that no one will deny  Gambado talks of the figure they are calculated to made on the road or in the field. Scarce any of them, says he, but is master of thiry stone and hupwards! (Roars of laughter.) What a sublime scene would it be, continues he, to see fourscore or a underd of these hanimals on the full stretch over a piece of wheat, to catch sight of an ound! (Roars of laughter.)

Gentlemen, continued Mr. Jorrocks, looking very irate, Im sorry for your mirth  (hisses and laughter)  shocked at your immorality, in fact!  Dash my vig if I arnt! (Renewed laughter and cheers.)

Such undecent mirth would disgrace a Cockney! A Cockney looks upon a farmer as an inferior crittur!  a sort of domestic conwict, transported far beyond the bills o mortality, and condemned to wander in eavy ob-nailed shoes amid eternal hacres o dirt and dandylions. I opes such is not your opinion.  (Loud cries of No, no, and cheers.) Im glad sich wickedness finds no response here. Mr. Jorrocks again retired, and recomposed himself with another draught of brandy and water.



Now, said he, licking his lips, as he returned to the front of the platform; let ingenuous youth suppose himself at the meet, and that he has been presented to the M.F.H., to whom the greatest respect and reverence should always be paid, for theres no man to compare to him i point o greatness. The meet is the place for lettin off the fulminatin balls of wit; but unless young greenorn be a tolerably jawbacious sort of chap, he had better be a listener at first. There are a few stock jokes that do for any country, the ready appliance of which stamps the user as a wag or a sportsman among those who dont know no better. Dear sir, says one man to another, ridin a wite-faced oss, I fears your nag is werry bad!

Ow so? inquires tother, all alarm.

Vy, hes all vite in the face! (Haw! haw! haw!)

Yours is an expensive nag, I see, observes a second.

Not more than other peoples, is the answer.

Yes, he is; for I see he wears boots as well as shoes, pointing to speedy-cut boots.

Ave I lost a shoe in coming? inquires a gentleman, who with a late start has come in a hurry.

Theyre not all on before! exclaims half-a-dozen woices, ready with the joke.

Does youre mother know you are out? is a familiar inquiry that may be safely hazarded to a bumptious boy in a jacket. More dirt the less hurt! is a pleasant piece o consolation for a friend with a mud mask; and One at a time, and it will last the longer! is a knowin exclamation to make to a hundred and fifty friends waiting for their turns at an unting-wicket. Over you go; the longer you look the less youll like it! may be ollod to a friend lookin long at a fence. Hurry no mans cattle! you may keep a donkey yourself some day! is the answer to the last. When you see a lawyer floored, sing out, Theres an oss a layin down the law! If a chap axes if your nag will jump timber, say, Hell leap over your cad. These, and sich as these, are your tickets for soup, as the cook said when she basted the scullion with the hox-tail! (Loud laughter.)

Flattery is easier accomplished than wit, and the meet is a place where butter, with a little knowledge, will go a long way. All masters of ounds like praise. Some are so fond on it, that they butter themselves. If you see ounds ribs, and their loins are well filled and flanks hollow, you may say they look like their work; if theyre fat, say they are werry even in condition; if lean, that they look like goin a bust; if jest noways in ticklar, you cant get wrong if you say, you never saw a nicer lot. If you see some with clips on the hears, or along the backs, you may conclude they are new comers, and ax where they are from. Rich coloured ounds you may liken to the Belvoir, and then you can talk of Goodhall and Guider, or of the Quorn Trueman, or even go back as far as Furrier and Hosbaldeston; and swear you never saw sich legs and feet; in short, let legs and feet, or legs and loins, be the burthen o your song. Beware of callin ounds dogs, or sterns tails. Sich a slip would make the M.F.H. turn tail on you directly.

It looks werry knowin to take a bit o biscuit out of your pocket, as you are lookin over the ounds, and make them rise on their hind legs to receive it, while you scrutinise them werry attentively. This is a most scientific proceedin and will immediately stamp you as a werry knowin and, if not for an M.F.H. himself. Still let your talk be of legs and loins, with an occasional mention of helbows and shoulders. Perfection! symmetry! andsome! level! bone! breedin! conditon! Lord Enry! Sir Richard, Sir Tatton, Mr. Jorrocks,  are terms that may be thrown in at random, jest as the butter seems to go down. If, however, ingenuous youths afraid o bein tempted out of his depth, its a safe wentur to look werry approvinly at the pack generally, and then say that theyre larger nor some he has seen, and not so large as others. (Laughter.) In sayin this, it may praps be well jest to feel his oss with the spur, so as to make him wince, which will give him an excuse for withdrawin on the score obeing afeard o kickin the ounds, and save him from bein axed to name the larger or smaller packs hes seen, which might be inconwenient.

Untsmen are either eaven-born or hidiots  theres no medium. Every schoolboy can criticise their performance. Its stonishin how quickly untsmen are run up and down, jest like the funds, with the bulls and the bears. As no M.F.H. keeps what he considers a fool, it may be well to commence in the soapy line; for even though a master may abuse a servant himself, he may not fancy his field doing so too.

At the meet, every mans time is accordin to his own conwenience. Should he have been too early, the ounds have come late; and should he be late, the ounds were there afore their time. The last man always says that theres no one else comin, as in course he does not see the wit of waitin after he arrives.

Among the many followers of the chase, there be some men wot start with wot seems like a good mould-candle passion for the chase, but, somehow or other, after a few seasons, it simmers down to little better nor a fardin rushlight. After the first brush of the thing is over, they begin to economise their osses in November, that they may have them fresh about Christmas; or they dont work them much in February, as they wish to save a couple to take to town in the spring; or tool their missesses about in the Booby Hutch. Ven I hear chaps talk this way, I always reckon upon seein their coats nailin the happle-trees up afore long.

Some are much greater oss coddles than others. When Tat wrote to Ferguson to know vot he wanted for Arkaway, and whether the oss was in work, Ferguson replied, The price of Arkaway is six thousand guineas, and Iunts him twice and thrice a-week! (roars of laughter.)

Some men keep servants to be their masters.

I shall ride the roan, to-morrow, Jones, says a genlman to his grum.

Cant, sir; just given him a dose o physic.

Well, then, the black. Hes not been out since yesterday week.

His turns not till Toosday.

Oh, never mind! Just let me have a look at him.

Cant. Stables done up  not to be hopen till four; so mizzle, master.

In course these chaps have igh wages, continued Mr. Jorrocks, or they couldnt ave such himperence. They are the bouys wot wont let their masters buy osses o men o my woracity and judgment, unless they ave their reglers, five per cent. on the price, or as much more as they can get. A man wot would be master of his stable, must never consult his grum about a quad. Consult im forsooth! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. Why, there is not one grum i fifty that knows when an oss he has the care on is lame. Theyll go slouchin to cover on osses that their masters pronounce lame the moment they mount. A man with a strong bouy and a hash-plant is generally master of his stud; a master with a bouy and no hash-plant is like a fiddle without a stick.

More osses are ruined from want o work than from the excess ont. Take a season through, and ow werry few days there are on which there is really any thing for genlmens osses to do; though, to be sure, such days generally come in a heap; yet, as no one can say how long a run o luck will last, my adwice is, to keep goin as long as ever you can. A man can get but six days a-week if he labours ever so, and there are werry few wot would not rayther have four, or maybe two. The flash o ridin long distances to meet one pack of ounds, when anothers at and, arises from the pleasure of sportin a red coat through a longer line o country, and vinkin at the gals on the road, or from a desire to be talked of as havin done so, and as being werry keen ands. I generally find them werry great fools!

There is another way that would-be sportsmen have of showin their keenness. Durin a storm it is not unusual for the M.F.H. to advertise that th ounds will meet at the kennel the first day the weather permits. Well, as soon as ever the eves begin to drop, the would-bes put on their red coats and go to the kennel, continuin the process day after day until the thaw really arrives; they throw up, and swear they vont unt with him any more.

Not hung yourself yet, Gilhespie? suitin the haction to the word by feelin your neck and cockin your thumb under your hear, is a fine sportin interrogatory to put to a frind in the street durin a frost. All these mendacious means let ingenuous youth despise. Its one thin to cover your hignorance and another to help you to imperance. I does the former only.

And now, continued the worthy lecturer, casting his eyes up to his canopied curtain, as he jingled the silver in his canary-coloured shorts, And now, if I had a few words bout cost, bout old £ s. d,, I think Id be ready for a start. The cost of unting, my beloved earers, like all other things, depends amost entirely on ow you go about it. The only really indispensable outlay is the subscription to the ounds, which ought always to be paid punctual in adwance, jest like you ave to pay the stakes at a race. Whoever wants, the M.F.H. should be paid. Prudence and conomy are all right and proper in everything cept unting. For unting there must be a liberal outlay, and no grumblin. Musnt do like dirty Harry Tight who, when Fleecy axed wot he would subscribe to my ounds, exclaimed, Subscribe! I wouldnt insult Mr. Jorrocks by offerin of him money! (Laughter and hisses.) Insult, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, looking very irate, jest as if I was a likely man to be insulted with the hoffer of money. Much more likely to insult im for not offerin it. (Laughter and applause.)

Well, then, the requirements o the master bein satisfied, continued Mr. Jorrocks, buttoning up and slapping his breeches-pocket, let ingenuous youth turn his tention to the stable. Its no use givin a publican and sinner a guinea or five-and-twenty shillings a week for keepin your quadrupeds, when you can rent a stable and keep them yourself for ten or twelve shillin. Theres not even the benefit of any flash i the thing, which is wot moves many men to the orrors o the chase. Still less use is it wastin your substance on old Bonnyfaces ouse, with his sixpenny breakfasts for alf-a-crown, and dinners i like proportion, when you can get a comfey rumph lodgin and find yourself for alf or a third o the money. There are no people want puttin to rights so much as the innkeepers. Kiver acks are all gammon for men wi short studs. An ack can do nothin but ack, while he will cost as much as a third oss wot will both ack and unt. Let ingenuous youth then learn to dispense with the useless appendage. I often think, continued Mr. Jorrocks musingly, that it would be a capital thing to pass ingenuous youth generally through a sort of Chobham camp to learn em wot they can really do without.

Ingenuous youth, aving now got all the implements o the chase scraped together, and the early rains of dear delightful November  the best and plisantest month i the year avin well salivated the ground, forthwith let im put all my precepts in practice, istead o sneakin off to Boulogne or Paris for the winter, arter talkin bout the delights of unting all the summer.

Time trieth troth, says the proverb, but November trieth truth i the unting line, and men that dont like unting, had much better not give themselves the trouble of pretendin they do, for theyre sure to be found out, and branded for umbugs for their trouble. Its a werry rum thing ow few men there are who candidly say they dont like it. Theyve all been keen sportsmen at some time or other o their lives. Every man, continued Mr. Jorrocks, sententiously, wot prefers his ealth to the interests o the Seidletz pooder makers, will get as much unting as ever he can afore Christmas. (Great laughter and applause.) So now lets be doin! added he, rubbing his elbows against his sides as if anxious for the fray.

Let us spose the last, last fumigatin piece o conceit has cast up, and the M.F.H. gives the hoffice to the untsman to throw off. Osses eads turn one way, th ounds brisk up at the move, the coffee-room breaks up, frinds pair off to carry out jokes, while the foot people fly to the ills, and the bald-eaded keeper stands at in and at the gate, to let th ounds into cover.

Eleu in! at length cries the untsman, with a wave of his and. and in an instant his osses eels are deserted. The vipper-in has scuttled round the cover, and his rate and crack are eard on the far side. Gently, Conqueror! Conqueror, have a care! Ware are! ware are!



Here Mr. Jorrocks paused, apparently for the purpose of recollecting something.

Theres a bit o potry due here, observed he; but somehow or other it vont come, to halloo! Great, glorious, and free, First flower o the hocean, first continued he. No, that vont do, that was old Dans dodge. Yet its somethin like that, too; can no one help me? Ah, I have it:  

Delightful scene!
When all around is gay, men, osses, dogs;
And in each smilin countenance appears
Fresh bloomin ealth, and uniwersal joy.

And yet thats not exactly the place it should have come in at nouther, observed Mr. Jorrocks, recollecting himself; that scrap is meant for the meet; throwin off is thus described by Peter Beckford, or some other genlman wot described it to him. Howsomever it vont do to waste a cotation, so you can jest joggle tother one back in your minds to the right place. This is throwin off:  

See! ow they range
Dispersed, ow busily this way and that,
They cross, examinin with curious nose
Each likely aunt. Ark! on the drag I ear
Their doubtful notes, preludin to a cry
More nobly full, and swelled with every mouth.

Now thats poetry and sense too, observed Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips! which is more than poetry always is; for a poet, you see, has to measure his words, and werry often the one that would best express vot he vonts vont fit in with tothers, so hes obliged to halter his meanin altogether, or mount a lame stee. For my part I likes prose best, and I reckon Peters prose better nor most mens werse. Hear ow he finds his fox. Mr. Jorrocks then took his newly-bound Beckford from the table at the back of the platform, and read as follows:  

Ow musical their tongues! And as they get near to him, ow the chorus fills! Ark! he is found. Now, vere are all your sorrows and your cares, ye gloomy souls! or where your pains and aches, ye complainin ones! one holloo has dispelled them all. Vot a crash they make! and hecho sceminly takes pleasure to repeat the sound. The stonished traveller forsakes his road; lured by its melody, the listenin ploughman now stops his plough, and every distant shepherd neglects his flock, and runs to see him break. Vot joy! vot heagerness in every face!

Now, said Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips again, thats what I call real prime stuff  the concentrated essence of untin  the XXX of sportin, so different from the wire-spun, wishy-washy yarns of modern penny-a-liners, who smother their meanin (if they have any) in words. If Ive read Peter once, Ive read him a hundred times, and yet I finds somethin fresh to admire every time. Wernor and Hood, Birchin Lane, published this edition in 1796; and on the title-page is pasted a hextract from a newspaper that would adorn a monument. Monday, 8th March, 1811, at his seat, Stapleton, in Dorsetshire, Peter Beckford, Esq., aged 70. Mr. Beckford was a celebrated fox-unter, and hauthor of Letters on Unting. Theres an inscription for a marble monument! Multum in parvo, as Pomponius Ego would say. Blow me tight! but I never looks at Billy Beckford supplicatin the king on his marble monument in Guildhall, but I exclaims, Shake Billy from his pedestal and set up Peter! (Hisses and applause.)

I once wrote my epitaph, and it was werry short,  

Hic jacet Jorrocks,

was all wot I said; but the unlettered untsman, or maybe M.F.H., might pass me by, jest as he would a dead emperor. Far different would it be should this note follow, Mr. J. was a celebrated fox-unter, and lectorer upon unting. Then would the saunterin sportsman pause as he passed, and drop a tribute to the memory of one who loved the chase so well. But Im gettin prosaic and off the line. Let us ark back into cover! The chase, I sings! Lets see.

We had jest found our fox. Well, then, lets at Peter again, for theres no one boils one hup into a gallop like him. Heres description of the thief o the world afore he breaks. Mr. Jorrocks reads:Mark ow he runs the covers hutmost limits, yet dares not wentur forth; the ounds are still too near! That check is lucky! Now if our frinds ead him not, he will soon be off!

Talli-ho! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, at the top of his voice. Dash my vig, thats the cry! continued he, holding his hand in the air. See ow pale the genleman in light scarlet and bishops boots is turnin, and how delighted old Jack Rasper, in the cut-away olive, broad cords, and hoganys is; his low-crowned ats in the hair, for he sees the warmint, a sight more glorious nor the lord mayors show; yet he olloas not! Ah, its talli-ho back! The fox is eaded by you puppy in purple, strikin a light on the pommel of his saddle. Ope hell soon be sick! Th ounds turn short, and are at him again. Have at him, my beauties! Have at him, my darlins! Have at him, I say! Yonder he goes at tother end!  now hes away! Old Rasper has him again! Talli-ho, away! he cries. The old low-crowned ats in the hair, and now every man oops and ollows to the amount of his superscription. Twang! twang! twang! goes the Percival; crack! crack! crack! go the whips; ounds, osses, and men, are in a glorious state of excitement! Full o beans and benevolence!

So am I, my beloved earers, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause; and must let off some steam, or I shall be teachin you to over-ride the ounds. So saying, Mr. Jorrocks retired to the back of the platform, and cooled himself with a fresh glass of hot brandy and water. Presently he returned, and thus resumed his discourse.

Oh! my beloved earers, if Id been at the great Mr. Pomponius Hegos helbow when in describin this critical period of the chase he penned the words, go along, there are three couple of ounds on the scent, Id ha seen if I couldnt ha got him to put in now old your jaws, and old ard! and let em settle quietly to the scent. Believe me, my beloved earers, the words go along, there are three couple of ounds on the scent, have lost many a run and saved the life of many a warmint. Ow I likes to see the ounds come quietly out, settlin and collectin together, gradually mending their pace as they go, till they brew up a reglar bust. Thats the way to make the foxes cry Capevi! added he. (Laughter and applause.)

Here let me hobserve, continued Mr. Jorrocks, that its a grand thing for ingenuous youth to get a view of the warmint at startin; by so doing he gets a sort of wested interest in the fox, and rides arter him as he would arter a thief with his watch. Theres a knack in doin this, and some men are cleverer at it than others, but half the battle consists in not being flurried Yonder he goes! yonder he goes! Talli-ho! talli-ho! exclaim a dozen people, pointin different ways  and hearin that a fox is a quick travellin beast, ingenuous youth begins to look some half-a-mile a-head; whereas, if the people were to cry Here he is! here he is! pointin downwards, Spooney would take a nearer range, and see that a fox travels more like a cat nor a crow. Folks overlook the fox, jest as one overlooks a mustard-pot under ones nose.

Well, then, my beloved earers, glorious talli-ho! talli-ho!  whose very echo kivers me all over with the creeps  is holloaed and repeated, and responded and re-echoed, and th ounds are settlin to the scent. As soon as ever you ear the cry, make up your minds either to go on or go ome. But I wont spose that any man will stop stirrin till the puddins done; at all ewents, not till he sees a fence, so thrust your eads well into your ats, tighten your reins, arden your earts, and with elbows and legs, elbows and legs, get forrard to the ounds. Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, straddling and working an imaginary horse with his arms.

Now we are away! The covers wacated, and theres not another within four miles, which courtesy will call fourteen! Vich vays the vind? South-east, as I live. Then hes away for Brammelkite Brake! Now for your topographical dictionaries, or, vot is still better, some gemman with a map of the country in his ead. The field begins to settle into places, like folks at the play. If theres no parson to pilot the way, genlman with osses to sell take the first rank. Every one now sees who are there, and many may be wantin at the end to tell who come in so; a rasper well negotiated at this time o day has sold many a screw. After the genlman with osses to sell comes the untsman, entreatin the genlmen with osses to sell not to press upon the ounds; but as he only talks to their backs, they regard the exhortation as a mere figure o speech. The top-sawyers of the unt will be close on the untsman. There will not be many of these; but should there be a barrack in the neighbourhood, some soger officers will most likely mex up and ride at the ardest rider among em. The dragon soger officer is the most dangerous, and may be known by the viskers under his nose. A foot soger officers oss is generally better in his wind than on his legs. They generally wear chin wigs, and always swear the leaps are nothin compared with those in the county they come from  Cheapside, praps.

In the wake of the top-sawyers and soger officers will come your steady two oss men, their eyes to the ounds, their thoughts in the chase, regardless of who crams or who cranes. These generally wear cords, their viskers are greyish, and their brown top-boots look as if they have never been wite.

The safe pilot is generally a man with a broad back, clad in bottle-green, with plain metal buttons, white neckcloth, striped veskit, drab kerseys, with ribbons danglin over a hogany top; or may be in the scarlet coat of the unt, with a hash-plant, to denote that he is a gate-opener, and not a leaper: a man of this sort will pilot a youngster all day without ridin over a fence. He knows every twist, every turn, every gate, every gap, in the country, and though sometimes appearin to ride away from the ounds, by skirtin and nickin, will often gain Reynards pint afore them  praps afore Reynard himself!

We must not follow him, but streak it across the country a bit, as brother Jonathan would say, and this is the time that, if ingenuous youths oss has any monkey in him, he will assuredly get his dander up and show it. The commonest occurrence in all natur is for him to run away, which is highly disagreeable. Geoffrey Gambado well observes, that when a man is well run away with, the first thing that occurs to him is how to stop his oss. Some will run him at a ditch, which is a werry promisin experiment, if he leaps ill, or not at all: others try a gate-post, but it requires a nice eye to hit the centre with the osss ead, so as not to graze your own leg. Frenchmen  and Frenchmen ride as well now as they did in Gambados time  will ride against one another;and Geoffrey tells a good story of an ingenious Frenchman he saw make four experiments on Newmarket Heath, in only one of which he succeeded. His oss ran away with him whilst Gimcrack was runnin a match, and the Counts opes of stoppin him being but small, he contrived to turn him across the course and rode slap at Gimcrack, opin to effect it by a broadside; but Gimcrack was too quick for the Count, and he missed his aim. He then made full at Lord March, but unluckily only took him slautin: baffled in this second attempt, the Count relied on the Devils Ditch as a certain check to his career, but his oss carried him clean over; and had not the rubbin-house presented itself, the Count asserted he werily believed he should soon have reached London. Dashin at the rubbin-ouse, with true French spirit, he produced the desired effect; his oss, not being able to proceed, stopped, and that so suddenly that Ducrow himself would have kissed his own saw-dust. The count, it is true, came off but tolerably well; the oss broke his ead and the counts likewise, so that, accordin to the opinion of two negatives makin an affirmative, little or no arm was done, an ingenious, if not a satisfactory, mode of disposin of damage.

And here let me observe, that to unt pleasantly two things are necessary  to know your oss and to know your own mind. An oss is a queer critter. In the stable, on the road, or even in a green lane, he may be all mild and hamiable  jest like a gal youre a courtin of  but when he gets into the matrimony of the unting-field among other nags, and sees th ounds, which always gets their danders up, my vig! its another pair of shoes altogether, as we say in France. Howsomever, if you know your oss and can depend upon him, so as to be sure he will carry you over whatever you put him at, have a good understandin with yourself afore ever you come to a leap, whether you mean to go over it or not, for nothing looks so pusillanimous as to see a chap ride bang at a fence as though he would eat it, and then swerve off for a gate or a gap. Better far to charge wiggorously, and be chucked over by the oss stoppin short, for the rider may chance to light on his legs, and can look about unconsarnedly, as though nothing particklar had appened. Im no advocate for leapin, but there are times when it cant be helped, in which case let a man throw his eart fearlessly over the fence and follow it as quick as ever he can, and being well landed, let him thank Providence for his luck, and lose no time in lookin for the best way out. Thus he will go on from leap to leap, and from field to field, rejoicin; and havin got well over the first fence, its stonishin ow fearlessly he charges the next. Some take leapin-powder  spirits of some sort  but its a contemptible practice, unworthy of ingenuous youth.

The finest receipt, however, for makin men ride is shakin a sportin hauthor. afore them at startin. Crikey! ow Ive seen em streak across country so long as he remained in sight! Coves wot wouldnt face a water-furrow if they had had their own way, under the impulse of glory, will actually spur their steeds!

Gentlemen wot take their ideas of unting from Mr. Hackermanns pictor-shop in Regents Street must have rum notions of the sport. There you see red laps flyin out in all directions, and osses apparently to be had for catchin. True, that in unting men will roll about  but so they will on the road; and Id rayther have two bumps in a field than one on a pike. Danger is everywhere! An accomplished frind o mine says, Impendet omnibus periculum  Danger angs over an omnibus: and Mors omnibus est communis,  You may break your neck in an omnibus: but are we, on that account, to shun the wehicle of which the same great scholar says, Wirtus parvo pretio licet ab omnibus,  Wirtue may ride cheap in an omnibus? Surely not!

Still, a falls a hawful thing. Fancy a great sixteen and oss lyin on one like a blanket, or sittin with his monstrous hemispheres on ones chest, sendin ones werry soul out o ones nostrils! Dreadful thought! Veres the brandy? Hereupon Mr.Jorrocks again retired to the back of the platform to compose his nerves.

Now, my beloved earers, continued he, returning and wiping his mouth on the back of his hand, Now, my beloved earers, lets draw on old Peter for a run, for I really think a good suck of im is amost as good as a tuck out at the Ship and Turtle Tavern.

Here we ave im, continued Mr.Jorrocks, opening at the place, and proceeding to read with all due energy and emphasis; Mind, Galloper, ow he leads them? Its difficult to stinguish which is first, they run in such good style; yet he is the foremost ound. The goodness of his nose is not less excellent than his speed: ow he carries the scent! and when he loses it, see ow eagerly he flings to recover it again! There  now hes at ead again! See ow they top the edge! Now, now they mount the ill!  Observe wot a ead they carry; and show me, if thou canst one shuffler or shirker mongst em all: are they not like a parcel of brave fellows, who, when they gage in an undertakin, determine to share its fatigue and its dangers equally mongst em?

Capital! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips. Excellent indeed. Thats jest precisely like my ounds.

Dash my vig, if I could but get a clever feller like Leech to draw me a panorama o the chase, with all my beauties goin like beans eads up and sterns down, and a lot o trumps ridin as they should do  near enough to ear their sweet music, but not too near to prevent their swingin and spreadin like a rocket to make their own cast, Id  Id  Id  bow! Halbert Smith and his wife mountain and his black box right down Sin Jimses street into the Thames, and set hup i the Giptian All myself. (Great laughter and applause.) When it subsided, Mr. Jorrocks, returning to his volume, said,

Peter now does a little potry, and well do ditto. Here it is:  Far oer the rocky ills we range, And dangerous our course; but in the brave True courage never fails. In wain the stream In foamin eddies whirls, in wain the ditch Wide gapin threatens death. The craggy steep, Where the poor dizzy shephered crawls with care, And clings to every twig, gives us no pain; But down we sweep, as stoops the falcon bold To pounce his prey. Then hup the opponent ill By the swift motion slung, we mount aloft; So ships i winter seas now slidin sink Adown the steepy wave, then tossed on igh Ride on the billows and defy the storm.

Thats capital, too, observed Mr. Jorrocks, conning the matter over,werry superior readin, indeed, but some ow or other, I thinks I likes old Peter better; it comes more nattural like. Ere, for instance, is a bit o fine sportin scenery, that makes one feel all over, unting like.

Mr. Jorrocks then read as follows:  

It was then the fox I saw, as we came down the ill;  those crows directed me which way to look, and the ship ran from im as he passed along. The ounds are now on the werry spot, yet the ship stop them not, for they dash beyond them. Now see with wot heagerness they cross the plain!  Galloper no longer keeps his place; Brusher takes it  see ow he flings for the scent, and ow impetuously he runs! Ow heagerly he took the lead, and ow he strives to keep it. Yet Wictor comes hup apace. He reaches im! See wot an excellent race it is between them! It is doubtful which will reach the cover first. Ow equally they run! Ow heagerly they strain! Now Wictor  Wictor!  Ah Brusher you are beaten; Wictor first tops the edge. See there! See ow they all take in their strokes! The edge cracks with their weight, so many jamp at once.

Capital, indeed, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; most excellent, I may say. All sheer unting  no nasty jealous stipple chase ridin, urryin ounds a mile beyond the scent. No go alongs! there are three couple of ounds on the scent, but real Fox et preteria nihil, as Hego would say. Blow me tight, if such readin doesnt parfectlie bust me, added he again, retiring to the brandy, amidst the loud and long-continued applause of the company.


CHAPTER XXXIII. THE LECTOR RESUMED.
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WELL NOW, CONTINUED Mr. Jorrocks, returning, rubbing his lips preparatory to resuming his reading, Peter does a bit o cunnin, and Ill elucidate it. The fox you knows i cover  Rashworth or Igh Wood Grove, let us say, and the thing is to take care that he doesnt slip away unseen  upon this Peter says, Now astes the wipper-in to the other side o the cover; he is right unless he ead the fox. Thats capital, observed Mr. Jorrocks, hes right unless hes wrong; right one day praps, and wrong another, for he cant control the fox who may fancy to break at one pint one day and another the next. Howsomever, mused our master, that shows the adwantage o havin some one to blow hup when things go wrong, and Cook  I think it is who tells of an M.F.H., who kept a wip on purpose to be blown hup, and who he used to make ride along side any go-along  there are three couple of ounds on the scent cove, while the M.F.H. lectord the man as if he had committed the forepaw, adding at the end, with a frown and a shake of his vip, (bad word), ye, sir, I may (bad word) you, at all ewents! (Laughter and applause).

But come, lets see wot our hauthor makes on im in cover, resumed Mr. Jorrocks, returning to his Beckford Peters at the potry again, I declare, said he, clearing his throat for the following:Eavens! wot melodious strains!ow beat our earts Big with tumultuous joy! the loaded gales Breathe armony; and as the tempest drives From wood to wood, thro evry dark recess The forest thunders, and the mountains shake.

Werry fine! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, turning up his eyes to the sporting looping of his canopy, werry fine indeed! The forest thunders, and the mountains shake. Thats jest wot my beauties make them do. Dash my vig, but they kick hup a pretty dust when they once begin. But let us follow Peter into cover, for if his country was anything like wot it is now, hed be pretty much at ome in one I reckon. Mr. Jorrocks then read as follows:Listen! the ounds have turned. They are now i two parts: the fox has been eaded back. The wips been wrong, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of his head, or, continuing his reading, we have changed at last. Changed at last, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, sorrowfully, bad luck to those changes, observed he, they are the werry deuce and all in unting. Arter ones ridden oneself red ot, and nearly galloped ones osss tail off, and think its full time to be andlin the warmint, to ave a genlman goin away as fresh as a four-year-old. Dash my buttons, but I remembers a desprate cunnin Charley, observed Mr. Jorrocks, that used to go away from Ticklefield-gos, in Crampshire, and, arter runnin a wide ring, would return and pashin hup another fox, would lie quiet hisself. As it happened, owever, his substitute was a mangey one, and desprate disgusted we used to be at findin we were ridin arter a thing like a rat stead of a beautiful clean-furred Reynard.

But Peter, says Mr. Jorrocks, opes to old on with the unted fox, and this is wot he says to his Ben  Mr. Jorrocks reading Now, my lad, mind the untsmans alloo, and stop to those ounds which he encourages,  which doesnt mean that the vips to make a haffidavit that thats the untsmans alloo, continued he, looking knowingly at Ben, for a reason which will appear in Mr. Jorrockss Journal, but that hes to stop all such ounds as are not runnin the way the untsmans ollooin; hes to maintain to the untsmans olloo in short, and stop sich ounds as diwide from it, explained Mr. Jorrocks.

Well, lets ave that sentence over again, said he, referring to his volume.

Now, my lad, mind the untsmans halloo, and stop to those ounds which he encourages. He is right! that doubtless is the unted fox;  that doubtless is the unted fox, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, thoughtfully, ay, added he, theyre all the unted foxes that anybody sees. Howsomever, well take Peters word for it, and at im again. Well now, continued the worthy lecturer, conning the page, eres a reglar yard and a alf o potry, describin, wot Pomponious would call the second bust amost as terrible as the fust  the difference atwixt Peter and Pompey, ye see, bein added Mr. Jorrocks, looking off the book, that Peter is all for the pack, and Pompey for the performers, or customers, as they call the crack riders i the cut-me-downs. Howsomever, continued Mr. Jorrocks, reverting to the poetry, its a prime sample of a sportin scurry, and if I shallnt be fatiguein on ye, Ill spout it. (Cries of No, no, go on; go on, and applause.)

Our great master then read as follows:  

Wot lengths we pass! were will the wanderin chace
Lead us bewildered! smooth as swallows skim,
The new shorn mead, and far more swift we fly.
See my brave pack; ow to the ead they press,
Jostlin i close array, then more diffuse
Obliquely weel, wile from their hopenin mouths
The wollied thunder breaks  
 Look back and view
The strange confusion of the wale below,
Where sore wexation reigns;  
 Old age laments
His wigour spent; the tall, plump, brawny youth
Cusses his cumbrous bulk and envies now
The short pygmean race, he whilom kennd
With proud insultin leer. A chosen few
Alone the sport enjoy, nor droop beneath
Their pleasin toils.

Great applause followed the reading of the above. When it subsided, our master, taking the Chase and Road volume from the table at the back of the platform, said let us jest take a peep at frind Pomponious under similar circumstances. The squires ounds are runnin with a brest-igh scent over the cream of the cut-me-down country, and most musically do the light notes o Wocal and Wenus fall on the ear of those who may be within reach to catch em. But who is so fortinate i this second bust nearly as terrible as the fust? asks Hego. Our fancy supplies us again, says he, and we think we could name em all. If we look to the left, nearly abreast othe pack, we see six men goin gallantly, and quite as straight as the ounds themselves are goin; and on the right are four more, ridin equally well, though the former ave rayther the best of it, owin to avin ad the inside o the ounds, at the last two turns, which must be placed to the chapter of haccidents. A short way i the rear, by no means too much so to enjoy this brilliant run, are the rest o the élite o the field, who had come hup at the fust check; and a few who, thanks to the goodness o their steeds, and their determination to be with the ounds, appear as if dropped from the clouds. Some, owever, begin to show symptoms o distress. Two osses are seen loose in the distance  a report is flyin bout that one o the field is badly urt, and somethin is eard of a collar-bone bein broken, others say it is a leg; but the pace is too good to inquire. A crackin o rails is now eard, and one genlmans oss is to be seen restin, nearly balanced, cross one on em, his rider bein on his back i the ditch, which is on the landin-side. Who is he? says Lord Brudenel to Jack Stevens. Cant tell, my lord; but I thought it was a queerish place when I came oer it afore im. It is evidently a place operil, but the case is too good to ford elp.

So, continued Mr. Jorrocks, closing the volume with a clap, and chucking it to Pigg in the background, they cut im down, but dont ang im up to dry. (Laughter and applause.)

Old Ard! now exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks at the top of his voice, advancing to the front of the platform, causing silence throughout the room. Old Ard! repeated he, holding up his hand; appallin sound! added he mournfully, fearful to the forrard, and dispiritin to all. Nows the time that the M.F.H., if he has any mischief in him and appens to be hup, will assuredly let drive at some one.

Old Ard, explained the worthy lecturer, means that genlmen are to stop their osses, a thing easier said than done, sometimes. Then if any troublesome stranger, or unpunctual payer, appears to be forrard, he is sure to catch it.

Thank you, Mr. Red Veskit! or, Im much obleged to that genlman with the big calves for over-ridin myounds!  werry much bleged to him!  most ticklarly bleged to him!  most confoundedly bleged to him!  G  d d  d bleto him!  Wish the devil had him, big calves and all!

Meanwhile the untsman makes his cast, thats to say, trots his ounds in a circle round where they threw up: threw up doesnt mean womitin mind, but standin starin with their eads up, instead of keepin them down, tryin for the scent. As this is a critical moment, young genlmen should refrain from inwitin the untsmen or whips to follow them over gates or dangerous leaps. All should be tentive. A cast is a thing to criticise, on the principle of the looker-on seein the most of the game. If there are no big fences in the way, and the untsman knows how far the ounds ran with a scent, he will probably hit it off pretty soon. That will be science.

If the leaps are large, he may not be so lucky, and then Mr. Red Veskit, or the genlman with the big calves, will catch it again.

Should any one int that they have seen a better cast, little buoys will go home and tell their mas they dont think much of Jack Jones, and Jacks character will begin to go. A fish-fags ware isnt more perishable than an untsmans fame; his skill is within the judgment of every one Cleverest feller alive! Biggest fool goin!

But to the run! The Chass I sing! A run is either a buster  elbows and legs throughout  or it is sharp at first, and slow arterwards; or it is slow at first and sharp arterwards. The first is wot most frequently finishes the fox; and when every ound owns the scent, unless Old Reynard does the hartful dodge, by lyin down in an edge-row, or skulkin among cattle or ship, in all humane probability his life arnt worth twenty minutes purchase from the find.

The second class run  sharp at first, and slow arterwards  is the most favourable to the fox; for the longer it lasts, the slower the ounds go, until they get to wot the old Agony coachmen used to call Parliament-pace  that is to say some six miles an our, when they are either run out o scent, or a big are jumps up afore them, and leads them astray. Its then, Ware are Wenus! Wictory, for shame! and off ome.

The third class  slow at first, and sharp arterwards  is hawkward for the fox, but good for beginners, for they get warm in the progress, instead of being choked at the start. The thing improves, jest like a hice-cream i the eatin.

No two men gree upon the merits of a run, less they appen to be the only ones to see it, when they arrange that wot one says tother shall swear to; your real jealous buoys cant bear to see many at the finish. In relatin a run to an absent friend, it is always allowable to lay on fifty per cent, for presence.

Talking of a run, ingenuous youth should speak in praise of the ead the ounds carried. This doesnt mean that they ran with an ead of no sort in their mouths, but that they packed well together, and each strived to be first. It is this wot distinguishes a real pack of fox-ounds from your trencher-fed muggars, and constitutes the charm o the chase. If the death of a fox be all thats desired, a gun will do the business much cleaner and better than Muggins and Co.s towlers.

What looks so contemptible as a stringin lot o towlin beggars toilin in long line over the eavy fallows, and the fox gettin knocked on the ead because the dogs are too tired to kill him themselves? Out upon sich outrages! say I. But to the legitimate run.

Not bein in at the death is reckoned slow, and numerous are the excuses of defaulters  losin a shoe is one of the commonest; assistin a friend in trouble, another; oss fallin lame, a third; thrown out in turnin ounds, a fourth; anything but the real one  want o nerve. Nerve means pluck: in Alderman Harleys time, they called it courage. Still its quite lawful for men to unt, even though they wont ride over the moon. Deed you might as well say that a man has no business at Hepsom who cant ride a race as that a man has no business at an unt that wont undertake to be in at the death. Let every man do his best, and grind away as long as he can; at all ewents, until either he or his oss tire, or he gets thrown out, in which latter calamity let im remember the mustard pot, and not go ridin straight an end, as if it were unpossible for the ounds to turn to the right or to the left. Let him pull hup a bit on a risin ground, and as he sits moppin his nob, let im examine the landscape, and see wot cattle are starin or scampering about, and rely upon it, the ounds are not far off. If ingenuous youth, after ridin the line, sees osses bein led about a green field, and red coats standin in a ring, he may conclude bold Reynard is capevid, and, by quickenin his pace, may steal quietly in afore the worry.

But well let old Peter kill his fox, for dash my vig, theres nobody can do it like him. Lets see, where was I? continued Jorrocks, resuming that volume Ah, I have it, the fox has been eaded or they have changed at last. Now for a moments patience! cries Peter, We press too close upon the ounds! Untsman, stand still! as they want you not. Ow admirably they spread! Ow wide they cast! Is there a single ound that does not try? if there be, neer shall be unt again. There Trueman is on the scent  he feathers, yet still is doubtful tis right! ow readily they join im! See those wide-casting ounds, ow they fly forrard to recover the ground they ave lost! Mind Lightnin,, ow she dashes; and Mungo ow he works! Old Frantic, too, now pushes forrard; she knows as well as we, the fox is sinkin:  

 Ah! he flies, nor yields
To black despair. But one loose more and all
His wiles are wain. Ark! thro yon willage now
The rattlin clamour rings. The barns, the cots,
And leafless elms return the joyous sounds.
Thro evry ome-stall, and thro evry yard,
His midnight walks, pantin, forlorn, he flies.

And, dash my vig, he makes me pant too, continued Mr. Jorrocks, holding his obese sides. However, judicious Peter gives one a little breathin time here, in these conwenient words:  

Untsman! at fault at last? Ow far did you bring the scent? Ave the ounds made their cast? Now make yours  you see that ship-dog as coursed the fox; get forrard with your ounds, and make a wide cast, during which time, continued the worthy lecturer, we are all sposed to be sittin quietly givin our quads the wind, and all oldin our tongues  a most desirable thing, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking knowingly round the room.

Peter, who as his ears well cocked with an and behind the right one, continued the worthy lecturer, gives tongue with,  

Ark! that halloo is indeed a lucky one. If we can old im on, we may yet recover im; for a fox, so much distressed, must stop at last. We shall now see if they will unt as well as run; for there is but little scent, and the himpendin cloud still makes that little less. Ow they enjoy the scent! see ow busy they all are, and ow each in his turn prewails!

Capital writin! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; feels for all the world as if I was there. Now for a bunch of ints for an untsman!

Untsman! be quiet! Whilst the scent was good, you pressed on your ounds; it was well done; when you came to a check, you stood still and interrupted them not: they were arterwards at fault; you made your cast with judgment and lost no time  you now must let em unt;  with such a cold scent as this you can do no good; they must do it all themselves; lift em now, and not an ound will stoop again. Ha! a igh road at sich a time as this, when the tenderest nosed ound can ardly own the scent; ave a little patience, and let em, for once, try back.

Oh, that weary scent! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, that weary incomprehensible, incontrollable phenomenon! Constant only in its inconstancy! as the hable hauthor of the noble science well said. Believe me, my beloved earers, continued Mr. Jorrocks, theres nothin so queer as scent, cept a woman! (Hisses, mingled with laughter and applause.)

Ark to Beckford! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, resuming his reading as the noise subsided. We now must give em time:  see where they bend towards yonder furze brake. I wish he may ave stopped there! Mind that old ound, ow he dashes oer the furze; I think he winds im. Now for a fresh en tapis! Ark! they alloo! Aye, there he goes.

Pop goes the weasel again! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, straddling and working his arms, as if he were riding. He then resumed his reading.

It is nearly over with im; had the ounds caught view, he must ha died. He will ardly reach the cover; see ow they gain upon im at every stroke! It is an admirable race! yet the cover saves im.

Now be quiet, and he cannot scape us; we ave the wind o the ounds, and cannot be better placed: ow short he runs! he is now in the werry strongest part o the cover. Wot a crash! every ound is in, and every ound is runnin im. That was a quick turn! Again, another! hes put to his last shifts. Now Mischief is at his eels, and death is not far off. Ha! they all stop at once; all silent, and yet no hearth is hopen. Listen! now they are at him agin! Did you ear that ound catch im! they overran the scent, and the fox had laid down beind em. Now Reynard look to yourself! Ow quick, they all give their tongues! Little Dreadnought, ow he works im! the terriers, too, they are now squeakin at im! Ow close Wengeance pursues! ow terribly she presses! it is jest up with im! Gods! wot a crash they make; the ole wood resounds! That turn was werry short! There! now! aye, now they ave im! Who-hoop!

Here Mr. Jorrocks put his finger in his ear, and gave a Who-hoop! that shook the very rafters of the room, which being responded to by the party, a noise was created that is more easily imagined than described.

Three cheers for Mr. Jorrocks were then called for, and given with such vehemence as to amount to nine times nine, and one cheer more, during which the worthy master kept bowing and scraping on the platform, until he got a crick in his neck from the exercise.


CHAPTER XXXIV. MR. JORROCKSS JOURNAL.
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A FEW MORE extracts from our distinguished friends journal will perhaps best put our readers in possession of the nature of the sport with his hounds, and doings generally, though being written on loose sheets of paper, and sometimes not very legible, we have had some little difficulty in deciphering it. Indeed, what appear to have been the best runs  especially those with a kill  are invariably the worst written, owing perhaps to our friend indulging in a third pint of port on what he calls qualified days.

On one occasion he seems to have been writing his journal and a letter to his traveller, Mr. Bugginson, together, and to have put into the journal what was meant for the traveller, and most likely sent to the traveller what was meant for the journal. However, our readers shall have it as we find it, and we will endeavour to supply any little deficiencies from such other sources as are open to us.

Mr. Jorrocks would seem to have had another bye-day with Ben while Piggs clothes were making, when Ben did not cut any better figure than he did on the boiled lobster one. Having got the hounds into cover, as soon as ever Mr. Jorrocks began to yoicks and cheer, and crack his whip, exhorting the hounds to rout im out! and pash im hup! Ben stood erect in his stirrups, and made the following proclamation, to the great amusement of the field:  

I maintain thats the old uns holloo! I maintain thats the old uns holloo! repeated he. I maintain thats the old uns holloo! he added for the third time, as he re-seated himself in his saddle, and scuttled away to astonish another group of sportsmen with a similar declaration.

Mr. Jorrocks adds to his confused note of the transaction: Incorrigible bouy! Good mind to stuff him full o Melton dinner pills, and see if they will give him any knowledge o the chase.

He also seems to have had several bye and other days at Pinch-me-near forest, when a light-coloured fox beat him so often as to acquire the name of the old customer. We see on chronicling his losings generally, he adds the words the musciful man is musciful to his fox  just as if he could have killed him if he chose. That, of course, our readers will believe as much of as they like. We shouldnt like to be a fox with old J. at our brush.

Some of his runs appear to have been severe, at least if we may judge by the entries of money paid for catchin my oss  stoppin my oss  and helpin me on to my oss  which our worthy friend enters with the most scrupulous accuracy.

The following is our masters minute of his opening day:  

Wednesday.  Round of beef and carrots  momentous crisis  first public day as an M.F.H.  morning fine, rather frosty  there betimes  landlord polite  many foot-folks  large field  Romeo Simpkins on Sontag  Captain Slack on Bull Dog  Miss Wells on Fair Rosamond  great many captains  found soon  ringin beggar  ran three rounds, and accounted for him by losin him  found again  a ditto with a ditto finish  good for the foot-folks  home at four  musciful man is musciful to the foxes. Paid for catching my oss, 6d.

Found two petitions. One from Joshua Peppercorn prayin his honour the M.F.H. to subscribe to reinstate him in a cart oss, his own havin come to an untimely end of old age. Says the M.F.H.s always subscribe. Replied as follows:  

M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments to Mr. Joshua Peppercorn, and is sorry to hear of the death of his prad, but the M.F.H. as enough to do to mount himself and his men without subscribin to find other folks i quads.

Diana Lodge.

Margaret Lucas had her patent mangle seized for rent and arrears of rent, and opes the master of the fox-dogs will do somethin towards redeeming it. Wrote as follows:  

M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments to Mrs. Margaret Lucas, and is sorry to ear of the sitivation of her patent mangle, but the M.F.H. having laid it down as a rule never to subscribe to redeem patent mangles, cant depart from it in her case.

People seem to think M.F.H.s have nothin to do but give away tin. You know one ant quite sure her mother maynt have sold her mangle! Besides, if I mistake not, this is one o the saucy jades wot laughed at me when I came ome with a dirty back.

Mountain Daisy.  Saturday, and few farmers out.  Not many pinks, but three soger officers, two of them mounted by Duncan Nevin  a guinea and a alf a day each, and alf a guinea for a hack.  Drew Slaughterford, and up to the Cloud Quarries.  Priestess seemed to think she had a touch of a fox in the latter, but could make nothin ont.  Trotted down to Snodbury Gorse  wants enclosin  cattle get in. No sooner in, than out came a pig, then came a fox, then another pig  then another fox.  Got away with last fox, and ran smartly down to Coombe, where we was headed by a hedger, and we never crossed his line again.  Found a second fox in Scotland Wood  a three-legger  soon disposed of him.  Found a third in Dulverton Bog, who ran us out of light and scent; stopped the ounds near Appledove.  Pigg says Charley Stebbs coupd his creels over an edge.  Scotch for throwin a somersault, I understands.  Paid for catchin my oss, 6d.

We also glean from the journal that Mr. Jorrocks allowed Pigg to cap when they killed; but Pigg, not finding that process so productive as he wished, hit upon the following novel expedient for raising the wind:  Seeing that a great many young gentlemen appeared at the meet who never attempted to get to the finish, Pigg constituted himself a sort of Insurance Company, and issued tickets against hunting accidents  similar to what railway companies issue against railway ones. By these he undertook for a shilling a day, or five shillings the season, to insure gentlemen against all the perils and dangers of the chase  broken necks, broken backs, broken limbs, broken heads, and even their horses against broken knees.

Indeed, he went further than this, and we have been told by parties who were present and heard him, that he would send Ben among the outsiders at the meets, singing out, Take your tickets, gents! please take your tickets! goin into a hawful country  desperate bull finchers! yawnin ditches! rails thatll nouther brick nor bend! Old un got his monkey full o brandy! by which means, and occasionally by dint of swearing hed ride over some of them if he caught them down, Pigg managed to extract a good deal of money.

Mr. Jorrocks, we may observe, seems to have been in the habit of filling his sherry flask with brandy when going into a stiff country  a thing of very frequent occurrence with our friend. The following is the mixed entry between the traveller and the trespasser, if we may so call the fox  which we present as a true copy errors excepted, as they say in the city:  

When you go to Alifax, youll most likely see Martin Proudfoote, of Sharpset-hill. This coves father bit me uncommon ard, amost the first journey I ever took, when a great stupid flock o sheep made slap for the gate, and reglarly stopped the way, there being no way out cept over a most unpossible, eart-rendin edge, with a ditch big enough to old a cathedral church, which gave the infatuated fox considerable adwantage  (illegible)  for he had got early information that sugar had riz.  (illegible)  there bein only 3000 and odd bags of Mauritius, at from 29s. to 32s. for brown, and summut like the same quantity o wite Benares, and though  (blot, and illegible)  we found im at the extremity of our wale country, and ran im for more nor an hour at a rattlin pace through the entire length o the grass-land, and then away for the open downs, crossin the river near the mill at Floaterheels, the ounds castin hup and down the banks to satisfy themselves the fox was not on their side, then returnin to the point to which they ad carried the scent, they all dashed in like a row o buoys bathin, so (something wiped out with his finger  then half a line illegible). You must just do as you can about coffees, for I cant possibly be always at your helbow to cast you, but be careful o the native Ceylon, and dont give above 48s. per cwt. for good ordinary. Id be sweeter on either Mocha or Rio, for it isnt possible to see a better or truer line unter than old Factor, or one that I should ave less esitation in usin as a stud-ound, though some may say his flat feet are agin im, but andsome is wot andsome does, and Ill always speak well o the bridge wot carries me over, so tell Fairlips its all gammon sayin the last sugars we sent him were not equal to sample  and that his customers can be no judges of quality or they wouldnt say so. Tell him always to show an inferior sample first, and always to show wite sugars on blue paper  but if the mans to be taught the first rudiments of his trade, its time he gave hup unting the country, for things cant be done now as they used in old Warde and Sam Nichols time, when men fed their osses on new oats, and didnt care to look into their pedigrees, and nothin but a fiat i bankruptcy will teach sich a chap wisdom, and in course the lighter we ride in his books the better, for givin away ones goods is a most absurd prodigality, seasoned foxes bein as necessary to sport as experienced ounds  for you may rely upon it if we seek for comfort here below, it will only be found in a ound and a pettikit; and wotever they may say about the merits of a slight dash o chicory in coffee, theres more wirtue in the saddle than in all the doctors bottles put together, so Id have nothin wotever to do with cheap tea  and beware of supplyin, any of the advertisin chaps, for scent of all things is the most fluctuatin, and  (illegible) theres nothin so queer as scent cept a woman, and trademen undersellin, and ounds choppin foxes in cover is more a proof of their wice  (Inkstand apparently upset, making a black sea on the paper.)


CHAPTER XXXV. THE CAT AND CUSTARD-POT DAY.
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THE ABOVE DAY deserves a more extended notice than it receives in Mr. Jorrockss journal. He writes that somehow or other in shavin, he thought theyd ave mischief, and he went into the garden as soon as he was dressed to consult the prophet Gabriel Junks, so that he might take his pocket Siphonia in case it was likely to be wet, but the bird was not there. Then just as he had breakfasted and was about ready for a start, young May, the grocer, sent him a horse to look at, and as another genleman was waiting for the next offer of him Charley and Mr. Jorrocks stayed behind to try him, and after a hard deal, Mr. Jorrocks bought him for £30  which he makes a mem.: to call £50.

Meanwhile Pigg and Ben trotted on with the hounds, and when they reached the meet  the sign of the Cat and Custard-Pot, on the Muswellroad, they found an immense assemblage, some of whom greeted Pigg with the familiar enquiry what hed have to drink?

Brandy! replied Pigg, brandy! and tossing off the glass with great gusto, a second horseman volunteered one, then a third, then a fourth, then a fifth; for it is observable that there are people in the world will give away drink to any extent, who yet would be chary of offering either money or meat. Pigg, who as Mr. Jorrocks says in his journal, is only a lusus naturæ, or loose un by natur, tosses off glass after glass, smacking his lips and slapping his thigh, getting noisier and noisier with each succeeding potation. Now he would sing them a song, now he would take the odds agin Marley Hill, then he would tell them about Deavilbogers farm, and how, but for his foreelder John, John Pigg, ye see, willin his brass to the Formary ye see, hed ha been a genlman that day and huntin his own hunds. Then as another glass made its appearance, he would take off his cap and halloo out at the top of his voice, making the hounds stare with astonishment, Keep the tambourine a rowlin! adding as he tossed it off, Brandy and baccy ill gar a man live for iver! And now when he was about at the noisiest, with his cap turned peak-backwards, and the tobacco juice simmering down the deeply indented furrows of his chin, our master and Charley appear in the distance, jogging on, not too quickly for consequence, but sufficiently fast to show they are aware they are keeping the field waiting.

Here he comes! heres Jorrocks! heres the old boy! heres Jackey at last! runs through the meeting, and horsemen begin to arrange themselves for the reception.

A  a  a sink! exclaims Pigg, shaking his head, blinking and staring that way, heres canny ard sweetbreeks hissel! adding with a slap of his thigh as the roar of laughter the exclamation produced subsided, A  a  a, but ar de like to see his feulish ard feace a grinnin in onder his cap!

How way, canny man; how way! now shouts Pigg, waving his hand as his master approached. How way! canny man, how way! and give us a wag o thy neif, Pigg extending his hand as he spoke.

Mr. Jorrocks drew up with great dignity, and placing his fist in his side, proceeded to reconnoitre the scene.

Humph! grunted he, wots all this about?

Sink, but arll gi thou a gob full o baccy, continued James, nothing daunted by his masters refusal of his hand. Sink, but arll gi thou a gob full o baccy, repeated he, diving into his waistcoat pocket and producing a large steel tobacco box as he spoke.

Mr. Jorrocks signified his dissent by a chuck of the chin, and an ominous shake of the head.

A  a  a man! exclaimed Pigg, now changing his tone, but arll tell thee of a lass well worth her licks!

You deserve your own, sir, for gettin so drunk, observed Mr Jorrocks, haughtily.

Pigg. Ars as sober as ye are, and a deal wizer!

Jorrocks, angrily. Ill not condescend to compare notes with ye!

Pigg. now flaring up. Sink! if anybody ill had mar huss, arll get off and fight him.

Jorrocks, contemptuously. Better stick to the shop-board as long as you can.

Pigg, furious. Gin ar warnt afeard o boggin mar neif, ard gi thou a good crack i thy kite!

Jorrocks, with emphasis. Haw  da  cious feller. Ill unt the ounds myself afore Ill put hup with sich himperence!

Pigg, throwing out his arms and grinning in ecstacies. Arll be death of a guinea but arl coom and see thee!

Jorrocks, looking indignantly round on the now mirth-convulsed company. Whos made my Pigg so drunk?

Nobody answered.

Didnt leave his sty so, muttered our master, lowering himself jockey ways from his horse.

Old my quad, said he to Charley, handing him Arterxerxes, while I go in and see.

Our master then stumped in, and presently encountering the great attraction of the place  the beautiful Miss DOiley  asked her, with a smiling countenance and a hand in a pocket, as if about to pay, Wot his untsman ad ad?

Oh, sir, it is all paid, replied Miss DOiley, smiling as sweetly upon Jorrocks as she did on the generality of her fathers customers, for she had no more heart than a punch-bowl.

Is all paid? muttered our friend.

Yes, sir; each gentleman paid as he sent out the glass.

Humph! twigged Mr. Jorrocks, adding, with a grunt, and thats wot these critters call sport!

Our master then stumped out. Well, genlemen, exclaimed he, at the top of his voice off the horse-block, I opes youre satisfied wi your days sport!  youve made my nasty Pigg as drunk as Davids sow, so now you may all go ome, for I shallnt throw off; and as to you, continued our indignant master, addressing the now somewhat crest-fallen Pigg, you go ome too, and take off my garments, and take yourself off to your native mountains, for Ill see ye at Jericho ayont Jordan afore you shall unt my ounds, giving his thigh a hearty slap as he spoke.

Wy, wy, sir, replied Pigg, turning his quid; wy, wy, sir, ye ken best, only dinna ye try to hont them thysel  thats arle!

There are as good fish i the sea as ever came out ont! replied Mr. Jorrocks, brandishing his big whip furiously; adding, Ill see ye leadin an old oomans lap-dog bout in a string afore you shall unt em.

No ye wont! responded Pigg. No ye wont! Arve ne carle te de nothin o the sort! Arve ne carle te de nothin o the sort!  Arle gan back to mar coosin Deavilbogers.

You may gan to the devil himself, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, vehemently you may gan to the devil himself  Ill see ye sellin small coals from a donkey-cart out of a quart pot afore you shall stay wi me.

Thous a varra feulish, noisey, gobby, insufficient ard man! retorted Pigg, and ar doesnt regard thee! No; ar doesnt regard thee! roared he, with a defiant flourish of his fist.

Youre a hignorant, hawdacious, rebellious rascal, and Ill see ye frightenin rats from a barn wi the bagpipes at a alfpenny a day, and findin yoursel, afore Ill ave anything more to say to ye, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, gathering up his big whip as if for the fray.

Sink, arle tak and welt thee like an ard shoe, if thou gives me ony mair o thy gob! rejoined the now furious Pigg, ejecting his baccy and motioning as if about to dismount.

Jorrocks, thinking he had done enough, then took his horse from Charley Stobbs, and hoisting himself on like a great crate of earthenware, whistled his hounds away from the still stupified Pigg, who sat blinking and staring and shaking his head, thinking there were two Jorrockss on two Arterxerxes, two Bens, two Charley Stobbss, and something like five-and-forty couple of hounds.

The field remained behind praising Pigg and abusing Jorrocks, and declaring they would withdraw their subscriptions to the hounds if Pigg got the sack. None of them would see Pigg want; and Harry Capper, more vehement than the rest, proposed an immediate subscription, a suggestion that had the effect of dispersing the field, who slunk off different ways as soon as ever the allusion to the pocket was made.

Jorrocks was desperately angry, for he had had an expensive stop, and came bent on mischief. His confusion of mind made him mistake the road home, and go by Rumfiddler Green instead of Muswell Hill. He spurred, and cropped, and jagged Arterxerxes  now vowing that he would send him to the tanners when he got ome  now that he would have him in the boiler afore night. He was very much out of sorts with himself and everybody else  even the hounds didnt please him  always getting in his way, hanging back looking for James Pigg, and Ben had fine fun cutting and flopping them forrard.

Charley, like a wise man, kept aloof.

In this unamiable mood our master progressed, until the horrible apparition of a great white turnpike-gate, staring out from the gable end of a brick toll-house, startled his vision and caused him to turn short up a wide green lane to the left. Take care o the pence and the punds ill take care o theirsels, muttered our master to himself, now sensible that he had mistaken his road, and looking around for some land-mark to steer by. Just as he was identifying White Choker Church in the distance, a sudden something shot through the body of the late loitering indifferent hounds, apparently influencing them with a sort of invisible agency. Another instant, and a wild snatch or two right and left, ended in a whimper and a general shoot up the lane.

A fox! for a underd! muttered our master, drawing breath as he eyed them. A fox! for two-and-twenty underd! continued he, as Priestess feathered but spoke not.

A fox! for a million! roared he, as old Ravager threw his tongue lightly but confidentially, and Jorrocks cheered him to the echo.

A fox! for alf the national debt! roared he, looking round at Charley as he gathered himself together for a start.

Now as Jorrocks would say, Beckford would say, where are all your sorrows and your cares, ye gloomy souls! or where your pains and aches, ye complaining ones! one whimper has dispelled them all.

Mr. Jorrocks takes off his cap and urges the tail-hounds on. A few more driving shoots and stops, producing increased velocity with each effort, and a few more quick snatchey whimpers, end in an unanimous outburst of downrightly determined melody.

Jorrocks, cocking his cap on his ear, seats himself plump in his great saddle, and, gathering his reins, gallops after them in the full grin of delight. Away they tear up the rutty grassy ride, as if it was a railway. F-o-o-r-rard on! F-o-o-r-rard on! is his cry.

H-o-i-c cry! h-o-i-c cry! h-o-i-c! squeaks Ben, wishing himself at home at the mutton, and delighted at having got rid of James Pigg, who always would have the first cut.

It is a long lane that never has a turn, and this one was no exception to the rule, for in due course it came to an abrupt angle. A convenient meuse, however, inviting the fox onward, he abandoned the line and pursued his course over some bare, badly-fenced pastures, across which Mr. Jorrocks cheered and rode with all the confidence of a man who sees his way out. The pace mended as they went, and Jorrocks hugged himself with the idea of killing a fox without Pigg. From the pastures they got upon Straggleford Moor, pretty much the same sort of ground as the fields, but the fox brushing as he went, there was a still further improvement of scent. Jorrocks then began to bet himself hats that hed kill him, and went vowing what he would offer to Diana if he did. There was scarcely any promise too wild for him to make at this moment. The fox, however, was not disposed to accommodate Jorrocks with much more plain sailing for the purpose, and seeing, by the scarlet coats, that he was not pursued by his old friends the Dotfield harriers as at first he thought, and with whom he had had many a game at romps, he presently sunk the hill and made for the stiffly-fenced vale below.

Blow me tight! exclaimed Jorrocks, shortening his hold of Arterxerxes, and putting his head straight as he used to do down the Surrey hills, Blow me tight! but I wish he maynt be gettin me into grief. This looks to me werry like the Ingerleigh Wale, and if it is, its a bit of as nasty ridin grund as ever mortal man got into  yawnin ditches with himpracticable fences, posts with rails of the most formidable order, and that nasty long Tommy bruk, twistin and twinin about in all directions like a childs rattle-snake. Owever, thank goodness, eres a gap and a gate beyond, continued he, as his quick eye caught a gap at the corner of the stubble field he was now approaching, which getting through, he rose in his stirrups and cheered on the hounds in the line of the other convenience. For-r-a-r-d! For-r-a-r-d! shrieked he, pointing the now racing hounds out to Charley, who was a little behind; for-rard! for-rard! continued Jorrocks, rib-roasting Arterxerxes. The gate was locked, but Jackey  we beg his pardon  Mr. Jorrocks  was quickly off, and setting his great back against it, lifted it off the hinges. Go on! never mind me! cried he to Charley, who had pulled up as Jorrocks was dancing about with one foot in the stirrup, trying to remount. Go on! never mind me! repeated he, with desperate energy, as he made another assault at the saddle. Get on, Ben, you most useless appendage! continued he, now lying across the saddle, like a millers sack. A few flounders land him in the desired haven, and he trots on, playing at catch-stirrup with his right foot as he goes.

Forrard on! forrard on! still screamed he, cracking his ponderous whip, though the hounds were running away from him as it was, but he wanted to get Charley Stobbs to the front, as there was no one to break his fences for him but him.

The hounds, who had been running with a breast-high scent, get their noses to the ground as they come upon fallow, and a few kicks, jags, and objurgations on Jorrockss part, soon bring Arterxerxes and him into the field in which they are. The scent begins to fail.

G  e-e-e-nt  ly there! cries Jorrocks, holding up his hand and reining in his horse, inwardly hoping the fox might be on instead of off to the right, where he sees his shiny friend, long Tommy, meandering smoothly along.

Yo dote! Ravager, good dog, yo dote, Ravager! cheers Jorrocks, as the sage feathers and scuttles up the furrow. Yo-o dote! continued Mr. Jorrocks, cheering the rest on  adding as he looks at them scoring to cry, wot a petty it is we cant put new legs to old noses? The spurt, however, is of short duration, for the ground gets worse as it rises higher, until the tenderest-nosed hound can hardly own the scent. A heavy cloud too oppresses the atmosphere. Jorrocks sees if he doesnt look sharp hell very soon be run out of scent, so getting hold of his hounds, he makes a rapid speculation in his mind as to which way he would go if he were the fox, and having decided that point, he loses no time in getting the pack to the place.  Jorrocks is right!  Ravagers unerring nose proclaims the varmint across the green head-land, and the next field being a clover ley, with a handy gate in, which indeed somewhat influenced Jorrocks in his cast, the hounds again settle to the scent, with Jorrocks rolling joyfully after them, declaring hed be the best untsman under the sun if it warnt for the confounded lips. Away he now crams, up the field road, with the hounds chirping merrily along on his right, through turnips, oat stubble, winter beans, and plough. A white farm onstead, Buckwheat Grange, with its barking cur in a barrel, causes the fox to change his course and slip down a broken but grassy bank to the left. Dash his impittance, but hes taken us into a most unmanageable country. observes Mr. Jorrocks, shading his eyes from the now outbursting sun with his hand as he trotted on, eyeing the oft occurring fences as he spoke. Lost all idee of where I ham, and where Im a goin, continued he, looking about to see if he could recognise anything. Hills, dales, woods, water, were equally new to him.
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Crash! now go the hounds upon an old dead thorn-fence, stuck on a low sod-bank, making Jorrocks shudder at the sound. Over goes Stobbs without doing anything for his followers.

Go on, Binjimin! go on! Now, cries Jorrocks, cantering up, cracking his whip, as if he wanted to take it in stride, but in reality to frighten Ben over to break it. Go on! ye miserable man-monkey of a boy! repeats he, as Xerxes now turned tail, nearly upsetting our master Oh you epitome of a tailor! groaned Jorrocks; youre of no more use wi ounds than a ladys-maid,  do believe I could make as good a wipper-in out of a carrot! See! youve set my quad a refusin, and Ill bet a guinea at to a alf crown wide awake, hell not face another fence to-day  Come hup, I say, you hugly beast! now roared Jorrocks, pretending to put Arterxerxes resolutely at it, but in reality holding him hard by the head, Get off, ye useless apology of a hosier and pull it down, or Ill give you sich a wopping as ll send you to Blair Athol for the rest of the day, exclaimed our half-distracted master, brandishing his flail of a whip as he spoke.

Ben gladly alighted, and by dint of pulling away the dead thorns, and scratching like a rabbit at the bank, he succeeded in greatly reducing the obstacle.

Now lead him over! cried Mr. Jorrocks, applying his whip freely to Xerxes, and giving Ben a sly, accidental cut. Xerxes floundered over, nearly crushing Ben, and making plain sailing for Jorrocks. Our master then followed and galloped away, leaving Ben writhing and crying and vowing that he would take and pull him off his oss.

The hounds had now shot a few fields ahead, but a flashey catching scent diminishing their pace, Mr. Jorrocks was soon back to them yoicking and holding them on. Yooi, over he goes! cheered he, taking off his cap, as Priestess endorsed Rangers promissory note on a very wet undrained fallow Yooi, over he goes! repeated he, eyeing the fence into it, and calculating whether he could lead over or scuttle up to the white gate on the left in less time, and thinking the latter was safer, having got the hounds over, he rose in his stirrups, and pounded away while Charley took the fence in his stride. They were now upon sound old pasture, lying parallel with tortuous Tommy, and most musical were the hounds notes as each in turn prevailed  Mr. Jorrocks had lit on his legs in the way of gates, and holloaed and rode as if he didnt know what craning was.

Forrard on, Priestess, old betch! cheered he, addressing himself to the now leading hound, forrard on!  for-rard! adding Ill gie ye sich a plate o bones if we do but kill.

On the hounds went bustling, chirping, and whimpering, all anxious to fly, but still not able to accomplish it. The scent was shifty and bad, sometimes serving them, and then as quickly failing, as if the fox had been coursed by a dog. Jorrocks, though desperately anxious to get them on better terms with their fox, trots gently on, anxiously eyeing them but restraining his ardour, by repeating the old couplet, As well as shape full well he knows, To kill their fox they must ave nose.

Aye, aye, but full well he knows also, continued our master, after he had repeated the lines three or four times over, that to kill their fox they must press im, at some period or other o the chase, which they dont seem at all inclined to do, continued he, looking at their indifferent slack mode of proceeding. For-rard on! at length cries our master, cracking his whip at a group of dwellers, who seemed inclined to reassure every yard of the ground For-rard on! repeated he, riding angrily at them, adding cus your unbelievin eads, cant you trust old Priestess and Ravager?

To increase our worthy masters perplexities, a formidable flock of sheep now wheel semicircularly over the line, completely obliterating any little scent that remained, and though our finest huntsman under the sun, aided by Charley as whip, quickly got the hounds beyond their foil, he was not successful in touching upon the line of the fox again.

Humph, grunted our master, reviewing his cast, the ship must ha heat im, or hes wanished into thin hair; adding, jest put em on to me, Charley, whilst I makes one o Mr. Craven Smiths patent all-round-my-at casts, for that beggar Binjimins of no more use with a pack of ounds than a hopera-box would be to a cow, or a frilled shirt to a pig. So saying, Mr. Jorrocks out with his tootler, and giving a shrill blast, seconded by Charleys whip, proceeded to go down wind, and up wind, and round about wind, without however feeling a touch of his fox. At length scarce a hound would stoop, and old black Lucifer gave unmistakeable evidence of his opinion of matters by rolling himself just under Jorrockss horses nose, and uttering a long-drawn howl, as much as to say, Come, old boy! shut up! its no use bothering: lets off to dinner!

Rot ye! ye great lumberin henterpriseless brute! roared Jorrocks, cutting indignantly at him with his whip, rot ye! dye think I boards and lodges and pays tax pon you to ave ye settin up your olesale himperance that way?  g-e-e-t-e away, ye disgraceful sleepin partner o the chase! continued he, as the frightened hound scuttled away with his tail between his legs.

Well, its nine underd and fifty thousand petties, muttered our master now that the last of the stoopers had got up their heads, its nine underd and fifty thousand petties that I hadnt got close away at his brush, for Id ha killed im to a dead certainty. Never was a fox better unted than that! Science, patience, judgment, skill, everything that constitutes an untsman  Goodhall, himself, couldnt ha done it better! But its not for mortals to command success, sighed our now greatly dejected master.


CHAPTER XXXVI. JAMES PIGG AGAIN!!!
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JUST AS MR. Jorrocks was reining in his horse to blow his hounds together, a wild, shrill, view holloo, just such a one as a screech-owl gives on a clear frosty night, sounded through the country, drawing all eyes to Camperdown Hill, where, against the blue sky, sat a Wellington-statue-like equestrian with his cap in the air, waving and shouting for hard life.

The late lethargic hounds pricked their ears, and before Mr. Jorrocks could ejaculate the word Pigg! the now-excited pack had broke away, and were streaming full cry across country to where Pigg was perched.

Get away hooic! Get away hooic! holloaed our master, deluding himself with the idea that he was giving them leave. Get away h-o-o-ick! Get away h-o-o-ick! repeated he, cracking his ponderous whip.

The hollooing still continued  louder if possible than before.

Blow me tight! observed Mr. Jorrocks to himself, wot a pipe the feller as! amost as good as Gabriel Junkss! and returning his horn to his saddle, he took a quick glance at the country for a line to the point, instead of crashing after Charley Stobbs, who seemed, by the undue elevation of his horses tail on the far side of a fence, to be getting into grief already. There ill be a way out by those stacks, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, eyeing a military-looking line of burly corn stacks drawn up on the high side of a field to the left: so saying he caught Arterxerxes short round by the head, and letting in the Latchfords, tore away in a desperate state of flutter and excitement, the keys and coppers in his pockets contributing to the commotion.

Mr. J. was right, for convenient gaps converged to these stacks, from whence a view of the farm-house (Barley Hall) further on was obtained. Away he next tore for it, dashing through the fold-yards, leaving the gates open as if they were his own, and catching Ben draining a pot of porter at the back-door. Here our fat friend had the misfortune to consult farmer Shortstubble, instead of trusting to his own natural instinct for gaps and gates, and Shortstubble put him on a line as wide of his own wheat as he could, which was anything but as direct a road as friend Jorrocks could have found for himself. However, Camperdown Hill was a good prominent feature in the country, and by dint of brisk riding, Jorrocks reached it in a much shorter time than the uninitiated would suppose he could. Now getting Arterxerxes by the mane, he rose in his stirrups, hugging and cramming him up the rugged ride to the top.

When he reached the summit, Pigg, whose sight was much improved, had hunted his fox with a very indifferent scent round the base of the hill, and having just got a view, was capping the hounds on as hard as ever his horse could lay legs to the ground, whooping and forcing the fox away into the open.

Wot a man it is to ride! ejaculated Jorrocks, eyeing Pigg putting one of Duncan Nevins nags that had never seen hounds before at a post and rail that almost made him rise perpendicularly to clear. Well done you! continued Mr. Jorrocks, as with a flounder and scramble James got his horse on his legs on the far side, and proceeded to scuttle away again as hard as before. Do believe hes got a view o the varmint, continued Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing Piggs cap-in-hand progress.

Wot a chap it would be if it could only keep itself sober! continued Mr. Jorrocks, still eyeing James intently, and wishing he hadnt been too hard upon him. Of all bominable vices under the sun that of hintemperance is the most degradin and disgustin, continued our master emphatically, accompanying the assertion with a hearty crack of the whip down his leg.

Jorrocks now gets a view of the varmint stealing away over a stubble, and though he went stouter than our master would have liked if he had been hunting himself, he saw by Piggs determined way that he was master of him, and had no doubt that he would have him in hand before long. Accordingly, our master got Arterxerxes by his great Romannosed head, and again letting the Latchfords freely into his sides, sent him scrambling down hill at a pace that was perfectly appalling. Open went the gate at the bottom of the hill, down Jorrocks made for the Long Tommy ford, splash he sent Arterxerxes in just like Johnny Gilpin in Edmonton Wash,  

  throwing the water about,
On both sides of the way,
Just like a trundling mop,
Or a wild goose at play.

Then having got through, he seized the horse by the mane, and rose the opposing bank determined to be in at the death if he could. Blow me tight! ejaculated he, do believe this hungry highlander will grab him arter all! And then rising in his stirrups and setting up his great shoulders, Jorrocks tore up the broken Muggercamp lane, sending the loose stones flying right and left as he went.

If they can but pash him past Ravenswing-scar, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the leading hounds approaching it, theyll mop im to a certainty, for theres nothin to save im arter it. Crikey! theyre past! and its U. P. with old Pug! Well, if this doesnt bang Bannager I doesnt know what does! If we do but killun, Ill make sich a hofferin to Bacchus as ill perfectly stonish im, continued Mr. Jorrocks, settling Arterxerxes agoing again. Gur-r-r along! you great airy eeled umbug! groaned he, cropping and rib-roasting the horse with his whip.

Arterxerxes, whose pedigree, perhaps, hasnt been very minutely looked into, soon begins to give unmistakeable evidence of satiety. He doesnt seem to care much about the whip, and no longer springs to the spur. He begins to play the castanets too in a way that is anything but musical to Mr. Jorrockss ear. Our master feels that it will very soon be all U. P. with Arterxerxes too.

Come hup, you snivellin, drivellin, son of a lucifer match-maker! he roars out to Ben, who is coming lagging along in his masters wake. Come on! roared he, waving his arm frantically, as, on reaching the top of Ravenswing scar, he sees the hounds swinging down, like a bundle of clock pendulums into the valley below. Come hup, I say, ye miserable, road-ridin, dish-lickin cub! and give me that quad, for youre a disgrace to a saddle, and only fit to toast muffins for a young ladies boardin school. Come hup, you preter-pluperfect tense of umbugs! adding, I wouldnt give tuppence a dozen for such beggarly boys; no, not if theyd give me a paper bag to put them in.

Mr. Jorrocks, having established a comfortable landing-place on a grassy mound, proceeded to dismount from the nearly pumped out Arterxerxes, and pile himself on to the much fresher Xerxes, who had been ridden more as a second horse than as a whipper ins.

Now go along! cried our master, setting himself into his saddle, and giving Xerxes a hearty salute on the neck with his whip. Now go along! repeated he, and lay yourself out as if you were in the cut-me-downs, adding, there are twenty couple of ounds on the scent!

By eavens, its sublime! exclaimed he, eyeing the hounds, streaming away over a hundred-acre pasture below. By eavens, its sublime! ow they go, screechin and towlin along, jest like a pocket full o marbles. Ow the old wood re-echoes their melody, and the old castle seemingly takes pleasure to repeat the sound. A Jullien concerts nothin to it. No, not all the bands i the country put together.

How I wish I was a heagle! now exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the wide stretching vale before him. How I wish I was a hegle, overin over em, seein which ound has the scent, which hasnt, and which are runnin frantic for blood.

To guide a scent well over a country for a length of time, through all the changes and chances o the chase, and among all difficulties usually encountered, requires the best and most experienced abilities, added he, shortening his hold of his horse, as he now put his head down the steep part of the hill. Away Jorrocks went wobbling like a great shape of red Noyeau jelly.

An accommodating lane serves our master below, and taking the grassy side of it, he pounds along manfully, sometimes hearing the hounds, sometimes seeing Piggs cap, sometimes Charleys hat, bobbing over the fences; and, at more favoured periods, getting a view of the whole panorama of the chase. Our master is in ecstacies! He whoops, and shouts, and grins, and rolls in his saddle, looking more like the drunken Huzzar at the circus, than the sober, well-conducted citizen.

F-o-r-rard on! is still his cry. Hark! Theyve turned and are coming towards him. Jorrocks hears them, and spurs on in hopes of a nick. Fortune favours him, as she generally does the brave and persevering, and a favourable fall of the land enables our friend to view the fox still travelling on at an even, stealthy sort of pace, though certainly slower than the still pressing, squeak, squeak, yap, yap, running pack. Pigg and Charley are in close attendance, and Jorrocks nerves himself for a grand effort to join them.

Ill do it, says he, putting Xerxes at a well broken-down cattle-gap, into Wandermoor common. This move lands him well inside the hounds, and getting upon turf he hugs his horse, resolved to ride at whatever comes in his way. Another gap, not quite so well flattened as the first, helps our friend on in his project, and emboldened by success, he rams manfully at a low stake and rice-bound gateway, and lands handsomely in the next field. He thus gains confidence.

Come on, ye miserable, useless son of a lily-livered besom-maker, he roars to Benjamin, who is craning and funking at the place his master has come so gallantly over. Rot ye, adds Jorrocks, as the horse turns tail, Ill bind ye prentice to a salmon pickler.

The next field is a fallow, but Jorrocks chooses a wet furrow, up which he spurts briskly, eyeing the country far and near, as well for the fox, as a way out. He sees both. The fox is skirting the brow of the opposite heathery hill, startling the tinkling belled sheep, while the friendly shepherd waves his cap, indicating an exit.

Thank ee, cries Jorrocks, as he slips through the gate.

There is nothing now between him and the hounds, save a somewhat rough piece of moorland, but our master not being afraid of the pace so long as there is no leaping, sails away in the full glow of enthusiastic excitement. He is half frantic with joy!

The hounds now break from scent to view and chase the still flying fox along the hill side  Duster, Vanquisher, and Hurricane have pitched their pipes up at the very top of their gamut, and the rest come shrieking and screaming as loudly as their nearly pumped-out wind will allow.

Dauntless is upon him, and now a snap, a turn, a roll, and its all over with reynard.

Now Pigg is off his horse and in the midst of the pack, now hes down, now hes up, and theres a pretty scramble going on!

Leave him! leave him! cries Charley, cracking his whip in aid of Piggs efforts. A ring is quickly cleared, the extremities are whipped off, and behold the fox is ready for eating.

O Pigg, youre a brick! a fire brick! gasps the heavily perspiring Mr. Jorrocks, throwing himself exhausted from his horse, which he leaves outside the now riotous ring, and making up to the object of his adoration, he exclaimed, O Pigg, let us fraternise! Whereupon Jorrocks seized Pigg by the middle, and hugged him like a Polar bear, to the mutual astonishment of Pigg and the pack.

A  a  a wuns man, lets hev him worried! roared Pigg, still holding up the fox with both hands high above his head. A  a  a wuns man, lets hev him worried, repeated James, as Jorrocks danced him about still harder than before,

Tear im and eat im! roars Pigg, discharging himself of the fox, which has the effect of detaching Jorrocks, and sending him to help at the worry. Then the old boy takes a baunch, and tantalises first Brilliant, then Harmony, then Splendour, then Vengeance, all the eager young entry in short.

Great was Mr. Jorrockss joy and exultation. He stuck his cap on his whip and danced about on one leg. He forgot all about the Cat and Custard-Pot, the gob full of baccy, and crack in the kite, in his anxiety to make the most of the victory. Having adorned the head-stall of his own bridle with the brush, slung the head becomingly at Piggs saddle side, and smeared Bens face plentifully with blood, he got his cavalcade in marching order, and by dint of brisk trotting re-entered Handley Cross just at high change, when everybody was abusing him for his conduct to poor Pigg, and vowing that he didnt deserve so good a huntsman. Then when they saw what had happened, they changed their tunes, declaring it was a regular preconcerted do, abused both James and Jorrocks, and said theyd withdraw their subscriptions from the hounds.


CHAPTER XXXVII. MR. JORROCKSS JOURNAL.
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WE LEARN FROM the above veracious record, that when our worthy friend arrived at home after the foregoing memorable day, he found how it was that the prophet, Gabriel Junks, the peacock, was not in the garden when he went to consult him about the weather. Among other letters, a highly musked, superfine satin cream-laid paper one lay on his table, from no less a man than Doctor Sebastian Mello, complaining in no measured terms of Gabriel having killed Mellos fine white Dorking cock.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, throwing it down, that counts for the bird not bein forthcomin this mornin. Wot business has he out of his own shop, I wonder. Fearing, on second thoughts, that Mello might try to make him pay for him, and that too at the rate of the mania price for poultry, Mr. Jorrocks thought it best to traverse the killing altogether, which accordingly he did by the following answer.

M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments to Dr. Sebastian Mello, and is much surprised to receive a note complaining of the M.F.H.s peacock, Gabriel Junks, havin slain the Doctors dung-ill cock. The M.F.H. thinks the Doctor must be mistaken. The M.F.H. cannot bring himself to think that Gabriel, with his igh and chivalrous feelins, would condescend to do battle with such an unworthy adwersary as a dung-ill cock. Nevertheless, the M.F.H. begs to assure the Doctor of his distinguished consideration.

Diana Lodge.

And having despatched Ben with it, and given him instructions to find out, if he could, whether any one saw the bird at work, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded to make the following entry in his journal: Letter from Bowker, requesting the loan of a 50l. Stock been seized for rent and arrears,  seems to be always gettin seized;  no interest paid on former fifty yet. Queer chap, Bill, with his inwoices, and flash of supplyin the trade, when 50l. was all he set up with, and that I had to lend him.  Never chop-fallen, seemingly, with all his executions and misfortunes.  Writes,

I had a rum go in a buss on Saturday. Streets being sloppy, and wantin to go to my snuff-merchant in the Minories, I got into a buss at the foot of Holborn Hill, and seated myself next a pretty young woman with a child in her arms. Stopping at Bow Church, she asked if Id have the kindness to hold the babby for a minute, when out she got, and cut down the court as hard as ever she could go. On went the buss, and I saw I was in for a plant. A respectable old gentleman in black, shorts and a puddingey white tie, sat opposite; and as the buss pulled up at the Mansion-house, I said, Perhaps youd have the kindness to hold the babby for a minute, while I alight; and popping it into his lap, I jumped out, making for Bucklersbury, threading all the courts in my line till I got back to Lincolns Inn.

Sharp of Bill;  deserves 50l. for his cuteness. May as well lend it on an I. O. U., for its no use throwin good money after bad by usin a stamp.

While our master was thus writing, Ben returned with the following minute account of the Gabriel Junks transaction from the refined Mr. Sebastian Mello himself:  

Sir,  I am surprised that you should contradict my assertion respecting your cock having killed my white Dorking fowl, on no better grounds than mere supposition. I tell you he did kill my cock. He passed through the Apollo Belvidere gardens and perched on one of the balls at my back gates, as if the place were his own. When my maid, Maria, fed the fowls, he flew among them, and because my cock resented the intrusion he killed him on the spot; and then his master adds insult to injury, by saying he does not believe it. These sort of manners may be very well for the city, but they wont do for civilised life. I may take this opportunity of observing that you are very indecorous in your general proceedings. The day before yesterday you walked your hounds and your servants in scarlet before my windows, and stood there, a thing that I, as a religious man, would not have had done for ten sovereigns. I desire you will not do so again.

Your obedient servant,

Sebastian Mello.

Sulphur Wells Hall

To which Mr. Jorrocks makes a Mem.  To take orns as well as ounds next time, and blow before his house  a beggar.

The next entry of importance is the following:  

Had Fleecey to see how the cat jumps in the money department. Sharp chap, Fleecey  manages to keep the expenses up to the receipts, what with earth-stoppin, damage, cover rent, and law bills. Wanted to take credit for receivin no salary. Axed him what his bills were? Said public officers always had a fixed salary besides their bills. Had twenty-five pounds a-year from the Mount Sion Turnpike-road. Told him I knew nothin about pikes, but if he did not get me all arrears of subscription in by New Years Day Id be my own sec., and save both his law bills and his salary.

Read the Life  good letter on bag foxes.

BAG FOXES. To the Editor of Bells Life in London.

Sir,  as your journal is a sporting one, and unquestionably the first in the kingdom, I am very sorry frequently to see in it accounts of runs with bagged foxes. You, sir, who are so well acquainted with the sports of the field, must know what a very difficult thing it is to show sport with fox-hounds, and that very much of that difficulty arises from the almost entire impracticability of preserving foxes, occasioned in great measure by their being stolen and sold to hunters of bagged foxes. It matters not if the animal is turned out before hounds in a country where no regular fox-hounds are kept, the crime (in a sporting sense) and the evil done are always the same. I am sure you will acknowledge that fox-hunting is, of all others, the noblest of English sports, and cannot doubt that a moments consideration will show you, that your publishing accounts of runs with bagged foxes is giving a tacit approval of that practice (I will not term it sport). Should you, upon consideration, decline publishing accounts of any more of these runs, you will have the hearty thanks of every real sportsman, and you will show that you are determined that the character of your journal shall be that of The Sporting Chronicle of England.

A Fox-hunter,

BUT NOT A Master of Hounds.

Waterbury Turnpike. Pikes are better for meetin at than publics. Gabriel Junks began screamin at day-break; so put on my old hat and coat, ditto boots, and breeches.  Began to drop just as we left kennel. Useful bird Junks, to be sure,  no pack perfect without a peacock;  the most ardend minister dirsnt tax a peacock. Reglar down-pour by the time we got to the pike. Duncan Nevins screws out as usual; and a groom in twilled fustian, with a green neckcloth, and a cockade in his at, leadin some rips up and down the road for soger officers. Home at one  wet as water. Paid for catchin my oss Is.

Turtle soup day. Roger Swizzle dined and got glorious;  says the true way to be healthy is to live freely and well.  Believes he has cured more people of indigestion than any man goin.  Thinks Mello a cantin humbug.  Wishes he could ride, that he might hunt: subscribes twenty-five guineas to the ounds since I got them  pays too.  Showed him Mellos letters.  Says the open in front of Sulphur Wells Hall is public property, and I may kick up whatever row I like upon it.  Will write to Bowker to send a company of mountebanks down to perform there.

Passing over some intermediate matter, chiefly about horses that people sent for him to look at, believing on the strength of his lecture that he would not require them to be warranted  a supposition that they found themselves mistaken in, we come to the following entry about a gentleman with whom we shall presently have the pleasure of making the reader acquainted.

Most purlite letter from a gentleman signin himself Marmaduke Muleygrubs, J. P., sayin that being a country gentleman, and anxious to do wot is right, he should be appy to encourage the unt, and would be glad if I would fix a day for dinin at Cockolorum Hall, and let the hounds meet before it the next mornin.

To which Mr. Jorrocks replied as follows:  

M.F.H. John Jorrocks presents his compliments to Mr. Marmadue Muleygrubs, and in reply to his purlite favour duly received, begs to say that he will be appy to dine and sleep at Cockolorum Hall as soon as ever his other unting arrangements will enable him to meet on that side of the country; and that with regard to the subscription so andsomely promised to his ounds, it can be paid either to his credit at Bullock and Hulkers in the Strand, or to the M.F.H.s account at Stumpey and Co.s here  

Handley Cross Spa,

Diana Lodge.

The few next days disclose no feature of general interest  found, lost, killed, lost, found, killed, &c., being the burthen of the journal, so we omit them altogether.

Letter from Bowker, brimful of gratitude for the loan of 50l. This letter being pasted into the journal, we give the greater part of it, containing, as it does, some further particulars of Bowkers badger-baiting friend.

You will be sorry to hear, says he to Mr. Jorrocks, that the Slender is found guilty, and ordered to be scragged on Monday morning, for though they have not found the exciseman, the jury found Billy guilty. Poor Slender! Ive known him long, and safely can I aver, that a nobler fellow never breathed. He combined many callings: bear and badger-baiter, dog-fancier, which has been unhandsomely interpreted into fancy gentlemen that fancy other peoples dogs, horse-slaughterer, private distiller, and smasher. About five years ago he was nearly caught at the latter work. Sitting, as was his custom always in an afternoon, at a public-house in the Hampstead-Lane, upon his secure hour, two policemen stole. The energetic firmness of Billys character was manfully displayed. Seizing a handful of bank-notes, which he had in his pocket, he thrust his hand into the fire, and held them there until they were consumed. The flesh peeld off his fingers.

He once had a turn with the excisemen before. With his intimates Billy had no deceit, and used to boast that there was summut running under his heaps of old horse-bones that was the marrow of his existence. Well, the Excise strongly suspecting this, sent down a posse comitatus to Copenhagen-fields to bring up Billys body. He was busy with a bunch of sporting men at a dog-fight when Miss Aberford came to give the office. Billys mind was soon made up. Sending all his sporting friends into the house, and locking the doors, he unmuzzled his two bears and turned them loose among the officers. The scramble that ensued beggars description. In less than five minutes the red-breasts  for it was before the crusher times  were flown. It is a singular fact and says much for the influence of female charms, that Mrs. Aberford could hold and fight the dogs when they were too savage for Billy.

I always feared Billys illegitimate pursuits would lead him into trouble. Master Bowker, said he to me one day, Do you want to buy an oss cheap? Where did you get him, Billy? said I. Found him, master, said he. As I was coming home on foot from Chiswick, I sees a gig and oss a standing all alone in Chiswick-Lane  says I, Billy, my boy, you may as well ride as walk  so I driv it home, and now the body o the gigs in the black ditch, the wheels are on my knacker-cart, and Ive hogged the oss mane and cut his tail, so that his own master wouldnt know him.

Altogether, Billy has been a queer one, but still hangins a hard matter, especially as they have not found the exciseman. Billy may now sport his own joke to Jack Ketch, of Live and let live, as the criminal said to the hangman.

Your second letter about the mountebanks is just received  strange, that I should be writing about rope-dancing just as it came. Ill see what I can do about sending you a troop. We of the sock and buskin do not call them companies. I rather think Polito is down in your part of England, perhaps his wild beasts would answer as well;  beef-eaters, tambourine, &c., would make a grand row before Sanctity Hall. Mello wants flooring. Ill send him a broken dish by this post, requesting his acceptance of a piece of plate from his London patients. A basket of cats by coach would be a nice present, labelled game.

Your much obliged and very humble servant,

Wm. Bowker.

The following seems to have been a good run; we take it verbatim from the journal, omitting some matters of no interest:  

Candid Pigg  Went with the ounds for fear of accidents. Large field, and many strangers. Lots o farmers. Mr. Yarnley in a yellow gig. Told us to draw his withey bed first. Trotted down to it, and no sooner were the ounds in than out went Reynard at the low end. Sich a fine chap! Bright ruddy coat, with a well-tagged brush. One whisk of his brush, and away he went! Pigg flew a double flight of oak rails, and Bin began to cry as soon as ever he saw them. Ounds got well away, and settled to the scent without interruption. Away for Frampton End, and on to Pippen Hall, past Willerton Brake, and up to Snapperton Wood. Here a check let in the roadsters; it was but momentary. Through the wood and away for Lutterworth Bank. Earths open, but Reynard didnt know them, or hadnt time to try them  headed about a mile to the north of Lutterworth Spinney by people at a foot-ball match, and turned as if for Hollington Dean, taking over the large grass enclosures between that and Reeves Mill, bringing the deep race into the line. Pigg blobbed in and out like a water-rat; out on the right side too. Barnington went over head, and his oss came out on one side, and he on tother. Stobbs little Yorkshire nag cleared it in his stride; and Captain Shortflat went in and came out with a cart-load of water-cress on his back; lost his hat too. Duncan Nevin piloted his pupils down to the bridge, followed by the rest of the field. Fox had run the margin of the race, and we nicked the ounds just at the bridge. Man on Stoke Hill holload, and Pigg lifted his ounds, the scent bein weak from the water. Viewed the fox stealin down to the walley below, and Pigg capped them on and ran into the varmint in Tew Great Fields, within a quarter of a mile of Staveston Wood. Finest run wot ever was seen! Time, one hour and twenty-five minutes, with only one check. Distance, from pint to pint, twelve miles. As they ran, from fifteen to twenty. Many osses tired. Pigg rode young Mays oss, Young Hyson, and went well  worth his 30l. I think;  shall ax 60l. at the end of the season. Barnington got up before the worry, wet, but quite appy. Felt somethin movin in his pocket; put in his hand and pulled out a pike! Fishin as well as unting. Paid for catchin my oss twice two shillings.

Grumble Corner.  Drew the gorse blank, then to Finmere Diggins, crossin two or three turnip fields in our line. All blank; smelt werry strong of a trap. Barrack Wood. Found immediately. Away for Newtimber Forest; but headed within a quarter of a mile by coursers. Field rather too forrard, or Pigg rather too backward, havin got bogged comin out of cover. Came up in a desperate rage, grinnin and swearin as he went. Barnington in front, swore at him just as he would at a three-punder. The idea of swearin at a genlman wot gives 50l. a year to the ounds! Made nothin more of the fox. Came on rain, and give in at two. Lectored Pigg for swearin at a large payin subscriber. Paid for catchin my oss 6d.

The following bunch of anathemas seem to have been produced by Mr. Jorrocks being brought up short by a double ditch, with a fence most unjustifiably mended with old wire-rope, whereby our energetic master lost another of the finest runs wotever was seen, from Screecher Gorse to earth at Sandford Banks  time and distance, anything that anybody liked to call it!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot deal in double ditches!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot mend their fences with old wire-rope!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot dont keep their gates in good order!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot are unaccommodation about gaps!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot arnt flatterd by avin their fields ridden over!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot grumble at the price o grain, and then plough out their grass!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot hobject to avin a litter of foxes billeted upon them!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot hobject to walkin the M.F.H. a pup!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot dont keep their stock at ome, when the ounds are out!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot let their erds keep a cur!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot avent a round o beef or a cold pork pie to pull out, when the ounds pass!

Con  found all farmers say I, wot avent a tap of good October to wash them down with


CHAPTER XXXVIII. THE WORLD TURNED UPSIDE DOWN DAY.
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WAS THAT THE vind, or a dream? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting out of his sleep at something like thunder over-head  rumble, rumble, tumble, went a stack of chimneys, and Mr. Jorrocks was on the floor in an instant. Blast went the wind, and in came his window Vot next? as the frog said when his tail dropped off, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, wondering what was going to happen  over went the looking-glass, which was dashed to atoms, two five-pound notes were whisked about the room, and the clothes-horse came clattering among the jugs.

Its a confounded wind, said Mr. Jorrocks, running after the five pound notes, wonder wots the meanin of it all  fear th ounds will be werry wild, recollecting that they were to meet at the World Turned Upside Down, on the Hookem-Snivey road.

It was a terrific morning  the wind blew a perfect hurricane  chimneys were toppling and tumbling, slates falling, tiles breaking, and here and there whole roofs taking flight  family washings were whisked away, or torn to tatters on the drying lines  children were lifted off their legs, and grown-up people knocked against each other at the corners of the streets.

This is summut new at all ewents, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing a large laurel torn up by the roots in the garden, that tree never had such a hike afore in its life, and as he looked, the back-door flew open with a crash that split it from top to bottom.

Wish there maynt be mischief, said he, huddling on his dressing-gown and running down-stairs, recollecting there was something about repairs in his agreement. Here he found the soot covering the drawing-room carpet, and the kitchen floor strewed with bricks and mortar Oh dear! oh dear, exclaimed he, heres a terrible disaster, five punds worth of damage at least, and, ord rot it! theres my Jerry Hawkins mug broke: gathering the fragments of a jug representing that renowned Gloucestershire sportsman.

The wind was cuttingly keen, and swept up and down with unrestrained freedom. There was not a fire lighted, and the whole place smelt of soot, and was the picture of misery.

Shall never get to the World Turned Upside Down to-day, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the scene of desolation, and wishing what he saw might be the extent of the mischief. Pity to lose a day too, added he, thinking it might only be a squall.

He now sought the refuge of the parlour, but oh! what greeted him there!  the window wide open  chairs huddled in the centre of the room, the table in the corner, and Betsey with up-turned gown, scrubbing away at the grate.

Now blast it, Batsay, roared Mr. Jorrocks, as a gust of wind swept a row of china off a chiffonier, Now blast it Batsay, vot in the name of all thats hugly are you arter now?

Only polishing the grate! exclaimed Betsey, astonished at seeing her master walking about in his night-cap and dressing-gown.

But vot in the name o badness are you workin with the winder open for?

To air the house, to be sure! replied Betsey, tartly.

Hair the ouse! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, whisking his dressing-gown round as he spoke; Hair the ouse, its hairy enough already!  ord rot it! you ousmaids have no sort o compassion about you  the colder the day, the hairier you are! See vot youve done now! Belindas pet-lambs, your missess Cupid, and my model of the Saracens Ead on snow Ill, all dashed to spinnage! Enough to make the Harchbishop o York swear! saying which, Mr. Jorrocks whisked his dressing-gown the reverse way, and bounced out of the room, lest he might be tempted into the indiscretion of an oath.

Our master ran up-stairs, but little consolation greeted him there. His dressing-table was covered with blacks  his looking-glass was on the swing  his soap was reduced to a wafer  there was nothing but cold water to shave with, and his beard being at all times rather untractable, rough enough to light a lucifer match upon, he inflicted sundry little gashes on his chin, as he jagged a blunt razor over the stubborn stubble; altogether his toilette was performed under most discouraging disheartening circumstances. Still he dressed for hunting, the hounds being advertised, and there being a possibility of the wind lulling.

Batsay had got the parlour haired before he made his second appearance, but she had had to borrow a neighbours kettle, and was making some toast in the room when he entered. The wind having abated, Mr. Jorrocks thought he might as well make up with her, as a sort of peace-offering to Æolus.

Now, Batsay, said he, in a mild agreeable tone, Ive never had cause to find fault with you afore, but really on a vindy day like this, it does seem rayther unkind lettin old Boreas take the run o the ouse in

It warnt old Borus, replied Betsey, colouring brightly.

Oh, dash my vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, hurrying out, that confounded young carpenters been here again! Thats the way they hair ones ouse.

Whish  Wha-s-s-sh  blash  roar went the wind, as Mr. Jorrocks left the room.



Stobbs wouldnt get up, and Mr. Jorrocks got through breakfast alone under very chilly disheartening uncomfortable circumstances. The kettle had only half-boiled, and the tea was little better than water  blacks floated on the cream, and the butter was similarly ornamented  the eggs were cold in the middle, and the sausages only done on one side, added to which, the bakers oven was blown down, and there was nothing but stale rolls; altogether, it was a very sorry affair. Well, better luck next time, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, hurrying away from the scene of discomfort.



Can we unt, think you, Pigg? inquired he of James, who he found turning the horses round in their stalls, preparing for a start.

Pigg. Yeas, ar should think we may, towards noon; the winds uncommon kittle now, though,  maist had mar head smashed with a pantile comin past ard Tommy Trotters Biar.

Its werry cold, observed Mr. Jorrocks, thumping his right hand across his chest. Now, Binjimin, wots appened to you? looking at the boy all bathed in tears.

So-o-o cold, drawled the boy.

Cold! you little warmint! repeated Mr. Jorrocks briskly; wot business have you to be cold?  Think o ginger. Im froggy myself, but I doesnt cry! Think o ginger, I say.

The boy still went on blubbering, wiping his eyes with the back of his hands, imparting a little of their dirt to his face.

It was ten oclock before they got started, and the wind still blew with unabated fury. Pigg and Benjamin turned their caps peak backwards, and Mr. Jorrocks shortened his string two holes. The hounds set up their backs, and the horses shied at every thing they came near,  indeed, they were not wholly without excuse, for the broken and uprooted trees, the prostrate walls, demolished barns, and flying stacks, they encountered in their progress, were enough to startle less observing animals than they are. Here was half an elm tree rolling about the country  there a thrashing-machine lifted to the skies. Our party made slow progress in their journey. The wind veered about, now catching their coats, now taking them in the rear, and now nearly blowing them over their horses tails. The hounds, too, took advantage of the scrimmage; some cut away home, while others hung back, or hurried before the horsemen. Had Mr. Jorrocks guessed it was any thing but a high wind, he would never have gone.

There were few people astir, and the Borrowdale Turnpike-gate was still shut. Gate! gate! gate! roared Pigg. Gate! gate! gate! shouted Mr. Jorrocks, but the wind scattered their voices in all directions. They were kept there for ten minutes at least, when Mr. Jorrocks had recourse to his horn, and gave it a twang that brought Tom Take-ticket out in a hurry.

Bliss my heart! exclaimed he; is it you, Mr. Jorrocks?  I thought it was the mail. Sure-lie you arnt goin to hunt such a mornin as this?

But I am, replied Mr. Jorrocks; and Ill thank you to hopen the gate.  Kept me here quite long enough.  Got to meet at the World Turned Hupside Down, and been bellerin here for alf an hour and more. Here, take your pay; I harnt got no copper, but there are three postage-stamps instead.

Having got his stamps, Tom turned the key in the lock, and a blast blew the gate against the post with a crash that shivered it to splinters.  The party then jogged on.



The World Turned Upside Down was one of those quiet way-side inns out of whose sails the march of railroads has taken the wind. It was a substantial old stone mansion, standing a little off the road, approached by a drive round a neatly cultivated oval-shaped garden, where, amid well-rolled gravel walks, and fantastically cut yews, swung a blue and gold sign bearing its name The World Turned Upside Down. A clustering vine covered one end of the house, and reached nearly up to the latticed windows in the stone roof, while luxuriant Irish ivy crept up to the very chimney-pots on the other; rose-bushes and creepers were trained upon trellises in front, and altogether it was a pretty an auberge as any in the land.

It was a posting-house, though not exactly a first-rate one, inasmuch as the stage on either side was short, and four-horse people generally went through; but it was a favourite resort for newly-married couples, and was equally esteemed by stage-coachmen, who always made an excuse for pulling up at its honeysuckled porch. Its charges too were quite within comfortable compass, and one set of visitors recommended another set, instead of flying to the columns of the Times for consolation under the infliction of spurious, unrequired wax, and other enormities. Venerable elms sheltered the ends of the house, and the side from the road opened into a spacious garden overlooking rich meadows, sloping away to a smoothly gliding stream, while distant hills closed the scene in circling greyness of romantic form.

That was its summer aspect. On this eventful day things wore a different garb. As the hounds approached, Flash Jims swell Talliho coach was seen resting against the bank, while the purple stream of life was fast flowing from a dying horse. The huge elms at the east end of the house were all uprooted, while one on the west had fallen with destructive crash upon the house, bearing down a whole stack of chimneys, and stripping the ivy off the wall.

The blue and gold sign creaked and flapped in the wind, while the pride of the road, a yew-tree equestrian, was torn up by the roots, and dashed against the railing beyond.

Bliss my eart! exclaimed Jorrocks, eyeing the fallen horseman, thats too bad! Those great helms I wouldnt care about, but to ruin such a triumph of the hart is too bad  cruel in the extreme. A cutting sleet came on, and a passer-by put up an umbrella, which was immediately turned inside out, and carried over the house-top. Mr. Jorrockss horse swerved, and nearly capsized him.

Lets get shelter, said he, making for the yard, or therll be mischief, Im blowd if there wont.

Mine host, Jemmy Lush, or the Old World,  as he was familiarly termed  was almost frantic. He, poor man, had retired to rest early, and almost the last thing he did, was to arrange some twigs in the yewtree horse-tail, and train a couple of shoots at the riders heels for spurs. For twenty years the Old World had loved and nursed that tree; it was the pride of the country! Not a stage-coachman passed, but jerked his elbow at it; and its image was engraven on the minds of hundreds of husbands and wives, now cultivating little olive-branches of their own, who had admired its symmetry in connexion with each other.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks! exclaimed Jemmy, waddling out of the house in his shirt-sleeves, his tapsters apron flying up to his bottle nose, displaying the substantial form of his garterless legs, and his breeches open at the knee; Oh, Mr. Jorrocks, Im ruined, sir!  Im ruined!  Ive lost my bush! and the poor man put his hand before his eyes to avert the sad calamity.

Never mind, old cock! replied Mr. Jorrocks, cheeringly grasping his hand as he spoke, plant another, and Ill warrant youll see it grow.

Never! never! responded the Old World, sobbing as he spoke. That man and hoss and here his feelings choked his utterance. He would have siad that Mrs. Jemmy and he planted it on their wedding-day, and had long regarded it as their first-born.

The wind blew, the hail beat, the trees creaked, and seemed inclined to follow their leaders, and our party, half benumbed, gladly sought the shelter of the Old Worlds barn. The poor hounds shivered, as if in the last stage of distemper; and the horses coats stared like Friesland hens feathers.

Surely no man in his senses will come to unt such a day as this, observed Mr. Jorrocks, slackening his horses girths as he spoke; would deserve to have a commission of lunacy taken out again him for his pains if he did.

Leaving Benjamin in the barn, Mr. Jorrocks and Pigg sought the shelter of the house. The wind had stove in the back door, and a venerable elm was prostrate before it. Scrambling through the branches, they at length gained admission, but the inside was almost as cheerless as the out. No fire  no singing kettle, for hot stopping, as was wont, and the elder wine-bottle remained in the cupboard. Bricks, soot, lime, dust, and broken furniture, strewed the house, and the little Worlds were huddled together in a corner, not knowing whether to be frightened or pleased.

The Old World had thrown himself into an easy chair in the parlour, having taken the precaution of wrapping his wifes red petticoat about his shoulders to prevent his catching cold. I shall never get over it, exclaimed he, as Mr. Jorrocks entered, whip in hand: ruined, sir!  beggared!  nothing left for me but the onion  the bastille!

Vy the vind has certainlie paid you a hawful wisit, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the trees lying across each other outside; but it would have been worser if it had broke them.

Oh, its not them I cares about, exclaimed Jemmy, pulling the petticoat about his ears; its not them, nor the great oak at the bottom of the field  kept the sun off the grass; those are my landlords. Its my bush Im bad about; and thereupon he pulled the petticoat up to his bottle nose, and burst into tears.

What ails the cull man? inquired Pigg, with a fine stream of tobacco, all clotted with dust, running from his mouth.

Its his beautiful bush, replied Mr. Jorrocks, in a whisper. Didnt you see that the yew-tree oss and rider were torn up by the roots? The Old World loved that bush.

Pigg. Ord sink! whats the use o blubberin about that? there are plenty o bushes left. There be twe fine hollins, he may cut into what he likes, shot towers, steeples, or ought; saying which, Pigg left the room.

Come, cheer up, old buoy, said Mr. Jorrocks, soothingly, and lets have a drop o comfort. I declare Im perfectly perished. Lets have bottoms of brandy. Ot with

At the word brandy, the Old World brightened up. He dived into his apron pocket, and ringing the bell, ordered his misses to bring glasses and the bottle.

Drink brings comfort to some minds, and Jemmy Lushs mind was of that description. With the first glass he said little; the second, not much more, but the petticoat began to droop from his ears; and at the third, he had it upon his shoulders.

Its an ill wind that blows nobody good, at length observed he, with a sigh. That great oak at the bottom of my meadow has been an eye-sore to me these twenty years. Its great ugly branches covered half an acre of land, and our squire never would have it lopped or cut down. Said he, Theres the finest view in the country from it  you see the river, and the ruins of the abbey, and the Gayhurst hills in the distance, and I dont know what; the silly man forgetting, all the time, that he would see just the same things whether the tree was there or not; and it spoiled as much grass as would have kept me a calf.

Great humbrageous beggar! observed Mr. Jorrocks; adding, I spose the tree would be worth summut?

No doubt, replied Jemmy. But nothing like so valuable as my bush; and thereupon he heaved a sigh, and pulled the petticoat about his ears.

Just then a man passed the window, with a couple of horses, and Mr. Jorrocks ran to look at him. He was dressed in a very old hat, with a new cockade in it, a faded green neckcloth, a stained red waistcoat, a fustian frock and trousers, with thick shoes and worsted stockings, and wore moustachios. He rode a weedy chesnut, and led an unhappy-looking grey, the latter decorated with a running martingale and a noseband, and sundry rings and contrivances.

Whose be those? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, with great importance.

Captain Smith and Lieutenant Brown, replied the soldier-groom saluting him.

Foot-captins, I presume? replied our master, looking at their horses.

Grenadier company, replied the man.

Its all the same to me, replied Mr. Jorrocks. They dont expect Im agoin to unt sich a day as this  do they?

Dont know, replied the man; got my orders last night, and in course I came on.

Then youd better cut away and meet them, and say that unless good payin subscribers, to the amount of thirty pounds, cast up, I shallnt cast off; adding, as he wheeled about, Dont think any man with thirty pence he could call his own would turn out such a day as this.

Mr. Jorrocks returned to the parlour, and was beginning a dissertation upon hunting, when Pigg entered the room, with a spade over his shoulder, and addressed Jemmy Lush with  

Now gan and water your buss with your tears, ars gettin it oop again.

No! exclaimed Jemmy, running to the window; sure enough it was up, and two horse-keepers were busy securing it with ropes and strong posts.

Jemmy Lush was half-frantic. He threw the petticoat into the corner, and ran to the garden to embrace his old friend. Little mischief had ensued from its excursion. The riders hat had got a cast on one side, and the bit of the horses bridle was broken; but there was nothing that Jemmys fatherly care would not easily rectify.

Great was Jemmys gratitude. He placed all the cold meat in his larder at Piggs disposal, and as the storm abated and the party were about to set off, he insisted upon putting a bottle of brandy into each of Piggs pockets. One of them, we are sorry to say, was broken on its journey home, by bumping against the back of his saddle.

The Paul Pry of that week contained a long list of damage and disasters, and Mr. Jorrocks learnt from the heading of the article that he had been out in a terrible hurricane.

In his mem. of the days doings in his Journal, he adds this passage from his friend Beckford:  

Take not out your ounds on a werry windy day.


CHAPTER XXXIX. MR. MARMADUKE MULEYGRUBS.
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TOWARDS THE CLOSE of a winters day, a dirty old dog-cart, with John Jorrocks, M.F.H. painted up behind, whisked from the turnpike up the well-laurelled drive of Cockolorum Hall.

The hounds were to meet there in the morning, and Mr. Jorrocks had written to apprise his unknown host of his coming. Being rather late, and having a hack, Mr. Jorrocks had driven a turn faster than usual, and as he cut along the sound drive, the Hall was soon before him.

It had originally been a large red-fronted farm-house, converted by a second owner into a villa! increased by a third into a hall; while under the auspiees of its present more aspiring master it was fast assuming the appearance of a castle. Massive stone towers, with loop-holed battlements, guarded the corners  imitation guns peered through a heavy iron palisade along the top  while a stone proch, with massive black nailed folding oak doors, stood out from the red walls of the centre. A richly-emblazoned flag, containing the quarterings of many families, floated from the roof.

Mr. Marmaduke Muleygrubs had been a great stay-maker on Ludgate Hill, and, in addition to his own earnings (by no means inconsiderable), had inherited a large fortune from a great drysalting uncle in Bermondsey. On getting this he cut the shop, bought Cockolorum Hall, and having been a rampant Radical in the City, was rewarded by a J. P.-ship in the country. Mr. Jorrocks knew all about him, though Mr. Muleygrubs did not know he did.

Quite genteel, I declare, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the mansion as he pulled up at the door, and clambered down his vehicle to give the massive bronze helmet-handled bell a pull. Perfect castle, added he; opes I shallnt get soused, recollecting his last adventure in one.

The spacious folding-doors were presently opened by an ill-shaped, clumsy-looking youth, in a gorgeous suit of state livery, and a starched neck-cloth, so broad and so stiff as perfectly to pillorise him. A quantity of flour concealed the natural colour of his wild matted hair, while the ruddiness of a healthy complexion was heightened by a bright orange-coloured coat, with a white worsted shoulder-knot dangling at the side. His waistcoat was a broad blue and white stripe, breeches of scarlet plush, and white silk stockings, rather the worse for wear, as appeared by the darning up the calf; stoutish shoes, with leather strings, completed the costume of this figure footman.

Now, young man! said Mr. Jorrocks in his usual free-and-easy way, Now, young man! jest stand by my nag while I takes out my traps, for I harnt brought no grum.  See, now, continued he, pulling out the gig-seat, put that i my bed-room, and jest give them ere tops a rub over for the mornin, producing a pair of mud-stained boots that he had worn the last days hunting; it wernt no use bringin a clean pair, observed he, half to himself and half to the servant, for theyd a got crumpled i the comin and those wont take no more cleanin. Now, wheres the stable? Love me, love my oss, continued he, adjusting the reins in the territs, and preparing to lead round.

That way, said stiff-neck, extending his left arm like the wand of a telegraph, as he stood with the dirty top-boots in the other, saying which he wheeled about, and re-entered the house, leaving Mr. Jorrocks to find his way as he could.

Ah, never mind, said the worthy man to himself, seeing he was gone, if I could find the ouse, be bund I can find the stable; saying which he turned his vehicle round, and following the old wheelmarks on the gravel, was very soon in the stable-yard at the back of the castle.

Here he found another youth in red plush breeches and white silk stockings, washing his face at the cistern, purifying himself from the stable preparatory to appearing in the parlour.

Here, young man, said Mr. Jorrocks, jest put up my oss afore ever you start to adorn yourself; and if you take well care of him, Ill give you alf-a-crown i the mornin. Hes a clipped un, and wont take no cleanin, continued he, eyeing the smoking, curly-coated brute, and wondering whether the chap would believe him or not.

This matter being arranged, Mr. Jorrocks ferreted his way back to the front, and, opening the door, passed through the green folding ones of the porch, and entered a hall beyond. This was fitted up in the baronial style. Above a spacious mantel-piece, occupying about a third of the apartment, branched an enormous stags head, hung round with pistols, swords, cutlasses, and warlike weapons of various kinds, and the walls were covered with grim-visaged warriors, knights in armour, and ladies of bygone days. Many had their names painted in white at the bottom of the pictures, or done in black on the various patterned frames: there was Sir Martin Muleygrubs, and Dame Juliana Muleygrubs, and Darius Muleygrubs, and Erasmus Muleygrubs, and Memnon Muleygrubs, and Pericles Muleygrubs, and Demosthenes Muleygrubs, and John Thomas Muleygrubs.

Such a lot of stay-makers! as Mr. Jorrocks observed.

A full-length figure of Nemesis, the goddess of justice with her balance in one hand and whip in the other, hung over a richly-carved, high-back, old oak chair; and on a table near were ranged Burnss Justice, Statutes at Large, Archbolds Magistrates Pocket-book, and other emblems of the law.

The chap must be a beak! said Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, as be glanced them over.

The fire threw a cheerful gleam over the baronial hall, and our master, having hung his hat on the stags horns, and deposited his Siphonia on the table, took a coat-lap over each arm, and, establishing himself with his back to the fire, proceeded to hum what he considered a tune. His melody was interrupted by the partial opening and closing of a door on the right, followed by a lisping exclamation of Oh, ma! heres Kitey come again! A Hush, my dear, and scuttling along the passage, reminded Mr. Jorrocks that he was not at home, so, dropping his tails; and pulling his wig straight, he made for the recently opened door.

This let him into a passage, lighted with flickering, ill-established lamps, along which he kept till he came to a pink sheep-skin mat before a door, at which he paused, and presently turning off, he entered a room, in which he found a lady and a bunch of excited children. The former rose, and concluding she would be the missis, Mr. Jorrocks tendered the hand of fellowship, and then gave each child a chuck under the chin; nor was he wrong in his conjecture, for Mrs. Marmaduke Muleygrubs immediately began apologising for the absence of her lord.

Duke, she said, was unfortunately engaged at that moment with some important justice business  (decanting the wine).

Mr. Jorrocks Oped his grace wouldnt urry himself.

It was very provoking, she continued, without regarding Mr. Jorrockss observation; but the whole country came to him for justice, and Duke could hardly be said to have a moment to himself. Every Saturday he was engaged the whole day on the bench, and at the Poor-Law Guardians, but she hoped before long they would find some more people fit to make magistrates of, for really it was taxing ability rather too highly. Not but that Dukes affection for the Queen would prompt him to serve her as long as he could, but Just as she had got so far, the door opened, and Duke himself appeared, smoothing down his cuffs after the exercise of his magisterial functions.

He was a little, round-about, pot-bellied, red-faced, bald-headed, snub-nosed, chattering chap, who, at first sight, would give one the idea of being very good-natured, if it were not notorious that he was the most meddling, officious, ill-conditioned little beggar in the county.

He was dressed in one of the little nondescript jackets of the day, with a ditto waistcoat, drab kerseymeres, and leather leggings. Over his waistcoat he sported a broad mosaic gold chain, made to resemble a country mayors as much as possible.

Mr. Jorrocks, I presume, said he, rubbing his fat hands as he advanced up the room.

Right! replied our Master, extending his hand.

Beg ten thousand pardons for not being here to receive you, said Duke, intending to be very gracious.

Make no apology, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks; where theres ceremony theres no frindship.

Been bored with justice business all the afternoon, continued Mr. Muleygrubs; bailing a bull that was unjustly put in the pound. You are not in the Commission of the Peace, perhaps?

Not I, replied Mr. Jorrocks carelessly; never was in any commission, save one, as agent for Twankays mexed teas, and a precious commission it was  haw! haw! haw!  lost three underd pund by it, and more. But, however, nimporte, as we say in France. Werry glad to come here to partake o your hospitality,  brought my nightcap with me, in course,  a rule o mine, that where I dine I sleep, and where I sleep I breakfast. Dont do to churn ones dinner up, ow long doest want to feedin time?

Mr. Marmaduke was rather posed with his guests familiarity. He intended to patronise Mr. Jorrocks, whereas the latter seemed to think himself on a perfect footing of equality. Not in the Commission of the Peace, either! But then Duke didnt know that Mr. Jorrocks knew about the stays.

Pulling out a great gold watch, our host asked his wife what time they dined. (Duke included the kitchen department in his magisterial functions.)

Half-past six, my dear, replied his wife, with great humility.

Wants twenty minutes to six, observed Mr. Marmaduke, striking the repeater. Perhaps youd like to take something before dinner  sandwich and a glass of sherry?

Never touch lunches, replied Mr. Jorrocks, disdainfully. Never knowd a chap good for nothin wot did. Wonder you dont dine at a reasonable hour, though, added he.

Faith, we think half-past six rather early, replied Mr. Muleygrubs; sevens our usual hour  same as my friend Ongers  but we have some neighbours coming, and made it a little earlier on their account.

Well, itll be so much the worse for your grub when it does come. observed Mr. Jorrocks; for Im well-nigh famished as it is. Howsomever that reminds me that Ive a letter to write; and if youll let me ave a peep at your Directory, continued he, advancing towards a round table well garnished with gilt-edged books, Ill look out the fellers address, for theres nothin like doin things when theyre in ones mind, and  

Directory! exclaimed Mr. Muleygrubs, thats a Peerage!

Bother your Peerages! muttered Mr. Jorrocks, chucking the costly volume down; adding, aloud to himself, Wot business ha you wi Peerages, I wonder?

Mrs. Muleygrubs looked at our Master with an air of commiseration. She wondered what her husband was making such a fuss about such a man for.

Well, now then, said Mr. Jorrocks, turning short round and buttonholeing his host, while he looked at him as Muleygrubs would at an unwilling witness; Well, now then, tell me bout the foxes ave you plenty on em?

Plenty! replied Muleygrubs, with the utmost confidence, for he had just received a very fine dog one from the well-known Mr. Diddler, of Leadenhall Market, who, by dint of stealing back as fast as he supplies, manages to carry on a very extensive business with a very small stock in trade.

Plenty! repeated Muleygrubs, with the same confident tone.

Thats good, said Mr. Jorrocks, winking and poking him in the ribs; thats good  for though Im appy to dine wi people, yet still the unt is the real thing I comes for; and I always says to folks wot ask me to stir hup their covers, Now, dont let us ave any umbug. If you havent foxes, say I, dont pretend that you ave, for the truth must out, if my ounds come, and it will only be addin the wice o falsehood to the himputation o selfishness, sayin you ave them if you avent.

Just so, assented Mr. Muleygrubs, congratulating himself on having excused himself from either charge.

Mr. Jorrocks, having thus broken the ice, proceeded, in a most energetic manner, to give Mr. Muleygrubs his opinions upon a variety of subjects connected with the chase, the breeding and rearing of hounds, the difference of countries, the mischief of too much interference, killing above ground and digging, uncertainty of scent, signs and indications, with a glance at the impositions of keepers, all of which, being Hebrew to Mrs. Muleygrubs, and very nearly Hebrew to her husband, caused her to slink quietly away with her chicks, leaving her husband to the mercy of the extraordinary man he had been so indiscreet as invite.

Poor Mr. Muleygrubs couldnt get a word in sideways, and was sitting the perfect picture of despair, when rumble, dumble, dumble, dumble, went a great gong, startling Mr. Jorrocks, who thought it was another hurricane.

An old-fashioned custom we still preserve, said Mr. Marmaduke casually, observing Mr. Jorrockss astonishment; that gong was brought by one of my ancestors from the holy wars  shall I show you to your room?

If you please, said Mr. Jorrocks.

Our Master, of course, had the state room. It was a large gloomy apartment, with a lofty four-post bed, whose top hangings were made of green silk, and curtains of green moreen.

Heres a fine twopenny ead and farthin tail, observed Mr. Jorrocks, whisking his candle about as he examined it.

The absence of fire, and the coldness of the apartment holding out little inducement for dallying, Mr. Jorrocks was soon in his blue coat and canaries, and returned to the drawing-room just as the stiff-necked boy announced Mr., Mrs., and Miss Slowan, who were quickly followed by Mr. and Miss De Green, who apologised for the absence of Mrs. De Green, who was suffering under a violent attack of tic-doloreux.

The Rev. Jacob Jones having combed his hair and changed his shoes in the entrance, announced himself, and Professor Girdlestone, a wandering geologist, having dressed in the house, the party was complete, and Mr. Muleygrubs gave two pulls at the bell, while the party sat staring at each other, or wandering moodily about as people at funerals and set parties generally do.

Dinner is sarved! at length exclaimed the stiff-necked foot-boy, advancing into the centre of the room, extending his right arm like a guide-post. He then wheeled out, and placed himself at the head of a line of servants, formed by the gentleman Mr. Jorrocks had seen in the yard; a square-built old man, in the Muleygrubs livery of a coachman; Mr. De Greens young man in pepper-and-salt, with black velveteens; and Mr. Slowans ditto, in some of his masters old clothes. These lined the baronial hall, through which the party passed to the dining-room. Muleygrubs (who was now attired in a Serjeants coat, with knee-buckled breeches and black silk stockings) offered his arm to Mrs. Slowan, Mr. De Green took Miss Slowan, the Professor paired off with Miss De Green, and Mr. Jorrocks brought up the rear with Mrs. Muleygrubs, leaving Jacob Jones and Mr. Slowan to follow at their leisure. This party of ten was the result of six-and-twenty invitations.



Vot, youve three o these poodered puppies, have you? observed Mr. Jorrocks, as they passed along the line; adding, You come it strong!

We cant do with less, replied the lady, the cares of dinner strong upon her.

Humph! Well, I doesnt know bout that, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, forcing his way up the room seizing and settling himself into a chair on his hostess right; Well, I doesnt know bout that, repeated he, arranging his napkin over his legs, women waiters again the world, say I! Ill back our Batsay, big and ippy as she is, to beat any two fellers at waitin.

Mrs. Muleygrubs, anxious as she was for the proper arrangement of her guests, caught the purport of the foregoing, and, woman-like, darted a glance of ineffable contempt at our friend.

Our Master, seeing he was not likely to find a good listener at this interesting moment, proceeded to reconnoitre the room, and make mental observations on the unaccustomed splendour.

The room was a blaze of light. Countless compos swealed and simmered in massive gilt candelabras, while ground lamps of various forms lighted up the salmon-coloured walls, brightening the countenances of many ancestors, and exposing the dullness of the ill-cleaned plate.

The party having got shuffled into their places, the Rev. Jacob Jones said an elaborate grace, during which the company stood.

Ill tell you a rum story about grace, observed Mr. Jorrocks to Mrs. Muleygrubs, as he settled himself into his seat, and spread his napkin over his knees. It appened at Croydon. The landlord o the Greyound told a wise waiter, when a Duke axed him a question, always to say Grace. According the Duke o Somebody, in changin osses, popped his ead out o the chay, and inquired wot oclock it was. For wot were a goin to receive the Lord make us truly thankful, replied the waiter.

Mrs. Muleygrubs either did not understand the story, or was too intent upon other things; at all events, Mr. Jorrockss haw! haw! haw! was all that greeted its arrival.  But to dinner.

There were two soups  at least two plated tureens, one coutaining peasoup, the other mutton-broth. Mr. Jorrocks said he didnt like the latter, it always reminded him of a cold in the ead. The pea-soup he thought werry like oss-gruel;  that he kept to himself.



Sherry of My-dearer? inquired the stiff-necked boy, going round with a decanter in each hand, upsetting the soup-spoons, and dribbling the wine over peoples hands.

While these were going round, the coachman and Mr. De Greens boy entered with two dishes of fish. On removing the large plated covers, six pieces of skate and a large haddock made their appearance. Mr. Jorrockss countenance fell five-and-twenty per cent., as he would say. He very soon despatched one of the six pieces of skate, and was just done in time to come in for the tail of the haddock.



The Duke ill come on badly for fish, Im thinkin, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the empty dishes as they were taken off.

Oh, Marmaduke dont eat fish, replied Mrs. M.

Oh, I doesnt mean your Duke, but the Duke o Rutland, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks.

Mrs. Muleygrubs didnt take.

Nothin left for Manners, I mean, mum, explained Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to the empty dish.

Mrs. Muleygrubs smiled, because she thought she ought, though she did not know why.

Sherry or My-dearer,sir? inquired the stiff-necked boy, going his round as before.

Mr. Jorrocks asked Mrs. Muleygrubs to take wine, and having satisfied himself that the sherry was bad, he took My-dearer, which was worse.

Bad ticket, I fear, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, smacking his lips. Have ye any swipes?

Sober-water and Seltzer-water, replied the boy.

Ang your sober-water! growled Mr. Jorrocks.

Are you a hard rider, Mr. Jorrocks? now asked his hostess, still thinking anxiously of her dinner.

Ardest in England,mum, replied our friend confidently, muttering aloud to himself, may say that, for I never goes off the ard road if I can elp it.



After a long pause, during which the conversation gradually died out, a kick was heard at the door, which the stiff-necked foot-boy having replied to by opening, the other boy appeared, bearing a tray, followed by all the other flunkeys, each carrying a silver-covered dish.

Come thats more like the thing, said Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, eyeing the procession.

A large dish was placed under the hosts nose, another under that of Mrs. Muleygrubs.

Roast beef and boiled turkey? said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, half inclined to have a mental bet on the subject. May be saddle omutton and chickens, continued he, pursuing the speculation.

Four T. Cox Savory side-dishes, with silver rims and handles, next took places, and two silver-covered china centre dishes completed the arrangement.

Youve lots o plate, observed Mr. Jorrocks to Mrs. Muleygrubs, glancing down the table.

Cant do with less, replied the lady.

Stiffneck now proceeded to uncover, followed by his comrade. He began at his master, and, giving the steam-begrimed cover a flourish in the air, favoured his masters bald head with a hot shower-bath. Under pretence of admiring the pattern, Mr. Jorrocks had taken a peep under the side-dish before him, and seeing boiled turnips, had settled that there was a round of beef at the bottom of the table. Spare ribs presented themselves to view. Mrs. Muleygrubss dish held a degenerate turkey, so lean and so lank that it looked as if it had been starved instead of fed. There was a rein-deer tongue under one centre dish, and sausages under the other. Minced veal, forbidding-looking Rissoles, stewed celery, and pigs feet occupied the corner dishes.

God bless us! what a dinner! ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks, involuntarily.

Game and black-puddings coming, isnt there, my dear? inquired Mr. Muleygrubs of his wife.

Yes, my dear, responded his obedient half. Murder most foul, as in the best it is; But this most foul, base, and unnattaral, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, running his fork through the breast of the unhappy turkey. Shall I give you a little ding dong?

Its turkey, observed the lady.

True! replied Mr. Jorrocks; ding dongs French for turkey.

Are yours good hounds, Mr. Jorrocks? now asked the lady, thinking how awkwardly he was carving.

Best goin, mum! replied our friend. Best goin, mum. The Belvoir may be andsomer, and the Quorn patienter under pressure, but for real tear-im and heat-im qualities, there are none to compare wi mine. Theyre the buoys for making the foxes cry Capevi! added our friend, with a broad grin of delight on his ruddy face.

Indeed, mused the anxious lady to whom our friends comparisons were all gibberish.

Shall I give anybody any turkey? asked he, holding nearly half of it up on the fork preparatory to putting it on his own plate. Nobody claimed it, so our friend appropriated it.

Munch, munch, munch was then the order of the day. Conversation was very dull, and the pop and foam of a solitary bottle of 40s-champagne, handed round much after the manner of liqueur, did little towards promoting it. Mr. Jorrocks was not the only person who wondered what had set him there. Mrs. Muleygrubs attempted to relieve her agonies of anxiety by asking occasional questions of her guest.

Are yours greyhounds, Mr. Jorrocks? asked she with the greatest simplicity.

No; greyhounds, no: what should put that i your ead? grunted our Master with a frown of disgust; adding, as he knawed away at the stringy drumstick, wouldnt take a greyhound in a gift.

The turkey being only very so-so, and the rein-deer tongue rather worse, Mr. Jorrocks did not feel disposed to renew his acquaintance with either, and placing his knife and fork resignedly on his plate, determined to take his chance of the future. He remembered that in France the substantials sometimes did not come till late on.

Stiffneck, seeing his idleness, was presently at him with the dish of mince.

Mr. Jorrocks eyed it suspiciously, and then stirred the sliced lemon and meat about with the spoon. He thought at first of taking some, then he thought he wouldnt, then he fixed he wouldnt. No, said he, no, motioning it away with his hand, no, I likes to chew my own meat.

The rissoles were then candidates for his custom.

Large marbles, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself large marbles, repeated he, as he at length succeeded in penetrating the hide of one with a spoon. Might as well eat lead, observed he aloud, sending them away too.

I often thinks now, observed he, turning to his hostess, that it would be a good thing, mum, if folks would gree to give up these stupid make-believe side-dishes, mum, for nobody ever eats them, at least if they do theyre sure to come off second best, for no cuk that ever was foaled can do justice to sich a wariety of wittles.

O! but, Mr. Jorrocks, how could you send up a dinner properly without them? exclaimed the lady with mingled horror and astonishment.

Properly without them, mum, repeated our master, coolly and deliberately; properly without them, mum  why thats jest wot I was meanin, continued he. You see your cuk as sich a multitude o things to do, that its hutterly unpossible for her to send them all in properly, so stead o gettin a few things well done, ye get a great many only badly done.

Indeed! fumed the lady, bridling with contempt.

The great Duke o Wellington  no fence to the present one, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a low bow to the table who, Im proud to say gets his tea o me too,  the great Duke oWellington, mum, used to say, mum, that the reason why one seldom got a hegg well biled was, cause the cuk was always a doin summut else at the same time, and that hobservation will apply purty well to most cuking hoperations.

Well, then, youd have no plate on the table, I presume, Mr. Jorrocks? observed the irascible lady.

Plate on the table, mum  plate on the table, mum, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, with the same provoking prolixity, why I really doesnt know that plate on the tables of any great use. I minds the time when folks thought four silver side-dishes made genlmen on em, but since these Brummagem things turned hup, they go for a bit o land  lands the ticket now, observed our Master.

While this unpalatable conversation  unpalatable, at least, to our hostess was going on, the first course was being removed, and a large, richly-ornamented cold game-pie made its appearance, which was placed before Mr. Muleygrubs.

Large tart! observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing it, thinking if he could help himself he might yet manage to make up his lee-way: thought there was dark puddins comin, observed he to his hostess.

Game and black puddings, replied Mrs. Muleygrubs. This comes between courses always.

Never saw it afore, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Mr. Marmaduke helped the pie very sparingly, just as he had seen the butler at Onger Castle helping a pâté de fois gras; and putting as much on to a plate as would make about a mouthful and a half to each person, he sent Stiffneck round with a fork to let people help themselves. Fortunately for Mr. Jorrocks, neither Mr. nor Miss De Green, nor Miss Slowan nor Mr. Muleygrubs took any, and the untouched plate coming to him, he very coolly seized the whole, while the foot-boy returned to the dismayed Mr. Muleygrubs for more. Putting a few more scraps on a plate, Mr. Muleygrubs sent off the pie, lest any one should make a second attack.

By dint of playing a good knife and fork, our friend cleared his plate just as the second course made its appearance. This consisted of a brace of partridges guarding a diminutive snipe at the top, and three links of black pudding at the bottom  stewed celery, potato chips, puffs, and tartlets forming the side-dishes.

Humph! grunted our friend, eyeing each dish as it was uncovered. Humph! repeated he not much there  three shillins for the top dish, one for the bottom, and eighteen-pence say for the four sides  five and six  altogether  think I could do it for five. Howsomever, never mind, continued he, drawing the dish of game towards him. Anybody for any gilier, as we say in France? asked he, driving his fork into the breast of the plumpest of the partridges.

Nobody closed with the offer.

Praps if youd help it, and let it be handed round, some one will take some, suggested Mr. Muleygrubs.

Well, said Mr. Jorrocks, Ive no objection  none wotever  only, while these clumsey chaps o yours are runnin agin each other with it, the wittles are coolin  thats all, said our Master, placing half a partridge on a plate, and delivering it up to go on its travels. Thinking it cut well, Mr. Jorrocks placed the other half on his own plate, and taking a comprehensive sweep of the crumbs and bread sauce, proceeded to make sure of the share by eating a mouthful of it. He need not have been alarmed, for no one came for any, and he munched and cranched hi portion in peace. He then eat the snipe almost at a bite.

What will you take next, Mr. Jorrocks? asked his hostess, disgusted at his rapacity.

Thank ee, mum, thank ee, replied he, munching and clearing his mouth; thank ee, mum, added he, Ill take breath if you please, mum, added he, throwing himself back in his chair.

Have you killed many hares, Mr. Jorrocks? now asked his persevering hostess, who was sitting on thorns as she saw an entering dish of blancmange toppling to its fall.

No, mum, none! responded our Master, vehemently, for he had an angry letter in his pocket from Captain Slaughters keeper, complaining bitterly of the recent devastation of his hounds  a calamity that of course the keeper made the most of, inasmuch as friend Jorrocks, as usual, had forgotten to give him his tip.

Our innocent hostess, however, never listened for the answer, for the blancmange having landed with the loss only of a corner tower, for it was in the castellated style of confectionery, she was now all anxiety to see what sort of a savoury omelette her drunken job-cook would furnish, to remove the black puddings at the other end of the table.

During this interval, our Master having thrust his hands deep in the pockets of his canary-coloured shorts, reconnoitered the table to see who would either ask him to take wine, or who he should honour that way; but not seeing any very prepossessing phiz, and recollecting that Mrs. J. had told him the good old-fashioned custom was wulgar, he was about to help himself from a conveniently-placed decanter, when Stiffneck, seeing what he was at, darted at the decanter, and passing behind Mr. Jorrockss chair, prepared to fill to his holding, when, missing his aim, he first sluiced our Masters hand, and then shot a considerable quantity of sherry down his sleeve.

Rot ye, ye great lumberin beggar! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, furiously indignant; Rot ye, do ye think Im like Miss Biffin, the unfortunate lady without harms or legs, that I cant elp myself? continued he, dashing the wet out of his spoon cuff. Now, thats the wust o your flunkey fellers, continued he in a milder tone to Mrs. Muleygrubs, as the laughter the exclamation caused had subsided. Thats the wust oyour flunkey fellers, repeated he, mopping his arm; they know theyd never be fools enough to keep fellers to do nothin, and so they think they must be constantly meddlin. Now, your women waiters are quite different, continued he; they only try for the useful, and not for the helegant. Theres no flash bout them. If they see a things under your nose, they let you reach it, and dont bring a dish thats steady on the table round at your back to tremble on their ands under your nose. Besides, added your Master, you never see a bosky Batsay waiter, which is more than can be said of all dog uns.

But you surely couldnt expect ladies to be waited upon by women, Mr. Jorrocks, exclaimed his astonished hostess.

I would though, replied our Master, firmly, with a jerk of his head I would though  Id not only ave them waited upon by women, but Id have them served by women i the shops, stead o those nasty dandified, counter-skippin Jackanapess, wot set up their himperences in a way that makes one long to kick em.

Hows that, Mr. Jorrocks? asked the lady with a smile, at his ignorance.

Ows that, mum? repeated our MasterOws that? Why, by makin you run the gauntlet of praps a double row o these poopies, one holloain out Wot shall I show you to-day, mum? Another, Now, mum! French merino embroidered robes! A third, Paisley and French wove shawls, mum! or Russian sables! chinchillas! hermines! or Wots the next harticle, mum? as if a womans  I beg pardon  a ladys wants were never to be satisfied  Oh dear, and with Christmas a comin on, shuddered Mr. Jorrocks, with upraised hands; wot a lot o squabbles and contentions ill shortly be let loose upon the world  bonnets, ribbons, sarsnets, bombazeens, things that the poor paymasters expected ad come out of the ouse money, or been paid for long ago.

While Mr. Jorrocks was monopolising the attention of the company by the foregoing domestic lector as it may be called, the denounced domestics were clearing away the sweets, and replacing them with a dish of red herrings, and a very strong-smelling, brown soapey-looking cheese.

Our Master, notwithstanding his efforts, being still in arrear with his appetite, thought to fill up the chinks, as he calls it, with cheese, so he took a liberal supply as the plate came round  nearly the half of it in fact.

He very soon found out his mistake. It was strong, and salt, and leathery, very unlike what Paxton and Whitfield supplied him with.

Good cheese! Mr. Jorrocks, exclaimed his host, up the table; good cheese, eh?

Humph! grunted our Master, munching languidly at it.

Excellent cheese, dont you think so, Mr. Jorrocks? asked his host, boldly.

C-h-i-e-l-dren, drawled our Master, pushing away his unfinished plate, would eat any q-u-a-a-n-tity of it.

The clearing of the table helped to conceal the ill-suppressed titter of the company.

And now with the dessert came an influx of little Muleygrubs, who had long been on guard in the passage intercepting the return viands, much to the nurses annoyance, lest they should stain their red-ribboned white frocks, or disorder their well-plastered hair. The first glare of light being out of their eyes, they proceed to distribute themselves according to their respective notions of good-natured faces; Magdalene Margery going to Mrs. Slowan, Leonora Lucretia to Miss De Green, and Victoria Jemima to Mr. Jorrocks, who forthwith begins handling her as he would a hound.

And ow old are you, Sir? asks he, mistaking her sex.

Thats a girl, explained Mrs. Muleygrubs; say four, my dear.

Mr. Jorrocks Charmin child! (aloud to himself) little bore.

And wot do they call you, my little dear? asked he; Gravity, Notable, Habigail, Mischief, praps? added he, running over the names of some of his lady hounds.

No: Victoria, Victoria, what? asked mamma.

Victoria Jemima, lisped the child.

Ah, Wictoria Jemima, repeated Mr. Jorrocks. Wictoria Jemima  Wictoria arter the Queen, I presume; Jemima arter who? arter mamma, I des say.

Mrs. Muleygrubs smiled assent.

Werry purty names both on em, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

And ow many pinches did the nus give your cheeks to make them this pretty pink? asks our Master, making a long arm at the figs.

Thre-e-e, drawled the child.

Hash! nonsense! frowned Mrs. Muleygrubs, holding up a forefinger.

She d-i-i-i-d! whined the child, to the convulsion of the company.

No, no, no, responded Mrs. Muleygrubs, with an ominous shake of the head, and trying to direct her attention to a dish of sticky sweets that were just placed within reach.

How many children have you, Mr. Jorrocks? now asked the lady thinking to pay him off for some of his gaucheries.

Ow many chi-e-l-dren ave I, mum, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, thoughtfully. Ow many chi-e-l-dren ave I. Legally speakin, mum, none. Chi-e-l-dren, continued our Master, dry-shaving his stubbly chin, are certain cares, but werry uncertain comforts, as my old mother siad when I hupset her snuff-box into the soup.

Oh dear, Im afraid youve been a sad mischievous boy, Mr. Jorrocks, observed the lady, motioning Stiffneck to put the almond-backed spongecake rabbit straight on the table.

Poopeys and buoys never good for nothin unless they are Opes yours are well found that way?

The enquiry was lost upon the lady, who was now in a state of desperate tribulation at seeing Stiffneck secundus bent on placing a second course sweet on the table instead of the dessert dish. A significant cough, and a slight inclination of the head drew Stiffnecks attention to the mistake, and our hostess has at length the satisfaction of seeing all things in their right places. Apples, pears, foreign grapes, all sorts of unwholesome fruit, having been duly handed round, the wine next set out on its travels; and Mr. Jorrocks, who had looked in vain for a water-biscuit, again turned his attention to the now lip-licking child.

Well, my little dear, said he, stroking down her head, and then tempting her to rise to a piece of sponge-cake held above her nose, well, my little dear, repeated he, giving her it, do you like barley-sugar?

Yeth, and thugar candy, lisped the child.

Mr. Jorrocks Ah, sugar candy; sugar candys grand stuff. I sell sugar candy.

Victoria Jemima (in amazement). Thell thugar candy! I thought you were a gempleman!

Mr. Jorrocks A commercial genleman, my dear.

Victoria Jemima Not a great gempleman like Pa?

Mr. Jorrocks (with humility) No; not a great gempleman like Pa. Hes a Peerage man, Im only a Post Hoffice Directory one, Mr. Jorrocks looking slyly at his host as he said it. Howsomever, never mind, continued our Master, helping himself liberally as the fleet of bottles again anchored before him, Howsomever, never mind, when you comes to see me at Andley Cross, Ill give you a pund o sugar candy, and show you my ounds, added he, passing the bottles.

And the bear! exclaimed the delighted child.

Bear, my dear! Ive no bear, replied Mr Jorrocks soberly.

Mrs. Muleygrubs (with a frown, and a fore-finger held up as before) Hush, Victoria Jemima! dont talk nonsense.

Victoria Jemima (pouting) W-a-l-e m-a-a-r, you know you said Mr. Jonnocks was next door to a bear.

Mrs. Muleygrubs, whose quick apprehension saw the mischief her daughter was drawing up to, cannoned a smiling glance at Mrs. Slowan off on Miss De Green on the opposite side of the table, and rose, vowing as she drove the party out before her, that one ought never to say any thing before children.


CHAPTER XL. THE TWO PROFESSORS.
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THE LADIES BEING gone, the usual inquiries of Are you warm enough here, sir? Wont you take an arm-chair? Do you feel the door? having been made and responded to, the party closed up towards Mr. Muleygrubs, who now assumed the top of the table, each man sticking out his legs, or hanging an arm over the back of his chair, as suited his ease and convenience. Mr. Jorrocks being the stranger, the politeness of the party was directed to him.

Been in this part of the country before, sir? inquired Professor Girdlestone, cornering his chair towards Professor Jorrocks.

In course Iave, replied Mr. Jorrocks; Iunts the country, and am in all parts of it at times  ven I goes out of a mornin I doesnt know where I may be afore night.

Indeed! exclaimed the professor. Delightful occupation! continued he: what opportunities you have of surveying nature in all her moods, and admiring her hidden charms! Did you ever observe the extraordinary formation of the hanging rocks about a mile and a half to the east of this? The

I ran a fox into them werry rocks, I do believe, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up. We found at Haddington Steep, and ran through Nosterley Firs, Crampton Haws, and Fitchin Park, where we had a short check, owin to the stain o deer, but I hit off the scent outside, like a workman as I am, and we ran straight down to these werry rocks, when all of a sudden th ounds threw up, and I was certain he had got among em. Vell, I gets a spade and a tarrier, and I digs, and digs, and houks as my Scotch untsman calls it till near night, th ounds got starved, th osses got cold, and I got the rheumatis, but, howsomever, we could make nothin of him; but I

Then you would see the geological formation of the whole thing, interposed the professor. The carboniferous series is extraordinarily developed. Indeed I know of nothing to compare with it, except the Bristol coal-field, on the banks of the Avon. There the dolomitic conglomerate, a rock of an age intermediate between the carboniferous series and the lias, rests on the truncated edges of the coal and mountain limestone, and contains rolled and angular fragments of the latter, in which are seen the characteristic mountain limestone fossils. The geological formation

Oh, I doesnt know nothin about the geo-nothin formation o the thing, interposed Mr. Jorrocks hastily, nor does I care; I minds the top was soft enough, as most tops are, but it got confounded ard lower down, and we broke a pick-axe, a shovel, and two spades afore we were done, for though in a general way Im as indifferent bout blood as any one, seein that a fox well fund we me is a fox as good as killed, and there is not never no fear o my ounds bein out o blood, for though I says it, who praps shouldnt, theres no better untsman than I am, but someow this begger had riled me uncommon, avin most pertinaciously refused to brik at the end o the cover I wanted, and then took me a dance hup the werry steepest part o Higham Hill, stead o sailing plisantly away over Somerby water meadows, and so on to the plantations at Squerries

Thats the very place Ive been cudgelling my brains the whole of this blessed day to remember, exclaimed the Professor, flourishing his napkin. Thats the very place Ive been cudgelling my brains the whole of this blessed day to remember. A mile and a half to the east of Squerries  no, south-east of Squerries, is a spring of carbonic acid gas, an elastic fluid that has the property of decomposing many of the hardest rocks with which it comes in contact, particularly that numerous class in whose composition felspar is an ingredient, it renders the oxide of iron soluble in water, and contributes to the solution of calcareous matter; I

You dont say so! interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, I wish Id ad a bucket on it wi me, for I really believe I should ha got the fox, for though I holds with Beckford, that ounds ave no great happetite for foxes longer nor theyre hangry with em, yet in a houk, as we expects each dig to be the last, one forgets while ones own hangers risin, that theirs is coolin, and though we worked as if we were borin for a spring

Thats very strange! now interrupted Mr. Marmaduke, who had been listening attentively all the time, anxious to get a word in sideways. Thats very strange! Old Tommy Roadnight came to me one morning for a summons against Willy Udal for that very thing. He would have it that Willy had bored the rock to draw the water from his well. Now I as a justice of the peace of our sovereign lady the Queen  perhaps you are not in the Commission of the Peace, are you, Mr. Jorrocks? inquired Mr. Muleygrubs again.

Not I, replied Mr. Jorrocks, carelessly.

Well, never mind, perhaps you may get in some day or other, observed the consoling justice; but as I was saying, I as a county magistrate, with the immense responsibility of the due administration of the laws, tempered always with mercy, without which legislation is intolerant and jurisprudence futile,  I, I say, did not feel justified in issuing my summons under my hand and seal for the attendance of the said William Udal, at the suit of the said Thomas Roadnight, without some better evidence than the conjecture of the said William, besides, perhaps, you are not aware that the trespass act, as it is termed, should rather be called the wilful damage act, for the J. P. has to adjudicate more on the damage actually sustained by the trespass, than on the trespass itself, indeed without damage there would seem to be no trespass, therefore I felt unless the said Thomas Roadnight could prove that the said William Udal really and truly drew off the said water

Con-found your water! interrupted Mr. Jorrocks; give us the wine, and lets have a toast: wot say you to fox-unting?

With all my heart, replied Mr. Muleygrubs, looking very indignant, at the same time helping himself and passing the decanters. Upon my word, resumed he, the man who administers justice fairly and impartially has no easy time of it, and were it not for the great regard I have for the Lord-Lieutenant and my unbounded loyalty to the Queen, I think I should cease acting altogether.

Do, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks eagerly, and take to unting instead,  make you an honorary member of my unt,  far finer sport than sittin in a ot shop with your at on; Better to rove in fields for ealth unbought, Than fee the Doctor for a nauseous draught.

Mr. Muleygrubs did not deign a reply.

The wine circulated languidly, and Mr. Jorrocks in vain tried to get up a conversation on hunting. The professor always started his stones or Mr. Muleygrubs his law, varied by an occasional snore from Mr. Slowan, who had to be nudged by Jones every time the bottle went round. Thus they battled on for about an hour.

Would you like any more wine? at length inquired Mr. Muleygrubs, with a motion of rising.

Not any more Im obleged to you, replied the obsequious Mr. Jacob Jones, who was angling for the chaplaincy of Mr. Marmadukes approaching shrievalty.

Just another bottle! rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, encouragingly.

Take a glass of claret, replied Mr. Muleygrubs, handing the jug to our Master.

Rayther not, thank ye, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not the stuff for me.  By the way now, I should think, continued Mr. Jorrocks, with an air of sudden enlightenment, that some of those old ancient hancestors o yours have been found o claret.

Why so? replied Mr. Muleygrubs, pertly.

Doesnt know, replied Mr. Jorrocks, musingly, but I never hears your name mentioned without thinking o small claret. But come, lets have another bottle o black strap  its good strap  sound and strong  got wot I calls a good grip o the gob.

Well, said Mr. Muleygrubs, getting up and ringing the bell, if you must, you must, but I should think you have had enough.

Port Wine! exclaimed he, with the air of a man with a dozen set out, to his figure footman as he answered the bell.

Yes, sir, said the boy, retiring for the same.

Letter from the Secretary of State for the HOME Department, exclaimed Stiffneck, re-entering and presenting Mr. Muleygrubs with a long official letter on a large silver tray.

Confound the Secretary of State for the HOME Department! muttered Mr. Muleygrubs, pretending to break a seal as he hurried out of the room.

Thats a rouse! (ruse,) exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, putting his forefinger to his nose, and winking at Mr. De Green gone to the cellar.

Queer fellow, Muleygrubs, observed Mr. De Green.

What a dinner it was! exclaimed Mr. Slowan.

Ungry as when I sat down, remarked Mr. Jorrocks.

All flash, rejoined Professor Girdlestone.

I pity his wife, observed Jacob Jones, they say he licks her like fun.

Little savage, rejoined mr. Jorrocks, should like to make a drag of him for my ounds.

The footboy at length appeared bringing the replenished decanter. Mr. Muleygrubs returned just as the lad left the room.

Having resumed his seat, Mr. Jorrocks rose and with great gravity addressed him as follows: Sir, in your absence we have ad the plissur o drinkin your werry good ealth, coupled with the expression of an ope that the illustrious ouse of Muleygrubs may long flourish in these your ancestral and baronial alls, a sentiment so neat and so far from the truth as to draw down the mirth-concealing applause of the party.

Mr. Jorrocks and gentlemen, said Mr. Muleygrubs, rising after a proper lapse of time, and holding a brimmer of wine in his hand, Mr. Jorrocks and gentlemen, repeated he, if any thing can compensate a public man for the faithful performance of an arduous and difficult office  increased by the prolixity of the laws and the redundancy of the statute-book, it is the applause of upright and intelligent men like your-selves (hear, hear). He who would administer the laws faithfully and impartially, needs the hinward harmour of an approving conscience, with the houtward support of public happrobation (hear, hear). I firmly believe the liberal portion of the unpaid magistracy of England are deserving of every encomium the world can bestow. Zealous in their duties, patient in their inquiries, impartial in their judgments, and inflexible in their decisions, they form a bulwark round the throne, more national and more noble than the coronetted spawn of a mushroom haristocracy.

Mr. M. waited for applause, which, however, did not come. He then proceeded:  

I feel convinced there is not a man in the commission who would not prefer the tranquillity of private life to the lofty heminence of magisterial dignities, but there is a feeling deeply implanted in the breasts of English gentlemen which forbids the consideration of private ease when a nations wants have been expressed through the medium of a beloved Sovereigns wishes,  England expects that every man will do his duty! continued Mr. Muleygrubs, raising his voice and throwing out his right arm.

Bravo, Grubs! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; you speak like Cicero! an encomium that drew forth the ill-suppressed mirth of the party, and cut the orator short in his discourse.

Gentlemen, said Mr. Muleygrubs, looking very indignantly at Mr. Jorrocks, I thank you for the honour you have done me in drinking my health, and beg to drink all yours in return.

And ows the Secretary o State for the Ome Department? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, with a malicious grin, after Mr. Muleygrubs had subsided into his seat.

Oh, it was merely a business letter  official! A Fitzroyer in fact.

Ah! said Mr. Jorrocks, thats the gent to whom were so much indebted for reformin our street cabs. A real piece o useful legislation that, for the most hexperienced man in London could never tell what a cab would cost. Mr. Jorrocks then proceeded to compare the different expense of town transit, and, with the subject apparently well in hand, was suddenly done out of it by the stone-professor on his mentioning the subject of water-carriage.

If geologists are right in their conjecture, cut in the professor, that this country has been drained by large rivers, which were inhabited by gigantic oviparous reptiles, both bivorous and carnivorous, and small insectivorous mammifera, one may naturally conclude that out-of-doors gentlemen like you will often meet with rare specimens of animal antiquity.

No, we dont, retorted our Master snappishly. When a mans cuttin across country for ard life, hes got summit else to do than look out for mammas. Thats ow chaps brick their necks, added he.

True, jerked in Mr. Muleygrubs. Then comes the coroners inquest, the jury, the finding, and the deodand, observed the host. I regard the office of coroner as one of the bulwarks of the constitution. It was formerly held in great esteem, and none could hold it under the degree of knight, third of Edward the First, chapter ten, I think; and by the fourteenth of Edward the Third, if I recollect right, chapter eight, no coroner could be chosen unless he had land in fee sufficient in the same county, whereof he might answer to all manner of people. My ancestor, Sir Jonathan Muleygrubs, whose portrait you see up there, pointing to a bluff Harry-the-Eighth-looking gentleman in a buff jerkin, with a red-lined basket-handled sword at his side, held it for many years. He was the founder of our family, and

Then, lets drink his ealth, interposed Mr. Jorrocks, finding the wine did not circulate half as fast as he could wish. A werry capital cock, and every way worthy of his line; saying which he seized the decanter, and filled himself a bumper. I wish hed been alive, Id have made him a member of our unt; and whos that old screw with the beard? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to the portrait next Sir Jonathan, a Roman senator-looking gentleman, wrapped in a loose pink and white robe.

That, said Mr. Muleygrubs, is my great-grandfather, an alderman of London and a member of Parliament for Tewkesbury.

I thought you said it was Shakespeare, observed Mr. Jones, somewhat dryly.

Well, said Mr. Jorrocks, knowingly, thats no reason why it should not be his great-grandfather too; I should say our osts werry like Shakespeare, partiklar about the ead  and, if I recollects right, Shakespeare said summut about justices o the peace too.

Tea and coffee wait your pleasure in the drawing-room, observed the stiff-necked footman, opening the door and entering the apartment in great state.

Cuss your tea and coffee! muttered Mr. Jorrocks, buzzing the bottle. Havent had half a drink; Heres good sport for to-morrow said he, sipping his wine. You unt with us, in course, observed he to the professor.

Oh, indeed, no, said Professor Girdlestone, that is quite out of my line; I am engaged to meet Mr. Lovel Lightfoot, the eminent geologist, to examine the tertiary strata of

Well, then, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, all Ive got to say is, if you meet the fox, dont ead him; saying which he drained his glass, threw down his napkin, and strutted out of the room, muttering something about justices, jackasses, and fossil fools.

Tea and coffee were enlivened by a collision between the footboys. Stiffneck with the tea-tray made a sudden wheel upon No. 2 with the coffee-tray, and about an equal number of cups and saucers were smashed. The crash was great, but Muleygrubs wrath was greater. Stupidest beggars that ever were seen  deserve a month a-piece on the treadmill!

Weary of state without the machinery of state, Mr. Jorrocks gladly took his chamber-candle to retire to his twopenny head and farthing tail.


CHAPTER XLI. ANOTHER CATASTROPHE.
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NO REPROVING NIGHTMARE censured Mr. Jorrocks for over-night indulgence, and he awoke without the symptoms of a headache. His top-boots had got the mud washed off, and his red coat and drab shags stood invitingly at the bed-foot. He was soon in them and downstairs. The active magistrate was before him, however, and they met in the baronial hall.

Mr. Muleygrubs costume was very striking. A little brown coat with filagree buttons, red waistcoat, white mole-skins, and Wellington boots with wash-leather knee-caps. His Britannia-metal-looking spurs, with patent leather straps were buckled inside. A large breast-pin representing Justice with her scales, secured the ends of a red-striped white neckcloth.

Good morning, Mr. Jorrocks! exclaimed our J. P., with extended hand; I fear youve not slept well, you are down so early; hope the bed was comfortable, best in the house, barring

O, quite comfey, thank ye, replied Mr. Jorrocks; only I have had as much of it as I want, and thought Id have a turn round your place afore breakfast. It seems a werry fine mornin.

Beautiful morning, replied Mr. Marmaduke. There is a freshness in the mornin hair, And life, what bloated ease can never ope to share; replied Mr. Jorrocks. Lets have a look at your stud.

They then got their hats. First they went to the stable, then to the cow-bier, next to the pig-sty, and looked into the hen-house.

You havent a peacock, have ye? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

No, replied Mr. Muleygrubs.

Wonders at that  finest birds possible; my Junks is as wise as most Christians. A peacock on each of those towers would look noble, observed Mr. Jorrocks, turning to the castle as they sauntered along the garden.

Two or three men in blue trousers were digging away; but a garden in winter being an uninteresting object, Mr. Muleygrubs merely passed through it (by the longest way, of course), and striking into a gravel walk by the side of a sluggish stream, made a détour, and got upon the carriage-road. Here they suddenly came upon two mechanic-looking men in white aprons and paper caps.

Holloa, there, you sirs! where are you going? exclaimed Mr. Muleygrubs.

Poor men out of work, sir, replied the foremost, touching his cap. Weavers, your honour  been out of work all the winter.

Poor fellows! said Mr. Muleygrubs, soothingly.

True, I assure you, your honour, rejoined the other. My comrades wifes just lying-in of her tenth child, and Ive a wife and six bairns all lying ill of the fever.

Poor fellows! repeated Muleygrubs again. You dont look like common beggars  S. Vs., sturdy vagrants  I. R. incorrigible rogues.

Necessitys driv us to it, yer honour  never begged afore.

Youd work if you could get it, I dare say, continued the J. P., in the same consoling strain.

Oh, that we would, yer honour! exclaimed both. Mr. Muleygrubs smiled, for he had them.

Come along, then, said he, leading the way to a heap of stones by the side of the carriage-road. Now, said he, slowly and solemnly, mark what I say. I am a justice of the peace of our sovereign lady the Queen, charged with the preservation of the peace and the execution of the laws of this great kingdom  hem! (The men looked blank.) There is a hact called the Vagrant Hact, continued Mr. Muleygrubs, which declares that all persons who, being able to work and thereby maintain themselves and their families, shall wilfully refuse or neglect so to do, shall be deemed rogues and vagabonds, within the true intent and meaning of the hact, and may be committed to hard labour in the house of correction  hem!  Now, gentlemen, said he, there are two heaps of stones, hard and soft, you are both out of work  there are two hammers, and when you have broken those stones, my bailiff will measure them off and pay you for them, and thus you will get employment, and save a trip to the mill. Take the hammers and set to work.



Down upon them, I think, chuckled Mr. Muleygrubs to Mr. Jorrocks, as they returned to the house. Thats one of the few pulls we magistrates have  I keep my avenue in repair and my walks weeded by the vagrants.

But not for nothin? observed Mr. Jorrocks, inquiringly.

Oh, yes  they never work long  generally sneak off at the end of an hour or two, forfeiting what theyve done. All these heaps, pointing to sundry heaps of stones among the trees, have been broken by beggars. Shall be able to sell some to the surveyors this year. Working beggars, and employing the new police about ones place occasionally are really the only pulls we justices have.

Dress the poliss up as flunkeys, I spose, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Just so, replied Mr. Muleygrubs, or work them in the garden. Its by far the best way of disposing of the force, continued Mr. Muleygrubs; for you see, in a thinly populated district, where each man has a considerable range, you never know where to lay hands on a policeman; whereas, about here, they know they have only to send to his worships to get one directly.

No doubt it is, replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding, aloud to himself, as the bearings of the case crossed his mind, and the best thing for the thief too. Wonders now if the beggar would let one make earth-stoppers on them  stop the thief o the world.

In the present instance the police were not of much avail, for the weavers, having seen the justice into his castle, pocketed the hammerheads and cut their sticks.

Among the group who stood in the baronial hall waiting Mr. Muleygrubs return was Mr. Macpherson, the wily churchwarden of the neighbouring parish. Taken the liberty of calling upon you to request your countenance to a subscription for repairing our organ, said he.

Confound your subscriptions! interrupted the justice my hands never out of my pocket. Why do you all come to me?

We always go to the people of the first consequence first, replied the churchwarden, in a tone more directed to Mr. Jorrocks than to Mr. Muleygrubs.

Very kind of you, replied he, satirically kind and considerate both.

The example of gentlemen in high stations has great influence, replied Mr. Macpherson.

Then why not go to Sir Harry Martin?

Because you are the largest landowner in the parish, replied the Scotchman, in the same talk-at-him tone as before.

This was a clencher  proclaimed in his own baronial hall, in the presence of Mr. Jorrocks, as the greatest man and largest landowner in the parish, was something.

Well, said he, with a relaxing brow, put me down for a couple of guineas.

Thank you kindly, replied Mr. Macpherson, taking a horn inkstand out of his pocket, and writing the name Marmaduke Muleygrubs, Esq., J. P., 2l.2s., at the head of the first column.

Youd like it put in the papers, I suppose? observed Mr. Macpherson.

Papers! to be sure! replied Mr. Muleygrubs. ruffled at the question; whats the use of my giving if it isnt put in the papers?

A Jew picture-dealer next claimed the justices ear. He had a kit-cat of a grim-visaged warrior, with a lace-collar, and his hand resting on a basket-handled sword.

Got a match for your dining-room por

Ill speak to you after! exclaimed Mr. Muleygrubs, hastily pushing the purveyor of ancestors aside, and drawing Mr. Jorrocks onward to the breakfast-room.

There was a great spread in the way of breakfast, at least a great length of table down the room. A regiment of tea-cups occupied one end of the table, coffee-cups the other, and the cold game-pie was in the middle. Four loaves, two of white, and two of brown bread, guarded the corners, and there were two butter-boats and four plates of jelly and preserve.

Come, theres plenty to eat, at all ewents, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, as he advanced to greet Mrs. Muleygrubs, and give the little Muleygrubs the morning chuck under the chin. Spose youve a party comin this mornin, continued he, looking at the cups, and then pulling out his watch; five minutes to ten by Andley Cross, said he: ounds will be here in twenty minutes  Piggs werry punctual.

Mrs. Muleygrubs said, That being a county family, they wished to make themselves popular, and would give a public breakfast to the Hunt.

Mr. Jorrocks said, Nothin could be more proper.



Five minutes elapsed, and he looked again at his watch, observing, that the ounds would be there in a quarter of an hour.

Hadnt we better be doin, think ye? asked Mr. Jorrocks, impatiently, as Mr. Muleygrubs entered the room after his deal for the ancestor; ounds ll be here in no time.

I suppose theres no great hurry, observed Mr. Muleygrubs, carelessly.

Deed but there is, replied Mr. Jorrocks; punctuality is the purliteness o princes, and I doesnt like keepin people waitin.

Well, then, said Mr. Muleygrubs, well ring for the urn.



In it came, hissing, for the footmen wanted to be off to the Hunt.

Dry-toast, buttered-toast, muffins, twists, rolls, &c., were scattered down the table, and two stands of eggs flanked the cold game-pie in the centre.

There is no greater nuisance than making a feast and no one coming to eat it,  even Gog and old Magog complained when William the Fourth disappointed the guzzlers in Guildhall: Said Gog to old Magog, Why, fury and thunder! There surely is some unaccountable blunder, &c.

In vain Mr. Marmaduke played with his breakfast, and pretended to enjoy everything. His eye kept wandering to the window in hopes of seeing some one, even the most unwelcome of his friends, cast up. Still no one arrived, and the stiff-necked boy sat in the baronial hall without being summoned to open the doors. A group of children first ventured to enter the forbidden field in front of the Justices, emboldened by a mole-catcher, who was combining business with pleasure. A boy on a pony next arrived, and was the object of attention until two grooms appeared, and began to fuss about the stirrups, and rub their horses down with handkerchiefs. Presently more arrived; then came more ponies, then a few farmers, and at last a red-coat, to the delight of the youngsters, who eyed the wearer with the greatest reverence. Meanwhile Mr. Jorrocks worked away at his breakfast, first at the solids, then at the sweets, diversified with a draught at the fluids.

Four red-coated gentry came cantering into the field, smoking and chattering like magpies. Out rushed the figure footman to enlist them for the breakfast, but the hard-hearted mortals ask for cherry-brandy outside. Mr. Jorrocks looked at his watch, and the children raise a cry of Here they come! as James Pigg and Benjamin were seen rounding a belt of trees, with the hounds clustered at Piggs horses heels, while a Handley Cross helper on Mr. Jorrockss horse assisted to whip in. As they come towards the front, up goes the window, and Mrs. Muleygrubs and the children rush to the view.

Pleased with the sight, Mr. Muleygrubs desired the footboy to give the men a glass of claret a-piece.

Thank ye, no! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; Ill give them a Seidlitz pooder a-piece when they gets ome.

Do you love your huntsman, Mr. Jonnocks? asked Magdalene Margery, who was now a candidate for the great mans favour.

I loves everybody, more or less, my little dear, replied our Master, patting her plaistered head.

Well, but would you kith him? demanded Victoria Jemima.

Would you pay for his shoes? asked Albert Erasmus, who sported a new pair himself.

He wears bouts, my dear, replied our ready friend.

Do you hunt well, Mr. Jonnocks?  Are you a good hunter? asked Master Memnon.

Capital, my dear!  Best in England! replied our Master.

Why dont you shoot the fox, Mr. Jonnocks? now demanded Darius, astonished at the size and number of the pack. P-a-a-r shoots the fox, added he, in a loud tone of confident superiority.

Nonsense, Darius! nothin of the sort! exclaimed the guilty Muleygrubs.

You d-o-o-o, drawled Darius, eyeing his parent with a reproving scowl.

Hush! you foolish boy! stamped Marmaduke, looking as if he would eat him.

Be bund to say he does, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, aloud to himself, with a knowing jerk of his head.

Bless us! what a many dogs you have! exclaimed Mr. Muleygrubs, anxious to turn the conversation.

Ounds! if you please, replied our Master.

Well, hounds! aspirated Mr. Muleygrubs, as if correcting Mr. Jorrockss pronunciation: Is it possible you know all their names?

Quite possible, replied Mr. Jorrocks, making for the window that had just been opened.

Giving one of his well-known shrill gallery whistles, the pack caught sight of their master, and breaking away, dash through the windows, demolishing the glass, upsetting the children, and seizing all the dainties left on the breakfast-table of Cockolorum Castle.

Mr. Muleygrubs was knocked under the table, Mrs. Mul eygrubs and all the little Muleygrubs hurried out, and the stiff-necked foot-boy had a chase after Priestess, who ran off with the cold rein-deer tongue. Three or four hounds worried the pie, and Ravager  steady old Ravager  charged through the coffee-cups to get at the rolls. Altogether, there was a terrible crash.

Mr. Jorrocks bolted out of the window, and, by dint of whooping and holloaing, aided by the foot-boys endeavours, succeeded in drawing off the delinquents, and sending Ben in for his cap, desired him to apologise for not returning to bid his hostess adieu, on the plea that the hounds would be sure to follow him.

The commotion was not confined to the house, and Ethelred the gardeners nerves were so shook, that he forgot where to enlarge the bag fox, which he did so clumsily, that the animal, as if in revenge, made straight for his garden, followed by Jorrocks, and the whole train-band bold, who made desperate havoc among the broccoli and winter cabbages. The poor, confused, half-smothered brute took refuge up the flue, from whence being at length ejected, our indifferent man about blood celebrated his obsequies with ten miles straight on end honours. He then made a show of drawing again but as P-a-a-r shoots the fox, we need not state the result.
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CHAPTER XLII. THE GREAT MR. PRETTYFAT.
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MR. JORROCKSS INTRODUCTION to the old customer originated in a very bumptious, wide-margined letter from the great Mr. Prettyfat, deputy surveyor of the wretched forest of Pinch-me-near. Luckily it was a royal forest, for it would have ruined any one else. It had long been administered by Mr. Prettyfat, formerly butler to the great Lord Foliage, when that nobleman was at the head of the Woods and Forests; and twenty years had not diminished the stock of ignorance with which Prettyfat entered upon the duties of his office. He had, however, forgotten all about napkins, and was now a most important stately stomached personage, with royal buttons on a bright blue coat. It was always her Majesty and I, or, I will consult with her Majestys Ministers, or my Lords Commissioners of her Majestys Treasury, and I think there should be a new hinge to the low gate, or, the Secretary of the Treasury and I differ about cutting down the shaken oaks on the North-est Dean, as I think they will recover. Indeed, he would sometimes darkly hint that her Majesty was likely to pay him a visit to inspect his Cochin China and Dorking fowls, for which he was justly famous.

Now the foxes, with their usual want of manners, had presumed upon the Royal forest poultry, and though Prettyfat had succeeded in trapping a good many of them, there was one audacious old varmint that seemed proof, as well against steel, as against the more deadly contents of his blunderbuss barrels. Prettyfat could neither catch him nor hit him. The oftener he blazed at him, the more impudent the fox seemed to become, and the greater pleasure he seemed to take in destruction, generally killing half-a-dozen more fowls than he carried away. Prettyfat then tried poison, but only succeeded in killing his own cat. At length he was fairly at his wits end. In this dilemma, it occurred to him that Jorrocks was the proper person to apply to, and hearing that he was a grocer in the city, who took a subscription to his hounds in the country, he concluded Jorrocks was a better sort of rat-catcher, who they might employ by the day, month, or year, so with the usual contempt of low people for those who make money, he concocted the following foolscapped sheet of impertinence, which he directed On her Majestys service, and sealed, with royal butter-pat sized arms:  

Pinch-me-near Forest House.

Sir,

I am directed by the Right Honourable the Commissioner in charge of her Majestys Woods and Forests to desire that you will inform me, for the information of the Right Honourable the Lords Commissioners of her Majestys Treasury, what you will undertake to exterminate the foxes in the Royal Forest of Pinch-me-near for? Their ravages have been very detrimental to the growth of naval timber, for which purpose alone these royal properties are retained.

You will, therefore, please to inform me,  

Ist. What you will undertake to keep the foxes down for by the year;

2ndly. What you will undertake to catch them at per head. So that the Right Honourable the Commissioner in charge of her Majestys Woods and Forests may be enabled to give the Right Honourable the Lords Commissioners of her Majestys Treasury their choice as to the mode of proceeding.

I am, Sir,

Your most obedient Servant,

John Prettyfat,

Deputy Surveyor.

To Mr. Jorrocks,

Handley Cross Spa.

To which Mr. Jorrocks, after a little inquiry, replied as follows:  

Diana Lodge, Handley Cross

Dear Prettyfat,

Yours to hand, and note the contents. I shall be most appy to do my possible in the way of punishin the foxes without any bother with your peerage swells, who would only waste the season, and a great deal of good letter paper in needless correspondence. Lifes too short to enter into a correspondence with a great official; but as they tells me it is a most frightful beggarly sort o country, to which none of the water-drinkers here would go, I must just dust the foxes jackets with a short pack on bye days, which will enable me to begin as soon as ever you like in a mornin, which arter all is said and done, is the real time for makin them cry Capevi! I does it all for the love o the thing, but if there are any earths, I shall be obliged by your stoppin them. Dont stop em in mind, or Ill have to inform the Right Honourable the Commissioner in charge of her Majestys Woods and Forests, for the information of the Right Honourable the Lords Commissioners of her Majestys Treasury. So no more at present from

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks.

To John Prettyfat, Esq.,

Deputy Surveyor,

Pinch-me-near Forest House.

And there we will leave Mr. Prettyfat for the present, in order to introduce another gentleman.


CHAPTER XLIII. M.F.H. BUGGINSON.
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NOW, MR. JORROCKSS bagman, Bugginson, or representative, as he calls himself, had, since his masters elevation to the fox-hunting throne, affected the sportsman a good deal, dressing in cut-away coats, corduroy trousers, and sometimes even going so far as gosling-green cords and very dark tops, and talking about our ounds, our country, and so on, and this great swell strayed incautiously, at half-cock (for it was after luncheon), into Mr. Chaffeys repository at Muddlesworth, in company with a couple of local swells, when, as bad luck would have it, the worthy auctioneer was dispersing the splendid hunting establishment of Sir Guy Spanker, under a writ of execution from the Sheriff of Fleetshire. He had got through the valuable collection of screws, and was just putting up the first lot of hounds, ten couple of dogs, in the usual flourishing style of the brotherhood beginning at an outrageous price, and gradually getting down-stairs to a moderate one, when booted Bugginson and Co. entered.

What will any genleman give for this superb lot of hounds? demanded Chaffey, throwing his voice towards Bugginson, what will any genleman give for this superb lot of hounds, unmatched and unmatchable?

Doubt that, winked Bugginson to Jim Breeze, one of his chums, intimating that he thought theirs were better.

What will any genleman give! repeated the auctioneer, flourishing his little hammer, five underd guineas  will any genleman give five underd guineas for them? asked he hastily, as if expecting them to be snapped up in a moment.

Four underd guineas!

Three underd guineas!

Two underd guineas!

One underd guineas!

Will any genleman give a underd guineas for this splendid lot of dog-hounds  the fleetest, the stoutest, the gamest hounds in England! No genleman give one underd guineas for them! exclaimed he, in a tone of reproach. Then apparently recovering his mortification, he proceeded,

Fifty guineas!

Forty guineas!

Thirty!

Ten! Will any genleman give ten guineas? inquired he.

Shillings! exclaimed Bugginson, knowingly, knocking off the end of his cigar.

Thanke, sir! exclaimed the auctioneer, glad of an offer.

Bugginson felt foolish. He wished he hadnt  still he thought there was no chance of their going for that. Chaffey hurried on.

Ten shillings is only bid!  any advance on ten shillins?  going for ten shillins  any body give more than ten shillins! cant dwell! must be sold  only ten shillins bid  third and last time for ten shillins, goin (tap), gone.

Going (tap), gone! Ominous words! What a thrill they send through ones frame. Going (tap), gone. Oh, dear, who shall describe the feelings of poor swaggering Bugginson thus let in for ten couple of hungry-looking hounds  four or five and twenty inch dogs!  Bugginson, who had never had to do with a dog of any sort in his life, suddenly becoming the owner of a pack of hounds  an M.F.H. like his master. M.F.H. Bugginson presents his compliments to M.F.H. Jorrocks, &c.

Deuced cheap, dog cheap! exclaimed his now exalted companions.

Very, simpered Bugginson, wishing he was well out of them.

Where to, yeroner? now demanded a ragged Irishman, who had seized the great bunch of dogs from the man of the yard as they came from the rostrum.

Stop, muttered the man of the yard, the genleman ill be buyin some more.

Will he, thought Bugginson, eyeing the unruly lot pulling away in all directions, adding to himself, catch me at that game again.

Take them to the Salutation, said Bugginson pompously, and tell the ostler to put them into a stable.

Half a croon, yeroner! demanded the man.

Half a crown! retorted Bugginson, why I only gave ten shillins for the lot.

So much the better! Sure, then, yeroner can afford to pay me liberal and bountiful.

But half a crowns out of all reason, retorted Bugginson, angrily; why its not fifty yards, shortening the distance one half.

Raison or no raison, replied Pat, Ill not take them for less; and, Bugginson seeing, by the desperate rush some of the hounds made to get at a bunch of comrades now coming to the hammer, that he could do nothing with them himself, was obliged to submit to the extortionate demand.

Though Bugginson was too knowing a hand to exhibit symptoms of mortification at the mess his swagger had got him into, he was not to be persuaded into bidding for any more; and in vain Mr. Chaffey expatiated on the merits of the next lots, intimating his opinion that Bugginson ought at least to make up his twenty couple.

Bugginson simpered, chucked up his chin, haw-hawd, and thanked him, but was only making up his number; and having remained sufficiently long to look as if he was quite unconcerned, he repaired to his hotel, to take another look at the animals, which he thought of turning loose upon the town during the night, when an unfinished letter to his master  we beg pardon, his principal  stating who he had seen, who he had drawn, who he had been told was respectable, and who the reverse, caused him to alter his plans, and to add a P.S., saying he hoped Mr. Jorrocks would allow him to offer him a Christmas box, in the shape of ten couple of very fine fox-hounds, late the property of Sir Guy Spanker, Baronet, which he had had the good fortune to meet with, and which he would forward by the 9.30 A.M. luggage train, with directions to be passed on to the Lily-white Sand Line, by the 11.20.

Con-found all presents wot eat! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, on reading the announcement. Con-found all presents wot eat! repeated he, with a hearty slap of his thigh. At first he was half inclined to work the wires, and bid Bugginson keep them himself. On second thoughts, however, he recollected that rope was cheap enough, and as he was drawing some of his hounds rather fine (being desperately addicted to bye-days), with the Pinch-me-near proposal in hand, he thought they might be worth looking at, perhaps. Accordingly, he despatched Pigg to the station, who in due time arrived with what James called a cannyish lot o hunds, only they hadnt getten ne neames, names being a thing Bugginson never thought of asking for, or the Sheriff of Fleetshire of supplying. In truth, they looked better than they were; for, like most first lots at a sale, they were anything but the pick of the pack. There were skirters, mute runners, and noisy ones, besides a few worn-out old devils, that could evidently do nothing but eat. These Jorrocks condemned without a hearing, and so reduced the lot to eight couple. Mr. Jorrocks told Pigg they were a draft from the Quorn, with a good deal of the Trueman blood in them; and though James did say he was warned theyd be good for nout, or they wadnt ha parted with them at that time of year, still the announcement had a very favourable effect in ingratiating them in Piggs favour. Thus reinforced, Mr. Jorrocks ventured to broach the subject of another bye-day, against which Pigg had lately been protesting, vowing that Jorrocks would have both husses and hunds worked off their legs afore he knew where he was. To our masters surprise, Pigg didnt make any objection to the forest.

Wy, wy, sir, replied James, scratching his head and turning his quid, it winna be a bad place, ar dinna think.

Vot, you know it, do you? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Why now, ar canna say as how ar ken this forest, but ar kens what a forest is weal enough, and this ll be gay like arle others, ars warned.

All bog and bother, suggested Mr. Jorrocks.

Arle bog and bother, no! what should put that i yer head?

Mr. Jorrocks. They tell me this one is

Pigg. It winna be like wors, then. When canny ard Lambton hunted our country, arve been i Chopwell wiles, and the rides were jest like race-coourses.

Mr. Jorrocks (in astonishment).) You dont say so! Thatll be a well kept place, then, with great trees growin as they ought?

Pigg. Deil a bit! Deil a bit! The rides was arle they minded. The man o the woods gat the grass for his cows, and so he kept the rides varra canny. The woods was just like bad nursery grunds  nothin but switches. They tell me, continued Pigg, sin ar comed away, that theyve had the Marican reapin machine at work, mowin them down.

You dont say so! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, wot an age of impruvment this is!

Aye, continued Pigg, turning his quid, and now theyre gannin to growin a crop opea-sticks on the same grund.

I wish theyd grow faggot sticks, observed Mr. Jorrocks, for Batsey uses an uncommon lot lightin the fires; but owsomever, never mind, thats not the pint  the pint is, that well go to the forest, and take this new lot of ounds, and see wot theyre made on.

Wy, wy, replied Pigg, wy, wy, ars quite greeable.

Jest you and I, observed Jorrocks.; its no use takin Ben.

Deil a bit! replied Pigg, with disdain, deil a bit!

You on young Hyson, me on Arterxerxes, continued Mr. Jorrocks.

Yed better ride tother, replied Pigg; yere niver off tard husses back.

Do the great rumblin-stomached beggar good, replied Mr. Jorrocks; goes jest as if he ad a barrel o milk churnin in his inside.

Wy, wy, sir, replied Pigg, ye ken best; only, ye see, if ye brick him down, ye see yell not can git such another  not i these parts, at least.

Oh, never fear, replied Mr. Jorrocks, carelessly, there are as good fish in the sea as ever came out on it. No man need want a quad. long, wot ill pay for one, he continued, hustling the silver vigorously in his pantaloon pocket.

Wy, wy, sir, replied Pigg, ye ken best, ye ken best. Then well fix it so, and arll tak these new hunds i couples, and a few of our own to show them the way like.

Jest so, assented Mr. Jorrocks.

And so master and man parted.


CHAPTER XLIV. PINCH-ME-NEAR FOREST.
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AS IF MR. Jorrockss hunting appetite grew by what it fed upon, he passed a very restless, feverish night, dreaming of all sorts of hunting casualties, and greatly diturbing Mrs. Jorrockss repose by his evolutions. At length, thinking he was throwing down a stone wall, to pick up his fox, he set his feet against her with such force as sent her flying out of bed, and so finished the performance. Mrs. J. went off to Belindas room, and our master got up, though it was only five oclock. Early as he was, however, Pigg, who had not gone to bed at all, was before him, and when Mr. Jorrocks got down-stairs, he found him at a sumptuous breakfast with Batsey in the back kitchen. Setting Pigg off to the stable, Mr. Jorrocks took his place at the table, and rated Batsey soundly for encouraging a man of Piggs unsteady abits.

Batsey justified herself on the score of promoting her masters sport. Pigg, she was sure was nothin to her. She didnt want to be Mrs. Pigg. Not she, indeed! She could do better than that any day, she oped! Pigg, forsooth! and she bounced about, and banged the butter upon the muffins and toast, as if her feelings were outraged in the extreme. How the dispute might have ended is doubtful, for in the midst of it Batsey gave Mr. Jorrocks a kidney so hot off the fire, that he burnt his mouth, and as he danced about the kitchen floor, unable to retain it, yet unwilling to give it up, she took advantage of the opportunity and slipped quietly away, to have a cry in her own room. Our master then finished his breakfast with a blistered mouth, as best he could, and then followed Pigg to the stable.

It was so dark when Pigg gave Mr. Jorrocks his horse, that our master was obliged to feel along his back to his tail, to be sure that he hadnt got hold of Xerxes instead of Arterxerxes; for though if our friend had been selling him, he would have sworn that Xerxes was far the best of the two  finest oss wot ever was seen, in fact  yet an inconvenient jerk he had with his hind-quarters in his jumps, more than counter-balanced any little additional speed he had over Arterxerxes. It took Mr. Jorrocks more time to get shuffled back into his saddle after a leap on Xerxes, than Arterxerxes would have lost by his steady laborious plodding, to say nothing of the inconvenience of riding on a horses neck, instead of on his back. But to our story. Pigg, like a prudent man, had coupled the strange hounds with some of their own, or they would have been all over the town in no time. Master and man spurred briskly on, Jorrocks acting whipper-in, and Pigg yoicking and coaxing the hounds to him as best he could. They cleared the town, and got to the Whickenby Gate before the pike-man was up; and violent was the clattering, and dread the denunciations that Jorrocks hurled at his white cotton night-capped head, when at length he popped it out to inquire the cause of the row.

Our friends didnt get much use of the hard road for their money, for Pinch-me-near Forest being quite a back-slum sort of place, that nobody ever wanted to see, the roads all seemed to shun it, and it was only by very vague conjectures and speculative cuts that our friends managed to steer towards it at all. Not that the forest itself was worse than any of its Royal brethren; indeed, it was better than some, for Prettyfat neither stole the wood himself, nor knowingly suffered others to steal it, his being the easy do-nothing style of management, that let the trees grow if they liked, or if they didnt like, let them stand still and die, or be blown down and rot at their leisure. He made his reports regularly and fairly, and so long as he got as much money as paid his own salary and the wages of his labourers, he felt he fulfilled all the duties of a faithful servant of the Crown, and did all that a grateful nation could require.

A very rubicund sun at length began to struggle through the dull leaden clouds, gradually revealing hill and dale, fields, fences, and enclosures, the whole paraphernalia of a landscape, just like a childs puzzle-map getting put together.

Yous it! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks after a careful survey of the now developed scene. Yous it! repeated he, pointing with his ponderous whip towards a dark mass in the distance.

Ars warnd ye, ist, replied Pigg, replenishing his mouth with tobacco. Ars warnd ye ist. Its a gay bit off though.

Trot on! retorted Mr. Jorrocks anxiously, spurring Arterxerxes vehemently, an insult that the animal resented by a duck of his head and a hoist of his heels.

Bump, bump, trot, trot, squash, splash, swosh, they went through the open fields, over the commons and heaths of a wet, sterile, Pewitey country, which gradually got worse as they neared the stunted brushwood of the straggling forest. At length they came upon a nest of forest squatters, with their wretched mud cabins and rolling fences, by whom they were directed to a smart, well-hung green gate, with a cattle-gap on either side, as the commencement of Mr. Prettyfats inattentions. Some well-used horse trods, converging towards a gently rising hill on the right, from whence a curl of clear smoke was now rising, favoured the supposition that the representative of Royalty was not far off. Though the morning was in its pride, yet when our friends got to the front of the neat rose-entwined house,  the windows were as white as the rough cast walls  there were no signs of animation of any sort. The beggars not hup yet I do believe, observed Mr. Jorrocks, spurring the great splaw-footed Arterxerxes right on to the trimly shaven grass-plot in the centre of the carriage ring. Rising in his stirrups, and clearing his throat with a prolonged y-e-a-u-u-p! as he prepared his big whip for execution, he gave such a cannonade of a crack, as sounded through the house and reverberated in the forest.

Sink, but thats a good un! grinned Pigg, listening to the oft-repeated echoes.

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth, before, bang, went a lattice window up above, and a rival of the red-faced sun appeared beneath the night-capped head of the Deputy-surveyor.

What are you doin here? roared a stentorian voice.

Rum, ar say! rum! exclaimed Pigg, thinking he was asking what he would have to drink.

Doin ere! replied Mr. Jorrocks, whose ears had served him better. Doin ere! vy I be come to unt the foxes to be sure!

Hunt the foxes, retorted Prettyfat, indignantly Is this a time to come and hunt foxes  none but chimney-sweeps would disturb one at this hour.

Sink, gin yell had mar hus arll get off and fight im! exclaimed Pigg, furious at the comparison.

Hush! said Mr. Jorrocks, let me talk to im.

Vy, didnt I tell ye Id come hearly? asked our Master, rising in his stirrups and speaking in a conciliatory tone.

Come early, repeated Prettyfat, recollecting the wide margined official, come early, yes, but you dont call tramplin on a genlmans grass-plot comin early, do ye? You dont spect to find a fox there.

Hoot, thou ard feuil, whats thou grumblin bout thy grass plat for? demanded Pigg, in a tone of derision.

Treasonous, traitrous rogues, exclaimed Prettyfat. Ill hand you over to the law-officers of the Crown.

Lets off! ejaculated Jorrocks, catching Arterxerxes short round by the head Lets off!  Ive no relish for law, still less for hornamentin the top o Temple Bar with my ead; so saying our Master spurred through the pack, and treading on a couple of hounds, raised such a clamour as drowned the further observations of the Sylvan Viceroy. Down they dived into the wood again. They had not got very far before they met Prettyfats perspiring drab-turned-up-with-grease flunky, panting along with a pitchfork in his hand, who exclaimed, on seeing them Oh genlmen! genlmen! you should ha been here a bit sooner (puff), that tarnation fox has been at the (puff) poultry again.

You dont say so! grinned Mr. Jorrocks, pulling short up and standing erect in his stirrups. You dont say so! Show us the way on im, and Ill sarve im out. Off with the couples, Pigg, added he, turning to James, who was already on the ground disengaging the draft. Away they tear in all directions, howling and towling like mad. A shrill blast of the horn gets them into a smaller compass, and Mr. Jorrocks trots on preceded by the man, to show him he where last saw the fox. Old Ravager first drops his stern, feathers, but speaks not, when one of the new noisy ones immediately gives tongue, and the sage taking a fling in advance, gave something between a squeak and a note, which being immediately endorsed by the rest, they drive with an echoing crash into the thick of the forest. Now our friends misfortunes commence, for the further they get from the seat of government, the worse the riding becomes. Impervious thickets, through which hounds meuse, but horses can make no way, soon separate them from the pack, whose music falls fainter and fainter on the ear; our anxious Master pushes on, through the wet sterile sand, or slobby quagmires, impeded ever and anon by a fallen tree  in hopes that a favourable turn may again land him with the pack Dash my vig, says he, shortening his hold of Arterxerxes, who all but falls over a fern-concealed log Dash my vig, I wish I maynt brick my neck in this terrible desert  most outlandish place I ever was in.

It is a rum place, observed Pigg, doing the like.

Ark! where are they? asked Mr. Jorrocks, pulling short up, with his hand to his ear.

They seem arle oour, replied Pigg; wish these Quorn dogs may be quite what they oout.

Its the confounded hecho, observed Mr. Jorrocks, still listening attentively.

Ar tell ye, theyve divided, asserted Pigg.

Then turn them, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks.

Torn them thysel, retorted Pigg, dropping his elbows and starting off at a canter.

Now wheres the man goin to! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing his fast receding huntsman diving into the thicket Wots he a leavin me ere fore? continued he, feeling the desolation of his position. Wish I may ever find my way out, continued he, looking around on the grey unhealthy scene of stunted desolation.

Thinking to stick to Pigg, at all events, our master set Arterxerxes agoing again, and blobbed on in his deep, black imprints. Sorry work it was for old Arterxerxes, who was no great hand at going through deep. Jorrocks spurred him, and jagged him, and cropped him, and called him all the great lumberin henterprizeless beggars he could think of. In the excess of his energy  he overshot the mark, and kept right on, instead of turning short up a track on the left. The one he kept, from a uniformly rotten surface, now became alternately soft and hard, the water standing in the hollows like baths, and these, Arterxerxes, as if suspicious of treachery, commenced leaping, but possibly finding the trouble greater than he expected, he soon took to blundering through them, squirting the muddy water about in all directions. The forest still continued the same forlorn, unprosperous-looking place; where the wet stood, moss grey, aguish-looking trees were dying by the middle, while higher up, the oaks battled with the briars and other smothering rubbish. Our Master however was too busy to observe anything of the sort  all he knew was, that it was werry bad riding. The sound of the horn on the left first caused him to pause and ponder whether he was on the track of Pigg. There were footmarks, but not so fresh as his should be. Another unmistakable twang, and Mr. Jorrocks determined to alter his course. Where all was so bad, there was nothing to choose. Accordingly he swung Arterxerxes short round, and turned him up another rushy, waterlogged track, that seemed to lead in the direction of the horn. Desperately bad the riding was. The nature of the ground seemed to change, and from hop-pole-like ash and alder, to be stocked with nothing but stunted birch. The soil was black and peaty, with here and there the outline of a long-subsided drain.

Blow me tight, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, shortening his hold of his horse, I wish I maynt be gettin bogged, and scarcely were the words out of his mouth ere Arterxerxes floundered up to the shoulders in a moss hag, shooting our friend softly over his head on to his side.

W-o-a-y oss! W-o-a-a-y! roared our Master, now kicking on his back like a lively turtle, expecting to have the struggling animal a top of him every moment.

W-o-a-y oss! w-o-a-a-y! repeated Jorrocks, jerking himself off to the side. The horse beat and plunged, and groaned and heaved, still stemming the black slough of despond, until he got fairly through, when after standing a second or two to shake himself, he set off at an unprovoked trot, leaving our master in a most unhappy state of bewilderment as to how he should ever catch him, or get home without him.

Dash the beggar, groaned Jorrocks, as he saw him rolling his great hind quarters away in the distance Dash the beggar, but I wish I was a top on im, Id give im summut to run for, so saying, our Master gathered himself together, and skirting the moss hag, commenced the unpleasant performance of running in top-boots. Squish, squash, splash, he floundered, now over the insteps, now up to the ankles, now almost up to the knees. He soon began to sob and sigh Oh dear! oh dear! groaned he, did ever mortal man see sich a road  might as well try to run in a river. And that confounded quad., continued he, eyeing Arterxerxes still on the move. Dash my vig, but Id give ye summut to run for if I had old on ye  Id make ye cry Capevi! my frind. Drot the road! exclaimed he, as he plunged into a rush-concealed rut, and squirted the dirty water up into his face. Well this is a pretty performance, continued he, mopping himself with a great crimson bandana Beats all others into fits. Con-found these bye-days. Theyre always gettin on me into grief. And now the brutes gone altogether, as the vista closed without Arterxerxes on the scene. Ark! I ear ounds. No, theyre crows. Well, if this isnt a sickener, I dont know wot is  might as well try to run i the mud off Ungerford stairs, as in this sludge. Shouldnt like to clean these bouts I know, continued he, looking down on his black, and all black, tops. A bit of sound groud again tempted him into a trot, and at length brought him to the rising ground up which great Arterxerxes had disappeared. Oh dear! oh dear! groaned Mr. Jorrocks, as a stitch in his side suddenly stopped him. Oh dear! oh dear! Im regularly floored. Might as well try to follow Halbert Smith hup Mont Blanc as Arterxerxes hup this incorrigible mountain; so saying our heavily-perspiring Master sought the support of a fallen willow, and distributing himself equitably among its branches, sofa fashion, proceeded to bewail his lamentable condition. Oh dear! oh dear! groaned he, was there ever sich an misfortunit indiwidual as John Jorrocks! was there ever an independent British grocer made sich a football on by fortin? Tossed about the world like an old at. Tempted from the olesomest, the plisantest, the most salubrisome street i London, to take these ounds, and then be drawn into this unpardonable wilderness. Nothin but rushes, and grass that Nebuchadnezzar imself would turn up his nose at. Oh dear! oh dear! continued he, as his thoughts reverted to home and Handley Cross, shall never see my dinner this day. Torbay soles with Budle cockle sauce, Dartmoor forest mutton, puddin, and taturs under the meat, stead of starvin in a dreary desert  happed up by cock robins or other benevolent birds; a thought that so distracted our master as to cause him to start and turn in his couch, when the rotten main prop to his back giving way, he came crashing and smashing to the ground.

There! ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks, there! repeated he, as he lay among the rotten fragments. Fallen a underd feet from the grund! Broke every bone in my skin, I do believe. Bet a guinea at to a alfcrown gossamer I avent a ole bone i my body. So saying our master having carefully shaken first one limb and then another, to ascertain the amount of the mischief, rose slowly from the wet ground, and after anathematising the deceptive unfriendly tree, resumed the tracking of his horse up the hill. His boots were now well salivated as he would say, and the cold bog-water poached and churned as he went. But if his feet were cold, his temper was warm, and various were the recreations he promised Arterxerxes. He would ride his tail off, then recollecting how little he had, he would ride him till he dropped. Then he would skin him alive, and make his hide into a hair trunk  then he would cut it into whip thongs  next into shoe-strings  finally he would give him to the first mugger he met.

As Mrs. Glasse would say, however, first catch your horse, and this seemed a remote possibility, for though our master in the course of a two miles tramp, which he called ten, did get a view of him once, the grass was of too coarse and uninviting a character to induce the animal to take more than a passing snatch as he went, which he did at a pace that seemed well calculated to last for ever. At length our Master was fairly exhausted, and coming to a part of the forest that ran out into rocks and sandy heathery hills, he threw himself upon his back on a large flat stone, and kicking up first one leg and then the other, to let the bog-water out of his boots, moaned and groaned audibly. Beginning at a guinea, he bid up to a hundred and twenty, to be back at Handley Cross, and two hundred and fifty to be back in Great Coram Street, clear of the ounds and all belonging to them. And he vowed that if Diana would only ave the kindness to come to his assistance that once, he would never trouble her with any more of his vagaries. No, indeed he wouldnt, he would sell his ounds and his osses, burn his boots and his Beckford, and drive about in a pill-box the rest of his life.


CHAPTER XLV. A FRIEND IN NEED, &C.
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OUR MASTER WAS interrupted in the midst of his groans and lamentations by a low voice dropping down upon him with a are you hurt, sir? and starting up, he encountered the sinister gaze of a haggard-looking man, dressed in a cap and complete suit of dirty grey tweed.

Are you hurt, sir? repeated the man, not getting an answer to his former inquiry.

Hurt, sir! replied Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing him as though he expected an immediate stand and deliver; Hurt, sir! No, sir! clutching his formidable hammer-headed whip, Ive lost my oss.

Oh, thats all, is it? sneered the man.

Dye call that nothin? retorted Mr. Jorrocks, bridling up.

My little gal said she thought youd broke your back by the noise you were makin, replied the man.

Did she? rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, feeling he had been making a great fool of himself. Did she? Then tell your little gal shed made a mistake.

Then I cant do nothin for you? observed the man, after a pause.

In course you can, replied Mr. Jorrocks; you can catch my oss for me.

Is he near at hand? asked the man.

Mr. Jorrocks. That I dont know. Far or near, Ill give ye alf-a-crown for bringin im to me.

Doubt I darent ventur, replied the man reluctantly.

Mr. Jorrocks. Huts, theres nobody to urt ye.

Cant go so far from home, rejoined the man.

Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up Wot! you live near ere, do ye?

Not far off, replied the man, with a jerk of his head, as much as to say Im not going to tell you.

Mr. Jorrocks. Well, but praps you could get me summut to drink, for my oss has run away with my monkey, and Im fit to die of habsolute unquenchable thirst.

The man eyed him suspiciously, and at length drawled out, What, youve been hunting, have you?

Deed, ave I, replied our Master; started afore daylight.

It ill be Mr. Jorrocks, I dessay, observed the man, with an air of enlightenment.

Wot, you knows me, do ye! exclaimed our Master, brightening up.

Yes, sir  no, sir  thats to say, sir, I know your huntsman, sir  Mr. Pigg, sir.

Indeed, mused Mr. Jorrocks.

Mr. Pigg and I are very old friends, sir, continued the man, very old friends, indeed  most respectable man, Mr. Pigg, sir  most fortunate in having such a servant.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not being quite so sure of that.

Finest sportsman in the world, sir, continued the man finest sportsman in the world, sir  can do amost anything  sing a song, dance a jig, grin for baccy, play dominoes, prick i the belt, or thimble-rig. If that man could have got a spirit license hed ha made a fortin. Hed ha bin the first man o the day.

In-deed, mused our Master.

Most accomplished gentleman, continued the speaker most accomplished gentleman. Id rayther have James Pigg for a partner than any man I ever saw.

And pray may I ax your name? inquired our Master, curious to know something more of his huntsmans friend.

O, my names Turveylow, Tom Turveylow, but he wont know me by that name. Whiskey Jim, added he, dropping his voice with a knowing leer, is the name hell know me by.

I twig, winked our Master. You avent a drop o the cretur with ye, ave ye?

Hard-bye, replied the man, hard-bye, jerking his thumb over his shoulder.

Lets at it, said Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up.

Youre safe, I spose, hesitated the man.

Honour bright, replied Mr. Jorrocks; wouldnt peach if it was ever so

Well, I dont think any friend of Piggs would, said the man, gaining courage; so saying, he wheeled about, and beckoning Jorrocks to follow him, led the way, across the sharp sandy heath, towards a precipitous range of rocks, whose heights commanded an extensive view over the forest and surrounding country. It was towards their rugged base that they now directed their steps. Passing some large upright stones, that guarded the entrance to a sort of outer court, they came all at once upon the smugglers cave.

Bow your head and bow your body, said the man, turning and suiting the action to the word as he reached the frowning portcullis-like rock that guarded the entrance.

Come on! come on! youve nothin to fear, cried he, seeing Jorrocks stood irresolute, theres no honester man in the world than your humble servant.

Self-praise is no commendation, muttered our Master, going down on all-fours preparatory to creeping under the beetling rock. This let him into the smugglers ante-room, a cold, damp, dropping den, formed from a natural cavity in the rock. Beyond was a larger, loftier cave, and over a bright wood fire, illuminating the hard walls, was a fine Venetian-shaped girl, in a tight blue bodice and red flannel petticoat, chucking the savoury contents of a frying-pan up in the air.

Her back being turned, she was not aware of the enterers, until her temporary lord and master exclaimed, Sally! heres old keep-the-tambourine-a-roulins master.

Lawk, Jim! ow could you bring a gent when I avent got my stockins on? exclaimed the lady, whisking round and showing the beautiful symmetry of her delicate white legs. She then turned her lustrous eyes upon our friend and basilisked him with a smile. Mr. Jorrocks stood transfixed. He thought he had never seen a greater beauty. Sir Archy Depecardes housekeeper was nothing to her.

Take a seat, sir, take a seat, said the smuggler, sweeping a bundle of nets and snares off a stool  for of course he combined the trade of poacher with that of smuggler  and placing it behind our Master. Mr. Jorrocks did as he was bid, and sat lost in the novelty of the scene, the beauty of the lady, and the savouriness of the pigs-fry she was cooking.

Youll take your dinner with us, sir, I hope, said the smuggler, possessing himself of our Masters hat and whip. Youll take your dinner with us, sir, I hope, adding, as he chucked them into a corner, any friend of Piggs is welcome here.

Much plissur, replied Mr. Jorrocks, who all of a sudden waxed uncommon hungry.

Get the gent a plate and things, Ann, said the smuggler to the little girl who had reported J.s vagaries on his back.

The implements of eating were quickly placed on the already set-out table, and our party were presently at work at the fry, which was followed by roast potatoes and a jugged hare, late a tough old denizen of the forest; oat-cake, cheese, and bottled ale completed the repast. Mr. Jorrocks played a most satisfactory knife and fork, declaring, as he topped up with a heavy cannonade of whiskey, that he couldnt have dined better with the Grocers Company.

Good stuff that, said the smuggler, with a knowing wink at the bright sparkling whiskey.

Capital, replied Mr. Jorrocks, replenishing his glass.

I toast you, sir, said the smuggler, bowing, glass in hand to our master.

You do me proud, said Mr. Jorrocks, returning the salute.

Not at all, sir, replied the condescending host. I believe you to be a most respectable man.

Mr. Jorrocks next looked towards the lady, who acknowledged the compliment with a sweet glance.

The smuggler then, as in duty bound, gave the health of his royal partner, the Queen, after which other loyal and patriotic toasts followed, and Mr. Jorrocks gave the ladies generally, adding, as he leered at his hostess, that he liked a fine well-flavoured ooman. He then began to get noisy. It was the old story.

You must (hiccup) with my ounds (hiccup), best ounds goin (hiccup), best ounds in (hiccup) England. Best ounds in (hiccup) Europe  best ounds in (hiccup) Europe, Hasia, Hafrica, Merica  (hiccup). Then, as he rolled about on his stool, forgetting there was no back to it, he lost his balance, and kicking up the ricketty table with his toes, came heavily down on his back. What happened after, is matter of uncertainty, for the next thing our Master remembers was finding himself getting transferred from a light-tilted cart on a bright frosty night into a Handley Cross fly, at Rosemary-lane gate; but when he came to pay the man his fare, he found his purse was gone, which he might have thought had dropped out of his pocket into the cart, were it not that his watch was wanting too. However, being at home, he just told Betsy to pay the fare, and clambered up-stairs to bed as if nothing ticklar had happened. And next day Pigg gave such a wonderful account of the run, and how he would have killed the fox half-a-dozen times if he had only had Jorrocks to help him, that our Master, forgetting all his promises to Diana, very soon had another turn at the forest.


CHAPTER XLVI. THE SHORTEST DAY.
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MR. JORROCKSS NEXT adventure in the hunting line originated in a very furious letter from a gentleman, signing himself John Gollarfield, farmer, Hardpye Hill, complaining bitterly of the devastation of his henroost, and calling loudly for vengeance against the foxes. Accordingly our Master made a meet for Hardpye Hill, instead of Langton Pound, as he intended.
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The road to the hill lying through some roomy inclosures, and Christmas having let loose its enterprise upon the country, great was the spurting and racing that marked the line there. Mr. Jorrocks, arrayed in his best pink, jogged pompously on with his cavalcade, receiving the marked attention of the country. Arrived at the hill, he turned into a grass field to give his hounds a roll and hear the news of the day  how Miss Glancey was after Captain Small  how Mrs. Buss had captivated old Frill. Then, when the cantering, smoking cover hack swells came up, they resolved themselves into a committee of taste, scrutinising this hound and that, passing their opinions on the pack generally, and on the Bugginson hounds in particular. Some thought they were coarse, some thought they were common, but when they heard they were drafts from the Quorn, they were unanimous in thinking they must be good  especially when Mr. Jorrocks broadly hinted he had given Day ten guineas a couple for them. The noise the party made prevented their hearing sundry ominous moans and lows in the neighbourhood, which gradually rose to a roar, until a simultaneous crash, and cry of Mind the bull! drew all eyes to the bank of the adjoining fence, where, with head down and tail up, a great roan bull was seen poising himself preparatory to making a descent upon the field. Down he came with a roar that shook the earth to the very centre, and sent the field flying in all directions. Mr. Jorrocks, who was on foot among his hounds, immediately rushed to his horse, which Ben had let loose, but making a bad shot at the stirrup, he became a point d appui for the bull, who after him with a vigour and determination that looked very like a finisher. Our Master was carried, clinging to the neck, half across the field in a now on, now off sort of way that would have made any one feel very uncomfortable who had an annuity depending on his life. At last he got fairly into his saddle, and setting himself down to ride, he threw his heart boldly over a stiff on and off, and shoved Xerxes at it in a way that proved too many for the bull. Ploughing up the pasture with his feet, in his effort to stop himself as he neared it, he tossed his great wide-horned head in the air, and uttering a frightful bellow that thundered through the valley and reverberated on Hardpye Hill, he turned, tail erect, to take a run at some one else. And having succeeded by the aid of gates in placing a couple more inclosures between them, Mr. Jorrocks sought a rising ground from which he thought over the magnitude of his adventure, and how he would like to have Leech to draw him taking the leap. And having gained breath as he magnified it, and having duly congratulated himself upon his escape, he out with his horn and blew his hounds together, leaving Hardpye Hill as he came, and entering among the anathemas in his Journal the following:  

Con-found all farmers say I, wot dont tie up their bulls!

A bad beginning in this case did not make a good ending, for though our Master drew on till dark, which it was at half-past two, he never had a touch of a fox, and he sent word to Gollarfield, by the mole-catcher, that he was a reglar umbug, and Pigg desired the man to add that he would fight him for what he pleased.


CHAPTER XLVII. JAMES PIGG AGAIN!!!
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THE SMUGGLER WAS right in his estimate of Piggs abilities, for, in addition to his great talents for hunting, he had a turn for low gambling, which the uninitiated sometimes confuse with legitimate sporting. Among other things, he was in the habit of betting on the weight of peoples pigs, backing his own opinion as to what they were, or would feed up to, against the opinions of others; quite as useful and praiseworthy a pursuit, by the way, as people backing horses they have never seen, and over whose running they can exercise no control: be that as it may, however, Pigg was in the habit of exercising his judgment in that way, and had been highly successful at Handley Cross. He had come nearer the weight of Giles Jollyjowles pig than eleven others, and had completely distanced all competitors in his estimate of Blash, the barbers, Hampshire hogs. He had also carried off the sweepstakes at two goose clubs, and received the second prize in a race for a hat. In addition to all this, his cousin, Deavilboger, who, notwithstanding their little differences about hunting, had still a sort of sneaking regard for wor James, had marked his appreciation of the festive season of the year, by sending him a large grey hen of whiskey, so that, what with his winnings and it, James was generally in a state of half fuddle. He would take as much as he could manage if kept quiet, and more than he could manage if put into motion. Now, as bad luck would have it, our uneasy, insatiable Master, wishing to retrieve his blank day before the usual stoppage of the season, thought to get something out of the fire, by a quiet bye at Newtimber Forest, the scene of his former misfortunes. Pigg, who had just paid his second morning visit to the hen, did not make any decided objection to the proposal, backed as it was by Mr. Jorrockss plausible observation, that at that critical season of the year it beoved them to get every day they possibly could, and it was not until they reached the Copperchink Gate, and Pigg pressed a sovereign on the womans acceptance for the toll, desiring her, when told to wait for his change, to keep it, adding, that their ard maister had plenty o brass, that Jorrocks was aware how matters stood. Recollecting, however, the Cat and Custard-pot scene, Mr. Jorrocks did not make any observation, but quietly getting his silver, trotted on as if it was all right, hoping Pigg would sober as he went. When they got to Foggythorpe Green, where the road diverges through the fields, another scene occurred. Pigg wanted to pay the field-gates, and holloaed at a woman who happened to be passing, to tak her money, tendering a shilling, as if he had been kept waiting at a turnpike-gate for an hour. Next, as he was making, as he thought, a most sagacious steer through a gate, his eye deceived him as to the number of posts, and, catching by his toe, he was swept head foremost off into a complete hip-bath of mud. He was too wise, however, to let go his hold of the bridle, and as the horse kept smelling at him as he lay under his nose, Pigg kept vociferating, Sink, they dinna mak their yets hafe wide enough! They dinna mak their yets hafe wide enough, ar say! At length Mr. Jorrocks got him raised and scraped, and stuck straight on his horse, and they proceeded on their course together. Arrived at the wood, Mr. Jorrocks, thinking the best plan would be to humour him, said if Pigg would go one way, he would go the other, which James assenting to, the hounds dashed into cover, and master and man proceeded to yoicks and crack their whips, having the hounds in a widening space between them. The wood was thick and rough, and as Jorrocks proceeded, Piggs unearthly notes gradually died out, and our Master had all the noise to himself. Being fond of the sound of his own voice, he proceeded, yoicking and cracking his whip, exhorting the hounds to find im, and keeping a good lookout a-head, when, to his surprise, at a cross ride, Piggs horse came snorting and cantering towards him. Pigg, feeling uncomfortable, had laid down to sleep, and left his horse to his own devices. W-o-a-y, my man! W-o-a-y! cried Jorrocks, fishing at him with his whip as he approached, which only caused the horse to start and rush past him at a gallop. W-h-o-a-y, my man, roared Jorrocks, as the horse went scuttling down the ride without rhyme or reason. Con-found the hanimal, continued Mr. Jorrocks, as he eyed him staring about from side to side with the reins all dangling about his feet. Con-found the hanimal, repeated he, was there ever sich a daft divil as that?  was there ever sich a misfortunit indiwidual as John Jorrocks? Cus that Pigg, I wish Id never seen im  worst warmint I ever knew. Yoicks, Lavender, good betch! Bet a guinea at we find a fox, and the ounds run clean away from me. Lose either them or my dinner, or both. Well, continued Mr. Jorrocks, spurring on to where Lavender was feathering, well, needs must when a certain old genlman drives, but if I ad my own way, it would be ome, sweet ome, for me. Dublin bay addocks, with appropriate sauce, goose, and happle pye. Oh dear! A fox! for a underd, a fox! for anything that any body likes to say, continued our Master, staring his eyes out as he gets his horse short by the head. Now for ten miles as the crow flies with ten bottomless brucks, and Berwickshire doubles without end. Ah! thank eavens its not! continued he, as a great banging hare bounced out of the wood, and took down the ride with Lavender full cry after her, and Jorrocks cracking his whip full cry after Lavender. At length he stopped her, and taking advantage of the partial scoring to cry off the hounds, he out with his horn and blew a shrill reverberating blast that drew out the rest, and away he rode with the hounds all clustering about his horses heels as if he was going to lay them on to a scent, but in reality to get them out of cover. The horn operated doubly, for a smock-frocked countryman, having caught Piggs horse, came cantering up to its sound, and Jorrocks and he were presently on the Woodford and Handley Cross road. Promising the man half a crown and his dinner for seeing him safe home, Mr. Jorrocks started away at a brisk trot, hoping he was getting rid of Pigg for good. And when wor James awoke, and learnt from a tape-selling tramp what had happened, he was very wrath, and vowed he wadnt stand such work  he wadnt be robbed in that sort of way  no, he wadnt. Hed hev redress. Hed hev justice  yis, hed hev justice  he wadnt be treated in that sort of way; and he talked and fretted himself into believing that he had been most infamously used. Finding there was a magistrate in the neighbouring village of Yelverton, thither he directed his steps, and gaining an audience, boldly accused his master of stealing his horse, and applied for a warrant for his apprehension. The justice, seeing the maudlin state he was in, humoured the application, but pretending it would be necessary, in consequence of a recent decision, that a man may help himself to a horse to forward him on a journey, to see that Mr. Jorrocks had not taken it for that purpose, he got Pigg into his dog-cart and had him driven over to Handley Cross.

And when Mr. Jorrocks reproved him for his improprieties, he replied that he (Jorrocks) had ne business out a hontin on a drinkin day.


CHAPTER XLVIII. MR. JORROCKSS JOURNAL.
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WE WILL AGAIN have recourse to our worthy friends journal for an outline of such proceedings as are not of sufficient importance to demand separate chapters to themselves. The following seems an original idea.

Notice from the churchwardens and overseers, that in consequence of several mad dogs havin made their appearance, all dogs were to be muzzld, and requirin me to see that the ounds were properly muzzld before they went out to hunt. Wrote and told them I didnt believe there were such a set of jackasses in Her Majestys dominions as to suppose an M.F.H. would go out with a pack of muzzld hounds.  Absurd! This is Mellos doing. Will pay him off.

New Years Day.  Sich a crowd! Sich compliments of the season, and sich screws. Old Doleful grinnin about on Fair Rosamond like Death on the Pale Oss. Found in the Cloud Quarries, but might as well have been in the clouds, the field surrounded it so, and drove the fox into the mouth of the ounds. A young gentleman in nankeens and patent leather boots, rode over old Barbara. Thats right! exclaimed Pigg, ride amang em!  ride amang em! Kill a hund or two; weve plenty mair at hyem! It mun be a poor concern that wont stand a hund a-day. Differ from Pigg there though. Howsomever, old Barbara aint worth much. Declared she was the best in the pack notwithstandin.

Staunton Snivey.  Batsay brought up shavin water, saying Binjimin wished to be excused unting, havin got the gout. All moonshine, I dare say! Boy has no passion for the chase. Have a good mind to stuff him full of Hunters pills, and see if they will have any effect upon him. Wot business has a boy like him with the gout? Only for rear admirals, town counsellors, and such like cocks. Caught Charley pinchin Belinda under the table. Mounted him on Xerxes, as Ben couldnt go. Largish field. Captain Thompson (who never pays his three pounds) observed he never saw a pack of foxhounds without a whip before, and muttered somethin about Master livin out of the hounds. Shall set Fleecey at him.

Drew Longford Plantations; then on to Fawsley Wood. Found immediately, but Reynard inclined to hang in cover. No great scent either, but cover surrounded with foot people and little holiday boys. Bin useful in coaxin them into crowds, to listen to his hallegations, as he calls his lies. At length Reynard broke from the West end, and made straight for Iver Heath, runnin a wide circuit by Staunton Snivey, and over the hill, up to Bybury Wood. Scent poor and pace bad. All the holiday hobbledehoy boys treadin on the ounds tails. A short check at Farmer Haybands, and thought all was over, when Priestess hit it off in a grass field behind the barn, and away they went with the scent improvin at every yard. Pace changed from an unting run to a reglar bust, and quite straight over the cream of the country.

How the tail lengthened! A quarter of a mile, increasin as they went. Young genlemen charged to bring home the brush, found their grass ponies beginnin to gape. Captain Shortflat made Duncan Nevins mare cry Capevi on Hutton Bank top, and many bein anxious to give in, great was the assistance he received. Major Spanker would bleed her in the jugular, Mr. Wells thought the thigh vein, and another thought the toe, so that the mare stood a good chance of bein bled to death, if Duncans man who was cruising about hadnt fortinately cast up and saved her from her frinds.

On the hounds went for Crew, passing Limbury, leaving Argod Dingle to the right, over the Lily-white Sand Railway near the station at Stope, pointing for Gore Cross, the fox finally taking refuge in a pig-sty behind the lodge of Button Park. Piggy at home and unfortunately killed, but who would grudge a pig after such a werry fine run?

Pigg rode like a trump!  seven falls  knocked a rood of brick-wall down with his ead. What a nob that must be! Charley left one of his Yorkshire coat-laps in a hedge  Barnington lost his hat  Hudson his whip  Mr. Ramshay a stirrup, and Captain Martyn his cigar-case. Only seven up out of a field of sixty  day fine and bright  atmosphere clear, as if inclining for frost  hope not.

Jan. 7th.  Reglar decided black frost  country iron-bound  landscape contracted  roads dry as bones  mud scrapins like granite  never saw so sudden a change; thought yesterday it looked like somethin; the day changed, and hounds ran so hard in the afternoon; Pigg thinks it wont last, but I think it will; opes hell be right.

8th  Frost semper eadem, arder as Ego would say: windows frost fretted  laurels nipped  water-jugs frozen  shavin-brush stiff  sponge stuck to water-bottle, and towel ard. Pigg still says it wont last  wish he may be right  little hail towards night.

9th.  Alternate sun and clouds  slight powderin of snow on cold and exposed places  largish flakes began to fall towards afternoon, and wind got up  purpleish sun-set  walked hounds before Sulphur Wells Hall, after feedin, but they had a cold, dingy look, and I hadnt heart to blow my orn. Gabriel Junks doesnt seem to care about the cold, and gives no indication of a change  Oh for one of his screams!

10th.  Awoke, and found the country under two feet of snow. Well, its always somethin to know the worst, and be put out of suspense. Wind high, and drifted a large snow-wreath before the garden-gate  tempestersome day  Cant stir out without gettin up to the hocks in snow. Desired Binjimin to sweep the way to the stable and kennel. Boy got a broom, and began issing as if he were cleanin an oss. Letter from Giles Shortland, requestin the M.F.H. to subscribe to a ploughin match at Tew. Answered that I should be werry appy to subscribe, and wish I could see them at work. Old Dame Tussac came with eight turkey-heads in a bag  fox had killed them last night, and she wanted pay. The bodies were at home  told her to bring the bodies  will make werry good stock for soup: one doesnt know but she may have sold the bodies. Wrote Bowker to go self and wife to sleep in my bed in Great Coram Street, to get it well haired. Shall run up to town and see the pantomime, and how things go on at the shop.

Old Doleful called with a requisition for me to give a sportin lector  axed wot I should lector upon  said he thought scent would be a very good subject. Told him, all that could be said about scent was that it was a werry queer thing. Nothin so queer as scent cept a woman. Told him to compose an oration upon it himself if he could. He then said summering the unter would be a good subject. Told him that corn and a run in the carriage was the true way of summering the unter. Riding to ounds he then thought would do. Told him I wasnt a g  u  r  r along! there are three couple of ounds on the scent man at all, and ridin arter ounds wouldnt draw. Didnt seem to take the difference but took his departure, which was just as well.

Letter from Bowker.

Honoured Sir,  Yours is received, and Mrs. B. and I will be proud to act the part of warming-pans. I suppose we may expect you in a day or two. You will be sorry to hear that poor Billy was hung this morning. He died game. As it was strongly suspected he had accomplices, a mitigation of punishment was offered if he would disclose his confederates. Billy listened sullenly to the offer, and passing his fingers through his thick curly hair, he said, Look here, masters, if every hair on this head was a life, I wouldnt peach to save a single one. At length he confessed I did boil the exciseman! said he. Poor Billy! All the little beggarly boys, and hoarse-throated scoundrels in the town, are screaming his dyingspeech and confession about, when I did boil the exciseman, was all that he said. I am greatly distressed at poor Billys fate.

Take him for all and all,
We neer shall look upon his like again.

London is suicidically gloomy to-day  I feel as if I could cut my throat  would that I could leave it!  But

The lottery of my destiny
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing.

Im about tired of old Twist. Our business is fast falling off, and an old mans trade never rallies. Might I take the liberty of asking if you think a snuff and cigar shop would answer at Handley Cross? I have a splendid new nigger, five feet six, with a coronet full of party-coloured feathers on his head, a sky-blue jacket with gold lace, and a pair of broad red-striped trousers, leaving half his black thighs bare, that I thought of setting at the door in Eagle Street, but would reserve him for the Cross, if you thought it would do. Of course, I would carry on business in Eagle Street as well  at least for the present; but I have plenty of canisters, wooden rolls of tobacco to stock a branch establishment, and Mrs. Bowker fancies a change of air would do her asthma good. Pray excuse the freedom, and believe me to remain,

Dear Sir,

Yours most respectfully,

Wm. Bowker.

To J. Jorrocks, Esq.


CHAPTER XLIX. THE CUT EM DOWN CAPTAINS QUADS.
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CHRISTMAS, THAT WITHERING, relentless season, that brings so many people short up, having exercised its blighting influence on our cut-em-down Captain, the following hand-bill, having paid a visit to St. Botolphs Lane, arrived in due course at Handley Cross, with Mr. Castors compts. written inside the envelope:  

HUNTERS FOR SALE. TO BE SOLD BY AUCTION, AT TWELVE OCLOCK ON WEDNESDAY NEXT, BY MR. TAPPINGTON, IN THE IMPERIAL HOTEL YARD, LOOPLINE, (The property of an Officer going Abroad), the following very superior HORSES, well known with Sir Peregrine Croppers and Mr. Slashers hounds.

Ist.  Talavera, a brown bay, with black points, 7 years old, nearly thorough bred;

2nd.  Corunna, a bright chesnut, or bitter beer colour, 8 years old, also nearly thorough bred.

Loopline is at the Junction of the Lily-White Sand with the Gravelsin and Boodler Railways, and Trains stop there every hour.

Loopline.

Humph, said Mr. Jorrocks, reading it at breakfast as he dry-shaved his chin, Humph  got to the end of his tether has he? thought ow it would be  not zactly the time for buyin quads though, with a yard and a alf of snow on the ground; owsomever that ill make em easier bought praps.  All the swells will be hup in town seeing their aunts or gettin their airs cut. May as well ave a ride in the rail as poke about i the snow  shall go second class though, adding  X. was expensive and soon became poor, Y. was the wise man and kept want from the door.

Accordingly on the appointed day, our Master having filled one pantaloon pocket with sovereigns and five pound notes, and the other with samples of tea, proceeded on his destination, telling Mrs. Jorrocks he was going to meet Bugginson. Screech  hiss  whistle, roll, rattle, roll, porter! whats this station?  whistle  hiss  screech  roll, rattle, roll,tickets ready, please, Loopline station! Loopline station! change here for the Boodler line, and he was there.

Loopline, with its piles of dirty snow and yards of icicles, looked very different to what it did on Mr. Jorrockss former visit, and even Castors seemed greatly the worse for wear. The Captains horses having in his judgment, nearly completed the awkward exploit of eating their heads off before the storm came, he felt morally certain that it would last for six weeks or two months, which would leave him desperately in the lurch. The consequence was he had taken it uncommonly to heart, and his buff waistcoat and drab shorts and continuations were a good deal roomier.

Well, old bouy, ow goes it? asked Jorrocks, greeting him familiarly as he found him pacing restlessly up and down the stable yard.

Oh! sir, mister, mister, mister, replied Castors, not being able to hit off the name, Oh! sir, Ive been hill, desperate hill. Ive ad the lumbago, sir, to an extent, sir, thats ardly creditable, sir.

You dont say so, observed Mr. Jorrocks compassionately, why dont you take a leetle o the old remedy ot with

Ah, ot with, sighed Castors with a shake of his head, as he fixed his watery grey eyes earnestly on Jorrocks, to see if he was not one of the many customers with whom he drunk for the good of the house. Ah, ot with, indeed! repeated he, as if nothing loth to try the remedy.

You dont want to buy any tea? said Mr. Jorrocks, producing a sample as he spoke.

Oh, its Mr. Jorrocks! now exclaimed Castors brightening up, Its Mr. Jorrocks,  youd get a bill from me, sir, didnt ye? a bill bout the Captings osses, ye know. You told me to send you one, you know.

Ah, osses, indeed, replied Mr. Jorrocks. No time this for buying osses, old bouy  glass down to fecit  country bund hup in a hiron frost and like to continue under snow for the next two months; Mr. Jorrocks breathing heavily on the bright pure atmosphere as he spoke.

Too ard to last, too ard to last, retorted Castors, fidgeting at the observation. Never knowd it stand when it was so desprate ard, added he, with a heavy emphasis on the desprate. How he wished the Captain had gone to the Cross Keys, the White Hart, any house but his.

Youd better look at the tea, observed Mr. Jorrocks, still holding the sample out on the palm of his hand, Tea ill be hup youll see, and youd better buy afore it rises. This is a first chop article  Lapsang Souchong.

Well, but Im busy just now, Im busy just now, retorted Castors testily, Come after the sale, sir, come after the sale, and well see if we can do business.

Well, replied Mr. Jorrocks, pocketing the sample, and buttoning his brown bear cloth jacket comfortably up to the throat, Ill go into the town and see what I can do with the grocers there; so saying he swaggered off, without noticing Castors exclamation of Youll be back to the sale then! youll be back to the sale!

Twelve oclock came, but brought with it no symptoms of a start  Half-past, and still the same. Time is of little value in the country. At length as one oclock drew near, a lank-haired seedy-looking half boots, half waiter sort of youth appeared with what at first sight might have been taken for Punch and Judy show, but which, on being placed on the ground, proved to be the auctioneers rostrum. This was a signal for sundry indolent looking, sportingly attired but horseless youths, and small dealers with their slangey attendants to turn in, and some dozen drab coated farmers, for it was market day, and general idlers mingling with the rest, the auctioneer swigged off the remains of his tumbler of brandy and water, and attended by a brilliant staff, consisting of the aforesaid seedy one, swaggered imposingly upon the scene. He was a burly, big-faced, impudent fellow, with a round of whisker, a consequential sort of hat, and a corporation so large as to look as if he had thriven in all the occupations he had turned his hand to  Hatter, Wine Merchant, Coal Merchant, Accountant, Land Agent, Temperance Hotel Keeper, Stationer, Broker, and General Negotiator.

He seemed to be a sort of character, for his appearance was hailed with a round of jokes and coarse salutes, which gradually subsided into inquiries after the health of Mrs. Tappington and the little Taps. Having replied to these, he ascended the rostrum, and clearing his throat with a substantial hem! commanded silence, and proceeded to read the conditions of sale; after which Talavera came trotting up to the hammer.

Now, said the auctioneer, will any gentleman with the wit in his head and the money in his pocket, favour me with an offer for this proud animal, whose worth is far beyond the reach of my umble imagination!

Make a ring, gentlemen, make a ring, continued he, motioning with his hand, adding to the ostler, trot him round, and hell soon enlarge the circle of our acquaintance, whereupon crack went the circus-whip of the man in the middle, and round spun the horse with his heels in the air, snowballing the shrinking company with the greatest precision.

That feat being accomplished, he was again trotted up to the rising ground by the rostrum, where he stood panting and snorting with a watchful eye, wondering what was going to happen. Now, gentlemen, continued the auctioneer, perhaps some of you will favour me with an offer for this proud animal  a horse, as far as my umble judgment goes, as near perfection as it is possible to imagine. What will any gentleman say for a beginning?

Ah! to be sure, to a dirty-looking anything-arian, who now approached him, ah! to be sure, examine him, sir! examine him attentively, sir! examine his mouth! examine his eyes! examine his legs! examine his nose! Well, what dye make of his age?

Seventy-two, replied the man coolly.

Old enough for anything! retorted the auctioneer, amid the laughter of the company. What will any gentleman say for this grand animal, with the high courage of a gentleman, and all the docility  this noble viewly beast, with the neck and chest described in the book of Job? Look at his chest! look at his loins! look at his bellows, but mind his heels! added he, as the horse began plunging and kicking from the cold.

Ten guineas, now offered the man who had examined him.

Ten guineas? retorted the auctioneer, angrily, ten guineas! you must be joking; ten guineas for a proud animal like this! You astonish him! you insult him! you degrade him! Ten guineas for such a horse as this! Its a downright insult to the whole animal creation. And ten guineas are only bid, continued the auctioneer, adopting the offer, and proceeding to force, and screw, and coax, and exhort, and dwell, in a way that would take Tattersall at least a week to get through an ordinary Mondays sale. At length the hammer fell on both the proud animals, and on Flaps, the saddler of Loopline, declaring his principal, Mr. Jorrocks was found to be the purchaser of both Talavera at twenty-eight and Corunna at thirty pounds. Mr. Jorrocks then adjourned to inaugurate his purchase with brandy and water, and let Castors know what a great man he really was. And Castors was much chagrined to find that Flaps was not bidding for Martin Greenwood, of the Triumphant Chariot Livery Stables, where he had occasional dealings, for, by very little management, he could have made the cut-em-down Captains bill cover a good deal more purchase-money. Mr. Jorrocks, however, mollified him with the old specific, and also succeeded in selling him a couple of chests of tea, Lapsang Souchong and strong Congou  which he managed to deduct from the price of the horses. And Handley Cross being reduced to a state of perfect torpor by the frost, the news that old Jackey, as they profanely called Mr. Jorrocks, had bought some new nags, was a great accommodation, and drew divers parties to the station to criticise them as they came. Among others was our old friend Mr. Barnington, who, being struck with the looks and action of bitter-beer-coloured Corunna asked our master if he would sell him?

Oh! why, faith, Barney, replied Mr. Jorrocks, raising his eyebrows, puffing out his cheeks, dangling his seals, and looking the very essence of good-natured innocent simplicity; oh! why, faith, Barney, Ive never thought o nothin o the sort, but youre a good sort o feller, and subscribes liberal to my ounds: I doesnt care bout the lucre o gain, nobody cares less bout money nor I do, and you may take him for sixty  take him for sixty, and no more bout it. So saying, Mr. Jorrocks passed his purchase to his friend, who felt flattered by the favour, and complimented Pigg with a sovereign.

Pigg too was pleased with the horse that went into his stud, so that altogether our master did pretty well  cleared his railway expenses, as he said. The thing now was, to get a little work out of his establishment, for he was no man for keeping things to look at.

The storm weighed heavily on Mr. Jorrockss spirits, and James Pigg d  d the south country, and swore they never had seck weather i the north. Often did our worthy, warming himself at Batsays pittance of a kitchen fire, wish himself at Deavilbogers never-failing grate.



Ar think were gannin to have fresh, observed Pigg to his master one day, as the latter was paying his usual lengthy visit to the stable.

Have what? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Fresh, repeated Pigg, with an emphasis; ye ken what fresh weather is, dinnat ye?

Vy, no, replied our master thoughtfully; you dont mean a thaw?

Yeas, a thow, replied Pigg.

I vish we may! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up; somehow the day feels softer; but the hair generally is after a fall. Howsomever, nous werrons, as we say in France: itll be a long time afore we can unt, though edges will be full o snow.

Ay, dike backs, replied Pigg, lies lang i them; but one can always loup in, or loup oer.

Ah, thats all werry good talkin, observed Mr. Jorrocks, shaking his head, and jingling the silver in his breeches-pocket; thats werry good talkin, repeated he, but there are sich things as osses necks to be considered.

A! but if arll risk mar neck, ye surely may risk yeer osses, observed Pigg.

Dont know, replied Mr. Jorrocks, smiling at his huntsmans keenness. Fear we shallnt have a chance in a hurry: have you seen Junks?

No, ars not; the missis was on the house-end as I came to stable, but Gabriel wernt there.

Ah, the missis is nothin, replied Mr. Jorrocks, had Gabriel been there it would have been summut like; good bird Mrs. Junks, but hasnt Gabeys delicate perception bout the weather  follows  never takes a lead. A scream from Gabey would give one opes of getting the Jenny Linds to work again. So saying, our master drew on his American overshoes, and returned to the consolations of the cupboard.

Despite Mr. Jorrocks opinion of her, Mrs. Junks was a true prophet. The next day, Gabriel himself descended from the stable top into the garden with a loud and piercing scream. His crest was erect, his neck feathers slightly ruffled, and as he lifted one foot and then the other out of the snow, there was an air of comfort in his walk that told of other feelings than that of frost  Mr. Jorrocks went out at the back-door in his slippers, and poking his finger into the snow, proclaimed it was a thaw  a large drop splashing on his wig confirmed the judgment  spouts began to trickle, then to run, sewers to overflow, streets stood in snowbroth, and the prospect of a return to verdure and animation was the only consolation for wet-footed walkers. It was a decided thaw. There was a gentle wind, and the rain fell soft and warm  laurels expanded to the more genial atmosphere, the leafless trees seemed to increase in size, and the lately distinct distant objects resumed their gray dimness in the landscape.

Mr. Jorrocks soon began to wax uncommonly eager, and he, who had reproved Piggs ardour, now in turn proposed a day  a quiet bye, just by their two selves to see ow the country looked and when they could begin to advertise. And as luck would have it, they fell in with a high-conditioned old flyer, who led Pigg such a dance as never was seen, and left Mr. Jorrocks stuck in a snow wreath in Eastfieldlane, out of which he had to be dug at an expense of seven shillings, the tinkers who found him refusing to put in a spade until he said what hed give. That cooled our masters courage for a week, at the end of which time, things got into working order, and the establishment soon assumed such a form as tempted Mr. Jorrocks into the indiscretion disclosed in the following chapter.


CHAPTER L. POMPONIUS EGO.
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THE GREAT MR. Ego having exalted the horns of the principal hunts in the kingdom, was now spending his time pleasantly between London and Paris  living at Calais  from whence he emerged at short notice to attend buttering matches in England; and the glowing account he gave of some great mans establishment, caused Mr. Jorrocks to pant for that enduring fame which statuary and stationary best can give. Accordingly he made the overture contained in the following letter:  

Dear Mr. Hego,

If your intercourse with Dukes and other great guns o the world, leaves any margin for the doins of the pop-guns o the chase, I shall be werry appy if you will come here and take a look at our most provincial pack. In course I neednt tell you that my ouse is not large enough to require a kiver ack to canter from the dinin to the drawin-room, neither is the pack on a par with many you have seen; but I can give you a good blow-out, both in the way of wittles and drink, and shall be appy to put you up, as they say in the cut-me-downs, on as good a quad as I can, and show you sich sport as the country will afford. Entre nous, as we say in France, I want to be famous, and you know how to do it. In course mums the word.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks.

P.S.  Compts. to Julius Seizeher and all the ancient Romans when you write. Diana Lodge, Handley Cross Spa. To Pomponius Ego, Esq., Calais.

The following is Mr. Egos answer:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  

You remind me of Catullus! None but the old Latian could have put the point as you do. D  m all dukes! Im for mercantile life  l s. d.  I shall have great satisfaction in inspecting your pack, on Thursday next, which I have no doubt I shall find all I can desire. Pick me out an easy-going, sure-footed, safe-leaping horse, with a light mouth, and let him have a Whippy-saddle on  I cant ride in any other. I like a bed-room with a southern aspect,  the feathers above the mattress, if you please; wax-candles and Eau de Cologne, will pitch the tune for the rest, Compliments to Mrs. Jorrocks, from, dear Jorrocks,

Yours very truly,

Pomponius Ego.

P.S.  What would you like to be done in? The Q. R., the H. T., Fraser, Blackwood, New Monthly, Encyclopedia, Life, Field, Era, or what? To John Jorrocks, Esq., Master of Fox-Hounds, Diana Lodge, Handley Cross Spa.

This point being arranged, great preparations were made for the important event. Hounds may go on for centuries without being known beyond the limits of their country, but the one day that brings the Inspector-General lives for ever in the page of history. Where, then, is the master of hounds, where the huntsman, where the whip, where the member of a hunt, whose heart does not beat responsive with Mr. Jorrocks, on this trying occasion? Who, in the familiar language of low life, does not wish him well out of it?



Now, James, said our master to his huntsman, as they stood in the kennel-yard looking over the hounds, a few days before the appointed visit, you must get all on the square; the great Pomponius Hego is a comin, and we shall be all down in black and wite.

Whes he? inquired Pigg, scratching his head.

Vot! not know Pomponius Hego! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in astonishment; you surelie dont mean to say so.

Ar dinna ken him, ars sure, replied Pigg, with the greatest indifference. Is he a skeulmaister?

A skeulmaister! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, with a sneer and an indignant curl of his lip; a skeulmaister! No!  a master of unting  not an M.F.H., like me, but a man wot makes hobserwations on M.F.H.s, their packs, their osses, their untsmen  their every thing, in fact.

Whats he de that for? inquired Pigg, with surprise.

Vy that the world at large may know what he thinks on em, to be sure. He prints all he sees, hears, or thinks, in a book.

Pigg. Ye dinna say se!

Quite true, I assure you, replied Mr. Jorrocks; and if by any unlucky chance he blames an untsman, or condemns a pack, its all dickey with them for ever; for no livin man dare contradict him, and every one swears by wot he says.

Woons man, replied Pigg, in a pucker, we maun be uncommon kittle then ar guess.

You must exert your hutmost powers, replied Mr. Jorrocks, most emphatically; for dash my vig, if we fail, I, even I  John Jorrocks himself, will go perfectly mad with rage and wexation.

Hell ken all aboot the hunds and huntin then, ars warnd, replied Pigg, catching the infection of fear.

Mr. Jorrocks. Oh, yes!  at least he writes about them; and no one disputes print. Oh, dear! oh, dear! I almost fear Ive made a mess o myself, by axin of him to come. I question if the world would not have been as appy without the mighty Hego. Hoil, butter, sugar, soap, all that sort o thing is werry pleasant; but then  oh, orror! the idea of being rubbed the wrong way by Hego! Death itself would be better!

Pigg. Hout, tout!  fear nout! theres nout to boggle a man! Gin I were ye, with all yeer brass, ar wadnt care for neone.

Mr. Jorrocks. Ah! but, Pigg!  think of hambition!  think of fame!  think of that summut arter life wot prompts men to great hactions! Here, for five-and-thirty years, have I been a hardent follower of the chase  loved it, oh, eavens! for its own sake, and not from any hanxious longins arter himmortality! and now, when greatness has been thrust upon me  when I shines forth an M.F.H.  to think that all may be dashed from me, and stead of reignin King of Andley Cross stead of bein the great and renowned John Jorrocks  I may be dashed t oblivion! Oh, Pigg!  hambition is a frightful, a dreadful thing!

Pigg. Hout, tout, fear nout. Does he ride, or nabbut looks at pack at cover-soide loike?

Mr. Jorrocks. Both, both  fust, hell come and look us all over, ax the name of this ound and that  call em level  enquire ow each is bred  talk of Hosbaldestons Furrier, Lord Enrys Contest, or Suttons Trueman  look at this nag  then at that  ax their pedigrees  their hages  their prices  their ever things  vether we summers them in the ouse or in the field  do a little about ard meat ow much corn they get  if we bruise it  vether we split our beans, or give them whole  then when we throws off he marks each motion  sees whether we put in at the right end of the cover or the wrong  observes whether the men have ands equal to their nerves, or nerves equal to their ands; books their seats and their names  not their seats by the coach, mind  but their seats in the saddle. To read his accounts of the runs youd fancy he was every where at once, both before, behind, and above  with the fox  with the ounds  with the first, and with the last man in the field  so knowinly does he describe every twist, every turn, every bend of the run. Oh Pigg! my excellent, my beautiful Pigg! now that the fatal day proaches, and I sees the full brightness o my indiscretion starin me i the face, I begins to repent havin axed him to come. Wot can fame do for Jorrocks? I have as much tin as I wants, and neednt care a copper for no man. Would that I was well out o the mess!

Never fear, replied Pigg, here be good like hunds, and yeer husses can gan; if we de but find, the deuce is in it if we dont cook him up a run.

Oh, Pigg! my buck of a Pigg! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, those ifs are the deuce and all in unting  Theres nothin so difficult to ride as an if. If we find a fox, then theres the difficulty of gettin well away with him; or if we do get well away, then theres the chance of his bein eaded back; or of there bein no scent, or of his takin a bad line, or of his bein chased by a cur, or of his gainin an earth we dont know of, or of a great banging are misleadin the ounds, or of the fox beatin us disgracefully at the far end  these things are dreadful to the anxious mind of a M.F.H. at all times, but orrible, most orrible, at a time like the prisent.

Dinna fear, replied Pigg, dinna fear  youll see hell be nowt but mortal man after all. If you want to kill a fox, gan to big wood, and have somebody there with black bitch.

Black bitch, said Mr. Jorrocks, thoughtfully, black bitch  Wot should we want with black bitch when we have all the ounds out?

Hout, thou fondy! said Pigg, doesnt thou ken what black bitch is?

No I doesnt  unless its a dogs wife.

Dogs wife! roared Pigg; Ne sike thing. Its a gun, man! Just pop a few shot corns into foxs hint-legs, and hunds ill soon catch him.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, with an air of sudden enlightenment, Ive often seen chaps in welweteen with guns at cover sides, but never knew what they were there for. Ah, but, added he, with a shake of his head, Hego will be up to the black-bitch rig  No, no, that wont do  no use tryin to oax him  it must be summut genuine. Oh, Pigg, if you could but manage to give him a real tickler, so that he might have summut good to put in his book, the gratitude of John Jorrocks should rest with you for ever and ever  you should drink brandy out of a quart pot for breakfast, dinner and supper.

You dinna say se! exclaimed Pigg, with delight. Lets see  dangd if ar ken  yes, ar de tee  run a drag and sheck a bag fox at far end loike.

Mr. Jorrocks. That vont do  no not it. Hell be sure to find out, and trounce us to all eternity; besides, if any of the Bells Lifers were to catch us, theyd never let us ear the end ont.

Not they, replied Pigg: nebody ill find out if ye de but had your gob  start i big wood  run drag round  bother him well  then out our big loup  give him summut to glower at, instead o hunds.

No, Pigg, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, shaking his head and jingling a handful of silver in his pantaloon pocket; it must be summut more genuine  Tally ho! yonder he goes! then elbows and legs  elbows and legs; Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, by straddling and working an imaginary horse with his arms.

Give him that tee, replied Pigg; stick chap up a tree to holloa away  another on a hill to had up hat, and so on.

Ah, but so many cuks will spoil the broth, Pigg; so many cuks will spoil the broth. Spose, for a moment, one should peach! Spose Hego should find us out! I should sit on pins  on wool-combers  with nothin but summer drawers on, till the account appeared, and then I question I should have courage to cut the pages. Oh, hambition! hambition! wot a troublesome warmint you are! Wish Id let the great man alone.

Pigg. A, man alive niver fear; he cannot de thee ne harm. Let me manish him,  arll give him summut to bragg on.

Mr. Jorrocks. I vish I dirst  you Scotchmen are cliver fellers; but spose he should smell a rat, ow he would trounce us, as much to show his own cuteness, as to punish us for our imperance!

Yeve nout to fear, ar tell ye, replied Pigg, confidently; yeve nout to fear; just leave it arl to me, and had your jaw about it, and dinna call me a Scotchman, and keep thy bit bowdekite quiet  arll manish matters.

With much fear, and many misgivings for his rashness in asking Ego to come, Mr. Jorrocks at length consented to intrust the management of the days sport to his northern huntsman, and the feeder.

By these it was arranged to run a drag of aniseed and red-herring over some of the best of their country, and to turn down a fox at the far end, in some convenient unsuspicious-looking place. The evening before Mr. Ego was to arrive, James Pigg communicated the find, the run, and the finish, to Mr. Jorrocks, with such other information as would enable our master to ride to points without exciting suspicion, and Mr. Jorrocks undertook to say as much to Benjamin as would put the boy on his mettle, without letting him too much into the secret.

Accordingly, when Stobbs left the dining-room to play his usual game of beggar-my-neighbour with Belinda, Mr. Jorrocks rang the bell, and desired Betsy to send in the boy. The latter entered in his usual sneaking way, knowing that he had been guilty of several piccadillies, as his master would call them, for which he deserved to be well bastinadoed.

Now, Binjimin, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing his whipper-in with one of his most scrutinising looks; now, Binjimin, repeated he, with great dignity, you are on the eve of a most mo-men-tous crisis!

Yez-ir, replied Benjamin, wondering what sort of a shaped thing it was.

That renowned man, Mr. Pomponious Hego, unts to-morrow with our unrivalled ounds, and I would fain give him a stinger.

Yez-ir, replied Benjamin.

Now, then, you see, Binjimin, James Pigg is a mighty unter  keen and game to the backbone, and thinks he can stonish him. Now, Binjimin, you must lend us a hand.

Yez-ir, replied Benjamin.

You are werry fond o marmeylad, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a short pause, during which he considered how he had best put the point.

Uncommon! exclaimed Ben, with a grin of delight.

Well then, now you see, Binjimin, if you hact well your part, obey James Pigg, and do all wot he tells you  if all goes on smoothly and well on your part  wen you comes ome, Ill give you a pot o marmeylad as big as your ead!

Crikey, oh! exclaimed Benjamin, in ecstasies.

But, ark to me again, Binjimin, continued Mr. Jorrocks, holding up his finger, and knitting his brow at the boy; Ark to me again, Binjimin, if by any chance you bitch the thing, if all does not go on smoothly and well on your part, so far from givin of you any marmeylad, Ill take you to one of the new-fangled matrimony-shops, and tie you hup with a stout gipsey wench, with sich a small hindependence of her own as ill find you in tons of misfortin and black language, fresh from the pits mouth, and make you miserable from now till the first Monday arter eternity.

Oh-o-o! groaned Benjamin, inwardly, at the thought.

So now make yourself scarce, and mind wot youre at, said Mr. Jorrocks, dismissing him. Our master then adjourned to the parlour, and endeavoured to compose himself for bed with a couple of very stiff glasses of B. and W., and got through the night better than might have been expected.


CHAPTER LI. THE POMPONIUS EGO DAY.
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A THICK WHITE rind powdered the face of nature, and Mr. Jorrocks found himself with a beautiful silver-foliaged window in the morning. Still the evergreens in the garden exhibited no symptoms of a nipping, and as the night-clouds cleared off and the sun stood forth all lurid in the firmament, he congratulated himself on the appearance of opening day. Mrs. Jorrocks, Belinda, Stobbs, Betsy, and Benjamin, were up with the lark, all busy preparing for the great, well-known unknown. A fly was despatched to the Datton station of the Lily-white-sand railway to meet him, and punctual to his time, Ego turned out at Diana Lodge, enveloped in shawls, numerous great coats, and a pair of French-jointed clogs to keep his feet warm. Mutual salutations being over, and having got rid of his husks, breakfast was attacked with a true railway appetite  kidneys, chops, eggs, muffins, crumpets, toast, red herrings, all the delicacies of the season in short, that make ones mouth water to write, vanished in succession, aided by large draughts of undeniable tea and coffee from the Lane, as Mr. Jorrocks calls his place of business. At length they completely topped up, and after begging some brandy to put in his flask, Ego rose from his seat and began pacing about the room and looking out of the window, as men are in the habit of doing who want to be commencing a New Series of the periodical occupations of life. Stobbs had a bad headach  or pretended to have one, not wanting to be butterd.

Ten oclock came, and as it struck, James Pigg and Benjamin appeared outside the white rails before Diana Lodge, clad in their best habiliments, mounted, and each leading a horse. Uncommonly spicy they all looked, for Pigg, regardless of expense, had generously divided a pennys-worth of ginger among the four, so that their tails stuck up like hat-pegs, and, as if in sympathy with the horses, Gabriel Junks flew on to the summit of the gateway arch, and expanded a glorious tail to the rays of the sun, at the same time setting up a scream that startled the horses. Forth sallied Ego and Jorrocks; up went the bed-room window for Betsy to look out, Mrs. Jorrocks appeared framed in the lower one, with a face of most rubicund hue, while Belinda peeped past the green and white chintz curtain, and had her glimpse of the scene.

There! said Mr. Jorrocks, pulling up short at the gate, seizing Ego by the arm as he pointed to his stud; there! there are a lot of nags for you  none of your cat-legged, tumble-down, kick-me-off, brik-my-neck, split-my-skull beggars; but real seasoned unters, sure and steady, with an eye for each foot, and one over. Binjimin, said he, turning to the boy, take up those stirrups three oles, and dont let me catch you ridin like a dragon. Now, Mr. Hego, be arter mountin  times precious, and punctuality is the purliteness of princes. There, said he, as Ego got himself into his saddle on Talavera, you are mounted  delightful! make a pictor for Leech! Gave a mint o money for that oss, but I doesnt care a dump bout money, further nor as it enables one to pursue the plisurs o the chase.  Pigg, put Arterxerxes next the rails, so that I may get on easy. Whoay, oss! Whoay! roared Jorrocks, as the horse began fidgetting and hoisting, on feeling his foot in the stirrup. Whoay! I say, you hugly brute! adding, rot ye, but Ill take the gay insolence out o your tail afore night. A bold effort lodged him in the first floor of the saddle, and, gathering up his reins, Jorrocks turned Arterxerxes head from the house, the horse walking with his fore legs, and kicking with his hind ones, an example immediately followed by the other three. Away they all go, kicking and snorting, amid the renewed screams of the peacock and the shouts of the little boys who had congregated about. And one and all aloud declare Twas a fit sight for country fair, Far better than a dancing bear.

The kennel reached, the pack were soon round Piggs horses heels, and after a few consequential cracks of his whip, and cries of Go on, hounds! go on! to him! to him! from Benjamin, as they proceeded through the streets, which, as usual, were all commotion to see them pass, they cleared the town and entered upon the hedge-rows of the country.

Jorrocks now began to feel the full force of his situation, and inwardly wished himself well out of it.

A niceish lot of hounds, observed Ego, casually, as he brought his horse alongside James Pigg, to look him over, as he calls it; and Pigg, who was rather sprung, instead of capping him, gave him a most unceremonious stare.

A domd nice pack! ar should say, replied Pigg.

Humph! said Ego to himself, a rummish genius this, I guess  I am Pom-po-nius Ego, observed he, with an air of annihilation.

Sae they say, replied Pigg, turning his quid. Whats your cracks?

Whats your whats? repeated Ego to himself, without being able to hit off the scent. Who told you I was Ego? inquired he, after a pause, during which he kept scrutinising Pigg.

Pigg. Whe tellt me? Why, Jorrocks, to be sure! Whe else should?

Whe else should? repeated Ego, in disgust, youre a pretty fellow for a huntsman.

Yell be wantin a ticket, ars warnd, observed Pigg, pulling one of his 5s. pink pasteboards out of his waistcoat pocket and tendering it to him.

Ego looked unutterable things.

Well, my frind, and vot do you think of the ounds? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, who had had a suck at his monkey, riding up at this critical period. Some of the real sort for makin them cry Capivi  all workmen  no skirtin, babblin overrunnin beggars kept for show merely because they are andsome andsome is wot andsome does, is my happhorism?

A very good motto, Mr. Jorrocks, observed Ego; a very good motto. We shall see presently what they are made of. They seem a goodish sort of hound  level  if anything, rather full of flesh.

A werry good fault, too, at this time o year, we shall soon work them fine enough, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

As fine as Sam Nichol had his, eh?  that poor John Warde used to say a man had only to take his shaving-pot into the kennel, lather his face, and scrape his face with the back of a hound  he, he, he! good joke that, Mr. Jorrocks, eh?
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Haw! haw! haw! werry good joke, Mr. Hego, werry good joke, indeed  have laughed at it werry often  werry old friend o yours and mine, that joke. Spose it will be due again soon? Shall be ready to laugh at it again when it appears.

Mixed pack, I see, now observed Ego, who had been scrutinizing the hounds as they trotted quietly along.

Mixed pack, repeated Jorrocks, gaily, adding: dogs I thinks correct the wolatile natur o the betches. I old wi Mr. Craven Smith, continued he, that though the betches are quicker nor the dogs, they do not always show the same sport, or kill the most foxes  another thing is, I likes plenty o music, and the betches are not so free wi their tongues as the dogs, and sometimes slip away without ones knowing it, which is inconwenient, as it doesnt look well for a genlman, specially for an M.F.H., to go gallopin bout the country, exclaimin, Ave you seen my ounds? ave you seen my ounds?

That will not often happen with you, Mr. Jorrocks, I should think, observed Ego, smiling at our friends substantial form.

Not often, replied our master, with a chuck of the chin; not often  still it might, and one doesnt like bein left i the lurch.

Certainly not, assented Ego; certainly not  nothing like being on good terms with your hounds and your banker.

Nothin, replied Jorrocks, specially wi sich beauties as mine, looking lovingly down upon the pack.

Some fairish looking animals among them, observed Ego, with up-turned lip.

Fairish lookin hanimals mong em, retorted Jorrocks; fairish lookin hanimals mong em; I tells ye wot, continued he, drawing breath, if theyre not zactly the andsomest pack o ounds i the kingdom, theyre the steadiest  the wisest  and the best!

In-deed! bowed Ego, with a supercilious smile.

True guiders of a scent in ard runnin, close, patient unters with a cold scent, and as stout as steel.

In-deed! bowed Ego again.

Im not a conceited hass, observed Jorrocks, boiling up, wot thinks every thing I ave is the best, and if I ears of good blood anywhere, Ill ave it  as I said afoor, I doesnt care twopence bout tin, further nor as it enables me to pursue the plisures o the chase.

Thats your ticket! exclaimed Ego.

Sink ye, ye wadnt ha it just now, observed Pigg over his shoulder, thinking the great man had changed his mind, and wanted his insurance ticket against hunting accidents.

To hobtain a good run, continued Mr. Jorrocks, vehemently, without noticing either of these interruptions, to hobtain a good run, your ounds should not only ave good abilities, but they should be hexperienced and well quainted with each other. To guide a scent well over a country for a length o time, through all the hintricacies and difficulties o the chase, requires first chop abilities, added he with a hearty slap of his thigh.

So it does, assented Ego.

Keep the tambourine a roulin! exclaimed Pigg, who had been reining in his horse to hear his master bounce.

Yooi doit! there, Warrior! added he, with a crack of his whip to a hound that was leading others out of ear-shot.

Theres a fine ound, observed Mr. Jorrocks, again arresting the great mans attention, by pointing out old Ravager, now trotting singly along the footpath.

Youll most likely be wishin to say summut soapey and plisant bout the pack, and you cant lay it too thick on to him  Ravager, by Lord Yarboroughs Rallywood out of his Ringlet. Would gladly give fifty guineas a couple for a few more sich. Thats a nice dog too, Fugleman, pointing a speckled black and white one out. Fugleman, by the Beaufort Potentate out of Foljambes Frantic; sos that, pointing to a mealy coloured hound; Dorimont, by Drakes Duster out of the Belvoir Blameless. Dorimont! old bouy! continued Mr. Jorrocks, rising in his stirrups, and chucking him a bit of biscuit for answering to his name. Dorimont, old bouy! mind the heyes of Hengland are pon you! In fact, continued Mr. Jorrocks, sousing himself into his great saddle, and dropping his voice as he took Ego confidentially by the elbow, in fact, you cant say too much in praise o the pack  Quads neither. Im not a wain man, continued Mr. Jorrocks, far from it  but merit should be noticed, and its not never of no manner of use keepin ones candle under a bushel. Is it? asked he, anxiously.

Not a bit! replied Ego, with another slight upward curl of his lip.

Our friends then bumped on for some time in silence, Jorrocks wondering what Ego thought of him, and Ego wondering if Jorrocks was really the liberal indifferent man about money he represented himself to be. Jorrocks was half inclined to ask Ego how he proposed buttering him, lest there might be any mistake, but just as he was going to pop the tender question, Arterxerxes gave such a terrible stumble, as nearly sent him out of his saddle. He then took to jagging and objurgating the horse, which put it out of his head, and by the time he got himself and his horse appeased, he was thinking of his dinner.

As they proceeded, the spangled hedges dropped their jewels  the fields gradually resumed their pristine hue  and on reaching Bumpmead Heath, all nature smiled with the sweetness of premature spring. What a concourse was there! Flys, carriages, gigs, hunters, hacks, donkeys, all to see an author on horseback!

There! said Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to the field as they turned from the road and entered the wide expanding common, wot an unt mine is! Shall present them to you in reglar rotation  largest subscribers fust, and so on, down to the three-guinea coves. This little podgy cock on the cob is Latitat the lawyer. Bein a werry thick-winded little sinner, they call him Whezey, junior. Yon bouy on the brown, that is fidgetin about as though he didnt like his load, is Squire Barnington, the man wot wanted to be master; he gives fifty. My missis and his dont it it, but we are werry good friends. He buys osses like a brick, without bringin all the relations and frinds of this world to sist im. Barnington! holload Jorrocks to him, come and be presented to the mighty Hego. This be him, with the birds-eye fogle round his squeeze  coolish mornin you see, and Hegotists are scarce  keeps his throat warm. Mr. Barnington and Ego made mutual salutations with their hats. Hooi, Fleecy! roared Jorrocks to his secretary, who was poking about among the group on a long-tailed rat of a pony, with a slip of paper in his hand and a pencil between his teeth, come and pay your devours to Hego, the man wot makes us all famous. This be my sec., observed Mr. Jorrocks to Ego, adding, in a lower tone, Does a little word-combin himself at times  signs himself Junius Secundus  you twig!

Proud to make the personal acquaintance of Junius Secundus, observed Ego, bowing and laying his hand upon his breast. Often heard of him. Fleeceall brings his hat in contact with his heel.

This be old Barleycorn, observed Mr. Jorrocks, stopping a jolly-looking farmer, in dark clothes, on a good-looking brown horse; a werry good friend to unting  always goes fust over his own wheat.

Pomponius Ego vouchsafed him a bow.

Here comes a cove now, observed Jorrocks, laying hold of Egos arm. Jest look at this chap i the cap and cut-away coat, with the bridle all over buckles. Dis arter six, I calls him. His mother gets her tea o me, and when this young blade came to settle the bill, he wanted dis arter six. Dis arter six! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, with an emphasis. As if anybody ever eard o dis arter six! The dirty-looking dog in the plum-coloured coat and dingy Napoleons wots jest joined im, we call Two upon Ten  they unt in couples, Dis arter six and Two upon ten. They took poor Two for a thief, and wen he went into the shops, they used to sing out two upon ten! two upon ten! meanin, two eyes on ten fingers  haw, haw, haw! chuckled our master, adding, I wont interduce neither o them. But ere comes a good chap, continued he, Ridge the slater, gives ten pund, and pays it too. Slates, old bouy! continued Jorrocks, beckoning him, come this way, and let me be the makin on you. Let me interduce you to the great Mr. Hego, King o the Chase, I may call im. Ridge made as bountiful a bow as though he expected an order to roof in a palace.

Eres another good chap, continued Mr. Jorrocks, Pigott the master plasterer  M.P., as he calls himself. Ere, Piggy! continued Jorrocks, hailing him, let me do the splendacious by you. Mr. Hego, let me interduce a regler brick  fire-brick, in fact  gives sivin pund to the ounds, and pays it too.

Most praiseworthy character, observed Ego with a salaam.

And eres another good cove, continued Jorrocks, Sugar the grocer. Hes a payin subscriber too, gives ten pund.

Five, observed Sugar, whose real name was Smith, with smile.

Five, is it? growled Mr. Jorrocks, adding aloud to himself, shallnt interduce you, then. Yon chap trottin along as if his wite choker wouldnt let him look either to the right or the left, is the Reverend Titus Cramcub, a learned man like yourself  reads Lord Bacons works, and eats fat bacon for breakfast. He teaches the young idea ow to shoot, but prefers unting himself, and as soon as ounds ave shaken off the crowd, and settled to a run, he drops into the front rank, and goes as if he couldnt elp himself. This is not a bad chap, continued Mr. Jorrocks, nodding towards a square-built man in white moleskin breeches, an olive-coloured coat, and boots to match, who now turned a well-shaped gray upon the heath. This is not a bad chap, Haimes the saddler, and Ill tell ye a story bout him that may come into your palarvarment, if you like. His trade lies a good deal mong the saints, who wouldnt prove of his unting, so he always christens his oss Business, and when any on em call when hes out, his foreman says his masters away on business  haw, haw, haw! he, he, he!  a chuckle in which the great journalist joined. This is a shabby screw, said Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to a man in a rusty Bath-bricky scarlet, riding a badly-clipped ewe-necked dun. Hes unted all his life, they say, and never given a copper to ounds, always declarin that each season was to be his last. And, by the way, reminds me, continued Mr. Jorrocks, turning short on his secretary, ow do the chaps buck up now that theyve got wot they want in the way of an untsman?

Why, only very middling, Im sorry to say, Sir, replied Mr. Fleeceall. Somehow or other, I never can find a man with any money in his pocket. Its always, Oh, Ill pay you next time we meet, or, I spose youll be out on Monday, when I will bring my subscription,  but the happy day never comes.

Well, but thats all nonsense, ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks, thats all nonsense. Wont do in a commercial country like this, at least only for landowners, and folks wot dont understand ow money makes money. Ill tell ye wot ye must do, continued Mr. Jorrocks, Ill tell ye wot you must do, repeated he, boiling up, you must get a set of hinterest tables, and charge every man Jack on em five per cent. from the day the subscription becomes due.

Well, Sir, what you think right, replied Mr. Fleeceall.

Well, I thinks that right, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, adding: if I was to get over the left wi Bullock and Ulker, dye spose they wouldnt charge me five per cent., or may be more? Theyd be werry unlike bankers i general if they didnt. Why should I give tick wi the ounds?

Certainly not, Sir; certainly not, replied Fleeceall. The misfortin is, that every man thinks what he owes is of no importance. Now, there is Mr. Gillyflower coming up, as though the county was all his own,  pointing to a stylish young gentleman cantering along on a white cover hack, attired in a spic and span new scarlet coat, with patent leather fisherman boots coming half up his thighs, and puffing large clouds of smoke as he went; he is down for twenty guineas, and I carnt get a halfpenny of it. Just then Mr. Gillyflower spying the master as he cantered along, pulled short up, and taking his cigar from his lips, accosted Mr. Jorrocks with  

Holloa! good morning  how are ye, old boy?

Mr. Jorrocks deigned no answer.

Heres a fine hunting morning, Mr. Jorrocks, he continued in a somewhat subdued tone, seeing our distinguished stranger.

A werry bad untin mornin, I should say, replied Mr. Jorrocks, looking very irate, and unconsciously spurring his horse, who was still fidgetting about, from the effects of the ginger.

A good scenting one, at all events, I should think, resumed the youngster, looking rather disconcerted.

A werry bad scentin one, I should say, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, ramming the spurs into his horse, which the animal acknowledged by a sudden and desperate kick, which fairly shot our master over its head.

Great was the consternation! Ego, Fleeceall, Gillyflower, Barnington, Dis arter six, Two upon ten, and half-a-dozen more, all leaped off their horses at once, while Gillyflower caught the hat and wig, and was loud in his hopes that Jorrocks wasnt hurt.

Hurt! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, his eyes sparkling with rage, as he scrambled up and replaced his lost head-gear, hurt, Sir, he repeated, looking as though he would eat him, no, Sir  not at all  rather the contrary!

Our hero, however, having fallen both clean and soft, and having vented his anger upon his non-paying subscriber, things soon resumed their right course, while Pigg turned the accident to account by sending Ben about with the insurance tickets, singing out Take your tickets, gents? please take your tickets! goin into a hawful country  bottomless brooks! Old un got brandy in his bottle! Reglar cut-em-down-and-ang-em-up-to-dry country!

This traffic was in turn interrupted by an extraordinary Hyena-looking cap and scarlet-coated youth, with a cane-coloured beard and moustache, cantering furiously about on a long-tailed cream-coloured hack, dashing at every group of grooms and dark-coated horsemen, with the inquiry Have you seen my fellow? Have you seen my fellow? At last he made for the pack, and hazarding the same enquiry of Pigg, that distinguished observer, after a careful though somewhat impertinent scrutiny, exclaimed,

N  o  r, arm d  d if iver ar did! and Mr. Jorrocks seeing the stranger arranging his whip as if for action, and knowing Piggs pugnacious disposition, immediately gave the signal for throwing off, and in an instant the glad pack were frolicing over the greensward of the heath, with the now contracting crowd pressing on after them.

South Grove, as our readers may remember, was the scene of Mr. Jorrockss former bag-fox exploit, and was well adapted for such experiments. It was a long wood of stately oaks, running parallel with the Appledove Road, for about a mile, the wood widening into something like twelve acres towards the middle. The other side was bounded by Bumpmead Heath, and the country around was of that undulating nature, that requires a man to ride close with hounds, or run a chance of losing them. From South Grove to Doitwich, the nearest cover, was four miles, as the crow flies, but a judicious winding of certain irregularities of surface would not only lengthen it into five or six miles, but also draw a bottomless brook twice into the run. Another great advantage it possessed for Mr. Jorrocks was, that sundry bridle-roads all made for the next cover, and yet each by itself appearing to lead in a different direction, no one who did not know them would think of following him.

But wheres Mr. Hego? inquired he, looking round, expecting to find him at his elbow.

O, hes just trotted back to the Cock-and-Bottle, replied Mr. Fleeceall, he will be here directly.

Wot can he want at the Cock-and Bottle? inquired Mr. Jorrocks. He doesnt need any more jumpin powder than he has in his pocket, surely!

No, replied Mr. Fleeceall, but in looking into his silver sandwich-box just now, he found they had not put any mustard between the beef and bread, and he cant eat it that way he says. He will be back directly, I dare say  yonder he comes, indeed!

Then lets be doin, Pigg! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as Ego neared them; adding, now Binjimin, mind your eye! Marmeylad, you know!

Gently, hounds! roared Pigg, as they approached the cover, and wanted to dash at the spot they took the scent up on the former occasion. Have a care, all on ye! added he, with a crack of his whip, as they reached the hedge.

Yooi, over in then! cheered Pigg, cap in hand, seeing they were bent upon breaking away. Yooi, over in! and every hound dashes into cover, with rather more music than strict etiquette would allow.

Beautiful! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, fist in side, hoping Ego might not hear the riot. Unkimmun heager certainlie. Now, Mr. Hego, look out for the find. Theyll drag up to him with all this rind, or whatever you call the stuff, knocking some of it off the bushes with his whip. Have at him there, Manager, old man! Undeniable ound that, turning to Ego, and pointing out a black and tan dog; ven he begins to speak, you may look arter your silver sandwich-box,  haw! haw! haw!

Hoic in! hoic in! cheered Pigg along the ride, chuckling at the trick he was going to play. Have at him, Crowner! good dog! Yooi! wind him, Lousey! (Louisa) good bitch! Have at him there, all on ye, and mind skeulmaisters lookin, turning to Pomponius Ego with a grin, and saying, Baint thatindustry?



Tally-ho! tally-ho!tally-ho! screamed Ben, from the thickest part of the cover, as though he were getting murdered.

Hoic, holloa! hoic, holloa! hoic, holloa! exclaimed Ego, in the most orthodox style.

A, how-way, canny man! how-way! roared Pigg, gathering up his reins and ramming his spurs into his horse. How-way, ar say! dinna stand blairin there! Whativer ye de, keep the tambourine a roulin.

Away tore Pigg to the holloa, through bogs, briars, bushes, and brambles, followed by Ego; and now the full music of the pack proclaims the finding of the drag. There is a tremendous scent, for though it has lain an hour it is strong enough to last a week. Round they go, full swing, every hound throwing his tongue, and making the old wood echo with their melody.

Theyll kill him in cover, observed Ego, taking out his watch. Beckfords wrong about scent never lying with a white frost. Ill write an article to prove it. A momentary check ensues  the drag has been lifted.

Killed for a crown! exclaimed Ego, with delight.

Niver sick a thing;  niver sick a thing! retorts Pigg with a grin.



Now they are on him again, and the old oaks seem to shake with the melody.



Is he a big un, Ben? asks Pigg, as they meet at the junction of the rides.

Uncommon! exclaims Benjamin, gasping for breath.

Aye, but well bucket him, responded Pigg, turning his quid in his mouth; adding, arll be the death of a shillins, ony how! Sink it! added he, brandy and baccy ill gar a man live for iver!

Its now near leaving time, and Mr. Jorrocks and the field come up in long drawn file. The worthy M.F.H. all excitement and agitation.

Oh! exclaims he, dropping his ponderous whip down his leg with a heavy crash, if we do but manish it, ow appy I shall be! My vig, theyre away!

Affable and Mercury top the fence out of cover, and the whole pack follow with desperate velocity. One twang of his horn is all Pigg gives, and then sticking it into his boot, he gets out of cover, hustles his horse, and settles himself into his seat. Away they go, up a long grass field by the side of the cover, scent breast high, the pack running almost mute, and the slow ones beginning to tail.

Pomponius Ego having got a good start, begins to spur, and passes Pigg in his stride, singing out, When Greek meets Greek, then comes the tug of war! A stiff fence, with a strongly made-up gap, brings him up short, and turning to Pigg, he holloas out,  

Ill hold your horse if youll pull it down!

Ar niver gets off! replies James, flying over the fence.

A gap at the end by the wood lets Ego through, and away he strides after Pigg, as hard as ever his horse can lay legs to the ground. Three or four more large enclosures are sped over without any change of position, the hounds going best pace all the time.

Sink him, but hes made it oer strang! exclaimed Pigg to himself, thinking of the drag; ar wish they maint beat us,  looking at the hounds running away from them.



A hat held against the clear blue sky proclaims the line over the hill.

Thats the way on him, exclaims Pigg, pointing to the holloa.

Curse the fellow! replies Ego; hell have headed him to a certainty, inwardly rejoicing at the thoughts of a check.

On they go, at a pace truly awful. The drag has never been lifted till within a few yards of the halloa on the hill, and the rising ground tells on the heaving horses. Now they have a check, and on ploughed land, too. The hounds dash towards the fence beyond, and swing their cast without a whimper.

Pigg sits like a statue, giving his horse the wind, his eagle eye fixed upon the pack. They throw up; and now he takes out his horn, gives one blast, and in an instant the pack! are with him.

Ill lay my life hes headed back! exclaims Ego. That confounded fool on the hill did all the mischief. Do for once try back, as Beckford says.

Forroard yonder, to the left of the harrow, whispers a confidant to James Pigg, then along the bottom of the next grass field, and straight over Ulverstone Pasture and Bysplit, to the back of the red house yonder.

That can never be the line! exclaims Ego, wiping the perspiration from his brow. None but a born idiot would make such a cast  in the very teeth of the wind, too!

How-way, canny man! How-way! exclaims Pigg, waiving his arm and pointing to Priestess hitting off the scent; how way, ar say; what! hast getten ne mair ink i pen!

Away they go, at best pace as before, but a lane at the bottom of a turnip-field, a mile or two farther on, again brings them up.

This check joins heads and tails. Mr. Jorrocks, who has come pounding along, in a state of desperate perspiring excitement, all eyes, ears, and fears through his pet line of gates, jumps with his man at the point in the lane where the drag has crossed. Both are in such a stew, that Jorrocks can only articulate, Headies! ow they go! and Pigg, all anxiety to get his hounds across before the tail comes up, exclaims, Had bye ard man! Sink! arll be dingin on ye down! adding, yeve ne carle to ride for raputation! The tobacco-juice streams down either side of his chin, and his lank hair floats on the breeze as, bare-headed, he caps the hounds over into the field. They are now upon grass again. The scent lies parallel with the lane, and Mr. Jorrocks, whose horse and whose self are nearly pumped out, keeps on the hard road, followed by a heterogeneous tail of mud-stained, elbowing horsemen. The aspirants for fame stick to the hounds, and follow them into every field, Cramcub, who cast up as the hounds broke cover, leading.

Nothing can be finer than the line! Large grazing grounds, some forty, none less than twenty acres, are sped over, and twice Dribbleford Brook comes in the way for those whose ambition is waterproof. What a scene!  what blobbings in and scramblings out; what leavings of hind legs and divings for whips, sticks, and cigar-cases!

Jorrocks, who is well laid in on the road for a view, screeches and halloas them on. Now, Sugar! now Slates! now Dis arter six! Then up came Whezey, Junior, looking very like enough. Hover ye go! roars our master, cracking his ponderous whip. O, Mr. Jorrocks! (puff) I must enter a (pant) nolle prosequi, gasps the exhausted lawyer. Enter it then, exclaims our master, delighted at the symptoms of distress, and saying to himself. If this dont stonish old Hego, there arnt no halligators! Come hup, you hugly beast! he adds to his horse, again spurring and kicking him into a canter.

The hounds bend again to the right, the stain of cattle rather slackens their pace, and some heavy sticky fallows at length bring their noses to the ground. Eavens be praised! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, easing his horse, and eyeing them topping the fence between the pasture and arable land: we may now have a little breathin time, and see if they can unt as well as run. Oh, the beauties, ow they spread! one, two, three, and now altogether  oh, beautiful! beautiful! Hes up the furrow. Wheres Hego?

And echo answered, Where?

Mr. Jorrocks is right. The mock thief o the world has gone up the wet furrow, to the injury of the firm of Herring and Aniseed, who carry on business very languidly. Old Priestesss unerring nose alone keeps the pack on the line. Pigg, however, is at hand, with a good idea of the run of his fox, and now carries away a rood of fence as he crashes into the field to his hounds. His horses neck begins to stiffen, and there have been one or two ominous throat-rattles, but Pigg hustles him along, and casts his hounds forward to Sywell Wood. What a crash! The feeble whimper that barely owned the scent, is changed into a full and melodious chorus; every hound throws his tongue, and echo answers them a hundred-fold! Theres a rare scent!

The cover being open at the bottom, the hounds are quickly through, and Pigg, catching Benjamin at the far end, pulls him off his horse, and makes a fresh start on the boys.

Grass again greets the pack. The red-topped house is neared, and the scent improves. The hounds run stout, though, perhaps, not carrying quite so good a head as might have been desirable, had Ego been near. On they go; and now a sudden check ensues at the corner of the stackyard. The music that lately rent the air is lulled, the hounds having swung a rocket-like cast, stand staring with their heads in the air.

Who-hoop, gone to ground! exclaims some one in the rear, anxious for a termination of the enjoyment.

Not a bit of it, replies Mr. Jorrocks, knowing better. Old ard! roars he to the forward roadsters, who are now getting among the hounds. You air-dresser on the chesnut oss! holloaing to a gentleman with very big ginger whiskers; Pray old ard!

Hair-dresser! exclaims the gentleman, in a fury; turning short round; Im an officer in the ninety-first regiment!

Then you hossifer in the ninety-fust regiment, wot looks like an air-dresser, old ard, replied Mr. Jorrocks, trotting on, adding most unconcernedly, Cast em forrard, Pigg! Cast em forrard! or make a patent all round my hatter.

On goes Pigg, making good the line the warmint should have gone. Not a hound speaks!  all mute as death.

Werry rum, Pigg, said Mr. Jorrocks winking significantly to his huntsman, as the latter trotted round with his hounds; werry rum  for once cast back  clear the way there, genlemen, if you please, clear the way, who knows but you are right upon the line o scent! cried Mr. Jorrocks to the horsemen who were clustering about, thinking of any thing but what they ought.

That would not do.

Oh dear! oh dear! thats bad, muttered Mr. Jorrocks to James Pigg; where the deuce can the fool ha gone?

We may here state that Giles Gosling the farmer having seen Pigg and his comrade setting out the line, and not exactly relishing their progress over his wheat a little farther on, had watched Maltbys coming, and seizing him, drag and all, had stowed him away in his cellar.

Ar mun just try to cross the line on him, observed Pigg, pulling his horn out of his boot, and giving it a twang; put hunds forrard ard, man, said he to his master, trotting on, and blowing as he went.

Who ever saw such a cast? exclaimed Ego, who had now got draggled up; your huntsman must be mad, Mr. Jorrocks!

Ill lay a guinea at to a alf-crown wide awake he recovers his fox for all that, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a good deal more confidence than he felt.

If he does Ill eat him! rejoined Pomponius Ego, with an air of importance.

This prediction, coming from so high an authority, combined with the state of the steam had the effect of stopping the majority of a pretty well exhausted field, who all clustered round Ego to relate their daring leaps, in hopes of monthly immortality. I leapt Dribbleford Brook. I charged the ox-fence on the far side. I never left the hounds. I did this  I did that! Ambitious men!

With fear and anxiety on their faces, Pigg and his master bumped on, in hopes of hitting off the scent. Mr. Jorrocks was in a desperate stew.

Oh, Pigg! exclaimed he, as they got out of hearing, Id give the world to finish wi blood. If you could but manish to kill him, ow gratefully obleged I should be to you and your heirs for ever! You shall drink brandy out of a pint-pot for breakfast, dinner, and supper!

Ye said a quart! observed the man of the north, eyeing his hounds.

Jorrocks. Did I? Ill be as good as my word.

Pigg. Ords wuns, ard man, fetch hunds on; does think, thou ard gouk, ar can hit him off o mysel? looking back at the hounds all straggling behind Mr. Jorrockss horse.

Mr. Jorrocks pockets the rebuke, and bestirs himself to get the hounds on to his huntsman; Pigg trots on, letting them feel for the scent as they go.

Mr. Jorrocks bumps on, vowing all sorts of vows to Diana, if she will only ave the kindness to assist him that once. He would give her a hat and feather! He would give her a swans-down muff and tippet! Nay, he would stand a whole rig-out at Swan and Hedgars; pettikits, bustle, and all!

Piggs eagle-eye lights up, as a hat is waved near the windmill on the rising ground.

Yonder he is! exclaims James, grinning with delight.

Vere? inquires Mr. Jorrocks, all eyes, like Gabriel Junkss tail.

Pigg spurs his horse, and trots on to the holloa.

It is the man, who has been waiting in anxious expectation, and has just shook the fox.

After staring about, Reynard proceeds from a crawl to a trot, and then sets his head for the vale, from which the hounds have just come.

Pigg views him stealing past a plantation end, and lays his hounds quietly on; they quickly take up the scent.

A stranger in the land, the fox goes stoutly down wind, with the hounds too near to give him much chance for his life. As if anxious for the promotion of the sport, he makes for the vale, and the pack come swinging down the hill in the view of the field planted below. Fresh ardour is caught at the sight! Those who ridiculed the cast are now loudest in its praise. They reach the bottom, and fox and hounds are in the same field. Now they view him! How they strain! Its a beautiful sight. Old Priestess is tailed off, and Rummager falls into the rear. Ah, age! age! Now Vanquisher turns him, and races with Dexterous for the seize! Who-hoop! Fox and hounds roll over together!

Now Pigg crushes through the Bullfinch at the far end, followed by Mr. Jorrocks, who doesnt even ask What theres on tother side? Master and man race for the brush, but Pigg throws himself from his horse, and has the fox high in air just as the field come up in the opposite direction. What delight is in every countenance! There is Pigg holding the fox above his head, grinning and gaping, with his cap on one side, his white neckcloth ends flying out, and a coat-lap torn to ribands. Mr. Jorrocks gets off his horse, and throwing his hat in air, catches it again, and then kicks the crown out, while his heaving horse stretches and shakes himself after his unwonted exertion. Lather! lather! lots of lather! Even dribbling Ben catches the infection, and whoops and holloas at the top of his voice.

Up comes Ego, and Mr. Jorrocks, with brush in one hand and crownless hat in the other, greets him on one leg, waving the proud trophy about, and hurraying at the top of his voice, Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! Allow me, Mr. Pomponius Hego, says he, to present you with the brush of the werry gamest old thief o the world whatever was seen. Time, one hour and twenty minutes, with only one check  distance, wot you please to call it. Am sorry you wernt hup to see the darlins run into the warmint! Did it in style!

Never were sich a pack as mine; best ounds in England!  best ounds in Europe!  best ounds in Europe, Hasia, Hafrica, or Merica! So saying, Mr. Jorrocks, resuming his equilibrium, presented Ego with the brush, who received it with laudable condescension.

Now, vot will you do? inquired Mr. Jorrocks; eat your sandwiches and find another fox, or eat your sandwiches and cut away ome?

Why, for my part, I should like to try again, replied Ego; but I fear your horses condition is hardly equal to another burst; added to which, theres a frost in the air that will harden the ground, and, perhaps, damage your hounds feet. I think, perhaps, we had better leave well alone.

So be it, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Here, then, you chap with the nandy legs! calling to a knock-kneed lad on the other side of the ring; fatch me my at-crown, the cold strikes through my cocoa-nut. Having got it, Mr. Jorrocks stuck the crown in the best way he could, and, remounting his horse, returned to Handley Cross in state, and great exultation.

In the evening he entertained Mr. Ego to a sumptuous banquet, the particulars of which are recorded by him in the following chapter.


CHAPTER LII. A BAD CHURNING.
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AFTER MANY PREFATORY twangs of his trumpet, the following account of the visit at length appeared in the Heavy Triumvirate.

A DAY WITH MR. JORROCKSS HOUNDS: BY POMPONIUS EGO.

All the world has heard of the renowned John Jorrocks  renowned as a citizen  renowned as a wit  and renowned as a sportsman; but all the world may not know, until I have the pleasure of proclaiming it, that I have lately done Mr. Jorrocks the honour of paying him a visit at Handley Cross Spa. But a few words by way of introduction: I first became acquainted with Mr. Jorrocks at a soapey-tailed pig-hunt at Mousley Hurst, which I attended for the purpose of furnishing an original article on our great national sports and pastimes for the Encyclopedia the Quarterly Review the Heavy Triumvirate, Fraser, and Blackwoods Magazines; and liking Mr. Jorrocks looks, I entered into conversation with him, without his having the slightest idea who I was. I subsequently met him at our excellent friend Ackermanns, when, on a regular introduction, he fully developed those feelings of reverential awe that necessarily pervade even the most obtuse when suddenly ushered into the presence of transcendent genius, that  means  me. Of Mr. Jorrockss early life, habits, tastes, pursuits, &c., I would gladly furnish the numerous and intelligent readers of the Heavy Triumvirate with some account, but unfortunately it does not lie in my power to accomplish so desirable an object. Many of my readers will doubtless ask why not? I answer them, because I do not know any thing! Of his present fame, however, there is no doubt; and if he owes his position in the commercial world solely to the efforts of his own head, who will deny that it does him very great credit? An English merchant, in my eyes, is one of the most honourable and enviable of men. Stat nominis umbra as the elegant Junius writes, for his name is in a blaze of light. Though some may affect to decry the lustre of civic honour, such sentiments meet with no response in the breast of Ego, who knows what is estimable in commerce as well as in cover. But to my point.

One day, as I was polishing off, and weaving the quotations into an admirable article on the breed of the unadulterated Genuine Jack-Ass, which many of the readers of the Heavy Triumvirate will doubtless anxiously look for, I received an invitation from Mr. Jorrocks to inspect the Handley Cross hounds, of which I need hardly inform my readers he is the master. Now, this offer was very kind, and I will briefly explain why it was so. In the first place, Mr. Jorrocks, being a master of hounds, will naturally be supposed to have to mount his own men, and offering me the loan of a horse under such circumstances, converted such a favour into a double obligation. But have I no other reason for expressing myself in this manner? Undoubtedly I have. He accompanied the offer with an invitation to stay with him. Could I be so unwise as to neglect such an invitation? No; for in the language of the classic moralist  I feel Nemo mortalium omnibus horis sapit! I regret that it was not in my power to go to him overnight, or I should doubtless have been able to present my numerous readers with many excellent jeu desprits, or bon mots, from the lips of this amiable man; but I hope the following sketch of our days sport will make some atonement for the omission.

The meet was on Bumpmead Heath, a choice fixture, but though it has the reputation of never failing to show sport, I could discern on mine hosts countenance, as we rode along, an evident anxiety for the result. His conversation at first was strangely monosyllabic, and seeing little probability of getting a rise out of him, I trotted on to have a little chat with his huntsman, a fellow of the appropriate name of Hogg. But what an example of a man was he! A great, lanky, hungry, ill-conditioned, raw-boned Borderer, speaking a language formed of the worst corruptions of Scotch and English, intelligible only to a master of languages like myself  a man devoid of the slightest idea of civility or respect, and whose manner would have baffled any one who was to be borne down by impudent assurance. Thank God, however, such is not the case with Pomponius Ego! Yet if my name were liable to fear I do not know the man I should avoid So soon as that spare Cassius.

Still fame will work its way, and even this illiterate loggerhead, for I question if the fellow can write his own name, knew and venerated the name of Ego. May not I, then, without incurring the charge of vanity, exclaim with the ancient philosopher Quæ regio in terris nostri non plena laboris? I think I may!

From the appearance of early morning I feared we should not have been able to hunt so keen was the frost at the dawn; but the genial influence of an extremely powerful sun dispelled all fears, and before we reached the place of meeting, the country had quite laid aside its coat of white. I thought, what language can elevate the charms of Nature, and exclaimed, with the Tuscan poet Difficile est propria communia dicere. Prior to throwing off, Mr. Jorrocks presented the principal members of his hunt to me, by all of whom I was received with marked respect, and, I am sorry to add, that he was also thrown off himself, by his horse pitching him over its head  an accident which I saw once occur to my friend Count Pitchinstern, at his château one morning, when I was chatting, with the charming Countess on my arm. I also remember, many years ago, as my readers may suppose it is, when I say it was in the days of Mr. Corbet, in Warwickshire, seeing Will Barrow, his huntsman  and a better never cheered hound  get precisely a similar fall, at the same time of day, just as he was turning his horses head for the cover, and strange to say, I observed Mr. Jorrocks acted just as Will did on that occasion  he scrambled up as quick as he could, and remounted his horse.

Now, then, for the sport! We quickly found our fox, and the scent being good, he soon saw it prudent to leave the cover and try his fortune in the open. The hounds got well together, and every thing seemed indicative of sport, when one of those untoward events to which all countries are liable, occurred, and completely changed the aspect of affairs. The fox was shamefully headed by a man at work, forced from his line  one of the best he possibly could have selected  and driven upon ground all foiled with the stain of sheep and cattle. Seeing what had occurred, I pulled up in perfect despair, and almost vowed I would never come out hunting again. How strange it is that men will hoop and holloa when they see a fox, as though their lives depended on this exercise of their lungs! I have often meditated a paper upon holloas, and the events of this day made me more resolved to execute the intention than ever. The readers of this lively publication may now look for its appearance.

All prospect of sport being unhappily annihilated, I complacently resigned my place of leader of the front rank, and contented myself with trotting quietly on, and observing the performances of the others. Of those who went well, I may particularly mention a Cheshire gentleman, of large fortune, by the name of Barnington, whose acquaintance I had the pleasure of making some years since in Oxfordshire, when the late Sir Thomas Mostyn hunted the country Mr. Drake now has, and I was happy to see that the fine hand and nerve he then possessed, had matured, with experience, into the formation of a good sportsman. Mr. Barnington asked me to dine and stay all night at his house, which, I was given to understand, is the best in Handley Cross  every thing done in the most elegant style, which I so greatly admire  and kindly accompanied the invitation with the offer of a mount the next day the hounds went out; but the duties of preparing this article imperatively recalled me to my desk, at home. But did Mr. Barnington do nothing else for me? I answer yes; he gave me some gingerbread-nuts! Unexampled kindness! He would seem to have sat for the picture so felicitously hit off by the ancient bard, Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer!

But I fancy I hear some of your readers exclaiming Get forrard, Ego; get forrard; or you will be having Oxoniensis, or some of the saucy critics flanking you. I answer, I do not care a sou for Oxoniensis or any critic on the face of the earth. I will, however, dismiss this subject in a few words. After a good deal of cold and slow hunting, we at last worked up to our fox, and Mr. Jorrocks most politely presented me with the brush, in terms far too flattering and complimentary to admit of my repeating it here. We then returned home. Arrived there, my most enthusiastic friend, who was evidently bent on showing off to advantage, proceeded to introduce me to his bet won hats, accompanying each castor with an account of how he got it. This said he, balancing a fine Jolliffe punt on the point of his finger, I won by the Water-Witch beating the Weazel from Wapping to Margate. This said he, producing a cream-bowl shallow, I won at my great Maid of Honour match at Richmond  eat eighteen maids of honour while Billy Buttonhole was tucking in ten; an appalling feat, my myriads of fair friends would exclaim, were I not to add, that said maids are a species of cheese-cake made at that beautiful locality on the Thames. Then a woolley whitey-brown hat was the product of prowess at the Cope; a shaved drab, the fruits of his gun at the Red House; a green wide-awake was won at Hornsey Wood, and a horse-hair drab felt at Jemmy Shaws rattery, somewhere in Windmill Street. Having got through the history of these, he out with his foxes brushes, and proceeded to expatiate on them, each brush furnishing an account of the finest run that ever was seen! At length he talked himself out of breath, blew himself, in short; and as he proceeded to arrange the brushes becomingly in the hats, and set them out on the side-board, like racing-cups, against dinner, I retired to the privacy of my apartment, there to ruminate oer the doings of the day, and think how best I could furnish an account that would delight my anxious readers, and maintain the lustre of a glorious name.

The Dinner.  At five oclock precisely, for no man is more punctual than Mr. Jorrocks, I found myself comfortably seated with my legs under his mahogany, in a delightful little party, formed of my estimable host and his lady, a very Venus, and suggesting, by her complexion, the words of the Poet of Love, ut flos &c. Miss Belinda Jorrocks, their niece, a most lovely and fascinating young creature, the Diana of private life, rosy, with dew as Moore says. Mr. James Stobbs, a Yorkshire gentleman  heir, I understand, to a pretty fortune, and who was evidently making love to Miss Belinda, and another gentleman of the name of Smith, or Smyth, but which it was, I regret exceedingly to say, I am unable to state.

We had an excellent repast, in the old English style, of abundant profusion, which I so greatly admire  pig at the top, pig at the bottom, and myself on one side  turkey to remove one and a couple of hares to supplant the other. For side dishes, there were what I never saw before in any country  a round of beef, cut in two, one half placed on each side of the table; on inquiry, I found it was done to get the real juicy part of the beef, without the salt. In addition to these, there were two pork-pies.

But my readers will naturally inquire, Had you, Ego, with all this eating, any thing like drinking in proportion? Oh, indeed, I answer yes  Oceans of Port! We drank Fox-hunting again, and again, and again. In short, whenever my inestimable host found himself at a loss for a joke, a toast, or a sentiment, he invariably exclaimed, Come, Mr. Ego, lets drink Fox-unting again! Particulars I will not enter into, but I may be allowed to speak of myself. I paid such devotion to Bacchus, that I fancied I became the God myself! Egos forehead fancied the vinecrown around it! But he trusts he never, in his moments of deepest hilarity, forgot what was due to beauty and moral worth! Yet, the wine in  well may we say with the Augustan classic Cereus in vitium flecti, monitoribus asper Utilium tardus provisor, prodigus æris, Sublimis, cupidusque, et amata relinquere pernix.

Any particulars of the establishment of so celebrated a gentleman as Mr. Jorrocks, will, I am sure, be interesting to the innumerable readers of the Heavy Triumvirate I may, therefore, mention the first thing that occurred to me on returning to sensibility on the following morning. I was lying tossing and tumbling about in a very nice French bed, with white dimity furniture, with a splitting headache from my over-nights Anacreonism, as Moore would elegantly call it, when a gentle tap at my door first drew my attention to the fact that I was not, as I fancied, in the Calais packet, off Dover. Come in! at length I cried, after the knock had been more than once repeated, and in obedience to the order, little Benjamin, Mr. Jorrockss buoy of all work, presented himself at my bed-side. His whole person was enveloped in an old faded green baize apron, but there was no mistaking the rogueish ginnified countenance that appeared above it, even if he had suffered his tongue to lie dormant, which was not the case.

I say, guvnor! exclaimed he, in the slangy, saucy dialect, peculiar to the lower orders in London, I say, guvnor, Betsy complains!

Sirrah! Remember what the Latian said! Syllaba longa brevi subjecta vocatur iambus, Pes citus.

Hold your tongue! cried I.

Benjamin was struck with the language.

What business have you here?

Vot business have I here? Ill tell you vot business I have here said he. The old un (meaning his master) says, if your coppers are ot, you may have one of his Sizeley (Seidlitz) pooders producing a box as he spoke.

Mr. Jorrocks, however, I suppose, gets Ben on such terms as makes it convenient for him to put up with his impudence, as on no other score can I reconcile the idea of his keeping such a scoundrel. One word more relative to Mr. Jorrocks, and, for the present, I take leave of my most respected friend, of whom none but himself can be his parallel. It may not, perhaps, be generally known, that prior to Mr. Jorrocks becoming master of the Handley Cross Fox Hounds, his amiable lady and he did not live upon the most amicable terms, and frequent feuds disturbed the serenity of Great Coram Street. Since he got them, all goes on smoothly and well. Mrs. Jorrocks identifies herself with the sports of her husband, and not unfrequently graces the field in a fly. Is not this a compliment to hunting; and may not I, the chosen, the only real historian of the chase, take some little credit to myself for the accomplishment of so desirable an object?

I think I may!

Pomponius Ego!

When Mr. Jorrocks, who had anticipated all sorts of flattering encomiums and agreeable comparisons  that would place him in the front rank of sportsmen, and astonish the chaps in the city  read the foregoing, he was half frantic with rage, and kept dashing the Heavy Triumvirate about the room, until he knocked all the number to pieces. He then deliberately kicked it together, and, taking the tongs, burnt it before a slow fire under a heavy discharge of depreciatory anathemas and declarations that it was as much out of date as an old six inside coach.

The following is his entry in his Journal respecting the account, to hear which he had summoned a select party to dinner:  

Read Pomponius Hegos account of me, my missus, my miss, my ats, my pork pyes, and my ounds. Never was such nonsense. This sort of hoiling wont answer. Always one word for his host and two for himself. All nonsense payin chaps for butterin one when one can do it so much better oneself. Will take a leaf out o the Blackmore Wale chaps books another time. Spoiled the best dinner that ever was cooked  turtle soup and turbot  haunch o doe wenison and Stilton  couldnt eat a bit.

And there leaving him to recover, we will take another peep at his huntsman.


CHAPTER LIII. THE PIGG TESTIMONIAL.
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YIS:  RESOLVED that James Pigg is evidently desarvin of a testimonial  is evidently desarvin of a testimonial,  yis  is evidently desarvin of a testimonial. Such were the words that escaped the lanthorn jaws of friend James at the end of a long carouse at the sign of the Salmon in Handley Cross (beds 1s., breakfast 1s. 6d., dinners with ale 2s. 6d.), where a sporting or perhaps gambling conversation had gradually turned into an enquiry as to the best means of raising the wind. Owen Sherry, the landlord, suggested one thing; Boltem, the billiard-table keeper, suggested another; Tom Taws, the schoolmaster a third;  but at length it was unanimously agreed that there was nothing like a testimonial. It required no capital; fourpence for books, a penny for pens, and a like sum for ink, would cover the expenses of any amount they could gather. It only wanted a popular character to testimonialise, and where would they get such a man as Mr. Pigg? They would give it a start, so Duncan Nevin being, as the most respectable man, voted into the chair, it was moved and seconded That James Pigg was eminently deserving of a testimonial, and that a committee, consisting of the present party, with power to add to their number, be appointed to carry the same into effect.

And, after a glorious evening, James went hiccuping home, bumping against pillar and post, vociferating Resolved! resolved that James Pigg is evidently desarvin of a testimonial!  yis  evidently desarvin of a testimonial! adding, as he nearly came over on his nose, had up ard boy, or yell be brikin your knees. Sink! they dinna mak their streets hafe wide enough, continued he, taking his bearings for another lamp post. Then, as he reached the top of Hill-street, he steadied himself awhile, and after shouting at the top of his voice, Whativer ye keep the tambourine a roulin! he gave such a series of shrieks and view holloas, as brought a night-capped head to almost every window in the street.

Whats the matter! demanded one.

Police! roared another.

Thieves! fire! murder! screeched a score.

Sink ye! brandy and baccy ill gar a man live for iver! hiccupped Pigg again; whereupon a fresh volley of yells arose, which Pigg seasoned with view holloas, who-hoops, and other hunting noises.

At length heads gradually withdrew, windows closed, and lights disappeared, and Pigg went lurching down the street, singing, Sommers comin on, and ar shall roul i riches, and ar will buy mar fancy man a pair o leather breeches.

When Porker, the policeman (No. 9), was making his round some half-hour after, he stumbled over Pigg, lying in the gutter in Duke-street, muttering, as the dirty water trickled under his nose, Not another drop, I thank ye. No, not another drop. Porker then got a shutter, and, aided by a comrade, shot Mr. Pigg down in Mr. Jorrockss back kitchen.

The next number of the Paul Pry newspaper contained a neatlyworded paragraph, stating that their numerous readers would be glad to see by an advertisement in their first page that a subscription had been set on foot by certain influential parties, for the purpose of presenting Mr. Jorrockss excellent Highland huntsman with a becoming testimonial, which would afford all well-wishers of their unrivalled Spa, who did not partake of the exhilirating pastime of the chase, an opportunity of testifying their admiration of a man who contributed so much to the prosperity of the place; while the great we said he was sure all sportsmen would eagerly rush to do honour to one whose keenness was only equalled by his success.

The paragraph, which of course was paid for, concluded by saying, that in addition to, Mr. Piggs eminent qualifications as a huntsman, he had a claim upon their sympathies, as a gentleman of ancient lineage, and the chief of his clan, who had been unjustly defrauded of his rightful inheritance, which was very considerable.

The following is a copy of the advertisement referred to which occupied a conspicuous place in the paper, along with Holloways Pills, Dredges Heal-All, Cockles Antibilious, and similar stock announcements:  

PROPOSED TESTIMONIAL TO MR. JAMES PIGG, HUNTSMAN TO THE HANDLEY CROSS (MR. JORROCKSS) FOX-HOUNDS.

Many of the sportsmen in the habit of hunting with this well-known and highly efficient pack having expressed a desire to present Mr. Pigg, their able huntsman, with a testimonial of respect, as well for his civility in the field as his general private worth, the following gentlemen have consented to act as a committee to receive subscriptions to effect that object, and they earnestly request the co-operation of all true lovers of the noble sport.

Duncan Nevin,

Owen Sherry,

Alfred Boltem,

Simon Hookem,

Judas Turnbull,

Michael Grasper,

Thomas Taws,

James Blash,

John de Pledge.

The committee having agreed to sup together twice a week out of the proceeds of the subscription, did not think it necessary to add to their number, and went to work vigorously, aided by the chieftain, who did not consider it derogatory to his dignity to canvass for subscriptions; on the contrary, he went about urging people to beave andsome, intimating to some that he would ride oer them, or jump a top on em the first time he caught them down, if they didnt.

Of course they went to our master first, who did not take the sanguine view the gentlemen anticipated. Indeed, he threw cold water upon it altogether, and gave the deputation a good lecture on the wice of insobriety, which he assured them was the root of all evil,  adding that he had seen drinkin tried in warious lines of life, but had never seen it answer in any, and hinted that he thought his Pigg would be quite as well without the quaintance o certain genlmen in Andley Cross, looking significantly at Blash and De Pledge as he spoke. Finding there was nothing to be got out of Mr. Jorrocks in the way of cash, they proceeded to coax him into being a decoy, by representing how injurious it would be to Pigg if his master didnt appear to sanction the proceeding; and ultimately Mr. Jorrocks put his name down for a guinea, our master paying the shilling, and making them mark him down then and there, as he said, as having paid the whole.

They then went to Captain Doleful, who, appalled at the amount Mr. Jorrocks had given, would fain have backed out of it altogether, on the plea of not being a fox-hunter; but the committee urging the same arguments upon him that they had upon Mr. Jorrocks, he at length consented to write himself down for a sovereign, on the assurance that it would never be called for, a delusion in which he indulged until a county-court summons enlightened him on the subject.

Testimonials, though nominally voluntary, being in reality almost compulsory  a non-subscriber being looked upon, if not in the light of an enemy, at all events not in that of a friend  money came flowing in from all quarters, especially from the townspeople, who did not like to be dunned face and face, taunted with being shabby fellows, and no gentlemen, as Pigg taunted them.

The country people were more difficult to move, and treated their circulars very small; some putting them in the fire, others lighting their cigars with them; and our active committee were obliged to issue a second circular, drawing attention to the fact of their not having been favoured with an answer to the first, saying what the party intended to give, an ingenious device well worth the attention of the promoters of these nuisances.

They also inserted the following advertisement in the Handley Cross Paul Pry: TESTIMONIAL TO MR. PIGG.

At a highly respectable and influential ADJOURNED MEETING of the friends of Mr. Pigg, held at Mr. Owen Sherrys, the sign of the Salmon, in Handley Cross, It was resolved,  That the list be kept open for a fortnight, to enable the outlying members of the hunt and others, to assist in honouring a gentleman who deserves so well at their hands, for his cheery affability and unremitting exertions in the noble cause of fox-hunting.

And so, leaving the testimonial to the benefit of its fortnights grace, we will return to our notices of the pack.


CHAPTER LIV. THE WANING SEASON.
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THE SEASON WAS wearing out apace.

An unusually dry spring brought the country forward, and set the farmers to their fences and their fields. Ploughs and harrows were going, grain was scattering, and Reynard was telegraphed wherever he went.

You baint comin this way again, I spose, observed each hedger, as he drove his stakes into the ground to stop up the gaps.

The hazel-drops began to hang from the bushes, the larch assumed a greenish tint, and the groves echoed to the sound of minstrelsy. The wood pigeons had long been exhorting Davy to take two cows, when he was about it Take two coos Davy, Take two coos, as some ingenious gentleman has interpreted their mild melody. The rooks, indeed all the birds were busy  primroses opened their yellow leaves, and the wood anemone shot into life and wild luxuriance. The broom was parched and the gorse sun-burnt.

After many days of declining sport, including two or three after the old customer, the following ominous paragraph at length appeared in the Paul Pry, under the head of

Hunting Intelligence.

Mr. Jorrockss hounds will meet at Furzy Lawn Turpike, on Wednesday, at nine oclock precisely. Significant notice! Another last day about to be added to the long list of last days that had gone before. The old stagers sighed as they read it. It recalled many such notices read in company with those they would never see again. The young ones said it was a pity, but consoled themselves with the thoughts of a summer in London, a yachting or a fishing season. The would-be sportsmen who had been putting off hunting all the winter began to think seriously of taking to it next, and to make arrangements for November.

The morning of the last day was anything but propitious. The sun shone clear and bright, while a cutting east wind starved the sheltered side of the face  horses coats stared, the hounds looked listless and ill, and mens boots carried dust instead of mud-sparks. Fitful gusts of wind hurried the dust along the roads, or raised it in eddying volleys on hills and exposed places. It felt like anything but hunting; the fallows were dry and parched, the buds on the trees looked as if they thought they had better retire, and all nature yearned for rain  rain would be a real blessing.

Still there was a goodish muster of pinks, and the meet being on the road, sundry flys and other sporting equipages contributed their quota of dust. Great was the moaning and lamentation that the season was over. Men didnt know what they should do with themselves all the summer. What wild resolutions they might have pledged themselves to is uncertain, for just as the drawing up of vehicles, the cuttings in and out of horsemen, the raising of hats, the kissing of hands, and the volleys of dust, were at their height, Walter Fleecealls ominous visage appearing on one side of the gate, and Duncan Nevins on the other, caused such a sensation, that (to avoid the dust) many of the gentlemen got into the fields, and never came near the gate again. Added to this a great black cart stallion, with his tail full of red tape, whinnied and kicked up such a row, that people could hardly hear themselves speak.

At nine oclock, half blinded, half baked, and quite bothered, Mr. Jorrocks gave the signal for leaving the meet. It was a wildish sort of try, and every farmer having recently seen a fox at some distance from his own farm, James Pigg just run the hounds through turnip-fields, along dike-backs as he called the hedge-rows, and through any little spinneys that came in his way, till he got them to Bleberry Gorse. What a change had come over the hounds since last they were there! Instead of the eager dash in, they trotted up to it, and not above half the hounds could be persuaded to enter.

Eleu in, mar cannie hinnies! holloaed James Pigg, standing erect in his stirrups, and waving his cap; but the cannie hinnies didnt seem to care about it, and stood looking him in the face, as much as to say so. Hoic in there, Priestess! Hoic in! continued he, trotting round the cover, and holding them at the weak places, in hopes of striking a scent. Ne fox here, said Pigg to himself, watching the waving of the gorse as the hounds worked leisurely through it. Ne great odds, either, continued he; could mak nout on him if there was.



Where will you go to next, James? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, coming up, horn in hand, preparing to call his hounds out of cover.

A! ar dinna ken, ars sure, replied Pigg; maks little odds ar think  might as well hunt oer a pit-heap, as i seck a country as this, looking at the baked fallows round about.

Well, never mind, replied Mr. Jorrocks, this is our last day, and high time it was; but we mustnt let it be blank, if we can elp it  so lets try Sywell plantation  the grass at all ewents will carry a scent, and I should like to hear the Jenny Linds again afore we shut up, if it was only for five minutes.

Out went the horns  Mr. Jorrocks determined to have a blow, if he could have nothing else, and the hounds came straggling out of cover, some lying down at his horses heels, others staring listlessly about.

Never saw such a slack pack in my life, exclaimed Captain Shortflat, eyeing them as he spoke: I wonder what Scrutator would say if he saw them! Never saw such a listless lot of animals  glad Ive not wasted my season by hunting with them.

Captain Shortflats opinion was caught by Master Weekly (at home for the measles), who immediately sported it as his own to his school-fellow, Master Walker (at home for the hooping-cough); and it at length coming to Mr. Batemans ears, he immediately attributes their slackness to the fact of their being fed on meal before hunting, which of course he considered was done to save flesh, and thereupon Mr. Jorrocks is voted an uncommon great screw. Meanwhile our master, unconscious of the verdict, goes on at a very easy pace, feeling that a hot sun and a red coat are incompatible.

Sywell plantations are blank, Layton spinney ditto; then they take a three-miles saunter to Simonswood, where they find a hare, and at two oclock Mr. Jorrocks announces that he will draw Warrington Banks, which is the last cover in his draw, and then give in. Some sportsmen go home, others go on, among the number Captain Shortflat, who meditates an article in Bells Life on Slackness in general, and Handley Cross slackness in particular.

The sun is very powerful, and Mr. Jorrocks gives his hounds a lap at a stream before putting them into cover. Warrington Banks are irregularly fringed with copsewood, intermixed with broom and blackthorn: lying warm to the sun, the grass grows early, and Old Priestess and Rummager feather across a glade almost immediately on entering. Presently there is a challenge  another  then a third, and the chorus swells. Mr. Jorrocks listens with delight, for though a kill is hopeless, still a find is fine  Captain Shortflat turns pale.

The hounds work on, bristling into the thick of the cover. Now they push through an almost impenetrable thicket, and cross a ride beyond. The chorus increases, but the hounds move not. Who-hoop! its a kill.

Now Pigg jumps off his horse, and leaving him to chance, bounds over head among the underwood. His cap-top is just visible as he scrambles about in search of the place. To the right! exclaims Mr. Jorrocks, seeing him blindly pushing the wrong way make for the big hash a top of the crag and youll have em.

On Pigg goes, swimming, as it were, through the lofty gorse and brushwood, and his well-known who-hoop! sounds from the bottom of the crag.

Bravo! exclaims Mr. Jorrocks, chucking his hat in the air. (He could not afford to kick out the crown.)

Delightful! lisps Captain Shortflat, wringing Mr. Jorrocks hand.

A glorious finish! rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, pocketing his wig.

Charming, indeed! exclaims Captain Shortflat, resolving to call it twenty minutes.

Catch Piggs horse! cries Mr. Jorrocks to a boy, the animal having taken advantage of the commotion to make his way to the well.

After a longish pause, during which there appeared to be a considerable scuffle going on, Piggs voice is at length heard calling his hounds out of cover; and as his head pops above the bushes, Mr. Jorrocks exclaims, Ist a dog, Pigg!

Yeas, replies James, a banger tee.

Capital, indeed! lisps Captain Shortflat; Ill take a pad, if you please.

There arnt none! exclaims James Pigg, appearing with his purpletailed coat torn in three places, and several of the hounds bleeding about the mouth. Hounds were sae desprate savish, thought theyd eat me; adding, with a wink, in an undertone to his master, Its nobbut a hedgehog, and ars gettin him i my pocket!

Captain Shortflat, however, is so delighted with the kill and with his own keenness in having stayed, that he forthwith lugs out five shillings for James Pigg, declaring it was perfectly marvellous that hounds should be able to run on such a day  let alone kill; that he never saw a pack behave better in his life Uncommon keen, to be sure! repeated he; declare the tips of their tails are red with blood.

The last day closes  Mr. Jorrocks lingers on the ride, eyeing his hounds coming to the horn, till at last all are there, and he has no other excuse for staying; with a pensive air he then turns his horses head for Handley Cross.


CHAPTER LV. PRESENTATION OF THE PIGG TESTIMONIAL.
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THE PIGG TESTIMONIAL became the fashion at Handley Cross. Every subscriber, no matter how little he had given, wanted to control the total expenditure. One thought a silver salver with a suitable inscription would be the thing, another thought a highly-mounted silver horn, a third a silver cup with the Pigg arms emblazoned thereon, a fourth suggested a portrait of Pigg by an eminent local artist, while a fifth inquired if there was a Mistress Pigg, in order that they might present her with a bracelet, an armlet, or some such suitable tribute. The trading subscribers were anxious to turn the tide of benevolece into their own peculiar lines. Selvage, the tailor, thought it was of no use sharing the subscription with Frostwork, the silversmith, who would charge them nobody knew what for pattern, and fashion, and fiddle-stick; while a good suit of clothes  say a blue coat with bright buttons, a Berlin vest, with a pair of Oxford diagonal rib trousers with black stripes down the sides  would be a far more useful and sensible present than a cartload of plate to a man without a sideboard. Bunion, the bootmaker, thought a pair of new tops, or a pair of tops and a pair of Wellingtons, would be more in character for a huntsman; while De Pledge, the pawnbroker, who had a very elegant ormolu eight-light candelabrum up the spout, wanted to make the payment of his half-crown contingent on their taking it. Then Frostwork, on his part, insisted that the correct testimonial to a huntsman was a coffee and tea-pot, sugar basin, and cream-ewer, with some sporting emblematical device engraved thereon, and spoke of a very nice set he could let the committee have very reasonable, and which was fit to grace the table of the first nobleman in the land.

Unfortunately, however, for all their schemes and calculations, the money melted almost as fast as it was collected.

The two suppers a week ran away with nearly all that the active committee didnt run away with themselves, the usual allowance of twenty percent, for non-payig subscribers being taken into account.

This was rather an awkward circumstance, no testimonial being perfect without a presentation; and Handley Cross of all places being the last that could afford to dispense with any excitement-giving proceeding.

As usual, those who had given the least made the most noise, and it very soon became evident that nothing but a public presentation would satisfy the expectations of the place. The Paul Pry had inadvertently magnified our huntsman into a hero, and as it was rumoured that he was likely to recover the money his fore elder John had deprived him of, he began to be looked upon, by the fair sex in particular, as a gentleman in disguise. Some even hinted that he was the rightful owner of Balmoral. The more the thing was talked about, the more impossible it became to avoid letting people see to the application of their money; and at length it was settled that the testimonial, which the committee insisted on selecting themselves, should be presented at a half-crown six oclock meal, which would serve the aristocracy for a dinner, and the democracy for a supper.

Mr. De Pledge, the pawnbroker, who had the care of a very extensive assortment of first-rate jewellery, agreed to job a handsome gold watch with a Watherston and Brogden chain, provided he were allowed to strip Pigg of the same when the party broke up; and these preliminaries being arranged, they began to look about for a chairman. This was rather a difficult point, it requiring a gentleman, while the Salmon, though extremely comfortable, was only, as its tariff shows, a second or third-rate house. Many gentlemen were named, but there were objections raised to them all. One couldnt speak, another couldnt drink; a third, Pigg or some of them had insulted; while a fourth was so entirely a townsman, that he would be sure to keep the country people away. At last they hit upon Puppy Cackler, as he was improperly called, a sort of social bat hovering between town and country. The country people wouldnt have him, and he wouldnt have the townspeople, so between the two he was badly off for society. Before Handley Cross became what it is, his place, Vernal Court, was in the country, and he had no notion of losig caste because the town had chosen to build up to it.

At first he demurred to taking the chair, because, though the hunt might be considered a country thing, yet the testimonial was a town one.

However, his great natural love of a let-off prevailed, and he consented to preside, first informing himself as accurately as he could, for he was no sportsman, of Mr. Piggs habits and antecedents.

The walls of Handley Cross then became alive with red-lettered bills, announcing that

HORATIO CACKLER, ESQUIRE, OF VERNAL COURT, would present the PIGG TESTIMONIAL at the SALMON HOTEL

at six oclock on Thursday evening, and forthwith the dandified Horatio began to comb out his words, and string together his sentences in his usual inflated much-ado-about-nothing style.

The committee had then to bestir themselves to prepare Pigg both outwardly and inwardly for the occasion  outwardly in the way of clothes, and inwardly in the way of a speech expressive of his gratitude. As they thought to catch a few more subscribers by making out that there was still a slight deficiency in the price of the Watherston and Brogden chain, it was at first proposed to dress Pigg up as a Highlander; but our friend rebelled and libelled the costume in terms not fit to be reproduced. His own wardrobe, consisting of the clothes in which Mr. Jorrocks hired him (vide ), being clearly inapplicable, his hunting ones were then canvassed; but considering that he was to appear in the character of an out-of-luck gentleman, it was determined to draw on De Pledges ample stores for a becoming suit.

The speech was the most difficult thing to manage, for though Taws, the schoolmaster, wrote him out several most appropriate ones, Pigg could never be induced to get one by heart, relying, like many untried orators, on the occasion supplying the needful.

Whenever Taws came to get him to recite, he was always too busy to attend to him.

On the appointed day, Batsay having borrowed one of Mr. Jorrockss best frilled shirts, and Mr. Barningtons washerwoman having supplied him with one of that gentlemans orthodox collars, Pigg was seen turning out of De Pledges side-door in an uncommon get up. Blash, the barber, had cut and curled him, at least what there was of him to curl, while the imposing-looking frill was further developed by a much amplified lace-tipped Joinville, and a broad roll-collared white waistcoat, with imitation blood-stone buttons. From his roomy-sleeved blue dress-coat pocket peeped a cambric kerchief  a thing altogether beside Piggs wants, as were the braces that now preserved the equilibrium of a pair of candle-light kerseymeres over his red-legged patent leather boots. A damaged Gibus hat sat at an uneasy sort of half-cock on his head, while he flourished a pair of eighteenpenny lemon-coloured kids in his hand. Thus attired, he proceeded along Columbine Street through Larkspur Crescent to Longpod Lane, eliciting the grinning laughter of the grown, and exclamations from the little boys of L-a-u-k, thats Pigg! Did you ever? No I never! and so on.

Arrived at the Salmon Inn, there was such a crowd about the door, that De Pledge and Taws, who had agreed to walk at a respectful distance behind Pigg  near enough of course to prevent his bolting with the clothes  now came up, and with their authoritative make way there, make way! informed the starers that the gaunt elbower was the hero of the night. Pigg then pushed through the doorway, and was presently in the bar at the end of the passage, where, finding a couple of glasses of gin on a tray ready for serving, he just swigged them off, and then demanded where he was to gan? His keepers, who were close upon him, now took each an arm, and led him up the crowded old-fashioned staircase, for the Salmon was Roger Swizzles old original Handley Cross house, to the low reception room  his supporters urging him to mind his Ps and Qs, and beave like a gentleman.

Mr. Jorrocks, though rather jealous of the whole proceeding, had arrived sky-blued and canaried all the same, and was forming part of a select circle round the intense swell of a chairman, when Mister Pigg! came towering in after his name.

The sea of society dividing as Pigg approached, the chairman and he were presently vis-à-vis.

Hoo ist, canny man? hoo ist? exclaimed James; give us a wag o thy nief, tendering his horny fist to the thin-skinned Mr. Cackler. Then turning to his astonished master, he added, Sink, thous beat me here then, ard man!

The chairman hearing this, rather recovered the shock of his own salute, and attributing the roughness of Piggs manners to the ruggedness of his country, Caledonia stern and wild, proceeded to try and ingratiate himself with him notwithstanding.

Beautiful weather, said Mr. Cackler, rubbing his hands as if he was washing them.

Varra, replied Pigg, with a hitch of what he thought were his brace-less breeches.

Hope youve got a good appetite, observed the chairman, as the smell of dinner came mounting up stairs.

Cant say ar hev, replied James, fumbling about for his baccy box. Cant say ar hev, adding ars ne greet eater at ony time  drinkins better for the teeth nor eatin. Sink, continued he, still fumbling about for his baccy box, which he had left in his own coat pocket, and catching a sight of himself in the opposite mirror. Sink, ar wonder what mar coosin Deavilboger would say gin he were to see me rigged out like a squeire, toppin arle corled, and sark lap stickin out ahint, Pigg ducking and bending and turning about to examine himself as he spoke.

What sort of weather have they in the north  do you hear, Mr. Pigg? asked the chairman, thinking to fix his exact locality.

A, grand weather! grand weather! replied Pigg; its arleways grand weather there. Sink, continued he, speaking full gallop Ar wish ar was there  gin ar had me reets, ar de believe ard been a genlman this day, and hontin my own hunds, only you see mar fore elder John you see, John Pigg you see, willed arle wor brass to the formary ye see, and left me wi fairly nout  gin ye gan to the formary yell see it arle clagged up i great goud letters gin the warll, Pigg fibbing away at the chairman until he got him clagged up gin the warll too.

At this critical moment, Owen Sherry, the landlord, announced that dinner was served, whereupon a bowing match took place between Pigg and the chairman, Pigg not understanding what Mr. Cacklers motioning towards the door meant. The latter at length put an end to the controversy by running his arm through Piggs, and leading him out of the room  presently bringing him to anchor on the right of the chair, with a round of beef under his nose. Jorrocks followed, closely pressed upon by the company at large, who soon filled the not very long, long room of the Salmon. After the usual rushing, and scrambling, and fighting for seats, silence was at length obtained, when grace being said, they fell to with the voracity of fox-hounds.

The delicate-feeding Pigg astonished the chairman by asking for a third help of beef, after he had had what appeared to Mr. Cackler two most sufficient ones, together with an inordinate quantity of winter cabbage, carrot, and peas pudding. The half-crown only affording eatables, the company were soon invited to give their orders for fluids, and the table presently became dotted with pint decanters, which in a more aristocratic house would have done duty for bottles. The guests then began challenging Pigg to take wine, upon which our friend desired them to send up their bottles, observing that it was ne compliment to a man to ax him to drink at his own expense. Thus Pigg, who had bargained for a bottle of rum to himself, got a very considerable quantity of other liquor to the saving of his spirit. Not that he did save it much, for he kept applying to it pretty freely between times, drinking nearly a pint during dinner. So the entertainment proceeded amidst great clamour, and the astonishment of Mr. Cackler, at the manner in which the chieftain eat with his knife. At length the most vigorous appetite was appeased, the clatter gradually died out, and the guests began puffing, and wheezing, and ruminating on what was to follow.

The cloth being drawn, and grace said, the chairman prosed through the usual loyal and patriotic toasts, and then paused for the grand left-off of the evening. Having duly received the gold watch with the glittering Watherston and Brogden chain at the hands of Mr. De Pledge, and examined it carefully inside and out, he coiled the chain becomingly round the watch on the table, and clearing his voice with a substantial hem, stood well erect, with his right hand extended and his left reposing in his emerald green velvet vest, to pour the vial of his eloquence upon our curly-pated Pigg.

Mr. Pigg! said he, in a sonorous voice, amidst general applause; Mr. James Pigg, repeated he, correcting himself, for he liked to do everything by the card.

Aye, interrupted James, chuckling and laughing, thats just what they carl me i the smarl debts court.

Mr. James Pigg, continued Mr. Cackler, amidst laughter from the interruption. The pleasing  the extraordinarily pleasing and interesting  I may say exciting task of presenting you with this glittering memorial of our appreciation and approval, taking up the watch and showing the sparkling chain full length as he spoke, has been entrusted  unworthily entrusted I fear (applause, with cries of No, no) to the umble individual who now stands before you; but Mr. Pigg  that is to say, Mr. James Pigg  let not the inefficiency of the spokesman be to you a measure whereby to judge of the estimation in which you are held in this great county  a county second to none in the kingdom, whether we regard its agricultural properties, or the wealth and respectability of its inhabitants. (Applause from the country section of the party.) No, Mr. Pigg, let the merits  demerits rather of the spokesman be no more to you a measure whereby to judge of the estimation in which you are held than is this trifling present, again flourishing the testimonial, richly jewelled though it be (applause), a criterion of the value the country sets upon your services. (Renewed applause.) Never was a call more heartily responded to than the suggestion that we should mark the approbation in which you are held by all ranks and conditions of her Majestys subjects. (Great cheering.) Your courtesy, your urbanity, your true gentlemanly ease and polished politeness, are the universal theme of approval on every tongue.

Sink! noo thous mackin gam on me! roared Pigg, striking furiously on the deal table with his doubled fist.

Hush, James! hush! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, kicking him under the table, fearing he would pitch into the chairman.

Permit me to say, Sir, continued the chairman, looking rather foolish at his butter not being swallowed, Permit me to say, Sir, that your private worth is equalled only by your public prowess. As a huntsman, you are unrivalled! (Great applause.) For charging a bullfinch or negotiating a brook, I am told there is not your equal in her Majestys wide dominions. (Renewed applause, with a Keep the tambourine a roulin! and clapping of hands from Pigg.) But these considerations, continued the chairman, shirking the ground on which he was weak as soon as possible; but these considerations sink into insignificance compared to the excellent moral example you good and orderly conduct has set to all ranks an conditions of people in this rising and important town. (Applause, mingled with laughter, from Piggs more intimate friends.) You have indeed shown that the highest sporting enterprise is not incompatible with the gentlest and most exemplary private virtues. (Renewed laughter and applause.)

On behalf then of the subscribers, continued Mr. Cackler, again taking up the testimonial, permit me to beg your acceptance of this gold watch and appendage. Mr. Cackler proceeding to invest Pigg with them as he spoke, much in the manner of a mayor investing his successor with the badge and chain of office. Having placed the watch in the left-hand pocket and arranged the chain becomingly ove the white waistcoat, he rubbed his delicate hands together, and thus resumed:  

Long sir, long may you be spared to enliven the woods and dales of this country with your melodious spirit-stirring voice, and should kind Providence decree, which I, which we all, most fervently pray may be the case  should, I say, kind Providence decree that you be again restored to those ancestral honours of which you have been so cruelly, so unjustly deprived, then amid the wild solitudes of your mountain grandeur may the mild notes of that repeater recall the warm hearts that beat responsive in Handley Cross.

Mr. Cackler bowed low to Pigg and the party, and resumed his seat amidst loud and long continued applause. As it gradually died out, all eyes became turned upon James, who kept winking and nodding in his seat as if going to sleep. At length the cry of Pigg! now Pigg! James Pigg! became so general that our master was obliged to kick him under the table, backing the application of his foot with an authortative, now then! which caused Pigg to start and stare wildly about.

Its the speech, now whispered Taws, who had slunk along at the back of the guests, in his ear. The speech, returning thanks, you know.

Aye, aye, replied James, preparing to rise, which at length he did with some difficulty, and stood with his honours around him, receiving the plaudits of the company. As they in turn subsided, he was observed to sway to and fro, so much so that it was even betting whether he fell backwards or forwards.

Sink! exclaimed he, sawing the air with his right hand, and then clapping the two violently together, Sink, but James Piggs a brick! whereupon he went back over like a ladder.

Great then was the confusion. All rushed to the aid of the fallen chieftain. One sluiced him with water, another took off his Joinville, a third opened his vest, a fourth suggested hed be better for some brandy, while Mr. Jorrocks hinted that perhaps hed had enough.

In the midst of the confusion, the anxious Mr. De Pledge alone looked after the testimonial, and under pretence of taking care of it, proceeded to strip off the Watherston and Brogden chain, with its substantial appurtenance.

Mr. Jorrocks, who had eyed the watch as it lay on the table, with the look of an old acquaintance, now begged leave to examine it, and finding the name and number as he expected Green, Ward, and Green, No. 1157, he coolly claimed it,  his fair friend of the frying pan having pawned it at De Pledges a few days after the Pinch-me-near forest day. So whatever happened to others, Mr. Jorrocks at least came in for his own.

Pigg was then conveyed home in a fly, and the refined Puppy Cackler disgusted at having been called upon to do honour to such a tiger  left too, whereupon Duncan Nevin was called to the chair, and with a somewhat what shortened table the conviviality of the meeting was prolonged to the little hours of the morning. As Taws and he at length steered their way home in a very blind leading the blind sort of way, the glimmering lights in the Pry printing office reminded them that the paper then printing off would contain an account of things as they ought to have been and not as they were. However it was too late to alter it even if they had been in a fit state to do it. So the absentees were treated to a very different version of what happened, to that which we have given. After expatiating on the excellence of the entertainment  an excellence peculiar to Owen Sherry and the Salmon Hotel, it proceeded to give the opening speeches much as we have given them, and concluded with the following, which Mr. Pigg was stated to have delivered with much feeling and marked emphasis as soon as the cheering caused by his rising subsided.

Pigg loquitur. Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, I rise under feelings of no ordinary difficulty to return you my most heartfelt and grateful thanks, as well for the superb and valuable testimonial you have been pleased to present me with, as for the flattering terms and cordial enthusiasm with which the presentation has been accompanied and received. (Applause.) Gentlemen, splendid as this testimonial is (producing it as he spoke) its real and intrinsic value to my feelings is the assurance it conveys that the exertions I have made in the furtherance of your sport and in promoting the prosperity of this Queen of watering places have not been in vain. (Great applause.) But gentlemen, I do not arrogate to myself the whole of the success that has attended these exertions. I have the honour and good fortune to serve under a gentleman whose name is closely associated with everything that is great, liberal, and patriotic. (Immense applause.) It is only for me to suggest anything either in the way of hounds, horses, or hunting, and it is sure to be responded to by my most excellent and liberal master. (Renewed applause.) Gentlemen, I could expatiate without fear of wearying either you or myself on the merits of our most popular master, were it not that his fame is universal, and his humility equal only to his fame. (Immense applause.) Long, I say, may the town of Handley Cross profit by the presence of such a sportsman! (Renewed cheers.) For myself I may truly say I look upon it as the happiest incident of a somewhat chequered life, (applause) that my lot has been cast in such waters. (Renewed applause.) And now gentlemen, continued Mr. Pigg, dashing a tear from his manly eye, again let me thank you for this memorial of your friendship and esteem, infinitely more valuable from that feeling than in moneys worth, great as that undoubtedly is, (loud cheering), a memorial that I will hand down as an heirloom in the Pigg family to the latest generation.

The report stated that Mr. Pigg resumed his seat amid loud and long continued applause, far different to falling back over like a ladder, as he did. But we dare say the report was not a bit more exaggerated than the generality of the reports of these daily increasing outbursts of spontaneous coercion.


CHAPTER LVI. SUPERINTENDENT CONSTABLES SHARK AND CHIZELER.
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NEXT DAY AS our Master was labouring away at his great work, the Life of Johnny Gilpin, Betsey came to say that the Pollis wanted to see him.

Pollis! exclaimed Jorrocks, dropping his pen with evident alarm; Pollis! wot can the Pollis want wi me? thinking he had come to take him up for stealing the watch. And in an instant our Master saw the whole paraphernalia of the law, from the inquisitiveness of the Justice to the disagreeable familiarity of Jack Ketch paraded before his eyes.

Shall I send him in, then? asked Betsey, surprised at her masters perturbation.

In then! ejaculated Jorrocks. In then! repeated he, staring out his eye-balls. Yes  no  yes  thats to say, prisently; thinking if he was rid of Betsey hed bolt the back way.

The gentleman, however, who had followed close upon Betseys heels, here made his appearance, and Mr. Jorrocks found himself confronted with the man of law. He was a hairy, seedy, well set-up, military-looking man, dressed in a shabby hook-and-eyed braided blue frock coat, which concealed as well the deficiency of linen as of waistcoat. His trousers were very broad, badly washed cords, strapped under a pair of boisterous badly-soled boots. Altogether, he was a sort of cross between a serjeant and a circus-master. He was a draft from the rural police in an adjoining county, where his dissolute habits had procured him a hint that his resignation would be accepted, an arrangement that enabled the chief Constable to give him high testimonials for his present situation, to obtain which, of course, he represented to the innocent Justices he had resigned his former appointment. He was now Superintendent Constable, and he who couldnt control himself, was placed in authority over others.

He had a capital berth of it, having no one to look after him, and took his salary as a sort of retaining fee, looking upon incidentals, as he elegantly called his extortions, as the real emoluments of his office.

He was a sharp fellow, too, and could twist and trim facts so as to inveigle people into prosecutions who would never have instituted them if left to themselves. In these cases, he had his fling at Sessions or Assizes, where, with always fresh victims to work upon, he preyed upon their generosity with considerable advantage, besides having his reglers from the reprobate lawyer with whom he confederated. If he could not manage a commitment, then he would have a little snug bill of costs drawn out so as to exhibit great activity, though his researches were generally directed to parts of the country where he wanted to visit rather than to where he was likely to catch the offender. His horse  like most of those worthies horses  was a Phantom one, for he rarely had one, never if he could turn a penny by selling it.

His activity was unbounded. He would drink in any company, no matter how low, for the purpose, as he said, of worming out secrets, though the quantity of drink he took generally made the information of very little value on the morrow. No offence was too trifling for his vigilant eye. Indeed, he showed his activity chiefly in trifles, and in drawing out bombastic reports of his wonderful exploits. Omar Pacha himself, at the head of a victorious army, was not half such a hero as Superintendent Shark marching triumphantly along with a few shivering stick or turnip-stealers, whose fluttering rags scarcely concealed their poverty-stricken nakedness. But we will let his interview with Mr. Jorrocks speak for his general performances. We will suppose him entering the sanctum.

Having advanced right into the middle of the room, he drew himself bolt upright, and putting himself in the first position, gave our Master a full military swing of a salute. This rather comforted our friend, who expected a different sort of commencement.

Your servant, Sir, said the Superintendent, dropping his arm straight down his side with a sound.

Yours, bowed our Master, still full stare.

I have made free, Sir, to call, Sir, said the Superintendent, elevating his voice to witness-box pitch; I have made free, Sir, to call, Sir, respecting the very daring and outrageous robbery that was committed upon your person on the

What robbery? interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, still thinking there was some mistake, and that the Superintendent would be collaring him after all.

The robbery of the watch, Sir; the gold watch and seals, Sir; J. J., St. Botolphs Lane on a red cornelian seal; J. J., Great Coram Street, on a white cornelian seal, with a gold fox-head key and ring; referring to a large clasped volume, like a regimental orderly book, as he spoke.

Oh, ah, replied Mr. Jorrocks, dry-shaving his chin. I did lose my ticker, thinking perhaps the less stir he made about it the better; especially now that he had got it safe in his fob.

From information, Sir, that I received, Sir, continued the Superintendent, I had reason to suppose that the parties who robbed you of your very valuable property, Sir, were part of a most daring gang of burglars and smashers, who have taken up their quarters at East Poppington, on the borders of the country, Sir, and immediately I heard of the robbery, Sir, which was not until the Monday afternoon, Sir, at two oclock, Sir; yes, at two oclock, Sir, I immediately proceeded to Superintendent Chizelers, for it is not in my district, and consulted with him as to the expediency of applying to Augustus Frederick Emanuel Smith, Esq., of East Rosemary Hall, the nearest magistrate, for a warrant, Sir  yes, Sir, for a warrant, Sir  but, Sir, Superintendent Constable Chizeler, Sir, who is an officer, Sir, of great ability and experience, Sir, thought the case was hardly sufficiently ripe, Sir, for a warrant, Sir, and recommended that we should pursue our enquiries and investigations conjointly together a little longer, Sir, which we did, Sir, and I

Then you didnt grab em? interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, thinking how well they had run a false scent.

No, Sir; that is to say, not yet, Sir; but from information I am now in possession of, Sir, I have little doubt, Sir, that the parties may be got, should you direct us to follow them up, which, of course, Sir, for the sake of example a gentleman in your position will do.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, thinking they had better leave them alone.

Only, continued the Superintendent, drawing up to his point; as the investigation has lasted a considerable time, and been attended with some little expense, I considered it my duty to consult you before incurring any further cost.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks again, beginning to see through the object of the mission.

The charges, continued the Superintendent, producing a bill from the important-looking book, opening and laying it before our Master, are merely the usual charges for money out of pocket, money absolutely expended in the necessary prosecution of the enquiries.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, preparing to peruse it.

It was a large, lawyer-like bill, a delicacy with which most of our readers, we dare say, are familiar. Thus it ran:  

Account of Expenses boney fidey incurred by Jonathan Shark, Superintending Constable for the Hundred of Hungerlaw, in prosecuting an enquiry into a most daring and aggrivated robbery committed on the person of John Jorrocks, Esquire, Master of the Handley Cross Foxhounds:  



	
Superintendent Shark proceeding from Nutfield to Gilderdale to advise with Superintendent Chizeler respecting the above daring robbery, and as to the characters of certain parties residing in his district, and as to the propriety of apprehending a certain party on suspicion of being the culprit, having to remain at the Dun Cow at Gilderdale all night.


	
0 10 6 





	
Personal expenses to East Poppington along with Superintendent Chizeler, to make further inquiries, one night and day, 7s. 6d.; gig hire, including ostler and horses keep, 11s. 6d.


	
0 19 0 





	
Having received information that the suspected party had gone to Merryweather fair, proceeding there by gig and horse with Superintendent Chizeler, gig hire and horses keep, 12s.; personal expenses, Superintendents Shark and Chizeler, 12s.


	
1 4 0 





	
Expenses incurred by Superintendent Shark going to Blatherfield to see Mr. Jaw in the case


	
0 4 0 





	
Mr. Jaw not being able to attend to it, Superintendent Chizeler proceeding to Hurlington to see Mr. Law


	
0 5 0 





	
Gig hire, including ostler and horses keep


	
0 12 0 





	
Paid conveyance from Nutfield to Rushton to see and try to get up evidence, including ostler


	
0 11 6 





	
Gig hire for Superintendents Shark and Chizeler from Gilderdale to Airylane, making inquiry after a certain witness, including ostler


	
0 11 6 





	
Personal expenses for that day and night for Superintendents Shark and Chizeler


	
0 7 6 





	
Extra expenses for Superintendent Sharks horse at Gilderdale, 4 nights, he having to use it occasionally in making inquiries into the above very serious and aggrivated case, including ostler


	
0 12 6 





	
Total


	
5 17 6






Well, said Mr. Jorrocks, with a chuck of his chin, after reading it; I dessay its all right  at least I doesnt know nothin to the contrary  youd better take it to the chap who employed you, and see wot he says.

O, this, Sir, replied the Superintendent, putting on a bold face; this, Sir, is the mere preliminary charge that is always borne by the prosecutor, Sir; that is to say, Sir, by the party, Sir, losing the property, Sir; even, Sir, if it had gone before the magistrate, Sir, Augustus Frederick Emanuel Smith, Esquire, of East Rosemary Hall, no part of these costs would have been allowed in the certificate of expenses, under the seventh of George the Fourth, Chapter sixty-four, Section twenty-two, the Superintendent thinking to floor our Master with a redundancy of law.

Well, but, replied Mr. Jorrocks, dry-shaving his chin; well, but spose the party likes to lose his property, theres no law gin his bein commodated, I spose.

Why, no, Sir; certainly not, Sir; replied the Superintendent, looking rather blank: only that, Sir, is a case, Sir, the law does not contemplate, Sir.

Well, but neither does the law contemplate keepin you and your quad, and then havin you joltin bout wi Chizeler in a ired gig, livin at inns and places, as if you ad nothin from the county.

Ah, that you see, Sir, replied the andaunted Shark; that you see, Sir, was in consequence of my having to go out of my own district, Sir, you see, Sir, in consequence of information I received, Sir, I proceeded at once into Superintendent Constable Chizelers district, and

Well! but surely you can follow your fox, thats to say, your thief, into another mans country, and take im, prowided you dont dig im, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, indignantly, reasoning by analogy to fox-hunting.

Yes, Sir; exactly so, Sir; replied the complaisant policeman. Yes, Sir; exactly so, Sir; only you see, Sir, it is necessary, Sir, to have the original warrant backed by a magistrate of the county into which you follow him.

But if you havent got a warrant. If youre takin a bye on your own count; ow then? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

The policeman was posed.

Well, I dont know nothin bout nothin o the sort, resumed Mr. Jorrocks, twisting and turning the bill about, to see if he would like it better in any other position. Well, I dont know nothin bout nothin o the sort  it may be all right and proper irin gigs and osses when you are paid for keepin your own, and chargin pussonal expenses, you and Chizeler, when youre paid for keepin yourselves; but I doesnt goinside i that pinion. Wot I says is this, that if a man likes to be robbed, its werry ard if he maynt be indulged, but a man had better be both robbed and murderd than ave sich a bill as this sent in to im. Zounds, Sir! You do take my life when you take the means whereby I live, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, boiling up, as he doubled up the bill, and thrust it back upon his visitor.

And the disgusted Superintendent, who had arranged for having a lark with Superintendent Chizeler at Jollyfield hiring, retired very much disgusted at our Masters spiritless parsimony, declaring that it was utterly impossible to expect Superintendent Constables to do their duty, if they were not properly supported.


CHAPTER LVII. THE PROPHET GABRIEL.
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THAT WAS GABRIEL Junks! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, rising from his seat, and rushing to the window.

Sure enough it was Gabriel Junks; and after a short pause, another scream, more shrill and piercing, confirmed Mr. Jorrockss surmise. Seizing his hat he rushed into the garden.

It was a misty sort of morning, and the sun was labouring through the flitting clouds that obscured its brightness. The wind, too, had got into the south, and there was a fresh, growing feeling in the air that spoke of spring and returning vegetation. The peacock again screamed, and sought the shelter of a laurel.

As sure as my names John Jorrocks, theres goin to be rain, observed our worthy master, scrutinising the bird. As sure as my names John Jorrocks, theres goin to be rain, repeated he. Pe-pe-pe-pe-pe-pe! exclaimed he, scraping the crumbs from the bottom of his pockets and throwing them to his prophet.

Gabriel Junks rushed from his retreat, and having picked up the crumbs, stood eyeing Mr. Jorrocks with a head-on-one-side sort of leer, which he at length broke off by another loud scream, and then a rattling spread of his tail. Mr. Jorrocks and the bird were thus standing vis-à-vis when James Pigg made his appearance.

Ill lay a guinea at to a alf-crown gossamer, theres goin to be rain, said Mr. Jorrocks to his huntsman, pointing to the bird.

Deil bon me if ar care, replied Pigg; ar hasnt getten ne seeds, nor nothin  may be Deavilboger wad like a sup, his mind harking back to canny Newcassel.

Well but, dont ye see, if it rains we can have an unt, said Mr. Jorrocks, astonished at his huntsmans stupidity.

Se we can! exclaimed Pigg, all alive; dash it! ar niver thought o that now  another bye-day  sick a one as the first  ay?

Vy no  not exactly, said Mr. Jorrocks, not relishing an entire repetition; but spose we have another turn at the old customer  go out early, and drag up to the warmint, find him when hes full  may be a cock, or a hen, or a Gabriel Junks aboard, looking at the bird still strutting about with his tail spread.

Sink it, aye! said Pigg; lets gan i the morn.

Mr. Jorrocks. If it comes wet we will. We can feed th ounds at all ewents, and be ready for a start.



The day continued hazy, but still no rain fell. Junks, however, persisted in his admonitions, and Mr. Jorrocks felt so certain it would rain, that he had Pigg into the parlour in the evening to make arrangements for the morning. Mrs. Jorrocks, Belinda, and Stobbs, had gone out to tea, and Mr. Jorrocks was left all alone.

Master and man had an anxious confabulation. Mr. Jorrocks was all for Pinch-me-near, while Pigg recommended Hew-timber Forest.

Of course Jorrocks carried his point.

About nine Betsey brought the supper-tray, and Jorrocks would treat Pigg to a glass of brandy-and-water. One glass led to another, and they had a strong talk about hunting. They drank each others healths, then the healths of the hounds.

Ill give you old Priestess good ealth! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, holding up his glass. Fine old betch, with her tan eye-brows  thinks I never saw a better ound  wise as a Christian! Pigg proposed Manager. Mr. Jorrocks gave Ravager. Pigg gave Lavender; and they drank Mercury, and Affable, and Crowner, and Lousey, and Mountebank, and Milliner  almost all the pack, in short, each in turn being best. A, what a dog one was to find a fox. A, what a dog another was to drive a scent.

The fire began to hiss, and Mr. Jorrocks felt confident his prophecy was about to be fulfilled. Look out of the winder, James, and see wotun a night it is, said he to Pigg, giving the log a stir, to ascertain that the hiss didnt proceed from any dampness in the wood.

James staggered up, and after a momentary grope about the room  for they were sitting without candles  exclaimed, Hellish dark, and smells of cheese!

Smells o cheese! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, looking round in astonishment; smells o cheese!  vy, man, youve got your nob i the cupboard  this be the vinder; continued he, rising and opening some shutters painted like the cupboard door in the other corner. Mr. Jorrocks undid the fastening and threw up the sash.

The night was dark  black as pitch  not a star was visible, and a soft warm rain was just beginning to fall.

Didnt I tell you so? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, drawing in his hand, and giving his thigh a hearty slap; didnt I tell you so? repeated he, I was certain it was a goin to rain, that Gabriel Junks was never wrong!  Is better than all your wanes, and weathercocks, and Aneroid glasses wot ever were foaled. Well drink his ealth in a bumper! So saying, Mr. Jorrocks and Pigg replenished their glasses, and drank to the health of Gabriel Junks.

Pigg then would treat his master to a song  a song about ard Squier Lambton and his hunds; so, ejecting his quid and filling a bumper, he chaunted the following, our Master chiming in, and substituting the name of Jorrocks for that of Lambton in the chorus: Though midnight her dark frowning mantle is spreading, Yet time flies unheeded where Bacchus resides; Fill, fill then your glasses, his power neer dreading, And drink to the hounds oer which Lambton presides. Though toast after toast with great glee has been given, The highest top-sparkling bumper decides, That for stoutness, pace, beauty, on this side of Heaven, Unrivalled the hounds oer which Lambton presides! Then drink to the foxhounds, The high mettled foxhounds, Well drink to the hounds oer which Lambton presides. Let Uckerby boast of the feats of the Raby, And Ravenscar tell what the Hurworth have done, But the wide-spreading pastures of Sadberge can swear to The brushes our fleet pack of foxhounds have won Then that Sedgefield, our country, all countries outvies, sir, The highest top-sparkling bumper decides, That weve foxes can fly, sir, or sinking must die, sir, When pressed by the hounds oer which Lambton presides. Then drink, &c. Of their heart-bursting flys let the Leicestershire tell us, Their plains, their ox fences, and that sort of stuff, But give me a day with the Sedgefield brave fellows, When horses neer flinch, nor men cry, hold, enough. Whilst the blood of old Cæsar our foxes can boast, sir, May Lambton their only dread enemy be, And the green waving whins of our covers my toast, sir, Oh! the hounds and the blood of old Lambton for me. Then drink, &c.

And Jorrocks did drink, and did whoop, and did holloa, and did shout, till he made himself hoarse. His spirits, or the brandy spirits, seemed to have fairly run away with him. At length he began to cool down and think of the morrow.

Now you and Ill have an unt, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Squier Stobbs ll gan te, ars warnd, observed Pigg.

Oh, never mind him, replied Jorrocks, with a chuck of the chin, never mind him; no sayin when he may be ome  gone fiddlin out with the women.

Hes aye ticklin the lasses hocks, observed Pigg.

You and I, at all ewents, will have an unt, and see if we cant pivy that tormentin old customer. Never was sich a fox in this world. Do believe hell be the death o me, if I dont finish him.  Shall never get through the summer, for thinkin on im. So now well start at six  or call it alf-past five, and see if we cant do the trick afore breakfast. My vig! if we do, wot a blow-out well have  you shall have a gallon of XX, and a werry big-bottled gooseberry-tart for your breakfast.

Ard rayther have a ham-collop, replied Pigg, replenishing his mouth with tobacco.

So you shall, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks; and poached heggs into the bargain.

The other arrangements were soon made  and the brandy being finished, master and man separated for the night.


CHAPTER LVIII. ANOTHER LAST DAY.
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PIGG HAVING CURLED himself up in his clothes on the kitchen-table, awoke with the first peep of day. He was at the stables betimes, and dressed and fed the horses himself. Mr. Jorrocks was equally early, having been greatly tormented by the old customer, who had appeared to him in his dreams in a variety of ways  now running between his legs and upsetting him, now nearly blinding him with a whisk over his eyes from his sandy brush, again, as the chairman of a convivial meeting of foxes who did nothing but laugh and make finger fans to their noses at him, crying, Ah, cut his tail! Cut his tail! and mimicking his holloas and hunting noises; next sitting on a high stool, in his own counting-house, writing a letter to Bells Life and the Field, declaring he was the worst sportsman and greatest humbug that ever got upon a horse; anon, as a bull, with a tremendous foxs brush, charging him, as Gollarfields bull charged him on the Hardpye Hill day, which ended as usual in our master flooring Mrs. Jorrocks, who vowed she would appeal to Dodson and the court for the protection of injured ribs. Altogether Jorrocks was sadly put out and was full of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness against the old customer. Charley Stobbs, to whom Pigg had sent word by Betsey, appearing just as our master got down, rather encouraged him to hope for the best, and sent him stumping to the door in better spirits.

It was a lovely morning! Mild and balmy  the rain had ceased, and the sun rose with unclouded brilliancy, drawing forth the lately reluctant leaves, and opening the wild flowers to its earliest rays. The drops hung like diamonds on the bushes, and all nature seemed refreshed.

This be more like the thing, said Mr. Jorrocks, hoisting himself into his saddle with a swag that made old Arterxerxes grunt again; if there arnt a scent this mornin, there arnt no hallegators; with which wise observation he turned his horse towards the kennel.

Turn em all out, said he to Pigg, adding aloud to himself, Well ave a good cry at all ewents.

The hounds partook of the general hilarity. Out they rushed with joyous cry, and set the horses capering with their frolicking.

The dry and dusty roads were watered  the hedgerows were filled with the green luxuriance of spring, and the golden poplar stood in bright relief among the dark green pines and yews. If a fox-hunter can welcome spring, such a day would earn his adoration. All nature was alive, but hardly yet had man appeared to greet it. Presently the labourers began to appear at their cottages. The undressed children popped about the doors, cocks crew lustily, the lambs gambolled about the ewes, and indignant ganders flew at the hounds and horses heels.

Sink them goslins! said Pigg, eyeing a whole string of them; ar wish fox had ivery one o you.

Our friends frequent visits having made them well acquainted with the way to the valuable forest, they popped through gates and gaps, and made short cuts through fields and farms, that greatly reduced the distance they travelled on the first occasion. After a couple of hours steady butter and eggs bumping, they found themselves on Saddlecombe-hill, overlooking an oak-clad ravine that gradually lost itself in the general sterility of the wide forest. A slight change was just visible on the oak-buds; the young birch had got its plum-coloured tinge, while here and there the spiry larch in verdant green, or the dark spruce or darker fir, broke the massive heaviness of the forest.

Jorrocks pulled up, as well to reconnoitre as to see if he could hit off the smugglers cave, which he had never been able to do, though he made as diligent search as the agitation of pursuing the old customer would allow. He now eyed the sun-bright forest far and near, north, south, east and west, but identifying feature he saw none. It might be anywhere.

The hounds presently interrupted the reverie, by setting up the most melodious cry; and our master, awakening to a sense of what he had come out for, proceeded to distribute his forces as he thought best for circumventing the old customer.

You take the far side, and cross by the crag, said Mr. Jorrocks to Pigg; Charley will keep on this, and ven I hears you twang th orn, Ill throw th ounds into cover; saying which, Mr. Jorrocks turned short round, and Stobbs assumed the place that Pigg had just occupied in the rear.



Dash it, wot a mornin it is! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, turning up his jolly face, beaming with exultation; wot a many delicious moments one loses by smooterin i bed!  dash my vig! if I wont get up at five every mornin as long as I live! Glad Ive got on my cords stead o my shags, for its goin to be werry ot, continued he, looking down on a pair of second or third-hand whites. Yooi over, in there! to the hounds, with a wave of his hand, as Piggs horn announced he had taken his station.

In the hounds flew, with a chirp and a whimper; and the crack of Piggs whip on the far side sounded like a gun in the silence around.

Yooi, spread and try for him, my beauties! holloaed Mr. Jorrocks, riding into cover among the stunted underwood.

The pack spread, and try in all directions  now here, now there, now whiffing with curious nose round the hollies, and now trying up the rides.

Theres a touch of a fox, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, as Priestess put her nose to the ground, and ran mute across the road, lashing her sides with her stern. A gentle whimper followed, and Mr. Jorrocks cheered her to the echo. The warmints astir, said he; thats jest where we hit on him last time. Now Priestess speaks again in fuller and deeper notes, and Ravager and Lavender, and the rest of the pack rush to the spot. How beautifully they flourish  eager, and yet none will go an inch without the scent.

Vell done, oldooman! speak to him again! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, delighted to hear the old bitchs tongue; a fox for a pund; ten if you like!



The pack have now got together, and all are busy on the scent. The villian has been astir early, and the drag is rather weak.

Dash my vig, hes been here, says Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing some feathers sticking in a bush; theres three and sixpence at least for an old fat en, wondering whether he would have to pay for it or not.

The hounds strike forward, and getting upon a grassy ride, carry the scent with a good head for some quarter of a mile, to the ecstatic delight of Mr. Jorrocks, who bumps along, listening to their music, and hoping it might never cease.

A check! Theyve overrun the scent. Hie back! cries Mr Jorrocks, turning his horse round; gone to the low crags Ill be bund  thats the way he always goes; Ill pop up ill, and stare him out o countenance, if he takes his old line; saying which, Mr. Jorrocks stuck spurs into Arterxerxes, and, amid the grunts of the horse and the rumbling of the loose stones, succeeded in gaining the rising ground, while the hounds worked along the brook below.
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The chorus grows louder! The rocky dell resounds the cry a hundred fold! The tawny owl, scared from his ivied crag, faces the sun in a Bacchanalian sort of flight; wood-pigeons wing their timid way, the magpie is on high, and the jays grating screech adds wildness to the scene. What a crash! Warm in the woody dell, half-circled by the winding brook, where rising hills ward off the wintry winds, the old customer had curled himself up to sleep, till evenings dusk invited him back to the hen-roost. That outburst of melody proclaims that he is unkennelled before the pack!

Mr. Jorrocks, having gained his point, places himself behind a gnarled and knotted ivy-covered mountain ash, whose hollow trunk tells of ages long gone by, through a hole in which he commands a view of the grass ride towards the rising ground, upon which the old customer generally wends his way. There, as Mr. Jorrocks sat, with anxious eyes and ears, devouring the rich melody, he sees what, at first sight, looked like a hare coming up at a stealthy, stopping, listening sort of pace; but a second glance shows that it is a fox  and not only a fox, but his identical old friend, who has led him so many dances, and whose lightening fur tells of many seasons wickedness.

Mr. Jorrocks can hardly contain himself, and but for his old expedient of counting twenty, would infallibly have halloaed.

The fox comes close up, but is so busy with his own affairs, that he has not time to look about; and before Mr. Jorrocks has counted nine, the fox has made a calculation that the hounds are too near for him to break, so he just turns short into the wood before they get a view. Up they come, frantic for blood, and dash into the field, in spite of Mr. Jorrockss efforts to turn them, who, hat in hand, sweeps towards the line the fox has taken. A momentary check ensues, and the hounds return as if ashamed of their obstinacy. Now they are on him again, and Mr. Jorrocks thrusts his hat upon his brow, runs the foxs tooth of his hat-string through the button-hole of his roomy coat, gathers up his reins, and bustles away outside the cover, in a state of the utmost excitement  half frantic, in fact! There is a tremendous scent, and Reynard is puzzled whether to fly or stay. He tries the opposite side, but Pigg, who is planted on a hill, heads him, and he is beat off his line.

The hounds gain upon him, and there is nothing left but a bold venture up the middle, so, taking the bed of the brook, he endeavours to baffle his followers by the water. Now they splash after him, the echoing banks and yew-studded cliffs resounding to their cry. The dell narrows towards the west, and Mr. Jorrocks rides forward to view him away. A countryman yoking his plough is before him, and with hat high in air, Tallihos till hes hoarse. Piggs horn on one side, and Jorrockss on the other, get the hounds out in a crack; the countryman mounts one of his carters, the other runs away with the plough, and the three sportsmen are as near mad as anything can possibly be. Its ding, dong, hey away pop with them all!

The fallows carry a little, but theres a rare scent, and for two miles of ill-enclosed land Reynard is scarcely a field before the hounds. Now Pigg views him! Now Jorrocks! Now Charley! Now Pigg again! Thirty couple of hounds lengthen as they go, but there is no Pomponius Ego to tell. The fox falls back at a wall, and the hounds are in the same field. He tries again  now hes over! The hounds follow, and dash forward,but the fox has turned short up the inside of the wall, and gains a momentary respite. Now they are on him again! They view him through the gateway beyond: he rolls as he goes! Another moment, and they pull him down in the middle of a large grass field!

Hooray! Hooray! Hooray! exclaims Mr. Jorrocks, rolling off his horse, and diving into the middle of the pack, and snatching the fox, which old Thunderer resents by seizing him behind, and tearing his white cords half-way down his legs. Hooray! repeats he, kicking out behind, and holding the fox over his head, his linen flying out, and his enthusiastic old face all beaming with joy.

Oh, dear! oh, dear! exclaims he, dancing about with it over his head, if ever there was a warmint properly dusted its you, looking the fox full in the face; youve been a hugly customer to me, dash my vig if you havnt; and thereupon Mr. Jorrocks resumed his capers, singing,

Unrivalled the ounds oer which Jorrocks presides!
Then drink to the fox-ounds,
The igh-mettled fox-ounds,

Well drink to the ounds oer which Jorrocks presides.

Sink ars left mar Jack-a-legs ahint, says Pigg, wanting to cut off the foxs brush. Has ony on ye getten a knife?

The cart-horsed countryman has one, and Jorrocks holds the fox, while Pigg performs the last rites of the chase.

With whoops and holloas Jorrocks throws the carcass high in air, which, falling among the baying pack, is torn to pieces in a minute.

Joy, delightful joy, is theirs, clouded by but one reflection  that that was the last day of the season.

They re-enter Handley Cross by half-past nine, and at ten sit down to breakfast, Pigg getting such a tuck-out as he hadnt had since he left his coosin Deavilbogers.


CHAPTER LIX. ANOTHER SPORTING LECTOR.
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MR. JORROCKS NOW began sorting and righting his hunting clothes, seeing what boots and things would patch and come out again, and what might be condemned as no use keeping. Among the condemned were the memorable old customer whites, which, independently of the tear they got on that day, were in a somewhat perishing state from their over frequent visits to the washing tub. Two pair of shags he thought would do again, and he would give a pair of old moleskins the benefit of a doubt. One pair of boots  the Pinch-me-near-Forest ones  were a good deal gone at the toe, but he would consult Welts the cobbler before he cast them. Then as he sat in judgment on his coats, folding up No. 1 with the care and respect due to the best one, regarding No. 2 as werry good when not beside a better, and saying that No. 3 would do werry well for a wet day; Betsey came to say that some gents. wanted to see him.

It was a deputation from the Handley Cross Infirmary, come to ask him to give a sporting lecture in aid of their funds, which, as usual, were very low.

Mr. Jorrocks hesitated at first, for he wanted to ease the steam of his hunting enthusiasm down to business-like pitch before he returned to Great Coram Street and the City. However, as they were very pressing, and flattered him agreeably, he at length consented, and the lecture was duly announced, as well by placards and hand-bills as by sending the bellman about. Our Master resuscitated his Beckford for inspiration, thinking to dwell on the delights of the chase. The Infirmary scheme answered, and tickets were in great demand, many parties coming up from the country to hear our worthy Master hold forth.

Precisely at eight oclock, on the appointed night, Mr. Jorrocks entered the lecture-room (the long room of the Dragon) by the presidents door, and ascended the raised platform immediately on the left. He was dressed in the full evening costume of the hunt  sky-blue coat, lined with pink silk, canary-coloured shorts, white waistcoat, and white silk stockings, and looked uncommonly spruce  his pumps shone with French polish. Several members of the hunt, some in morning dress, others in evening, followed; and James Pigg and Benjamin, in scarlet coats, black caps, and top-boots, brought up the rear. The room at this time was as full as it could possibly hold, not less than three hundred and fifty persons being assembled; among whom, of course, we observed several elegantly dressed females. Mrs. Jorrocks, we are sorry to say, had the tooth-ache, and could not come; neither were Belinda nor Mr. Stobbs there, it being supposed they were availing themselves of Mrs. Jorrocks indisposition. Immediately as Mr. Jorrocks entered, the whole company rose and greeted our hero with a volley of most enthusiastic cheers, which continued for some minutes, and appeared greatly to affect the worthy gentleman, who stood bowing and grinning like a Chinese monster on a mantel-piece. Silence being at length obtained, and all the attendants having settled themselves into their places on the platform, and the company having resumed their seats, he advanced to the front, and spoke as follows:  

Beloved earers, behold your old frind John (cheers). John! old in years, but young in mind and body, and dewoted  oh dewoted, to the noble cause of unting. Oh, my beloved earers! I repeats, for the underd and fifty-fust time, that unting is the sport of kings, the image of war without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent. of its danger (cheers). Do not think I say so for the sake of gainin your most sweet applause, for, believe me werry sineere when I declare Id rayther ear the cry of ounds, or even the lowest whimper whatever owned the scent, than have all the cheerin your woices can bestow (laughter, with slight hissing).

Great eavens! continued Mr. Jorrocks, with up-turned eyes, wot a many things are wantin to unt a country plisantly  things that would never enter the ead of a sailor!

First and foremost, there should be the means o praise  all labours lost if the worlds not well told. The finest runs are lost, the largest leaps over-looked, the ardest falls forgot, if an efficient records not preserved. Every unt should have its trumpeter as well as its untsman  some nice easy-writin cove to exhibit its bright pints; butterin without bedaubin  praisin without besmearin  jest as a barber hoils a customer arter a sixpenny clip. Oh, genlemen, genlemen, continued our Master, Ive been sufferin severely from the effects o clumsy soapin (cheers and laughter)  hawkward hoilin  havin things told that I wanted kept snug, and havin things kept snug that I wanted told. Genlemen, take my adwice, and never employ a reglar butterer. Do it yourselves, or get a kind frind wot knows your likins and weak pints to do it.

But enough of that  praps too much  lets to the business of the evenin.

Genlemen, this is the werry age of balderdash and umbug  balderdash the grossest, and umbug the greatest, that the most imaginative eye of the liveliest intellect can possibly conceive (applause). There was a poet, I think his name was Brown,  John Brown, who said, We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow, Our wiser sons no doubt will think us so. And well they may, for we do our best to merit the opinion. See ow we treat unting! Dear, delightful unting, the werry mention of whose name kivers me with the creeps, and thrills me all over with joy. We must now unt by book, forsooth: fox and ounds must be alike under our subjection, and if they dont do jest wot is laid down in print, reynard is all wrong, and the ounds good for nothin (cheers). Oh, my vig! to think I should ever live to see a fox unted on mathematical principles (cheers); to see the problem vich vay has he gone? worked without the aid of ounds!

But gently, old buoy, gently, continued he, in a more subdued tone, your wehimence has got the bit between its teeth, and with borin ead is runnin clean away with you  steady there, steady. Now, my beloved earers, Ive brought you here to tell you all about the chass  to teach you to enjoy that sport,

For the weak too strong,
Too costly for the poor.

Aye, too costly for the poor, and mores the pity that it is too costly, for there is more real genuine fox-untitiveness, more of the innate genuine hardour and dewoted affection for the chass in the poor man wot sacrifices a days pay for the sake of a unt, than in all your wauntin cover-canterin swells wot ride forty miles to the meet for the sake of the boast, and the plisure oridin forty miles back. But thats beside the question, or another pair of shoes, as we say in France. The chass!  the chass! or the noble science, as the swells now call it, is to be the subject of my discourse; but oh, my beloved earers; its werry ard to turn ones tention to things that are fit to brik ones eart to think on  werry ard indeed. There was a man wrote a book, and, among other intelligent things he put in, was an obserwation that one cannot do an act not in itself morally evil for the last time without feelins of regret; and if that be true with regard to indifferent things, ow much more tellin must it be when applied to what may be called the liver and bacon of ones existence! To that noblest, sublimest, grandest, best of all sports, the gallant, cheerin, soul-stirrin chass (cheers). Mr. Jorrocks paused for some seconds, as if overcome by his feelings.



At length he resumed: Here, said he, we have closed a most beautiful season. Though I says it who should not, never did a pack give more universal satisfaction than mine,  satisfaction the most boundless, and gratification the most complete. No ounds in England can old a candle to mine for the sport theyve shown. Summer is now drawin on, at least it did ought to do, if it is a comin at all, leavin us a long season of repose to contemplate the past, and spekilate on the futur  that uncertain futur to which we all look forward with such presumptuous certainty. Oh, my beloved earers, summer is a dreadful season. Whoever talked o the winter of our discontent, talked like an insane man, and no sportsman. Summer is the season of our misery! Long days, short nights, and nankeen shorts. Contemptible wear!  but oh! genlmen, genlmen, top-boots delight me not now, drab shags nouther. Wot a change is comin oer the spirit of our dream! I knows no more melancholic ceremony than takin the string out of ones at at the end of a season, foldin hup and puttin away the old red rag  a rag unlike all other rags, the dearer and more waluable the older and more worthless it becomes. Every rent, every stain, every patch, every darn, has its story and sociation. The large black patch all down the right side was got in Swallerton Bog, which I charged like a troop of oss, jest as the darlins were viewin the warmint, and I thought to pick him hup on the far side. Crikey, vot a flounder I had!  old Arterxerxes bogged up to the werry tail, plungin, and heavin, and groanin, and snortin, and sweatin, with every appearance of being stablished for life. Oh, my beloved earers, a bog is a werry rum thing to get into, and is so werry enticin withal, that I dont wonder at people bein cotched. Quiet, sly, soft, green, omelette-soufflée-lookin things, so stuffed with currants as to be perfectly black below, and as holdin as a stick-jaw puddin at a charity school. I doesnt mean to detract from the merits of other bogs, but that Swallerton Bog, i my mind, is the biggest bog whatever was seen, and as ospitable as man can desire, for once in, it is in no hurry to part with you again.

Then the great double stitched rent right across the back! Ow well I remembers doin o that! We were goin like beans over Harroway Fleets, with sich a crack scent as only comes twice a year. I viewed a fox or a dog, I couldnt say whether, risin the ill by Hookem-Snivey Church; and wot with keepin my eye on him, and gallopin like blazes, I never saw a bulfinch that Arterxerxes was preparin himself for on the sly until it was too late, and he charged a thing so big and so black, that if a lanthorn had been eld on the far side you couldnt have seen it; well, I say, he charged it with such wicked wigour and determination, that he left me stickin like a sweet little cherub aloft right atween two strong olders, one of which had to be sawn off afore ever I could get out; and when I did, I found I had lost one coat-lap, and the other was angin by a mere thread (laughter and applause). Delightful recollection! Shall I ever forget the joy I experienced, as, stickin tight in the edge, I saw the darlins take up the line on which I viewed the warmint travellin? A delicate compliment to the brightness of my wision! Oh, never! My too sensible eart sickens at the thought that the joy of life is over for a season. Oh, the long summer months that are about to succeed are truly appallin to the eart of a sportsman! True, each season brings its hoccupation, but if that hoccupation is no enjoyment, wot matter does it make there bein such a thing? Oh, groaned the worthy lecturer, but we are enterin upon a most melancholic, sea-kaleish, buy-a-moss-rose season. Ow we are ever to get through it, Im sure I dont know. Im thankful owever to think that I pivied the old customer. Blow me tight if I adnt pivied the old customer, I really believe the old customer would ha pivied me. Never suffered so much from a fox i my life. He aunted me day and night. Seemed as if he was pointed to revenge the wrongs of all the foxes i the world. Certainly he was a saucy sinner  a werry saucy sinner  wakin and sleepin, he was always at me. Owsomever hes settled. Mr. Jorrocks again made a long pause, and appeared lost in thought.

At length he resumed.

Great Coram is a lovely street, said he the trees within the rails, and the wines within the areas, flourish and expand with all the wigour of foliage and wegetable life in the purest and most salubrisome spots. But sweeter, dearer far is the wild bleak heat, Where man has neer or rarely trod, with a good strong olding goss-cover, lyin on a gentle slope, catchin the rays of a mid-day sun, out of which one may reasonably calkilate upon findin old reynard at home any hour of the day. But I cant pursue the subject. It is too much for me  painful to a degree. Pigg, get me some brandy-and-water  strong without  for I feels all over trembulation and fear, like a maid that thinks shes not a goin to be married.

Mr. Jorrocks retired to the back of the platform, and Pigg presently brought him a stiff tumbler of brandy-and-water, which considerably revived our old friend, but still he did not feel quite equal to the resumption of his lecture. He therefore announced that his Pigg would favour the company with one of his national melodies, after which he had no doubt he should be able to go on, and Pigg, after a few minutes confab with his Master, who wanted him to sing, Unrivalled the ounds oer which Jorrocks presides! advanced to the front of the platform, and with a bob of his head and a kick of his heel, said, Genlmen, wor ard Maisters gettin the gripes, and ars gannin to sing ye a sang till he gets better. So saying James rubbed his sleeve across his nose, and turned his quid in his mouth. Now, continued he, what arll sing ye ill be yen o the bonniest sangs that iver was sung, arle aboot ard Squier Lambton and his hunds, and a grand hunt that they had fre Fox-hill, afore mast o ye were born; and when ar stamps wi my foot, ye mun all join chorus. So saying our huntsman struck up with the following, which we give, like the former, as it was written, and not as Pigg sung it:  Descend ye chaste Nine, strike the chord you love best, Ive a theme that will put your high notes to the test; Ive a chase to describe that assuredly will Rouse the dead from their graves with huzzas for Fox Hill. Ballanamona ora The hounds of Ralph Lambton for me. We must ever remember the glorious day When to Long Newton Village we rattled away, Each hound seemd that morning instinctive to know, That the Long Newton Country would give them a go  Ballanamona. &c. Burn Wood was drawn blank  we cared not a rap  Though we all thought it smelt hellish strong of a trap, For we knew that a rallying point we could make, Where a thoro bred Son of Old Cæsar must break. Ballanamona, &c. Scarce the pack crackd the furzen, away the Rogue stole, How high beat each heart, how transported each soul! Every hound in his place, and to give them their due, Over Newbiggin pastures like pigeons they flew. Ballanamona, &c. By Sadberge and Stainton he now bent his way, Old Elstob affording no shelter this day, Little Stainton he gained  but durst not look back So close at his brush lay this brilliant pack Ballanamona, &c. Next pointing to Whitton by Stillington Mill, One or two boasted clippers were fain to stand still, But remember, my boys, with a Long Newton Fox It wont do to flash when yre up to the hooks. Ballanamona, &c. Oer the famed Seaton Hills with what vigour he flew! Determind to prove himself thoro true blue, Sterns down, bristles up twould have done your heart good To have seen the Dog Pack running frantic for Blood! Ballanamona, &c. By Fulthorp and Grindon we rattled like smoke, The hounds gaining on him at every stroke! Disdaining Thorp Wood should his destiny mark Droppd his brush and died varmint in Wynyard Park, Ballanamona, &c. Fill, fill ye brave spirits that rode in the run, May the pack add fresh laurels to those they have won; At my toast  how each bosom with ecstacy bounds, Long life to Ralph Lambton!! success to his hounds!!

When the enthusiastic applause, produced by the foregoing, had subsided, there was a general call for Mr. Jorrocks, who advancing to the front of the platform thus addressed the company:  

Beloved earers, you must scuse my pursuin the subject o the chass  its too much for my feelins. I meant to have enlightened you on the management of osses and ounds at ome and in the field, glanced at the ard meat and the ard work systems, and taken a wide range oer the realms of sportin generally, but, somehow or other, I feels unequal to the task,  the excitement is too much for me. I feels as though my stomach was a biler, a throwin red-ot words up into my mouth. With your permission, therefore, well drop the subject till the arrival of the next unting season, when I will finish wot Ive left unsung, as the tom-cat said when the brick-bat cut short his serenade. (Laughter and applause.)

Let us turn to matters more seasonable, though less plisant, and consider the summer department of our lives. We are now about to disperse, some to the north, some to the south, some to the heast, and some to the west. Many on you, I makes no doubt, will think it necessary to go to town, though I cannot but say that you are great fools for your pains. There are more people punish themselves annually once a-year, by goin to London, than the unthinkin portion of the community would credit. If a man has plenty of blunt, its all werry well. London is an undeniable place for gettin rid of it in. Frinds abound there for rich men. The kindest, the accommodatingest frinds, wot will do anything to serve you as long as your money lasts. To London let the rich man go. Whatever is gay, or grand, or expensive, will be his; he will mount his thorough-bred, with a bang-tail down to the ocks, put his grum on another, in a dark frock-coat, leather-breeches, and a belt round his waist, to strap on his master in case he tumbles off; they will hamble down Bond Street and hup Regent Street, prowokin the caper wot they seem to chide  master pretendin to be short-sighted, with a quizzin-glass stuck in his eye. Here Mr. Jorrocks put a half-crown piece over his, and suiting the action to the word, proceeded amidst universal laughter and applause, Meets an acquaintance. Ow do? Been long i town? When do you leave? For genlemen, continued Mr. Jorrocks, Ill lay a guinea at to a gooseberry, when two men meet with little to say, that that is the conversation wot passes. Six oclock comes and hes in the Park. Wot a crowd about the gate! Its to see Wictoria pass. Carriage and four  out-riders  equerring dust-catching  Wictoria smilin  Prince Halbert ditto, and touchin his at to the cheerers  whisk, and they are out o sight. Carriages break hup and scatter over the Park. The band plays at the gardens  up our rich man canters, without knowin why he breaks from a walk, throws the rein to his grum, and lounges in to lisp to the ladies. Oh! pon honour  exquisite  delightful band  Second Life Guards  Star and Garter  Crown and Sceptre  Charmin weather  Looks like rain Ows your mother? Sister better!  So, Lady s eloped at last. Back then he goes by the Serpentine. Kid gloves are kissed to him, feathers nod, eyes ogle, and Johns and Jehus touched their laced-daubed ats. Now he reins hup at the foot of the Achilles, and, as the late accomplished Mr. Truefit, the Harcadian air-dresser, or some other talented genlman sung Pride in his look, defiance in his eye, He sees the lords o uman life pass by. Dinner time comes, and Lord Cut and Shuffle has the rich man on the box of his drag  four spankin bays, tigers beind, frinds on the roof, gals inside. Away they bowl to Greenwich  best room, dinner two guineas a-ead, iced fizzey  fish of all sorts  Yarrell done up in dishes  every sort but the one you went down for  should have ten stomachs stead of one  back at eleven. Hopera  Time for ballet  squizzin-glass  gauze petticoats  or hup Windmill-street to the sparklin French Casino, or down heast to the British bomination of a dingy underground kidney-shop. These at length bein swept out and closed, away they go to some sham billiard room of a fortified gambling ouse, with scouts on the watch, where they have some cureasore to digest the kidney  iced champagne to correct the cureasore  lobster salad to keep the iced champagne company. Then lounge into the gamblin apartment  large round table  strong light. Man with a green shade over his eyes and a hoe in his hand! Old rakes all round him. Fathers sittin hopposite sons  the famine of play ragin  then sudden noise  clean sweep  down the pipe  rush o pollis  seize the party  away to the lock-up  in wi false names  hup i the mornin  discharged for want o gamblin-tool hevidence, and all that sort o gammon. All this may be called plissur, &c., but someow it never lasts. Its the pace that kills the finances as well as the fox. Its all nonsense men spendin wots to keep them a lifetime in a single nights lark (applause). Ax any old member o Crockys if it isnt.

Londons a grand place, to be sure, continued the worthy lecturer; but oh, my beloved earers, there is no misery like that of solitude in a crowd, or inconwenience like that of livin with men without being able to afford to partake o their plissurs. Londons the rich mans paradise, the poor mans puggatory? yet how many fools, who can ill afford it, think it necessary to make a hannual pilgrimage once a-year to the shrine of her monstrosity. Hup they come, leavin their quiet country omes just as their sparrowgrass is ready for heatin, and their roses begin to blow  neglectin their farms  maybe their families  leavin bulls to bail themselves, cattle to get out of the pound, and wagrants into the stocks, as they can; hup, I say, they come to town, to get stuck in garrets at inns with the use of filthy, cigar-smokin, spitty, sandy-floored, saw-dusty coffee-rooms, a underd and seventy-five steps below, at a price thats perfectly appalin. Vot misery is theirs! Down they come of a mornin, arter a restless, tumblin, heated, noisy night, to the day den of the establishment, with little happetite for breakfast, but feelin the necessity of havin some in order to kill time. A greasy-collared, jerkin, lank-aired waiter, casts a second-and, badly-washed web over a slip of table, in a stewy, red-curtained box, into which the sun beats with unmitigated wengeance. A Britannia-metal tea-pot, a cup, a plate, a knife, and a japanned tea-caddie make their appearance. Then comes a sugar-bason, followed by a swarm of flies, that unt it as the ounds would a fox, and a small jug of sky-blue, which the flies use as a bath durin their repast on the sugar. A half-buttered muffin mounts a waterless slopbason; a dirty egg accompanies some toasted wedges of bread; the waiter points to a lump of carrion wot he calls beef, on a dusty sideboard, and promises the Post as soon as it is out of and. Sixteen gents sit at sixteen slips of table, lookin at each other with curiosity or suspicion, but never a word is exchanged by any on them. Prisently they begin to wacate their slips of wood. One paces hup and down the coffee-room, with his thumbs in the harmoles of his veskit; another takes a coat-lap over each arm, and lounges against the fireless fire-place; a third looks at his watch, and lays his legs along the bench for a nap; while a fourth flattens his nose against the winder, or reads the witticisms of former town captives, or the hamorous contributions of jaded waiters to buxom chambermaids on the panes. Carriages begin to roll; lords, dukes, captains, cockneys, jostle together, and the coffee-room is gradually emptied into the crowded streets.

Vot a sight! All the world compressed into Bond Street! carriages blocked, cabs locked, ossmen driven on to the footway, and the foot-people driven into the shops. But wot boots it to ingenuous Spoony if there were twice as many? He doesnt know one carriage from another, and hasnt got nobody to tell him whose they are. There he stands gapin like a stuck pig, now starin his eye-balls out at a carriage, now bringin his body to bear upon a print-shop window, now fancyin a lady in feathers on the footway to be a duchess that has taken a fancy to him, who he follows up to the suberbs, and comes away under the impression that it is their country willa. But wot a relief to have some one to whom he can speak! Talk of dull dogs! Live in London for a week without an acquaintance, and the stupidest lump of lead that ever was moulded into the shape of a man will be a perfect god-send at the end of the time. Well, hup and down the street poor ingenuous Spoony goes, round squares, into crescents, through parks, until his feet are swelled double their size, and the toes of his boots look up into his face, as much as to say, Wot has come over us now? Still no one greets him, and Squire Spoony, who is a werry great man, and knows every body at once, is stonished that no one ails him in London.

Now for a chop-house or coffee-room dinner! Oh, the orrible smell that greets you at the door! Compound of cabbage, pickled salmon, boiled beef, saw-dust, and anchovy sarce. Wot will you take, sir? inquires the frowsy waiter, smoothin the filthy, mustardy, cabbagey cloth, soles, macrel, vitins  werry good, boiled beef  nice cut, cabbage, cold am and weal, cold lamb and sallard.  Bah! The dens ot to suffocation  the kitchens below  a trap-door womits up dinners in return for bellows down the pipe to the cook. Flies settle on your face  swarm on your head; a wasp travels round; everything tastes flat, stale, and unprofitable. As a climax, he gets the third of a bottle of warm port as a pint, and, to prevent jealousy between body and mind, gives the latter a repast on second-hand news, by goin through the columns of an evenin paper. This, too, from a man wot can hardly manage a three-days-a-week one in the country.

Nine oclock at length comes, and he is at the theatre; and were it not for the excessive eat and confounded crowd, he might enjoy himself. As it is, the curtain drops, a welcome release, and after half an hours solitary stroll, he finds himself smokin some painted Jezabel, who sits to be fumigated by all wot buys cigars at her shop. Thus he goes on day after day, week after week, in a melancholy state of existence, and all that he may have the pleasure of sayin when he returns to the country, that he has jest come from town  that town was werry full  werry gay or werry dull  talk of high people in a low-lived style, and pretend to have been where he never was. No captive released from gaol  no bouy let free from school  no starlin escaped from cage, hails with more eartfelt joy the arrival of that hour which restores him to wot the immortal Mr. Fieldin (I thinks) calls Fresh fields and pastures new; and not all the pliability of a flexible mind can coax him into believin that he feels one longin lingerin pang of regret, as he turns his back upon the crowded, eartless, busy, bustlin, jadin city. (Great applause.)

Well, but, says a sportin reader, I must see the Darby and Hoaks run for!

Darby and Hoaks run for! exclaimed the worthy lecturer. Wot matter does it make to him who wins the Darby and Hoaks! Why cant he content imself wi readin on it i the paper, or in seein a neighbourly donkey race on a common? He may know summut bout the donkeys, but he can know nothin bout osses, the owners of which werry likely know nothin themselves. Then bother their bettin books, and the ole tribe of trickey, lynx-eyed circumwentin knaves wot would rob their own fathers if they could, and who set hup to bet thousands with a farthin capital! O that the noblest of hanimals should be soiled with the contamination of such reptiles! O that the ighest and the noblest should be found jostlin and helbowin for hodds mong the werry scum and scourins o the stews  fellers that no decent tradesman would touch wi a pair o tongs (applause). On the turf and under the turf all men are obliged to be equal, mused our Master. But let us leave the gloomy subject, continued he, and gather hup our points for a finish. Some on you will praps ax wot has racin and livin i London to do wi unting? I say it has a great deal. There is an old sayin and a true one, that you carnt eat both your cake and ave it, and by the same rule, or one werry like it, you carnt both spend your money and have it. Now, if ingenuous Spooney comes to London on a gallivantin expedition, with nothin whatsomever at all to do, the chances are that he gets rooked. Idleness has been werry well described as the papa of all mischief; and assuredly Satan, as Mrs. Barbauld beautifully expresses it in her Pleasures of Ope, is always busy in London, findin work for idle ands to do. Walk along Jermyn Street of an evenin, and see how many beautifully illuminated doors stand ajar inwitin the passer-by to enter; go  and youre done. It is not here, All ye what enter abandon ope; but wot I say is, all ye wot enter, leave your pusses at home, or assuredly you will have werry little call for them when you come out. In short, if you waste your money i summer, you cant expect to have it to spend i winter, and then wot comes of your unting?  ay, then wot comes of my ounds? Thats the question put in a familiar form (cheers). Ah, now I see you twig, and go along with me. Oh genlmen, genlmen, theres nothin so difficult as gettin a subscription to a pack of hounds. Chaps that would give a undred a-year to a cuk, grudge a fi pun note to a pack that would keep them in ealth, and save them all the money i Seidletz pooders (laughter and applause). Which then will you have? Unting i winter, or street-strollin i summer? Ill diwide the meetin on the question, and take the sense of this assembly. All then who are for the sport of kings, the image of war without its guilt, with only five and twenty per cent of its danger, old up their ands.

A forest of hands were held up for hunting; on the other question being put, no one was found in favour of it, whereupon Mr. Jorrocks concluded amidst loud and long-continued applause, by complimenting them on their choice, calling on every man to put his shoulder to the wheel, and do his possible in support of himself and the Handley Cross Fox Hounds. A large party sat down to supper after the lecture; and we are happy to add that a subscription was opened for the purpose of presenting Mr. Jorrocks with a solid token of esteem in the shape of a silver steak dish, with a model of himself on Arterxerxes on the cover. More gratifying still it is to add, that the subscrption was immediately filled.


CHAPTER LX. THE STUD SALE.
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THE FOLLOWING WAS the strength of Mr. Jorrocks a stud at the close of the season.

There were our old friends Xerxes and Arterxerxes; also a great raking, bony, cock-throppled, ragged-hipped, shabby-tailed, white-legged, chestnut, fired all round, that had belonged to a smuggler, and was christened Ginnums; a little jumped-up, thick-set, mealy-legged, sunken-eyed bay, with a short tail and full coarse mane, whose unhappy look procured him the name of Dismal Geordy; a neatish brown, that our master bought of young May, the grocer at Handley Cross, and christened Young Hyson; and the cut em down Captains quad, six in all. Arterxerxes did most of Mr. Jorrockss work, and Xerxes could carry half-a-dozen Bens every day in the week, so that Pigg and Charley came in for most of the work of the others, Charley never having gone to the trouble of getting any more horses than the one he brought with him.

Xerxes and Arterxerxes (capital feeders) were both desperately troubled with the slows, and the latter puffed and blew in a way that made ill-natured people say he was going broken-winded.

Having long stood together, they had contracted a friendship, that displayed itself in constant neighings and whinnyings when separated, and rushings together and rubbings on meeting, to the derangement of the dignity and convenience of their riders. Thus, if Mr. Jorrocks was yoicking on one side of a cover on Arterxerxes, and Ben all hot-ing it on the other side on Xerxes, there would be such a neighing and whinnying, and exchanging of compliments all the time, as greatly to interfere with our masters attention to his hounds, and when the horses caught sight of each other, Xerxes would take the bit between his teeth, and rush to his friend Arterxerxes, making a rubbing-post of him and his rider in defiance of resistance on the part of Benjamin, and remonstrance on the part of Mr. Jorrocks.

Ginnums was quite the reverse of the preceding. He had commenced life as a leather-plater, and done hard service on some country courses, and after experiencing the vicissitudes of fortune in the hands of various masters of different callings, had descended into the hands of a smuggler, when he was seized by the Excise, well weighted with contraband goods, and publicly sold to Mr. Jorrocks for fourteen pounds ten shillings. He was a raking goer, but a nasty wriggling beast to ride, continually throwing his head in the air, to the danger of his riders countenance. His mouth, too, was deadened on one side, and he had a careless rushing sort of way of going at his fences, but he never tired, and could go through heavy ground with wonderful ease to himself.

Dismal Geordy was of the hot and heavy sort,  a better hand at trotting than galloping. He used to jump and squeal with a cow-like action at first going out, and could gallop pretty well for a mile or so, after which he would shut up, and be dull and heavy the rest of the day. He was a dull, under-bred brute, with very little taste for hunting.

Young Hyson was a neat horse, and a good goer, but quite unmade when Mr. Jorrocks bought him.  Pigg and he used to roll about tremendously at first.

Gin ar were ye, said James to his master, as the latter took his usual stroll through the stable, gin ar were ye, ard get shot o some o these nags  theyll niver de ye ne good.

Why so, James? inquired Mr. Jorrocks in a more amiable mood than usual when his stud was abused.

Because ar thinks theres ne use i keepin sick a lot through the summer; ye that have ivery thing to buy and nothin for them to de. Ye arnt like ma coosin Deavilboger, that can work them i the farm a bit, and gar them pay their keep.

True, replied Mr. Jorrocks; ays dear  so is corn  but hows one to get rid of these sort of animals, think ye? No demand for them now that the rallys have dished all the coaches.

Why, but its just the same thing, if ye sell cheap now, yell buy cheap i the autumn, and save all the summerin. Theres Ginnums, now, his near forelegs verra kittle  ard get shot o him while it stands. Arterxerxes, tee, is queer iv his wind,  yed better be rid o him while it lasts. Geordy, tee, is nabbut fit for the pits;  ye canna get worse!

I doesnt know that, said Mr. Jorrocks who had rather an affection for the Dismal, and thought he would do for his Boobey Hutch. Besides, we shall want a couple, at all ewents, to exercise th ounds during the summer.

The close of a watering-place season generally produces some change among the studs. Gentlemen have got to the end of their tethers, spring captains have to join their regiments abroad, and some always make a practice of selling at the end of a season (or at any other time). Handley Cross formed no exception to the rule, and Mr. Palmer, the auctioneer, having canvassed the town, persuaded the owners of some eighteen or twenty horses to entrust them to his persuasive eloquence in the shape of a sale by auction. Mr. Jorrocks having considered Piggs suggestions, and being up to all the tricks of horse-auctions, agreed to send his six, on condition of the sale being well advertised, and his stud especially mentioned as being sold in consequence of his wishing to remount his men on horses more suitable to the country.

Accordingly advertisements were inserted in all the papers and lists distributed far and near, headed Great Stud Sale, and describing Mr. Jorrockss horses as masters of great weight, that had been regularly hunted all the season with the Handley Cross Fox-hounds.

The publicity thus given had the effect of causing all the curious-looking, cut-away coats and extraordinary top-boots in the country to drop into the town of Handley Cross on the morning of the sale. Some people cannot stay away from a horse-auction; and men that can hardly keep themselves will appear, and sometimes undergo the spasm of putting in a horse at a low figure, for the momentary éclat of being taken for purchasers. Luckless wights if in an evil moment the hammer drops with the fatal fiat, Yours, sir!  But to our sale.

At an early hour the horses were brought from their respective stables, and arranged in numbered stalls in the Dragon Yard, according to their classification in the bills. All the hand rubbing was done at home, so that they had only to receive the finishing touch from the clean waistcoated grooms, who, with plastered hair, were charged with their respective lies as to their qualifications. James Pigg arrived first, and so well done were his horses, that Mr. Jorrocks almost hoped they might return as he saw them pass along the street to the yard. Ben and Pigg had on their top-boots, striped waistcoats, and brown frocks, which latter were taken off, carefully folded up, and put into a corn bin in the stable where their horses stood. It was a nine-stall one, and there were two horses belonging to two fast-going foot-captains, and a mare the property of a water-drinker, along with Mr. Jorrockss.

At twelve oclock the stables were thrown open, and fussy gentlemen in taglionis, macintoshes, siphonias and reversible coats, &c., whips and bills in their hands, began their examination. There was Captain Shortflat admiring Arterxerxes, and abusing Dismal Geordy, that he wanted to buy; young men feeling old horses legs, and rising from the operation as wise as they stooped; some bringing all their acquaintance to assist in finding faults, and others pumping grooms to tell what they were paid for keeping secret.

James Pigg gave his horses the very best of characters, which Ben as quickly counteracted by telling every thing he knew to their disadvantage. This, of course, Ben did in confidence, and in the hopes of a douceur for his honesty. Pigg kept protesting as he patted them; that they were just the best husses he had ever seen, and he didnt ken what could make his ard feuil of a maister think o parting with them, while Ben, with a leer and a wink, declared it was all his eye, and they were only fit for the knackers.

Towards one, most of the inquisitive gentry having satisfied their curiosity, the motley group began to congregate in the stable-yard, and some began to look at their watches and inquire for the auctioneer. The assembly at a sale of this sort exhibits every link in the chain of sporting life, from the coronetted peer to the broken-down leg. There is a good deal of equality, too, in the scene, the generality of the company being strangers to each other; and as many people consider it knowing to dress differently to what they generally do, the great men are not easily distinguishable from the little ones. A stud-sale is a sort of fox-hunters, hare-hunters, prize-fighters, dog-stealers réunion, for which people pull out queer-cut, and flash-coloured coats, and dress themselves in drab breeches with knee-caps, or moleskins with gaiters. All have whips, even the pedestrains.

Mr. Jorrocks launched an uncommonly smart new taglioni for the occasion, a brown-striped leopards skin looking duffle, all decorated in front with tassels and cords, with pockets of various size and position, bound with nut-brown velvet: the standing-up collar and pointed cuffs were of nut-brown velvet also, and it was lined and wadded throughout with rustling silk. Thus he swaggered into the yard, his hands stuffed into the lower tier of pockets, and his great tassels pattering against his Hessian boots as he walked. There was an easy indifference in his air which plainly said he didnt care whether he sold his horses or not.

His appearance was the signal for Mr. Palmer, the auctioneer, to quit the Dragon bar, where he was sipping a glass of cold brandy and water, and forthwith he emerged with a roll of catalogues and his hammer in his hand. He was a rosy-gilled, middle-aged, middle-sized man, who had failed twice in the hosiery line, once in the spirit-way, and once in the Temperance Hotel line. He was sprucely dressed, as most auctioneers are, wearing a superfine velvet-collard great-coat, open in front, displaying a superfine black coat and waistcoat, with a clean white neckcloth, and small shirt-frills, secured by a handsome brooch.

Having saluted Mr. Jorrocks with becoming respect, they paired off for a few minutes, to arrange the puff preliminary for his horses.

This being done, Mr. Palmer repaired to the end of the yard, where, under the clock, a temporary rostrum had been erected, formed of short planks placed on four beer-barrels, on which stood a table, and there was a desk below for the clerk to take the deposits upon. At the back was a short step-ladder, upon the top stair of which Mr. Palmer mounted, and Mr. Jorrocks perched himself on the one immediately below. The crowd, with the usual follow-my-leader propensity, were soon ranged round the rostrum, and, a slight shower beginning to fall, umbrellas went up, and Mr. Palmer unfolded a catalogue, and cleared his voice for an oration.

Gentlemen! said he, may I request your attention while I read the conditions of sale?

Throw us a catalogue! cried half-a-dozen voices; and forthwith a shower of half-crumpled catalogues began to fly about, to be scrambled for by the gentry below. The demand being satisfied, Mr. Palmer again cleared his throat, and requesting attention to the conditions of sale, proceeded to read about the highest bidder being the purchaser; and if any dispute arose, &c., which was listened to with the usual patience bestowed upon such I know it all sort of orations. After some very inferior rubbish had been passed or disposed of, Mr. Jorrockss turn drew on, and Arterxerxes great Roman nose was seen peeping out of the stable-door, when at the word Out! Ben gave him a cut behind, and forth flew the horse, kicking and squeaking from the combined effects of the whip and the ginger. Pigg ran him up to the hammer, which the horse approached with such energy as to threaten demolition not only to the crowd, but to the rickety fabric of a rostrum.

Having got him stopped without a more serious injury than upsetting the clerks uncorked sixpenny bottle of red ink, and scattering the crowd right and left, the spectators formed an avenue on each side of the horse, while Pigg tickled him under the knee with his whip, to get him to stand out and show himself.

Now, gentlemen, said Mr. Palmer, with a preparatory hem, looking the horse full in the face, this is lot one of Mr. Jorrockss stud, The celebrated horse, Arterxerxes! familiar to every one in the habit of hunting with the celebrated hounds over which his distinguished owner has the honour to preside.

Presides with such ability, growled Mr. Jorrocks, in the auctioneers ear.

Over which his distinguished owner presides with such ability, repeated Mr. Palmer. He is, as you see, a horse of great power and substance, equal to the

Say speed! whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

He is, as you see, a horse of great power, speed, and substance, equal to any weight

How can we see his speed? inquired a drunken-looking groom, in an out-of-place costume, covered buttons, and so forth.

Hold your tongue, sir, and listen to me! said Mr. Palmer with an air of authority.

He is, as you see, gentlemen, resumed the auctioneer, a horse of great power, speed, and substance, up to any weight, and quiet

Quiet enough, observed a bystander, if you hadnt figged him.

And is only sold, continued the auctioneer, because his owner has no further use for him.

Highly probable! exclaimed a voice.

No one else, I should think! rejoined another.

Hes an undeniable leaper! whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

As a leaper, this horse is not to be surpassed! observed the auctioneer,

Temperate at his fences, prompted Mr. Jorrocks, adding, Vy dont you go on, man?

Because you put me out, replied the auctioneer, turning snappishly round, and saying, Do hold your jaw!

Blast your imperance! roared Mr. Jorrocks, an exclamation that produced a burst of laughter, during which Mr. Palmer turned again, and had a conference with Jorrocks behind. After a few seconds parley, during which Mr. Jorrocks assured the auctioneer that hed set to and sell the osses himself, if he didnt take care, Mr. Palmer resumed, in a more submissive tone,  

I was going to observe, gentlemen, said he, that as you are not all in the habit of hunting with the celebrated hounds in this neighbourhood, that this horse is the property of the renowned Mr. Jorrocks, and has been ridden by him during the whole of the past season, and is equal to any weight you can possibly put upon him.

Aye is he! exclaimed Pigg, rubbing the horses great Roman nose: top huss! best we have, by far.

Now bout Surrey, whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

And, gentlemen, continued Mr. Palmer, looking sadly disconcerted, before coming here, this horse was a distinguished performer in the Surry Hunt  a hunt that beats all other hunts, except the Handley Cross Hunt, for intensity of ardour and desperate conflixion.

Well done! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, patting the orators back.

Keep the tambourine a rowlin! growled Pigg, turning his quid, and patting the horses head.

All round my at! squeaked Benjimin in the crowd.

Now bout the cut-me-downs, whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

And genlemen, he is favourably known in the cut-em-down and ang-em-up-to-dry countries, where his distinguished owner has frequently shown them the way.

Werry good, said Mr. Jorrocks, chuckling and rubbing his hands. So I do  so I do  the way to open the gates at least.

He is quite in his prime, continued the auctioneer, fresh, and fit for immediate work. Now what will any gentleman give for this celebrated hunter? Put him in at whatever you like: he is to be sold! Shall I say a hundred and fifty for him?

Shillins? exclaimed one of the auctioneers tormentors.

Will any gentleman give a hundred and fifty guineas for the horse? continued Mr. Palmer, without noticing the interruption; a hundred and fifty guineas! No one say a hundred and fifty? A hundred and forty, then?  a hundred and thirty?  one hundred guineas, then?  throwing him away!

Deed ist! exclaimed Pigg.

Still no one was sensible enough to see the matter in this light, and after a pause, during which a seedy-looking little fellow, in a very big bad hat, a faded green kerchief, and a long dirty, drab great-coat, that concealed a pair of nearly black top-boots, requested to see Arterxerxes run down; and, having visited him with a severe punch in the ribs on his return and a nip in the neck, coolly observed that he was a bull.

No more than yourself! roared Mr. Jorrocks.

Will you warrant him, then? inquired Drab-coat.

Varrant him! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, I never varrants  wouldnt varrant that hes an oss, let alone that hes sound.

You knows better! replied Drab-coat, examining the horses eyes as he spoke; adding, Im not sure but hes a-goin blind, too!

You be d  d! growled Pigg, doubling his fist as he spoke.

Pray keep order, gentlemen! interposed the auctioneer.

What teeth he has! exclaimed Drab-coat long as my arm!

You must have length somewhere; and Im blowd he harnt got it nowhere else, rejoined a confederate.

Come, gentlemen, lets have no more of your chaffing, but proceed to business, interrupted the auctioneer. What will any one give for this valuable

Dray-horse! exclaimed some one.

Hunter! continued the auctioneer, without noticing the interruption.

Fifteen pund, said Drab-coat.

Fifteen pund! exclaimed the auctioneer, in disgust. You must bid in guineas, sir.

Then fourteen guineas! replied the man.

Fourteen guineas, said the auctioneer. Come, gentlemen, please to go on  quick. Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, eighteen in two places, nineteen, and twenty, were bid, without any further persuasion. Twenty guineas are only bid for this beautiful animal! exclaimed Mr. Palmer, flourishing his hammer. Why his tails worth all the money.

For a hat-peg! exclaimed some one.

His head would make a fine fiddle-case, observed Drab-coat, with a sneer.

Hes up to any weight with any hounds, observed Mr. Palmer.

Hell be more at home with millers sacks, rejoined the confederate.

Ard as iron, whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

Very stout! exclaimed the auctioneer.

Deed is he! rejoined Drab-coat, punching his fat sides.

Confound your imperance! muttered Mr. Jorrocks, over the rostrum: Ill skin you alive!

Arll tan your hide enow! said Pigg, looking indignantly round.

Now, gentlemen, please keep order, and go on, urged the auctioneer. Twenty guineas are only bid for this valuable hunter, and I cant dwell. Are you all done at twenty guineas?

One, nodded some one.

Two!

Three!

Four!

Five! and again the biddings came to a pause. Drab-coat retires, his commission being exhausted.

Twenty-five guineas! recapitulated the auctioneer. Five-and-twenty guineas only bid for this splendid hunter  master of great weight  great cut-em-down powers  giving him away  but I cant dwell. Are you all done, at twenty-five guineas, gentlemen? Going! for the last time, lifting his hammer as he spoke.

Just as the fatal blow was about to be struck, Jorrockss conscience smote him at parting with a faithful old animal that had carried him triumphantly through many a glorious chase  the model, too, of his mount on the silver steak dish handle  causing him to blurt out three underd! which had the effect of saving the lot and spoiling the sale of the rest, people grumbling and saying they didnt come there to be made fools of by him, and so on. Arterxerxes then returned to his stable, and was replaced at the hammer by Xerxes, who came with his great switch tail sticking up like Gabriel Junks. Again Mr. Palmers persuasive powers were put forth to induce the audience to look favourably on the horses pretensions; all the good qualities ascribed to his late comrade were freely transferred to him; indeed, if anything, Xerxes was rather the better horse of the two. Drab-coat puts him in again at a low figure, and the same scene of complimentary politeness ensues that marked the course of Arterxerxes.

The biddings being languid, and the auctioneer seeing little chance of bonâ fide ones, took up the running himself at a brisk pace, and knocked the horse down at sixty guineas, announcing Mr. Scroggins as the buyer. This gave the thing a fillip, and Dismal Geordy was knocked down to Captain Shortflat for eight-and-twenty pounds, ten more than Mr. Jorrocks gave for him. The captain then received the usual compliments on his purchase, one man asking him if he was fond of walking; another observing that he supposed the captain had purchased the horse for his farm, to which latter the captain replied, with a growl, that he had bought him to go in a bathing machine  a retort that had the effect of suppressing the rest of their chaff. The other lots were then proceeded with; some being sold, and others retained. Thus closed the Handley Cross hunting season.

Mr. Jorrocks having instructed James Pigg what to do, and taken an affectionate leave of Gabriel Junks, set off for London, leaving Mrs. Jorrocks and Co. to follow as soon as Mrs. Jorrocks had paid her bills and left her P. P. C.s.

Then, as she drove from house to house, knocking and ringing and leaving of cards, significant looks and knowing sentences passed respecting Belinda.

Disappointed mammas, who had risked the season in vain, supposed they ought to congratulate Mrs. Jorrocks. For their parts, they saw little cause for rejoicing in losing an object both near and dear, and they hoped they might never know the affliction.

Mrs. Jorrocks oped they never might.

Ladies who had gentlemen in tow were more amiable, and thought it was an exceedingly nice thing. Others, whose pretensions to beauty were eclipsed by Belinda, were sincerely glad to hear she was going to be married. Hoped she meant to come a good deal amongst them after.

Mrs. Jorrocks heard all they had to say, and kept bobbing, and bowing, and muttering something about much obleged  werry gratifyin  not settled  let them know first, which being construed into an admission, the old women set to and abused both Belinda and Charley, while the young ones sought out their threads and their worsteds to work her a collar or a piece of crochet work each.


CHAPTER LXI. THE PRIVATE DEAL.
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AN USUALLY GOOD season having crowned Captain Dolefuls exertions, and things altogether wearing an upward aspect, he entered into a deep mental calculation, whether it would not be quite as cheap keeping a horse altogether as hiring the town hacks, which he found were not so safe as was desirable for a great official character like himself. The idea originated in the circumstance of Mr. Jorrocks horse Xerxes being unsold, which Captain Doleful thought might be got for a trifle, and seemed to have been put to all the purposes a horse is capable of performing. Having weighed the pros and cons, and inquired the horses character of every body about the town, our cautious M.C. at last ventured to write the following letter about ten days after Mr. Jorrockss return to London:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  I regret much to learn that your horse Xerxes still remains on hand. I was in hopes some of the indifferent judges would have taken a fancy to him, and relieved you of an animal confessedly unsuited to your purpose; but that not being the case, I trouble you with this, to say that Miss Lucretia Learmouth is in want of an animal to draw her four-wheeled chaise about, and make himself generally useful, and I should be happy to be of any service in recommending him to her. Price, I should observe, will be the first consideration, therefore please put him in at the lowest possible figure. Of course I presume he is what they call all right. On a close examination of his countenance, I perceive sundry grey hairs scattered about:  is not this symptomatic of age? With compliments to the ladies, who, I hope, arrived safe, believe me, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Yours, very sincerely,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

Handley Cross Spa.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

The following was Mr. Jorrockss answer:  

Dear Doleful,  Yours is received, and note the contents. Xerxes may not be first-rate, but he is a good enduring quad, well calkilated for much honerable exertion in many of the minor fields of oss enterprise. He can go a good bat, too, when hes roused; and though I says it who should not, Miss Lucretia may go a deal farther and fare worse. What say you to five-and-twenty guas? If Lucretias young and andsome, Ill take punds, if not I must ave the guas. Let me hear from you, as to this, always

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

P.S.  Grey airs is nothin. Ive seen em all grey afore now.

The following was Captain Dolefuls rejoinder:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  Your polite letter merits my warmest gratitude. Miss Lucretia is young and beautiful! Left an almost unprotected orphan, I feel deeply interested in her welfare, which I am sure will be participated in by you when you have the pleasure of her acquaintance. Twenty-five pounds seems a great sum for a horse confessedly not first-rate  could you not soften it a little? Fifteen, I should think, considering the circumstances, ought to buy him. He is not handsome  Lucretia is beautiful! Believe me, ever, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Yours, very truly,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

Handley Cross Spa.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

The same post brought the following letter from James Pigg:  

Honnord Sir,  The ard dancin-maister has been in and out o wor stable varry oft, and seems sweet on ard Xerxes. He says hes for a lady, but his Miss Jelly tould a woman I had for the season, who tould me, that he wants him for hissel; so mind your eye, and no more from

Yours, humbelly,

J. Pigg.

Handley Cross.

Hunds be main well  so be sel.

Mr. Jorrocks took the hint, assumed the indifferent, and wrote as follows, for the delay of a post or two:  

Dear Doleful,  Handsome is wot handsome does. If Xerxes arnt a beauty, hes uncommon useful. Five per cent. seems discount enough between beauty and the beast. If you like to fork out 25l. hes yours, if not, say no more about it.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

To Miserrimus Doleful, Esq., M.C.,

Handley Cross Spa.

The captain did not exactly like this letter, but not being easily choked, he returned to the charge with the following answer:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  At the risk of being thought importunate, I again venture to intercede very respectfully on behalf of the young and beautiful orphan who has sought my assistance in the matter of a horse. Under no other circumstances could I venture to intrude myself further upon your valuable time. You, like all high-minded men, disdain two prices. I admire your independence, but in expressing my admiration, may I venture to hope that some little relaxation from so meritorious a rule may be allowed in a case so peculiarly interesting as the young and beautiful Miss Lucretia Learmouths. Could we not put it thus:  Ill give you twenty-five pounds for Xerxes, on the understanding that you return me five. That, I think, seems very fair. Hoping you will accede to a proposition so reasonable, believe me, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Ever yours, very faithfully,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

The following was Mr. Jorrockss answer to the proposition:  

Dear Doleful,  I doesnt see the wit of your offer. If to give a high price is the object of your ambition, Ill give you a receipt for 100l., and throw you back 75l., but I cannot throw back nothin out of 25l. Make up your mind  and lets have no hagglin.

Yours, to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

To Miserrimus Doleful, Esq., M.C., Handley Cross Spa.

Finding Mr. Jorrocks was not to be worked upon in his way, and that there was nothing to gain by personating Miss Lucretia, Captain Doleful determined to come forth in his own character, and wrote as follows:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  I have just received yours, and regret to inform you that Miss Lucretia Learmouth has been suddenly called into Scotland by the alarming illness of a beloved relative, whereby all occasion for a horse is, of course, done away with. The difficulty of making this announcement is, however, relieved by the circumstance of my willingness to place myself in her shoes; I therefore beg to say, I shall be glad to take the horse, provided, of course, he is all right, &c., and will send you the money on hearing from you. Dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Yours, very truly,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

Mr. Jorrocks thus closed the bargain:  

Dear Doleful,  Im sorry Lucretias gone. I should have liked to have had a look at her. Im a great admirer o beauty in all its branches, and would always rayther give a shillin to look at a pretty woman than at a panorama. Howsomever, never mind, the oss is yours, and you may hand over the dibs to James Pigg, who will give you a receipt, and all that sort of thing. Charming weather for bees. Do they make much oney about you?

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

Great Coram Street, London.

To Miserrimus Doleful, Esq., M.C.,

Handley Cross Spa.

Armed with this authority, Doleful repaired to James Piggs, and, after a desultory conversation, parted with five-and-twenty sovereigns in exchange for the celebrated Xerxes.

Like most young horse-masters, Captain Doleful did not give his new purchase much rest. Morning, noon, and night, he was on its back, or driving it about in a job-fly. The Captain felt it his duty to call upon everybody in the town, and poor Xerxes was to be seen at all hours, either fastened by the bridle to a lamp-post, or pacing melancholily up and down the street in charge of some little dirty urchin. Sometimes a party of them would take him into a by-street, and bucket him up and down till they thought the Captin would be a comin. This with indifferent grooming and very indifferent keep, soon reduced the once sleek and pampered hunter to a very gaunt, miserable-looking dog-horse.

The Captain marked the change with melancholy bodings. He had hoped to sell him with advantage, so as to ride for nothing, and now he seemed more likely to lose by him than anything else. The horse grew daily worse, and a cough settled upon him that seemed likely to finish him. A more unfortunate-looking couple were never seen, than the cadaverous Captain and the poor coughing quadruped. Still he went on working him as long as the cough would let him walk, but, it soon getting past that, the Captain was thrown on his wits for getting out of the purchase. The following correspondence will show how he attempted it:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  I am sorry to say your horse is very ill, labouring, we think, under pulmonary consumption. He is dreadfully emaciated, and labouring under a hooping-cough, that is distressing to himself and his hearers. I thought he looked queer when I bought him, as I remarked a nervous quivering of the tail after a slight gallop over Bumpmead. It is unfortunate, but you, as a great horse-master, know these sort of accidents will happen, and it is well the loss falls on one so well able to bear it as the wealthy Mr. Jorrocks. With compliments and best wishes to Mrs. and Miss Jorrocks, who, I hope, are both well, believe me to remain, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

With great sincerity, yours very sincerely,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

Mr. Jorrocks was rather puzzled how to act on receipt of this. His first impulse was to tell the Captain that he was a dirty fellow; and, indeed, he wrote a letter to that effect, but, with praiseworthy prudence, he kept it over night, and his wrath being somewhat appeased by the operation of writing, the old adage of least said being soonest mended came to his assistance, and induced him to concoct the following:  

Dear Doleful,  Yours is received, and note the contents. Mrs. Jorrocks is misfortunately rayther indisposed, but much obleged by your purlite inquiries. She went to Sadlers Wells the night before last, and the house being full, and consequentially ot, she was imprudent enough to sit with the box-door open, which gave her the ear-ache. In other respects, howsomever, she is as lively as usual. This is fine weather for the country. Its a pity but you had Xerxes right, as toolin a young oman about in a buggy would be unkommon nice sport. I have no news. Town is very full and ot. Wenus, I see by my Almanack, is an evenin star till the 13th, and arterwards a mornin star. Jupiter is a mornin star till about the 15th. Adieu.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

This, as may be supposed, was not at all satisfactory, so the captain immediately fired off the following:  

Dear Mr. Jorrocks,  I fear I was not so intelligible as I ought to have been in my last hurried communication. My object was to inform you that your horse, Xerxes, is very bad  dying, we think; and as it appears he had the seeds of consumption at the time you sold him, I think it right you should have the earliest intelligence, in case there is any particular mode of treatment you would like adopted. I feel assured you only require to be acquainted with the untoward circumstance to make you rescind what appears to be an untenable bargain. Wishing you every happiness, I remain, with compliments to the ladies, dear Mr. Jorrocks,

Ever yours very faithfully,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

P.S.  Please to send me a pound of pretty good tea, in ounce packages.

Still Mr. Jorrocks was determined not to take the hint, and, after the delay of a post or two, concocted the following:  

Dear Doleful,  I am werry sorry to hear so bad an account of my old frind Xerxes. Its a bore to lose the services of a quad jest at the time one wants them. I certainlie considered him a consumptive hanimal when I had him, but it was an ay-and-corn consumption. I am werry much obleged by your communication. In course I feels an interest in the prosperity of a hanimal wot has carried me, with such unruffled equinimity, through many a glorious chase: but in the hands of a umane and discriminatin cock like yourself, I feels assured he will receive every attention his pekoolier case can require, and therefore must deeline all recommendation. I opes youll be able to patch him up to do much good work yet. Spose you try cod-liver hoil.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

To Captain Doleful, M.C.,

Handley Cross Spa.

P.S.  I send the tea, and ope you will like it. The market has been heavy to-day, owin to the reports in circulation of the arrival of the overland mail. Little has been done in the article since the 11th inst.: About twelve chops of congou have recently arrived, common quality, for which high rates are asked. Sugars riz. Mrs. J. has gone for change of hair to Shepherds Bush, but I dont know that I shall follow her. Coram for me. Pleasantest street in London.

Captain Doleful was very angry when he received this. He saw Mr. Jorrocks was laughing at him, and determined to show fight:  

Dear Mr, Jorrocks,  I wish to state to you, very plainly and explicity, that the horse Xerxes is unsound, and was so when you sold him, and that I mean to return him. If there is any stable in particular you wish him sent to, please to let me know by return of post, as he now stands at your expense.

Yours very truly,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.

To John Jorrocks, Esq.,

Great Coram-street, London.

Then as Doleful read it over, and thought it rather tart, he softened it with the following plaisanterie:  

P.S.  The tea is very good. I wish I could say as much for the trotter.

Mr. Jorrocks was equally determined, as appears by his answer:  

Dear Doleful,  I thought youd have been more of a conjurer, than to spose Id take back a 25l. oss wot I never warranted. You took him for better or for worser, jest as I took Mrs. J. Praps he may not be quite so good a ticket as you could wish; it werry seldom appens that they are; but thats no reason why you should be off the bargain. Make the best on him. Be to his wirtues ever kind: be to his faults a leetle blind, as I told you in my second lector.

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

To Captain Doleful, M.C.,

Handley Cross Spa.

P.S.  Perhaps hes got worms; if so, linseed hoil him.

The following was the captains ultimatum:  

Sir,  When I opened the negotiation with you respecting your rubbishing good-for-nothing horse, I thought that in dealing with the Master of the Handley Cross Foxhounds, I had some guarantee that I was dealing with a gentleman. I grieve to find I was mistaken in my conjecture. I now demand a return of the money I paid for your nasty diseased horse, which an honest English jury will award me in the event of a refusal. Waiting your answer, I remain, sir,

Yours obediently,

Miserrimus Doleful, M.C.,

Captain, Half-pay.

Mr. Jorrocks, Grocer,

Great Coram-street, London.

Mr. Jorrockss answer was very short:  

Dear Doleful,  I doesnt know nothin wot an honest English jury may do for you, but this I knows, Ill do nothin. Zounds, man! you must be mad  mad as a hatter!

Yours to serve,

John Jorrocks, M.F.H.

Great Coram Street.

To Captain Doleful, M.C.,

Handley Cross Spa.

P.S.  Lets have no more nonsense.

And Doleful, seeing that all negotiation was hopeless, rushed off to that last consolation of the injured  a lawyer,  who advised that he had a capital case if he took it to the superior courts; and Doleful assenting, he immediately prepared for having a pop at friend Jorrocks.

While all this was going on, Handley Cross became quite a different place. The winter legion of semi-sporting invalids passed away, and were replaced by a spring detacment from the various seats of unhealthiness  pimply aldermen, plethoric and purse-plethoric millowners with their radiant ladies, anxious mammas with their interesting daughters making the grand round of the matrimonial watering-place markets.

Still we regret to say that our famous Spa, though abundantly supplied with every thing else, was but indifferently well off for eligible young men. Not but that there were plenty of idle, cane-sucking, widesleeved, flagrant neckclothed youths, but the real woodcocks of life if we may so term them  men who could say to a lady, I can keep you as you ought to be, were scarce  very scarce indeed. Most of the youths were mere hobbledehoys  hanging about home till they got something to do  hopeless for anything but flirtation, and even then they could only be worked on the reciprocity system; Miss de Glancey favouring her brothers appreciation of Miss Glow on the understanding that Miss Glow encouraged their Tom to think well of Miss de Glancey. Under these circumstances, it will be readily imagined how welcome, how exciting was the advent of a gentleman unfettered with females, and unencumbered with the protection of all friends and relations of this life  an occurrence so unusual, that we should ill evince our gratitude for the dispensation were we not to devote a separate chapter to the announcement.


CHAPTER LXII. WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR; OR, THE A.D.C.
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EVERY ONE WHO has visited  and few there are, we take it, who have not  our delightful watering-place, must have observed the fine giltwired letter-cage in the entrance-hall of the Turtle Doves Hotel, in which are arranged the letters of expected visitors, proclaiming as well the coming greatness, as acting as advertisements of the houses custom. Here, as regular as swallows in the spring, or as the horse in the little roundabout at a fair, have appeared, year after year, the letters of Major-General Sir Thomas Trout, the letters of Captain Hely Hobkirk Smith, the letters of Lady Maria and Miss Muff, the letters of John Brown and Mr. Lamb, the letters of Mrs. Sharp and Miss Flint, the letters of we dont know who besides. It is from this and similar sources that our respected we of the Pry compiles his weekly bulletin of the rank, fashion, and beauty that visit this most celestial of all sublunary scenes.

The entrance-hall is well adapted for a watering-place lounge, being a fine, lofty, airy apartment, flagged with black and white diamond-patterned marble flags; while the walls are done in such good imitation of various marbles, that many a one feels them, to be satisfied that they are not in the real marble halls of the song. On the south, the hall opens into a public billiard-room; on the right is the spacious coffee-room, where wax-lights are supplied without charge  or free gratis, as the waiter says; while on the left are the private apartments of the hostess, Mrs. Mendlove; through the large plate-glass window of which, commanding the aforesaid letter-cage and hall, her lovely daughter Constantia, may afternoonly be seen reclining elegantly on a rose-coloured sofa, in the full-blown costume of a Bloomer. The sash of the window is then up, and while the sill forms an agreeable resting-place for the arms of an admiring lounger, the letter-box below is a convenient excuse for being there if any one happens to come in unawares. Then Constantia goes on with her knitting or needlework, and the swain drops upon his light reading of Major-General Sir Thomas Trout, Captain Hely Hobkirk Smith, or whoever happens to be in the lock-up, just as if the improvement of his mind was his sole and whole object.

The hall of the Turtle Doves Hotel forms a sort of centre of attraction for the visitors at either end of the town; and, being on a level with the street flags, invalids having the entrée can be wheeled in in their gardenchairs through the bright-folding mahogany sash-doors, where, in addition to the benefit of a well-framed railway time-table and the sight of a weather-glass, they have the run of the letter-cage, of a couple of country papers, a second-hand copy of the Post, a guide to the Wells, and the use of a hat-brush  all very attractive things in their way. High Change is generally about noon, when the Bloomer, having got herself becomingly up, and the letter-box arranged, throws up her window, and subsides in easy elegant attitude on her sofa. Sir Thomas Trout, who always arrives with the punctuality of the soldier, is the self-elected great gun of the place, and to him are referred all matters of pedigree, etiquette, points of honour  of warfare and military discipline generally. What he says is law. Sir Thomas, who is a peripatetic gourmand, always feeds into a severe fit of the gout towards spring, and comes to Handley Cross to be cured  than which, we need scarcely say, there is no better place.

Last summer, however, we grieve to add  for we have a share in it on the sly  the Turtle Doves had not its fair share of company. Whether this was owing to undue and, perhaps, unfair competition, or to the Boniface castigation by the Times, or to whim, or to fashion, or to caprice, we know not; but such was the case, as we know to our cost. That it was not owing to any falling-off in the management of the hotel, we are in a condition to speak; for we were there the greater part of the autumn, and never saw better management, better cookery, better wine, better beer, better tea, better butter, better anything, or a more beautiful Bloomer; and, despite what the Times may say as to hotels generally, the charges were by no means exorbitant. Not, of course, that we paid anything, but we saw and helped to inflame the bills of those who did. That, however, is not the point, and is only thrown in by way of giving the house a lift. Our business is with a guest.

It was just as the spring was setting in with its usual serenity that the drooping spirits of the Bloomer were cheered by the arrival of three portentous-looking letters, headed,

On Her Majestys Service, and addressed  

To William Heveland, Esq., A.D.C., &c., &c., &c., Turtle Doves Hotel,
Handley Cross Spa.

My wor  rod! exclaimed the Bloomer, clutching them, and admiring the great seals  the royal arms; and then turning to the directions my wor  rod, repeated she, but this is something like, reading  

On her Majestys Service,
William Heveland, Esq., A.D.C.

A.D.C. repeated she A.D.C.  whats A.D.C., postman?

A. B. C. D. E. F. G. H. I. J., replied the postman, hurrying off, saying the alphabet.

Well, said the Bloomer, turning one of the letters upside down, hes somebody, thats quite clear  on Her Majestys Service  well, I think! If this isnt the making of the house, I dont know what will.

She then turned it upright again, as if in hopes that a fresh view would help her to decipher it, but with no better success. The A.D.C. fairly puzzled her. She would like to know what it meant. K.C.B.s, LL. D.s, F.R.S.s, D.C.L.s she had severally caged, but had never had an A.D.C. through her hands before. What could A.D.C. mean, thought she, as she run her eye over the bed-room book, considering where she should put so important a personage. It must be a good room  low down, too. Ah, there was No. 3  nice airy room, three windows, two looking to the street, and the other to the Buttermead meadows.

Mary! exclaimed she, ringing the housemaids bell, and applying her lips to the ivory-mouthed communicating pipe in the wall.

Mary! repeated she upwards.

Mem? answered a voice downwards.

No. 3 ready? replied the Bloomer, upwards.

Yes, mem, answered the voice downwards.

Put on the pink toilet-cover, clean muslin curtains, and the new counterpane, and Ill give you some fine towels when I come up-stairs, said the Bloomer.

Yes, mem, replied the voice.
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The Bloomer then had another look at the letters, in hope of inspiration; but none coming, she took down the key of the lock-up, and proceeded to place them in custody. Very conspicuously she arranged them, too, one above the other in the very centre of the long gilt-wired box, keeping all the insignificant Browns, Jones, and Robinsons, at a respectful distance from them. After taking a lingering look, she resumed her place on the sofa, Punch in hand, to watch the impression the large letters made upon the comers.

The first to visit the gay scene on this auspicious day were the three Miss DOyleys. They generally accompanied their brother to the billiardroom and after conning the fashionable column in the Post, informing themselves what was doing in high life, they glanced their lustrous eyes through the letter-box, and then proceeded on their travels. They were all struck with the important A.D.C. letters, but made no demonstration in the presence of the Bloomer. When they got outside, however, it was different.

Who can Mr. Heavytree be? Whats A.D.C.? exclaimed Anna Maria and Jane Sophia in the same breath.

Heavytree! its not Heavytree, replied Miss DOyley, who had taken a more deliberate read than her sisters.

Who is it then? asked Anna Maria.

Heveland, I read it, replied the elder sister.

Well, but whats A.D.C.? asked Jane Sophia.

Dont know, replied Miss DOyley.

Next came Mrs. and the Miss Bowerbanks. They lived at Raspberry Tart Lodge, but having seriously damaged a ten-pound note at the Turtle Doves on their coming, had arranged with Timothy, the head waiter, to have their letters directed to the Turtle Doves, instead of to the less aristocratic mansion they occupied. Great talk, too, it made in the little country town from whence they came, that they should be sojouring so long at such a first-rate hotel, accompanied with the usual significant shrugs and wishes that they mightnt be going it. Mrs. Bowerbank, however, not coming up to the Bloomers idea of a lady  chiefly, we believe, because she gave her cast-off clothes to the poor of her village, instead of to her maid  the Bloomer just contented herself with exclaiming from the back of Punch, as she contemplated the party over the top,

Nothing for you to-day, mem.

Oh, indeed! replied Mrs. Bowerbank, who had brought her goldchained eye-glass to bear on the all-absorbing letters: William Heveland, Esq., A.D.C. Who can he be, I wonder? On her Majestys Service, too; and thereupon she turned into the hall to take up the Post, in hopes that some one would come in to expound.

Little old Miss Gaby followed, but being a lady who professed to be quite destitute of curiosity, she never looked into the letter-box while there was any one there to see her; so she immediately entered into a most cordial disquisition with Mrs. Bowerbank about the weather, expressing the most sanguine hopes as to the result, just as if she had three hundred acres of wheat, and two hundred acres of barley, to say nothing of green crops, dependent upon its caprice, though all the soil she possessed was what she had brought in on her dirty thick shoes.

The overpowering Mrs. Flummocks, known in the matrimonial market as the Crusher, from the summary way she settles little gentlemens pretensions who make up to her towering daughters, then forced the barrier of both doors, and sailed into the hall like a tragedy queen, leaving the folding-doors flopping like condors wings behind her. Mrs. Flummocks held herself high, and only vouchsafed a gentle inclination of the head to the Bowerbanks, while she honoured Miss Gaby, who could in no ways interfere with her daughters, with the tips of her fore-fingers. This done, she sailed majestically round to the letter-box, and was soon struck with the imposing-looking documents in the middle. On Her Majestys Service. William Heveland, Esq., A.D.C. read she, slowly and deliberately. William Heveland, repeated she, looking up. Wonder if hes any relation of the Hevelands, of Heveland Hall  very old friend of our familys if he is. Oh, good morning, Miss Mendlove, continued she, addressing the Bloomer, as if she now saw her for the first time; good morning, Miss Mendlove. Pray can you tell me what county this Mr. Heveland, whose letters I see in the case, is from?

Are there any letters in the case for that name? asked the Bloomer, with an air of the utmost innocence, for she hated Mrs. Flummocks, whose maid gave the worst possible description of her meanness, particularly in the tea-and-sugar department. Moreover, though Mrs. Flummocks Miss Mendloved her to her face, she knew that she young persond her behind her back, and laughed at her ridiculous costume, as she called the Bloomer attire. Are there any letters in the case for that name? replied the Bloomer, in answer to Mrs. Flummockss inquiry.

Yes, three, replied Mrs. Flummocks, looking them over. Can you tell me who he is?

No, mem, I cant, snapped the Bloomer, returning to her Punch.

What does A.D.C. mean, Martha? asked the Crusher, turning to her eldest daughter, who, with her two strapping sisters, had now entered the hall, while mamma was looking into the letter-box, and making her attempts on the Bloomer.

A.D.C., A.D.C., repeated the gigantic Martha; Im sure I dont know, mamma. A B C one understands, but I dont know what A.D.C. means.

Its on a letter  something Heveland, Esq., A.D.C. observed the Crusher, adjusting her front.

Can it have anything to do with the Companys service? suggested the second strapper, whose name was Sarah.

Companys service, repeated the Crusher, who had had one or two of that breed of suitors through hands Companys service  no  that is H.E.I.C., Honourable East India Company, isnt it?

The Geographical Society, perhaps, suggested the youngest, Miss Margaret, who, being last from school, might be reasonably supposed to have her learning fresher than the others.

No; thats F.R.G.S., Fellow of the Royal Geographical Society, mouthed the eldest, in her usual knock-me-down way, silencing the sister, and settling the disquisition.

The hall now began to fill. Mr., Mrs., and three Miss Softeners, came stealing in, and before the door closed on their entry, Mrs. and the Miss Holloways followed. Then came Mr. Biddle and Mr. Dawes, Mr. Dixon and Miss Hat, Mr. Rap and Master Paine, Mr. Slade and Miss Corner, Mrs. Corner following judiciously with old Mrs. Fisk, whom she had assisted last year to capture the slippery Mr. Prance. Ladies, however much they may dislike each other, and which, by-the-by, they almost all do, will always combine to catch a man. They dont know how soon they may require similar assistance themselves. That, however, by way of parenthesis.

Well, as the hall filled, the box was visited, and fresh inquiries arose what A.D.C. meant. What does A.D.C. mean? superseded the state of the weather, or What do you hear of the war? One said it meant one thing, another another, but each fresh suggestion was disposed of almost as quickly as it was made. At length, as ingenuity was about exhausted, a cockaded footman, in a coat of many colours, was seen manoeuvring a garden-chair outside, and a rush being made to either folding-door, the great Major-General Sir Thomas Trout was wheeled into the hall. The usual salutations over, and inquiries made as to the state of his dear hand, and his dear arm, and his dear foot, and so on, the question was soon put,

What does A.D.C. mean, Sir Thomas?

A.D.C., replied he, with a mingled smile of pity and contempt  

A.D.C. Why, dont you know? Aide-de-camp to be sure  what I was to my Lord Bullywell.

Oh, to be sure! exclaimed half a dozen voices; how stoopid not to know it! Aide-de-camp, to be sure! so it is.

Why do you ask? inquired the great man, as the exclamations subsided.

Oh! only there are some letters directed so to a gentleman here, or coming here.

Indeed! replied the major-general, raising his eyebrows; adding, I have no information on the subject.

Just as if no military man had any business at Handley Cross without consulting him.

Indeed! repeated Sir Thomas. Whats his name?

Heveland, Sir Thomas, replied the Crusher, who was very ambitious of the great mans notice; indeed, at one time, fancied she was to be Lady Trout.

Heveland  Heveland  Heveland, repeated Sir Thomas. Know the name  know the name; adding to his coach-horse footman, Jeremiah, tell Miss Mendlove I want to speak to her.

Yes, Sir Thomas, replied Jeremiah, touching his hat most obsequiously, and moving away to inform the Bloomer through the window.

This brought the fair lady, in her silver-buttoned light-blue silk vest, with a flowing jacket of a darker blue above a lavender-coloured tunic and white trousers, fingering her cambric collarette and crimson silk necktie above her richly-figured shirt, with mock-diamond buttons scattered freely down the front.

Good morning, Miss Constantia, exclaimed the old knight, gaily. Good morning, Miss Constantia. So youve got an aide-de-camp here, have you? No wonder youre so smart, added he, looking her over.

A what, Sir Thomas? asked the Bloomer, not exactly catching what he said.

Ah, you know, you naughty one! exclaimed the major-general, archly; adding, Tell me, my dear, is Mr. Heveland at home?

Hes not come yet, Sir Thomas, replied the fair lady, now putting that and that together, and reckoning she had done well to order the best bedroom to be got ready.

Not come yet! replied Sir Thomas. Not come yet! adding, after a pause, Well, I must notice him  I must notice him. Tell him, when he comes, that Major-General Sir Thomas Trout has called upon him  or stay, added he, Jeremiah, appealing again to the coach-horse footman, give Miss Constantia a card out of my case. Where-upon Jeremiah dived into the pocket of the coat of many colours, and fishing up the mother-of-pearl card-case, handed the all-important pasteboard to the Bloomer, who placed it above the A.D.C. letters in the box.

Sir Thomass card clenched the business. There was no further speculation or inquiry as to who or what the stranger was. The thing now was to get a sight of the great A.D.C. In this our friends were doomed to a good deal of tantalisation; for, though the next day brought two more letters On Her Majestys Service, and several others sealed with crests and many-quartered coats of arms, all of which were duly paraded in the letter-cage, yet neither the Bloomer nor any one about the place could give any information as to the man himself. Sir Thomas Trout shook his head mysteriously when appealed to, and said he was not at liberty to mention  a course the knight generally adopted when he wanted to conceal his ignorance.

Great excitement was the consequence; the title aide-de-camp representing to most minds a dashing young officer, full of giggle and conversation, with a great aptitude for love-making, dancing, and singing. We dont know how many young ladies were set out for him; half the town, in short; for women like playing at appropriation, let the chance of success be ever so remote. It is their castle-building in the air in fact.

However time and the hour against the longest day, and excitement like other things comes to an end.

The shades of evening were drawing on, lady parties were settling to their tea, and gentlemen to their wine, when the tit-tupping tramp of a horses hoofs drew all eyes to the street, and a déshabilleishly dressed gentleman, looking like a man going to bathe or shoot wild ducks, was seen cantering in an easy toe-in-the-stirrup way, with a slack rein and a smart silvermounted whip under his arm. It struck almost everybody who saw him that it was the A.D.C. Nor were they wrong in their conjecture, for pulling up at the door of the Turtle Doves Hotel, he threw himself carelessly off the half cover-hack, half shooting-ponys back, and leaving it to stand by itself, swung into the hall with a noisy flourish.

Any letters for me? (haw), exclaimed he, in a throaty, consequential sort of way any letters for me? (haw), cracking his whip jockeywise down his very loud-striped brown trousers side, as he straddled to the still open window.

Oh, yes, sir! exclaimed the beautiful Bloomer, not behind the rest in sagacity oh, yes, sir  a great many, sir, continued she, unlocking the cage, gathering together all the documents, great and small, and placing them in his hand.

Haw! continued he, pompously, from his throat, as he sorted them like a hand at cards, placing Her Majestys Service ones unopened in the little outside pockets of his queer pepper-and-salt-coloured jacket, along with Sir Thomas Trouts card, and tearing open the seals of those he was not acquainted with, scattering the crumpled envelopes freely about the floor. Haw! repeated he again, having mastered their contents. Now, continued he, feeling his sky-blue ariel tie, send the (haw) ostler to take moy (haw) hack, and order me a (haw) bedroom with a (haw) sitting-room adjoining, or near at hand (haw); and let me have some (haw) dinner. What (haw) soup have you? (haw), pulling away at his painted gills as he spoke.

Im afraid weve no hare soup, sir, replied the Bloomer, modestly.

(Haw) I dont mean haw soup  but what (haw) soup have ye? said he, fumbling at his shirt front.

The Bloomer then, better comprehending his dialect, recited the usual inn varieties  giblet, ox-tail, mulligatawny, and so on; and the great man, having chosen ox-tail with a sole, and a rump-steak with oyster-sauce to follow, swaggered across the hall, and up the light corkscrew staircase after the waiter, to inspect his rooms and prepare for the repast.

(Haw) that will do (haw), said he, glancing at the dimensions and furniture of the Mitre; adding, Now let me see the (haw) bedroom (haw).

That he also said would do, but he said it as if it was not the sort of thing he was accustomed to; but having made up his mind to put up with it, he forthwith proceeded to unpack himself. From his drab felt wide-awake he drew out half a quire of clean dickeys and a front; from the breast-pocket of his jacket he produced three pair of socks, a razor, a toothbrush, and a comb; while out of the back pockets came a shirt, a dark blue Joinville, some pocket-handkerchiefs, no end of letters and papers, with a cigar-case and a case of instruments. Having deposited the clothes and dressing things on the table, he bundled the letters, papers, and cases back into his pockets, and finding that dinner would not be ready for half an hour, descended to make the better acquaintance of the Bloomer, whose appearance had struck him greatly as he entered, and in whose agreeable society he spent the greater part of the evening. Our business at present, however, is more with his out-of-door conquests, and to them we will now devote our attention.

The A.D.C. letters appended to his name, coupled with the extreme commonness, not to say vulgarity, of our present style of morning dress, caused what in other days would have been thought queer to be overlooked, or attributed to fashion or the whim of travelling incognito. Military men like making guys of themselves out of harness, some said; others made no doubt he would be a great swell in the evening. Great were the hopes entertained for the morrow. Here, however, our friends were doomed to disappointment, for our hero studiously kept to his room; nor could all the giggle and chatter of high Change, or the important rumbling of Sir Thomass wheels, or the audible tone in which the great man inquired if the Bloomer had given Mr. Heveland his card, induce him to show himself. Sir Thomas, indeed, looked rather disconcerted when, in reply to his inquiry, what the A.D.C. said when she gave him it, the Bloomer replied that he just put it in his pocket. Sir Thomas had hoped he would have made such a demonstration of gratitude as, when told, would have enhanced Sir Thomass consequence in the eyes of the company.

Nor could Timothy, the waiter  a genius possessed of all the easy inquisitive impudence of the brotherhood  throw any light upon our friends movements, beyond that he seemed very busy, whenever he went into the room, with compasses and pencils and tracing-paper, which being communicated from one person to another, at length resolved itself into a very plausible story  namely, that he was aide-de-camp to the inspector-general of fortifications, down on a secret mission from the government in connection with the war. Some said the inspector-general was coming too. This idea seemed to receive confirmation from Sir Thomas Trout, who, being questioned about it, replied, with a solemn shake of the head, that he was not at liberty to mention. The interest greatly increased with the mystery. It became all-absorbing.

Next day brought partial relief. Towards noon the great man was seen sauntering along, cigar in mouth, staring idly at horses and carriages, and into shop-windows, giving both ladies and gentlemen ample opportunity of looking him over  a privilege that he seemed equally disposed to partake of himself.

We may candidly admit that there was a difference of opinion with regard to his looks; but what young gentleman ever appeared on the stage of public life without raising adverse opinions as to his appearance? It does not, however, follow, that because young ladies proclaim a man a fright, an object, a horror, or anything of that sort, that they really think so. They have a useful way of running men down, in hopes of preventing each other from entering for them; a trick that we should think they are all too well up in, ever to impose on each other with.

As praise, however, is always more agreeable to a well-disposed Bramah pen than censure, we may commence by stating that both the Miss Sheepshanks and their mamma thought our friend very handsome. They admired the rich jet-black luxuriance of his hair, also the stiff inward curl of his regular all-round-the-chin whiskers, above all, his beautiful billy-goat imperial. Their sagacious eyes, too, saw in the deep-blue outline of his upper lip evidence of his self-denial in not growing the now degraded shop-lad appendage of a moustache. Altogether they thought him very, very handsome; and miss it was who christened him the Conqueror!

The Miss Trypperleys, too, thought him good-looking  rather more colour, perhaps, than was strictly aristocratic, but that looked as if he kept better hours than the generality of young men, and as if that nasty smoking didnt disagree with him as it did with many.

The Miss DOyleys thought he would have been better if he had been a little taller, though, to be sure, he would look different in uniform; and wondered whether he was in the lights or the heavies, or the artillery or what. The Miss Bowerbanks, too, liked his looks; and the Softeners were as enamoured of him as the Sheepsbanks. Mrs. Flummocks passed no opinion in public, priding herself upon her discretion; she, however, thought well of him in private. The Miss Sowerbys (oldish) couldnt bear him; they thought they never saw such a great, staring, impudent, vulgar-looking fellow, and only wished they had a brother to horsewhip him; while the poor Conqueror had never looked at either of them. He furnished abundant conversation for the town that day.

Meanwhile, the A.D.C. letters poured in apace; not a post arrived but some came, either On Her Majestys Service, or in the smaller form used by ordinary mortals; and the importance of the Conquerors mission swelled with the exclusiveness of his retirement. Though many people called, all anxious for an interview, the unvarying answer was, Not at home, though the waiter, on his cross-examination, could not but admit that our friend was up-stairs. Indeed, we may observe that the A.D.C. had completely overpowered the otherwise communicative waiters loquacity, and from having nothing to tell, he assumed a sort of mysterious gravity that greatly assisted the A.D.C. interest. The Conqueror was so throaty and important, so peremptory in his orders, so stern in his censures, that Timothy, who is rather free and easy, given to the persiflage of matrimony, pretending to get heiresses for young gentlemen, and so on, stood awed in his presence, and bowed lowly and reverentially before him. Moreover, as Timothy afterwards said, he was satisfied the Conqueror was a gent, because he always took a glass of sherry before he began his port after dinner. But though the Conqueror evidently did not court  nay, rather seemed to avoid society, he was not above conforming to the ordinary rules that regulate its dealings; and having got the fair Bloomer to sort his callers cards, and tell him where each lived, so that he might not go over the same ground twice, he shot meteor-like through the place, knocking at this door, ringing at that, putting in his pasteboard, Mr. William Heveland, A.D.C., but firmly resisting all the reiterated assurances of both Johns and Janes that their mistresses or the young ladies were at home.

Dear me, Mary! exclaimed the Crusher, taking the card off the silver salver on which it was brought up, how stoopid! Didnt I tell you we were at home!

Please, mum, the genI man didnt ask; or Please, mum, I told him so, and he just gave me that.

Oh, dont tell me! Its one of your stoopid mistakes; you are the stoopidest girl I ever saw in my life.

Nor did the Conqueror make any exception in favour of the great Sir Thomas Trout, though the man of the coat of many colours insisted that his master was at home to him  as if a special exception had been made in his favour.

Then, give him that, said the Conqueror, presenting his card, and blowing a great cloud of smoke right past the mans face into the antitobacconist major-generals very entrance-hall.

This disgusted the great man. The ladies, however, are not so easily put off a scent as the men, and the preliminaries to an acquaintance being now accomplished, they proceeded to clench it with invitations to dine. Cards came pouring in from all quarters, some in envelopes, some open, some printed, some written, some embossed, some plain, requesting the honour of Mr. William Hevelands company to dinner on Monday the 10th, or Tuesday the 11th, or Wednesday the 12th, just as their larders or previous engagements favoured the speculation.

The Crusher, thinking to steal a march on the rest, drew a short bill upon him for a tea, which the Bloomer, who had firmly established herself in the A.D.C.s confidence, had great pleasure in recommending him to put in the fire, which he did accordingly. The rest of the cards he just bundled into his queer jacket-pocket, to answer at his leisure.

One great beauty of Handley Cross  indeed, of all small idle places is, that everybody knows what you are about. It isnt like London, where you may die and be buried without your next-door neighbour being any the wiser; but at a watering-place, all your in-comings and out-goings are watched and accurately noted  where you dine, who there is to meet you  may, what you have for dinner  and you feel as if you didnt stand quite alone in the world.

Some people  generally those who take plenty of time themselves  are often desperately anxious to get answers to their invitations, and wonder others dont answer  so idle not answering  what can they be about they dont answer; and so it was on the present occasion. Our friend, not intending to accept of any of the invitations, just let them remain in his jacket pocket, along with Her Majestys and other letters, until it suited his convenience to have a general clearance; and as cards and crested notes still kept dropping in, he kept putting off and putting off till he had all the senders in a state of excitement. Great were the gatherings in the hall of the Turtle Doves, and numerous the whispering inquiries that were made of the Bloomer, if there was anything for Mrs. Softener or Mrs. Sheepshanks, or Mrs. Bowerbank; and then if the Bloomer was quite sure Mr. Heveland had got a certain card or a certain note, or whatever it was. Little satisfaction, however, was to be obtained from the Bloomer, who seemed rather to take pleasure in their mortification, and in increasing the mystery that enveloped our hero.

All things, however, must have an end: and on the fifth day, as the crowd was at the greatest, and Major-General Sir Thomas Trout was indulging in his usual ominous shakes of the head, and not-at-liberties-to-mention, a stentorian voice, proceeding from a dirty dog-cart, with the name, John Gollarfield, Farmer, Hardpye Hill painted in honest legible letters behind, was heard roaring,

Timothy! Timothy! Timothy! drawing all eyes to the vehicle.

In it was seated a little round-about red-faced man, whose figure might have been drawn with a box of wafers  a red wafer for the face, a brown one for the body, four drab ones for legs, and so on; the little man being then in a terrible state of perturbation, appearing as well by the red wafer as by the white lather in which he had brought his rough-headed, curlycoated brown horse.

Timothy at length appearing, napkin, or rather duster in hand, the man of the dog-cart thus addressed him, speaking as before at the top of his voice,

Is Mr. Heavyland in?

Heavyland, Heavyland, repeated Timothy, quickly: no such genl man here, sir.

Oh, yes, there is, roared the voice, confidently.

Theres a Mr. Heveland here, sir  a Mr. Heveland, sir  aide-de-camp to the Right Honourable the Inspector-General of Fortifications, thinking to flabbergaster Gollarfield with his greatness.

No! no! roared the little man, peevishly; its Heavyland I want. I know hes here. Had a letter from him yesterday, sayin hed be at my place, Hardpye Hill, at ten oclock this mornin, and hes never come.

It then struck Timothy that he had posted a letter headed On Her Majestys Service, for Mr. Gollarfield, Hardpye Hill; and he began to think whether Heavyland and Heveland could be one and the same person.

Whatun a lookin genlman is he, please, sir? asked Timothy.

Oh, a queer black-and-red-lookin beggar  all teeth and hair, like a rat-catchers dog, replied Gollarfield, shaking with vexation.

What is he, sir, please, sir? asked Timothy.

An Assistant Drainage Commissioner! roared Gollarfield. Puts A.D.C. on his cards, like an ass as he is. Promised to be at my house, Hardpye Hill, at ten this mornin, to pass my drains, and hes never come; adding, if he thinks to get three guineas out o me, hes Deucedly mistaken.

If a hand-grenade had fallen among the assembled company, it could not have caused greater consternation than this proclamation. There was such shrugging of shoulders, such bateings of breath, such frowning from those who had invited our friend, and such giggling and laughing from those who had not; while the unfortunate Conqueror, who now came bounding down stairs three steps at a time to appease the choleric Gollarfield, was regarded with very different eyes to what he had been before. However, there was no harm done; for, on returning from Mr. Gollarfields, who now carried him off in his dog-cart, he placed his invitations in the hands of the Bloomer, who set all minds at rest by politely declining the whole of them.

And our fair friends at Handley Cross speedily relapsed into their former state of anxious excitement, ready to be hoaxed by any body who would be at the trouble of doing it.


CHAPTER LXIII. MR. JORROCKSS DRAFT.
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ALTHOUGH WE HAVE hitherto refrained from mentioning it, such mishaps procuring little sympathy, Mr. Jorrockss hounds were not quite so steady as they might be, and sundry sheep had been laid to their charge during the season, with more or less appearance of probability. To be sure, most of these accusations Mr. Jorrocks had combatted successfully, vowing that it was downrightly ridicklous to charge his ounds wi nothin o the sort; that they wouldnt look at ship, let alone touch em; an assertion that Pigg always backed by declaring his readiness to fight anybody who doubted it. As, luckily, the hounds had never been caught, by the owners of the sheep at least, flagrante delicto, with the mutton in their mouths, our master escaped the inconvenient responsibility of paying for them.

On the memorable old customer morning, however, as Mr. Jorrocks was making all sail round the road by the green fields of Primrose-side Hill, hitting and holding, and grinning and scolding as usual, what should he see but his skirting friends, Limner and Sultan  some of the Bugginson lot  nip up a young lamb and pass on as if nothing particular had happened, and Mr. Jorrockss aphorism being, as he told Ego, andsome is wot andsome does, he determined not to keep such dainty customers, who wanted to have lamb before their master. Lightning and Bluebell, too, presently deviated after a hare, not an unusual occurrence with either of them, Lightning having once led off the pack at a very critical cold-scenting moment of the chase, when it required the united experience of master and man to keep the pack on the line of the fox over Sandyfield Moor.

These and similar mishaps set Mr. Jorrocks a-thinking, after the enthusiasm of the victory was over, whether there werent others that he would be as well without, and considering that there were many mere show partners, as he called them, hounds that did little or nothing in the way either of finding or trouncing a fox, and that meal was werry dear and flesh scarce, he determined to rid himself of some of the sleeping partners of the chase.

Ranter was a resolute, headstrong brute, all very well on a good scenting day, but a hound that a man might holloa and roar at till he was hoarse, if there was an unjumpable wall or impossible ravine between them. He used to treat Bens Ranter! Ranter! Ranter! with the most marked contempt.

Resolute, a very handsome, rich-coloured hound, with as good legs, loins, depth of chest, and general points, as eye could desire, ran mute, and would go away at score with a scent, leaving the pack to hunt him and the fox as best they could. Mr. Jorrocks, who was well up to his tricks, had often vowed hed ang im when he got ome, but had always relented when he came to see ow andsome he looked on the flags, and felt his coaxing winning ways. Resolute, indeed, was Jorrockss model hound. Take his ead atween your knees, he used to say to judges or would-be judges who came to wile away an hour in the kennel; Take his ead atween your knees, and see the width of his ribs beind the shoulders. Now stand sideways, he would exclaim, and look at his legs  see ow straight they are! straight as harrows! Indeed, Resolute had but one fault, though that was undoubtedly a great one  running mute. Jorrocks had consulted Pigg about splitting Resolutes tongue with a sixpence, to try to make him musical, just as boys try to make their magpies talk by a similar expedient.

Clamorous was a dweller, and insisted upon throwing his tongue and hunting every yard of the line, though his comrades might be fields before him with the scent. He was a crooked-legged, flat-sided, loose-loined beggar, that Jorrocks had made sundry ineffectual attempts to get rid of by riding over. Then Limner and Sultan had rather corrupted the good manners of some others; a skirting hound, like a skirting rider, being always sure to have a good many followers; and altogether Jorrocks decided that there were five or six couple he would be just as well shot of.

These, of course, came to Mr. Pigg, who received them under the injunction that he was to get rid of them as soon as possible, and James kennin a chap, as he said, whe had jist sich another lot, the two laid their heads together, and advertised them in the sporting papers as a very superior lot of hounds, parted with solely on account of the owner reducing his establishment, and well worthy the attention of any one wanting hounds, as they were not drafts, but hounds that had been regularly hunted together, and were some of the best blood in England.

Now it so happened that young Mr. Barege, son of the late head of the firm, Barege, Tissue, and Caps, whom some of our fair readers will perhaps remember occupying the beautiful plate-glassed premises, Nos. 21, 22, and 23, Threadneedle Street; either fired with noble emulation of Mr. Jorrocks, or of his own proper accord, thinking perhaps to advance himself in society; had taken the Gambado country, vacant by the retirement of Mr. Slack, and, with all the generous ignorance of a beginner, as soon as ever he read the advertisement, he thought it was the very thing for him: so filling his porte-monnaie full of five-pound notes, he railed down to Handley Cross, in a desperate stew lest any one should be there before him. Arrived at his destination, he made straight for the kennel, expecting to find at least half-a-dozen M.F.H.s wrangling for the lot.

Mr. Pigg, having taken his usual drain, his custom always of an afternoon, was about half-seas over when his mincing, dandyfied, cleanstepping customer came; and thinking it was just one of the idle, watering-place set, come to do the knowing among the hounds, he was not disposed to give himself much trouble; a tack that he very soon abandoned when Mr. Barege, with a flourish of his scented cambric kerchief, announced himself as a master of fox-hounds come to look at Piggs draft. James was then all zeal and activity, all praise of the pack and the draft in particular, which, he said, were just as good as any theyd kept; and really, if hed been choosin, he thought hed have prefard many of these to some theyd put back; but of course their ard maister was the best judge, and had a reet to please hissel, and it was not for him to find fault  cartainly not  he was nabbut a sarvent, and had te de what he was telld, and a man what didnt de what he was telld wasnt a sarvent, and so on; all very sound doctrine, though not exactly what our friend acted up to.

Mr. Barege took exception to one or two of the hounds as being rather short in the neck and throaty, but Pigg immediately overruled it, by declaring that they were of undeniable blood, and first-rate line hunters, huntin and drivin a scent without dwellin on it, though Pigg knew no more about what they could do, than they knew what Pigg could do, these being some of tother chaps lot.

In short, Pigg was too many for the mercer, who not wishing to show his ignorance, began to talk about price. Pigg then took a comprehensive survey of him, noted his hairy lip, his pudding face, and vacant eye, inwardly resolving that a man who would wear such a flowing tie and funny boots, must have a good deal of the goose in him.

Why noo, sor, replied Pigg, scratching his head and turning his quid, with a hitch of his braceless breeches, Why noo sor, ar doesnt want to be hard pon ye bout them  not ar, indeed, only ye see, sor, ye see, rubbing his nose across the back of his hand, this isnt like a young draft, that may be good for summut, or good for nout, just as things chance, nor yet is it like an ard draft, that may have arl sorts o fenders, sheep-worriers, skirters, babblers, dwellers, and what not mang it, but this is like hafe a pack o good hunds as it were, that you may tak into ony country with the certainty osport, and of their dein ye credit; in fact gin ar had me reets ard gan down te the Morpeth country wi them mysel, only ye see, sor, continued he, boiling up as he spoke, only ye see, sor, mar foreelder John, John Pigg ye see, willed arl wor brass to the Formory, ye see, and left me wi fairly nout  gin ye gan to the Formory, yell see it arl clagged up i great goud letters gin the warll, Pigg flogging away at the kennel wall with his whip till he drove all his draft away.

Mr. Barege, to whom both the sporting and the grievance part of the foregoing was Greek, now essayed to edge a word in sideways.

Well, said he, twirling his cane-coloured moustache, and throwing back his little conceited coat  as he stood in consequential attitude  far different to the way his father used to stand behind the counter, showing his ribbons  and wots the next article, mam-ing the ladies? Well, said he, say the word  How much?

Why, arl tell ye i twe words, replied Pigg, now rubbing his nose the reverse way, on the back of his hand, arl tell ye i twe words  ar doesnt want nothin but whats reet and fair  nothin but whats reet and fair  ars as honest a man as iver was shaved  though ar hasnt zactly getten me Sunday claes on  Pigg looking down at his tattered purple coat-laps, drab breeches, and continuations and gin ye fancy these hunds, ye shall hev them at a varry fair, moderate figure, for when wor ard maisters made up his mind te part wi a thing, he doesnt like to see it bout the place, and ars warned ye, if he was to come down now, hed be readin the riot act, for hes a rumun when hes raised, and ar might ha selled them to ard Mr. Dribbler, o the Daddyfield hunt, only hes sic a fond ard chap  parfect lunattic ar may say  that ar said ard sooner knock em on the head than he should hev them, and so ye see theyre here now, and though ar say it, who shouldnt, any genlman, either settin oop a pack, or addin to one, couldnt be better suited, for a more valuable lot were never sorted. Ar wadnt tell ye a lee bout them, continued he, now rubbing his nose upwards. Ar wadnt tell ye a lee bout them, ar assure you, for wor ard maisters a most particklar man bout the truth  leers and drunkards bein things he cant abeer, and if iver he catches a man either drunk or tellin a lee, he offs wi im at yence, and if arl genlmen would de the like, and give true and proper caracters of sarvents, theyd be far better sarved, and we shouldnt hev a lot of nasty, idle, druuken dogs fillin the places o good men, and ye may pend upon it, if ar was to tell ye out but the zact truth, and wor ard maister were to ken, hed gi me the sack, se its ne use me sayin nothin but wots the real truth, and no mistake
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Well, well, interrupted Mr. Barege, who was too well up in the puffing art, not to see through it, Well, well, that ill do, that ill do  I dessay the hounds are good  Mr. Jorrocks, I know, is a pretty good judge; and you say hes only parting with them because hes reducing his establishment  what I want to know is the price  the neat unadorned price, without any superfluous flourish or badinage. Mr. Barege, taking a diminutive gold watch out of his flashy waistcoat pocket, and holding it as if to time Pigg.

The admission, that Jorrocks was a good judge, encouraged Pigg, and knowing that a purchaser would have no opportunity of trying the hounds before autumn, he determined to, what he calls, lay it on.

Well then, said Pigg, nerving himself for the announcement, Well then, repeated he, ye mun just gi me five guineas a coople for them. Five guineas a couple, mused Mr. Barege, knitting his brows, though in reality he was pleased, it being less than he expected. Five guineas a couple  ten couple at five guineas a couple  five times ten, is fifty, and fifty shillings, is two pun ten  fifty-two pun ten.

Give you forty, resumed he, turning short upon Pigg.

Couldnt tak it, replied Pigg, with a shake of his head, couldnt tak it. Theyre worth just as much again, gin the season were on. Ard lay ony money, continued Pigg, ard gan down to Tilton wood wi nabbut them ten couple and kill the ard Cottesmore customer for them.

And Barege, to Piggs astonishment, produced his beautiful green and gold porte-monnaie, and told out ten clean, crisp, raspberry-tart-marked five pound notes, and handed them over in exchange for this very valuable lot of hounds, combining amongst them about every vice and deficiency that hounds are capable of. Pigg at first was so struck at the possession of such wealth, that he kept fumbling and turning the notes about in a stupified sort of way  neither counting them nor putting them right for counting, quite different to the way old Barege used to deal with his darlings when he sold an Indian shawl, or any expensive article of raiment to the ladies; and our embryo master of hounds, thinking James was going to haggle for the shillings, demanded in a peremptory tone, if it was a deal?

Cartainly, sir, cartainly, replied Pigg, with another hitch of his braceless breeches, Cartainly, sir, cartainly, but we mun hev a glass tegither oot ont ars warned.

This Mr. Barege declined, intimating that he was not addicted to glasses, whereupon Pigg tendered him his hand, saying Giv us a wag o yeer nief then, giv us a wag o yeer nief, at which Barege seemed equally disgusted.

And Pigg was so petrified at the acquisition of such unexpected wealth, that he did not know what he was about, and Mr. Barege, after thrice telling him how he wanted the hounds sent, was obliged to write it down, and having done so, he left Pigg to decypher his instructions at his leisure.

When Pigg came to his senses, he went straight to the Salmon hotel, and astonished Sherry by paying off his score, after which he remitted the balance of his share of the plunder to his coosin Deavilboger, in the north, to invest in the Jarrow docks, in hopes that it might lay the foundation of a fund for the future redemption of the ould ancient Pigg property.

And when Pigg saw the hounds depart in charge of Bareges feeder, he chuckled and laughed outright, saying to himself, Sink, but ard be the death of a guinea to see them divils hunt.


CHAPTER LXIV. DOLEFUL v. JORROCKS.
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IN DUE TIME the great suit of Doleful v. Jorrocks reached maturity. The Captain feeling deeply injured, and cocksure of winning, lured perhaps by Lord Campbells assertion, that theirs was the cheap shop, determined to trounce his quondam friend in Westminster Hall, instead of availing himself of the honest rough-and-readiness of the county court.

Accordingly one fine sunny morning a brace of brandy-nosed trumpeters, on long-tailed black cart-horses, dressed in silver-laced cocked hats, yellow coats, striped waistcoats, red plush breeches, and top-boots, with the quarterings of many generations on their bugle-banners, were seen preceding a lofty coach-and-six, in which were seated Barons Botherem and Funnyfile; Mr. Marmaduke Muleygrubs, and his under sheriff, Mr. Jeremiah Capias, of Walsington. The coach, jobbed from London, and newly done up for the occasion, was dark claret, or Queens colour, with a flaming red hammer cloth, and a coat of arms, under a sort of red petticoat, on the panel, that nearly filled the whole of the door. Behind, were stationed our two footmen friends in the costume we have seen them in at home, stiff neckcloths and all, with the addition of cocked hats and silver-headed canes with red and yellow worsted tassels in their hands.

A large body of vaguely dressed, white wanded constables, under the command of superintendents Shark and Chizeller, both pompously drunk, surrounded the coach to prevent the cargo being stolen. Two grooms in cocked hats, yellow frocks, plush breeches, and top-boots, brought up the rear. In this order the cavalcade proceeded, at a foots pace, up the High Street of Walsington; the shaking of Baron Funnyfiles cauliflower wig, from the inequalities of the pavement, striking terror into the minds of evil-doers as they eyed him through the coach window. Just as they passed the end of Cross Street, Mr. Jorrocks, who had driven his solicitor, Mr. Fleeceall, over from Handley Cross in his dogcart, fell in behind; and what with the coach, the liveries, the brazen trumpets sound, the crowd, and the gig with John Jorrocks, M.F.H., painted up behind, things wore a very imposing appearance.  Mr. Marmaduke Muleygrubs was the first high sheriff who had sported six horses.

Great was the rush as the coach drew up at the venerable Saxon archway of the county courts, and it was not until the police had formed a double line that the under sheriff gave the stiff-necked foot-boy the signal to open the door. Out he popped; next came little Marmaduke himself in a full court dress, with an Elizabethan ruff, or what, in former times, was called three steps ad a half to the gallows, from the size and number of its folds. Marmaduke had borrowed the idea from a portrait of one of his ancestors, wherein that worthy sporting moustachios, he had very appropriately added a pair to his own countenance.

Having descended the flight of steps from the coach with great caution, as well for the purpose of exhibiting his person as to prevent his tripping over his basket-handled sword, the judges followed and entered the building amid a prolonged flourish of trumpets.

This, and the rushing in of a white-wanded bailiff, exclaiming, Genlemen of the grand jury wanted i Kurt! startle a room full of rosy-gilled, John Bull-looking squires, in full cry after various subjects  hay, harrows, horses, hounds  who forthwith hide their hats and canes, hoping theyll be forthcoming when wanted, pull on their buckskin gloves, and scramble into a spacious pen of a box just as the judge, Baron Funnyfile, is bowing to Messrs. Briefless, Dunup, Drearyface, and other ornaments of the rope walk, before taking his seat for the day. Silence being at length obtained, the commission of the peace is called over, and her Majestys most gracious proclamation against vice and immorality openly read, the loose hands nudging each other at appropriate passages, and saying, Thats a hit at you, Smith! or, What a thing it is to be a loose fish, Jones? The magnates of the grand-jury box then answer to their names and are sworn, the florid verbiage of the foremans oath contrasting with the bald plainness of the you say ditto to that of the rest.

His lordship then turns side-ways in his richly carved crimson velvet chair, and glancing a laughing eye along the line of looming waistcoats, thus addresses the upright men inside them: Gentlemen of the grand (hem) inquest  (hem) it is extremely gratifying (hem) to see such a full attendance of gentlemen of your (hem) figure and substance in the county  his lordship thinking he never saw so many fat men before, many of you, I make no doubt, have left your (hem) homes at great personal sacrifice and inconvenience  (and to himself, perhaps injury to your hay). The benefit of a resident magistracy, continues he, fulfilling all the (hem) duties of their (hem) station in the exemplary way they do in this (hem) county is abundantly testified by the lightness of the calendar before me  (or, sotto voce, it may be from not having a rural police to hunt up your (cough) crime  aloud: your experience as magistrates  (to himself, a nice set of Solomons you are, I dare say)  aloud again: will enable you to deal with any cases that may be brought before you, but if there are any that you feel any difficulty about, I shall be most happy to render you any assistance in my power  (to himself, unless you prefer skying a copper yourselves)  aloud again: as you are not encumbered with depositions, or anything to distract your attention, you will, perhaps, soon be able to favour me with a commencement of those valuable (hem) services for which a grateful (cough) country can never be sufficiently (hem) thankful. Whereupon his lordship makes a solemn bow, which the grand jury return, each man after his own dancing-masters fashion, and away they all scuttle to the place from whence they came, hoping to find their hats where they left them, declaring that his lordship is a most agreeable, sensible man, and believing that they are going to be uncommonly useful. Presently they all get settled to a long green baize-covered table, plentifully garnished with pens, ink, and paper, which each man appropriates as if he was going to make a full note of everything. This idea gradually subsides into a drawing of heads, a scribbling of notes, or a making of mems of things forgotten at home, to mend the gap between the seeds and the turnips, to send to Yarrowfield to borrow the haymaker, to tell Lovelock the keeper to have an eye on Tom Brown, &c., &c. In due time they get up a general hum of conversation  much such as prevails at a race ordinary on the removal of the cloth; Mr. Girths asking Mr. Buckwheat what he will take for his brown mare; Squire Screecher wondering whether Captain Dips will want a subscription if he takes the hounds; Mr. Larkspur inquiring after some lupins he had sent Mrs. Lettuce; Captain Couples declaring he wont vote for young Lord Longbow, unless hell subscribe to the coursing club; another asking about the dinner hour; a second about the luncheon hour  a general hum of conversation, we say, is interrupted by the loud knocking of Sir Thomas Tenpence, the foreman, on the table, followed by cries of Silence, silence! order! chair! from those who have been making the most noise.

The worthy baronet, assisted by a few friends on either side of the chair, has been endeavouring to grope his way to the truth through a long list of witnesses, on the back of a formidable-looking bill of indictment, against the celebrated Lucifer Crowbar, the London cracksman, for burglary, and which, though bolstered up with a fine array of circumstantial evidence, is deficient in the main proof. The fact is, that Tom Tripper the great thieves attorney, has palmed the principal witness, Joseph Hobnail, whose farmhouse was broken into, and Joes memory has failed him. Tripper knows well that grand juries have no depositions to guide them, and always marks his sense of their services by drinking their healths first at his thieves ordinary, thus: The grand jury! the magsmans best friend! Tripper has operated successfully this time.

What Hob swore to point-blank before the magistrate he only thinks now; and altogether he is painfully conscientious. He wouldnt like to swear nothin hes not certain of. Theres an earnest honesty about his wrinkled sunburnt face, shaded with venerable snow-white locks, that looks like truth. Sir Thomas Tenpence is puzzled. Pray attend to this, gentlemen! he exclaims, from the top of the table.

Whats the number? asks Mr. Buckwheat, referring to his calendar.

Six, replies Mr. Screecher, across the table.

Is that the assault on the woman? asks Mr. Badlad, from below.

No, growls Mr. Prettyman, with a frown.

Sir Thomas, in a clear business-like way, then states the difficulty, observing that he does not think a petty jury will convict on the evidence, while if they ignore the bill, and any fresh evidence be afterwards procured, Crowbar can then be put on his trial.

Thats to say if you can catch him again, observes Mr. Screecher.

Wish you may get him! exclaims Mr. Larkspur.

Bird in the hands worth two in the bush, suggests Mr. Buckwheat.

Precious little chance of getting any further evidence if hes in the hands of any of the great perverters, observes Mr. Girths. Alibis, five pund; suppression of evidence, two pund ten; witnesses to character, seven and six each. (Laughter.)

Well, gentlemen, what do you think? asks Sir Thomas.

O! give him a squeak for it now, says Captain Couples.

Cost no more, observes Mr. Buckwheat.

No doubt he did it, says Mr. Snoreem.

Or something quite as bad, joins Mr. Boreem.

Or he wouldnt be here, asserts Mr. Floorem.

His names enough, adds Mr. Quorum.

On a show of hands, however, the bill is thrown out, and, on the application of Mr. Drearyface, his lordship allows the cost of the judicial farce.

The filthy Tripper reels off with the prisoner, vowing that he will bring an action on behalf of his most respectable and much-injured client!

But we have made a mistake and gone into the wrong Kurt, Mr. Jorrocks business is in the other one. Let us look at him, as Sterne did at his captive.

Few are ignorant of the miseries of hanging about a court of justice,  either they have appeared in the characters of injured plaintiffs, or the still less enviable one of unwilling defendants, or they have been subpoenaed as witnesses, summoned as jurors, or waited for those who were. Unlike other crowds, the fever of excitement never flags.  Crowds rush in to supply the place of those whom victory sends rushing out, or those whom blighted hopes send stalking unconsciously through the throng.

In the box on the judges right are the specials,  men who have little to do in court, and less at home, and yet think themselves desperately oppressed by being called on at all. Opposite are the common jurors  tradesmen, mechanics, farmers, and so on, drawn from their homes at a great inconvenience, for four-pence, a verdict, and no thanks. The bench is sprinkled with pretty faces, ranged like milliners bonnets for sale. Below is the bar-table, round which are wigs and gowns, whose owners could tell fearful tales of hope deferred and disappointed expectations.

There is a leader, with a bag full of briefs; not a cause is called on but he is engaged; the judge lends his car, and the fawning juniors flutter at his frown. Next him, with whiskers matching the colour of his wig, is one whose day is gone by,  whose well-stored bag has dwindled to a single brief, the winter of whose discontent is sharpened by the recollection of the prosperity he once knew. The rosy-gilled gentleman on his left is a country practitioner, who reaps a small harvest at assizes and sessions, without enduring the pangs of Westminster Hall, the turmoil of the circuit, or the confinement of inn-chambers. Another great leader follows on; sallow, solemn, and care-worn;  and then come a long file of juniors, with health ripening on each brow, until we come to the pink-and-white youth with the wig and gown of yesterday.

Some judges consider special jury cases, which Dolefuls was, peculiarly the property of the rich, consequently have no compunctions about letting them remain to the last, and Baron Botherem was of this opinion. Four mornings did Mr. Jorrocks fall into the rear of Mr. Marmaduke Muleygrubs coach, each morning showing the fading finery of the set-out: the trumpeters boots grew less bright, the harness lost its polish, Marmadukes ruff began to droop, and on the fourth morning the stiff-necked flunkies appeared in black cravats. Still, despite all the worthy high sheriffs assurances to Mr. Jorrocks, that he would make the judge take his cause out of order, Baron Botherem went pertinaciously through the list according to the order in which they had been set down. The fourth day was the last, and there were four special jury cases to be tried, Doleful v. Jorrocks being the third, the briefs in those before it being of such a size as to make the trials appear well calculated to last for ever. The first, however, went off unexpectedly; and at half-past ten the cause immediately before that in which our worthy friend was to figure came on before a full special jury, with a string of witnesses that occupied the court till eight oclock at night. It was a dull, uninteresting affair, respecting the liability of an insurance office, and the verdict was heard with apparent indifference by a crowded court, all anxious for Doleful v. Jorrocks to be called on.

The jury-box was at length cleared, the judge supplied with fresh pens and a few green-shaded block-tin-standed compos scattered promiscuously about the bar-table, while the crier made proclamation for all special jurors in the action of Doleful v. Jorrocks to appear and answer to their names. This was a signal for a general commotion in the court; jurors fought their ways out, while others fought their ways in; and a messenger having been despatched to the Criminal Court, for both judges were working double tides in order to get away in good time to dine with the Lord Lieutenant next day, the high sheriff entered in such a hurry that he tripped over his sword and blobbed headforemost into court at the back of Baron Botherem, who was sadly discomposed by his awkwardness.

Order was at length restored, and five top-booted and five trousered esquires having answered to their names, two gentlemen in drabs and continuations (described in the panel as merchants), fill up the jury, who, having taken the oath by threes to a book, settle themselves into their box, looking both solemn and wise. Mr. Jorrocks, having the entrée, plants himself behind the judges chair, and Captain Doleful confronts him below, near the witness-box.

Our old friend, the Hon. Mr. Lollington, having muttered something beginning with My Lud and ending with issue, sits down, and Mr. Burley Bolster, a large pasty-faced gentleman, in silver-rimmed spectacles and a patent wig, presents his ample front to the jury. Clearing his voice, he leans with his thumb on the table and scrutinises the jury as he thus addresses them:  

Gentlemen of the jury, the plaintiff in this case, as my learned friend has told you, in somewhat more technical than intelligible language, is Captain Miserrimus Doleful, a gentleman, not only holding her Majestys commission in the army, but also the important and highly honourable office of master of the ceremonies of Handley Cross Spa, a watering-place with which, I make no doubt, you are all more or less acquainted; and my distinguished client comes into court this day to seek at your hands that reparation which one John Jorrocks refuses to afford him out of it. Jorrocks, he understood, was manager of the Handley Cross fox-hounds, a situation that enabled him to obtain all manner of information relative to horses; and he regretted to see a man whose appearance was respectable so far losing sight of all honour and gratitude, as to avail himself of his superior knowledge to the injury of a friend, to whom he was under the greatest obligations, and who had fought and bled for his country.

Captain Doleful, as he said before, was an officer  one whose life had been devoted to the service of his country, and who now, applied his energies to the promotion of the happiness and hilarity of the public. Jorrocks, in another line, was also a servant of the public, and he could not but regret services so dissimilar should have been unfortunately brought in collision by the misconduct of either party. He would not trouble the jury, at that late hour of the night, with a detailed account of the obligations Mr. Jorrocks was under to the plaintiff, not only for obtaining him the mastership of the Handley Cross hounds but also for introducing him to the élite of the aristocratic society frequenting the celebrated Spa; but he would content himself by showing how Jorrocks now sought to kick down the ladder by which he had risen to fame by injuring the man to whom he was under such onerous obligations. (Mr. Burley Bolster shook his head, as though he felt it desperately, and referred to his brief. Doleful grinned with delight.)

Towards the close of last hunting season, gentlemen, continued Mr. Bolster, the defendant, for reasons best known to himself, offered the whole of his stud for sale by public auction, but, among other horses that were not sold, was one called Xerxes, which was afterwards purchased by my client by private contract of the defendants servant, who, by the direction and consent of his master, warranted the horse sound,  warranted the horse sound, I say. It was a long and trouble-some negotiation, carried on sometimes by letter with the principal, at other times by conversation with his servant, whom I shall call before you! but, ultimately, a bargain was concluded, and the sum of twenty-five pounds paid to the defendant as the price and value of the horse.

Value, did I say, gentlemen? exclaimed Mr. Burley Bolster, suddenly checking himself; I made use of an erroneous expression, for he was absolutely valueless; but the sum of twenty-five pounds was paid as the price of the animal. Well, gentlemen, the plaintiff immediately removed him to a most comfortable and commodious private stable, where he had every attention and accommodation that a horse can require  corn the soundest, hay the sweetest, water the purest, grooming the most elaborate and scientific, but, somehow or other, he throve not. My clients amiable and unsuspecting nature never allowing him to imagine that he had so long fostered a viper in his bosom (casting a contemptuous look at Mr. Jorrocks), went on, day by day, and for several days, in the hope that the change was merely occasioned by a difference of treatment or of food, and that the horse would speedily resume his wonted appearance; but, alas! hope, as usual, told a flattering tale. He went on, from bad to worse, and when at length the consuming fever had worked deeply into his constitution, my unsuspecting client, awaking from the trance of confidence in which he had been so long enthralled, wrote to the defendant, representing how matters stood; that individual, so far from expressing his regret at the inconvenience he had caused my client, and offering to take back the horse, actually treated the matter with levity, and added insult to injury, by laughing at the man he had so basely defrauded. My client, then, has no alternative, but presenting himself before a jury of his country, and I am happy to see that the defendant has empanelled a special one, at whose intelligent hands, I feel no manner of doubt, my defrauded client will receive that reparation which John Jorrocks so unjustly denies him.

Were it not for the appearance of the defendant in court, and the voluminous brief I see before my learned friend Mr. Chargem, I should have imagined that judgment would be suffered to go by default, as in the case of an undefended action; and even now, gentlemen, I am at a loss to imagine what defence my learned friends ingenuity will enable him to offer; for I submit, under the guidance of his lordship, that it is clear law, that where an article is asked for to answer a particular purpose, the seller impliedly warrants that it is fit for that purpose, so that even should I fail in my proof of actual warranty, which, however, I do not anticipate, I shall still be entitled to your verdict on the general construction of the agreement; for, had my client been in want of a coughing, consumptive horse, he would have asked this defendant, Jorrocks, if he had such an animal, instead of which, throughout the transaction, he goes on the principle of obtaining a useful, though not a handsome horse.

And now, gentlemen, one word with respect to a person of the name of Pigg, whom I shall presently call before you, though, perhaps, he will appear rather in the nature of a reluctant witness. This Pigg is huntsman and general stable manager to the defendant Jorrocks, and seems to be a convenient sort of person, on whom Jorrocks foists such jobs as he does not like to take upon himself, and Pigg will be placed in the witness-box to show that he was the accredited servant of the defendant, from which a legal axiom arises, laid down by the great Lord Ellenborough himself, in the case of Helyear v. Hawke (Espinasse, page 72); that if a servant is sent with a horse by his master, and gives directions respecting his sale, that the servant thereby becomes the accredited agent of his master, and what he says respecting the horse is evidence.

And in another place his Lordship adds, I think the master having intrusted the servant to sell, he is intrusted to do all he can to effectuate the sale, and if he does exceed his authority, in so doing he binds his master. Now, gentlemen, I shall prove by a letter, in the hand-writing of the defendant, that Pigg was authorised by the defendant not only to receive the purchase-money, but also to warrant the horse; and having established that point, I shall proceed to prove, by competent witnesses, that the horse was labouring under a mortal disease at the time of the sale. That done, I feel assured you will arrive at the only conclusion open to sensible men, and find a verdict for my client.

The letters, as already given, being admitted, were put in, and read amid much laughter, and Mr. Burley Bolster then desired the crier to call James Pigg.

James Pigg! James Pigg! James Pigg! sounded all around the building, and passed outside.

Ars here! exclaimed a voice at the back of the witness-box, where he had been sleeping; and presently James Pigg made his appearance in front.

A solitary mould-candle placed on the criers desk at the side shed a dim light over Jamess person, showing the lustre of his eye and the care-worn character of his countenance. He was dressed in a dark coat, with a striped waistcoat, and white neckcloth, upon the tie of which was a large stain of tobacco-juice, which in the gloom of the court looked like an extensive brooch.

Now, Pigg? said Mr. Bolster, in a familiar tone.

Now, Wig! responded James, in the same way.

Mind what you are about, sir! said Baron Botherem, with a frown.

You are, I believe, huntsman to Mr. Jorrocks, the defendant in this action? observed the learned counsel.

Pigg. Yes ar is, replied James, brandishing his hat over the brass rail of the witness-box, but ar de believe gin ar had me reets, ard be a genlman this day, and huntin me own hunds, only ye see, mar foreelder John  John Pigg, ye see

Well, never mind about your foreelder, John, interrupted Mr. Bolster, We want to know about Mr. Jorrocks; and you say you are huntsman to him. Now, tell me, do you remember a horse he had, called Xerxes?

Pigg. Nicely!

Now, what became of that horse? Raise your voice and speak out, so that the gentlemen of the jury, many of whom are deaf, may hear you, pointing to the jury-box.

Pigg. He deed! roared Pigg.

He died! repeated Mr. Bolster. Ah, but before he died, whose hands did he pass into?

Pigg. Ard Dolefuls.

Now, then, Pigg, you seem an honest, intelligent sort of man, continued Mr. Bolster, smoothingly, try if you can recollect what passed between Captain Doleful and you as to that horse.

A! ar ken nicely twas just twenty-five pund.

Mr. Bolster. No, thats not what I mean  I want to know what inducement you held out to Captain Doleful to buy him.

Pigg. Sink ar said nout.

What does the witness say? exclaimed Baron Botherem, who had been fidgetting about ever since Pigg appeared.

Mr. Bolster, very obsequiously. He says, my lord, that there was nothing the matter with the horse.

No, I beg pardon, interposes Mr. Chargem, I understand him to mean that he said nothing to Captain Doleful.

Precisely, what I say, rejoined Mr. Bolster; Captain Doleful asked him what was the matter with the horse, and he said, nothing.

The question, as I understand it, said Baron Botherem, was, what inducement he held out to Captain Doleful to buy the horse? But what answer he gives, I cannot for the life of me make out.

Mr. Chargem. Precisely so, my lud. My learned friend asks what inducement the witness held out to plaintiff to buy the horse, and the witness in the language of the colliery country from whence he comes, replies, Ar said nout; meaning, I did not say anything. Perhaps your ludship would have the kindness to put the question yourself.

Witness  Pigg!  attend to me! exclaimed his lordship. Tell the gentlemen of the jury what you said in praise or commendation of the horse to induce Captain  Whats his name, to buy him.

Pigg. Ar said nout  Tard man was aye comin to wor stable, and he axed me yen day gin hus had had meazles.

I cant understand a word the witness says! exclaimed the judge, shaking his head in despair.

Mr. Bolster. He says, my loord, that the plaintiff inquired if the horse had had the measles  Now what did you say to that?

Pigg.Measles! said I aye hoopin-cough tee!

Measles and hooping-cough too, repeated Mr. Burley Bolster, with great gravity, to the convulsion of the jury.

Cross-examined by Mr. Chargem.

I suppose, Mr. Pigg, you are a pretty good judge of a horse?

Pigg. Top judge.

What sort of a judge is that? exclaimed Baron Botherem in despair.

My lud, he says he is a good, or supreme, judge; adding sotto voce, though loud enough to be heard by the bench, Much such a judge as your ludship, in fact.

Baron Botherem. Humph!  really we ought to have an interpreter. Well, now go on.

Mr. Chargem.  Now, Mr. Pigg, will you have the kindness to tell the gentlemen of the jury, if, in the course of your experience, you ever knew a horse have the measles?

Pigg. Niver!

Mr. Chargem. Or the hooping-cough?

Pigg. Niver!

Mr. Chargem. So that, when you told Captain Doleful that this horse had had both, you meant to say that he had had neither?

Pigg. Tard gouk was aye axin me about the hus, whiles if he slept well, whiles if be had the lumbago, whiles if he liked eatin, and ar was tied to tell him summut.

Mr. Chargem. But what you said was merely loose, off-hand conversation, and not intended as an inducement to get him to buy?

Pigg. Diel a bit! It was nout to me whether tard sinner bought him or no, se lang as he held his gob, and didnt keep fashin a me about him.

Oh, dear, this subterranean language puzzles me exceedingly! exclaimed the judge, weary in mind and body; I didnt catch one word of that sentence.

Mr. Chargem interprets. He did not care, my, lud, whether Captain Doleful bought the horse or not, so long as he held his gob  which, I presume, means his tongue.

Benjamin Brady was the next witness.

Now, Mr. Brady, said Mr. Burley Bolster, eyeing him through his spectacles; you are, I belive, a servant with Mr. Jorrocks?

Im first vip, replied the boy, with great dignity.

Mr. Bolster. You remember the plaintiff in this action, Captain Doleful, coming to your masters stable about a horse called Xerxes?

Ben. Yes; he came werry often.

Mr. Bolster. Well, what did he say?

Ben. The first time he came, he inquired most about the other osses, and only axed the pedigree of Xerxes.

Mr. Bolster. And what answer did Pigg give him?

Ben. He gave him our usual pedigree  said he was by President, out of a Vaxy mare.

Mr. Bolster. Your master keeps but one pedigree, then?

Ben. One for osses; he has another for ounds.

Mr. Bolster. Then all your horses are by President, out of Vaxy mares.

Ben. Yes, sir.

Mr. Bolster. Now you say the plaintiff came very often to your stable; can you tell the gentlemen of the jury how many times, on the whole, he might be there?

Ben. Perhaps ten or a dozen times.

Mr. Bolster. Did he come alone?

Ben. No; he always brought one or two chaps with him,  Miss Jelly came once.

Mr. Bolster. And what used they to say?

Ben. Oh, they would look, first at one horse, then at another, and ax about them.

Mr. Bolster. And Mr. Pigg, I suppose, was very glad to see them?

Ben. No, deed wasnt he! He used to swear very hard.

Mr. Bolster. Hes a heavy swearer, is he?

Ben. Uncommon!

Very improper, remarked the judge, with a shake of the head.

Mr. Bolster. And what questions, in particular, did the plaintiff ask?

Ben. Oh, why, he used to ax if this orse was a good un, and that a good un; and Pigg used to swear they were all good uns, there wernt no choice among em.

Mr. Bolster. Was that said of any horse in particular, or generally of the stud?

Ben. He said it of whatever horse the captain was axing about.

Mr. Bolster. Can you remember the words he made use of?

Ben.Best orse goin, he used to say; best orse goin. Mr. Bolster. Do you remember the captain inquiring if a horse called Xerxes had had the measles?

Ben. I cant say I do,  remember his axin if he had been innoculating him.

Mr. Bolster. What made him ask that?

Ben. The horse had been bled, and there was the mark on his neck.

Mr. Bolster. Now do you remember the plaintiff coming to the stable for Xerxes?

Ben. Yes.

Mr. Bolster. What did he say?

Ben. That he had come for Xerxes.

Mr. Bolster. And what said Mr. Pigg?

Ben. He axed for the brass  he could not let him gan without.

He asked for the what? inquired the judge.

My lord, witness says that Pigg asked for the brass, which is a north country corruption of the word money.

Oh! said the judge, who thought it was part of the bridle.

Mr. Bolster. Now, when Pigg asked Captain Doleful for the brass, what took place?

Ben. The captain paid him five-and-twenty golden sovereigns, sayin, I spose hes all right; and Pigg said, Sound wind and limb.

Mr. Bolster, repeating after the witness, eyeing the jury all the time, And Pigg said, Sound wind and limb. You give your evidence very creditably, observed Mr. Bolster to the boy.

Yez-ir, replied Benjamin.

Cross-examined. Is not on the best of terms with Mr. Pigg, Pigg has given him too much of what he calls cobblers-wax oil  thrashing with a strap. Was not in the stable when the sale of the horse took place,  was in the loft, playing cards with Tom Turnbin, Mr. George Smiths helper, and Joe Haddock. Saw what took place through a hole in the floor. Is certain Pigg said, Sound wind and limb  heard him say it twice.

John Scott is a helper and occasional groom. Remembers accompanying Captain Doleful to Mr. Jorrockss stables, when he bought the horse.  James Pigg was there. The captain said he had come for Xerxes. Pigg asked if he had brought the brass for him, as he could not let him gan without. The captain produced twenty-five sovereigns. Pigg was very angry, swore that his master was an ard gouk, and had sold the best horse in the stable. The captain said, Mr. Jorrocks would soon pick up another. Pigg swore very much. The captain paid the money, saying, I suppose hes all sound. Pigg swore he was sound wind and limb, and it would be lucky for the captain if he were half as sound. Witness then led the horse away. In going along he coughed.

Cross-examined. Witness has lived in several situations, but has been out of place for three years or so,  maybe for want of a character. Looks after six horses and two flys. Servants in place think two horses and one fly enough at a time.  Makes a great difference whether a servant is in place or out as to the quantity of work he can do. Had a blow-up with James Pigg about the merits of their masters  that is to say, about Mr. Jorrocks and Captain Doleful. Pigg complained that the captain had not given him a glass when he bought the horse. Witness told him, perhaps the captain didnt know the custom. Pigg said it was all his eye, and that he was a nasty, mangy beggar. Witness replied, that the captain was as good a man as his master, and that he, witness, wouldnt stay in a place to be bused as he understood Mr. Jorrocks bused his servant. Pigg said, hed rather be d  d by his master than dine with mine. Then he said, he wouldnt borrow half-a-crown to get drunk with mine, that he was fit for nout but a Dorm (Durham) farmer, and a great deal more wulgarity of that sort.

Will swear positively that the horse coughed on his way from Mr. Jorrockss stable to Captain Dolefuls. When he got him to the latter place, Captain Doleful borrowed a saddle and bridle, and rode the horse to Bumpmead. Had him in harness the same evening to take him to a tea-party. The night might be wet, but witness does not remember. Does not know how long he waited for the captain,  might be half-an-hour,  might be an hour,  does not think it was two hours. The captain rode the horse to Deepdeene Park the next day,  fifteen miles, and back. Had him in the fly again at night. There was a party at Miss Fribbles, and the captain conveyed all the young ladies from Miss Birchs seminary, there and back, by ten at a time.

Mr. Horsman, veterinary surgeon. Has been in practice three years. Remembers being sent for to attend a horse that Captain Doleful had bought of Mr. Jorrocks. Found him labouring under idiopathic fever in its most malignant form, which soon turned to inflammation of the lungs. Did what he could for him, but without avail. The horse had then been some time in Captain Dolefuls possession, but from the appearance he presented on his being first called in, witness has little doubt but he had the seeds of the disease upon him at the time he was sold.

Cross-examined. Is not a member of the Royal Veterinary College,  is a self-dubbed doctor. Found the horse in a stable along with a monkey and bear belonging to a travelling showman. The stable was cold, perhaps damp, and witness will not say that the horse might not have caught cold by his removal from a warm to a cold stable. Horses soon catch cold, inflammation quickly follows, and death soon comes after. Is certain the horse is dead,  knows it, because he skinned him. This was the plaintiffs case.

Mr. Burley Bolster having resumed his seat with great self-complacency, Mr. Chargem gave the front of his wig a pull, and his gown a hitch at the right shoulder, and turned to the specials.

May it please your Ludship,  Gentlemen of the jury, said he, I hardly know whether I am justified in trespassing upon your valuable time, particularly at this late period of the night, by rebutting a charge so feebly sustained as the case my learned friend, Mr. Burly Bolster, has laid  has presented to your notice. I hardly know whether I should not be best discharging my duty to my client, by closing my brief, and submitting to your verdict, which I am satisfied will be for the defendant, instead of exposing those fallacies that carry a too palpable conviction along with them. But, gentlemen, lest by any chance it might be inferred that I have not the satisfactory evidence invariably required by a British jury, I will hazard a brief trespass on your time while I glance at the evidence now before you, and call a few witnesses in disproof of the statements of my learned friend.

The case, gentlemen, I take to be simply this. Captain Doleful, no great conjuror in horse-flesh, treats for a horse in Mr. Jorrocks stud. There is a good deal of haggling, as you have seen, about the transaction, Captain Doleful offering Mr. Jorrocks less than he asks, and Mr. Jorrocks, on the other hand, insisting on his price. And here let me draw your attention to the fact, that, throughout the transaction, the plaintiff is the anxious party. Mr. Jorrocks holds out no temptation to get him to buy; on the contrary, he admits the horse is not first-rate; but, speaking of him in the language of friendship, Mr. Jorrocks says he is calculated for much honourable exertion in many of the minor fields of horse enterprise, which, I suppose, is a figurative mode of saying, that if he is not fit for a hunger, he will make what the defendant would call a werry good chay-oss (laughter.) And again, when the plaintiff hesitates about the price, does my client evince any anxiety to get him to give it? Surely not! So far from that, he says, in one of the letters you have heard read, that if the plaintiff does not like to give the twenty-five pounds, he is to say no more about it: and again, when the plaintiff bothers him to take fifteen pounds, and give a receipt for twenty-five, he scouts the idea, and desires the plaintiff will make up his mind one way or other, as he hates haggling. Does all this, I ask you, bespeak the man anxious to foist a bad horse off upon a friend, or a man anxious to get rid of a horse at all? I need not tell you who the defendant in this action is. Despite my learned friends sneering ignorance, and talking of him in the disrespectful way he did as this Jorrocks and that Jorrocks, he could not conceal from himself,  still less from you, gentlemen of the jury, that he was keenly alive to the celebrity and importance of my most distinguished client,  a gentleman whose name precludes the idea of his being mistaken for any other, and who, in every relation of life, has worn the broad arrow mark of probity and honour!

Keep the tamborine a rowlin! exclaimed James Pigg, causing a roar of laughter throughout the court, and procuring James the promise of a commitment from his lordship.

And now, gentlemen, resumed Mr. Chargem, as order was restored, we come to the gist of the action, as regards the plaintiff. Captain Doleful says he will take the horse, provided, of course, he is all right, et cetera. That et cetera, gentlemen, was once described by Lord Mansfield as the largest word in the English language, and assuredly the plaintiff is of the same opinion, for he intends to make it cover a most comprehensive range over an unlimited period. That et cetera is to guarantee the horse from all illness and infirmity, not only at the time he was sold, but for ever after, under whatever treatment he may be subjected to, or to whatever vicissitudes exposed. It is to guarantee his safe career over Bumpmead Heath by day, his health in harness at night, and his convalescence in that comfortable abode which he enjoyed in common with the monkey and bear belonging to a travelling showman. (Laughter.) All this is meant to be covered by this little et cetera!

My learned friend, well knowing his weak point, anticipated the failure of his evidence of warranty, and bespoke your verdict on the supposed terms of the agreement; but I also submit, under the guidance of his lordship, that, in an action on a breach of warranty, distinct and positive evidence of an undoubted warranty must be given to entitle a plaintiff to recover, and no constructive evidence will supply the place of clear and distinct warranty. I grant, that if the plaintiff had wanted a diseased horse, he would probably have asked for one; but, then, you must also take this along with you, that if he had applied to my client for a horse that would stand all the racketing that this poor beast was exposed to, he would have said that nothing but an iron horse would stand such work, and have recommended him to an engine-builder. So that, even supposing my learned friend had made out a case of distinct warranty, still I would submit that the plaintiffs treatment of the animal was not such as a prudent man would adopt, and that so far from the result being matter of surprise, it would have been much more singular if it had not happened. My learned friend places Mr. Pigg, the huntsman, in the witness-box to prove his warranty, with what success I need hardly say. I think his evidence went as much against the plaintiff as for him. Next, we have the boy whipper-in, who seems to come in for a share of the whip himself, who speaks to a conversation he overheard while playing cards in the hay-loft; and you are expected to believe that this boy could distinguish which horse Mr. Pigg was praising, when, upon his cross-examination, he admits that Pigg was in the habit of praising them all. Best horse goin! he used to say of them all.

After the boy Brady comes one of those questionable creatures,  a servant out of place, who is the only witness that at all goes to the second point  supposing the warranty to be proved  of the horse being unsound at the time he was sold. And what does he say? Why, that the horse coughed on his way from Mr. Jorrocks stable to that of the travelling showman. Such evidence, I feel, will have no weight with you, gentlemen. A hundred things might make him cough. Perhaps the occasional groom had been trying his wind by the usual pinching of the windpipe, or a bit of hay might have lodged in his throat; but if the horse had such a violent cold upon him, do you think it could have escaped all the lynx-eyed witnesses the plaintiff had to inspect him? Is there none of all that numerous host to come forward and say that the horse was unsound at the time he was sold? None but this gentleman, who, it seems, Mr. Pigg would prefer being damned by to dining with. (Laughter.)

Such evidence is not worth rebutting. It would be an insult to your understandings to suppose so. Mr. Horsman alone requires contradiction. He has been in practice for the long period of three years, and says, from the appearance of the horse, he has little doubt but he had the seeds of the disease upon him when sold. To rebut that, I propose placing another veterinary surgeon in the witness-box; and although by so doing. I shall entitle my friend to a reply, yet I feel his case is so hopelessly weak that I shall not injure my clients cause by throwing him the chance, confident as I am of obtaining your verdict.

Mr. Castley, a veterinary surgeon of ten years standing, deposed that he made a post-mortem examination of the horse. The lungs presented one confused and disorganised mass of blackness. The appearance would lead the inexperienced to imagine that long inflammation had gradually broken down the substance of the lungs. Proves no disease of long standing, but inflammation, intense in its nature, which had speedily run its course. The horse died from suffocation, every portion of the lungs being choked up with this black blood, which had broken into and filled all the air-cells, by means of which it should have been purified.

Two other witnesses spoke to the healthy appearance of the horse at the time he was sold.

John Brown was the next witness. He deposed that he was pad-groom to Mr. Barnington, a Cheshire gentleman of large fortune, who kept a good stud of hunters at Handley Cross. Was well acquainted with James Pigg and with all Mr. Jorrocks horses. Their stables adjoin. Was at exercise on the morning of the sale with James Pigg, who rode Xerxes and led Ginnums. Never heard the horse cough all the time. Was out two hours. Would have been sure to have noticed it if he had coughed. Grooms are always on the look-out for coughs.

Joseph Haddock, a lad of fourteen, being sworn, deposed that his mother was a washerwoman, and he turned the mangle and sought the dirty clothes in a donkey-cart. Is well acquainted with Mr. Benjamin Brady the whipper-in. Was playing cards with him in the hay-loft on the morning of the sale. Mr. Brady lost one and ninepence, and was very angry. The game was blind hookey, and Mr. Brady played without intermission till one oclock. Is quite certain Mr. Brady never stopped playing to see what was going on below or to listen. Brady is a desperate gambler. Will play at any thing, or swear to any thing. Cross-examined. Witness remembers the day, because Mr. Brady had not paid him. Believes Mr. Brady had the money, but insinuated that witness had cheated; quarrelled in consequence. Had been very intimate before. Mr. Brady used to let him ride his led horse when Mr. Pigg was not at exercise. Used to gallop and race along the road. Owes Mr. Brady money on the balance of their racing account. The largest stake they ever run for was five shillings, four miles along the Appledove Road. Mr. Brady on Xerxes and witness on Arterxerxes. Mr. Brady won, but witness afterwards heard that he had given Arterxerxes a pail of water before starting, and he refused to pay. Had tossed for choice of horses the night before the race. The case is referred to the editor of Bells Life, who has not yet given his decision. Expects it in the notice to correspondents. Been before the editor since the spring. Should say that Mr. Brady is what they call a sharp hand  not much the gent.

Bolster replied at great length, during which process Baron Botherem went through his notes, preparatory to charging the jury. He began almost before Bolster got sate down, as if to reprove his unseasonable prolixity. Thus he instructed them:  

Gentlemen of the jury, said he, this action, as you have heard, is brought by Captain Doleful against Captain Jorrocks, both of them filling distinguished offices at Handley Cross Spa, one being master of the ceremonies, the other master of the blood hounds; and it is much to be regretted that gentlemen in their exalted stations should not be able to arrange their differences without the intervention of a judge and jury; however, as they come here, we must endeavour to do justice between them. The action is brought to recover the price of a horse, and the points you will have to consider will be, first, whether there was any warranty at all or not, and if you think there was a warranty, then you must consider to what extent it went.

The evidence, as usual in these cases, is very conflicting, one witness swearing point blank the reverse of what another one swears.

First, you have James Pigg, the huntsman, who informs us, in his subterranean language  if, indeed, it can be called a language  that he said nout, which, I suppose, is meant to imply that he did not warrant the horse; the word nout doubtless being one of extensive signification in the colliery country, from which this witness comes.

Then you have Mr. Benjamin Brady  the whipper-in, I think he is called  who says, I was lying in the hay-loft, and heard a conversation between Pigg and the plaintiff, when Pigg distinctly stated, two several times, that the horse was sound wind and limb. Then, on his cross-examination, he admits that the plaintiff was in the habit of coming into the stable, and asking all sorts of questions, and that Pigg was in the habit of giving the same character to every horse; so that, you see, he might be talking about any of the others, for anything Mr. Brady knows to the contrary. All this is very perplexing, to say nothing of the flat contradiction given by the last witness, Mr. Joseph Haddock, to the material point of Mr. Bradys evidence. I may be wrong, but they appear to me to be what would be  hem, hum, haw,  not exactly what they ought to be.

Indeed, the only undisputed point seems the death of the horse. One veterinary surgeon says that he has no doubt he had the seeds of disease upon him at the time he was sold; and the other, that the symptoms he saw on the post-mortem examination prove nothing of the sort. The plaintiffs occasional groom swears the horse coughed on his way from the stable on delivery. Counsel for the defendant cross-examined him as to his present servitude; but I do not think anything was elicited that should throw discredit on the witnesss testimony. To contradict him, then, I should observe, you have John Brown, who describes himself as bad groom to Mr. Jones. It seems an odd character for a man to give himself, chuckled his lordship, but I suppose we must take his word for it.

A titter ran through the court, which the judge, attributing to his wit, proceeded.

This witness says he was at exercise on the morning of the day of sale with Captain Pigg, and the horse never coughed: I should have been sure to have noticed it if he had, he adds. So there again, you see, the evidence is at direct variance.

Altogether, it is a most perplexing case, and one that we, who have passed our lives in courts of law, are but ill calculated to unravel. I would rather try ten insurance cases than one horse cause. All I can do is to put the points that you will have to decide, and leave you to judge of the worth of the evidence. The points are, whether or not there was a warranty, and, assuming you find there was a warranty, then you must consider whether the horse had the seeds of disease upon him when sold, or acquired them after he passed into the plaintiffs possession. On the other hand, if you are of opinion there was no warranty, then the second point will not arise, and your verdict will be for the defendant.

In the event of your finding for the plaintiff, the measure of damages will be the price paid for the horse; and haw, ha, hem, I think, gentlemen, that is about all the assistance I can give you. Saying which, Baron Botherem bowed, and threw himself back in his throne.

The jury immediately seized their hats and coats, and while the usher is swearing the bailiff to keep them in some safe place, without meat, drink, or fire  candle-light only excepted  till they agree upon their verdict, they betake themselves from the heated atmosphere of a suffocating court, to the chilly, vault-like dampness of the retiring-room; a rough deal-table, with a bench on each side, is all the accommodation that greets them, while a single candle, showing the massive gratings of a lofty window, and the dull clank of the lock, as the bailiff turns the key upon them, reminds them of the importance of an early agreement of their verdict. Twelve strangers are thus left to make each others acquaintance by arriving at the same conclusion.



Well, said Mr. Strong, throwing himself on the table below the window, I suppose we shall have no difficulty about this case. We must find for the plaintiff, of course.

Mr. Strong was one of the three gentlemen described in the panel as merchants, and was under obligations to Captain Doleful for getting partners for his plain daughters.

I dont know that, replied Mr. Heartley, one of the top-booted gentry; I am neither satisfied that there was a warranty, nor yet that the horse was unwell when he left Mr. Jorrocks stable.

Thats my view of the case, too! exclaimed half-a-dozen voices, glad to follow a leader.

Nay, then, exclaimed Mr. Strong, I think it seems clear, by the evidence, that Pigg warranted the horse; and, that being the case, the law says, the owner is bound by the representation of his servant.

I think so too, observed another.

The evidence on that point is very unsatisfactory, exclaimed two or three.

Im afraid we cant make it any better, replied Mr. Strong.

If there was no warranty, there can be no damages; perhaps we had better divide on that point first. Those gentlemen who are of opinion that Mr. Jorrocks warranted his horse will have the kindness to hold up their hands.

Mr. Strong then took the candle, and waving it round the gloomy room, found he had three in his favour. That was not very encouraging, but he had been in a worse situation, and carried his point after all, so he deliberately set down the candle, and pulled a book out of his pocket.

That looked ominous.

The conversation was then taken up promiscuously, the jurymen huddling in groups, with their hats on, talking to keep themselves warm.

Perhaps we had better have some more candles, observed Mr. Strong, looking off his book; I suppose we arnt stinted as to them.

I should hope we wont want them, observed a shivering youth, who had left his hat in the jury-box.

Dont know that, responded Mr. Strong, pulling a night-cap out of his pocket.

Again they huddle into groups, or walk hurriedly about, stamping, and clapping their arms.

After some half-hour consumed in this way, a knock at the heavy door arrests their attention, and the bailiff announces that the judge desires to know if they are likely to agree on their verdict.

Yes! No! Yes! respond half-a-dozen voices, which, the bailiff understanding, informs his lordship that they are not; so, arranging that the verdict shall be taken by the officer of the court, his lordship awakes the dozing under-sheriff, who rouses the drowsy trumpeters, and as the Town Hall clock chimes twelve, his lordship arrives at his lodgings.

The dying notes of the shrill trumpets fall with clear and melancholy cadence on the ears of the pent-up jurymen, and again the most tractable attempt an accommodation. Mr. Strong only replies by winding up his repeater, and striking the hour.

Its as cheap sitting as standing, observes one of the jurymen, taking his place at the table, an example followed by the rest, to the ejectment of Mr. Strong from the end, and the whole party sit down as if to a meal.

They now begin the case anew, going through the evidence with an accuracy considerably promoted by hunger. One oclock strikes  two  three  and yet they are as far from agreeing as ever. Day begins to dawn, and at length finds its way even through the iron bars of the dingy prison window.

The jury eye each other like through railway passengers eye those who have got in during the night, and Mr. Strong puts out the candle.

Mr. Heartley has a pocket-full of horse-beans, which he begins eating, offering them liberally to his friends, with the assurance that he has enough for a week. Mr. Strong produces a cold tongue, which is in more demand, and he gets little himself. Cold and hunger tell upon his supporters, and at four oclock he stands alone.

At half-past he gives in.

The joyous jury almost break the door in awakening the sleeping sentinel, and they rush into court to deliver their verdict.

How changed the scene! The heated hall is cleared  Mr. Jorrocks sleeps in the judges chair, his wig is awry  James Pigg and the crier are nodding, back to back, in the witness-box  Benjamin is curled up on the bar-table  and the attorneys and their clerks are huddled together at opposite corners, lest they should fight in their sleep. A crier is found in the bottom of the reporters box  and the officer left to take the verdict, being summoned from his coffee in the gaolers house, hurries in with Captain Doleful, and hears a verdict for the defendant.

The crier dissolves the court, and James Pigg, frantic with delight, hoorays, and hoops, and yells, and proclaims that hell be the death of a sovereign!


CHAPTER LXV. THE CAPTAINS WINDFALL.
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THE VERDICT SANK deep into the heart of Captain Doleful.

He returned to Handley Cross long before people were stirring; but Miss Jellys watchful eye traced the days disaster in his morning face. Taking to his bed, the captain obstinately remained there for two whole days, impervious to the call of friends and foes. The verdict was one of the severest blows that had befallen him in a somewhat eventful life. The price of the horse was nothing compared to the long lawyers bills that were sure to follow,  a hundred and fifty pounds, perhaps. Dreadful! But for the pleasure of trouncing Jorrocks, he could have had the thing tried quite as well in the county court for 5l.

Consolation, however, came on the third day, and an important change commenced in the fortunes of our captain. Sitting in moody stupor, with a last weeks Paul Pry in his hands, Miss Jellys little girl presented herself before him with a deep, black-edged letter, bearing the Clifton post-mark. The Captain started at the sight, for though almost alone in the world, the sign of mourning shook his shattered nerves.

He broke the seal with nervous hand, and read as follows:

Sir,  We have the honour to acquaint you, that your good friend, and our excellent client, Miss Louisa Crabstick, is no more;  she expired this morning at half-past six, without pain or struggle. As her confidential advisers, we are in a situation to acquaint you, that a few days since she executed a will in your favour, and it is highly important that you should forthwith repair to the spot, and take upon yourself the direction of affairs. Her property is considerable, and we believe there is a large sum of money and valuables in the house, all of which should be looked to without delay. In making this melancholy announcement, we beg to offer our congratulations on your justly merited good fortune, and to add, that any instructions you may honour us with will be carefully attended to. We have the honour to subscribe ourselves, dear sir, your most obedient and very humble servants,

Pike, Lamb, and Lambro, Keen Street, Bristol.

What a state of excitement Captain Doleful was thrown into on reading this! A new world seemed opening before him, and he felt himself hurrying away from the cares, the contentions, and the disappointments of the old one. For once a lawyers letter conveyed a charm. For some moments he was perfectly childish. He looked at the letter, then he looked at himself; then came the recollection of former days, with a slight twinge of regret that one, to whom he had poured forth his whole soul in mercenary adoration, should now be no more. That was quickly followed by wonderment at getting the money, and a hasty speculation as to the amount. His head was in a complete whirl, and he ordered and ate half-a-dozen calves-foot jellies with apparent unconsciousness.

That evening saw him off to Clifton, and surprise at the unexampled extravagance of his conduct having tempted Miss Jelly to cast a hasty glance at the letter as it lay on the table during the captains absence, sorting his clothes, the confectioners shop spread the news like wildfire, and half-a-dozen candidates for the office of M.C. sprung up before the captain was well out of the town.

Captain Dolefuls acquaintance with Miss Crabstick was one of those intimacies that frequently arise where people are thrown together in watering-place idleness, and though considerably older than himself, he had no hesitation in making the excess of money balance the excess of years. Miss Crabstick, however, conscious of her wealth, and not despairing of her charms, determined upon trying another season or two elsewhere, before yielding to the captains solicitations. That season or two had been protracted into eight or ten, and the captain had almost ceased to think of her. Brighton, Cheltenham, Hastings, and Clifton, had all been tried since first they met at Willoughby Baths, and still Miss Crabstick thought a season at the German Spas would supply the quid pro quo, or equivalent, that she deemed essential to connubial happiness. She died.  Her wealth was great,  more than people imagined, and the captain, with the assistance of Pike, Lamb, and Lambro, soon discovered he might swear the property under twelve thousand pounds, without defrauding himself.

He was now a great man. The M.C. card-plate was thrown aside, and a flourishing new one struck, on which Captain Doleful alone appeared, in the midst of a broad melancholy-looking black border. The captain was well up in the world. His own wealth, added to Miss Crabsticks, made a man of him.

Poor Miss Jellys lodgings were deserted, and he returned to Handley Cross to occupy the best apartments at the Dragon Hotel. He brought with him the dear deceaseds baboon, three Angola cats, a parroquet, and a silver squirrel, all especially provided for by will, and charged with his attention, on forfeiture of a certain sum.

Great was the change in the manner of the people. Instead of the captain running about the town leaving cards on new-comers, and refreshing the minds of the old ones with his name, notes, cards, and invitations poured in apace, and he sat in his rooms considering who he should honour, and who not. His wealth was magnified into treble and quadruple its amount, and the old ladies were astonished that so attractive a young man should so long have remained single Not that they wished for anything of the sort now, looking at their daughters, but before he got all the money, they would have liked it well enough; just as disinterested old ladies will talk, though they know nobody believes them.

So Doleful set up to be cock of the walk, and longed for old Jorrocks back, that he might snub him.


CHAPTER LXVI. JORROCKS IN TROUBLE.
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DOLEFULS DAY OF triumph soon arrived, the monotony of Mr. Jorrocks summer life seeming likely to be more than compensated by the busy incidents of the autumn.

Scarce were the rejoicings for his victory over Doleful finished ere our worthy friend found himself involved in a more delicate and difficult dilemma than he had ever yet known. The report of the action about the horse having done good service to the London papers in the dulness of autumnal news, Mr. Jorrocks conduct and career had been greatly canvassed by cautious citizens, and among others by his next-of-kin, with whom our worthy friend had long been on indifferent terms, or rather no terms at all.

To the uninitiated, the idea of keeping a pack of hounds is looked upon as the surest proof of riches or ruin; an opinion that is periodically confirmed by the papers, in announcements of the great expense certain establishments are kept up at, Leicestershire and Northamptonshire being represented as hunted at an expense of five or six thousand a-year, though we dare say the present worthy masters would be glad if they got off for that.

The expense of Mr. Jorrocks hounds was estimated in a like ratio, though they did not perhaps cost much above as many hundreds. There are two ways of doing everything.

Without impeaching the motives of the parties, or indeed alluding to them in more than a general way, we may briefly state, that our worthy friends jollities or eccentricities at length earned for him a commission of lunacy.

After the necessary preliminaries, the Commission was opened in the long room of the Grays Inn Coffee-house, in Holborn, where the following highly respectable jury were sworn to inquire into the merits of the allegation:  

Mark Stimpson, Starch-manufacturer, Pimlico;

John Brown, Greengrocer, High Street, Borough;

Henry Hobbs, Feather and Court Head Dress Maker, Hatton Garden;

Richard Jones, Dustman, Edgeware Road;

John Lotherington, Shoemaker, Margaret Street, Cavendish Square;

Thomas Coxon, Poulterer, Hadlow Street, Burton Crescent;

William Smith, Islington, Toy-shop-keeper;

James Rounding, Minories, Cheesemonger;

Albert Dunn, Sweetings Rents, Newsman;

John Cook, Pentonville, Milkman and Cowkeeper

George Price, Long Acre, Gin-shop-keeper and Distiller;

John Shaw, Covent Garden, Fruiterer;

Thomas Boggon, Whitechapel, Nightman.

The Commission having been read, Mr. Mark Stimpson was elected foreman of the jury.

Mr. Martin Moonface, the celebrated Chancery lawyer, and Mr. Percy Snobb, appeared as counsel for the inquiry; Serjeant Horsefield and Mr. Coltman, as counsel for Mr. Jorrocks. Mr. Jorrocks appeared in court, taking his seat beside the learned sergeant, with two papers of Garraways sandwiches before him, one labelled beef, the other labelled ham.

The long room was crowded to excess, the greatest possible interest and sympathy being manifested by the numerous auditors who thronged every part of the house where hearing room could be obtained. An immense number of persons arrived from Handley Cross, and the revenue of the Lilywhite Sand Railway was considerably augmented in consequence. The usual preliminaries having been observed, and silence obtained, Mr. Percy Snobb briefly opened the proceedings, during which Mr. Martin Moonface kept inflating his cheeks, preparatory to his own let-off. Mr. Snobb having finished and sunk into his seat, and a proper time having elapsed, Mr. Martin Moonface rose with great solemnity, and addressed himself, promiscuously as it were, in a very deep and sonorous voice, thus:  

I do not know that I can call to my recollection, said he, ever rising to address twelve honest Englishmen with such mingled feelings. of gratification and regret as I experience at the present moment. Here he paused, and ran his eyes along the jurymen to catch a soft one, to whom he could more particularly address himself.

Having selected Mr. Rounding, the Cheesemonger, whose ample bald head and staring blue eyes gave sufficient evidence of vacancy, he proceeded: Gratification that I should have the advantage of so intelligent  so enlightened  so conscientious a jury, to weigh with poiseless balance the niceties, the delicacies, the subtleties, the intricacies, of this complicated case; and regret  deep and poignant regret  that such a step as the present should be found necessary against so meritorious and amiable an individual as the unfortunate gentleman against whom I now appear. Here Mr. Martin Moonface heaved a heavy sigh, and looked at the back of his brief, on which was marked 50 guineas. Believe me when I say, that nothing but that high sustaining power, the moral consciousness of doing right, could induce me to undertake so thankless  so ungracious, a task. No feeling of personal ambition, no consideration of worldly aggrandisement, could tempt me  I may say (and the learned gentleman said it with the most dignified emphasis) could tempt any member of the honourable profession to which it is my pride and glory to belong, to enter upon a case where his own honest, conscientious opinions did not convince him of the propriety  I may say, necessity of the step. Mr. Moonface then unfolded his brief, and proceeded to pick out the first passage marked with a score in the margin.

Gentlemen, said he, my learned friend, Mr. Snobb, has stated to you the nature of the business that has called us together this day, and in doing so, he properly confined himself to the simple outline usually confided to young gentlemen entering the profession, leaving to me the duty of substantiating the case and filling up the narrative in detail. The name of the gentleman whose state of mind you are this day called upon to consider, as my learned friend has already told you, is Jorrocks, head of the firm Jorrocks and Co., tea-dealers and grocers, in the City of London; and in his commercial relations, I am free to admit, that his character and conduct are not only irreproachable, but exemplary in the highest degree. Still, as is generally found to be the case in these inquiries, the blameless tenor of his grocers life is mixed up with a strong undercurrent of eccentricity, which has long been observable; and as the murmuring rill, strengthened by tributary streams, rolls on with growing strength until its force attracts the notice of the world, and calls for measures to restrain the torrent of its impetuosity, so Mr. Jorrocks oddity has gone on increasing until the present inquiry has become absolutely and indispensably necessary. And let me here observe, gentlemen of the jury, that the more futile and absurd the chimera that obtains possession of a mans mind, the stronger and more forcible is the argument in favour of the restraining measure; for, assuredly, the farther an unhappy infatuation removes a man from the occupation of trade and the pursuits of a rational being, the stronger and more urgent is the necessity for supplying, through the medium of a next-of-kin, the deficiency that calamity has occasioned.

I may at once admit that the delusion under which the unfortunate gentleman labours, is one of great novelty, and one that I have experienced very considerable difficulty in making myself sufficiently acquainted with to enable me to describe to you. You, gentlemen, if I mistake not, are tradesmen, living in the heart of this great metropolis, and, like myself, have passed your lives in honest, industrious callings, in perfect ignorance of the way that men remote from towns contrive to waste that time which to us is so valuable and productive. You will hardly credit me, I dare say, but I speak under the correction of my learned friends on the other side, who will put me right if I err in the detail  you will hardly credit me, I say, when I tell you, that in some counties of England large assemblies of dogs are annually made, sometimes as many I am told as fifty or sixty dogs

Ounds, you fool! roared Mr. Jorrocks, from the opposite side of the table, indignant at the unsportsmanlike appellation.

Gentlemen! exclaimed Mr. Martin Moonface in astonishment, I call your attention to the unfortunate gentleman. I think his conduct might warrant the closure of the business, even at this early stage of the proceedings, but if you, gentlemen, are not so fully satisfied in your minds of the situation that he is in as to render the further prosecution of the case needless, I must call on the Commissioners, in the exercise of the power with which they are invested, to afford me the protection and freedom from interruption to which I am entitled in the discharge of this most painful and difficult duty. [Mutual shakes of the head and nods having passed between the gentlemen at the end of the table and Mr. Moonface, and Serjeant Horsefield having remonstrated in an under tone with his client, Mr. Moonface smoothed down his feathers and harked back to the point at which he was interrupted.]

I was observing, gentlemen of the jury, said he, again eyeing the cheesemonger, that in some parts of the country annual hunts take place, for which large gatherings of dogs are made, and assemblies of people are to be found. How long this custom has prevailed, is immaterial to the present inquiry, but I believe I am instructed to say, that so far back as the year 1812 Mr. Jorrocks took an active  I may say, a prominent part, in the festivals  for such, I believe, is their character, that have been held in the county of Surrey.

I should further inform you, in relation to these fêtes, or festivals, that a master or manager of the revels is annually chosen by ballot or otherwise, and the person so elected has the absolute government of the dogs and their doings during the period of his elevation. Accompanying Mr. Jorrocks onward then from his prominent though subordinate situation in the county of Surrey, we at length find him  I think it was in the course of last winter  elected the premier of a festival (here Serjeant Horsefield intimated in a whisper that the technical term was hunt)  I thank my learned friend, continued Mr. Moonface, hunt is the term  elected the premier of a hunt, called the Handley Cross Hunt, and it is, gentlemen, his doings in that capacity that you are more particularly called upon to examine, to form an opinion of the soundness or unsoundness of his understanding.

I do not know that I am in a situation, nor is it perhaps material to the present inquiry, to explain the nature of the duties connected with the office of a hunt-master; but it must be apparent to you all, that if a person accepts a situation so totally dissimilar to his usual avocations, considerable detriment must arise to his private affairs; and, perhaps, it is not possible to imagine two things more unlike than the calm, reflective genius of a grocers business, and the noisy, boisterous, clamorous  riotous, I may say, accompaniment of a hunt management. Not only are the two occupations totally incompatible, but their natural consequences are utterly dissimilar; for one is the honest course of sober industry, pointing, with cheering hand, to that brightest, noblest summit of all mercantile ambition, the possession of the lord-mayors gilded coach and six, with glittering trumpeters and men in armour, while the other points downwards upon unhallowed scenes of riot and confusion, days made horrible with yelling, and nights spent amid the wildest, the most unprofitable debauchery.

Thus, gentlemen of the jury, arises the cause of the present inquiry. The promoters of it say that Mr. Jorrocks is neglecting his business, and dissipating his means in mad and unnatural pursuits; while the law says, and wisely does it say it, that a man is not to be permitted to waste his substance in idle, wild, and unprofitable speculations; and when acts are committed which militate against good sense, it becomes the duty of those who are interested in the preservation of a family to call twelve honest, enlightened, conscientious men together to consider the acts that have been committed, and to ask of themselves whether they are the acts of a man blessed with sound discretion, or the acts of one who, though shrewd and intelligent in many respects, is yet visited with some unfortunate weakness that tends to nullify and destroy all the other faculties of which he may be in possession.

Now, gentlemen, it becomes my duty to explain that there are two sorts of idiots; one the natural-born fool, that hath no understanding from his nativity, and therefore is by law presumed never likely to attain any; and the other a lunatic, or one non compos mentis, who hath understanding, but who, from disease, grief, brandy-and-water, or other accident, hath lost the use of his reason. That great man and commentator, Judge Blackstone, says, A lunatic is one who hath lucid intervals; sometimes enjoying his senses, and sometimes not, and that frequently depending upon the change of the moon. Sir Edward Coke, another great legal luminary, places under the head of non compos mentis not only lunatics, but all persons under frenzies. I would particularly direct the attention of the jury to that term, conveying, as it does, a nicer definition of what may be considered sufficient to deprive a man of the custody of his affairs than any other that I am acquainted with. Not only lunatics, says the learned judge, but all persons under frenzies,  all persons, in fact, suffering from distraction of mind, alienation of understanding, or any violent passion, for such, I take it, is the meaning of the word frenzy.

In all times, under all circumstances, the preservation of a mans property has been considered worthy the attention of a civilised government. By the Roman law, if a man by notorious prodigality was in danger of wasting his estate, he was looked upon as non compos, and committed to the care of curators, or tutors, by the prætor: Solent prætores, si talem hominem invenerint, qui neque tempus neque finem expensarum habet, sed bona sua dilacerando et dissipando profundit, curatorem ei dare, exemplo furiosi: et tamdiu erunt ambo in curatione, quamdiu vel furiosus sanitatem, vel ille bonos mores, receperit. And by the laws of Solon such prodigals were branded with perpetual infamy.

Gentlemen, the promoters of this inquiry are actuated by none but the purest, the best of motives; they do not seek, by a long retrospective search, to expose the foibles of the unfortunate object of the inquiry, to brand him with idiotcy from his birth, or to disturb those commercial transactions with which his name, in connexion with the firm to which he belongs, has blended him: all they ask is to dissolve the ridiculous establishment of which he is the head, and to cancel the obligations that may have arisen out of it.

I have already stated, that in the autumn of last year Mr. Jorrocks allowed himself to be dubbed the Master of the Handley Cross Hunt; and it is from that period that we seek to annul his transactions, and to declare his incompetency to manage his affairs. A violent, a sudden, an uncontrollable frenzy seems to have seized him at the time; for not only did he neglect his warehouse, but absolutely shut up his house in Great Coram Street  a house that I am instructed to say is superior to any in that street  and took one in the town of Handley Cross, in order, as he said, to be nearer the Hunt. His acts there became of the wildest and most eccentric description: he arrayed himself in a scarlet coat with a blue collar, something like a general postmans, and rode about the country, surrounded by dogs, whooping and holloaing, and blowing a horn: he converted the festivals, which had formerly been few and of periodical occurrence  something, I presume, like the Epping Hunt, of which you all have probably heard  he converted them, I say, into a regular downright matter of daily business, and whoever did not join him was treated with contempt, and if any one over whose land he trespassed in riotous confusion dared to remonstrate, he was laughed to scorn, or threatened with violence.

I can hardly expect you to credit the assertion, that men moving in the higher walks of life,  men to whom the public are wont to look for precept and example, abandoned their lawful callings and the elegances of life, and joined the infatuated train of this unfortunate gentleman. Train bands of men in scarlet moved about the country, striking terror into the minds of elderly ladies, and disturbing the peaceful course of husbandry and trade. Wherever it was known that one of these field-meetings was to be held, it was made in open defiance of the statute against riots, routs, or unlawful assemblies; trade was suspended, and the plough stood still. If any one were inclined to censure the present proceedings, or stigmatise it as an act of harshness and severity, I would here entreat him to pause and consider the position in which this deluded,  this unhappy individual has been placing himself and his followers. So far from continuing of that opinion, I think, he will hail it as one of the brightest, most beautiful blessings of our jurisprudence, that the law steps in through the medium of a next-of-kin, and rescues a man from the consequences of his own unhappy rashness. The wasteful, profligate expenditure of his substance is not the only charge against Mr. Jorrocks; he has outraged the law of the land, and sought the vengeance of offended justice.

Gentlemen of the jury, continued Mr. Martin Moonface, very slowly and deliberately, Jorrocks is, to all intents and purposes, a rioter. So far back as the year 1797, if there is any truth in Chittys Criminal Law, a person was indicted for the ancient and apparently harmless custom of kicking about footballs on Shrove Tuesday at Kingston-upon-Thames; and surely that will bear no comparison with the military spectacles that this gentlemans eccentricty has lately presented to the astonished county in which they took place. The law upon the case I take it to be quite clear. It says, when three persons or more shall assemble themselves together, with an intent mutually to assist one another in the execution of some enterprise of a private nature to the manifest terror of the people, whether the act were of itself lawful or unlawful  mark that, gentlemen, I pray you  whether the act were of itself lawful or unlawful, if they only meet to such a purpose or intent, although they shall after depart of their own accord, without doing anything, this is an unlawful assembly; and if after their first meeting they shall move forward towards the execution of any such act, whether they put their intended purpose in execution or not, this, according to the general opinion, is a rout; and if they execute such a thing indeed, then it is a riot. In Clifford v. Brandon, 2 Campbell, page 370, Chief Justice Mansfield laid it down, that if any person encourages, or promotes, or takes part in riots, whether by words, signs, or gestures, or by wearing the badge or ensign  mark that, gentlemen  by wearing the badge or ensign  which assuredly all the followers of this unfortunate individual did  to wit, scarlet coats with blue collars  he is himself to be considered a rioter; for in this case all are principals. So that you see Jorrocks has not only placed himself in jeopardy, but all those whose wildness, weakness, or wickedness, induced them to join the phalanx round his standard.

What was the cause of its supineness I know not, but government certainly permitted these outrages; and during the whole of last winter, up to the very outburst of spring, Mr. Jorrocks continued this extraordinary career, without let, suit, molestation, hindrance, or interruption. During the whole of that time he never once visited the city of London, or his commercial concerns in St. Botolphs Lane, or seemed to recollect that he had anything to attend to but these hunt-festivals or meetings.

The expense of the establishment is wholly incalculable, embracing, as it does, items of most miscellaneous and extraordinary description  hay, straw, corn, beans, bran, curry-combs, dandy-brushes, brooms, balls, pails, pitchforks, whipcord, coals, wood, oil, nitre, sulphur, Epsom salts, oatmeal, horse-flesh, farrier, saddler, wheelbarrows, soap, linen, and a hundred other items.

Nor were Mr. Jorrockss eccentricities and extravagances confined to the day-time. I am instructed that public dinners were held, at which he was in the chair, avowedly for the purpose of promoting and organising these illegal meetings; speeches were delivered in praise of them, songs were composed in honour of their doings by day, and night brought no rest to the unquiet spirits that reigned triumphant at Handley Cross.

Spring, it appears, puts an end to these hunt-festivals or meetings; and one would naturally infer, that with the close of them would end the tom-foolery of the business. Not so with Mr. Jorrocks. He convened a public meeting of all the disorderly inhabitants of Handley Cross, and delivered a speech or lecture in praise of himself and his doings, and in eulogy of the unaccountable amusement that has brought him into this unhappy position. It is true that other matters were mixed up in his speech; but the very jumble of which it was composed bears evidence of a highly disordered imagination, and he stated that his feelings on the point were too acute to admit of his adhering closely to the text he had prescribed for his oration.

After this, Mr. Jorrocks returned to his house in Great Coram Street, and resumed his attendance in St. Botolph Lane with his former punctuality, to the great joy of his friends, who began to flatter themselves that he had fairly got over his frenzy; when, unfortunately, it broke out with redoubled violence. The first symptoms of it were visible on the morning of the 2nd of October. He had been taking his usual ride in the Regents Park, when the sight of some black and blighted dahlias, hanging their heads, and drooping in all directions, completely upset his philosophy. It was not the sudden destruction of these bright and many-coloured beauties that struck the feeling chord of a too sensible imagination, and conjured up mournful reflections on the precarious tenure of all earthly endearments, for far different, I grieve to say, were his thoughts on that occasion. Hurrah! blister my kidneys! exclaimed he in delight, it is a frost!  the dahlias are dead! Gentlemen of the jury, continued Mr. Martin Moonface, throwing up his arms, and putting himself in the attitude of a spread eagle, can you imagine a sane man indulging in such an exclamation on such an occasion? Hurrah! blister my kidneys! it is a frost!  the dahlias are dead! And so, because Jenkinss dahlias were cut down by the frost, Jorrocks saw cause to rejoice at the circumstance  unfortunate individual!

You are another indiwidual! roared Mr. Jorrocks, in a rage at being considered a subject for Mr. Martin Moonfaces pity.

[The commissioners interpose with great gravity, amid the uproarious laughter of the spectators; and Mr. Jorrocks eyes Mr. Martin Moonface as though he would eat him.]

Well, then, gentlemen of the jury, as I was observing, the sight of these weather-stricken dahlias had such an effect upon his imagination  and awful, indeed, is it to contemplate such a visitation  that instead of pursuing his ride, as he was wont to do, one-and-twenty times round the inner circle, he immediately turned his horses head towards home, ate a hurried breakfast, and set off by the Lilywhite-sand Railway for Handley Cross, without giving the slightest intimation to his poor distracted wife, whose feelings may be imagined but can never be described, and without sending any notification whatever to his partners in St. Botolph Lane. Three bills of exchange, to a large amount, were presented for payment that day, one being for oatmeal supplied at Handley Cross, of which his partners knew nothing; and the consequence was that a protest became necessary, to the injury alike of his private character and his mercantile reputation. True it is that the following day he wrote a few hurried lines, ordering his servant, Benjamin Brady, to be sent down; and I will now proceed to relate the purpose for which he wanted him, and it is hence that the present inquiry more immediately originates. It appears, that by some unaccountable mystery the sight of these withered dahlias had conjured up recollections of the hunt-festivals of the previous winter, and, determining to eclipse all his former doings, he had gone down to Handley Cross to inspect a numerous progeny of puppies that he had had scattered about the country, which he intended to add to the extensive retinue of the previous season, and which a man he has in his pay, called Pigg, had been left in the charge of.

On his arrival at Handley Cross, it appeared that a disease had broken out among the horses of that place, which ended in the deaths of very many. Among others, Mr. Flasher, the gentleman coachman of the Handley Cross True Blue Spankaway, lost eighteen; Mr. Giles Eden, a post-master, lost ten; Mr. Duncan Nevin, four; and various other people lost smaller numbers, amounting, in the aggregate, to fifty-three. Now it would appear, so far as any deduction can be drawn from the conduct of individuals in the unhappy state of this unfortunate gentleman, that on leaving home it was his intention to return either the same or on the following day; but, hearing of the deaths of these horses had altered his determination, and he resolved to endeavour to turn the misfortunes of others to some advantage to himself; and, certainly, he adopted a system that no one but himself would ever have thought of. He commenced a negotiation with the owners of the dead horses  fifty-three in number, I beg you to remember  and bought up the whole at an average of nine shillings and sixpence a-head, hide and all. And, gentlemen of the jury, what do you think he did with them?  buried them under apple-trees?  retailed them to cats-meat mongers?  dragged them away to distant places to rot without tainting the air? No such thing! He skinned and stacked them for winter use!  actually stacked the dead bodies of fifty-three horses that had died of disease in the precincts of the town of Handley Cross! Was there ever such a thing heard of? I ask, was, it likely such a thing could be tolerated? Certainly not! The authorities  the churchwardens, overseers, constables, &c., interfered  a fracas took place between them and Mr. Jorrocks and his men, while in the act of stacking, which ended in the stackers being captured and taken before the magistrates of Handley Cross. The sequel of the story it is needless to trouble you with. Your intelligent minds cannot require more than evidence of the facts I have imperfectly laid before you to enable you to arrive at the only conclusion that is open on such an occasion. Remember, gentlemen, this is not a case entailing on any party the infliction of punishment from the law; it is a simple question of domestic policy, performed in public, for the safety of the subject. We ask you to save this unfortunate gentleman from himself, and from the consequence of his own acts  in fact, to save him from ruin, and keep him in affluence. After the patient attention with which you have honoured me, I cannot for a moment doubt that the circumstances I have related have made the impression on your minds that they must have made on the minds of every one open to conviction; and though you might not consider the exhibition he made of himself as master of the hunt revels, the profligate expenditure of his substance in support of his fictitious dignity, the tenor of his lectures, taken singly, of sufficient weight to warrant you in depriving him of the management of his affairs, yet, collectively, that they are amply sufficient, even without that great, that crowning feat of all  the stacking of dead horses  to the danger of the lives of Her Majestys liege subjects.

With your permission, then, I will proceed to call witnesses to substantiate the statements I have made.

The commissioners here intimated they would like to retire for a few minutes; and during their absence, the court became a scene of great uproar, Mr. Jorrocks protesting at the top of his voice against the whole proceedings, inquiring most emphaticallyOw vas I to know, wen I stacked the osses, that it was a goin to turn ot weather again? The return of the commissioners restored silence, who having got settled in their seats, Mr. Moonface, with great dignity, exclaimed, Call Tony Lumpkin; whereupon a diminutive apology of a man skipped into the witness-box, and, being sworn, proceeded to give evidence, of which the following is the material outline:  Is a tailor at Handley Cross and Cranbourne Alley, London; has had an establishment in the former place about three years. Remembers Mr. Jorrockss entry into Handley Cross when he came to take possession of the hounds, and heard his speech from the balcony at the Dragon Inn  understood the general purport of it, but not the detail. Made him a sky-blue coat lined with pink silk, and two pair of canary-coloured shorts; also changed the green collar of a scarlet coat into a blue one  understood the green collar was the costume of some other hunt. Often saw him going out with the hounds, but never accompanied him  has no curiosity that way. Might have forty or fifty dogs with him at a time, of different colours  prevailing colour, he thinks, was drab  there might be some buff ones among them.

Cross-examined.  Had a quarrel with Mr. Jorrocks after he made the clothes; not because Mr. Jorrocks considered them ill-made, but because he insisted on witness going out to hunt. Cannot ride. Was paid for the clothes, less the discount. Did not consider Mr. Jorrocks insane because he paid for them. Never said he was cracked or insane. Made sky-blue coats and canary-coloured shorts for many other gentlemen. Perhaps thirty or thirty-five others. Some paid, some didnt  lived in hope. Some of the hounds might be blue. Thinks there were no green ones among them, but is not sure.

Re-examined.  Might have said Mr. Jorrocks was flighty. Meant that he rode fast; not that he was mad.

Miss Sniffle, a maiden lady, was next sworn.  Lives at Handley Cross, and has done so for the last twelvemonth, for the benefit of the waters. Keeps a pony chaise and a boy to drive it. Boy wears a gold band, and a red stripe down his trousers; many buttons like peppermint-drops. Remembers the 13th of December; was coming along the Appledove Road, and met an immense procession; many men in scarlet, some in black, but most in scarlet; was dreadfully alarmed. There might be an hundred horsemen; never saw such a sight in her life. Mr. Jorrocks rode second in the procession. A man in a black velvet cap and a scarlet coat rode a little in advance of him. Mr. Jorrocks wore a broad-brimmed hat. Did not see the hounds; might have been there without her observing them.
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Cross-examined.  Was staying at Handley Cross for the benefit of the waters, she said, not for the benefit of a husband; does not want one. Is on her oath, and swear she was dreadfully alarmed. Was alarmed at the whole thing, not at Mr. Jorrockss winking at her as she passed. Did wink at her certainly. Swears she did not drive in that direction to meet the hounds. Could have turned back when she saw them coming, but her presence of mind forsook her. Would not say whether she had ever been forsaken before or not. Never said Mr. Jorrocks was mad. Came there to state her alarm. Would be alarmed at a herd of cattle. Open to alarm generally.

Re-examined.  Had heard Mr. Jorrocks was deranged. Thinks her maid told her first. Believes Miss Dumplings maid told her maid, or Miss Freezers maid told Miss Dumplings maid, who told her maid. Might have said she thought his attics badly furnished. Meant it in the literal sense, if she did say so.

Peter Savoy, market-gardener and green-grocer, sworn and examined.  Lives at Mountjoy, five miles from Handley Cross, where he occupies garden ground and a field or two. Remembers the 24th of December. Mr. Jorrockss hounds met at the toll-bar on the Cadby road. Witness was working among his winter cabbages, when his attention was attracted to the cry of dogs, which grew louder and louder; presently three or four entered the garden at the east end, near where there is a watering-place for cattle, and almost at the same moment a loud crash among the glass at the other end attracted his notice, and he saw a man in a black cap and scarlet coat, and a brown horse, over head in a melon-frame. Ran to take the man for the trespass, and seized him by the collar, when the man struck him a violent blow in the face and made his nose bleed. Mr. Jorrocks, who had come up in the meantime, stood erect in his stirrups, looking over the fence just by the melon-frame, encouraging the man, and blowing a horn to drown his cries for assistance. Has no doubt whatever he would have been killed but for the timely arrival of help.

Cross-examined.  The man was not on the horse when he saw them in the melon-frame. Would appear to have thrown a somerset, and parted company in flying over the fence. Will swear it was a man and not a boy. The blow was heavy and stunned him. Mr. Jorrocks appeared to be encouraging him, crying, Have at him my beauty! have at him, my darling! and blowing his horn. Never told Tom Straw, the ostler at the Dragon, that Mr. Jorrocks kept crying, Go it, Binjamin! Go it, Binjamin! Was not present at the meet of the hounds in the morning. Never was at one. Had never either hunted or gambled in his life. The melon-frame was much injured. Had not been paid the damage in full. The account was disputed. If it had been discharged, does not know that he might have been there. Will not swear that he was in fear of his life. Had had many conversations with Mr. Jorrocks on the subject of the melon-frame, but never could obtain any final satisfaction. Does not know what the hounds were after, or that a fox had passed through his garden. One of the objections Mr. Jorrocks made to pay the price he set upon his melon-frame was, that the witness had lost them the fox by stopping his man. Should say Mr. Jorrocks was not all there, though he would not go so far as to say he was mad.

James Greenwood.  Is one of the keepers of the Regents Park. Lives at the Park Crescent Lodge, and the inner circle is within the bounds of his jurisdiction. Knows Mr. Jorrocks well, and has been acquainted with him for many years  perhaps ten or a dozen. Mr. Jorrocks has been in the habit of riding in the inner circle all that time, almost every morning throughout the summer season. Generally comes in about seven oclock, getting on a little later as the autumn advances. Canters round and round, perhaps eight or ten times, and then walks his oss away. Witness has often conversed with him; generally before he began cantering, or after he was done. The canter might have been a gallop. Does not know the difference. Had never received any complaints against Mr. Jorrocks for furious riding. Once had a complaint against him for winking at a nursery-governess. Believes he winks at the nursery-maids; but witness does not consider it any business of his. Their conversation is generally about dogs and osses. Understands he has a great collection of dogs somewhere. Once offered witness a mount to go out with the Surrey; but witness cannot ride. Considers Mr. Jorrocks a very agreeable gentleman. Remembers him once riding his oss into the ring with a blanket under the saddle. Told witness the oss had the tic-douloureux. The blanket was folded when he entered the ring, but Mr. Jorrocks let it down about the osss sides before he began to canter. Remembers the morning of the 2nd of October. There had been a sharp frost during the night, and the leaves of many of the shrubs had changed colour in consequence. It was a fine bright morning, and Mr. Jorrocks overtook him on the bridge by the Archery ground, as witness was on his way to the inner circle. They began talking about the frost. Mr. J. thought it had not been so severe as witness represented. Witness showed him a cherry-tree, the leaves of which were quite red, also a purple beech that had turned copper colour. Mr. Jorrocks seemed much pleased, and as they entered the circle he exclaimed, as he looked over the nursery-ground palings, Hurrah! blister my kidneys, it is a frost! the dahlias are dead! Did not continue his ride, but after a pause of a few seconds gave witness half-a-crown, and cantered away. Had not seen him again until he met him on the stairs of this court.

Cross-examined.  Many gentlemen canter their osses round and round the Regents Park, but not many round the inner circle. Never thought there was any thing odd in Mr. Jorrocks doing so. When witness told Mr. Jorrocks the nursery-governess had complained of his winking at her, he said he did it to clear the circle of her, for she was so hugly she frightened his oss. The nursery-maids are all fond of Mr. Jorrocks,  he generally carries barley-sugar in his pockets for the children. Does not know whether it is in the shape of kisses or not. Many old gentlemen wink at the maids  some pinch them in passing. Does not know that pinching is altogether right, but should not interfere without a complaint. Witness thinks it was a reddish-coloured oss that Mr. Jorrocks said had the tic-douloureux. Grooms are not allowed to exercise osses in clothing in the Regents Park. Thinks it probable an oss would sweat sooner with a blanket about it than without one. Does not know the object of sweating an oss. Mr. Jorrocks never talked to witness about dahlias,  has heard him inquire after the potato-tops,  asked whether they were black or not. Seemed always very anxious for winter  has heard him say, if he had his own way, he would strike summer out of the almanack. Once proposed to witness that they should publish an almanack between them, and omit summer altogether,  said, in a general way, summer was merely inserted as a sort of compliment,  three ot days and a thunder-storm being the general amount of an English summer. Never considered Mr. Jorrocks mad  mad gentlemen generally walk in cloaks,  some ride, and have their keepers on oss-back in livery after them,  those are of the richer class. Does not suppose every gentleman he sees with a groom insane, but considers it suspicious. Sets every man he sees in the Regents Park in a cloak, down for mad, and no mistake. Sees a good many mad gentlemen in the course of the year  they chiefly live in the Alpha Cottages on the west side of the Park. Considers Mr. Jorrocks quite the reverse of insane.

John Strong.  Is constable, and one of the churchwardens of the parish of St. James, Handley Cross. Remembers the 3rd of October,  . Michael Brown, one of the churchwardens, called upon him, and told him that Mr. Jorrocks of London was down, and employing carts to collect all the dead horses, and that they were leading them to Grants paddock, just at the back of the Methodist chapel. Went together to inspect the premises  found carts coming in from all quarters with dead horses, and three or four men skinning them. Mr. Jorrocks was not present. Witness returned to his house, and after a consultation with the other churchwardens, wrote Mr. J. the following note:  

The churchwardens of the parish of St. James, Handley Cross, present their respectful compliments to Mr. Jorrocks, and having heard that you have bought all the dead horses in Handley Cross, desire to be informed what purpose you intend putting them to.

Your humble Servant,

To J. Jorrocks, Esq.

John Strong.

Sent the beadle in his gold-laced coat, cocked hat, and staff, with it. He found Mr. Jorrocks in the paddock, superintending the stacking of the carcasses, which were placed one upon another like a stack. Mr. Jorrocks having read the note, took a pencil out of his pocket-book, and wrote at the bottom:  

Soup! soup!

Yours, &c.,

J. J.

and re-directed the note to the churchwardens. Witness and the other churchwardens made a second visit of inspection, about three oclock, and finding the stack was getting very high, wrote a second note, headed:  

Victoria Rex.

The churchwardens and overseer of the parish of St. James, Handley Cross, hereby require you to desist and abate the nuisance you are now creating in Grants paddock, by stacking sundry dead horses, or he will proceed against you according to the form of the statute in that case made and provided, and against the peace of our Sovereign Lady the Queen, her crown and dignity.

(Signed) John Strong,

M. Brown,

T. Hoggins,

To Mr. J. Jorrocks.

Churchwardens.

Witness sent this note per beadle, in state, as before, who found the stack nearly finished, and a man and a boy dressing off the top with horses heads. Mr. J. took the note as before, and wrote at the bottom:  

You be  

Yours, &c.,

J. J.

saying, as he handed it back, Peace of our Sovereign Lady the Queen, indeed! Wictoria must have a werry good nose if she can wind this at Windsor.

The special constables were then called out, and after a desperate conflict, succeeded in capturing Mr. Jorrocks, James Pigg, and Benjamin.

Cross-examined.  There had been a sharp frost at Handley Cross for two or three days before Mr. Jorrockss arrival,  seemed as if we were going to have an early winter. The mortality among the horses was very sudden, they all died within a short time of each other. Had an idea that Mr. Jorrocks was buying the horses up to feed his hounds upon. Dont understand about hounds. Does not know how many hounds he keeps, or whether they could eat a horse for breakfast, another for dinner, and another for supper. Will not swear that Mr. Jorrocks bought the whole fifty-three horses that died  knows that there were a great many by the size of the stack. It was in the usual form of a corn-stack, and the slope of the top was formed of horses heads put lengthways, so that the rain might run off down their noses. Was very cleverly made. Had a novel appearance. Many people came to see it. Flesh may keep a month or six weeks, but witness does not know that it will. Supposing the hounds to consume three horses a-day, and the flesh to keep for a month, does not know that Mr. Jorrockss act was otherwise than prudent.

Sebastian Mello, whose name had been called, and bellowed, and vociferated up-stairs and down, and along the passages after the examination of each witness, having announced his arrival by sending his card up-stairs by a powdered footman, vacated his brougham, and, proceeding up-stairs, tendered himself for examination on behalf of the promoters of the inquiry. Sebastian was got up with uncommon care, and the most scrupulous nicety. His yellow silken locks flowed over his coat-collar, exhibiting the boldness of his forehead and the regularity of his features. He was dressed in studied black, with a snow-white cravat, whose tie entwined among the four lace-frills of a curiously-wrought shirt-front. He wore lace ruffles at his wrists, and a massive diamond ring on his right-hand little finger, and a beautiful pearl one on his left, while the corner of a richly embroidered cambric handkerchief peeped from the breast-pocket of his coat.

Mutual salutations being exchanged between Mr. Moonface and Mr. Mello, the former began his examination with the following inquiry,  

You are, I believe, Mr. Sebastian Mello, a physician in very extensive practice at Handley Cross Spa?

I am, replied Mr. Mello, with a slight inclination of the head.

And you have, I believe, resided there for a considerable length of time? continued Mr. Moonface.

I have, answered Mr. Mello.

In short, you are the principal resident, or head of the place, I believe?

I am, said Mr. Mello.

Now, then, sir, would you have the kindness to tell the jury what you know respecting the unfortunate gentleman, Mr. Jorrocks, whose case we are met here to inquire into?

Excuse me, sir, if before I answer your inquiry I take the liberty of correcting your description of the person referred to. If the individual you allude to is John Jorrocks, whom I see sitting there, looking at Mr. J. with great disdain, I should say, a person conducting himself as he has done is unworthy the flattering appellation with which you have honoured him.

True, observed Mr. Moonface; but, for the sake of brevity, perhaps you would condescend to waive that point, and inform us what you know about him.

Know about him! replied Mr. Mello, with a toss of his flowing head and a curl of his lip; I really know nothing about him, further than that he is a great nuisance. He came to Handley Cross the beginning of last winter, ever since when the place has been in a state of tumult, and the religious portion of the community sadly scandalised and terribly annoyed. For my own part, I have suffered all sorts of indignities at his hands. Besides his ravenous hounds, he keeps a pugnacious peacock that kills all the poultry in the place.

He took it into his head to stroll every day with his flock of dogs and servants into the open immediately below the front of my house, where he would stay for hours, surrounded by all the riff-raff and irreligious people of the place. Because I stated that my piety was outraged, he got a wild beast-show established there, and paid the band five shillings for every hour they played after nine oclock at night. The anonymous letters I received were extraordinarily numerous, and full of the most insulting expressions; and when I refused to take them in, baskets and boxes began pouring in by the railway and coaches, containing dead-cats, donkey-haunches, broken dishes, and other rubbish. I never saw John Jorrocks out hunting, but I understand his general conduct is of the most extraordinary and extravagant description, and his proceedings subversive of morality and true religion  only to be palliated on the score of downright insanity. I consider him a mischievous maniac.

Youre a warmint! growled Mr. Jorrocks, stuffing a ham sandwich into his mouth.

Go it, Ned! continued he in the same strain, as Mr. Moonface, having extracted as much as he wanted out of the doctor, sat down, in order to let his learned friend endeavour to counteract what he had said, by cross-examination.

And so you are a physician in a great way of practice, are you? drawled Mr. Coltman, through his nose, in a careless, colloquial sort of style, as if he meant to have a good deal of conversation with Mello before he was done.

I am, replied Sebastian Mello, with a slight tinge of red on his countenance.

You are sure of that? asked Mr. Coltman, carelessly turning over the pages of his brief, as if he were thinking of something else.

I am, replied Mr. Mello.

You are! rejoined Mr. Coltman, looking him full in the face. Now, sir, said he, very slowly, do you mean to assert that? Do you mean to say you have ever taken a degree?

I mean to assert, sir, that I am a physician in full practice.

Will you, on your oath, sir, say that you are a regularly qualified and admitted physician? On your oath, sir, will you say it?

Mr. Sebastian Mello was silent.

Will you, sir, swear? continued the inexorable Mr. Coltman, that you have any diploma, save what your own assurance and the credulity of your patients has conferred upon you?

Mr. Mello was silent.

Mr. Coltman, throwing out his hands, made a pantomimic appeal to the jury with his eyes, and then, with a waive of his head, motioned Mr. Mello to retire.

Werry good, growled Mr. Jorrocks, thrusting the last ham sandwich into his mouth.

This was the case of the promoters; and a waiter, with a napkin twisted round his thumb, having whispered something in the ear of the chief commissioner, the learned gentleman looked at his watch, and immediately adjourned the court.


CHAPTER LXVII. THE COMMISSION RESUMED.
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THE COURT RESUMED its sittings next morning at nine oclock precisely, and as soon as the doors were open such a rush of people forced their way in, that every seat and place was occupied, and some time elapsed ere room was obtained for the counsel and professional gentlemen engaged in the inquiry. Mr. Jorrocks was accommodated with a seat in the reporters place, immediately behind his counsel. The jury having all answered to their names, and silence being at length obtained, Serjeant Horsefield rose to address the jury. He spoke in so low a tone of voice at the commencement, that it was with difficulty the reporters could catch what he said: but, with his usual urbanity, he obligingly supplied the deficiency by revising their reports.

Gentlemen of the jury, said he, if my learned friend, Mr. Martin Moonface, with his splendid talents and vast acquirements, rose under circumstances of difficulty and embarrassment, how much greater must be my perplexity, in introducing myself to your notice, to attempt to grapple with and rebut the grave and voluminous charges with which his speech has loaded the inquiry, standing as I do without the manifold advantages of which my learned friend is so pre-eminently possessed? The learned gentleman well observed, that nothing but that high sustaining power  a moral consciousness of right  could induce any member of our profession to undertake the conduct of a case, and I claim for myself the same degree of credit for a similar assertion that my learned friend bespoke for himself. I ask  I implore you, gentlemen of the jury  I beseech you, as enlightened  as able  as conscientious citizens, to regard my assertions and my protestations of sincerity in the same light  and give them the same weight that you have given to the assertions and asseverations of my learned friend. Here the learned gentleman made a long pause.

At length he resumed. In opening this great and important case  great, I may call it, for it involves the liberty of many of the aristocracy of this country, and important it most certainly is, as regards the position of my most respectable client  my learned friend, Mr. Martin Moonface, introduced Mr. Jorrocks with an exordium upon the singularity of his name. I will not imitate the example of my learned friend, or speculate on the difference a change of name might have produced, but I will endeavour closely and sedulously to apply myself, and the best energies of which I am possessed, to the real merits and peculiarities of the case. As mercantile men, you are doubtless, many of you, acquainted with the exalted position occupied by my client in the commercial world; and if I can show  as show I believe I undoubtedly can  that the amusement which he now follows is not incompatible with the honest, industrious habits and occupations of a British merchant, I feel confident I shall receive a verdict at your hands. My client, as you may see, pointing to Mr. Jorrocks in the reporters place, is one, whose hey-day of youth has been succeeded by the autumn of maturer years; and shall I surmise for one moment in the presence of a jury, drawn from the very heart of this, the first city of the world  that a man entering trade binds himself irrevocably to the counter  with no bright prospect of affluence and ease to gild the evening of his days, flitting in the vision of his mental horizon? Is a youth of labour no longer to be crowned with an age of ease? Are the toils, the cares, the speculations, the enterprises of a British merchant to end but with his death? Is trade, in short, to be regarded as but another name for perpetual slavery? That, gentlemen, is the real question in its pure, unadulterated form, divested of the technicalities  freed from the mystifications and jargon  with which my learned friends logic and eloquence have attempted to envelope it. How stands the matter?

Five-and-thirty years ago, my client, John Jorrocks, entered the firm of Grubbins, Muggins, Potts, Crow, and Tims, wholesale grocers in St. Botolphs Lane. Mr. Jorrocks was then, gentlemen, just out of his apprenticeship, which he had served with such credit to himself and satisfaction to the firm, that they took him into partnership the moment they were able, and the firm then became Grubbins, Muggins, Potts, Crow, Tims, and Jorrocks. Gentlemen, Grubbins and Muggins shortly after paid the debt of nature; but so great was the attention and ability of my client, that, instead of adding the number these deplorable events deprived the firm of, by fresh partners, Crow and Jorrocks divided the duties of one partner between them, and took in Mr. Simpkins, who had long filled the office of western traveller, and the partnership deed was then drawn out in the names of Potts, Crow, Tims, Jorrocks, and Simpkins. I need not follow my respectable client through the long labyrinth of years that followed, or through the weary mazes of commercial transactions and speculations which throve under his auspices;  suffice it to say, that revolving years found Mr. Jorrocks constant and sedulous at his warehouse, until the man who entered as the junior partner of the house stood at the head of a firm so long and so extensive, that it became necessary to condense its name under the title of Jorrocks &Co. I will give my learned friend the benefit of the admission, that for many years my client was in the habit of devoting his Saturdays to what Mr. Moonface calls hunt-festivals, and I will also give him the benefit of the admission that the county of Surrey was the arena of his operations. So far back as during the management of Mr. Maberly, my clients name appears as a subscriber to the Surrey hunt, and the same punctuality of payment characterises this matter that characterises all his other transactions. My learned friend commenced with a broad general rule, that any man following a pursuit at variance with trade must necessarily follow it to the detriment of the former, forgetting all the while, that though in trade, Mr. Jorrocks is so far independent of it as to be able to recreate himself, how and when he pleases, just as though he never had anything to do with it. But, gentlemen of the jury, though you, and I, and Mr. Martin Moonface, may not be aware of it, I am instructed to state that hunting is not only compatible with trade, but may even be followed with advantageous results.

So it may! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; so it may! werry good! say its the sport of kings; the image of war, without Order, order, order! cried all three commissioners at once. Really, Mr. Jorrocks, observed the chief, we shall have to order you out of court if you persist in interrupting counsel. Now do, Mr. Jorrocks, interposed the learned Sergeant, very mildly, let me argue your case for you, or else take it in hand entirely yourself; for between us we shall make nothing of it.

True, replied Mr. Jorrocks, true; too many cooks always spoil the broth; but just say now that unting is the sport of kings, the image of war without its guilt, and only five-and-twenty per cent of its danger.

But though I make this statement broadly and unequivocally, continued the learned Serjeant, without noticing Mr. Jorrockss suggestion, I take a still higher ground, and say that my clients means entitle him to follow what pursuit he pleases, regardless of all pecuniary considerations. He is a wealthy man; and unless the promoters of this inquiry can show that he is spending such a sum upon the maintenance of his dogs as involves a probability of injury  injury of such an extent, mind you, as to amount almost to utter ruin  unless they can do this, I say, the success of their case is absolutely hopeless. This, gentlemen, I defy the promoters of this inquiry to do. I hold in my hand a number of an able work, by Mr. Blaine, who says, that the practice of field-sporting is both convenient and useful we presume may be made evident, and it is only when these rural amusements are followed so unceasingly as to rob us of that time, wealth, and energy, which were given us for other purposes, that the pursuit of them can be censured. Censured, gentlemen, you observe, is the term; so that even if Mr. Jorrocks had devoted both day and night, and the whole of his income and energy, to the amusement of hunting, censure, and not a commission of lunacy to deprive him of the management of his affairs, would be all that he merited.

But let me proceed a little farther with this author. The severest moralist must allow, says Mr. Blaine, that worldly wealth is a desirable possession; but when the miser brings upon himself premature decay, by the extent of his daily toils and nightly speculations to amass riches which he neither uses himself nor permits others to enjoy, the impartial observer sees in his conduct a flagrant abuse of wealth:  warped by his cupidity, he is poor in the midst of his plenty, and remains fast locked in the embraces of Want, that very fiend he supposes himself to be ever flying from. So that you see, gentlemen, so far from Mr. Jorrockss pastime being fitting subject of censure, it even becomes matter of encomium and recommendation. My pursuits, like those of my learned friends on the other side, have been of such a nature as to afford me but little insight into the detail of these hunting proceedings. I believe, however, my learned friend was right in describing a hunt-establishment to consist of a multitude of dogs, over which the head or chief reigns supreme. It is, I believe, the business of the establishment to muster at a certain hour of a morning, and then find a fox or other wild animal, who leads the mounted field a gallop across a country; and those who know the pleasure there is in being proudly borne on the back of a noble generous horse can appreciate the sensation of delight that must be experienced in riding at the head of a vast assembly, composed of all the choice and gallant spirits of the land. The very thought is exhilarating! The clear sky above, the wide expanse of country around, the refreshing air, the jovial spirits, the neighing steeds and chiding hounds, all in one rush of indescribable joy! Who does not exclaim with Shakspeare,

I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, When in the wood of Crete they bayed the bear With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear Such gallant chiding; for, besides the groves, The skies, the fountains, every region near, Seemd all one mutual cry: I never heard So musical a discord, such sweet thunder!

Bravo! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, werry good indeed  werry good indeed; say its the sport of kings, the image of  . The commissioners again interpose, and vow they will turn Mr. Jorrocks out, or commit him for contempt of court. The sergeant again acts as mediator, Mr. Jorrocks growling something about werry ard that a man mightnt kick up a row in his own court!

But shall it be, continued the learned Serjeant, because a man enters into and enjoys the enlivening scene,  because for a time he casts off the cares of the counter, and this every-day working world, and roves unfettered in Natures wildest, most sequestered scenes, that he is to be declared insane and incompetent to the management of his affairs? Forbid it, reason! Forbid it, ye nobler and more generous feelings of our nature! Rather let us suppose, that, with mind refreshed and body strengthened, he returns to the peaceful occupations of his trade, grateful for the exercise he has enjoyed, and thankful for the means of partaking of it. Better to rove in fields for ealth unbought, Than fee the doctor for a nasty draught; observed Mr. Jorrocks to himself, in one of his whispers, which produced a roar of laughter, during a long pause the learned Serjeant made.

My learned friends feelings were shocked at Mr. Jorrockss exultation at the sight of the drooping dahlias, and would fain draw a conclusion that a person who rejoiced at the return of winter must necessarily be insane; but consider, gentlemen, before you adopt such an idea what might be your situation if the sight of the snowdrop or crocus, drawing from you an exclamation of delight at the sight of returning spring, was to deprive you of the management of your affairs, and perhaps, of your liberty!

All you have heard, the evidence of Lumpkin, the evidence of Sniffle,  Miss Sniffle I should say, the evidence of Savoy, and the evidence of Greenwood, prove nothing but the devotion of Mr. Jorrocks to a highly popular pleasurable sport; and even the constable Strong, when detailing the act which principally caused the issuing of this commission, admitted that, for aught he knew to the contrary, the purchase and stacking of the horses was a prudent and commendable act. Fortunately, however, I am in a situation to prove that whatever Mr. Jorrocks has done in the way of management has been prudent and cautious, that his character is humane and moderate, and his uniform conduct all that can be desired of an honest grocer and a good man. My fervent hope is, that my excellent client may not suffer through the deficiency of his advocate. I am aware that I have not acquitted myself to the unfortunate gentleman  unfortunate in being placed in such a situation  in the manner I could have wished; but I feel confident, when you have heard the evidence I shall now proceed to offer, that you will come to the only conclusion open from the premises, namely, that Mr. Jorrocks is not only a rational, but a highly talented man.

A buzz of applause followed the close of the learned Serjeants address, of which the foregoing is merely an outline, and the Court availed itself of the break in the proceedings to retire for a few minutes.

Mr. Jorrocks, whose spirits rose thirty per cent. with the eloquence of his advocate, now mounted upon the table, and, dancing about on one leg, declared he would beat them arter all,  offering to lay any one a guinea at to a sou-wester that he did; upon which Pigg, seeing the Jury eyeing him, exclaimed, Had the gob thon ard gouk. Where-upon nothing would serve Jorrocks but Pigg should sing them one of his national melodies,  should sing them, Unrivalled the ounds oer which Jorrocks presides. but Pigg was impervious, telling his master hed desarve arl he gat gin he went ramin on that way.


CHAPTER LXVIII. THE COURT RESUMES.
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MR. SERJEANT HORSEFIELD, having refreshed himself with a glass of sherry and a water biscuit, now rustles back into court; and all parties being again prepared, he glances at his brief and exclaims, Call William Bower! whereupon our versatile friend Bill emerges from a side room, or rather a closet, in which he had been ensconced, attired in the incongruous habiliments that theatrical people and cockneys consider peculiar to sportsmen. What a sight it is to see a fox-hunter put upon the stage! Mr. Bowker, who has come to assist his great patron out of trouble, by assuming the character of a fox-hunter at short notice, has got himself, as he thinks, becomingly up. He has on a pair of Mr. Jorrockss drab shags and top-boots; and, as a red coat would be inappropriate in a court of justice, he preserves the character in a bright green one, with a black velvet collar, and a hare on a dead gold button, with a burnished rim. His capacious chest is covered with foxes heads on a double-breasted, worsted-worked, brown waistcoat, and his green cashmere neckcloth is secured in front with a gilt coach-and-four brooch. He has a cane-whip stick in one hand, and a hat with a red cord to it in the other.

You are, I believe, Mr. Bowker,  a great merchant? said Serjeant Horsefield, eyeing him intently, as one does a person we think we have seen before.

Head of the great house of Bowker and Co. replied Bill with a slight bend of his body, as he dived his forefinger and thumb into a massive gilt snuff-box set round with brilliants, and a huge mock diamond in the centre of the lid.

And a great sportsman, I believe? continued the Serjeant.

And a great sportsman, repeated Bill, drawing the immense pinch off his thumb up his nose with a long and noisy sniff.

You have hunted in many countries, I believe? continued the Serjeant, and are well acquainted with the minutiæ of the management of a pack of fox-hounds?

Perfectly so, replied Bill, twirling his hat-string round his forefinger.

You are well acquainted with Mr. Jorrocks, the gentleman respecting whom we are met together this day?

Mr. Bowker. Have known Mr. Jorrocks long and intimately.

Then would you have the kindness to state to the Court your opinion generally of that gentleman?

My opinion generally, said Bill running his many-ringed fingers through his sandy locks; my general opinion is  is  is  that he is quite the gent.

Ah! but the Court would like to know what you consider of him in relation to general life?

In relation to general life, repeated Bill; I should say he is a very good relation,  good as a grandmother to me, Im sure,  liberal  hospitable  dines at five and never waits for any one.

I think you do not exactly understand the point I wish to arrive at. I wish you, as an old and intimate friend of Mr. Jorrocks, to state the impression that gentlemans general conduct creates in your mind.

Mr. Bowker. Mr. Jorrocks general conduct, I should say, is very much the conduct of opulent merchants generally,  he takes care of the pence and lets the pounds take care of themselves,  hes very rich.

Then you consider him a good man of business?

Capital man of business  double entry  cash at Christmas, bill-book off by heart, and so forth.

And in his amusements you consider him sober and rational?

Oh, quite! Hes president of our free-and-easy, chairman of the incorporated society of Good Fellows, and recorder of the Wide-awake Club.

Serjeant Horsefield. Are those high offices?

Undoubtedly so.

And conferred on men of talent and standing?

Undoubtedly so. A fool would never do for recorder of a wide-awake club.

Serjeant Horsefield. And in these clubs is he considered a wit?

Mr. Bowker (with emphasis). Premier wag!

Serjeant Horsefield. Does he ever favour them with any of his literary performances?

Frequently. Ode to April-fools day; elegy on a giblet-pie that was smashed in coming from the bakers; ode to the Lumber Troop, in most heroic measure; odes to  I dont know how many other things.

You are, I believe, acquainted with his establishment at Handley Cross, and having, as you say, had considerable experience in hunting matters, will you favour the Court with your opinion of his set out?

Certainly, replied Bill, tapping his boot, or rather Mr. Jorrocks boot, with his Malacca cane-whip stick. His set out is very good  quite the go, I should say.

Is it larger or smaller than you have been accustomed to?

Mr. Bowker. Oh, smaller, decidedly. Its what we fox-hunters call a two-days-a-week establishment. Melton men hunt six days a-week, and think that too little.

And a five or six-days-a-week establishment is larger than a two-days-a-week one.

Mr. Bowker. Undoubtedly so; more boots, more breeches  more breeches, more boots.

And requires more horses and hounds?

Undoubtedly so; more hounds, more horses  more horses, more hounds.

And the larger the establishment, the greater the consumption of food?

Of course; more hounds, more fool  more food, more hounds.

You have heard, I suppose, of Mr. Jorrockss purchase of horses,  will you tell the Court your opinion of it?

Mr. Bowker. My opinion as to the merits of the bargain or the prospects of remuneration?

No, your opinion of the policy of the step.

Upon my word, it is a difficult question to answer. Speculation is the soul of commercial life, and it is only by ventures of this sort that men get rich. If Mr. J. bought the horses to sell as sausages, there is no doubt he would have cleared a considerable sum by the spec.

Serjeant Horsefield. No; but confining it to the simple question of buying them for the purpose of feeding his hounds upon, what would you say of the prudence of such a step?

Mr. Bowker. Oh, I should say it was a very prudent step; the war was sure to raise the price of horse-flesh, and Mr. J. was making himself independent of fluctuations and foreign markets.

And you think there would not be more flesh than his hounds would require?

Mr. Bowker. Certainly not; suppose they had half a horse for breakfast, a whole horse for dinner, and half a horse for supper. Let me see  one horse a-day is seven horses a-week, two horses a-day  two horses a-day is fourteen horses a week, fourteen horses a-week is fifty-six horses per calendar month, and fifty-six horses per calendar month is

Serjeant Horsefield. Never mind any further calculation. Am I to understand, then, that you consider buying and stacking the horses was a prudent step on the part of Mr. Jorrocks?

Mr. Bowker. Undoubtedly so;  war and all things considered, he must either have stacked or potted them.

Pray, Mr. Bowker, inquired Mr. Smith, the Islington toy-shopkeeper, looking uncommonly wise, may I inquire if Mr. Jorrocks is a Poor-law guardian?

No hes not, replied Mr. Bowker, with a sneer.

Mr. Martin Moonface now proceeded to take Bill in hand.

I think I understood you to tell my learned friend that you are a great sportsman? observed he.

Right! replied Bill, taking a huge pinch of snuff.

Pray do you keep hounds yourself?

Mr. Bowker (flattered by the supposition). No, sir, not at present at least.

Mr. Moonface. Then you have kept them?

Mr. Bowker. Why, no, not exactly  thinking of it.

Mr. Moonface. It will depend, perhaps, upon the verdict of this case?

Mr. Bowker (nodding). Perhaps so.

Mr. Moonface. Then you merely hunt with other peoples hounds?

Mr. Bowker. Merely hunt with other peoples hounds.

Mr. Moonface. Pray whose hounds do you hunt with?

Mr. Bowker. Oh, just any that come in the way,  the Queens, Prince Alberts  Prince Alberts, the Queens.

Mr. Moonface. Then you are not speaking from your own knowledge when you say Mr. Jorrocks hounds would eat a brace of horses a-day?

Mr. Bowker. Not of my own knowledge exactly.

Mr. Moonface. Then what made you say so?

Mr. Bowker (looking rather disconcerted). Why, I suppose they must eat  couldnt hunt if they didnt eat.

Mr. Moonface. But might not they eat more than a brace of horses a-day?

Mr. Bowker. Undoubtedly they might.

Mr. Moonface. Now might they not eat three just as well as two, for anything you knew to the contrary?

Mr. Bowker. For anything I know to the contrary.

Mr. Moonface. Ah, but say yes or no.

Mr. Bowker. Yes or no?

Mr. Moonface. Come, sir, dont fence with the question. I want you to give a direct negative or a direct affirmative to that question,  whether, for anything you know to the contrary, Mr. Jorrockss hounds might not eat three horses a-day, as well as two.

What! five a day? replied Bill.

Mr. Moonface. No, sir;  might not Mr. Jorrockss hounds eat three horses a-day for anything you know to the contrary?

Mr. Bowker. Perhaps they might.

Mr. Moonface. Well now, sir, having got that question answered, let me ask you another.

Certainly, interrupted Bill.

What would be the value of each horse?

Mr. Bowker. Value of each horse!  how can I tell without seeing them? I give a couple of undred for some of mine.

Im talking of dead horses.

I know nothing about dead horses  Im not a Whitechapel knacker!

Mr. Moonface. Well, sir, but you talked just now of horseflesh rising in price in consequence of the war.

That was beefologically considered, replied Bill, with a smile.

Mr. Moonface. You say Mr. Jorrocks is a good man of business  takes care of the pence and leaves the pounds to take care of themselves,  I suppose from that, you mean to say he is penny wise and pound foolish.

Mr. Bowker. Pardon me; no such thing  pounds are supposed to be better able to take care of themselves than pence  Mr. Jorrocks has a very proper respect for a sovereign  very loyal!

You mentioned some clubs, I think, Mr. Bowker, that Mr. Jorrocks belongs to; pray what is the nature of them?

Nature of them, sir  nature of them, sir,  convivial, intellectual, musical  musical, intellectual, convivial!

Mr. Moonface. The free-and-easy, for instance, what is that?

Convivial, musical  musical, convivial!

Mr. Moonface. Where does it hold its sittings?

Sky-parlour of the Pig in Trouble, Oxford Street; sign, Pig in the Pound; motto,  

Self-praise, we know, is all a bubble, Do let me out, I am in trouble!

Never mind the motto  tell the Court now what are the rules of that society.

Certainly,  sir, certainly. Fundamental rules of the Sublime Society are, that members eat nothing but chops and Welsh rabbits; drink nothing but port wine, porter, or punch, and never take offence at what each other say or do.

Mr. Moonface. The members may take all sorts of liberties with each other?

Undoubtedly! cut all sorts of jokes!

Mr. Moonface. Call each other names, play tricks, and practical jokes  like the officers of the Forty-Sixth?

Undoubtedly so  undoubtedly so; jokes, tricks, names  names, tricks, jokes!  just like the officers of the Forty-Sixth.

And Mr. Jorrocks is the president of this society?

Mr. Bowker. Mr. Jorrocks is the president of this society.

And what are the distinguishing characteristics of a president?

Mr. Bowker. All the distinguishing characteristics in the world  sits on a throne  wears the crown and robes  collar, grand order of Jerusalem  passes sentence on offenders  month in a muffin-shop  bucket of barley-water  kiss the cook  no appeal.

Mr. Moonface. And what offences do you try?

Mr. Bowker. Anything  not particular  anything to make fun  try a man for saying a good thing  try a man for saying a bad thing,  whatever comes uppermost.

And this you consider intellectual?

Mr. Bowker. Pardon me, convivial.

Do you admit strangers to the Sublime Society?

Mr. Bowker. On certain days  grand days, in fact, when the regalia is used  bishops mitre, caps and bells, and so on.

And do you proceed on the free-and-easy principle with strangers?

Mr. Bowker. Undoubtedly so.

Then you must astonish them a little.

Mr. Bowker (with a wink). Galvanise them!

Mr. Moonface. And pray what is the collar with the grand order of Jerusalem like?

Mr. Bowker. Gold and enamel  enamel and gold, like my lord mayors.

Mr. Moonface. And the order of Jerusalem, what is it like?

Mr. Bowker. Simply a Jerusalem, suspended to a collar.

Mr. Moonface. But what is a Jerusalem?

Mr. Bowker. Jerusalem  jackass!  jackass  Jerusalem! (Roars of laughter.)

Mr. Moonface. And the club has a button, I believe?

Mr. Bowker. Jerusalem button  motto, Ge-o, Neddy! (Renewed laughter.)

Mr. Moonface. And where does the Wide-awake Club hold its sittings?

Mr. Bowker. At the Cauliflower, in Cateaton Street.

And what are the distinguishing features of that club?  What style of men, in fact, is it composed of?

All stylish men  velvet collars, Hessian boots, kid gloves!

No, I mean what class of men is it composed of!

Mr. Bowker. First-class men  merchants, bankers, private gentlemen.

And Mr. Jorrocks is recorder of that society?

Mr. Bowker. Mr. Jorrocks is recorder of that society.

Does he sit in state there also, in a crown and robes, with a Jerusalem round his neck? (Great laughter.)

Mr. Bowker. No; the president is chosen every evening. After a constitution is obtained, the first member that says a good thing takes the chair, and it is the duty of the recorder to enter the saying, and the circumstances that led to it, in the book.

And then what do you do?

Mr. Bowker (after a pause). Drink brandy and water!

And that is intellectual?

Mr. Bowker. Pardon me; convivial  convivial decidedly.

Then what is the intellectual portion of your entertainments?

Mr. Bowker. Oh! why when somebody sings or spouts, that is both musical and intellectual.

And then you all get very drunk, I suppose?

Mr. Bowker. Pardon me; drunkenness is forbidden.

Then how far may you go with impunity?

Mr. Bowker. By the twenty-first canon of the Sublime Society of the free-and-easy club, it is enacted, that no member shall be considered drunk or liable to the pains and penalties contingent upon intoxication, if he can lie without holding.

Mr. Moonface. Then after he is incapacitated from walking, if he can lie still on the floor he is considered sober?

Mr. Bowker. He is not considered drunk.

Mr. Moonface. (eyeing the jury). He is not considered drunk. To Mr. Bowker, You may stand down.

With all my heart; adding as he went, never had such a wigging in my life.

Our old friend Roger Swizzle was the next witness. Time, we are sorry to say  and perhaps port wine  had done little towards improving Rogers figure and complexion. His once roseate face had assumed a very ripe mulberry hue, while his snub nose bore some disfiguring marks, called by the florists grog-blossoms. His bristly, brushed back hair was still strong, but sadly bleached, and his bright twinkling eyes were about the only features remaining as they were. Neither was his costume more becoming. His puddingy neckcloth was more clumsy, his brown coat more uncouth, his black waistcoat more stained, his drab trousers shorter, and his high-lows thicker and more developed.

Serjeant Horsefield received him with a bow. You are, I believe, said he, a medical gentleman in extensive practice at Handley Cross, and well acquainted with Mr. Jorrocks?

I am, replied Mr. Swizzle.

Then will you have the kindness to favour the Court with your opinion of that gentleman?

Roger Swizzle. Certainly, sir. Hes what I should call a very good fellow.

No, I mean with respect to his intellect. Do you consider him of sound mind?

Sound as a bell.

And capable of managing his affairs?

No doubt about it.  Why shouldnt he?

Thats a trump! observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, adding, No doubt about it.

Mr. Moonface then proceeded to cross-examine Roger Swizzle:  

You say, Mr. Swizzle, said he, that you are in a great way of practice; pray is it among gentlemen afflicted with Mr. Jorrocks infirmity? (Mr. Moonface putting his finger to his forehead.)

Why, no, replied Mr. Swizzle, principally among gentlemen afflicted with this infirmity, (poking his finger against his stomach).

Mr. Moonface. Just so; you are what they call a diet doctor.

Roger Swizzle. I dont know Im sure what they may call me.

Mr. Moonface. Suppose they were to call you a lushy cove, would there be any truth in that?

Roger Swizzle. None whatever!

And yet you like your wine?

Roger Swizzle. Good wine.

And what do you consider good wine.

Roger Swizzle. Two bottles of port is the best of all wine.

James Pigg was the last witness.

Now; Pigg, said Serjeant Horsefield, you are, I believe, huntsman to Mr. Jorrocks, and as such, have the management of his hounds and horses?

Ar has, replied Pigg, with a sniff of his hand across his nose, and a hitch of his braceless breeches.

And as such you have frequent opportunities of seeing and judging of your masters conduct at home and abroad?

Yeas, drawled out Pigg. Out a-huntin thats to say.

Will you now favour the Court with your opinion of it generally?

Pigg. Why, noo, ar should say hes a varra good ard man, baith at hyeam and abroard  he gives me monny a shillin, and money a glass o brandy i card weather, and sic like times.

Serjeant Horsefield. Ah, but I want to know more about his headpiece, you know  more how you think he manages his establishment in-doors and out.

Pigg. Why, noo, ar should say he manishes em all gaily well, barrin that bit bowdekite, Ben; but sink him! gin ar had him, ard soon manish him.

Serjeant Horsefield. And his hounds, how do you think he manages them?

Pigg. Why, noo, ar think the hunds ill be just bout the warst thing he does. Hes all for stuffin of their bellies till theyre not fit to gan, and his back casts are parfectlie ridicklus.

Serjeant Horsefield. Well, but that is mere matter of opinion, isnt it?

Ar, but ar say it isnt matter o pinion! roared Pigg. Ye gan and ax Payne, or Goodall, or any on em, if iver they mak back casts first, unless they see it fox has bin hidded.

Serjeant Horsefield. But you dont mean to say that, because a man makes back casts first, he is necessarily mad?

Pigg. Mad, aye! ne doot! what else could he be?

The Serjeant looking sadly disconcerted, sat down.

Well, Mr. Pigg, commenced Mr. Moonface, in a familiar tone, and so you fill the distinguished post of huntsman in this celebrated hunt, of which Mr. Jorrocks is the head?

Ar does, replied Pigg, wondering what they were going over the same ground again for.

Mr. Moonface. And if I am rightly informed, you were selected on account of your great knowledge and experience in these matters?

Ars warnd ye, replied Pigg; it wasnt like theyd chose me because ar was a feul!

Mr. Moonface. Well, now, you told my learned friend something about back casts. Will you allow me to ask you if you think any man in his senses would make back casts?

Niver such a thing! Not at first hand like; always make the head good first. Sink it! ars talked, and ars battled, and ars cussed wor ard maister, till ars been fairly aside mysel; but the varry next time  may be, afore iver the hunds have cast theirsels  up hes comd, blawin his horn, and taken them back oer the varry same grund, while the fox all the time was gannin straight away.

Mr. Moonface. And that you consider very ridiculous?

Parfectlie ridicklus!

Mr. Moonface. And what no man that knew what he was about would do?

Pigg (vehemently). Niver see a thing! Niver see a thing! Ax ard Sebright, or ony on em. Whativer ye de, always cast forrard for a fox; saying which, Pigg hitched up his breeches again, and rolled frantically out of the witness-box.

The Commissioner proceeded to address the jury:  

This was a case of great peculiarity, he observed, but he thought of little difficulty, inasmuch as the main question  the existence of a most extraordinary establishment  was admitted, and the only question for them to decide was whether such an establishment was compatible with their ideas of rational life and the steady course of mercantile pursuits. If he mistook not, they were all merchants; and it was for them to say what effect one of their body, arraying himself in a scarlet coat with a blue collar; or a sky-blue coat with pink-silk lining and canary-coloured shorts; or, again, in the crown and robes of a member of the Sublime Society, with the grand order of Jerusalem round his neck, would have upon their minds. The evidence, though slightly conflicting in some parts, was, he thought, very clear; nor did he think either Mr. Bowker or Pigg had done anything towards lessening the force of it. Indeed, the latter seemed to consider the very way in which the unfortunate gentleman managed his extraordinary establishment of hounds was strongly symptomatic of incompetence.

There was no doubt that a man might be mad upon hunting as well as upon any other point. It was for them to consider whether Mr. Jorrocks had carried the thing so far as to amount to insanity. It was immaterial that other men were equally enthusiastic. It was no reason for permitting one madman to remain at large, that there were many others equally mad. The Court would consider their cases, and deal with them if their next of kin thought proper to bring them before it. It certainly did appear a most extraordinary pursuit for a rational being to devote himself to, in the manner Mr. Jorrocks appears to have done; and with that observation he should leave the case in the hands of the jury.

The jury thereupon retired, more for the sake of appearances or for having a parting crack, than from any difference of opinion as to the state of our friends mind.

If indeed any doubt had existed, it would have been speedily dispelled by Hobbs, the court head-dress maker, putting himself in attitude, distending his great flobby cheeks, and exclaiming Fancy me in a red coat and cap ridin about Amstead eath, with a pack of ounds at my eels!

Aye, fancy him! exclaimed Coxon, the poulterer, who kept a trotting pony and called himself a sportsman.

They then talked Jorrocks over.

One knew his face, another his figure, a third his fist, having had a bill of his once.

It was generally admitted that he was respectable, indeed, as Mr. Rounding observed, if he hadnt been his friends wouldnt have troubled a commission, and as Roundings feeding time was then long past, he got them to return into Court, where he delivered a verdict of Insanity, adding that Mr. Jorrocks had been incapable of managing his affairs since he took the Handley Cross Hounds.


CHAPTER LXIX. BELINDA AT SUIT DOLEFUL.
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GREAT WAS THE astonishment, both at Handley Cross and in London, at the intelligence of this verdict.

It was viewed and commented upon, according as the tastes and inclinations of the parties inclined towards mirth or took a serious turn. Some thought it quite right; others, that the jury were mad themselves. The Swizzleites and the Melloites divided, as usual. The annoyance of such a thing as a commission of lunacy is enough to drive a sane man mad; and Mr. Jorrockss indignant outburst and threatening conduct were construed into violence, and a removal for quiet insisted upon by the promoters of the commission. To Hoxton then he went, to the large brick house, with the pond behind, and the tall poplars before it, which stands so gloomily secluded as almost to mark itself out for such an asylum.

Among the earliest visitors that called upon Mrs. Jorrocks from Handley Cross was Captain Doleful. Hearing of the verdict, he bethought him that something might be done in the matter of the horse, either by way of total or partial refunding; and, accordingly, he took a second-class fare by the early train of the Lilywhite-sand railway, and sought the lovely retirement of Great Coram Street.

Mrs. Jorrocks received him with fervour, for she remembered his attention at the fancy-ball, and, moreover, had an idea that Jun had been rayther too many for him in the matter of the oss.

Both sat silent for some time, Mrs. Jorrocks heaving heavy sighs, and the captain playing with the broad crape that enveloped his newly lined old hat.

Sad business this, captin, at length observed Mrs. Jorrocks, with a groan.

Melancholy in the extreme, replied the captain.

Poor Jun! its a pity but hed stuck to the Surrey  might have gone on with them for long.

I dont know that, rejoined the captain, recollecting that he was the man who got Mr. Jorrocks to take the Handley Cross Hounds; it would have broken out some other way  set fire to his house, perhaps, or some such thing.

Oh, dear! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, who dreaded fire; it seems like a hinterposition of Providence, that he did take them then.

Been better for me if hed set fire to his house, observed Captain Doleful, with a ghastly smile.

Ow so? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

I shouldnt have been done with the horse, replied he.

Ah, true! recollected Mrs. Jorrocks; that oss business was a bad un; Jun understands osses rayther too well; but, howsomever, you are rich, and well able to bear it.

Mr. Jorrocks is rich, too, observed Captain Doleful.

He was afore he took the ounds, replied Mrs. Jorrocks.

Oh, but the hounds couldnt hurt him  small establishment  large subscription.

I doesnt know; its the ounds that have done the mischief, howsomever, replied Mrs. Jorrocks.

They might turn his head, but they couldnt hurt his pocket  at least, if he has what people say.

Well, I doesnt know nothin about that, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, heaving a sigh.



I suppose therell be no difficulty in the way of an equitable arrangement about the horse, observed Captain Doleful, after a pause; its hard for me to bear the whole of the brunt.

Im sure I should be werry appy to do wots genteel, replied Mrs. Jorrocks: but I spose the Chancellors the person that must be applied to  hes to keep the cash-book, I hear. Doesnt know how hes to understand about mexin the teas, Im sure.

Then youll give me your good word? inquired the captain, still harping on the horse.

Indeed I will, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; Im sure you were always most purlite to me; that fancy-ball I never shall forget.

Doleful grinned, and thought how good sometimes came of evil.



And hows your lovely niece? at length inquired Captain Doleful, with a feature-wrinkling grin. This business will not defer her nuptials, I hope?

Oh, I knows nothin about nuptials! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, an idea suddenly striking her that will develop itself as we proceed. I spose you allude to Charles Stobbs?

Exactly so, replied the captain.

He vont do, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, with an ominous shake of the head.

Indeed! exclaimed Captain Doleful; Im surprised to hear that  thought he was rich.

Rich, certainly, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; at least he will be; but we must look to somethin besides riches in these matters. Stobbs vont do.

Captain Doleful wondered how that was.

Its a hawful responsibility wot dewelopes upon me now that poor Jun is non compus, sighed Mrs. Jorrocks.

It must be, replied Captain Doleful.

Im sure Ive no wish but for Belindas welfare, and have neither mercenary nor hambitious views; but that are-brained Yorkshireman can never do. Indeed, her uncles malady seems like a hinterposition o Providence on her bealf. Fancy what a sitivation hers would a been had she married this Stobbs, and hed gone non compus down in Yorkshire!  wild, out-o-the-way country, scarcely inhabited, and nobody to lock him up.

Dreadful! ejaculated the M.C., half laughing at her ideas of the country.

No, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, thoughtfully; if she marries at all, it must be a different sort o man  some nice, steady person, wot will keep her right, and be kind to her when her poor huncle and I are gone.

Mrs. Jorrocks burst into tears at the idea of her dissolution. Had Jun been dead, shed have looked out for another investment before she thought of that.



I wonders you dont think o marryin, captin? observed Mrs. Jorrocks, after a pause.

Time enough for that! replied he, with a grin, running his fingers through his straggling hair.

True, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, but youth, you know, dont last for ever. Howsomever, Im sure, added she, you are lookin uncommon well; I always said black was quite your become.

The captain grinned, and thought a flirtation with Belinda might not be amiss.

Then Mr. Stobbs is gone? inquired he casually, thinking perhaps Charles might cast up and kick him.

Gone, decidedly, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; at least, he dont show here no more.

Belinda seems a sweet girl, observed Captain Doleful, thoughtfully.

Shes a hangel! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks; so affectionate, so tractable, and so engagin! Whoever gets Belinda, gets a treasure. Shell have a nice fortin, added Mrs. Jorrocks, casually.

Will she? observed Captain Doleful, brightening up.

Oh, yes, said Mrs. Jorrocks; her father left summut andsome.

(It was an andsome amount of debt, for, poor man! he died insolvent.)

Two or three hundred a-year, perhaps? observed Captain Doleful, carelessly.

I dare say, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, besides wot we leaves her.

Its worth thinking of, thought Captain Doleful.

You, who are so rich, fortin makes little matter to, observed Mrs. Jorrocks; but Belindas a beautiful figure  all nattural, and not a heap of feathers, like a Jinney Howlet, as some gals are. If Exchequer Bill, as my poor dear usband used to call im, had put the bustle-tax on, that folks talked about, hed a got nothin out o Belinda.

How nice! grinned Captain Doleful, thinking what a contrast she was to Miss Crabstick.

Oh, shes a sweet gal, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks; you couldnt elp likin of her if you knowd her.

Im half in love with her already, quoth the captain; she wouldnt be difficult to come over, I suppose? inquired he, pulling up his gills, and fingering his straggling whiskers.

Not by you, I dare say, said Mrs. Jorrocks. The gals cant stand captins.

Is her fortune in the funds? inquired Captain Doleful, after a pause.

Partly, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, partly in somethin else; but I really doesnt understand these matters, Jun used to do them all; but Belindas a treasure in herself. Spose you come and dine with us some day, and see her to adwantage.

Most happy, Im sure, grinned the captain.

Then come to-morrow at four, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks; just we three  you understand!

Perfectly! replied the captain, dropping on his knee, and imprinting a kiss on Mrs. Jorrocks mutton-fist.

That was carrying a sudden thought out quickly, and the captain having taken his departure, Mrs. Jorrocks began considering how she should manage matters with Belinda.


CHAPTER LXX. BELINDA AT BAY.
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I HAVE HAD your old friend, Captin Doleful, here, observed Mrs. Jorrocks to Belinda, as they sat at their early tea.

Indeed! replied Belinda.

Lookin so well and so andsome; I really think youd have been smitten with him.

Me, aunt! exclaimed Belinda, with unfeigned astonishment.

And vy not, miss? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

Why, in the first place, hes quite an old man, and

Old! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, men are never old!

Well, but hes anything but good-looking, and is such a horribly mean wretch; I

Fiddle his meanness! no meaner than other folks. Hes werry rich  a thousand a-year, paid quarterly.

So much the better for him, observed Belinda.

Now dont be perwerse  you know what I means jest as well as I do myself, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, looking irate.

Indeed I dont, aunt! replied Belinda, turning frightened.

Well, then, stoopid! I thinks hes worth you settin your cap at.

Me, aunt! exclaimed Belinda, blushing deeply; you know I cant  Im engaged!

Fiddle, engaged! soon get off that,  nothins finished till its done.

Oh, aunt! exclaimed Belinda, burying her face in her hands, dont  pray dont talk to me in this way  I cannot bear it!

Foolish gal! rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks; dont know whats good for you. The captins worth fifty of your fly-away, break-neck fox-unters,  nice, agreeable, quiet gentleman, wotll take his tea with you of an evenin, instead of snorin and sleepin as your huncle does, or startin up, thinkin hes gettin run away with or kicked over a wall.

You are not in earnest, aunt? replied Belinda, turning her beautiful blue eyes, with their silken lashes suffused with tears, upon her aunt as she spoke.

Vy not? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

Oh, aunt! you cannot be in earnest  you, who have always encouraged Charles, and encouraged me to like him; and

It was your huncle wot encouraged him! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, not me!

And you, too, aunt, replied Belinda, calmly, but firmly; dont you remember the night uncle and he were benighted, and I sat anxiously waiting their coming, trembling for their safety, how you consoled me by praising Charles, and talking of what a nice husband he would make me, and how pleasant it would be visiting us in Yorkshire, and

No doubt, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; no doubt  and now that a better chance turns hup, I encourages you to think of it,  a gal should never be without an admirer; but its a reglar rule always to take the best,  nothins done till its finished, as I said afore.

I want no better! exclaimed Belinda; Charles is my first  my only love, and Ill never marry another!

Fool! ejaculated Mrs. Jorrocks; thats the way all gals talk!  got your ead stuffed full of boardin-school, novelish nonsense.

Belinda was silent  the eloquent tears chased each other rapidly down her beautiful cheeks.

Now, dont be foolish! said Mrs. Jorrocks, in a milder tone; consider wot hobligations you are under to me and your huncle  brought you hup, and edikated you, and hintroduced you to people of the first extinction, and all the return I ax is, that youll oblege me by makin a helligible match. There isnt a gal in Andley Cross but would jump at such a chance. Charles may be a werry respectable young man, but hes wild and thoughtless; besides, we doesnt know wot he has, and its werry imprudent, to say the least of it, for a gal to fall in love with a man till she knows wot he has,  I didnt do so, I knows.

He will have enough for me, replied Belinda; money alone will not constitute happiness.

Provokin gal! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks; you are just one of those silly, romancin, love-in-a-cottage sort o gals that one sees in the plays; and Mrs. Jorrocks vented an inward malediction on Mr. Bowker, and all patrons and frequenters of the drama.



Oblege me now, Belinda, continued she, after a pause, by thinkin of the captin.

Aunt, I couldnt for the world! I know the gratitude I owe  and Heaven knows the gratitude I feel, for all you have done for me, but this can never be;  I should detest myself could I think myself capable of entertaining the idea.

There, again! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, reddening up! stage-players again! Wish you would be a little rational. Tell me, now, in plain English, why cant you entertain the idea?

Because you know, aunt, replied Belinda, slowly and calmly, that I accepted Charles with the full approbation of you and my uncle.

And wot of that? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

Simply that my word is pledged, and I am precluded from thinking of another.

No such thing! rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks; appens every day,  sayin you love each other is nothin towards a match. I tells you, no prudent gal accepts a man till she knows wot he has. Look at Mrs. Wrigglesworth! She was engaged to Walter Leigh, and her acquaintance congratilated her, and made her bags, and said nothin could be nicer, when Wrigglesworth turned hup with just double Leighs fortin, and she chopped over to him, and her friends congratilated her again, and said nothin could be nicer, and made her duplicate bags, slippers, scent-olders, and I dont know wot.

Sincere their congratulations must have been, observed Belinda; Im sure I should not like to be talked of as people talk of her,  pointed out as the lady who cheated the government by not paying the auction duty on herself, and I dont know what else.

Let them laugh as wins, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; she has a futman  and would only have had a Betsy with Leigh. But theres no puttin old eads on young shoulders, sighed Mrs. Jorrocks. Take my word for it, howsomever, continued she, if you live, youll see these things in a werry different light;  if you kicks the ball away, you may never ave it at your foot again.

I dont wish for such a ball as Captain Doleful, Im sure, replied Belinda, smiling.

And tell me, Miss Pert, wots the matter with the captin? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks, tartly.

Im sure I dont know what is the matter with him, exactly, replied Belinda; but I should not think he was a man that any woman would ever take a fancy to.

Fiddle fancy! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks; its your fanciful marriages wot breed misery  foolish, moon-struck, stage-play sort of botherations, that breed bastiles, and I doesnt know what; for Mrs. Jorrocks had only got the smattering of that idea. I tells you, continued she, that youre a fool!

Belinda was silent.



I do wonders, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, that any gal can be so ungratefully hobstinate as persewere, in spite of the adwice and hadmonitions of her friends  wot good can you get by it? If you doesnt like partin with the books and things Stobbs gave you, Ill tell him you prefers keepin of them, so youll lose nothin by the transaction.

Oh, aunt! exclaimed Belinda, dont torture me thus  dont make yourself appear little by insinuating that such an idea could enter your head.

And vy not? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks. Its nattral that you should like keepin the things.

Indeed no, aunt, it isnt. If I could bring myself to think that the connexion on which I have set my heart was not to be, the greatest favour you could do me would be to remove from my sight every trace, every recollection, that could remind me of my loss.

Loss, indeed! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, sneeringly. Pretty loss, forsooth! Its wot I should call gainin a loss  gettin a nice, steady captin, with a large fortin, to a young harum-scarum scamp of a boy, that nobody knows nothin about  nasty, oss-copin, ditch-jumpin beggar!

Belinda was silent.

Well, you may be perwerse and hobstinate, too; but, take my word for it, youll get nothin by it. Im missus here, and Ill be hobeyed; and my horders are that you receive the captin at dinner to-morrow, and beave like a lady. Put on your Hindia muslin, or Ill let the Chancellor know; so saying Mrs. Jorrocks flounced out of the room.


CHAPTER LXXI. DOLEFUL PREPARED FOR THE SIEGE.
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HAVING RETURNED TO his quarters at the George and Blue Boar, High Holborn, Captain Doleful reconnoitred his wardrobe, for the purpose of seeing how killing he could make himself on the following day. He had on the suit of black he had turned for Miss Crabsticks funeral; a patent tubular tie, a finely flowered front with two rows of little frills, and a pair of cheap, open-work black silk socks, with French polish on his old pumps, would make him a very respectable candle-light swell.

Passing down Holborn, he was struck with the display in Mr. Frizwig the advertising hair-dressers window  such wax-busts, such wigs and ringlets! Hair cut for Sixpence. The captain thought he would have a clip.



The obsequious perruquier ushered him into the cutting-room through the shop, and Captain Doleful, divesting himself of his coat and seedy Joinville, got his person enveloped in a buff cotton wrapper.

Taking a hard brush out of his apron-pocket, Mr. Frizwig proceeded to brush the captains lank locks over his flat head. He then produced a comb and scissors.



Air getting rayther thin on the crown, Im sorry to perceive, observed Mr. Frizwig, as though he were a partner in the concern.

Thats no news, growled the captain, eyeing his unbecoming appearance in the unflattering mirror against the wall.



Your air requires a good deal of moisture, observed Mr. Frizwig, nothing daunted by his customers gruffness.

Does it? growled the captain.

Thin in parts  strong in parts, continued the perruquier, snipping, and clipping, and combing. The grand Scandinavian extract of Patagonian cream would restore it all; adding, half to himself and half to his foreman, Must have had a fine ead formerly.

The captain grinned. What is it a bottle? inquired he.

All prices, replied the hairdresser, wondering the extent of his customers gullibility all prices, from two-and-six up to ten shillings. The largest pots cheapest in the end.

How long is it in acting? inquired the captain.

Depends upon how you use it: well rubbed in twice a day, it would begin immediately. Renovates whats gone, and imparts a beautiful healthy gloss to what remains.

A leetle off the whiskers? inquired he.

A little, replied the captain, with an emphasis, thinking there was not much to spare.

Just the pints off, observed the hairdresser, pretending to be very exact.



If I might take the liberty, sir, I would recommend one of my patent, self-ventilating, porous zephyr scalps with invisible spring dOrsay whiskers  the most surprising deception ever witnessed!  Impossible to detect!

Captain Doleful was silent, for he thought they would be dear.

Sell an immense number of them, continued Mr. Frizwig, still trimming the whiskers. Perhaps you know Captain Orlando Smith, the gentleman who stood for Taunton at the last election?

The captain said No.

Indeed! scuse the liberty, but you are so like, I thought you might be brothers. Well, his air was just like yours  thin at the top, strong beind, and I rigged him out with a scalp and whiskers, so neat and so natural that he won all the gals earts in the borough. If theyd had votes hed have been returned. Gals like whiskers. You never see a newly married man but his whiskers have always increased.

And what is the price of them? inquired the captain, recollecting how Miss Jelly had admired him in his fancy-dress moustache.

All prices, sir! all prices!  Twenty shillings upwards. Allow me to show you some. Enoch! calling to his foreman, bring half-a-dozen patent zephyr scalps, dark, with invisible spring dOrsay whiskers.

While the apprentice was looking them out, Mr. Frizwig took a pair of large scissors and cut a great patch off the captains thin-haired crown.

What are you after now, man? exclaimed he, jumping off the chair.

Only preparing a place for the spring to act upon, replied Mr. Frizwig, coolly. You are exactly like Captain Orlando Smith, the gentleman who stood for Taunton at the last election. He would have that I had spoiled him when I did so, but, my word! when he saw himself in his new ornaments, I heard no more of that.  Allow me now, sir, continued he, bowing most obsequiously, and pointing to the chair, to have the honour of rigging you out the same way.

Captain Doleful, somewhat testy, but hoping for the best, then resumed his seat, and Mr. Frizwig, with the aid of Enoch, proceeded to exhibit sundry scalps and whiskers. Too light, said Mr. Frizwig, rejecting three or four in succession. Too dark, continued he, holding one to Captain Dolefuls head. Havent you one with a shade of grey in it?

There is a slight tinge of grey in your air, whispered Mr. Frizwig confidentially, as Enoch returned to the shop, which, I have little doubt, the grand Scandinavian extract of Patagonian cream will entirely remove; but, as you only intend wearing the scalp until your own air gets strong, it will be better to match it now, than to get a scalp of the colour your air will be ereafter.

But I havent made up my mind to have one at all yet, observed the captain, snappishly.

Ah, youre exactly like Captain Orlando Smith, the gentleman who stood for Taunton at the last election, repeated the audacious perruquier. Nothing could persuade him that I was not cheating him, and, indeed, he threatened to call the police; but, when he saw himself, he was so delighted that, in his urry to show himself, he left his new alpaca umbrella and cotton gloves on the counter. Ah, now thisll be the ticket! added he, taking an iron-grey scalp out of Enochs hand Allow me, sir, to the captain, putting the scalp on his head and expanding it over the crown.



Delightful! exclaimed he getting in front and looking the captain full in the face. A leetle farther back, Enoch. Thatll do. Now fasten the clasp. Charming match! Dont think I ever saw a better.

Now down with the dOrsays, continued he, proceeding to lower his side of the bushy whiskers under the Captains chin; adding, as they fell by the sides of his cadaverous countenance, beautiful indeed! the very man himself.  DOrsay, sir, was the greatest swell, sir, the world ever saw, sir. Yes, sir, the greatest swell, sir, the world ever saw, sir; and you are amazingly like im, sir; yes, sir, amazingly like im, sir.

But I dont look a bit like myself, exclaimed the captain, tartly, eyeing his hirsute appearance in the glass.

Paradoxical as it may appear, sir, my motto is art before nature, replied Mr. Frizwig. This scalp and whiskers possess an elegance and gracefulness of contour almost unattainable. Stop till youre used to them a little, added he, giving the horse-hair-looking beard an inward twitch. There may be a leetle fulness round the chin, but that is easily remedied, added Mr. Frizwig, taking the large scissors and cutting about half-an-inch off. Now, said he, how do you like it?

Why, its more like the thing, replied Captain Doleful, grinning through the great collar of horse-hair; but I should say it is still much too full.

You must have it full, you know, or where would be the use of having a porous zephyr scalp and dOrsay whiskers at all? I should say you look now as you ought to do, and as you did before your air got so thin. Wouldnt you, Enoch? Enoch thought it a charming match and fit, too.

The hair matches well enough, perhaps, observed the captain; but it is the whiskers I object to. They are too large  too bushy, and look altogether too much like what one sees on a barbers block.

Thats the perfection of the thing! They look like art naturalised. Nobody would even suspect that they were not your own whiskers. Theyre too large to be false. As you walk up street now, youll hear the ladies exclaim, What beautiful whiskers! Just as they did to Captain Orlando Smith, when he stood for Taunton.

The captain twitched and pulled the whiskers and beard, and scanned himself minutely.

If you would allow me to cut off the remnants of your own whiskers, observed Mr. Frizwig, these new ones would sit much closer and have a more natural air; saying which he gently lifted a whisker, and with his large scissors laid one cheek bare before the captain had time to say nay.

Confound it, I wish you wouldnt be quite so handy with your scissors, observed the captain with a frown.

Beg pardon, bowed the obsequious barber, but I think youll agree with me, that thats a decided improvement  Isnt it, Enoch?

Looks uncommon well now, replied Enoch, grinning. Doesnt the genleman think so himself?

Doleful did not deign a reply. He sat twisting and turning and examining himself first in the mirror, then in the hand-glass, then in the hand-glass and mirror conjointly, trying if he could make himself believe he looked as he did when he came in. The whiskers certainly were tremendous  strong, coarse, black hair, with a uniform inward curl. Still we do not mean to say that we have not seen as big a pair, though certainly not on so unhealthy a soil as the captains cheeks.



Whats to pay? at length inquired he, adjusting his embroidered collars over his mohair stock, and putting on his coat: youll not charge for cutting, of course?

Let me see, replied Mr. Frizwig, rubbing his hands any air-brushes, tooth-brushes, sponges, soap, wanted?

No, said Captain Doleful, dryly.

Just a ten-shilling pot of Scandinavian extract.  No curling fluid, tooth-powder, lavender water? Got some uncommonly genuine Eau de Cologne.

No! No! interrupted the captain; I only want a half-crown pot of extract, that, and a shilling discount off the sovereign, will be a guinea and sixpence  say a guinea.

Beg pardon, scalp, six-and-twenty.

Hows that? you said a sovereign.

From a sovereign.

I understood you to say that a sovereign was the price, or I wouldnt have had one.

Beg pardon, sir, you quite misunderstood me. No doubt you could have one for a sovereign, but it would be a thing like a door-mat, without the invisible spring dOrsay whiskers.

Invisible spring dOrsay fiddle-sticks! growled the captain. I wanted nothing of the sort.

Beg ten thousand pardons, sir,  shall be happy to take it back, Im sure.

And what am I to do without my own whisker that you cut off? inquired the captain angrily.

The Scandinavian extract ill soon restore it!

Scandinavian devil!  Well, come, six-and-twenty, repeated the captain, producing his old leather purse.

Scalp, six-and-twenty; invisible spring-whiskers, ten  one pound sixteen.

Hold! cried the captain, I wont be imposed upon!

Sir! exclaimed Mr. Frizwig, in a tone of dignified astonishment, drawing himself up. We are not accustomed to such language here.

I tell you, sir, said the captain, that you gave me to understand the scalp and whiskers were a pound.

I dont know what your comprehension may be equal to, replied Mr. Frizwig, rubbing his hands, but I assure you, one pound sixteen shillings is my price, and one pound sixteen shillings I mean to have, or you may doff your head-dress as soon as you like. Enoch, mind the door! giving his foreman a wink.



Take it then! screamed the captain, dashing the money on the counter; and if ever I set foot in your  shop again, I hope I may be  .

Shut up shop, Enoch!  shut up shop! exclaimed Mr. Frizwig to his apprentice. Its all over with us: this venerable ourang-outang says he wont come back; saying which master and man burst into a loud guffaw, in the midst of which Captain Doleful hurried away.


CHAPTER LXXII. MRS. JORROCKS FURIOUS.
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MRS. JORROCKS RECEIVED the captain as a lady would her intended nephew. She was somewhat struck with the change in his appearance, but said nothing; and Belinda, not having seen him for some time, and not understanding the management of whiskers, thought nothing of it.

Dinner being announced, Mrs. Jorrocks motioned the captain to take Belinda, while she complacently followed in the rear, admiring Belindas beautifully rounded form, set off by the simple drapery of Indian muslin, and the captains gaunt figure  the handsomest couple she had ever seen  seemed made for each other  the usual common form, in fact, as Bill Bowker would say.

They had mutton-broth and mackerel for dinner, roast-beef, boiled chickens, and tongue; and the captain, having only had a second-class coffee-room breakfast (bread with one egg), played an uncommonly good knife and fork  rather better, perhaps, than might have been expected, considering the delicacy of his situation. Belinda trifled with her dinner, for the sake of drowning the comparisons that every moment arose between her deaths-head-looking neighbour and he who so long had sat at her side.

Immediately after dinner, at least immediately after her second bumper of port, Mrs. Jorrocks had arranged to be called out by Betsy; and answering the summons, she desired Belinda to entertain the captain until her return.

Our hero now began to take fright, and wrinkling his face like a man with a very tight shoe, he attempted to force a conversation about indifferent things: Did she like Handley Cross or London best? Great Coram Street was certainly a very charming situation, airy and clean. But nothing could be nicer than Diana Lodge. Supposed she knew the Barningtons were not going to return  had gone to live at Boulogne, where they were quite the head people of the place. Hoped the hounds would not be given up at Handley Cross, and had she heard of Mr. Stobbs lately?

This last was too much for poor Belinda. Her utterance became choked. She rose from her seat, and hurried out of the room.



Is that you, Belinda? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks, in a suppressed tone of anger, hearing a light footstep pass the drawing-room door and proceed up-stairs.

Without waiting for an answer, our hostess hurried out to see, and caught a glimpse of Belindas petticoats whisking round the landing-place.



Didnt I tell you to sit with the captin till I came down? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks, in a voice stifled with rage, and here, you minx, you have the unmannerly imperance to leave him all alone  Vot do you mean? screamed she, closing the door.

Aunt, replied Belinda, firmly, you cant frighten me. Where no hope is left, is left no fear, and I tell you most decidedly, that sooner than marry  oh! sooner than think of, that horrid man, Ill throw myself out of the window?

Fool! ejaculated Mrs. Jorrocks, hurrying down-stairs to the captain.



And ow do you get on? inquired she, entering the parlour with a smile on her countenance.

Oh, pretty well, I think, replied the captain, who had taken advantage of Belindas absence, to fall foul upon a preserved orange, with which he had his mouth plentifully crammed. Shes shy, you know, but I make no doubt shell soon come to.

All gals are shy at first, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; indeed they wouldnt be fit for wives if they werent. Bless us! I remember how frightened I was the first hoffer I got. You must be gentle with her, poor thing!  shes never been used to no arshness, continued Mrs. Jorrocks, as the captain scraped up the syrup with a spoon.

That I will, said he, licking his lips; she shall have everything she wants  sable tippets, chinchilla muff  phaeton  footman



Tea followed, and Mrs. Jorrocks having apologised for the absence of Belinda on the usual plea of headache, and the captain and she having played at cross purposes about the relative fortunes until each was tired, he at length took his departure, promising a speedy return.

Mrs. Jorrocks then applied herself seriously to the consideration of Belindas case. She was sadly bothered how to manage her.

The captain evidently was to be had, but how to get rid of that orrid Yorkshireman was more than Mrs. Jorrocks could devise.

She had certainly encouraged Belinda to like him, and there, perhaps, she was to blame (without knowing what he had), but then Mr. Jorrocks was the great promoter of the thing, and she had only now acquired the power of putting a veto upon it. That power she was determined to use.

Mrs. Jorrocks was a woman without personal friends; all her acquaintance being the acquaintance of her husband, and partaking more or less of his honest integrity. Long and anxiously did she ruminate who she could call to her counsels, and who would be most likely to aid her. Mrs. Barker would blab; Mrs. Brown would rather hurt her than aid her; if she let Mrs. Flower into the secret, she would try to get Charles for one of her own ugly gals; and altogether Mrs. Jorrocks was very much puzzled.

The only person to whom she thought she could with safety apply was Mr. Bowker, and to him she addressed the following note:  

Mrs. Jorrockss compts. Mr. Bowker, and I will thank you to come and see me as soon as you can.

Great Coram-street.



Curse your impudence! what do you mean by knocking that way, you little brazen beggar! exclaimed Mr. Bowker, opening the door of old Twisters chambers to a long and loud rat-tat-tat-tat-tan from our friend, Mr. Benjamin Brady, whom Mrs. Jorrocks had reinstated in his pagehood.

Mr. Bowker was deeply engaged, looking out common forms for a settlement for parties in a desperate hurry, and Mr. Bradys summons startled both him and old Twister.

What an audacious little rascal you are! continued Bill; you knock, I declare, just as if you were a Queens counsel.

And so I am a Queens counsel, replied Benjamin, counsel to the old gal in Great Coram Street; and here, Ive brought you a brief, presenting Bill with the note.



Curse the old fool! what can she want with me? muttered Bill, as he read it. Mischief, Ill be bound,  ungrammatical old jade! Compliments Mr. Bowker  Mr. Bowker wants none of her compliments!



Make my compliments to your mistress, said Bill, with great dignity, and say Ill be with her at dinner-time  thats to say, one oclock, or a little after; and see, the next time you come, that you knock a little quieter, or Ill knock your head off your shoulders!

Vill you? rejoined Benjamin; youll find yourself in the wrong box, if you do, said he, spitting upon Bowker, and running down-stairs as hard as ever he could go.



Nasty little beast! exclaimed Bowker, returning from the chase, and wiping his tights as he ascended the stairs; that boyll be hung as sure as a gun! with which comfortable assurance Bill returned to his office, and busied himself with his common forms, and in thinking what Mrs. Jorrocks could want.



When one-oclock came, instead of repairing to The Feathers, or to any of his familiar dining-houses, Mr. Bowker wended his way to Great Coram Street. Many were his conjectures as to the cause of his summons, his ideas partaking of the character of the streets through which he passed  gloomy when in narrow ones, and brightening as he entered upon the wider expanse, and purer atmosphere, of the Foundling Hospital and Brunswick Square. At length he stood at Mrs. Jorrockss door  that door at which he had so often stood in sadness and in joy, but which he had never re-passed uncomforted.



Mrs. Jorrocks was alone in the front drawing-room. The chintz covers were on the chairs and screens, and a blue cloth covered the round table at which she sat, with a pile of bills, letters, papers, and memo-randum-books before her.

Good mornin, Mr. Bowker, said she, in a melancholy tone, motioning our friend to a vacant chair on the opposite side of the table.

Bowker pulled a long face, and, unbuttoning his leopard-like Taglioni, sidled a respectful portion of his person on to the chair, and, bending forward, rested his right hand on his gold-headed cane.



Sad business, this, Mr. Bowker, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, with a sigh.

Very sad, indeed, replied Bill.

You never suspected nothin of the sort, did you, Mr. Bowker?

Oh, never, indeed!

Werry shockin, continued Mrs. Jorrocks; dont know whats to become on us.

I should hope theres no fear of your being well provided for, observed Bill.

Oh, it arnt myself that I cares about, Mr. Bowker, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; but whats to become of that poor dear child  she who has lived with us so long, that I looks upon her in the light of a darter?

Oh, I should hope there will be no difficulty about her, replied Mr. Bowker.

They wont allow nothin for her keep, continued Mrs. Jorrocks, wiping her eye.

Indeed! replied Mr. Bowker.

They say the Chancellors to manage matters, both here and in the Lane, and I shall only have as much as will keep myself genteel.

Indeed! replied Mr. Bowker; adding, But what is Mr. Stobbs about? Why doesnt he marry her?

Dont mention his orrid name! screamed Mrs. Jorrocks. I werrily believes hes been the cause of all the mischief.

Indeed! repeated Mr. Bowker, wondering what had happened.

Idle feller! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks.

He certainly was not a worker when he was with us, observed Mr. Bowker; but hell have a nice fortune, wont he?

Oh, I knows nothin about fortin, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; money alone wont make appiness.

True, observed Mr. Bowker, thinking it went a long way.

I should like to see her marry some nice, quiet, respectable person, wot would be kind to her when her poor huncle and I are gone, sobbed Mrs. Jorrocks, covering her face with a dirty linen handkerchief.

Mr. Bowker was beat for an answer; he couldnt see his way.

Such a man, now, as Captin Doleful, resumed Mrs. Jorrocks, finding Mr. Bowker remained silent: any religious, quiet, charitable person, rather than that hare-brained Yorkshireman. Fox-unters are all queer, added she, putting her finger to her forehead; get shook out unting.

Captain Dolefuls a very nice man, I suppose, observed Mr. Bowker, looking at his Hessian boots.

Oh, hes a charmin man, responded Mrs. Jorrocks; you dont know what a comfort he was to me at the Spa.

Indeed! observed Mr. Bowker, very genteel, too, isnt he?

Hes quite the go at Andley Cross, replied Mrs. Jorrocks.

Then hed be the go anywhere, I should think, observed Mr. Bowker, tucking the ends of his blue satin neckcloth into his red tartan waistcoat, and contemplating his drab stocking-net pantaloons and Hessian boots.



Mr. Bowker, said Mrs. Jorrocks, after a long pause, during which she shuffled among some papers, and applied a large blue smelling-bottle to her nose, Mr. Bowker, repeated she, in lookin through Juns drawers, I find some mems, about some money you owes him.

Indeed! said Bill, colouring up to the redness of his waistcoat.

A hundred pounds and interest, continued Mrs. Jorrocks, eyeing him intently.

One years interest on fifty, and half a years on the same sum; I have it all down in my cash-book, in Eagle Street. Ill give you a check for it now, continued Bill, diving into his back pocket in search of his cheque-book  a search that he might have continued some time, had not Mrs. Jorrocks relieved him by observing that she didnt want the money, she only wished to know that all was right.

Quite right! repeated Bill, in his usual off-hand way; interest on fifty, for a year, two pund ten; on fifty, for half a year, one pund five  three pund fifteen, and principal, a hundred  a hundred and three pund fifteen  you can have it any day for sending for. We always have as much in the till as will answer that.

Mr. J. ill be a great loss to society, observed Bowker, in a melancholy tone, anxious to turn the conversation.

Poor man! responded Mrs. Jorrocks, with a sigh.

Dont know who we shall get for a chairman of our Free-and-easy, or president of our incorporated society of Good Fellows; the recordership of the Wide-awake Club will be vacant, too. Do you think Captain Doleful would take office? inquired Mr. Bowker.

Not of them sort of things, I should think, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, with a toss of the head; the captins more a tea-and-Terpsichore sort of man  werry genteel.

True, observed Mr. Bowker; but just for the sake of popularity, I thought perhaps he might lend us a hand. The recorderships a high office.

He cares nothin for poppilarity now, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; wot should a man with a thousand pounds a-year care for poppilarity?

True, assented Mr. Bowker, wishing he had half of it. Why shouldnt he make a good match for Miss Belinda? inquired Bowker, willing to help Mrs. Jorrocks to her point.

Thats just what Ive been a plannin of, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, with a knowing leer, thats just what Ive been a plannin of. Now, continued she, after a pause, during which she scrutinised Mr. Bowker and bagged her dirty pocket-handkerchief, its no use you and I umbuggin each other.

Bill bowed assent.

Well, then, I may as well tell you at startin that I knows all about the money and the shop  you can no more pay me than you can fly!

Bill coloured brightly.

But if you cant pay me in cash, you can pay me in kind, continued Mrs. Jorrocks, anxious to relieve her visitors uneasiness. You think Captin Doleful will do for Belinda?

Undoubtedly, if he has what you say, and will keep her a gig. (The possession of a gig was the summit of Bills worldly ambition.)

A fe-a-ton! replied Mrs. Jorrocks, with a look of exultation.

He must be had! observed Bill, with a wink and a nod.

So say I, replied Mrs. Jorrocks; the thing is how to get him.

There cant be any difficulty, I should think, observed Bill Beautiful blue-eyed girl  nice foot and ankle  swelling figure  just leave them together a bit, hell soon come to, I warrant.

Oh, hes all right, said Mrs. Jorrocks. Its Belinda that bothers me.

Shell surely take your advice, observed Bill, in a tone of confidence at least, if she wont, you can make her.

But theres that confounded Yorkshire scamp in the way! said Mrs. Jorrocks; and she vows nothing shall make her marry another so long as he remains faithful.

Silly girl! exclaimed Bowker; thats the way with them all  just as if there werent as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it. She should be whipped for throwing away such a chance. Far better to ride about town in a Fe-a-ton than pad the hoof in the country, observed Bill, looking at the slanting heels of his Hessians.

Far! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks.



Girls are queer cattle, observed Bowker, after a pause. Lucky when they have older heads than their own to keep them right.

Deed is it! said Mrs. Jorrocks; adding, with a shake of her head, Belindas werry obstinate.

Pity! said Mr. Bowker, who was a great admirer of beauty. I always thought she was very amiable.

Fiddle hamiable! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, angrily. Hugly girls are hamiable.

Well, but I thought shed have lone what you liked, said Mr. Bowker. Im sure she ought, after all your kindness.

Well; but its not never of no use speckilatin on wot she ought to do, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks, anxious to make her point, I tells you she wont, and thats poz!

Then we must see if we cant make her, said Bill, somewhat reluctantly; for, rogue as he was, he had still a tinge of kindness left in his composition.

And youll help me? said Mrs. Jorrocks, inquiringly. Bill bowed again.

Well, now, Ill tell you wot, said Mrs. Jorrocks, turning Bills I. O. Us. over in a careless sort of way, if you can manage to choak Stobbs off, and get the captin on, Ill put these writins in the fire.

Ill do my best, Im sure, said Bill, delighted at the prospect of a clearance.

It must be managed gingerly, observed Mrs. Jorrocks. Love may die by slow decay, But by sudden wrench believe not Hearts can thus be torn away, replied Mr. Bowker, flourishing his right hand as he spoke.

Youll manage it, I think, said Mrs. Jorrocks cheerfully.

If shes of womankind, replied Bill.

Get Stobbs off, and there will be little difficulty in gettin the captin on, said Mrs. Jorrocks; only you know, added she, a woman never gives hup a man short o the church door.

No, mused Bill no, but I think I can choak her off  make her believe hes married already, how would that do?

Capital, exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks, clapping her hands, nothin could be better. That would settle the business at once  added she, for a man thats married is as good as dead to any other woman.

But my hour is almost come! observed Bill, starting up, as he drew a richly chased pinchbeck watch from his waistcoat-pocket, and saw it wanted but ten minutes to two, at which time he had to render up himself to old Twister and present him with a ship-biscuit for luncheon. He bid Mrs. Jorrocks a hasty adieu, and half happy, half wretched, retraced his steps to Lincolns Inn.

Needs must when the devil drives! said Bill, as he hurried along; but Id rather do anything than injure that poor blue-eyed beauty. Nice little thing, with her pretty taper fingers, that used to shake hands with me so kindly; and the more Bill thought of his task, the less he liked it. Still he saw no way of helping himself, for well he knew that Mrs. Jorrocks was merciless, and having got him in her power, she would grind him to the ground.

He wanted no dinner, for his appetite had fled; added to which, old Twister was in the sulks, and did nothing but abuse him for bringing the wrong common forms.

Difficult was Mr. Bowkers task. He paced round his little cage of an office like a wild beast on the fret. No settled plan of proceeding occurred to his inventive genius. We question if he could have succeeded single-handed; but wisely judging, that where women are concerned women would be the best advisers, he enlisted Mr. Bowkers cunning in the cause, by the lure of a long wished-for ring.

A third person was afterwards added in Miss Slummers, or rather Miss Howard, of Sadlers Wells Theatre, with whom it ultimately was arranged a sham register-office marriage should be concocted, the certificate of which should be handed to Mrs. Jorrocks, who was so delighted with the scheme and with Bills sagacity that she presented him with a five-pound note for his trouble. It was just what Bill wanted to enable him to purchase a beautifully carved Prince Le Boo nigger he had seen down in Shadwell, which he thought if he only could get for his shop door it would be the making of him. He therefore immediately slipped on his old broken-down bargain-making clothes, and partly by walking, and partly by bussing, arrived at the marine store, where the object of his errand stood. Prince Le Boo was a magnificent nigger, six feet high, stout, and well formed. He had a splendid diadem, full of particoloured feathers, and wore the dress of a savage chief. He had been the property of some East-end Bowker, who, in classical language, had gone to the wall; and Bill, in his nautical perambulations, had often admired the stately ease with which the Prince faced the street, offering the contents of his snuff-box to the world. When the owner failed, Bill traced the Prince to his purchaser, and often, on a Saturday afternoon, he would stroll down to see if he was safe, and envy the possession of him. The reader may judge with what joy Bowker placed his prize in a cab, and drove up to Eagle Street, as proud as though he were riding alongside the Prince of Wales. The new purchase threw the blue-jacketed, red-stripe-trousered predecessor into the back-ground, and Bill spent 10l. in advertising his establishment as Bowkers Splendid Prince Le Boo Snuff and Tobacco Warehouse, and Cigar Divan, &c. The Trade supplied.

A sparkling paste necklace propitiated Mrs. Bowker for the apparent extravagance, and Bill replaced Stobbs wheat earrings, with a coral necklace, and added a false-diamond bandeau as an equivalent for Susans share in the venture and prize-money.

That no man is a match for a woman till hes married, is an axiom most Benedicts will subscribe to, and Mrs. Jorrocks plied the marriage lines so skilfully and successfully that there was little occasion to follow up Belindas ultimatum with the following production of her own:  

Mrs. Jorrocks Compts Mr. Stobbs, and, sir, I am shocked and orrified beyond all mensuration at his onprincipled conduct to my niece, which must be extremely painful both to Mrs. Jorrockss pride and delicacy; and, sir, Mrs. Jorrocks begs to say most implicitly, that upon no consideration at all can she admit Mr. Stobbs into my house in Great Coram Street again any more.

Mrs. Jorrocks considers it an interposition of Providence that has disclosed Mr. Stobbs wickedness, and saved Mrs. Jorrocks niece from Mr. Stobbs rascality. Mrs. Jorrocks considers Mr. Stobbs far worse than Mr. Carden.

P.S.  The hat and trousers you left with her are left at Mr. Bowkers; and the books and things Mr. Stobbs gave Belinda, Belinda will prefer keeping if you have no objection.


CHAPTER LXXIII. MR. BOWKERS REFLECTIONS.
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THUS CONSCIENCE DOES make cowards of us all, muttered Mr. Bowker; And thus the native hue of resolution Is sicklied oer with the pale cast of thought; And enterprises of great pith and moment, With this regard their currents turn awry, And lose the name of action, continued he, pacing home from Lincolns Inn to Eagle Street.

The shades of night were drawing on. The gas men hurried from pillar to post; early shops were shutting up; and it was time to illumine the cigar-divan for the genteel young people they were letting loose.

Mr. Bowker was unhappy  Prince Le Boo had not brought him the comfort he expected. The snuff-merchant was conscience-striken  he had had no peace since he sold himself to Mrs. Jorrocks. Still he couldnt help himself, nor could he help repeating the lines already quoted. Belinda, as he had often seen her at Mrs. Jorrocks, appeared before him  so young, so graceful, and so agreeable,  

Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn; Dear as the raptured thrill of joy.

Then he thought of Stobbs  recalled his first coming to chambers  his open, hearty manner  and, above all, how differently Charles treated him to the generality of old Twisters pupils. What might he be doing then? Perhaps brooding over his misfortunes  racking his brain, to remember anything that had passed that could be construed into a promise of marriage.

Why have I done all this? asked Bill. Oh, curse the day that saw me in the clutches of that old hag! continued he, as his interview in Great Coram Street came to his recollection. Who would fardels bear to groan and sweat beneath a weary life, but that B  boys shoved the corner of the shutter right into the pit of my stomach! exclaimed Bill, breaking off, and doubling himself up; Cursed little scamp! added he, straightening himself, and seizing the boy by the cuff of the neck, and bastinadoing him with his cane. What do you mean by flourishing your shutter about in that way? whereupon Bill gave the boy two or three more hearty whacks, and then kicked him into the hosiers shop.

Little unmitigated scamp! continued Bill, hurrying on, muttering as he went, By Jingo! it would have been just the same thing if Id been the lord-mayor.

Fearing he might be followed, Bill cut on as quick as he could. He kept close to he wall, and rounded the corner into Red Lion Street at something between a walk and a run. Unfortunately, a gentleman had just stepped aside to tie his shoe-string, and Bill went a somerset over him with his face and hands in the kennel.



Great was the hubbub! Women screamed  dogs barked  men stood and laughed  and boys jumped about, cheered, and clapped their hands.

Bill was sadly damaged; both hands and one cheek were covered with mud, and his drab tights were split across the knees.



Confound you, sir! roared Bill, gathering himself up, and addressing the gentleman; what the d  I did you do that for?

I was only tying my shoe-string! replied a timid-looking little powdered man in black, eyeing Bill with unfeigned fear.

Tying your shoe-string! roared Bill; d  n you, sir, youre always tying your shoe-string. Ive a deuced good mind to commit you for an assault!  Confounded good mind to commit you for an assault! By Jove, I will commit you for an assault! Hanged if I wont commit you for an assault! Whats your name? Ill send you to Newgate!



Mr. Bowkers temper was sadly ruffled. His neighbour Bullpits apprentice shouted and roared, and Mrs. Bowker even was graceless enough to laugh at him, as he entered his shop fresh from his fall; added to which, she had done no business during the day, and Mrs. Jorrocks had sent to say she wanted to see him again



As he was purging himself from his contempt, as he called it, and beginning to regain his usual equanimity, a Hansom cab, as these ugly things are called, rolled rapidly up the street, and, passing his door, pulled up short with a skate before his window.

Thats here! exclaimed Bill, from the back shop, where he was washing; why dont you light up, woman, and let our clients see where we live? inquired he of his wife, hurrying on his night-coat, and bustling behind the counter.

A youth in a dark macintosh jumped out of the cab, and entered the shop. The collar was up, but Bowker immediately recognised the hat and eyes.

Did you get a letter from me? inquired Charles, hastily, undoing the collar of his macintosh as he spoke.

No  yes  no, replied Mr. Bowker, confusedly, all right.

All right!  but its not all right, repeated Charles, I think its all wrong. Who told Mrs. Jorrocks this confounded lie?

Mrs. Jorrocks! repeated Mr. Bowker; Mrs. Jorrocks  Mrs. Jorrocks  the old girl in Great Coram Street! Faith, I dont know.

Real Havannahs, those, sir, turning to a customer who had just entered the shop. The ship only arrived the day before yesterday, and I took the whole cargo  two hundred ton in my warehouse. Thank ye, sir  want a case to put them in  great variety in the window  all prices. New one there!  Prince Albert in kilts, Shooting in Scotland  most popular pattern  sold three dozen to-day  only five shillings. Thank you, sir. You dont snuff, I suppose?  got some of the purest Lundyfoot I ever receive  forty barrels  four hundred pounds worth, in fact!

The customer did not, and therefore took his departure.

Now, Bowker, tell me candidly, said Charles, as soon as he was gone, what all this means  tell me the worst at once.

 Faith, I have no worst in the matter, replied Bill; you seem to know just as much about it as I do, if not more.

Nay, dont say that  dont deceive me  youve seen old mother Jorrocks  youve some idea what shes driving at.

Bill was silent.

You know the story about Susans all made up.

Indeed I dont, replied Mr. Bowker, confidently Indeed I dont  Ive no reason to doubt my wifes sister  none whatever. Quite the contrary.

Nay then! exclaimed Charley, subsiding into a seat.

Why, really, replied Bill, looking very solemn, I should be very happy to befriend you in any way in my power, but theres an old saying, bloods stronger than water; and I must consider my wifes sister first. Matrimonys not so easily got over as a cane and rice fence, as poor old Jackey would say.

Stuff and nonsense, growled Charles in disgust.

Aye, stuff and nonsense, indeed, retorted Mr. Bowker, stop till youve had your nose at the matrimonial grindstone as long as I have, and youll know its not stuff and nonsense.

Come, old Bill, exclaimed a well-musked youth in a blue Spanish cloak, with a profusion of ringlets and rings, sarve me out a couple of your confounded dried cabbage-leaves, you brandy-faced, big-looming beggar.

Certainly, sir, replied Bill, strewing a handful along the counter theres no standing your insinuating manner! Your politeness exceeds your beauty. Those cigars, sir,  though I say it,  are not to be equalled.

The youth lit one of them, and sticking his back against the counter, proceeded to draw long respirations, puffing out volleys of smoke at intervals. His great unmeaning eyes rested first on Prince Le Boo, then on the other nigger, next on Charles, then back on the Prince, then again on the nigger.

Mr. Bowker lighted the revolving fan-light in the window, which, with the gas on the counter, made a goodly illumination. He leaned with folded arms against the well-canistered shelves, and Charles seated himself on the make-believe snuff-barrel in which Mrs. Bowker kept her muff.

Bowker eyed Charles intently. Anguish had bleached his cheek, and there was a subdued melancholy in his dark eye that told of intense suffering.

Rot it, Bill! exclaimed the smoker, taking the cigar from his mouth, whats that rakish old nigger got his fishermans boots on for?

Theyre not boots, theyre his black legs, replied Mr. Bowker, snappishly. Dont you know that a nigger has black legs? inquired he, in a tone of contempt.

They look uncommon like boots by this light replied the smoker, I wonder you dont gild his toes to let people see what they are.

Hes not a candle-light beauty, replied Mr. Bowker, carelessly. The smoker threw open his cloak, and jumping up, seated himself on the counter.

Youre flat old chap! observed he to Bill, after a long puff no jump in you to-night  whats the matter?

Bad tooth-ache, replied Mr. Bowker, putting his hand to his cheek.

Poor beggar! replied the customer, why dont you smoke one of your own cigars? Itll either cure you or make you sick  come, accept the Chiltern Hundreds, and lets off for the night  Coal Hole, Cider Cellar, Offleys, or somewhere.

I think not, shall return myself for Bedfordshire before long, replied Mr. Bowker, yawning and stretching his arms  most heartily wishing his customer gone.

In vain Mr. Bowker tried to get rid of him; the smoker was evidently one of those who consider tobacconists public property  bound to find conversation and house-room.



At length he went.

Mr. Stobbs, said Bowker hurriedly, as he passed round the counter where Charles sat. and laid his hand upon his arm. Lend me your ear  I mean, let me have a word with you. Youll think me a scoundrel, I dare say, said he, his utterance almost choked, but if you knew my necessities youd pity me: I cant bear to see the misery Im creating. I know the story about Susans all my eye.

Bill burst into tears.

You dont say so! exclaimed Charles, brightening up; whats the meaning of it, then?

Bowker, more composed, proceeded to tell him all. When he came to the end he got so excited, that seizing a wooden roll of pigtail of the counter, he aimed such a blow at Prince Le Boos head, as sent it flying through the milkmans window on the opposite side of the street.


CHAPTER LXXIV. MR. JORROCKS TAKING HIS OTIUM CUM DIGGING A TATY.
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NEXT DAY SAW Mr. Bowker and charley Hansoming it to Hoxton to see Mr. Jorrocks, for it was the unanimous opinion of all the common law clerks with whom Bowker associated, that the verdict could not be sustained. Indeed, Mr. Shoestring, Serjeant Mustymugs clerk, contended that all people were more or less mad on some subject or other, and that it would be quite as consistent to shop Mr. Catchball for constant cricketing, or Mr. Troller for fishing, as Mr. Jorrocks for hunting. Altogether, this great legal luminary, a far greater man than his master, was of opinion that the verdict would not hold water. An application to the Chancellor was recommended.

After much parleying and bullying from Mr. Bowker, and liberal allusion to Mr. Perceval, and the Lunatics Friend Society, they at length got admission, and found our old friend much as a pent-up fox-hunter might be expected to be. He had been digging potatoes in the garden, and as they had deprived him of his wig, he had supplied its place with a red pocket-handkerchief.

Now this is werry kind o you! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, running to receive them, werry kind indeed, continued he, jumping about on one leg, exhibiting a pair of clogs in which he had been digging; these are most comfortless quarters. Ive had nobody to talk to, continued he, since I came here, except you poor booby among the cabbages, and a most uneasy companion he is. Thinks hes made o glass, and that the buoys are shyin stones at him. I tells him, hed better be mad upon unting than mad upon such nonsense as that  haw! haw! haw! But come, sit down  make yourselves at ome, in fact, and tell me the news o the willage.  Trade brisk or only middlin?

Thus Mr. Jorrocks rattled on in his usual strain, first on one subject, then on another, and not always waiting for an answer to his questions.

Of course Dr.  maintained he was mad. He had lucid intervals certainly, but as soon as ever the subject of hunting was mentioned, off he went at a tangent. Charles said he had seen many men that way, and the doctors eyes glistened, for he thought hed like to fill his house with them: call it the United Fox-hunters Asylum, or some such name.

Mr. Bowker rather disconcerted him, when he hinted that he would like the Chancellor to see Mr. Jorrocks; and when he proclaimed himself to be a gentleman of the law, and talked about a habeas corpus, the doctors countenance fell amazingly.

After much shuffling backwards and forwards work, many protestations from the mad doctor, that the indiscretion of his friends would very materially retard, if not altogether prevent, Mr. Jorrockss recovery, the solicitors at length agreed upon requesting a private examination by the Chancellor, which was kindly vouchsafed, his lordship having been struck by the perusal of the proceedings as published in the newspapers, and having, moreover, some little curiosity to see the distinguished subject of the inquiry.

Accordingly it was arranged that Mr. Jorrocks should wait in his lordships private room for the rising of his court. Thither our friend went, accompanied only by his partner, Mr. Simpkins, and Charley Stobbs. Mr. Bowker presented them with great dignity to the usher, and returned to old Twister. The court sat late. His lordships trainbearer lent them a newspaper, and, stirring the fire, advised them to sit round, and make themselves comfortable.

Accordingly they did.

Several people looked in upon them;  a footman, an usher, a laundress, but nobody seemed inclined to stay.

Towards dusk a gentleman, with a singularly pleasing expression of countenance, who seemed more at home in the apartment than any of his predecessors had been, entered the room.

Is Mr. Jorrocks here? asked he, after surveying the party by the fire.

Mr. Jorrocks is here! replied our hero, getting up.

Dont let me disturb you, pray, rejoined the gentleman, bowing, and motioning Mr. Jorrocks to be seated. Our friend, however, being up, took a coat-lap over each arm, and turning his back to the fire confronted the enterer.

Coolish evening, this, Mr. Jorrocks, observed the gentleman, rubbing his hands as he approached the fire; I hope your accommodation is comfortable at Hoxton?

Any thing but, replied Mr. Jorrocks; at least I shall be werry glad to let you have it if you like. Cant even get a seidletz-pooder without an order from the Chancellor.

The gentleman smiled. Rather be in the City, perhaps, among your bills and your books;  do you know how the funds are?

Indeed I dont, replied Mr. Jorrocks; consols were at ninety-two and a quarter when they shopped me; dont know what they may be now, wot with the weather and Nicholas Rumenoughs wagaries, adding half to himself and half to his interrogator, wish I could send Pigg over to fight him.

You understand money matters, I suppose. observed the gentleman.

Can you tell me the difference between discount and interest?

I should think so, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Catch a merchant not understandin that. Discounts a premium paid in and for the loan of money for a time yet to come, and the chap wot gets the discount can lend the discount out again, while the chap wot gets the interest has to wait his time afore he has it to lend.

They feed you pretty well where you are, I suppose?

Mr. Jorrocks. Tol-lol  mutton! mutton!  toujours mutton, as we say in France.

What! mutton every day? Can you tell me how many legs a sheep has?

Dead or alive? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

They say you are mad about hunting, I understand, observed the gentleman after a laugh at Mr. Jorrockss acuteness.

Ah, untings the thing  exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks the sport of kings  but, however, never mind, we wont talk about that, added he, checking himself, and saying, I wish the old gentleman would come.

I suppose huntings a fine amusement, observed the gentleman, after a pause. Did you ever hunt with the stag-hounds?

Once, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Once, I should think, would be enough for any body.

How so? I thought they were popular.

They may, but I thinks nothin of them. The fox is the thing! Confound it! There goes, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself. Well, never mind, Ill tell you something, continued he, after a pauseUnting exemplifies wot the grammarians call the three degrees of comparison:  stag-unting is positively bad, are-unting is comparatively good, and fox-unting superlatively so. Theres a wrinkle for ye! Haw, haw, haw. Ill give ye another, continued he, as you seem a goodish sort o chap. If ever you keep ounds, said he putting his forefinger to his nose, and winking his right eye, if ever you keep ounds, always ave a years meal in advance. Old goes alf as far again as new.

Your lordships carriage is at the door, announced a footman in undress livery.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting; have I been talking all this nonsense to the Chancellor? Oh, dear! oh, dear! countinued he, wringing his hands and stamping, wot a confounded old jackass I am! Dash my vig! I dont think I shall ever grow wiser.

Dont alarm yourself, my good friend, observed the Chancellor, mildly; I am glad to have seen you in this way, for it has given me an opportunity of judging how you are. You may be an enthusiast; but I think, sir, turning to the doctor, Mr. Jorrocks seems perfectly able to do without your assistance, and I should recommend your letting him go home quietly from here, so saying, his lordship bowed and retired.



Dash my vig! but thats somethin like a Chancellor! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as his lordship got out of hearing; and seizing the mad doctor with one hand, and desiring Charley to take him by the other, they danced three reels with him till the mad doctor could dance no longer. Mr. Jorrocks then having kicked out the mad doctors hat-crown, politely placed the remains on his head and shoved him out of the door. Joining arms with Bowker, who had now returned, and Stobbs, he then strutted away most consequentially for Great Coram Street  just as they did on the first night of Charless introduction.



Now, said he, when he got to the Hunter Street turn, producing his sneck-key as he spoke, well give em an agreeable surprise.

Having arrived at the Great Coram Street door, he gently opened the latch, and motioning them to enter on tiptoe, as quietly closed the door after him.

There was a solitary candle in the passage, and a strong smell of dinner below. Knives and forks were going in the parlour.

He gently opened the door. There sat Mrs. Jorrocks, in a fine red and gold turban, at the top of the table, Belinda with her back to the door, and Captain Doleful in the hosts chair, in the act of diving a fork into the breast of a boiled turkey. Holloa! you old bald-faced baboon! roared Mr. Jorrocks, an exclamation that caused Captain Doleful to drop his fork, his whiskers to fall from his face, and Mrs. Jorrocks to swoon on the floor.



Jorrocks then installed himself in his rightful position, and insisted on Doleful staying to see ow appy they would all be. And werry appy J. got, so appy that he didnt know when Doleful went away, or how he got to bed himself.

Doleful was desperately dejected and took to his bed at Handley Cross as if he would never leave it again. At last he got up, but only to fall into another snare. Let us take a fresh chapter to detail it in.


CHAPTER LXXV. DOLEFUL AT SUIT BRANTINGHAME.

[image: img52.jpg]

MR. JORROCKSS EARLY, but unseen friend, Sir Archy Depecarde, had a sister, one Mrs. Brantinghame, for whom he was anxious to do something at somebody-elses expense, and hearing of Dolefuls disappointment, he bethought him it was the very time to fix a wife upon him, knowing that when a man has made up his mind to commit matrimony, he will often take up with the next best chance that offers, rather than go without a wife. Accordingly, Sir Archy despatched the following laconic to Droppingfall Wells, where Mrs. Brantinghame was staying:

Try Misers. Doleful, at Handley Cross.

And as soon as ever her week was up at the Wells, she flew on the wings of steam to our renowned Spa, accompanied by her only remaining unmarried daughter, Louisa Letitia Carolina Jemima, for Mrs. Brantinghame had been most particular in loading all her daughters with names, well knowing the agreeable expectations such repletion engenders.

To Captain Doleful, Sir Archy wrote as follows:  

Pluckwelle Park.

Dear Captain Doleful,

My sister, Mrs. Brantinghame, purposes paying a visit to your Spa, to consult our friend, Dr. Mello, and any attention you can show her will be gratefully acknowledged by

Dear Captain Doleful,

Yours, very truly,

Archibald Depecarde.

And the captain, albeit out of humour with the sex, on receipt of the note, began perking and simpering himself up, and when he heard of the widows arrival at her nice six guinea a-week house, in Acacia Crescent, having given her time to shake out her feathers and get settled, he put on his best grin, and went mincing and picking his way, taking care of his Molière shoes, to pay his respects.

[image: img53.jpg]We may here mention that Sir Archy had furthered the design, by lending Mrs. Brantinghame his butler and footman, who were out at grass on board wages, at his expense, while he reconnoitered some minor watering-places, incog., in the west, a country that he knew the wise men did not come from, so that, what with the six guinea a-week house, the butler, the footman, the powder, the plate, Mrs. Brantinghames three hundred a year, looked like as many thousands. We say plate, for Sir Archy lent a becoming quantity of that too, together with some most unimpeachable looking linen and glass, for a gambler always has the best of everything, everything at least that contributes to outward show and adornment. We will now suppose our innocent captain approaching the well-set snare.

His resolute ring at the visitors bell, was speedily answered by a smart well powdered, well put on footman, in brown and black plush, who was quickly seconded by a portly £50-a-year-at-least looking butler, who politely bowing an admission that his mistress was at home, proceeded to conduct our hero up the gaudily carpetted stair-case, to the presence chamber.

Capting Doleful, I blive, smiled the obsequious butler, who had taken in and let out many a gambling victim for his master. Capting Doleful, I blive, repeated he, in the most deferential tone, as he paused upon the flossy pink sheepskin mat, on the landing outside the door, that as yet shut out the view of the terra incognita, upon which our adventurous traveller was about to enter. What a region is that same matrimonial wilderness of undiscovered connection, of which no mans imagination has ever depicted the reality!

Captain Doleful, assented our visitor, as the man opened the cream-coloured door by its flowered handle.

Capting Doleful, Miss, announced he, softly, over the swelling bust of a lady, apparently engaged at her writing-desk; but in reality arranged so as to show the luxuriant rolls of her double-banded brown hair, and the delicate whiteness of her swan-like neck, before her face and general features. All women have some point on which they more particularly pride themselves, and Miss Brantinghame went on her figure and complexion. She had carried Rapins quarto edition of the History of England, with Marco Polos travels atop, on her head, till she was as straight and erect as a dairymaid, or a Fulham strawberry-carrying woman.

Having kept her position sufficiently long to enable her to finish the sentence she was writing, she now arose and turned round, when, in lien of a crumbey old lady, in a cap and false hair, Doleful found himself confronted with a pleasant looking woman, if not an exact beauty, or in the full freshness of youth, at all events one good to look at, who, with a sweet smile, and a stick-out-behind curtsey, begged him to be seated, while she intimated her connection with the house, by an aside, Tell mamma, to the butler.

Doleful was dumbfoundered, and wished he had put on his best Poulson and Co. suit, instead of the second-best one he had come in. He required a second smile, and a second stick-out behind curtsey, to induce him to venture on an Elizabethan India japanned chair, that stood appropriately near where the fair lady sat. Miss then put up her papers, glanced at the opposite mirror, felt her side hair, elongated her nose, and arranged her features generally to what she considered captivating pitch, as she turned in her Jenny Lind chair, to do the agreeable to the caller.

The captain noted a pretty foot, a taper hand, and saw a delicately white well-turned arm up the accommodating width of her sky-blue jacket sleeve. He didnt care if mamma didnt come for an hour. Miss, on her part, though she thought the captain older and more wrinkly than she expected, and not to be compared, in point of looks, either to Peter Bullock, to whom she was then engaged, or Captain Capers, whom she had jilted in Peters favour, felt that Doleful was infinitely their superior in point of wealth and station, and that a pair of proudly-stepping greys would amply compensate for the few envious gray streaks she saw scattered through his straggling hair. She therefore pointed a toe, arranged the heavy manacles on her arms, and placing her pretty hands becomingly on her smart blue spotted muslin dress, opened volubly upon him about the weather. The captain chimed in, and having speedily exhausted that interesting subject, they adjourned to the Crystal Palace, at Sydenham, whose magic wonders soon afforded our fair friend an opportunity of expressing a regret that she had not a brother to take her there, adding, with a half suppressed sigh, something about only children, which fell very gratefully on the grinning captains ear. She would like to go to Sydenham every day  Oh! she should so like to go to Sydenham every day  She would like to go through all the Courts, and all the galleries, and all the walks, and all the lobster-salad places, and she soon talked herself into a perfect glow of animation. The captain sat in ecstasies, thinking how much pleasanter it was to be courted than to have the up-hill game he had had with Belinda  Belinda be banged, thought he. Here was a lady infinitely her superior, and not much behind her in looks, at least, not when the looks were directed at him. She was more of a woman, too. Her figure was fuller and more developed, her hair as bright and glossy, her teeth as pearly, while her animated conversation soon imparted a lustre to her greyish blue eyes, and threw a gentle flush oer her otherwise pallid cheeks, that chased away what ill-natured people would call lines. Altogether Doleful soon began to think he had lit on his legs. The sears of his old heart began to heal. Miss Brantinghame for ever! chuckled he. Now for mamma.

That experienced and judicious old lady, always easy at the outset, but most urgent towards the end, was busy with her only maid, Martha, in the dining-room, putting away groceries, when the Captain came, and receiving for answer to her enquiry, as the maid peeped through the green trellis blinds, whether the ring proceeded from petticoats or legs, that it proceeded from legs; she had little difficulty in appropriating them, and, like a prudent matron, deliberately finished her work ere she adjourned to her bed-room, to make those little adjustments, or perhaps additions to her dress, that we will leave to the imagination of the reader.

And now, as our grinning friend sat lost in ecstasies, listening to the silvery notes of the syren, the door gently opened, and in sidled Mamma, the smiling autumn of her voluble daughter.

My dear Captain Doleful, said she, advancing, and extending her hand as she spoke, My dear Captain Doleful, repeated she, in a tone of mournful resignation, this is indeed most kind  most considerate  my dear brother, Sir Archy, will be deeply grateful, when he hears of your early compliance with his wishes. And thereupon she shook the Captain heartily by the hand, not a fine fore-finger shake, but a genuine confiding greeting, that spoke of confidence of the most substantial and inexhaustible order.

The Captain, who was up on the instant, to make one of his most elaborate bows, was now invited to occupy a berth by mamma, on the spring-cushioned sofa, instead of the ricketty fabric on which he had been getting mesmerised. Having subsided by her side, he harked back upon the weather, which he reviewed under various aspects, Harvest-ically  Turnip-ically  Potatoe-ically  Promenade-ically  Invalid-ically, and Handley Cross-ically.

They then went to the war, and just as Mrs. Brantinghame was making the unfortunate enquiry, if the Captain was at Waterloo, the noiseless butler announced luncheon (in reality dinner, the servants dining after), which saved our hero the humiliation of stating that he was only a militia captain, and had never been out of England. The announcement, however, stopped all this, and even if the Captain had been inclined to confess, we dare say the answer would have been lost upon Mrs. Brantinghame, so intent was she in hoping that Partridge, the butler, and Frederick, the footman, and Martha, the maid, had arranged everything, comme il faut, in the dining-room. After the lapse of a few seconds, for Mrs. Brantinghame was now quite on the take-it-easy tack, she hoped the dear Captain would come down stairs and take a little luncheon with them, whatever there was, for she feared it would only be of the serambling order, not having either her cook or her housekeeper, and only one footman with her, but she was sure he would excuse any little deficiency. So saying, she arose, and, taking the grinning Captains arm, conducted him down stairs, leaving his eight-and-sixpenny hat and twopenny cane to take care of themselves. The Captain went hugging himself, thinking he would save a dinner at home, for he had one of those convenient appetites that could be made to bear upon a dinner, whenever one came in the way. Thus they reached the lower apartment.

Upon the snowy, well got up cloth, of an elegantly set out table, stood a couple of beautiful cold Dorking fowls, a tongue, mashed potatoes, and greens, an uncut apricot tart, a shape of pastrycooks blancmange, a bottle of pale Sherry (brown, watered), and as much of a bottle of Malmscy Madeira as Partridge could spare in the decanting, while the sideboard exhibited Seltzer water, a bottle of Allsop, and a quart of Dobbs and Co., which Partridge intended for himself. Mamma took the top of the table, Miss the bottom, and Doleful the side opposite the fire. Partridge carved the fowls from the sideboard, Frederick handed them round, and the party were soon in the enjoyment of eating made easy. As Doleful sat munching away, he made a mental inventory of what he saw; bright plate, beautiful creaseless linen, crystal-like glass, noiseless butler, powdered footman, everything quite genteel; couldnt be done under two thousand a year  no not for a halfpenny under two thousand a year  and he contrasted it with old Jorrockss rough and ready style, his bustling Batsay, bubbly Binjimin, and duplicate dishes. Then Partridge was so attentive, so anxious to draw the Allsop, so discouraging in his offer of the Dobbs, that Doleful was quite taken with him, and, after the third glass of wine, felt as if he could give him half-a-crown. Partridge, we are sorry to say, did not reciprocate Dolefuls admiration, for on getting down stairs, he declared to Martha, that Miss must be desperately in want of a husband, to take up such a deaths-head looking man, and thinking that Mrs. Markham, Sir Archys housekeeper, to whom he was privately married, would not have had him if he had been such a guy. The appetites of the parlour party being at length appeased, they return to the drawing-room, where Miss enchanted Doleful with her execution of Vilikins on her harp, an instrument she never travelled without, being admirably adapted for showing off her fine swelling figure. And after a long protracted sit, Doleful at length took his departure, feeling that Sir Archy was not half a bad fellow, and vowing that he would return without fail on the morrow.

Mamma and Miss then talked him over, Mamma observing that she thought he would do, Miss, who always liked to run counter, replying, she didt know.


CHAPTER LXXVI. THE GRAND FIELD DAY.
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THE MORROW CAME, and with it came Doleful  Doleful, no longer an indifferent duty visitor on behalf of Sir Archy Depecarde, but Doleful, a very cock-a-hoopish caller on his own account, got up with uncommon care and circumspection. He sported a sixteen-shilling hat, with a flexible silk band instead of a rusty draggling crape, while a black and white watch-ribbon-like tie encircled his stiff round-about collar, with as much end floating over his machinery-worked shirt-front as could reasonably be expected for two-and-sixpence. A Regent Street registered Pardessus was thrown gaily back, to show as well its rich quilting as his new widesleeved coatee with a red silk cuff lining, his twelve-and-sixpenny vest to order, and his black clerical riding-trousers falling becomingly upon his bright Molière shoes. Thus attired, he led himself gaily to the charge, causing no little sensation as he passed through the streets.

Behold him entering Acacia Crescent, and now at the door of his charmer. The house never looked so attractive before. He could almost have kissed the scraper.

Visitors bells certainly are a great improvement upon the time when a man had to mark his own claims to consideration by an appeal to the knocker. It was all very well for ladies, with twelve or thirteen yards of powdered impertinence to act as their heralds, and pound at the panels, but for a humble pedestrian to have to indoctrinate the servants into his claim to attention by the number and freedom of his raps, was rather a nervous undertaking for gentlemen unaccustomed to public knocking. And yet, if one didnt make a noise, they would often let one stand till one starved. So thought Doleful, as he turned the ivory-knobbed handle at the right of Mrs. Brantinghames door, and faced the sun as if for a wait. Quick as thought, the door opened  opened, not in a doubtful, hesitating sort of way, but flew wide open, as if there wasnt a doubt upon the subject of the ladies being at home. Lowly bowed the smiling Frederick, who was powdered to perfection, and starched and ironed out down to his very shoe-ties. Partridge, too, was in full feather, and never did the horse-shoe breast of one of the winged tribe look more bright than did his ample chest in a rich blue, green, yellow, red, all the colours of the rainbow reflecting, cut velvet vest, set off with steel buttons. Indeed, he should rather have been called Pheasant. He had also a splendid velvet-collared blue coat, made of far better cloth than Dolefuls, decorated with hieroglyphical buttons, B. P. A. entwined (Butlers Perquisite Association), and superfine drab trowsers, with broad brown stripes down the sides. Thus attired, he received our suitor at the hands of Frederick, and as he helped him out of his registered Pardessus, woman-like, Martha the maid-of-all-work flitted in the background, arrayed in one of her young missuss cast-off silks, enacting the character of upper servant. For the wages of one servant and a half, she did the work of three, eating only the victuals of one.

The Captain being now ready for presentation, Partridge preceded him up-stairs, making a mental bet with himself  for he was a bit of a wagerer  on the double events of something winning the Derby, and Miss capturing the Captain. Mrs. Brantinghame, who was arranging matters in the parlour, peeped up at her son-in-laws legs as they ascended the stairs, and knowing that all was right above, resumed her occupation, like a nice, discreet old mouser as she was.

And now the drawing-room door opens, and in stalks the gallant Captain, bowing and grinning, and capering as usual. Miss receives him most cordially, as well with a shake of the hand as a stick-out-behind curtsey, and the Captain at once subsides upon an ottoman full of the usual odds and ends, and non-company things.

Miss is most carefully got up for the important occasion. Martha has had a good hour and a halfs spell at her toilette, between making the beds and preparing the lunch, and, by dint of careful sitting since, not a single hair is displaced. She has on a light blue barège dress, the body and flounces trimmed with plaited blue ribbon, and on her well turned arms she wears her first-class manacles, the product of many an ardent courtship, for she always made it a rule to confiscate the offerings of her suiters when the matches went off. She begins by apologising for the absence of Mamma, who had lain down to try to sleep off a sick headache, a statement that Mamma subsequently contradicted by saying she had been poring over her stewards accounts for the last quarter, which was quite as agreeable a hearing to our Captain, who thought he would like to relieve her of that trouble in future.

Mamma has got on her best bib and tucker, and everything wears a holiday aspect. She is all smiles and serenity. The luncheon, too, was of the elegant order, without any make-weight dishes, or apparent ekingout from any other quarter. Indeed, Partridge took better care of the scraps than that, and already his onslaughts on the cold tongue, and his refusal to share the overplus of the Dobbs with Martha, had led to unpleasant bickerings between them. To-day, however, they seem to have merged their differences for the common weal, and play into each others hands in the most praiseworthy manner. Everything is cold, except the vegetables and game, which latter Mrs. Brantinghame would have insinuated came from her own manor, were she not afraid that the ever-watchful Partridge, who brought it from Sir Archys, would contradict her. Miss, however, did the fine by desiring Frederick to tell her maid to bring her a pocket-handkerchief; and Mrs. muttered something about the inconvenience of only having one footman, as Partridge followed Frederick out of the room for a bottle of Allsop, in which he hoped to get Doleful to give him a reversionary interest by having it opened. In fact, the ladies rather over-did the thing, as pretenders often do when they want to cut it fat. Doleful, however, was too much mixed up with them to see anything of the sort, and munched and eat, and munched and eat, with the greatest apparent satisfaction. At length, after a hearty repast, and a long tête-à-tête with Miss after (the affairs of the estate requiring Mammas attention elsewhere), the old grinner took his departure; and as Mamma surveyed the wreck of luncheon, above all, the greatly diminished Malmsey, and thought of the blabbishness of servants, she came to the counclusion that the sooner she got out her landing-net the better.


CHAPTER LXXVII. A SLOW COACH.
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CAPTAIN DOLEFUL WAS so extremely well satisfied as well with the fare as the fair, that he did not feel at all inclined to press his suit to a termination, which he felt he could do at any moment he liked. He therefore just dropped in every day at luncheon time, and stayed till the shades of evening began to draw on, when he adjourned the High Court of Hymen until the next day, instead of letting the clock of courtship run down, and having to wind it up again. Thus he went on for above a week, much to the edification of the opposite neighbours, who, for serious people, were more curious than discreet.

Mrs. Brantinghame, on the other hand, waxed very impatient. She disliked the expense, and dreaded the information afforded by electric telegraphs, penny postage, Bernard Burkes, and busybodies generally. Partridge, too, was anything but tractable, and wanted to have everything as they had at Sir Archys, prigging included, which did not at all accord with Mrs. Brantinghames ideas of housekeeping. She was therefore all for pressing her daughter on, just as old J. pressed his hounds on after a fox. A council of war was held every evening, after the Captains departure, to hear as well how Miss had got on that day, as to arrange proceedings for the next. Miss always reported that she saw the offer was coming, but Mamma very wisely observed that Christmas was coming too; a season that conjured up all sorts of disagreeable associations, To bill delivered, Bill to deliver, Bill if not paid on or before, &c., &c.  and then to think how ill she was providing for the future, by the expense she was then incurring. She wished the thing was settled, one way or other.

She gradually lowered the standard of entertainment, and instead of Dorking fowls and roast game, she jobbed a joint from Saveloys beef and sausage shop in Grudgington Street, which was weighed in and weighed out, to stop the unreasonable incursions of Partridge. The Sherry, and Malmsey Madeira too, were replaced by Marsala, and some of Walker and Waltons Tent, one-and-sixpence a bottle (one-and-three, if the bottle was returned), and the Allsop supply was cut off altogether. Still the old Captain plodded on at his own pace; neither Mammas broad hints, nor Misss variously decorated charms nor wants of a brother, could get him beyond kissing her hand. This, as Mamma said, might mean anything. The servants began to see through the thing, and Partridge no longer took the trouble of appearing at the door, while Frederick gave himself up to fancy trowsers and flash ties, instead of the decorous apparel in which he had at first appeared. Mamma soon waxed dreadfully nervous, that is to say, desperately out of temper. Every time she saw Partridges broad back looming along the Crescent, she pictured to herself the stories he would be propagating at the Dun Cow, the Load of Hay, the Fox and Hounds, or whatever house he frequented, and she fancied she saw them all going to the Captain bound up in a sheaf. Still she was too wise to attempt to bribe the job butler to secresy, well knowing that the course of servitude is to keep the bribe and tell the secret.

She thought the Captain desperately slow. Mr. Cowmeadow hung off a long time with Catherine Christian Clementina Constance, and Captain Cushet was anything but as quick as he might have been with Winifred Rebecca Leonora Lucretia, but then they had other things to attend to, whereas Captain Doleful had really and truly nothing whatever to do or to think of, but to court and eat, and still he couldnt be brought to book. It was very provoking. He was the slowest suitor she had ever seen, and she had had nearly a score through her hands, to say nothing of her own experience in that line. Why didnt he propose?


CHAPTER LXXVIII. THE CAPTAIN CATCHES IT.
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ONE FINE MORNING, as our hand-kissing friend came hopping, and grinning, and bounding up-stairs, without giving Frederick the trouble of announcing him, what should he find, instead of dear smiling Letitia sitting at the receipt of custom, but stiff old Mamma, with her front well down over her care-worn, wrinkled brow, and her once smiling lips compressed into a very firm, resolute-looking mouth. Doleful started at the sight. He saw there was mischief. She didnt look like herself.

Good morning, my dear Captain, said Mrs. Brantinghame, extending her two forefingers for a salute, a sort of instalment of what he might get if he was a good boy; Good morning, my dear Captain. Louisa Letitia will be down presently. But before she comes, added she, in a lower tone, I should like to have a few words with you, motioning the taken-aback Captain to a seat on the sofa by her side. You see, my dear (hem) Captain, re-commenced she, sotto voce, as soon as he got settled; you see, my dear Captain, repeated she, with one of those nasty dry coughs with which old women generally preface their unpleasantness, you see, my dear (hem) Captain, added she for the third time, though of course Im extremely (hem) happy and (cough) pleased to see you (hem) here whenever you (cough  hem) like to come, yet the (hem) world is censorious, and when a (cough) young gentleman comes so often to the house where there is a (hem) young lady, ill-natured people will (cough) talk, and  here she had recourse to her kerchief.

The Captain was non-plussed, for he had not calculated on overhauling time coming so soon; but, with the comfortable consciousness of having the wherewithal, he soon recovered his composure, very different to a young gentleman who feels that overhauling and kicking-out time will be all one.

Mrs. Brantinghame marked his countenance with satisfaction, and felt encouraged to go on; indeed, she had never known Sir Archys information fail, though she had not always been able to realise it. Of course (hem) continued she, smoothing out the corner of her kerchief, Of course I need not (hem) say that my (hem) daughter is very much (cough  hem) flattered and (cough) gratified by the (hem) partiality you have (cough) shown her, and Im sure (cough  hem  cough) simpered she, I have every reason to show you (cough) confidence and esteem, as well on my brother Sir Archys account as on that of my poor dear child, but, considering the difficulty (hem) and the delicacy (hem) of my (hem) situation, I feel assured you will excuse a mothers (hem) and (hem)  the old lady checking herself, in the hope that the Captain would now take up the running.

In this, however, she was disappointed; for the Captain, having taken a careful survey of the ceiling during the earlier part of the discourse, and seen what he was almost sure was a spiders web in the cornice above the door, now took to studying the roses, lilies, and convolvuluses of which the light-grounded carpet was composed.

In the course of his floricultural pursuit, the following ideas came to his assistance:  

First, that he was a very great man.

Secondly, that the old lady was in too great a hurry.

Thirdly, that he wouldnt be bullied.

As he seemed likely to increase his stock of ideas, Mrs. Brantinghame resumed the appeal, ad misericordiam.

People, whimpered she, pretending to brush away a rising tear, People may blame (hem) me for allowing my (hem) daughters (cough) affections to be (hem) engaged before the (cough  hem  cough) preliminaries are all arranged, but really, my dear (cough  hem) Captain, I have been placed in a very trying and difficult situation, and my great regard for my brother, Sir Archy, prompting (hem) me to show you every (cough) attention, without praps thinking or (cough  hem  cough) considering the great (cough) risk and (hem) danger I was exposing my poor dear child to. Whereupon she went off full cry, burying her sobs in her kerchief.

During this second performance, the Captains thoughts had time to take another turn, and they served him thus:  

First, he recollected his ignominious expulsion from Great Coram Street.

Secondly, he thought he would like to show Belinda how soon he could suit himself, and that, too, with a great heiress.

Thirdly, he considered that the not having a brother was always as good as a thousand pounds to a girl, as sooner or later the brother would be sure to do him out of that sum.

Fourthly, that the old lady could not live for ever, and, in addition to a very lady-like wife, he would come in for no end of property  plate, and china.

Accordingly, by the time Mrs. Brantinghame was done heaving and sobbing, the Captain was gifted with the following powers of speech:  

Im sure, marm, (hem)  Im sure, marm, (cough)  Im sure, marm, (sneeze) now looking up to the cornice for the spiders web, I am certainly  I may say undoubtedly  deeply  that is to say sincerely  sincerely, that is to say deeply  attached  to your very elegant and amiable, that is to say, amiable and elegant daughter, and, looking at his rather ragged nails, I flatter myself  that is to say  I have reason to believe  that your lovely and beautiful  that is to say amiable  and (cough) accomplished daughter is equally attached to me, now looking down at his Molières.

That I have no doubt of, my dear Captain, interrupted Mrs. Brantinghame, glad to have got that admission from himself; that I have no doubt of, my dear Captain, repeated she. If I had not been satisfied on that point, I should not have thought of troubling you to day; but, standing almost alone in the world, and knowing the danger of allowing these sort of (cough) intimacies to ripen into (hem) friendships, without a little (hem) understanding, I felt it my duty as a mother to satisfy myself that your (cough) feelings are reciprocal, so that my (cough) childs (hem) affections might not be (sneeze) sacrificed.

The Captain grinned assent, whereupon a game at cross-purposes ensued between Mamma and himself, each wanting to find out what the other had; but, Mrs. Brantinghame having determined to make her daughter Mrs. Doleful at all hazards, she did not go so close to the wind as she would otherwise have done. They were both in a good deal of debt, and Mamma was determined to saddle the Captain with her daughters share.

This exciting discussion was at length interrupted by Frederick (who had been listening at the door for some time) entering the room, to announce that luncheon was ready, whereupon, Mrs. Brantinghame having gathered herself together, tendered Doleful her hand, saying emphatically, as she eyed his slightly flushed face, Then we understand each other. And the gallant officer having answered Yes; she replied, as she took his arm to go down stairs, Then you shall have an opportunity after luncheon.


CHAPTER LXXIX. THE CAPTAIN IN DISTRESS.

[image: img54.jpg]

THE LUNCHEON THAT day was rather better than usual. In addition to a nice piece of cold sirloin of beef, Saveloy sent in a dish of hot sausage-rolls, and some pork-pies, on sale or return, as the booksellers say, and Martha had tried her hand, not altogether unsuccessfully, at a sweet omelette. The decanters, too, were replenished, though we are sorry to add that Partridge was so exasperated at Mrs. Brantinghames meanness in locking away the wine, that he had infused a very strong dose of jalap into the Tent. He had just had time to shake it well up, as Captain Doleful and Mrs. Brantinghame descended.

Ere they had got settled in their seats, Miss entered the room, looking, the very essence of innocence, though most carefully got up, and rustling in a new drab and pink shot watered silk. Doleful was up on the instant to receive his intended, whose smiling features had just been regulated at the looking-glass. Notwithstanding the wigging our old friend had just had, he played a pretty good knife and fork, and though he thought the first glass of Tent tasted rather queer, he did not hesitate to take a second, in which Mrs. Brantinghame joined him. So they beefed, and sausaged, and Tented, as if there was nothing particularly astir.

Mrs. Brantinghame, however, retired earlier than usual, giving a significant hem and look at her daughter, and no sooner did the door close than Doleful, instead of finding himself in the delightful elysium young gentlemen anticipate on such occasions, began to experience all sorts of queer qualms and disagreeable sensations. Miss, who was under orders to bring the affair to a termination, one way or the other, seeing his perturbation, thought to assist his courage by Marsala, which proving more like liquid fire than wine, he again had recourse to the jalaped Tent. He still thought it queer, and sipped and tasted, and turned it over on his palate, wondering if it could be the sweet omelette that made it taste so.

Miss, knowing Mammas sanguine temperament, and that she would not rest long, now that she was fairly raised, tried to get him into conversation as soon as she could. She first broached that convenient autumnal subject, the court-martial on Lieutenant Perry, and censured the naughty officers who tried him. Doleful, who was still lost in meditation on the wine, merely replied between sips, that soldiers generally made as great a mess when they played at lawyers, as lawyers would if they played at soldiers. He then sip, sip, sipped, till he finished the glass, and set it down, thoroughly satisfied there was something wrong about it. He wondered where they had got it. Miss noted his abstraction, and also her Mammas hurried footsteps pacing over head. She tried to get him into the warlike line  the Crimea  then into the Baltic  to Helsingfors, Bomarsund, Revel, saying she thought it was almost better to be as she was, without a brother, than have him exposed to such terrible dangers. This observation, with the falling of a worsted-work weight above, drew Dolefuls attention from certain inward qualms he was feeling, to the subject on which Mamma had been sounding him. It was a great nuisance the old woman being so pressing. What could make her change her tactics so suddenly? She, who had been all ease and confidence before. Could another suitor have turned up? Oh dear! what a twinge that was  wish he mightnt have got the cholera. And he incontinently took another pull at the Tent. It was decidedly nasty; and he set his glass down, determined to be done with it. He would give his ears for a little brandy.  There again!  Wished he was at home.  Believed he would have to take a cab.  Would cost him a shilling.  Could have dined at home for ninepence.

Miss, little thinking what was going on internally, but dreading her Mammas impetuosity, who, not over comfortable herself, was fretting and fidgetting about in the drawing-room, counting the minutes as hours, venting her spleen on Doleful and all dilatory sweethearters, and wondering how much he had cost her in the way of victuals and drink. Miss, we say, little thinking of what Doleful was suffering, and anxious to give him a lift, tried him personally, by asking what he thought of her new dress, getting up to show it, and just as he was paying the old compliment to her fair hand, after admiring the dress, Mamma, who had stolen noiselessly into the room, exclaimed, Well, Im glad youve got it all settled. Im glad youve got it all settled, seizing Dolefuls hand as it dropped from her daughters; for really I was getting very nervous and uncomfortable. And, oh, my dear child! continued she, giving her a strong hug, I hope youll be happy! adding, as she turned again to the now teeth-grinding Captain, Im sure if shes not, it will be her own fault, for I never saw a sweeter disposition than yours. And now, inquired she, in the same breath, will you take any more luncheon, pointing to the still well-stored table, and thinking the servants would be wanting their dinners.

Doleful declined any more luncheon.

Or wine? asked she.

Doleful would have no more of that either.

Then let us go up stairs, and communicate the joyful intelligence to your sisters by this post, continued Mrs. Brantinghame.

Sisters! exclaimed Doleful, sickening, I thought you were an only child!

Only child I have left, replied Mrs. Brantinghame, with the utmost effrontery.

Only child you have left, gasped Doleful.

Yes, only child I have left, continued Mrs. Brantinghame, volubly. Only child I have left; but we have a charming family circle to introduce you to, and shall have more as soon as ever this weary war is over.

War! ejaculated Doleful, turning livid.

Yes; my sons are with their regiments in Turkey, but

Why, I thought you wanted a brother! interrupted Doleful, appealing imploringly to Miss.

So I do, replied Miss, calmly. So I do. These are only half brothers, as mamma will tell you, and a half-brother is never like a whole one, you know.

Yes, their name is Honeyball, explained Mrs. Brantinghame, accepting her daughters invitation; my first husbands name was Honeyball. Praps you may have heard of him. My eldest son, Archibald, called after my dear brother, Sir Archy, is in the Hot and Heavy Huzzars, and my second son, Humphrey, is in the Royal West Highland Practical Jokers.

Doleful thought he saw their nasty naked swords gleaming before him, and was fairly overcome. Rushing out of the room, he seized his hat and left the house, running out of Acacia Crescent, up the back lane, through Shorts Gardens, and Milkington Street, like a man possessed, and took to his bed like a dormouse.


CHAPTER LXXX. WHO-HOOP!
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THE SEQUEL IS soon told. Three days after, Sir Archibald Depecardes travelling chariot, drawn by four smoking posters, was seen rolling, hurriedly, into Handley Cross, with the pinion-folded Partridge lolling consequentially in the rumble, and to draw up with a dash at Captain Dolefuls door. What took place between them, of course we are unable to state, but an adjournment was presently moved to Acacia Crescent; and almost immediately after, bales of haberdashery, and piles of cap and bonnet-boxes began to arrive, and Martha had a busy time of it, taking in and letting out the counter-skippers, and genteel young people bringing them. In due time, white favours flourished through the town, Sir Archibald Depecarde giving away the lovely bride.

Concerned, however, we are to add, that just as Mrs. Brantinghame and Martha were clearing out of the Crescent for Bath, Mrs. Doleful cast up at her mothers, looking so wretched and haggard, that no census-taker would have booked her at fifty. She declared she could not live with that orrid man another day, though for what cause, we, as Sir Thomas Trout would say, are not at liberty to mention. Mamma tried Jorrockss famous horse recipe upon her, advised her to be to his faults a little blind, and to his virtues ever kind; but Mrs. Doleful declared, she would rather to anything than return to him, and though, with bitter anguish, of Peter Bullock and Captain Capers, and the other gentlemen she had jilted.

On that very day, James Pigg was seen turning out of the Marquis of Cornwalliss bottle department into Great Coram Street, with a huge tobacco-stained favour under his nose, holloaing out, as he got staggered into the middle of the street, Keep the tambourine a rowlin! Whativir ye de, keep the tambourine a rowlin! Then having got himself steadied, he went lurching along, holloaing out, B-r-r-a-andy and baccy ill gar a man live for iver! Sink ar say b-r-r-a-andy and baccy ill gar a man live for iver! So he proceeded down Great Coram Street, tendering his nief to every body he met, declaring hed been the death of a guinea, and would be the death of another when young Stobbs was born, until losing his head in the open, he finally subsided under the pump in Brunswick square. Then, just as the little boys were preparing to sluice him, the tall lobster merchant with the big calves, who was going his evening rounds of Buy Lob-ster-r-r! fine LOB-ster-r-r! came to the rescue, and restored him unhurt to Great Coram Street, where the lobster merchant was speedily made as drunk as his friend.

On that very day, too, our elegant Bloomer having captured the Conqueror, and found out what day Belinda was to be married, entered into the happy state also, as appears by the following paragraph extracted from the Paul Pry: On the 29th ult., at St. Marys Church, by the Rev. Simon Pure, assisted by the Rev. Arthur Lovejoy, William Heveland, Esq., A.D.C., to Constantia, youngest surviving daughter of the late Michael Mendlove, of Handley Cross Spa. The lovely bride, who was dressed as a Bloomer, was attended by six beautiful bridesmaids similarly attired.

The Conqueror very handsomely settled himself, not quite so good an investment as Charley Stobbs made with pretty Belinda, Mr. Jorrocks having come down with what old Miss Freezer described as something v  a  a  ry handsome, and promised them a thousand every time she has twins. They were now down at old Stobbss place in Yorkshire, but purpose being back at Handley Cross by the hunting season. They are accompanied by that eminent sportsman Ben, who has been glad to retire from the agonies of hunting and subside into a buttoney-boy for Belinda. This metamorphosis was somewhat accelerated by the following contretemps.

Pigg having gone out in the gray dawn of morn to meet his friend Whiskey Tim and recruit his stock of mountain dew, saw Joe Haddock and Ben having a trial of speed with two of their horses along the south turnpike, and not all Piggs frantic yells and gestures, though he knocked his hat crown out in the effort, could overpower the clatter they made on the road. Pigg therefore made the best of his way home and providing himself with a cutting whip, surprised Ben in the parlour in the act of refreshing himself with some of Mr. Jorrockss marmalade, which he was scooping out of the pot with his thumb. Taking him as he would a hound by the ear, Pigg pitched into him, exclaiming at the top of his voice,

Arll teach ye te gallop mar hussus, it will e (whack)  it will e (crack)  it will e (smack).

Squeak, squeal, writhe, wriggle, roar, went Ben, throwing himself on to the floor.

Arll teach ye te steal tard maisters marmelade, continued Pigg, now taking Ben by the cuff of the neck; Arll teach ye te steal tard maisters marmelade, it will e (crack), it will e (smack), it will e (whack).

Writhe, roar, wriggle, murder! shrieked Ben.

Aye, morder aye, repeated Pigg, turning him deliberately over and taking him by the other ear. Aye, morder aye, arl morder ye, ye bit brazen bowdekite, whe dye think ill stand sic wark as this, (whack, crack  whack, crack  whack, crack)  and altogether Pigg gave him such an elaborate licking as perfectly disgusted Ben with whips and every thing belonging to the chase.

Mr. Jorrocks therefore being without a whip, and in order as he says that they may all break their eggs at the same end, has allowed Pigg to choose his own, who, kennin as he says, Jist sic another chap as hissel, what used to whop in to the Tynedale, he has written to engage him, character being no object with Pigg, and Mr. Jorrocks and Pigg have entered into a compact that master and man are not both to get drunk on the same day.

Moreover, Mr. Jorrocks has offered to increase Piggs wages if he will make Batsay, who we are sorry to say has had to get her stays let out again  an honest woman.

And now for our jolly old master himself. He says their people have beaved so unandsome in tryin to shop him, that hes determined to give a loose to pleasure the rest of his life, and is getting hounds together for four days a week  three and a bye at least, which latter he means to have in Pinch-me-near Forest. This is to be permanently added to his country, and the Right Honourable the Lords Commissioners of her Majestys Treasury having very properly dismissed the Honourable the Commissioner in charge of her Majestys Woods and Forests, together with his Scotch Sylvan oracle, Mr. Prettyfat is again pretty comfortable and able to turn his attention to his poultry, of which he has appointed Mr. Jorrocks grand protector. Pigg and he are to have their breakfasts and a glass of brandy a piece every time the hounds meet there.

Mr. Jorrockss country is full of foxes, many of which he hopes to make cry Capevi, and as the ordnance hedge-hashers have made hunting comparatively easy where they have carried on their operations, he anticipates being able to scramble about in tolerable safety. He has begun greening his breeches knees among the hazel bushes, cub hunting, and arranged his meets for the first week in November, of which he has kindly sent us the following card:  
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Hillingdon Hall 
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In this sequel to Handley Cross, first published in 1845, Jorrocks becomes the squire of the eponymous Hillingdon Hall. As with the other Jorrocks stories, Surtees continues to portray comic tales of fox hunting and country sports, but adds to these with scenes of social comedy founded on the elevation of the grocer Jorrocks to lord of the manor. Surtees himself had inherited Hamsterley Hall in County Durham when his father died unexpectedly in 1838. The inheritance enabled him to write for his own amusement, rather than to earn a living (albeit anonymously, given his new status as a land-owning gentleman). The descriptions of Hillingdon in the novel strongly resemble Hamsterley and it is very likely that Surtees drew on his own experiences as a new squire in writing the novel.
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An illustration for a later Victorian edition of the novel


PUBLISHERS NOTE.  This, one of the best of Mr. Surtees works, was originally commenced in the New Sporting Magazine, and illustrated by the inimitable artists, Wild rake and Heath, but was not completed in that Magazine. It was afterwards published complete in a Three Volume edition. The Five Illustrations now added are by John Jellicoe, and illustrate the latter portion of the work not done by Wildrake or Heath. All are coloured by hand.
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TO

THE ROYAL AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY OF ENGLAND,

THIS VOLUME IS INSCRIBED,

BY THEIR

OBEDIENT HUMBLE SERVANT,

THE AUTHOR.


PREFACE.
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THE AUTHOR OF this work will not trespass on the indulgence of the reader, in the way of preface, further than to say that the agricultural portion of it is not meant to discourage improvement, but to repress the wild schemes of theoretical men, who attend farmers meetings for the pleasure of hearing themselves talk, and do more harm than good by the promulgation of their visionary views.  



HODDESDON, HERTS, 

October 1844.


CHAPTER I.
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OH, KNEW HE but his happiness, of men, 

The happiest he who, far from public rage, 

Deep in the vale, with a choice few retired, 

Drinks the pure pleasure of the rural life.

HILLINGDON HALL was one of those nice old-fashioned, patchy, up-stairs and down-stairs sort of houses, that either return to their primitive smallness, or are swept away for stately mansions with well-arranged suites of company rooms, leaving perhaps the entrance or a room or two to disfigure the rest, and show what the edifice originally was. This at least is the fate of most of them. As soon as the last addition or improvement is completed, down comes the whole; and a plausible architect so confuses the owner with indispensables  things without which no house can be perfect  that when at length the masons and joiners and painters and plasterers and plumbers have taken their departure, he finds himself the master of quite a different sort of house to what he wanted, and begins to think the old patched house would have served his purpose very well, and been much more comfortable.

Hillingdon Hall was quite a specimen of the old-fashioned manor-house. Driving through the neat little village, with its pretty white-washed, rose-covered cottages, a simple portico projecting a little into the street, was all that denoted a mansion of pretension; but when the door was opened, and the stranger ushered along a wide but low passage, into a fair-sized hall, with a billiard table in the centre, the numerous carved black oak doors and passages branching off, increased its importance as he proceeded. The old rooms, consisting of a dining and drawing room on either side of the entrance, were of fair dimensions, oak-wainscoted, with deep recesses at either end, closed by sliding shutters, but these had long been converted into a housekeepers and masters room, and first one and then another had been added, until a handsome dining, drawing room, and library ranged along the new front. Still there was no attempt at architectural symmetry or display. Each room had been added separately and stuck in, as it were, so as not to interfere with its neighbours, and a verandah accommodating itself to the various angles of the house, and encompassing three sides of it, was the only piece of uniformity about the place; all the lower windows opened into this, and under its fragrant shade a tolerable share of exercise might be obtained on a wet day. The view from it was beautiful.

Beyond an undulating lawn profusely studded with gigantic oaks and ground-sweeping pines, the land stretched away to a high promontory, whose rocky peak was washed by the clear waters of the rapid Dart, which girded the two sides of the angular estate. The fields were large and well divided, and being of that table land frequently found on river margins, showed to the eye as large again as they were. The village with its hall stood about the centre of the angles base, and diverging from the road, about a mile on the east, there was a sweet saunter along flowery meads up the rivers course, until the gradually narrowing hills changed into craggy heights  wild and magnificent grandeur  with drooping, dark green yews, and brighter broom, or gayer gorse, or mountain ash, springing from the interstices of the unscaleable rocks and craggy steeps.

Between these lofty cliffs the rapid river flowed in noisy haste; now foaming and rushing through water-worn chasms in the massive rock, now pouring in regular flood over some breast-high barrier, now dashing and dividing into a hundred channels, against the fragments of a scattered rock, and now gliding noiselessly away into the tranquillity of deeper water.

From the giddy heights of the crag-head, the eye roved over a vast expanse of mountainous wood-clothed country.

Following up the waters course, the rocks and banks again gradually receded; the land drooped towards the river, whose gurgling stream sounded soothingly through the spaces between sweeping spruce, whose lofty and luxuriant forms lined either side of a well-kept grassy ride. Here pheasants fed and loitered in the tameness of tranquil security, squirrels spurted up the trees, wood-pigeons cooed wooingly in the branches, blackbirds and thrushes and nightingales, all the feathered tribe, in short, joined in the minstrelsy of the waters: and as the wanderer pursued his way amid the music of nature and the perfume of wild flowers, a sudden turn brought him again in sight of grass fields beyond the road on the other side of the angles base from whence he had set out.

This was its out-of-door or walking aspect. From the windows, though the acclivities of the crag were lost, there were two peeps of the silvery water at the extreme sides of the angle where the banks were lowest, and an immense tract of forest scenery, extending from the opposite hill and stretching quite over the mountain-brow, broke the sky line with the spiral tops of pines and larches commingled with grey rocks and pointed cliffs, scattered in irregular confusion over the wild surface. No sign of habitation appeared save the clear white curl of smoke from the woodmens cottages, scattered at wide intervals in the deep bosom of the forest. The animation of village life was all behind the Hall.

This terrestrial paradise had long been the blissful retreat of Mr. Westbury, a man of infinite talent and learning, and about one of the last of the old-fashioned race of country gentlemen who lived all the year round on their estates. The beauty of the spot might indeed plead in excuse for so uncivilized a proceeding, for Mr.

Westbury had ample means of partaking of London pleasures in the unostentatious style of personal comfort, which, after all, is the truest way of enjoying them. But year after year rolled on, season succeeded season, without the vacuum occurring that required the filling up of London life.

Happy in the tranquillity of the country, happy in the companionship of a sympathizing wife, happy in the society of congenial friends, happy in the seclusion of the woods that his hands had planted, or in wandering over the fields and meadows that his skill had fertilized, age succeeded youth,  



And all his prospects brightening to the last, 

His heaven commenced ere the world was past.



He was the patriarch of the district  the man to whom all disputes were referred, all plans submitted  the man by whom all charities were promoted  the petty king in fact. The humble inhabitants of the little village looked up to him, the wealthier neighbours were always anxious to consult him; and when death closed the eyes of the amiable owner of Hillingdon Hall, and his comfortable mansion, with its rich and picturesque domain, its woods and waterfalls, varied and romantic scenery, became the subject of newspaper advertisements, people far and wide regretted the loss, and the inhabitants of the pretty little village felt that the sun of Hillingdons glory had set for ever.

Some time elapsed after the sale before it became known who was the purchaser of the Hillingdon estate; some gave it to one person, some to another; the lawyers, as usual, were mum.


CHAPTER II.
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... O MOST delicate fiend!

Who ist can read a woman?

 SHAKSPEARE.



MRS. FLATHER and Mrs. Trotter, who Lad long battled for the honour of being second to the Hall people, and who had only been restrained from downright acts of hostility by the amiable intervention of Mr and Mrs. Westbury, seemed to have entered into a sort of truce in case the new-corner should require their united opposition.

Mrs. Flather was a simple, apparently open-hearted, but in reality double-dealing, half-cunning sort of woman, extremely candid and straightforward when it suited her convenience, and extremely stupid and dull of comprehension when the reverse was the case. She was the undespairing widow of a clergyman, an old friend of Mr. Westburys, like him then recently gone to his last home.

Mrs. Flather was a capital figure for a gossip  short and dumpy, with a mild, placid, unmeaning sort of countenance, that banished all fear as to what one might say before her. Moreover, by assuming her late husbands undisguised detestation of gossip and twaddle, she rather inveigled people into communicativeness. Oh, dont tell me any secrets, pray! she would exclaim  or, Dont tell me anything that doesnt concern myself. I never meddle with other peoples affairs, and so on; by which means she often got possession of secrets that would otherwise never have been intrusted to her.

Mrs. Trotter was of the masculine order: a great, tall, stout, upstanding, black-eyed, black-haired woman, with a strong, unturnable resolution; and a poor, little, henpecked, Jerry Sneak of a husband, who was of no more account in the house than if no such being existed. He was a kind, mild-dispositioned man, who might have been a useful and amiable member of society, had not his wifes magnificent proportions captivated him at the outset of life, and merged his insignificance in herself. Mrs. Trotter was a busy, bustling woman, with such a strong sense of duty as frequently caused her to say and do things that most people would have been glad to leave alone.

If she saw an incipient flirtation, she always thought it her duty to caution the parties or their friends; if Mr. Brown called on Mrs. Green oftener than she thought right, she would think it her duty to inform Mrs. Greens husband; if Doctor Bolus hinted that he thought Miss Martin in a delicate way, she would bundle on her bonnet and shawl, and forthwith assure Miss Martin that she thought it her duty to tell her she was going to die, and advise her to prepare accordingly.

It would never answer the purpose of any author to allow two such ladies as these to be without the essential requisites of daughters, and we are happy to say that in this instance there is no need of fiction, for Mrs. Flather had her most interesting, well-blown Emma, coming after a couple of sons  one at sea, the other ashore, whom we only introduce to dismiss as perfectly intractable in our hands; while Mrs. Trotter had her Eliza at the head of a graduating scale of little Trotters, ranging from sixteen years to six. Some links had been broken in the chain, but at the time of which we are writing Mrs. Trotter had her six little followers. As, however, there is no occasion to load the readers mind with people as an omnibus cad does his vehicle, we may here state that Eliza is the only one of the young ones we mean to deal with.

Emma Flather was of the middle stature, what would be called a good-sized girl, neither too big nor too little, too fat nor too thin, with well-rounded limbs, and altogether a good armfullish sort of figure. She had a fair, clear, alabaster-like complexion, full, oval face, pale and yet not sickly, with light brown hair, well-pencilled eyebrows, darkly-fringed, blueish-greyish eyes, rosy lips, and regular pearly teeth. Perhaps we have hardly done justice to her eyes. In repose they were mild and passionless, lighting up, however, when animated, into a radiance that imparted life and intelligence to a countenance that at other times some perhaps might not have called pretty. Still Emma was never worked into anything like glow or excitement. As some one said of Talleyrand, that you might kick him behind without his countenance betraying a change, so a man might have kissed Emma Flather for half-an-hour without raising a blush on her cheeks. Indeed, she was a fine piece of animated statuary  and as cold withal. A provoking sort of girl. Not exactly pretty enough to fall in love with for her looks, and yet dangerous with her looks and blandishments combined. She was desperately enthusiastic; could assume raptures at the sight of a daisy, or weep oer the fate of a fly in a slop-basin. Moreover, she had a smattering of accomplishments, could sing, and play, embroider, work worsteds, murder French and Italian, and had a knack of talking and pretending to a great deal more talent than she possessed. This taste for exaggeration she carried into other matters; she had a fine fertile imagination  frequently fancied herself a great heiress  talked of the beauty of her aunts place in Dorsetshire  insinuated that she was to inherit it, with a vast number of other little self-enhancements, plainly showing that her education had not been neglected.

Emma was a curious mixture of high-mindedness and meanness  of feeling and insensibility. Full of enthusiasm and lofty sentiments  compassionate and tender beyond expression when it suited her purpose  she was, nevertheless, selfish and insensible to the last degree. Cold, calculating, and cunning, she had all the worldly-mindedness of a well-hackneyed woman of fifty  in short, of her mother. As the Frenchman said of his dog, she was well down to charge, and thoroughly appreciated the difference between an elder son and a younger. She would dismiss the latter at any moment that her mother hinted the probability of anything better. All this told in her favour, she acquired the character of a model of propriety, and Emma Flather was held up as a pattern girl for all young ladies to imitate. Of course, old mother Flather was extremely anxious to get her married, but not having fallen in with anything exactly to her mind, she had just flown her at minor game and checked her off under pretence of not being able to part with the dear girl.

Eliza Trotter was of a different nature. She was warmhearted, but shy and reserved, and so humble-minded as to be always most anxious to give way to any one that would have the kindness to take it of her. And yet she was a beauty  tall, slight, and graceful, with a clear olive complexion, and the brightest black eyes and hair imaginable. Emma Flather was not to be compared to her in point of looks; and yet, by sheer assumption, she always passed for something infinitely superior. Age, perhaps, might have something to do with this, aided by a certain patronising air that the model of propriety invariably indulged in to those whom she condescended to notice. She set up for something out of the common way, and assumption does a great deal!

We trust the reader comprehends these characters.


CHAPTER III.
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ECCE ITERUM CRISPINUS.  

Heres old Jorrocks again, as we live!

 Free Translation.  



THE sun had sunk behind the distant hills, the whistling ploughman was watering his horses and washing their legs in the pond at the end of the village, and the tired labourers were knocking the clay from their clogs at their rose-entwined porches, preparatory to entering their cottages, when the jingling rattle of a hack-chaise drew all heads to the street. The cobbler dropped his last, the publican his pipe, the basket-maker his willows, and the sempstress her needlework, to look at the destination of so unusual a sound.

Amid the chalky dust raised by a pair of lumbering jaded posters appeared the outline of a yellow po-chay, so enveloped in packages as to leave little but the side panels visible. A well-matted package of apple trees covered the roof, a desperately-dusted boy in a glazed hat clutched the pot of a huge scarlet geranium in one arm, and with difficulty kept himself on the crossbar with the other, while the pockets of the carriage were occupied with bundles of carnations, convolvuluses, caper bushes, and cornelian cherry trees, completely screening the passengers from view.

Thus it rolled up the street of Hillingdon, like Birnam Wood on its way to Dunsinane, at the best pace the postboy could muster to dash up to the Hall door.

Veil, thank God, vere ere at last! exclaimed a fat, full-limbed, ruddy-faced man, in a nut-brown wig, bounding out of the chaise as soon as the door was opened, cutting off the heads of a whole bunch of roses that had been riding most uncomfortably in the back pocket of his grey zephyr.

Oh, Jun, youve done for the roses! exclaimed a female voice from the depths of the chaise.

Cuss the roses! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, giving the fallen flowers a kick with his foot.  Votever you do, come out o the chay! for Im sick o the werry sight on it. Here, Batsay, come out, and then your missis ill get turned round  for vot vith her bastle, and vot vith her flounce, she really is as big as an ouse.

Out then came Batsay, stern foremost, exhibiting the dimensions of a well-turned foot and ankle, and altogether a large, stout, well-proportioned figure. Mr. Jorrocks having eased her of her flower-pot on landing, Batsay gave her dusty, bunchy, black ringlets a shake, and then proceeded to help out her mistress.

Now, Binjimin, vot are you a-sittin perched up there for, like a squirrel in an acorn tree? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks to the hero in the glazed hat with the geranium-pot in his arm, who still kept his place on the cross-bar. Dont you see vere at ome, man?

Benjamin would have been very clever if he had, for he had never seen the place before. The boy then descended, and Mrs. Jorrocks, in a stiff, rustling, amber-coloured brocade pelisse, with a crimson velvet bonnet, and black feathers, having being baled out, the old deaf man who had been left in charge of the Hall having fumbled the chain off the door, and got it unlocked, stood, hat in hand, while the party proceeded to unpack the chaise, and carry the luggage into the house.

Now, gently with them happle trees! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as the post-boy prepared to roll them off the roof; and have a care of the lumbagos (plumbagos) and stockleaved ounds tongue, for them are exotics, vot dont grow in this country. Paid no end of money for them, added he, in a mutter.

Out then came box, and bundle, and parcel, and bunches of flowers and moss-tied roots without end; and all having been carried into the house, Mr. Jorrocks paid the post-boy, and closed the door upon the curiosity of the inhabitants of the village of Hillingdon.


CHAPTER IV.

[image: img60.jpg]

OH, WHAT A tangled web we weave 

When first we practise to deceive!



So the new Squires come at last! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, bursting into the room the next morning, where Emma sat patching and torturing a piece of muslin under the pretence of embroidering a collar. Confound those collars! If women only, knew how little men appreciate those flimsy, fluttering, butterfly articles of dress, they would surely betake themselves to some more profitable employment. Embroidering a collar! Spoiling a good piece of muslin, we should say! We never see what is called a richly worked collar without thinking how much better it would have been to have got a new one, instead of hiding the blemishes of the old one with wreaths, flowers, spots, dots, caterpillars, and other curiosities.

But to Mrs. Flather and the Squire.

So the new Squires come at last, was the exclamation of Mrs. Flather, bursting into the room to her daughter; and as this is to be a regular orderly three-volume work, we may as well describe the locality before we proceed.

Mrs. Flathers husband, as we have said before, had held the living of Hillingdon, the next presentation to which had been purchased for a youth not yet fully japanned, and by a hokus pokus sort of conjuration, it was now held by another; and Mrs. Flather occupied the manse until the new owner, James Blake, was ready to take possession. The manse did not stand in Neighbour Row, in the village of Hillingdon, but occupied a slightly elevated position about a mile off, giving the occupant a view of the beautifully proportioned church, and spire rising amid the foliage of gigantic trees, without the addition to the prospect of the village. The house itself was of the patchworky order of Hillingdon Hall (of course, on a much smaller scale), for it is observable that the same style of architecture pervades certain districts; and the manse was partly stone, partly stucco, partly covered with slate, partly with pantile, though the latter was of the diamond pattern and subdued colour of the new national duck-house in St. Jamess Park. Still it was very pretty, particularly at the season we are now describing, when gay party-coloured roses bedecked the lower parts, covering the bare stems and stalks of the more aspiring vines and fragrant honeysuckle, or commingling with the large-leaved ivy or perfumed jessamine, showing every bright variety of hue, and every tint of sober green.

Altogether, it was a pretty, sentimental-looking spot  interesting in itself, but doubly interesting as containing the pattern young lady of the place. It combined all the poetry, without the inconvenience of love in a cottage.

Now, a third time, we will surely get under weigh.

So the new Squires came at last! exclaimed Mrs. Flather to her daughter.

Indeed! replied Emma, with equal excitement. How do you know? inquired she, laying down her collar, and looking anxiously in her mammas stupid face.

I have it from very good authority, said Mrs. Flather, with an important nod of the head, as she advanced into the room. Fools are always mysterious.

Well, but you surely can tell me, observed Emma pettishly.

Well, I had it from Jane, whos been down for the milk, said Mrs. Flather, after such a pause as she thought would be a sufficient punishment for her daughters impetuosity.

And who told her? asked Emma after a similar pause, during which she resumed her stitching as though she did not care to hear anything about them.

She saw them, replied Mrs. Flather.

Them! observed Emma; I thought you said The Squire.

And his wife, added Mrs. Flather.

Oh, hes married, is he? observed Emma, with a sneer. What lies people do toll, added she angrily after a pause. Every person has been declaring for the last three weeks that he was a smart, handsome young London gentleman, and half the girls in the country are ready to set their caps at him.

They may save themselves the trouble, observed Mrs. Flather. Hes a regular, steady, old gentleman, in Hessian boots and a brown wig.

So, observed Emma, with a look of disappointment: perhaps hell have some daughters, added she, thinking to vex her mamma with a little mistimed propriety.

Sons would be more to the purpose, I think, replied Mrs. Flather, eyeing her daughter with a half angry glance.

Emma worked away without the slightest change coming over her alabaster countenance.

If there are sons, therell be no harm in seeing what they are like, you know, Emma, my dear, continued the old lady coaxingly.

What, and throw James over? inquired Emma, looking up. James Blake was the third and present rung in Emmas matrimonial ladder.

Ay, but get well on with the new one first, you know; but Im sure, my dear, youve so much discretion, that there is no need for me to point out what is right and proper on such an occasion.

Poor James! observed Emma, looking intently at an ink spot she had just discovered on her white muslin frock. Emma dressed plainly. Her mother prided herself on her daughter having no taste for finery, declaring she never was so happy as when in her little muslin frocks. A very convenient doctrine for mammas, and very taking with the men.

James will soon get over it, continued the affectionate parent; but that is very careless of you to ink your frock in that way  clean on to-day, too  got to serve till Saturday; but what I was saying was, that no man ever died of love  at the same time, I dont wish you to do anything hasty or unfeeling  James, you know, can always be had  keep him in reserve  just as you did little Meadows, nothing could be more delicate or lady-like than the way you dropped him. James, no doubt, was a change for the better, just as Meadows was better than Upton. If you can get one with double Jamess fortune, why drop him, and so on, always changing for the better if you can, and taking care always to have one to fall back upon. Men are easily managed. They believe things said to themselves that they would laugh to scorn in the case of another. None of them ever suppose any girl can prefer another to themselves; and if the point of fortune touches them, ridicule riches, say you would rather live with a man you love upon hundreds, than be the mistress of thousands without the endearments of the heart; in short, my dear, I am sure your fine feelings and sense of duty will prompt you to do what is right.

Oh, Im sure they will, my own dear mamma! exclaimed Emma, rising and throwing her, arms round her mothers neck, and kissing her profusely, thinking all the time of half a strawberry tart she had left in the dining-room closet, for, O reader, if the model of propriety had a passion, we blush (which is more than she would do) to say it was  for eating.  

This scene of domestic life was suddenly interrupted by the creaking of the green gate as it swung back on its hinges, causing an involuntary exclamation from Mrs. Flather of Oh dear, heres that horrid Mrs. Trotter!, Run, Emma, and put on your canary-bird collar.

Odious woman, what can she want? muttered Mrs. Flather to herself, bustling into the drawing-room, and seating herself on the centre of the ottoman, as though she had been using her best room all the morning.

Mrs. Trotter, marm, announced the man-boy in buttons, and immediately Mrs. Trotters majestic figure occupied the portal.

My dear Mrs. Trotter, I am so delighted to see you! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, jumping up and saluting her with all the empressement in her power. I hope you leave all at home well.

Quite well, thank you, was Mrs. Trotters comprehensive reply, as she threw a rich black lace veil over her drawn silk bonnet, and displayed the healthy glow of her fine features, and the lustre of her large black eyes.

And Emma? added Mrs. Trotter, looking inquiringly round the room, how is she?

Emmas just stepped into the garden to water her flowers, observed Mrs. Flather, casting an eye towards the garden, as she spoke.

Dear child, said Mrs. Trotter, shes so fond of her flowers, its quite a treat to see her among them, thinking it would be, for she knew Emma cared nothing about them.

After a few commonplaces about the weather, the cleanliness of the roads, and the dirtiness of the lanes, Emma entered, watering-pot in hand as usual, and Mrs. Flather having arranged her collar behind (which the rose-bushes had somewhat deranged), Emma pretending great impatience all the time, she burst into most energetic inquiries after all her sweet young friends at Hillingdon, Eliza in particular. Mrs. Trotter answered in the usual full-measured strain, and then, after a little repetition about the weather and a hit at the rose-bushes, conversation came up short.

And have you heard of the new-comers at the Hall? at length interrogated Mrs. Trotter.

No, indeed! replied Mrs. Flather; you know we never hear anything  shut up in this little quiet retreat we feel as if the world was bounded within our gates. Nobody ever tells us anything, and Im sure I never trouble myself to inquire. It can make little difference to us who comes.

Nay, then! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter. Im sure, now, Id have thought youd have liked to have known. However, never mind  I dare say youre right, only it would have looked neighbourly to have given them an early welcome.

What, theyve come then, have they? exclaimed Mrs. Flather, with well-feigned surprise.

Come  yes  surely!  bag and baggage  and Ive made it my business to ferret out all about them.

And what have you learned? inquired Mrs. Flather, merging her indifference in her curiosity.

Why, Ive had a good deal of trouble to make out anything, to tell you the truth, for the post-boy that drove them put me on the wrong scent  at least, so it would seem, from the information our Thomas got of their servant, whom he met at the public-house, though his story doesnt exactly tally with what our Jane got from their ladys-maid  however, I gleaned enough to satisfy myself that their name is Jorrocks, and that they have no family.

What, just a couple by themselves, asked Mrs. Flather, with as much indifference as she could muster. Are they young?

No, oldish, I should think  at least their man says his masters been Lord Mayor, and they dont make Lord Mayors of boys. The maid says her mistress is a Lady Patroness of Almacks, and that theyve a grand house in the city  Great Lombard Street, I think  and I can tell Miss Emma they are great florists, added Mrs Trotter, turning to the model of propriety, who sat admiring her fine collar.

Florists are they! repeated Emma, looking up. I am so glad of that. Oh, how I dote on flowers! added she, clasping her hands and turning her fine eyes up to the ceiling.

Yes, they brought a great cargo of flowers and trees, and the man-servant says his master is enormously rich, and kept a pack of hounds, and altogether I think we may congratulate ourselves upon the acquisition  not that they may perhaps supply the place of poor dear Mr and Mrs. Westbury  but still we might have done a great deal worse, and altogether I think it is a very nice thing, and I shall consider it my duty to pay my respects to them as soon as ever I hear they are in a situation to receive company, and of course you will do the same.

Oh, I shall call, of course, replied Mrs. Flather; but not in such a violent hurry, inwardly resolving to be beforehand with Mrs. Trotter if she could, adding, in a week or ten days time, perhaps.

Well, just as you please about that, replied Mrs. Trotter; in the meantime if you have any acquaintance in London, perhaps you may as well write to them, and see if you can get any further information. I consider it the duty of us mothers to be circumspect.

Not for the world! exclaimed Mrs. Flather; I have no curiosity of that sort. Its enough for me to take care of myself and my poor dear child here without troubling myself about other peoples affairs.

Well, just as you think right about that; I like always to know who people are; indeed, I consider it my duty  not that I suppose the Jorrockses are other than highly respectable, but still as a general rule I mean. But I must be off, for Ive got to attend a meeting of the Ladies Anti-Corn-Law Association, and must pop into Mrs. Barbers to give her a hint that her daughter was walking rather late with young Dodd, the blacksmith, last night; and that reminds me that our Book Club meeting is to-morrow evening, and Ive to distribute the prizes at the Sunday School after that, and write to the secretary of the Shipwrecked Mariners Society into the bargain; so now, my dearest Mrs. Flather, good-bye. Emma, my sweetest, good day.

Thereupon the ladies kissed with all the smackiness of affection.

It wouldnt be a bad plan for you and I to pop down to the Hall while that tiresome woman is on her rambles, observed Mrs. Flather to Emma, as soon as she saw Mrs. Trotter clear of the gate. You could take your watering-pot in your hand, you know, and say, that hearing they have a taste for flowers, you came to offer them the loan of it till their own arrives, or something of that sort.

Well, mamma, whatever you think right, replied the willing daughter; only let me finish my tart before I go, for Im very hungry,

Certainly, my dear, its always well to eat before you go out, for young ladies should never be seen to indulge; at least, not to eat as if they were enjoying it. Indeed, that is the only thing I have to find fault with you about; you always eat heartily, as it were, instead of picking and playing with what is set before you. Its all very well at home to stuff and eat, but nothing disgusts men so much as a guzzling girl; so now eat your tart and get a good slice of bread  buttered if you like  and then wash your mouth out and we will set off.  


CHAPTER V.
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DOWN WITH THE bread tax!

 COBDENS CRY.



But times are altered; trades unfeeling train 

Usurp the land and dispossess the swain.

 GOLDSMITH.



IT was a fortunate day which secured to the Anti-Corn-Law League the services of Mr. William Bowker  fortunate to the League, for they gained an able and most unscrupulous coadiutor; and fortunate to Mr. William Bowker, for he had just lost the best part of his income by the demise of his old master, the celebrated Mr. Snarle, the great conveyancer of Lincolns Inn.

Mr. William Bowker, or Bill, as he was familiarly called, was one of a large class of men about town, who make a very great show upon very slender means. Not that he made any equestrian or vehicular-display, but in his person he was a most uncommon swell, gay and gaudy in his colours, glittering in his jewellery (or make believes) faultless in his hat, costly in his linen (or apologies), expensive in his gloves, and shining in his boots. Many a country cousin, and many a one again, has anxiously inquired of his London cicerone who that smart gentleman was, as Bill has strutted consequentially through the Park on a Sunday, swinging his cane, with the tassels of his Hessian boots tapping the signal of his approach.

Many a time Mr. Jorrocks and him have passed for lords as they rolled arm in arm through the Zoological or Kensington Gardens, haw, haw, hawing, at each others jokes, looking about at the girls and criticising their feet and ankles. This latter, however, was in short-petticoat times.

Mr. Bowker was an extraordinary fellow; over head and ears in debt and difficulties, he was as light and gay as if he hadnt a care in the world. Not a new fashion came out but Bill immediately had it. If a flight of extraordinary neckcloths alighted in the mercers windows, the next time you met Bill he was sure to have one on. All the rumbustical apologies for greatcoats that have inundated the town of late years had their turns on Bills back. You seldom saw him twice in the same waistcoat. Variable as DOrsay, and as gay in his colours. Moreover, there was a certain easy nonchalance about Bill, far different to the anxious eyeings and watchings of the generality of would-be swells. He would salute a man immeasurably his superior, with perfect familiarity; offer his richly-ornamented gilt snuffbox, or poke him in the ribs with a smile and a wink, that plainly said You and I have a secret between us. His looks were in his favour  rosy and healthy, as though he had never known care or confinement; with wavy yellow locks, slightly streaked with grey, giving him the license of age over youngsters; while his jolly corpulency and plummy legs, filling his bright Hessian boots, had the appearance of belonging to some swell fox-hunter up at Longs or Limmers, or some of the tiger traps, for what they call a spree  rouge et noir, feathers, hot port, Clarence Gardens, and the Quadrant.

In the language of the sect, Bill had some breeding in him  by a lord, out of a ladys-maid  and blood will tell in men as well as horses. Hence, whatever his difficulties, or whatever his situation, Bill always retained the easy composure of a well-bred man. His address was good, his manner easy, and his language pure. If fortune had neglected to supply him with the essentials, at all events it had not deprived him of the advantages of birth. He was about the gamest cock with the fewest feathers that ever flew.

Hundreds will exclaim on reading this sketch, Lord, I know that man as well as can be! Have seen him in the Park a thousand times; and perhaps no one has caused more Whos that? than our friend Mr. Bowker. Indeed, he was a sort of person that you couldnt overlook, any more than you could a peacock in a poultry yard, for there was a strut and a dazzle about him that almost provoked criticism.

Of course Bowker was well known to his own set, but whats a mans own set in the great ocean of London society? Moreover, even in his own set he was an object of admiration, for he was friendly and jocose, and we dont believe there was a man among them but would rather have enhanced Bills consequence than attempted to lower him by proclaiming him the clerk to a conveyancer, and keeper of a miserable tobacco shop in the miserable purlieus of Red Lion Square. Our readers, we dare say, will be anxious to know how Bill managed matters. We will tell them. He lived by his wits.

When old Snarle was in full practice, Bills fees were considerable, and in those days he was nothing but the thorough varmint and the real swell. As soon as Chambers closed, he repaired, full dress, to a theatre, attended a free and easy, or some convivial society. Here his jolly good humour ensured him a hearty reception, and the landlords of the houses were too happy to hand him anything he called for in return for the amusement he afforded to his customers. He could sing, or he could talk, or he could dance, or he could conjure, lie through thick and thin  in short, do everything thats wanted at this sort of place. He was in with the players too, and had the entrée of most of the minor theatres about London. At these he might be seen in the front row of the stage boxes, dressed out in imitation of some of the fat swells in the omnibus, his elbow resting on a huge bamboo, with a large Dollond in his primrose-kidded hand. There he was the critic. Not the noisy, boisterous, self-proclaiming claquer, but the gentle irresistible leader, whose soft plaudits brought forth the thunder of the pit and gallery. He had some taste for acting, and we have read some neatish critiques attributed to him in the Morning Herald and Advertiser. This sort of society brought him, of course, a good deal among actresses, and we have heard that several of his How dye do? great acquaintance arose out of little delicate arrangements that he had the felicity of bringing about. This, however, we dont vouch for; we will therefore thank our readers not to quote us on this point.  

But to the baccy shop.

As fees fell off, Bill set up a snuff and cigar shop, and he who had amused so many, sought for the favours of the fumigating public. But Bill had a great mind. He did not stoop to the humble-mindedness of appearing as a little tobacconist, but leapt all at once into the station of a merchant, and advertised his miserable domicile as BOWKER & Co.s WHOLESALE SNUFF AND TOBACCO WAREHOUSE.  THE TRADE SUPPLIED. Whether this latter announcement had the effect of keeping off customers  people perhaps supposing they could not get less than a waggon-load of baccy at a time  or whether Eagle Street is too little of a thoroughfare, or not sufficiently inviting in its appearance, or whether there were too many Bowker & Co.s in the trade already, we know not; but certain it is, no wholesale customer ever cast up, and most of the retail ones were what Bill touted himself or were brought by his friends. The situation, we take it, must have been the thing; not that we mean to say anything unhandsome of Eagle Street, but we cannot account for the bad success of Bowker & Co.s establishment upon any other grounds than that the neighbouring shops were not attractive, and a good deal of a tobacconists trade consists of what is called chance custom. Doors with half-a-dozen bell-pulls in each post, denoting half-a-dozen families in the house, coal and cabbage sheds united, those mysterious, police-inviting bazaars, denominated marine stores, with milk shops, corn chandlers, furniture warehouses, and pawnbrokers commingled, do not add much to the appearance of any street, and certainly Eagle Street has nothing to lose in the way of attraction.  

Yes, the situation must have been the thing, for if any one will take the trouble of walking through the thoroughfares, and casting their eyes into the brilliantly-illumined divans, they will see men, without a tithe part of Mr, Bowkers ready wit and humour, handing the cigars over the counter as fast as they can fumble them, with women immeasurably Mrs. Bowkers inferior, riveting men with their charms, and sending them away by the score every night with the full conviction that they are desperately in love with them all, and only wanting to get rid of the other chaps to tell them so. That, we take it, is the grand secret of a baccy shop. Keep up the delusion, and you keep up your customers, but then you must have a bumper at starting. Theres the advantage of a thoroughfare. Fool No. 2 sees Fool I smoking and making eyes at a woman, and in he goes to see what shes like. Shes equally affable with him, and while both are striving to do the agreeable in comes No. 3 on a like errand  4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10  legion, in fact, quickly follow, and they all go on eyeing and fumigating, as jealous of each other as ever they can be, until the smoke obscures their vision, and they leave, each with the determination of seeing what they can do singlehanded next night. The shop is then established.

Mrs. Bowker, when Bill set up, was a fine, big, dashing woman, with as good a foot and ankle as any in London. She was then on the stage at the Coburg, but marrying Bill for the purpose of getting off it, he found to his sorrow that she was likely to be a dead weight, instead of an assistance in housekeeping and theatrical society, which it was then his ambition to enter. Still there were her looks  a clear Italian complexion, large richly-fringed dark eyes, cork-screwy ringlets, swan-like neck and ample bust; and what with gaslight, and the tinsel of a theatrical wardrobe, Bill hoped to turn his better half to some account in the way of decoy duck at a cigar shop. Mrs. Bowker, however, took badly to it. She was above it in fact, and instead of sitting to display her charms in the gaslight, she was generally sipping brandy-and-water, and reading greasy novels on a sofa in the back shop. Miss Susan Slummers, her sister, also an actress and a fine handsome girl too, was shortly afterwards added to the family circle; and certainly, if wit and beauty can command success in the baccy line, Mr. Bowker had every reason to expect it. Still, as we said before, we grieve to say it did not come; and debt, and duns, and difficulties soon beset Bills path of life in most alarming profusion.

Our old friend, Mr. Jorrocks, as kind-hearted and liberal a man as ever stuffed big calves into top-boots, long stood his friend  so long, indeed, that the worthy old gentleman had ceased entering Bills obligations in his books  and many people trusted Bill on the strength of the intimacy, who would never have let him into their debt upon the faith of any of his own palaverments. Not that he was a bad hand in that line, but they had had too much of it. In short, Bill was better known than trusted.

Thus then matters stood at the time of Bills enlistment in the League. Old Snarle was dead. The dwindling fees were done. To begin brushing coats and cleaning boots for a new man, in hopes of seeing him rise in the profession, was out of the question to a man with Bills ideas, and at his time of life. The cigar shop did nothing. Mrs. Bowker did a good deal in the brandy-and-water way. House rent was due  their first-floor lodger had left them. Gas rent was in arrear  water ditto  and poors rate collecting. Income-tax, we neednt say, he was exempt from.

Mr. Jorrocks had retired into the country, and though he had never turned a deaf ear to any of Bills representations or petitions, still our worthy tobacconist could not help feeling that without the aid of the emollient blarney wherewith to pave the way in jolly half-seas-over intimacy, the ominous no effects might some day be returned to his epistolatory requisitions, and then what was to become of him?

 The law and Mr. Commissioner Fonblanque only knew!

Having now introduced Mr. Bowker, we will let his correspondence with Mr. Jorrocks speak for his situation and arrangements.



EAGLE STREET, RED LION SQUARE.



HONOURED SIR,  Youll be glad to hear that your old friend Bill has lit on his legs at last. High time he did, for I really think I was never so nearly stumpt in my life. Old Snarle, as youll have heard, has cut his stick. Poor old bitch! Yet let it not be as our great master says  



  the evil that men do lives after them; 

The good is oft buried with their bones.



Snarle had his faults, and so have we all, but for parties in a hurry there never was a quicker hand at a settlement. May his new settlement be to his liking!

Tother night, as I was sitting in my back shop uncommonly spooney, reflecting on the uncertainty of life, and the certainty of the tax-gatherer calling in the morning, a mysterious big black-whiskered, beetle-browed stranger entered the shop, and asked to have a word with me in private. As soon as we had coalesced behind the scenes, Mr. Bowker, said he, taking off his broad-brimmed hat and gloves, laying them on the table, and sitting down on the sofa, as if he meant to be comfortable, You dont know me?

 Why, you have the advantage of me, said I.

 Well, said he, I come to advantage you.

Glad of it, said I, adding aside, wonder if its Joseph Ady?

 You are to be depended upon? said he, after a pause.

 Close as wax, said I.

 Well then, said he, you have heard of the great National Anti-Corn-Law League?

I have seen their advertising machine, said I, but I never thought more of it than I should of Tosspots crockery cart, or Warrens matchless blacking van.

I could let you in for a good thing, observed the stranger musingly.

Haste me to know it, that I with wings as swift as meditation or the thoughts of love, may  jump at it, exclaimed I.

I find thee apt, rejoined the stranger, rising and extending his right arm, saying  



And duller shouldst thon be than the fat weed 

That roots itself in ease on Lethes wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this.



Oh, my prophetic soul! my uncle! exclaimed I, interrupting him;  if it wasnt for that black pow and those d   d heavy brows, Id swear you were my old friend Jack Rafferty, late of the Adelphi Theatre.

You have me! said he, pulling off the wig and appurts with one hand and grasping my hand with the other. Sure enough, there stood old bald-headed Jack, with his little ferrety eyes peering at me with the great black brows still above them. Having taken these off and put them carefully in his pocket-book, he again shook hands, and asking for a squeeze of the old comforter, we stirred the fire, put on the kettle, and prepared for hot stopping.

Bill, said he, as soon as he had got the brew to his liking, and one of my best Woodvilles in his mouth, one good turn deserves another.

Undoubtedly, said I, as the tailor observed when he turned the old trousers a second time.

Ah! said he, youre just the same old cove that ever you were. How are you off for blunt?

D  d badly, said I; should be glad to join you in raising a mortgage on our joint industry.

Well, never mind, said he, chuckling, you did me a good turn when that wicked bailiff, Levy Solomons, came to take me for the butter bill, and I havent forgotten it. By Jove! I fancy I hear him blobbing into the rain-water tub at this moment. Ive seen queer days since then, added he thoughtfully; been all through the Disunited States, Canada, Columbia, and I dont know where, shipwrecked twice, gaoled thrice, tarred and feathered besides. Hard life a players, forced to appear merry when were fit to cry; however, thats all done  Ive turned over a new leaf  Im in the respectable line now, and hearing that your occupation in Lincolns Inns gone, why Ive just stepped in, as Paul Pry would say, to see if I could do anything for you in the respectable line too. You see, said he, the way for talented men like us to prosper is to take the folly of the day and work it. I saw this in the nigger times. Lord, if the compensation money had been taken direct from the pockets of the people, instead o passing through the filtering bag of Parliament, it would have been a good workable subject to this day. John Bull is a great jackass  a thick-headed fool. Unless you empty his breeches pocket before his face, and say, Now, John, I take this shilling for the window tax, this for the dog tax, this for gig tax, and this for the nigger tax, you cant make the great muddle-headed beast believe he pays anything for the nigger tax, and so by making it a parliamentary grant, opposition was lost, and with it as fine a field for enterprise as ever was seen. However, its no use crying for spilt milk. Go aheads my motto, as they say in the Disunited States. But to business.

The new light is the Corn Laws. Theres more sense in this than there was in the nigger question, because if you can persuade a man hell get a fourpenny loaf for twopence, you show him something to benefit himself, which you couldnt do in the case of the great Bull niggers, that he had never seen or cared to set eyes on. Still John shows his stubbornness, and hangs back as if he thought the Repealers were the only people that would get the four-penny loaf for twopence. It is to rouse the animal, and convince him that for once there is such a thing as pure disinterestedness in the world, that the League is bestirring itself; and now, my old friend Bill, continued he, for the service you did me, by popping the bailiff over head in the tub, Ive come to offer to recommend you, as a man of very great talent, eloquence, experience, and I dont know what; in fact, to supply the vacuum there must necessarily be in the heads of men who are fools enough to subscribe their money to force a benefit on people that they dont want.

The League is about to enlighten the country  north, south, east, and west  from the Orkneys to Portsmouth, from Solway Frith to Flamborough Head  all are to be visited by men of mettle like ourselves, and if we dont astonish the natives, why my name is not Jack Rafferty.

Faith, said I, Jack, Im not nasty particular, and never was about making money, especially at the present time, for to tell you the truth, Im as near in Shorts Gardens as ever I was in all my life; but the devil and all is, I know nothing about either corn or the corn laws, and hardly know wheat when I see it.

Thats nothing, said Jack; youve a quick apprehension and a ready tongue  lots of jaw  and thats what the League want. Youll have plenty of time to study your part, and rehearsals over and over again. Zounds, man, its the easiest thing in life! Instead of appearing in one character on Monday, another on Tuesday, a third on Wednesday, a fourth on Friday, and a fifth on Saturday, and having to study and cram and rehearse for them all, here you have nothing to do but repeat the same old story over and over again, which comes as pat off the lips as a childs church catechism. Infamous aristocracy iniquitous ruinous starvation landlord-supporting tax blasted Quarterly  and all that sort of thing. Whatever is wrong, lay it to the corn tax. If a man cant pay his Christmas bills, attribute it to the bread tax; say the landlords have grabbed a third of his income. Tell the shipowners their interest is ruined by the monopolists  nay, you may even try it on with the farmers, and say you verily believe they would be benefited by the abolition of the corn laws; that you really think our climate and system so superior, that they would drive foreign grain out of the market, just as our fat Durhams and Devoushires beat Sir Roberts Tariff fat cattle out of the shambles. In fact, you may say almost anything you like; and should any one oppose you, you will always be ready with a cut and dried answer, which, with an easy delivery, will put your cleverest unprepared arguer quite in the background.

Just then, in came Mrs. B. Cleopatra, my dear, heres our old friend, Rafferty, said I.

What, Jack! exclaimed she, that robbed the treasury at the Adelphi?

 Hush! cried I. Jacks respectable. Encore the brandy.

Well, the upshot of it was, that the next day I attended a meeting of the League at the British Hotel, in the best apparel I could muster  light blue, buff vest, drab tights, best Hessians, tartan cravat. Joey Hume was in the chair, and as soon as ever I saw that, I determined to be stiff.

Who have you there, Mr. St. Julien Sinclair? (for that is the name Jack goes by)  asked Joe, as we advanced to the table.

Mr. William Bowker, replied he.

 The same of whom you spoke at our last meeting? inquired Joe.

The same, answered Mr. St. Julien Sinclair.

Jack had primed me pretty well on the road what I should say, in case they examined me; but I suppose, being well recommended, or knowing it must come to that at last, they thought it better to dispense with all humbug, and having ascertained that I was perfectly disengaged, and ready to embark in the cause, they said that the Council of the League had determined to sectionize the kingdom, to enlighten the lower orders on the monstrous iniquity of the bread tax, and the great advantages of a free trade in corn. That they had been at it for some time without producing much effect, but they had now got a new dodge which they thought would tell. This was, that instead of single-handed lecturers, like Jack Rafferty, going about doing as they liked, and reporting what they pleased, that the leaders of the League should take the thing in hand, distribute themselves over the land along with ladies and lecturers, and make a regular crusade against the monopolists. Lecturers, it seems, they had not had much difficulty in getting, indeed I should wonder if they had, for eight guineas a week and ones travelling expenses are not picked up every day  but the ladies there had been some trouble about. However, as they thought they could not dispense with the influence of the fair sex, they have accommodated matters by hiring a certain number of females who are to take superior characters, just as Jack Rafferty took the part of Mr. St. Julien Sinclair. To each lecturer, therefore, there is to be attached a leader and a lady; and the company are building a lot of Whitechapels, capable of carrying three with their luggage, and we are to be allowed ten shillings a day for a horse to pull them about. There will be suitable devices, with mottoes, such as DOWN WITH THE BREAD TAX! FOOD FOR THE MILLION, &C., &C., along the sides of the vehicles, which are to be painted sky-blue, with red wheels, picked out with green. They will be labelled behind in statuteable letters  



GREAT NATIONAL ANTI-CORN-LAW ENLIGHTENMENT CART.

FORMS FOR PETITIONS SUPPLIED!



I think that is all Ive got to say, except that I hope your new purchase is to your liking, and that Mrs. Jorrocks approves of the house as much as she did of her mothers at Tooting. Should there be anything I can do for you in town, pray let me know; and after I leave, Cleopatra or Susan will be glad to do their best for either Mrs. Jorrocks or you, to whom we all beg to present our most respectful compliments, and I have the honour to subscribe myself,  Dear sir, your humble and obedient servant, 

WM. BOWKER, L.G.A.C.L.L.A.



Lecturer to the Grand Anti-Corn-Law League Association.



Mr. Jorrocks, it seems, had commenced a letter to Mr. Bowker, before the receipt of the foregoing. We give it entire, throwing, as it does, some light upon his opinions and movements.



HILLINGDON HALL.



DEAR BILL,  Weve got here at last, and precious glad I was on it. Tiresome work riding three in a chay  two fat women and ones fat self. Not that Batsays werry crummy; but theres a good lot on her; and we had sich a lot o poleyanthuss aboard, that I was forced either to squeeze her, or squeeze them.

The country is werry different to London! Lord bless ye! ow small everything looks. Afore we stopped at the first station, I felt I was gettin out o my element; but afore we arrived at the end of the rail, I felt quite flummoxed  all bedevilled. Thinks I to myself, Now, John, you old jackass, what are you a goin out o your own line o life for, into a land of strangers, with never an acquaintance, and all to begin afresh? Couldnt you have stayed quiet in Great Coram Street, with the run o the world before you? Then, a little somethin within whispered,  But you loved the country, John. Ampstead Eath has always had great attractions for you  you love the hair of Greenwich, and ShootersIll is dear to your recollection. True, said I, my frind; and I minds when I started in my prentice prime I loved figs, but I soon found there was sich a thing as getting a surfeit on them. Howsomever, never mind  the country has its charms  cheapness for one. Fowls, three shillins a couple; a goose with his gizzard and all complete, four and sixpence. But to proceed with our journey.

The further we went, the stupider people got; and when we were done with the rail and got into a country inn, I think I never saw such a set of stupexes. Instead of half a little finger fatching one a coach, it took me ten minutes to drum into an ostlers ead that I wanted a po-chay and pair. O dear, then came sixteen miles of dusty roads, sultry weather, and fat women. I shall never forget it. How-somever, we got here at last; and certainly, though frightfully retired, the place is pretty. It will take us some time to get all square, for most of the furniture was sold, and theres nothin in two rooms but images  men with beards  men without beards  some without neckcloths  and two naked Wenuses. Folks about are monstrous purlite  will lend us anything from a warmin-pan to a waterin-pot. Weve had some callers  women folk chiefly, who seem to be monstrous taken with us. They are a goodish breed o women hereabouts  large, well-grown uns, and werry agreeable. Altogether things are better than they threatened to be, but theres a deal o sameness, and the evenins are long. Howsomever, I spose we shall get used to it, and when I get started farmin I shall have more to do. I means to take a hundred or a hundred and fifty acres in hand, and try all the new experiments on a liberal scale  guano, nitrate o soder, bone manure, hashes and manure mexed, soot, salt, sand, everything in fact; shall lector on agricultur, and correspond with the Royal Society, and so on  Mr.

Jorrocks on buck wheat  Mr. Jorrocks on clover  Mr. Jorrocks on long orns  Mr. Jorrocks on short orns.

I had written this far when your agreeable favour came to hand, and werry appy I am to hear of your luck. If the Leaguers have wot they say (£50,000), you are in for a good thing, but I dont believe it  I think it will prove like a ladys fortin, or the dirty dandys shirts, who began to count at twelve and went up to fourteen  they may have £5000 or £6000, and an O is soon added. Ive lived a long time in the world  a liberal sixty, let us say  and I never found money to be had for axin  certainly not from our party, though I believe the Tory calves bleed sometimes. Howsomever, never mind; £5000 or £6000 will take a deal o spendin, and if you manage matters well, youll get them to make another whip when thats gone. The question is better nor the nigger one in some respects, and worser in others. It is better for the subscribers, because they are adwenturin their money for summut that may profit themselves; but then, on the other hand, it choaks off the whole host of grievance-unters who are only to be moved by imaginary and inwizible wrongs.

In the language of botoney, to which Mrs. Jorrocks is now dewotin herself, pure philanthrophy is a bush of curious growth. Its tender leaves expand at the pictor of a great naked nigger claspin his ands with Am not I your brodder? comin out of a scroll in his mouth, and yet close at the sight of a needy relation comin to ax for a little golden hointment. Old women, love-sick damsels, and ringey, ringlety, guitar-playin youths, are the great supporters of umbuggeries of all sorts; but then it must be a real useless object to enlist their sympathies  a subscription for a Sunday-school on the ivory coast, or a communion service for a chapel among the Copper Indians. Bread is too homely a subject. Wot sentiment is there in a great barley  loaf? My maid Batsay would be shamed to be seen givin a yard o bread to a beggar if there wasnt a great  slice o beef below. Theres where I think the Leaguers will be leaked. They cant show a clear case of sheer uselessness; but, on the contrary, there are some strong symptoms of utilitarian self-interest. Whos to be benefited? The Leaguers themselves. Theres the rub! Will you get Mrs. Sympathizer Green or Miss Puritana Brown to come down with the mopusses to benefit Cobden and Co.? I think not. Praps youll say the Leaguers dont want their mopusses  only their tears. Who are they to be shed for? The labourin classes? Not they! The labourin classes dont want them. Bull, as you say, is a great hobstinate beast, but he has some gumption notwithstandin. This mornin I walked up the street of our town, dressin-gowned and slipperd à la Margate, just to appetize a bit afore breakfast, and there I fell in with a man called Ercules Strong, a-shovlin on stones with a spade and a barrow. Mornin,Ercules, said I. Mornin, Squire, said he. Hardish work that, said I. Middlin, said he, diggin the pickaxe into the heap. Vot do ye get a day? said I. Half-a-crown, said he. Thats a good deal, said I. Had three shillin last year, said he. How came they to reduce ye? axed I. Things fell in price, said he, and half-a-crown goes as far this year as three shillin did last.

Then the price of labours regulated by the price o wittles, is it? axed L Undoubtedly, said he.

Now, supposin Cobden (who keeps a print-mill, or print-works, or somethin o that sort) employs two or three undred Ercules Strongs, its clearly his interest (on the grab-all-I-can system) to get the price o wittles reduced, because then he can get his Ercules Strongs so much cheaper, and pocket the difference. Time was when the motto of an English merchant was, Live and let live, but them was antiquated days. These are the get-rich-in-a-hurry times.

Praps Cob will say, Oh, but then if I get my Ercules Strongs at sixpence a day less, I shall be able to let you have my devils dust goods, or dads, cheaper.

I doesnt believe that either. I mind, when the leather tax was taken off, sayin to my bootmaker, Now, I spose I shall get shod cheaper.

Why, sir, said he, the fact is, I was jest a-goin to raise the price o my boots, so this reduction will enable me to keep them as they were. 
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Cob would jest be a-goin to do the same with his devils dust bads, I guess.

I dont think you can bam the lower orders about bread. The Bull niggers with nothin but a bishops apron on, supplicatin for mercy with chained and uplifted ands, aided by Mrs. Sympathizer Green and Miss Puritana Brown, was a fine subject, because there was summut left to the imagination; and as Tommy Moore or some other popular and poetical gentleman says: Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, slavery! still thou art a bitter draught; and though thousands in all ages have been made to drink o thee, thou art no less bitter on that account. But a fourpenny loaf sets Apollo and the Muses to flight, jest as Binjimin has set a flock o crows off my front field.

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, Cobden, say I, still thou art a great umbug; and though, thousands may roll into your beggin bag, the poor will never eat cheaper on that account.

It arnt a bad dodge, but I dont think itll do. There is no elbow-room for the imagination, and the purpose o the promoters is too apparent on the face on it. It will require a deal o sleight o tongue to make Bully believe youre a-workin for his good. If I was to adwise the workin classes, Id say, Dont you sign no petition nor nothin o the sort, unless your masters will hire you for sivin years sartin at present wages. Ay, Cobden, wot say ye to that? In short, this is not a good genuine ome-brewed grivance, frothin up at the bung-ole of discontent, but a sort of sea-kaley, hothouse, forced thing; a thing that requires mexin and stirrin about with a spoon like a seidlitz pooder. No offence to the lectorers in course, who Im sure are anything but spoons.

But Im a deviatin from my text, which ought to be congratilations to you for bein taken up by the League, instead of denouncin the umbuggery of its ways. In course you, as a traveller o the concern, will do your best to further its interests  and feather your own nest.

So shall you better yourself, and secure the everlastin esteem of  Yours to serve,  JOHN JORROCKS.


CHAPTER VI.
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THERE SHALL THE flocks on thymy pasture stray, 

And shepherds dance at summers opning day.

 PLEASURES OF HOPE.



SMALL as Hillingdon appeared after London, and insignificant as were the shops, Mr. Jorrocks soon found that he could get most things he wanted. There were two tailors, three shoemakers, a milliners, a straw-bonnet makers, two inns or public-houses, where they sold grocery, woollen and linen drapery, hats and hardware, or exchanged them with the farmers for poultry, butter, and eggs; also a beggarly beer-shop, a butchers, and a bulls-eye or lollypop confectioners. Besides these, of course there was the doctors  Dr. Claudius Sacker  with his white house and green rails, and name properly emblazoned on a bright brass plate, with a night bell pull in the doorpost. Most of the cottage property belonged to Mr. Jorrocks; indeed, the extreme neatness of the buildings, with their old gables, and rose-trees, woodbine, or ivy creeping up the thatches or stone roofs, or apricot or pear trees nailed against the fronts, plainly bespoke which were included in his purchase and which were the property of other individuals. There was an air of substantiality about all the Westbury  now the Jorrocks property.

Of course it was the interest of the new landlord to encourage his own people, and accordingly Mr. Jorrocks set about giving an order to each. His swell London clothes he soon found to be inconvenient and unsuited to the country; and in lieu of his fine blue coat and brass buttons, and buff waistcoat, he devised, in conjunction with Tommy Rumfit, his tailor, a new article of dress, which he purposed calling the Jorrockian jacket.

John Brick, one of the mercantile publicans aforesaid, having imported a piece of the queer-figured cotton velvety looking stuff that we see ladies making gowns of, Mr Jorrocks determined to adopt it as the material for his dress, and accordingly had the requisite quantity, with trimmings, cut off, and sent to old Rumfits. The colour, we should observe, was brightish brown, with a fine light sea-weedy sort of pattern shot through  indeed, we are not sure but it might have been meant to represent wheat-ears  like Sir Robert Peels present  though the word free was not apparent in any part of it.

Well, this was cut and contrived into something between a jacket of modern and a jerkin of olden times. The collar was a mere hem, turned up; it did not half cover the nape of his great bull-neck; Mr. J. was terribly thick about the throat  a sad sign of want of breeding. The jacket, or garment, was double-breasted, with slanting pockets on each breast, with very full straight laps meeting, or rather folding over, in front, and reaching about half-way down his thighs. A row of buttons enabled him to fasten them in front. In each lap-front were two tiers of diagonal pockets, the pocket-mouths  for holes would ill describe their proportions  being edged with nut-brown velvet, and the upper-storey ones a size or two smaller than the lower. In these he purposed carrying his hands, halfpence, and trifles of that sort; while the lower ones were for his handkerchief, hand-saw, books, and other bulky articles. The back of the garment presented a most extraordinary aspect. There were no buttons at the waist, nor indeed anything to denote where the small of his back would have been  if small he had had any  but just about his girth the garment swelled out as if inflated. Two downward folds, indeed, there were, and a line of buttons up the middle, as if the laps were buttoned together, but this was all deception  or rather attempt at deception  for it was apparent to the commonest observer that the garment was of a piece all round. Such 

Peel or Ancoat Vale velvet. it was, however, and being made entirely out of Mr. Jorrockss own head, of course let him have the credit of it; and such of our readers as think it becoming, we dare say are at liberty to copy it  as he has not yet gone to the expense of a patent. The waistcoat was of the same material, with large flaps without any pockets; and his lower man was clad in drab stockingette tights and Hessian boots. A green neckcloth, a woolly white hat, turned up with green, and a knotty little dog-whip, completed his costume. Rumfit and he thought it extremely fine, and altogether a very good job.

Thus attired, Mr. Jorrocks mounted a most imperturbable old Roman-nosed, dock-tailed black cob that he had picked up cheap in the village, and rode about surveying his estate, looking at pigs and cows and sheep, asking foolish questions, and talking a great deal of nonsense about farming. Thanks, however, to the veneration in which townspeople, above all Londoners, are held in the country, the rustics thought some new lights must be breaking in the husbandry horizon  never imagining for a moment that the owner of so fine an estate, with such a fine open countenance of his own, knew nothing whatever of what he was talking about.

Among the cottagers he did well enough, for he had plenty of small-talk for the old women  how many daughters they had? who they married? how many children each had? how many were bouys, and how many gals? where they got their cat? whether she was a good mouser? how the oven baked? if their water-tubs were full, how much they held? what they gave for their pig? how they were off for soap? and other little family inquiries.

Never was such an estate as Mr. Jorrocks expected he had taken possession of, for, in addition to all the tenants being described as most opulent and respectable, Mark Heavytail, the largest, who farmed what was called the pet farm, was stated by the rural Robins who did the printed particulars, to be a man of such respectability and independence of character, as to be above asking or accepting a reduction of rent. Glorious man! There was a tenant! Mark was a fine specimen of an English yeoman, six feet high, large and stout in proportion, with a great, round, nearly bald head, grey eyes, snub nose, and ample chin. His usual costume was a snuff-brown coat  at least when he sported any coat, for it was oftener on a hedge than on his back  a striped toilenette waistcoat, broad patent cords, and grey worsted stockings and thick shoes. The pet farm lying round a hillside, and the house being on the top of it, Mark had the wind first hand, and, either from that cause or from having a voice a size too large for his body, Mark always roared as if he was holloaing to a man at the mainmast of a man-of-war in a gale of wind. One of Mr. Jorrockss earliest visits was to the pet farm, and though he might not, like Miss Waithman, expect to find all the shepherds with pipes and crooks, or smartly clad dairymaids with cows and syllabubs under the trees, he certainly expected a different reception to what he met with from Mark. Having kicked his pursy pony up the hill, he sat mopping the perspiration from his brow, and looking down upon the village of Hillingdon, with the silvery Dart winding its tortuous course through a wide expanse of rugged picturesque country, when Mark, who was busy cutting hay in his stackyard, seeing a stranger, who he concluded was the Squire, put on his coat and proceeded to meet him.

GOOD MORNIN, SIR, roared Mark, as soon as he got within fifty yards of Mr. Jorrocks. STOP, LET ME OPEN THE GATE FOR YOU; and Mr. Jorrocks, thinking Mark was deaf, pitched his voice in the same key. The following dialogue then took place, each bellowing as loud as he possibly could.

GLAD TO SEE YE AMONG US, roared Mark, taking off his hat as Mr. Jorrocks neared the gate.

THANK YE, MY GOOD FRIND, replied Mr. Jorrocks; WERRYAPPY TO MAKE YOUR PERSONAL ACQUAINTANCE.

YOUVE A WERRY NICE FARM HERE; DOIN WELL, I OPES.

WANTS A DEAL OF DOIN TO, replied Mark.

THEN VV DONT YOU DO IT? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

BECAUSE IT ARNT MINE, responded Mark.

THEN WHOS TO DO IT? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

You, TO BE SURE! replied Mark, louder than ever.

ME! responded Mr. Jorrocks. MY VIG!  WHY, THEY TOLD ME THE FARM WAS PERFECTION; adding aloud to himself, There must be some mistake here; this cant be the pet farm.

PRAY, MY GOOD MAN, VERE DOES MR.EAVVTAIL LIVE?  MR. JORROCKSSEAVVTAIL, IN FACT? inquired he, after a moments reflection.

HERE, roared Mark; MY NAMES HEAVVTAIL.

Indeed! Yell, I thought so; but someow your account dont tally with the auctioneers description of the pet farm.

I KNOW NOTHIN ABOUT AUCTIONEERS, roared Mark, BUT I KNOW OUR BACK KITCHENILL BE DOWN THIS BACK END IF THERE ISNT SOMETHIN DONE TO HER; AND THERES NO KEEPIN THE CATTLE STRAIGHT FOR WANT OF A NEW BIER.

Yell, but Im a buyer, replied Mr. Jorrocks; vot is it youve got to sell?

SELL I WHY, THERES NO PRICES TO GET FOR NOTHIN. DOWN CORN, DOWN HORN! WERE ALL BEGGARD; NOTHIN

FOR US BUT THE ONION (UNION); YE CAN NEVER KEEP UP YOUR RENTS.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, adding aloud to himself, if this is the crack tenant, I vonder wot the restll be like.

THE VEATS A-LOOKIN WELL, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause, anxious to get Mark off the grievances  Mr. J. looking back on a field he had passed in coming up the hill.

THATS BARLEY, roared Mark. I WISHES THE WHEAT WAS LOOKIN WELL. PRAY, JUST RIDE THIS WAY AND SEE IT, AND THEN SAY IF ITS POSSIBLE AT PRESENT PRICES TO KEEP UP PRESENT RENTS.

Yell, but the clovers a good crop, observed Mr. Jorrocks, not noticing Marks invitation.

The old land hasnt a ton an acre on it. The lands all sour  wants draining.

Faith, I thinks the lands not the only sour thing on the premises, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself.

WILL YE BE PLEASED TO STEP THIS WAY AND LOOK AT OUR BACK KITCHEN? bellowed Mark, after a pause; AND REALLY I THINK THE DAIRYLL HAVE TO BE BUILT NEW FROM THE GROUND, FOR THE WET COMES TUMBLIN IN BY BUCKETFULS FROM ALL QUARTERS.

So much the better, roared Mr. Jorrocks; itll save you the trouble of pampin into the milk. The Islinton folks always say the black cow is the best.

AY, THATS VARRY TRUE, rejoined Mark, OUR PUMPS ALL GONE WRONG, TOO  NOT BEEN A DROP OF WATER COME

FROM HER THIS FORTNIGHT.

Oh dear! oh dear! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, you seem to be all gone wrong together  a bundle o grivances. If grumblin makes a good farmer, you certainlie ought to be classed Ai. Good mornin, good mornin, added he, turning his sluggish cobs head downwards as he spoke, and giving it a good double-thonging as he went.

BUT YELL SURELY COME AND SEE THE BACK KITCHEN! roared Mark. I DECLARE ITS NEVER NO USE  

ITS NEVER NO USE BOTHERIN ME! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, kicking the cob and double-thonging the harder to get out of hearing, adding to himself as he went; Im dashed if ever I seed sich a perfect urricane of a man. Pet farm, indeed! My vig! reglar spoilt child, I declare! Come hup, you hugly beast, to the cob, come up, and get me out o hearin.

And with the word away they went down the hill, a deal faster then they came up, the whip, and the cobs nose being turned towards home, giving an additional impetus to his movements.


CHAPTER VII.
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NEIGHBOUR, YOU ARE tedious.  SHAKESPEARE.



CRUELLY disturbed as Mr. Jorrocks had been by his interview with Mark Heavytail, he had scarcely recovered his usual equanimity before he encountered another tenant who again upset his philosophy. This was Johnny Wopstraw, a civil but very concise man; and if there is one more provoking thing than another, it is encountering a slow pragmatical matter-of-fact man when one is in a regular state of combustion. Wopstraw was a big, broad-shouldered, broadfaced, sensible, respectable man, but slow in his judgment, and cautious in his utterance. Moreover, he had a provoking way of lengthening each sentence by the unnecessary introduction of the phrase of upon the whole, the word whole being pronounced as if there were a couple of hs and two or three os in it. He was busy in the field, but seeing the new Squire, he left his work, and introduced himself in the usual way by opening a gate.

Thank ye, my frind, said Mr. Jorrocks as he approached; adding, as he looked over the hedge into the next field, Youve a fine crop o barley there.

Thats wheat, replied Wopstraw, taking off his hat; upon the who-ole its tolerable fair. The low end isnt so good as the high, though.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, these corn crops rather bother my vig. And vot do you think o things in general? asked he.

This was a fine comprehensive question, and just the last one that ought to have been hazarded to Wopstraw, for it was sure to last him till nightfall Why, upon the who-ole, he began, things are down, and I fear theyll keep so. Upon the who-ole, I think Sir Robert was wrong in meddlin with us farmers. We were doin pretty well upon the who-ole  just managin to scratch on, at least  and then he came and knocked the very wind out of our bodies. Upon the who-ole!  

Yell, but ave you got ever a bal (bull) to sell? interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, anxious to turn the conversation, and save himself a political lecture. I vants a bal, o the pure Devonshire sort, to give these foreignerin chaps a quiltin. It beoves us to be awake  wide awake I may say, sharp as Durham mustard  and to drain and dust our land with hashes and bone manure, nitrate o sober, and all that sort o stuff. The farmers here seem a long way behind the hintelligence o the day.

Why, now, replied Wopstraw, scratching his head, and reconsidering all Mr. Jorrocks had said, so as to begin answering at the right end Why, now, as to a bull, I doesnt know of one that, upon the who-ole, I can recommend. Dick Grumbleton at Hawkstone has one, but hes of the Herefordshire sort; besides which, upon the who-ole, I dont suppose Dick wants to part with him.  

Yell, never mind, then, said Mr. Jorrocks, anxious to be off.

As to drainin, continued Wopstraw, without noticing Mr. Jorrockss interruption, upon the who-ole, I should say its the foundation of all agricultural improvement. Its like the foundation of a house, and unless thats sound its no use.

Then you dont know of a bal to suit me? rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, catching impatiently at the cobs head, double-thonging and digging his heel into its side, riding off, and muttering something about Tiresome chap  slow-coach  bothersome beggar, and other little censurable epithets.

In truth, Mr. Jorrocks found a great difference between London and country people. Bred in City, where his life had been passed, and where time is money, the contrast between its quickness and the slowness of the country was strikingly visible. No smartness, no quickness, no question answered before asked, everything seemed to lag and drag its weary way on  to-day the same as yesterday, to-morrow as the day before. Ever-varying nature supplies the charms of artificial change, but he that cannot read that book had better remain behind the counter. Yet how many are there panting to repeat Mr. Jorrockss mistake!



Hackneyed in business, wearied at that oar, 

Which thousands, once fast chained to, quit no more, 

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, 

All wish, or seem to wish, they could forego; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade.



Mr. Jorrocks soon found he was more at home at the Shades at London Bridge or Leicester Square than in the shades of Hillingdon. It was clear he had a deal to learn. Impressed with the conviction that he was too shrewd to be cheated, and country people too honest to attempt it, he made several very moderate bargains both in the matter of cattle and corn, though the prices were so much lower than in London, that he prided himself upon being very clever, just as Englishmen think they do the French when they get five-and-twenty francs some odd sous for a sovereign.

Mr. Jorrockss jobbing and dealing brought him acquainted with another gentleman whom we will at once introduce to the reader.

Joshua Sneakington was a sort of man to be found in most places  a country mischief-maker, a kind of village lawyer  a better hand at talking than working. Tall in person, with long thinnish grey locks scattered over a finely shaped head, with a marked and expressive countenance, high forehead, grey eyes, Roman nose, slightly compressed mouth, and trimly kept whiskers and chin, there was an air of respectability about Joshua, which, aided by a low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, a well-brushed coat, and the unusual appendage of a pair of gloves, bespoke him a remove or so from the common herd. Gloves are very unusual wear in the country  the exciseman and Joshua were about the only people that sported them, except on a Sunday; and even on a Sunday they were rare  country people dont feel at home in them. Joshua was precise and methodical in his manner, thoughtful in his looks, puritanical in his conversation, and apparently profound in his calculations. He was a native of Hillingdon, a mason by trade, and his misfortune was having been cast in so contracted a circle, for he had all the ingredients of a great rogue, and only wanted room to exercise his talents. As it was, he had cheated everybody, and set the whole parish by the ears long before he had reached the age of fifty. Joshua was in very bad odour among his own craft, for though a neat workman, and also a good judge of work, he always preferred picking holes in other peoples to doing any himself. He was plausible and subtle, and his communications were always so close and confidential that they were of little use to his employers, and only served the purpose of transferring his own delinquencies to the shoulders of other people. All this comes out in time in the country, where a bad name is a serious inconvenience to the bearer.

The appearance of a fresh fly in the spiders web at a time it was almost deserted, was as great a godsend to Joshua as the Anti-Corn-Law League summons was to Mr. William Bowker. Not that we mean to compare Joshua to Bill in point of respectability, for Bill was immeasurably Joshuas superior, inasmuch as he would have been honest if he could, while Joshuas natural inclinations were for roguery and underhandedness. Bill was a fine, bold, daring, dashing sort of fellow, while the other was a mean circumventing animal, that would rather carry his points by stealth and undermining than by honesty and straightforwardness.

Knowing the advantage of early applications, as well for the purpose of securing success, as of warding off hostile admonition, Joshua very soon contrived to come in contact with Mr. Jorrocks. He knew everything Mr. J. would want, and by anticipating this, pointing out that, and recommending tother, he soon convinced our worthy friend that he was a monstrous clever fellow, and might be extremely useful to him. Indeed, an honest man of this description would have been very much so, for Mr. Jorrocks, as we have already said, was superlatively ignorant of country affairs, and landed property is not quite so manageable as money in the funds. But the worst of Joshua was, he persuaded Mr. Jorrocks that all the people about him were rogues. This even he didnt do openly. He looked grave and solemn, and shook his head, when Mr. Jorrocks talked of employing any one he didnt approve of  hinted they were not quite the thing, that he knew some one much better suited, or that they were not first-rate workmen. Among the villagers Joshua announced himself as Mr. Jorrockss confidential adviser, hinted that Mr. J. would not do anything without his advice, and told them they had better make all their applications through him. Joshua jumped all at once into a great man, and paraded Mr. Jorrocks about the town just as a young lady, does a newly caught lover. Then it was, Sneak this, and Sneak that, and You must talk to Sneak about it, until Joshua seemed likely to eclipse even the renowned Benjamin Brady himself.


CHAPTER VIII.
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WHAT! IS THE jay more precious than the lark, 

Because his feathers are more beautiful?

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eye?

 TAMING OF THE SHREW.



Odd as it may seem, Mrs. Jorrocks got on better at first in the country than her husband. Whether this was attributable to her earlier rural recreations at her mothers at Tooting  who occupied one of those summaries of London felicity, a paled box containing a pond, a weeping willow, a row of laburnums and lilacs scattered about  or that she found herself of more consequence in the village Hall than she did in Great Coram Street, we know not; but certain it is, she took to it much more naturally than our worthy exgrocer himself, who made a very bungling piece of business of the early days of his squireship.

To be sure, Mrs. Jorrocks jumped all at once into active pursuits, furnishing and arranging her house  the like by the garden and greenhouse. She was at it all day, pulling about carpets, wheeling sofas, doing the becoming by tables and chairs, smelling and tying up geraniums, rowing the gardener, and nailing and training up rose-trees, woodbine, and ivy. Weeds too were plentiful, and Emma Flather and she always had their hands full of something. Mrs. Flather, though she could not exactly reconcile the Jorrockss manners and ideas with those of their predecessors, saw, nevertheless, that they were very moneyed people, and coming from London  the place in her mystified imagination of universal gentility  she was inclined to think the Jorrockses must be the newest fashion, and that the Westburys belonged to a somewhat antiquated day. At all events, she had no doubt the Jorrockses were a desirable acquaintance, and day after day the model of propriety was seen wending her way, watering-pot in hand, to the village Hall.  

Mrs. Flather thought it so nice that there was no young man in the way, so that their disinterested attentions could not be misconstrued, charging Emma all the time to find out whether there were any nephews, or who the money was likely to go to. Emma was an apt scholar, and even began clipping the Queens English and taking liberties with her vowels, either from contagion or for the sake of flattering her new friends.  Imitation, says Lacon, is the sincerest flattery.

Joshua Sneakington, too, set up a somewhat similar dialect, and talked to Jorrocks about osses, and edges, and eifers (heifers), and ouses, and arrowing, and oeing, and all sorts of usbandry.

Indeed, if it hadnt been that Joshua was rayther too keen, having laid so long out of a victim, he would have been quite an acquisition to Mr. Jorrocks at this period, for he knew all the ins and outs of the country, and where to lay hands on everything Mr. Jorrocks wanted.

The hundred or hundred and fifty acres that Mr. Jorrocks threatened taking in hand, of course, was not yet available, the tedious process of half-yearly noticing and out-going cropping having to be gone through with a greater part of it. This, perhaps, was what made Mr. Jorrocks settle less readily than his amiable and accomplished spouse.

One of the old wainscoted rooms, that we described as the parlour of the original old house, was taken by Mrs. Jorrocks for her boudoir. Not that it came up to her idea of what a boudoir ought to be, but it was conveniently situated for the kitchen; added to which, she had an eye to the other for a storeroom. Neither were its fittings-up at all to her taste, but these she thought she could rectify. She had the old richly carved stone mantelpiece painted black and yellow, in imitation of marble. The sun, the moon, and all the stars were made to accommodate themselves in the various compartments of the deeply mullioned, richly corniced ceiling, the ground of which was done cerulean blue; and the gloominess of one side of the oak-wainscoted walls she purposed relieving by all the prints out of Juns Sporting Magazines, while the other was to exhibit a triumph of industry in the shape of a papering of old postage-stamps, done in stripes of twopenny blues and penny reds. This of course was to be a work of time, the completion of which depended a good deal upon the kindness of her friends, to whom she applied most assiduously for contributions. Many of them wondered what she meant by writing to ask them to save their old heads for her. The Gothic oak door, with its massive wrought-iron bands and knocker, did not please her either. She had the bands and knocker taken off; invisible hinges supplied the place of the former; and a smart brass bell-pull appeared in the door-post instead of the noisy old knocker. The door itself also underwent two or three coats of paint, and shone forth in highly varnished imitation of either mahogany or rosewood: altogether, the old girl made quite a revolution. Out of doors she was equally energetic. The village school, which so long had prospered under the fostering care of the late owners of the Hall, came in for a large share of her attentions. This, however, was not conducted in accordance with her ideas of how things should be; the mop caps and russet brown stuffs of the girls did not meet her approbation, any more than did the corduroys and woollen caps of the boys meet Mr. Jorrockss. Mr. J. had an idea that the dress had a good deal to do with their learning, and always contended that there were no bouys half so cute as those of the red jackets and leather breeches of Islington. It was there, we believe, he got his treasure, the renowned Binjimin Brady.

Mrs. Jorrockss chief objection to the girls dresses was the dowdyness of them. No style, no smartness, you see, said she to Mrs. Trimmer, the mistress, after she had got her first visit or two over; it costs nothin more havin them a good colour, and the clothes decently made, than these queer, flat, trollopy-lookin things, running her parasol down a girls back as she spoke nothin personal, in course, added she, to the lady wot does the genteel novels, but a little smartness and fillin out doesnt do young folks no harm  sky-blue now, I should say, would be werry neat, with plenty of flowers  or sea-green, or laylack, or lavender, or red, anything in fact better than these dismal-lookin browns. And as to their learnin  spellin, and cypherin, and sewin is all werry well; but Id teach them a little of the genteels  braidin and ornamental sewin  satin stitch; worsted work too is werry much in wogue.

Poor Mrs. Trimmer didnt know what to make of it all; but of course she concluded the fine London lady knew what was right.

Mrs. Jorrocks was very much bothered about the girls dresses, and many were the consultations Emma Flather and she held on the subject. Emma, however, had had no experience in these matters, never having seen any other school of the sort, and her taste for clothes not descending below silks, satins, and muslins. In this emergency, Mrs. Jorrocks bethought of applying to Mr. Bowkers sister-inlaw, Susan, whose theatrical knowledge and taste combined had aided her on former emergencies, and she thought would help her to something smart. Accordingly she wrote her the following epistle:  

Mrs. Jorrockss complaments Miss Slummers, and mam, Ill thank you to see what you can do for me in the way of dressin my school-girls, as they have at present a very flat, trollopey, dowdey sort of look; Mrs. Jorrocks does not approve of too much finery for girls, thinkin it likely to lead their minds astray from the cultiwation of intelligent vays, particular from their reverence and duty to their superiors in every station of life; but I think, without goin to any great expense, somethin smart might be hit upon, that would be neat and not costly or gaudy, and set off their figures a little better to adwantage.

Mrs. Jorrocks will, therefore, thank you to see what you can do for her.



HILLINGDON HALL, HILLINGDON.  

Susan and Mrs. Bowker had a long consultation on the subject of this letter; both had a taste for finery, but how to apply it to the exigencies of a country school was rather beyond their ingenuity, besides which they knew Mrs. Jorrocks wanted to cut a cheap dash. All the charity schools in London and the environs were examined for ideas, but they were all more in the check, than in the fan, vanity style. Susans attention was then turned to stage costume; all the characters she had appeared in were canvassed, and at length, all things considered, she determined upon recommending a Swiss costume. Her reasons will be best gathered by a perusal of her letter.

RESPECTED MADAM,  I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your letter, and in conjunction with my sister, have given your wants my best consideration. I have inspected the dresses of all, or nearly all the scholastic establishments in London and the neighbourhood, but find they all have a tendency to the disfigurement, rather than a development of the person. The colours vary greatly, and the articles of dress slightly differ, but in no one that I have seen is there the slightest attempt at fashion or elegance. At Kensal Green, they have sky-blue gowns, white caps, capes and sleeves, with yellow stockings; but the girls are one uniform breadth from the shoulders to the heels. At Clapham Rise, they have Lincoln green, with blue stockings; at Peckham, tartans, with tartan stockings; at Balham Hill, scarlet, with green stockings, and yellow worsted shawls; at Pimlico, orange, with orange stockings; at Parsons Green they are red all over; and at Turnham Green, all grey.

The result of my examinations and inquiries has been, that though there is a great deal of strong showy material used for dresses at some of these schools, they all seem to have been chosen with a view to extraordinary and incongruous effect  something to startle and surprise, rather than to please and allure. It may have been the taste of the day in which they were founded, but they have certainly outlived the fashion very considerably. Under these circumstances I turned my attention to other countries, first and foremost among which stand the Swiss for originality and variety of female costume. They are an out-of-door people, and though cleanliness and sewing is very properly inculcated in schools, yet the main object in patronizing them being to make a show through streets up to church, I conceived we could not do better than attempt a modification of a becoming Swiss dress. These, as you doubtless know  (having seen many on the stage)  are various, particularly the head-dress. In one Canton (Appenzell) they wear black caps like butterflies wings stuck on their heads, while the rest of the dress partakes a good deal of that of an English housemaid  short sleeves and long petticoats  bodice lacing in front. The Lucernoise are richer and more foreign  large flat hats, hair in two long plaits down the back, white collars, with large frills, purple dresses, trimmed with orange, with a square of orange and red let in at the back of the waist, white stockings, and an infinity of chains, beads, and crosses, on a richly embroidered waist of purple velvet and black. This, however, I think, would hardly do, save for the monitors or head-girls of the school, besides which it has the fault  which all Swiss dresses have indeed  of extreme flatness and want of tornure. I therefore merely describe this dress in case richness and costliness should be what you want. What I would respectfully recommend, would be the costume of the Canton dUry. This is a large flat-crowned straw hat, with a wreath of ribbon round the crown, the bonnet placed becomingly on the back of the head. A white sort of bed-gown, well open at the bosom, reaching a little below the waist, with a scarlet petticoat and pink stockings. This, confined at the waist, and well set off with horse-hair petticoats, or even bustles, would have a very stylish, dashing effect, and should you ever think of giving a fête, champêtre, or any little rural entertainment of that sort, girls dressed in that way might be exceedingly useful and ornamental to the scene. A few lessons in dancing would enable them to go through a figure or two while the servants were laying the table; or if the entertainment wanted varying after dinner, you might have them in to perform. Again, they might be useful in handing about tea or cakes; and altogether the appearance of so many retainers would have the effect of adding consequence to the mansion, and, of course, to the mistress.

Should this suggestion meet your approbation, it will afford me very sincere pleasure to assist in carrying it into effect, and your instructions shall be promptly attended to. My brother and sister unite with me in most respectful compliments to Mr. Jorrocks and yourself, and I have the honour to remain, madam, your most obedient and very humble servant, SUSAN SLUMMERS.



EAGLE STREET, 

RED LION SQUARE, LONDON.



Mrs. Jorrocks was charmed at the idea! She thought it was the werry cleverest hit that ever was made, combinin the ornamental with the useful; and she wrote to Susan Slummers to get her estimates and proposals for furnishing the requisite quantity of stuff and stockings, also for finding and upholding for twelve months a certain number of horsehair bustles. The latter was put in competition through the medium of the advertising columns of the Times newspaper in the shape of the following announcement:  



HORSE-HAIR BUSTLES.



To be let, the finding, maintaining, and repairing for twelve months certain, five dozen best horse-hair bustles of different sizes, which, with all other particulars, may be had on application to Miss Clarissa Howard, at BOWKER & Co.s wholesale and retail snuff and tobacco warehouse, Eagle Street, Bed Lion Square.

N.B.  Just arrived, a large consignment of real havannahs. Tobacco and fancy snuffs in the greatest variety. The trade supplied.



The schoolhouse underwent an alteration as well as the inmates. This was a modern building of the lattice-window cottage order, entered by a porch, leading into a passage on one side of which was the schoolroom, and on the other the master and mistresss apartment. Its outward appearance bespoke what it was; and as there was no fear of the little girls getting to the wrong house by mistake, the owner had never thought it necessary to put up an inscription either stating that it was a school, or that it was meant to educate so many children, or even that it was built by so and so in such a year. Things were now about to be done as they ought. Under the auspices of Joshua Sneakington, a tablet was prepared for erection over the door, stating that Mrs. Jorrocks was the foundress, &c. &c., and in order that all things might start together it was arranged that the tablet should be put up on the Saturday night preceding the Sunday on which the merry Swiss girls were to parade for the first time in long drawn line up to church. Then, as the village bells rang gaily on a balmy summers morning, Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks were seen repairing arm in arm full fig with Binjimin with his hands full of prayer-books behind them, to see the grand effect of the new dresses and inscriptions, and walk alongside the children to church; out the children came, hand in hand, the little ones first, with their great umbrella hats and enormous bustles, each couple laughing at those on before, Mrs. Jorrocks admiring the effect of the scarlet and white, and Mr. Jorrocks spelling aloud to himself the over-true inscription Joshua Sneakingtons hurry had caused to be stuck over the door.





THIS

SCHOOL WAS FOUNDERD BY

JULIA JORROCKS, 

THE TRULY PIOUS AND BENEVOLENT

LADY

OF THIS MANOR.

ANNO DOMINI 184  .


CHAPTER IX.
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SOME COUNTRY GIRL, scarce to a curtsey bred, 

Would I much rather than Cornelia wed; 

If supercilious, haughty, proud, and vain, 

She brought her fathers triumphs in her train.



OUR heros shire, like most counties and shires, vas divided into Whig and Tory, whereof the Whigs had rather the advantage, owing, perhaps, to the influence of the Lord Lieutenant, who favoured the former politics, and had the usual making of great men, in the shape of magistrates, deputy-lieutenants, and, perhaps, excisemen. Still the Tories ran them close, and every vote was of importance. The late Mr. West bury, like most right-thinking men, was a Whig, and great anxiety was felt in high quarters as to what the politics of his successor might be. The Lord Lieutenant aforesaid  to wit, the Duke of Donkeyton  was a muddle-headed, garrulous old Whig  liberal, levelling, and mankind-loving out of doors  exclusive, and a bit of a bashaw within. The greatest good for the greatest number! civil and religious liberty! equality! freedom of the press! and all that sort of thing sort of man.

The period of which we are now writing was one of great importance to his Grace, inasmuch as the hope of his house  the young Marquis of Bray  had just attained his majority, and Parliament had shown certain unhealthy symptoms, indicating, in the opinion of the physicians (Peel, Goss, and Co.), no distant dissolution. These considerations made the Duke come down a peg or two in his greatness, and mix rather more with the commonalty, not but that he knew of all that was going on in the country, for every great man has his toady  his Joshua Sneakington  to supply him with tittle-tattle and gossip, but the Duke thought it prudent to unbend a little. Accordingly, the Duchess began carding, and the Duke began dining, all the likely birds in the district. Of course the Tory party turned up their noses, wondered that so-and-so would let themselves be made cats-paws of  observing that it was quite evident what the Duke and Duchess were after;

they wouldnt allow themselves to be made a convenience of, and with such like declarations, patiently waited to be called upon by the leaders of their own party.

It was with great pleasure the Duke heard that Mr. Jorrocks was a Whig, for what with his farms and what with his shops, he could carry as many as fifteen or sixteen votes to the poll. The consequence was, that not many weeks after Mr and Mrs. Jorrockss arrival, a dark claret coach, the wheels picked out in red, with four horses, and postillions in scarlet, and two outriders in dark grey, drew up at the old porch of Hillingdon Hall, much to the astonishment of Binjimin and Batsay, who stood staring at two richly embossed and glazed cards, one bearing the title of The Duke of Donkeyton, Donkeyton Castle, the other that of The Duchess of Donkeyton, Donkeyton Castle, until the coroneted coach and its contents had whisked clean out of sight. It so happened that Mr. Jorrocks, on that day, had gone with Joshua Sneakington to look at a bal, about ten miles off; and Mrs. Jorrocks and Emma had been sent for suddenly, to quell an insurrection in the school, arising out of the unpopularity of the new costume. Mrs. Jorrocks was sadly distressed at being out, for in addition to natural curiosity, Mrs. Trotter had the impudence to assert that the coach contained his Graces gentleman, and her Graces maid; but Mrs. Trotter having once mistaken these personages for the Duke and Duchess, it was just as likely she might mistake the Duke and Duchess for these personages, especially in a large family coach with the windows up. Be that as it may, however, the coach had been there, as the cards could testify.

Great was Mr. Jorrockss astonishment when he saw them.
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Yell, he thought he never knowd sich a thing in his life  called on by a duke! wonders would never cease. Then he summoned Binjimin to know how it all was. Yell, Binjimin, said he, jingling a load of keys and halfpence in the upper storey of the Jorrockian jacket, tell us all about it now  vot did you see?

Vy, said Binjimin, wiping his nose across the back of his hand, I vas a scrubbin and polishing for ard life at your Sunday essians, ven all of a sudden there came such a peal at the bell that I thought some waggabone had run away with our new pull; accordin I throws down the boot, and, seizin the big vip, ran as ard as ever I could, oping for to catch them. Yell, I opens the door, and crikey, there stood a man, for all the world, like Jack the Giant-killer, dressed in a short coat, leather breeches, and top-boots, with a cockade in his at, and a precious long vip in his and  just like one of them great, long, lazy, ulking London Johnnies, wot we used to see about the warst end, only a deal bigger, and a coach with sich a sight of osses in it, that I think the leaders eads were at the far end of our town. Just like the Lord Mayors state boobey hutch, only there wasnt no men in harmour about it, or fools in wigs inside. Yell, I was so flummoxd at comin out with a vip to sich an assortment, that I dare say the Johnny might have been ollerin to me till now to know if you were at ome, if Batsay hadnt come and explained that you were away lookin arter a bull, but her missus was up at the seminary, and she would run for her; whereupon the great sarcy Johnny, with his up-turned nose, jest shoved the two cards into her and, and the coach and all the party were off and bowlin away out of sight afore one could say  Jack Robinson.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks in astonishment at the honour.

The first blow was speedily followed up by another.

Ere the Jorrockses had fully digested the compliment, and settled the order of march for returning the visit, an enormous card  larger than one of these pages  arrived, done up in a richly gilt and figured cover, sealed with a prodigious seal containing the coronet, crests, arms, and supporters of the Donkeyton family.

The card was not less gorgeous. Under a canopy formed by a ducal coronet, surrounded by a glittering halo, a richly coloured royal party sat at a sumptuously spread table; stars and feathers and orders abounding, while the word BANQUET, in gilt letters below, denoted the nature of the entertainment, and prepared the receiver for the invitation which followed. Thus it ran, or rather thus it was filled up, the names of the inviters and words of course being printed in gilt letters:  



The Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton request the honour of Mr and Mrs. Jorrodess company to dine and stay all night on Tuesday the 21st of July. R. S. Y. P.



DONKEYTON CASTLE.



There was a go!

Mr. Jorrocks was staggered, and Mrs. Jorrocks dumbfounded. They thought it must be a hoax. The idea of them, whose most aristocratic acquaintance was old Lady Jingle, at Margate, jumping all at once over the heads of baronets, baron lords (as the late lamented Sam Spring used to call them), earls, and marquises, and arriving by one flying leap at a dukedom, was altogether incredible. Couldnt be the case. Must be some mistake. Perhaps a trick of the boys at Dr. Rodwells academy, who had always been a nuisance to the neighbourhood, as Joshua Sneakington avowed. But then the coach and horses and cards; there was no hoax in them, for both Batsay and Binjimin saw them, as well as every man, woman, and child in the village. No, it must be right. The Duke was a farmer, and had heard of Mr. Jorrockss fame; the Duchess was a florist, and had heard of Mrs. J.s garden. Thus each settled the matter to their own satisfaction.

Honour too! observed Mrs. Jorrocks, looking again at the card, calling it an honour  the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton requesting the honour of Mr and Mrs. Jorrockss company.

R. S. We. P., too, observed Mr. Jorrocks, taking the glittering pasteboard out of the mistresss hand. Wot can that mean, I wonder? R. S. We. P.  I have it! Remember six werry punctual. So ve vill! Six oclock and no waitin  I hates waitin for my dinner.

Mr. Jorrocks, being the penman of the house, having deliberately unlocked his great brass-bound mahogany writing-desk, and drawn forth a sheet of the best superfine double-wove satin post, thus proceeded to answer the invitation in a good round old-fashioned hand.

Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks have the honour of accepting the Duke and Duchess of Donkeytons inwitation to dinner at six oclock on Tu

Ah, but Jun, said Mrs. J., when he had got thus far, are you sure youre right about the hour?

No doubt! grunted Mr. Jorrocks; vot else can it mean?

Vy, S. may stand for seven, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, as well as six. Remember seven werry punctual.

So it may! exclaimed Mr. J., throwing down his pen, and sticking out his legs like a man regularly floored. Confound these hieroglyphicks. Shall be makin a hass of myself. Jest like my friend Christophers clerk, who, when the chap left his P. P. C. card for his master, would have it was a border for wine, and forthwith despatched a cart with a pipe o port and claret. Yell, its one thing to be green, and another to show it, so saying Mr. Jorrocks tore up the note and wrote another, saying Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks would do themselves the honour of dining and staying all night at Donkeyton Castle, and let the R. S. Y. P. part alone.

News of this sort doesnt keep. In less than an hour after receipt of the card, Mrs. Jorrocks was seen turning out of the Hall in her Sunday hat and shawl, and wending her way up street, taking the chance of who she might fall in with. As luck would have it, Mrs. Trotter was coming down, and they met opposite the pond.

Ow dey dos?

charmin weather, &c, being exchanged, and Mrs. J. having no place in particular to go to, joined Mrs. Trotter, who was on her way to a district meeting of the Samaritan Society, just for the pleasure of a little of her company that fine day. Mrs. J. very soon broached the subject of the invitation. Could Mrs. Trotter tell her W far it was to Donkeyton Castle?

That she could, for she had been there once, and hoped never to be again: it was just fourteen miles.

Mrs. Jorrocks was rather dumbfounded, for she had never met any one high enough up the ladder to be able to sneer at a lord, let alone a duke.

Mrs. Trotter, seeing Mrs. Jorrockss embarrassment, kindly undertook to raise her that she might have the pleasure of knocking her down again.

And so they were going to Donkeyton Castle, were they? She had heard the Dukes break had been in the town a few days back.

It was the Dukes coach and six, observed Mrs. Jorrocks the Duke and Duchess were callin on Mr. Jorrocks and me; and now theyve sent to ax us to stay.

Sooner you than me, observed Mrs. Trotter. I always pity anybody I hear going there  but, however, dont let me prejudice you against it  so saying, having reached the door of the meeting-house, Mrs. Trotter bid Mrs. J. a good morning, and turned in.

Jealous, I guess! muttered Mrs. J. to herself howsomever, shell not put me out o conceit ont  sour grapes, I guess, as Jun would say.

Nothing daunted by Mrs. Trotters snarlishness, Mrs. Jorrocks wended her way to the Manse, where she found the model of propriety and her mamma in full conclave on the very subject that caused them the honour of her visit. On the parlour table lay a duplicate banquet card; and Miss Emma and her mamma were in full discussion as to what it meant not that they were puzzled about the R. S. V. P. or anything of that sort, but in the enlarged womanish sense of the term, they wanted to know what it meant And here we may observe that we believe it to be a well-established fact that every young lady, and many young ladies mammas, consider at the outset of life that they are destined for duchesses. The model of propriety and the models mamma were discussing the meaning of the card at the moment. Their argument was this  The Duke of Donkeyton and Mr. Flather were intimate because Mr. Flather was a Whig, and Whig parsons are scarce. Moreover, a parson, Whig or Tory, is a sort of a necessary appendage at a great mans table. Then, in addition, Mr. Flather was a man whose judgment was looked up to, and even dukes are sometimes better for a little guidance. Mrs. Flather therefore satisfactorily settled why Mr. Flather and she had been guests at Donkeyton Castle, but then came the question why her daughter and she should be invited now that there were neither politics nor guidance to get in the way of return. The thought seemed to strike them simultaneously. My dear, dear child! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, kissing her daughter profusely. Oh! mamma, if I should! exclaimed Emma, as a slight tinge of pink passed across her alabaster countenance, like a fleeting cloud before the moon.

Just then in came Mrs. Jorrocks.

It were needless following these old girls through their open congratulations and hidden disappointments at finding each other invited, for, of course, each expected to have the crow: suffice it to say, they thought it prudent to coalesce, and see what could be done in the way of mutual accommodation.

As to rivalry, Mrs. Flather had nothing to fear from the Jorrockses being invited  indeed, she told Emma, all things considered, she didnt know but it was better that they should, for it looked less marked and particular than asking them alone; and if the Marquiss attentions were not palatable to her, it would prevent his feelings being hurt by its bruiting abroad; an overture of that sort being a thing no woman ever thinks of mentioning.

Fully impressed with the conviction that the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton had determined on perpetuating their line through the medium of some artless, guileless, unsophisticated country nymph  such a one as described in our motto  after the manner of divers well-authenticated greasy novel couples, Mrs. Flather (who was obliging enough to believe us ladies and gentlemen who lie upon paper  called authors) most magnanimously ordered her daughter such a rig-out as she thought becoming for the next taker of the title. Not that she went to Vouillon and Lawrie, or any of the accredited dispensers of fashionable feathers and furbelows, but she expended some pounds in the purchase of a piece of uncommonly good blue silk for a morning dress; which with the aid of Mrs. Smith, the village sempstress, was made to display the fine swelling figure of the new marchioness to great advantage. Nay, more, it imparted a shade of colouring to her eyes, and made them quite blue. A Leghorn bonnet, lined with blue crape, and a white feather tipped with the same colour, did the business, and made the model perfectly killing. Give Emma her due, she was a fine girl  straight as a milk-maid, fine drooping shoulders (which she exposed so much when dressed as to make bystanders fear she might be enacting Mrs. Eve), splendid bust, tolerably small waist, and good feet and ankles.

Before starting with Emma Flather oh her new matrimonial speculation, it may be well to advertise the reader, as the old writers used to say, as to her past and present position. We have already intimated that she was then in the third step of her matrimonial ladder, in the person of James Blake. The previous ones it is immaterial to mention, further than to say, that Mrs. Flather had made each believe her daughter was desperately smitten with them both, but that a sudden reaction had taken place on finding that neither had anything to live upon. It is wonderful how many people achieve the feat of living upon nothing. James Blake was differently situated, for Mrs. Flather had the advantage of knowing the exact minimum at all events of his fortune. He had been in the dangerous position of a pupil to Mr. Flather, who had been in the habit of putting the finishing touch to young gentlemen before going to College, and Emma and James had been sort of schoolfellow playfellows  dangerous situation for a young man, especially an orphan as he was. Well, on Mr. Westburys death, as we said before, the next presentation of the living had been purchased for Janies; and the period of his taking possession drawing nigh, and nothing better having presented itself, Mrs. Flather had fully settled in her own mind that it would be much better both for him and her daughter to marry, and then they could all live together, and she could keep things in order, and save them and herself a world of trouble.

In this arrangement Mrs. Flather did not contemplate any difficulty, for James had lived with them long enough for her to know that he was easily led, especially by such a charming conductress as her daughter. Indeed, wiser men than he might have willingly surrendered themselves to such prepossessing guidance. James was not very bright, however, partaking rather of the nature of what is called soft. Just the sort of youth for Mrs. Flather to have to deal with, she being what the Yorkshire people call both soft and hard. Few are so stupid as not to know their own interest. To look at James, though, you would have thought he was wise  he was a good-looking young man  tallish, with a lofty forehead, bright brown eyes, Roman nose, and altogether with what ought to have been an expressive sort of countenance  only it had no exact expression. Still he was what would be called a gentlemanly-looking young fellow; particularly in the country, where the half-buck, half-hawbuck order preponderate.

Our readers perhaps will say, Why, you make both James and Emma rather of the negative order. Perhaps we do  however, we cant help it, so theres an end of the chapter.


CHAPTER X.

[image: img64.jpg]

THOU KNOWST HOW guileless first I met thy flame, 

When Love approached me under Friendships name; 

My fancy formed thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of the All-beauteous Mind,

Those smiling eyes, attempering every ray, 

Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day.

Guiltless I gazed; Heaven listend while you sung; 

And truths divine came mended from that tongue.

From lips like those what precept faild to move?

Too soon they taught me twas no sin to love:

Back through the paths of pleasing sense I ran, 

Nor wishd an angel whom I lovd a man.



THE preparations for the visit to Donkeyton Castle occupied the attention of Mrs. Jorrocks and Mrs. Flather most uninterruptedly. The rose bushes and flowers were left to train and look after themselves, and the household department received little attention. Silks, satins, and sarcenets usurped the place of card-tables, carpets, and counterpanes. Mrs. Jorrocks had a new dress made for the occasion  an amber-coloured brocade, with large bunches of scarlet geraniums scattered about, and flounces three-quarters of the way up her middle. Her bonnet was white chip, with an amber-coloured feather tipped with scarlet, above a Madonna-shaped front, plastered down each side of her forehead Mutton, dressed lamb fashion, as Mr. Jorrocks observed.

Mrs. Flather was equally assiduous  more so if possible  having higher and more important objects in view. Many were the tryings on, and alterings of, Emmas dress  a little fulness here, a little tightness there, a little pinching in the arm, and a little puffing elsewhere. She was regularly fitted out for conquest. Many were the confidential dialogues held between mother and daughter, as to Emmas proceedings, after she had captured the coronet. How she should ride in a coach and six, how she should call on Mrs. Trotter, how she should appear at Court, and how condescending she should be. Poor James Blake was shelved, or seldom mentioned, save as a dernier resort.

Emmas appetite was the only thing Mrs. Flather feared. Men she knew  marquises she imagined in particular  disliked guzzling girls; and she was most anxious that Emma should appear a pure ethereal being  a sort of compound of love, sentiment, and omelette soufflée.

I think, my dear, it will be well to take a little bit of something to eat with you, observed Mrs. Flather to the model of propriety as they sat in solemn conclave on the oft-discussed and all-important visit, and then you can trifle and play with your dinner, and be able to give your undivided attention to  whoever happens to sit next you. A great deal may be done at a dinner-table, especially when people are hungry. Suppose we tell Jane to bake you a few buns, and then you can eat some before breakfast as well?

Oh yes, mamma, and let her put some currants in them, replied the embryo Marchioness.

Pshaw, you and your currants, observed Mrs. Flather snappishly, I wish for once youd give up thinking of eating, and turn your attention to something else  consider what a prospect you have before you: with which admonition Mrs. Flather left the room to look after buns and other matters.

The getting to Donkeyton was the next consideration. Mr. Jorrocks swore no power on airth should induce him to ride three in a po-chay again; and having imported his valuable old rattle-trap fire-engine vehicle, he settled in his own mind that the old Roman-nosed cob should go in it, and convey Mrs. Jorrocks and himself in front, with Binjimin and Batsay stuck up behind. The weather was fine; the roads were good; the cob was strong, and what was to hinder them? Mrs. Jorrocks, however, was the one to hinder them. Shed jest as soon think o fly in as goin to Donkeyton Castle in a hamber-coloured dress in a one-oss chay. Wot! when the Duke and Duchess had come in a chaise and six! Shed rather not go at all, than not go as she ought. Mr. J. was quite willing to let her stay at home. However, there were two to one against Mr. J. there; three indeed, Mrs. J., Mrs. Flather, and Emma. These cases generally end in a compromise, and so did this.

Mrs. Jorrocks of course wanted to get herself there in good order  without the derangement to dress and complexion consequent upon sultry weather and dusty roads. Mrs. Flather wanted to get Emma there in like manner, and, moreover, would rather ride with Mr. Jorrocks than his wife, so they arranged to hire one of those forlorn attempts at gentility  a coachmakers job carriage  with a neat and careful driver, from the neighbouring town of Sellborough, to which we shall by-and-by have the pleasure of introducing our readers. Between this and the old fire-engine the following distribution of parties was made:  Mrs. Jorrocks and Emma inside, with Batsay and Mrs. Flathers boy in buttons on the box, and Mr. Jorrocks, Mrs. Flather, and Binjimin in Mr. Jorrockss old rattle-trap. Mr. J. wanted to argue that there would be too many for the cob, and thought it would look better for Batsay to go inside, and Binjimin and the boy in buttons to occupy the box of the job-chaise; but Mrs. Jorrocks indignantly spurned the idea, and stopped the argument by asking how he could have the imperence to say that, when he had proposed taking her, Batsay, Binjimin and all. Poor Mr.J. was posed.

The important morn dawned a lovely summers day. The sun rose clear and bright. The sky was of azure blue, scarce a cloud obscured the heavens, nor did a breath of wind disturb the leaves. But for the bustle of packing and arranging, with the fear of forgetting, it would have been a day of enjoyment. Mrs. Jorrockss knuckles got sadly reddened before she had done.

Mr. Jorrocks took it werry easy. The Jorrockian jacket being still in High favour, of course he sported that with drab tights, and Hessian boots. His shave had been accomplished with extra care, and a neat sea-green cravat supported his jolly chin. He got a little help from Binjimin that morning, and the old cob would have gone without his corn but for the timely services of Mr. J. Tiresome work these sort of jaunts. What with preparing, lounging about waiting for the right time, so as to nick the proper hour for arriving, and, above all, getting a lot of women with their goods under weigh  there is no doing anything; and unless a man has a letter back, or something in his pocket whereon to vent his mind in the shape of an article for a paper or magazine, hes sure to blow up his wife, or the maid. Now, are you ready? Confound it, youre always late! Didnt I tell you so? Lauk, what a woman you are! Now, wheres your bag? D  n the bags! Do come away. We shall never get there. Wish Id refused the invitation. Never go again, however.

The job-chaise  a terribly dirty, drab-lined old green, with greasy red leather cushions and back  was despatched to the Manse to import Emma and her mamma, and after keeping Mr. Jorrocks dancing about at the door with the white reins of the old cob in his hand a good half-hour, it at last hove in sight, buns and all, and Mr. Jorrocks having moved the fire-engine on a pace or two, it presently drew up at the door. The model of propriety really looked beautiful. Its wonderful what miracles dress accomplishes. We have seen girls who were really quite plain, expand into beauties under the hands of a good milliner. Expand we may well say, for they generally make them look about half as big again as they are. Emma, as the reader may remember, did not want any filling up  fining down would have been more to the purpose with her. However, that is matter of taste, there being, fortunately, admirers of women in all shapes. Indeed, if it would not shock the delicacy of our male readers, we might mention that Emma had had an extra tug at her stays, and reduced her waist by an inch and a half or so. Emma had a good foot and ankle, pulled her stockings well up, and didnt mind showing her legs a little. Indeed, pulling up their stockings is a great thing with girls. The finest satin dress that ever was worn, will not compensate for untidy ankles. It is not the value of the article, but the fit and style of the thing that does a mans business. A cotton gown has proved many a mans fix, as the Americans say. Still, when ones been used to a girl in cotton, the emergence into the radiance of silks has frequently a very favourable effect. So it was with Emma. Mr. Jorrocks  a great admirer of beauty, and an excellent judge of the points of a woman  albeit he hadnt shown any great taste in his selection of Mrs. J.,  was struck all of a heap, as the saying is, with the elegance of Emmas appearance, and could he have been sure that Mrs. J. would have let Emma sit in the middle, he wouldnt have minded riding three in a chay again. Nothing would satisfy the old cock but Emma should get out and show herself, an invitation she readily complied with, and having praised the tightness of the sleeve, the breadth of the flounces, and the curl of the feather, Mr. Jorrocks handed her back again, and shoved Mrs. Jorrocks in after.

Mrs. Flather and he then mounted the front seat of the fire-engine, Benjamin lett the old cobs stupid head to jump in behind; and yielding the pas to the chaise, they fell in behind just at a sufficient distance to avoid the dust. At the first turn of the road they met Mrs. Trotter; glorious encounter. Mrs. Jorrocks kissed her hand at her, as if she would never see her more. Mr. Jorrocks pulled up for the double purpose of a little chat, and of letting the chaise get out of sight, for he had a wholesome dread of those little nasty back windows, that coachmakers will stick in behind.  

Yell, Mrs. Trotter, said he, after mutual salutations were over, this is summut like summer  the real unadulterated article, I guess  and where are you a travellin to?  

Mrs. Trotter was bustling about trying for subscriptions for the Shipwrecked Fishermen and Mariners Benevolent Society; annual subscription, two and sixpence  donations ad libitum; and liking Mrs. Flather as little as Mrs.

Flatter liked ter, and, moreover, objecting to let ter Donkeyton Castle ter, ste turned away, vowing ste tadnt a minute to spare, commenting in ter own mind on tte abandonment of Mrs. Flatter in riding about publicly witt another womans husband.

Mr. Jorrocks, who always did everything like a workman  or at least what he thought like one  having folded a natty new zephyr across his thighs, so as to leave the upper part of his well-filled drab stockingette pantaloons visible between the laps of the Jorrockian jacket, turned a little to his left, and commenced a voluble battery  not to say love-making  with his fair friend. Our young readers, we dare say, will turn up their noses at this, just as the boarding-school miss did, when she begged her mamma not to marry her to an old man of thirty; but as we get older we get wonderfully lenient in the matter of age, and see no reason why two old fools should not amuse themselves as well as two young ones. Besides, if our accommodating friends will refer to the first portion of this tale, or whatever they please to call it, they will find that we expressly stated, that Mrs. Flather was an undespairing widow  as indeed all widows are, that have anything  so there is nothing improbable, though it may be a little improper, in a steady old gentleman, like Mr. J., doing as we have described. Well, right or wrong, J. did it, and but for the encumbrance of Benjamin, we fear he would have been far worse. First he flopped the nag There was a goer, neat, clean, straightforward, dartin action, none o your lumberin, rollin, dishin beggars, wot go like crabs, all vays at once, and none in particular. Took to his collar like a tramp (trump), didnt run arter it all day, never tryin for to ketch it. Then he gave old Roman-nose another flop Nice nag! all over right, he did believe. He called him Dickey Cobden, not out o compliment to him o the League, but simply because he was wot is called a cob oss  a useful, underbred nag. If hed been a dun un now, hed ha called him Tom Duncombe, but he should have had a trifle more breedin. Finsburys pride was werry well bred. Howsomever, all things considered, Dickey did werry well.. Some might think him a trifle too old; but be thought nothin o that, age was nothin either in osses or women. Fat, fair, and forty, wos his motto. Binjimin! exclaimed he, turning short round as he heard the boy snicker at hearing this oft-repeated assertion, take the drivin-seat out from an under me, and make me a comfey place for my back. Im far too igh; nothin to rest agin,  there, take cushion and all out, and I shall get a nice nest.

This arrangement had the desired effect. It brought Mr. Jorrocks a few inches below the level of Mrs. Flather, and enabled his lower notes to ascend to her bonnet without travelling over the back to Benjamin. At least so Mr. J. thought. He then began afresh Nice day for a drive, observed he aloud, flourishing his whip over his head like a French postillion; adding, in an undertone, and rare weather for billin and cooin. Im dashed if a day o this sort dont rejuvenate one  knocks full five-and-twenty per cent, off ones age. I feels like a four-year-old. Binjimin! exclaimed he, jamp out and see if Dickey hasnt picked up a stone.

On Mr. J. drove, keeping the boy running after the carriage, vociferating that Dickey hadnt done nothin o the sort. Mr. J. availing himself of the opportunity to sweetheart Mrs. Flather. Stones, said he casually, as if he really thought the cob had taken up one, are bad for the feet  and talkin o feet, continued he, wot beautiful feet and ankles your daughter as. Now, if I was a young un  thats to say, a little younger than I am  

There aint no stone in Ms foot! roared Benjamin.

Five-and-thirty or so, continued Mr. Jorrocks, without noticing the interruption, Id have a shy at her. Shes jest the sort o figure I fancy  clean, full-limbd, up-standin sort o gal; with as fine a figur-ead as ever!  

I tells you there aint no stone in his foot! screamed Benjamin, toiling after the dust-raising vehicle, Mr. Jorrocks jerking the old cobs mouth to keep him going, and prevent Benjamin overtaking them.

Your boys left behind, observed Mrs. Flather, not exactly comprehending Mr. Jorrockss manoeuvre.

Oh! never mind the bouy, replied Mr. J., he finds his own shoes.

Its the ind foot, Binjimin, I think, the stones in, holloaed Mr. Jorrocks over his left shoulder; adding to Mrs. Flather with a wink, a nod, and an emphasis, Emmas her mothers own child, I calculate  like as two peas.

I tells you there aint no stone in his foot! screamed Benjamin again, relaxing from his run into a walk; and Mr. Jorrocks, guessing he had had about enough, pulled up under the shade of a roadside tree to wait his coming. Meanwhile he busied himself tucking Mrs. Flather into her cloak, and arranging the rug for her feet.

Dear me! said he, lifting her gown a little, thems Emmas feet all over. Werry rum, continued he, half to himself, and half to the tree, but oss maxims often old good with women too. No fut no oss, no fut no ankle. Never troubles to look at a womans face if shes clumsy and beefey about the pins. Confound them long pettikits! Theres never no say in wots an under them. I wonders G  y B  y, or some o them  emollit mores ladylike legislators, dont bring in a bill to make draggle-tails felony. I declares they drives me perfectly mad. Unless a man spends alf his time atOwell & Jamess, or Swan & Hedgars, or some o them man-milliner sort o shop doors, waitin for to see the gals get into their chays, he has no possible chance o knowin wot sort o undërstandins they have.

Come up, Dickey! said he to the cob, as Benjamin soused himself sulkily into his seat, and leaned forward, to hear what was going forward.  

On they went.

Women in general have no idea about roads, or distances, or places, and will travel the same way over and over again, without making an observation or a landmark of any description on the line. Indeed, some men  fox-hunters too  are not much better; and will ride over a country, season after season, without getting a bit better acquainted with it. No wonder Mrs. Flather was not of much assistance in directing the route or timing the journey, when the natural indifference of the sex on these matters, and the exciting nature of her companions conversation, are taken into consideration. The day was fine and pleasant, and the road picturesque. Not that the latter was any great recommendation, for Mrs. Flather was own cousin to the ladies Lord Byron met sleeping in the Char-à-banc between Porte St. Martin and Chillon, while Mr. Jorrockss eye for a country was chiefly directed to the nature of the soil, the quality of the crops, and the advantages it exhibited, either in an agricultural or fox-hunting point of view. Thats nice turnip land! he would exclaim in a loud voice for Benjamin to hear, pointing to a field on the right, after indulging in a long murmur of amatory sentiments; or observing, on looking at another, that hed be bund with a good dustin o nitrate o sober to make it grow ten quarters a hacre. Theres a Balfinch! he would say, pointing to a high quickset fence next the road.  Stop Hashton Smith and Craven Smith, and all the Smiths wotever were foald. Lord! ow I used to show them the way with the immortal old Surrey. Would lip anything amost  anything that my oss could lay his nose on. Then in an undertone he would indulge in a strong panegyric on fox-unters, ascribing to them every desirable matrimonial quality under the sun, which, by a dexterous adaptation of his subject, he contrived to bend into an exemplification of himself  Mr. J. was tolerably vain. Theres lazy farmin! then he would exclaim see ow the beggars shirked the fences, as if he thought theyd set fire to the plough. Be bund Id grow as much grain on the land hes wasted, as would pay a quarter the rint o the farm. My vig, but that chap wants a lector on agricultur.

Thats Donkeyton Castle! at length exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, breaking off in a long tirade about ladies legs and the advantages of lime as a manure.

Good, we fancy we hear some cavilling critic, who has dogged us thus far on our path, exclaim, Mr. Jorrocks, who has never seen Donkeyton Castle, pointing it out to Mrs. Flather who has.

It was so nevertheless, for no sooner did his eye catch the flag floating on the keep, rising above the octagonal towers among the trees in the distance, as a sudden Derbyshire or Dorsetshire twist of the road brought them full on the valley of Borrowdale, with the broad Dart swelling in the middle, than he immediately pointed with his whip, and exclaimed, Thats Donkeyton Castle! as aforesaid. Mrs. Flather thought it was too, and, looking at her watch, expressed her surprise at the hour  and astonishment, mingled with something like regret, at the apparent shortness of the distance.

Mr. Jorrocks, ever wide awake, gave her a gentle nudge with his elbow, and pretending to arrange the apron strap on the splashboard, whispered, sotto voce, You and Til ride ome together.

A change now came over the spirit of their dream.

Their minds became occupied with anticipations about their visit, the ceremony of presentation, and the necessary palaverment. The vision of the ducal coronet gracing Emmas brow again returned in full force, as Mrs. Flather looked with an eye of ownership on the proud scarlet flag floating lazily on the evenings breeze. It was a lovely scene. The road wound gently round the lofty river banks, fringed with stately trees in all the luxuriance of full summer foliage, reflecting their gigantic shapes in the crystal-like clearness of the water; while Donkeyton Castle rose tower above tower in the distance, in all the massive grandeur of feudal pomp and unconquerable strength.

The road now bent into the valley, and it required all Mr. Jorrockss coachmanship to prevent the fire-engine running the old cob off his legs, which began to fail just at the time the hill was steepest. At length they accomplished the descent, and a short piece of level road brought them to the massive, deeply-ribbed, many-arched bridge across the smoothly gliding Dart; and a few paces further on, and they were at the castellated gates, forming a triumphal arch into Donkeyton Castle Park. The great black-nailed oak doors were closed, and the rattle and jingle of the fire-engine died out on the pavement, without procuring the attendance of any one.

Now then! cried Mr. Jorrocks, in the orthodox London twang, putting his whip in the case, preparatory to making his final arrangements.

Come, Mr. Slowman!. squeaked Benjamin, as he stood up behind with all the importance of a grenadier; look alive! added he, without moving his station.

Jest get out, Binjimin, said Mr. Jorrocks quietly, and give a leetle tinctum nabulum sonat to that ere bell I sees perched i the corner.

Out Benjamin got, and seizing the chain, rung a peal that made the old entrance echo, and scared the owls out of the ivied battlements.

Whats happend now? inquired a big-bellied, brandynosed porter, bustling out of a side-door, dressed in green plush, with a yellow waistcoat, and lace-bedaubed hat; no ones allowed to pass through our park.

Pass through our park! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, vy, Im a-goin to dine with the Duke  Im Mr. Jorrocks the grocer  Mr. Jorrocks of Hillingdon All, thats to say  

Beg pardon, sir, replied the porter, all humility, taking off his laced hat and throwing back the massive doors with an ease non-com portant with their heavy appearance.

Mr. Jorrocks then passed on a few paces, and drew up under the arch.

Patch me a lookin-glass, said he, pulling off his gloves, and putting them into his hat, at the same time diving into one of the lower Jorrockian jacket pockets, and pulling out a hair-brush and comb.

Mr. Jorrocks then made a formal arrangement of his wig and whiskers; and having, by the aid of the glass, wiped the dust from his face and green tie, he handed it to Mrs. Plather, who made a hasty review of her features, while Mr.

J. flopped the dust off his Hessians with his handkerchief.

There, old bouy, said Mr. Jorrocks, handing back the looking-glass to the owner, theres your mirror, and see you learn to know a genlman agin I come this way again; so saying, he put Dickey Cobden in motion, and commenced the ascent to the castle.  



It was a noble place. On a lofty hill in the centre of a large, well-stocked deer park, exhibiting almost every variety of grass on its undulating surface, and profusely dotted with gigantic trees, stood the moss-grey towers and terraces of the ancient castle, forming a feature in the country for many miles around. The clustering trees around its base seemed unable to cope with the towering altitude of the castle. Centuries upon centuries had rolled on since the first part of it was built, but succeeding additions had adhered to the Gothic architecture of the original.

I do believe Dickey Cobdens a-goin to knock up, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head, as the old nag relaxed into a walk on feeling the collar against the now approaching hill. Binjimin, jemp out and ease the beggar a bit, or we shall be planted, and then therell be a pretty kettle o fish.  

Thats the worst o these underbred beggars, observed Mr. Jorrocks confidentially to Mrs. Flather, theyre all werry well so long as the roads ard and smooth, but, confound them, as soon as ever they get into a difficulty, or the collar begins to pinch, they shut up. Come, Dickey, old bony, continued Mr. Jorrocks, rubbing the colts back with the crop of the whip, be o good cheer, and sink the old Sussex ploughman for once.

Dickey stood still.

Nay, then! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, its all U P with us. Ease his bearin rein, Binjimin  ease his bearin rein, or loose it altogether, and turn his ead to the hair  block the wheel, or hell run back with us, and well lose wot hes done.

Come, old bouy, resumed Mr. Jorrocks, after a few seconds pause, during which he sat eyeing the old nag intently, I vouldnt expose myself afore all these deer, and other signs o genteelety; Mr. J. looking at a herd of deer watching them from a neighbouring clump of trees on a gently swelling hill on the right; rouse the spirit o the cobs, and at it like a man.  

Dickey shook his head.  

Vell, it arnt no use argufyin with such a muff, observed Mr. Jorrocks, throwing the reins to Benjamin, and sticking the whip in the case; hes jest von o your  if he mil, he mil, and if he writ, he writ  sort o beggars, and he played me jest the same trick a-goin up the ill to Mr.Eavytails pet farm tother day, and neither coaxin nor quiltin had the slightest effect upon him  so vot do you say, my dear Mrs. Flather; spose you and I get out and valk, and leave Binjimin to follow ven he gets his quadruped out o the sulks?

Mrs. Flather readily assented, and divesting themselves of cloaks, shawls, and outer habiliments, Mr. J. handed her out of the fire-engine, and off they set arm in arm for the castle.



Its a deal plisanter walkin nor ridin, observed Mr. Jorrocks, kicking his legs out before him on the grass at least plisanter nor ridin curled up like a cod-fish as I was. Not but the hutch is a good un, comfey hutch I may say, but it dont do, when a lady and genlman want to be a leetle confidential, to have a servant stuck in behind, listenin to all what they say. Lord, I should like nothin better than to be cast on a barren land, a sort o Heel-pie island on a large scale, with an agreeable companion  female one, in course, added Mr. Jorrocks in an undertone, squeezing Mrs. Flathers arm, with no bother o servants, or nothin o that sort. Jest a maid to milk the cows, and another to make the beds and lay the cloth, with a silvery sailin boat, with a blue streamer at its mastead, to come every Saturday night, with poultry, and pastry, and preserved fruit, and bottled stout, hoysters, marmeylad, eggs, and wermacelli, and may be a few yards o bombazeen; not that dress would be any object, for beauty, says I, when unadorneds adornd the most, Mr. J. giving Mrs. Flathers arm another hearty squeeze; but Im sick o the hartificial state o society  the cards, and the compliments, the so glads, and so sorrys, the grinnin, and the gammon and spinnage o the thing, and my wiggorous eart yearns for natur unalloyd, and the habolition o bustles and oss-air pettikits. Cuss me if here arnt Dickey Cobden a comin again!



Sure enough there was Dickey  Dickey in a canter too, for Benjamin, by the aid of what the old stage coachmen called a short tommy, had succeeded in getting Dickey into motion, who, with the now much lightened vehicle, came jingling along at a sort of donkeys canter, with Benjamin grinning in the driving-seat.

Cut along, Binjimin! cut along! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, waving his arm onwards towards the castle; but Dickey was one of your regular marplots, and came to a standstill immediately opposite his master and fair friend.

Oh, but youre a beast! grinned Mr. Jorrocks with vexation, do get him out o the way, Binjimin, for the dust he raises is quite obfuscatin, and Mrs. Flather heres got her Sunday gown on, and not never no cloak, nor nothin to protect it.

Benjamin didnt like showing the short tommy to his master, so he hit on another expedient for making Dickey go. Leaning over the splashboard, he took off his hat, and rattling his hand in it, produced a noise like distant thunder at Dickeys tail, who, cocking his ears, set off at a canter which very soon bore him out of sight.

Cute bouy that Binjimin, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the receding vehicle with delight, hes up to snaff.  Nice wehicle, too, continued he, following it with his eye. Had it a long time  done me a deal o work. Charley Stubbs, wot married my niece Belinda  as neat a little trout as ever you set eyes on  christend it the fire-engine; or, rayther,.one of them sarcy toll-takers on Vaterloo Bridge christend it so; but, howsomever, they never could put me out o conceit on it, and there it is, and there it isnt, concluded he, as it passed out of sight, where the road wound round a clump of trees.  reckons the coachmakers trades a particklar good un, observed Mr. Jorrocks thoughtfully; almost equal to the possession o the philosophers stone, for they certainlie do conwert wood and iron into gold in a most mirakilous manner. Nothin under a hundred and thirty-eight guineas for elliptics, and a hundred and eighty-five for C springs; and yet if you takes them a boobey hutch back, theyll hardly give you thirteen for it: offer you ten, praps. I gave eight for that; you couldnt have a nicer one for sweet-eartin in, or no manner o purpose, though it has neither ornamented lamps, nor a double-compassd dashin iron. Crikey, vot a shop! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, breaking off in his discourse, as the whole castle front, with its terraces and towers, stood full before them. Vot can a man do with so much ouse room as all that: I wonder now if he pays winder tax on all them funny little pigeon oles, and crosses, and things wot are stuck all about the towers. I reckon the Lumber Troop, or even the City Light Oss, would look uncommon blue if theyd been orderd to take that castle! Fancy a panful o of lead comin down on ones cocoa-nut from one of them igh places, such as one reads of in Clarendons I story of the Rebellion, or Marryats Jacob Faithful, I doesnt mind whether. Mr. Jorrocks stood staring.

Oh! but the hart o loves far afore the hart o war, isnt it, my little dack? continued he, moving on again, with a squeeze of the arm of Mrs. Flather.

Them ill be the gardens to the left, where I sees all the glass a glitterin through the trees, observed Mr. Jorrocks, pointing them out to his fair friend. It dont seem much out of our way now to take them as we go to the castle, and if theres a short cut, Ill be bound to say I find it. Lets see ow the enemy goes.

Having pulled out his great ticker and forgot to look at it, he felt a sudden conviction that a few gusberries before dinner would do them both an infinite deal of good, especially himself, having, as he said, a slight tendency to headache, from having incautiously taken a thimbleful of indifferent brandy the previous evening; thats to say, from having had a glass too much.

His company was so agreeable that Mrs. Flather could not refuse, so leaving the carriage-road, they struck up a path across the park to the left, leading apparently in the direction of the garden.

Nothin like fox-unting, observed Mr. Jorrocks, for makin chaps cunnin about country. Now your reglar Cockney chaps never think theres a shorter way than by the road, and go trudgin jest the same way as they go on oss-back. James Green, now, for instance, though he saw the glass a glitterin, would have gone to the castle, knocked, at the door, and axed which was the way to the garden, instead of settin off on a woyage of discovery like you and I are a doin. To be sure an agreeable companion makes any place plisant, and I never thinks of poor Hadam alone in his beautiful garden and plisure grounds, without feelin a sort o compassion for him. To be sure he lived in good times, no income-tax  no oss-air pettikits; but then, on the other and, he had no unting. When you marry again, Mrs. Mather, marry a fox-unter, said ha O my dear Mr. Jorrocks, Ive given up all idea of anything of that sort, replied Mrs. Mather who at length got a word in sideways, my poor dear children occupy my only thoughts in this world.

Fiddle-de-dee,! replied Mr. Jorrocks, squeezing her arm more violently than before never say that  a nice comely little woman like you  for shame of yourself  youre any mans money  any mans, at least, wot knows the good pints of a woman.

O Mr. Jorrocks, you flatter!

Never such a thing! never such a thing! retorted our gallant Squire, waxing warm, I wow  

There aint no road this way, my old covey, roared a green and yellow watcher (who, unseen to our friends, had dodged them for some time), right into Mr. Jorrockss ear.

B  your imperence! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, doubling his fists, and putting himself into an attitude of defence before his trembling friend. B  your imperence, I say! you confounded rebellious-looking ruffian, Ill knock you neck and croup into the middle o the week after next, and spit you like a sparrow afore the fire. Vot do you take me for?

Take you for! repeated the man, why, a trespasser to be sure  may be a poacher, looking after our leverets.

A regular snaring-looking chap, continued the man, eyeing the Jorrockian jacket pockets.

Ill snarin-lookin chap you, roared Mr. Jorrocks; stop till I gets to the castle, and Ill let you see who youve been insultin of  

The man looked foolish, and thinking he might have made a mistake, pretended to be taken by the sight of some one else in the distance, and hurried away, with a view of watching their manoeuvres again. Mr. Jorrockss equanimity was soon restored, and before the keeper was out of sight, his feathers were down, and he was arm-in-arming it with Mrs. Flather over the green sward as before.

The sombre tint of a massive yew-tree-lined walk led the eye onwards to the garden, which they entered by a triumphal arch through the gardeners house. The garden was an immense place, five or six acres at least within the walls, with forcing and succession houses of every sort and kind. Vineries, pineries, peach houses, melon frames, and cucumber beds, without end. A dozen gardeners were lounging about, some with watering-pots, some with spades, some with fruit, some with vegetables, some with their hands in their pockets.

They must be werry fond o fruit, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as, Mrs. Flather on arm, he stood eyeing the premises and retinue. Wegetable diet altogether, one would think, judging by the quantity they grow. Spose we have a bunch o grapes, added he, advancing towards a glass-house. Oh! I declare its a pinery! real pines agrowin quite natural, instead of perched on plates, as one sees them in Common Garden, or Bond Street. Sarcy meat there, I guess  a guinea at least  howsomever, well have our rewenge here, and get one for nothin. Thereupon our worthy friend opened the door, and having selected an exceedingly fine pine, rejoined Mrs. Flather, who waited his return outside. Where theres ceremony, theres no friendship, I always says, observed he, diving into the lower pocket of the Jorrockian jacket, and producing a large pruning-knife, wherewith he cut off the bottom of the pine as he held it by the top in the other hand. There now, said he, paring and presenting Mrs. Flather with a most liberal slice, eat that, and then well take a turn at the gusberries.

Mr. Jorrocks then cut and commenced eating a similar slice himself.

Werry good, said he, munching and eating away. Werry good indeed  fine-flavoured  ripe  juicy  declare the juices a-runnin down my chin.

A very important-looking personage, who, but for the attendance of a couple of followers with flower sticks and bass matting, Mr. Jorrocks might have taken for the Duke of Donkeyton himself, now bore upon them right up the centre of the walk. This is Mr. Tuliptree, the head gardener, whispered Mrs. Flather, seeing her companion was rather puzzled.

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, resuming his wonted gaiety, and staring most unceremoniously  a feat that Mr. Tuliptree was perfectly equal to; for, making a dead halt before them, he stood making an apparent mental calculation whether the rum-looking figures he saw could possibly be Castle company or not.

Yell, old Cabbage-stalk! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks as they met, ow are you, this fine weather? ows Mr. Stalk, and all the little Sprouts?  

Mr. Tuliptree stared.

You grow grand pines, continued he, holding the half finished one up to Mr. Tuliptrees nose. Excellent, I may say; but theres an old sayin, and its a werry true un, too much puddin ill choke a dog, and too much pine ill do the same by a genlman, so now show us the way to your best gusberry bushes  not your great overgrown prize sorts, all skin and seeds, what have no more flavour nor a turnip, but some o the nice little prickly old-fashioned sort, scarlet or green  you know wot I mean, old buoy.

Pray, sir, may I ask if youre staying at the Castle? inquired Mr. Tuliptree.

Goin to replied Mr. Jorrocks, taking another cut at the pine; but first, said he, give me a bit o that bass mattin, and get me a cabbage leaf, for I really think I shall be makin myself sick with this pine, and that would have a werry nasty appearance, you know, old Cabbage-stalk, not to say ungenteel; there now, said he, when he had got what he wanted, well tie it up, and so keep it fresh, and maybe i the mornin I may like to take another cut at it; so saying Mr. Jorrocks popped the remainder of the pine into the lower Jorrockian jacket-pocket, leaving the top of it sticking above the diagonal pocket hole.  

Mr. Tuliptree was posed; but having seen some queerlooking customers at the Castle, who afterwards turned out to be lords, he thought he had best put on his servitude manners, which he immediately did, and most obsequiously led the way to the gooseberry bushes.

Mr. Jorrocks then fell to.

Our old gal ill be a-wonderin wots got me, observed Mr. Jorrocks at length, gathering a parting handful of gooseberries, and thinking what a wigging he was running the risk of.. Ark! theres the clock  one  two  three  four  five  six  six as I live  my vig  theres a go  theyll be a-sittin down to dinner without us  tempus fuggit, money flies certainly.

Oh, they dont dine till seven, observed Mrs. Flather, and I think the Castles not far off  there used to be a bridge somewhere about here, between it and the garden, I think, over a brook, if I recollect right.

Ah, you ill be it! replied Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to a bridge a little way off, nearly obscured by foliage the Castle cant be werry far off, or that clock must be own brother to the one at Saint Pauls. Well, Id a deal rayther walk in these nice shady humbrageous walks with sich a sweet hen-angel as you, nor go and stuff wenison and fizzy with my Lord Dukeship up there  deary me now, its been jest these sort o summer, sunshiny valks that Dean Swift meant when he talked bout the greenest spot on memorys waste. Ah! it must be a plisant waste wots a covered with sich spots. Theres a deal o plisant sentiment I always thinks in them nice lines o Peter Pindars:



And say, without our opes, without our fears, 

Without the joy wot plighted love endears, 

Without the smile from partial beauty won, 

O vot were man? a vorld without a sun!



Aint there, my darlin? asked Mr. Jorrocks, looking under Mrs. Flathers bonnet, and squeezing her hand as it rested on his arm, a pressure, we are shocked to say, Mrs. Flather slightly returned.

Mr. J. then kissed her.



You and Ill ride ome together said the steady old gentleman, beginning to puff as the ascent of the hill announced their approach to the Castle. Presently they were on the terrace.

Those who have stood on the ramparts of the city of Berne  the Aar at their feet  and the setting sun shedding a roseate hue over the snow-clad encircling Alps, can form an idea of the splendour of the scene from the terrace of Donkeyton Castle, inferior of course in magnificence, but wonderful when found in our not over picturesque country of England. Mr. Jorrocks, however, was not much of a man for scenery, and Mrs. Flather was too busy thinking of her reception from the Duchess and other things, to give it a thought, so they turned to the massive, richly-carved portico of the Castle to await the answer to the summons of the bell.  

The chap must have had a wast o grandfathers, as D  h R  e would say, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the many time-worn shields studding the walls of the centre tower, the arms on some of which were mouldering into decay.

Id take them old things down if I was the Duke, and put up some pretty images  shepherds and shepherdesses, Wenuses, or Diannas, or things o that sort, summut more in the taste of the times  might have them in wood or Mulgrave cement, if he didnt like to go to the expense o carvin in marble or stone.

A fat porter in state livery  his pea-green coat and yellow waistcoat almost concealed with gold lace, and a court bag to his collar, opened the massive door to admit our guests into the hall. Here they were met by two gigantic footmen similarly attired, and the groom of the chamber in full dress.  

You cut it fat here, old bouy, observed Mr. Jorrocks, handing his hat to the porter and a glove to each footman, ope you dont injure yourselves with work. These chaps, observed Mr. Jorrocks to Mrs. Flather, are jest like wot the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs o London ave.

What name shall I say, sir? asked the groom of the chamber in the politest manner possible, motioning them across the lofty baronial hall, the stained glass of the deeply mullioned windows casting a variety of shades over the armour, and banner-displaying rafters of the oak ceiling and walls.

MR. JORROCKS, to be sure, exclaimed our hero, who else should it be? Mr. Jorrocks and Mrs. Flather, in fact.

Passing onwards into what would be a large room for a house, though a small one for a castle, the groom of the chamber opened a lofty door on the right, and ushered them into a sixty by thirty feet library, fitted up in the extreme of Gothic style; old oak chairs, old oak tables, old oak sofas, Old oak screens, old oak wainscoting half up the walls  at least half up those that were not covered with old oak bookcases.  

Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks, your Grace, whispered the well-trained menial in the low funereal sort of voice that distinguishes the servants of the nobility from the name in angling brawlers of High Life Below Stairs, as his Grace reclined in a luxuriously-cushioned, richly-carved black oak chair, taking a skim of the Morning Chronicle.

Down went the paper, and up got his Grace. He was a fine, tall, noble-looking man, quite bald, with a little snow-white hair behind, and full whiskers and beard under his chin. Indeed, he looked as though the hair had been scraped off his head and made into a fringe for his face. There was a glow of health upon his countenance, and a straightness in his gait that took considerably from his age, which (on the wrong side of sixty) might, with the aid of Persian dye to his snow wreaths, have passed for five and forty or fifty. He was dressed in a black frock-coat and waistcoat, with drab trousers, and wore eye-glasses affixed to a massive gold chain across his waistcoat.

How do you do, Mr. Jorrocks? Im very happy to see you, said his Grace, offering his hand, and bowing very low.

How do you do, Mrs. Jorrocks? Im monstrous happy to make your acquaintance, continued his Grace, extending a hand of fellowship to her, his naturally misty memory making him forget that he had greeted Mrs. Jorrocks not very long before, who was since gone with the Duchess to her bedroom.

This is Mrs. Flather, your Grace, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after their hands were released, shes corned with me  adding, with a sly look and shake of his head, nothin wrong though, I assure you.

Ah, true! exclaimed his Grace, pretending the evening shades had dimmed his vision, and seizing Mrs. Flather again by the hand, My old friend, Mrs. Flather, to be sure, Im very glad indeed to see you; adding, and wheres my old friend, your husband; hes coming, I hope?

I rayther think not, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a grin and a wink, pointing downwards with his forefinger.

Ah, true! replied his Grace, with a shrug and solemn look I remember now he died of the  any more of their dear friends had arrived, and relieved the trio from their embarrassment Susan, my dear, here are our good friends, the Jorrockses, exclaimed the Duke, seeing the Duchess making her way up behind them.

Mr. Jorrocks and Mrs. Flather observed Mr. Jorrocks with an emphasis, turning short round and making a very low bow nothin wrong, my lady, I assure you, only Mrs. Flather likes an open chay, and Mrs. J. dont  a little stomach, you understand, added Mr. Jorrocks, tapping his own with his forefinger.

Her Grace was delighted to see them of course, and, after a few commonplaces, proposed showing Mrs. Flather her room. The Duke volunteered the same office by Mr. Jorrocks, notwithstanding his assertion that if Mrs. Jorrocks wasnt long gone he be bund to say hed run her to ground by her scent, she musked herself so uncommon igh when she went to fine places.


CHAPTER XI.

[image: img64.jpg]

ILL MAKE MY heaven in a ladys lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks.

 SHAKSPEARE.



BATSAY, Binjimin, and Mrs. Flatters boy in buttons, not being much used to company making, thought the visit to Donkeyton was quite as much for their amusement as for that of their master and mistresses; accordingly, instead of unpacking and laying out the things for the latters dressing, they contented themselves with carrying the boxes upstairs, and leaving the parties who were to wear the clothes to unpack and sort them out at their leisure, while they, trustworthy individuals, underwent the ceremony of introduction and acquaintance-making among the servants of the Castle.

The consequence was, that what with the time consumed in pulling at bells  the confusion attendant upon the influx of a houseful of strangers and the difficulty of appropriating each peal to the proper servant, our fair friends were hard run in the matter of dressing. Mrs. Flather was in a desperate state of excitement, for, independently of only having Batsays services at second-hand, that rascal Binjimin had smelt the buns and carried them away bodily; and the model of propriety, whose naturally good appetite was greatly heightened by the ride, was really ravenous for want of food. Like many home-made arm-chair projects, the possibility of accomplishing the coronet seemed suddenly to dissolve as they came within sight of it. Still, like a man with a middling race-horse, Mrs. Flather determined to run, and take the chances of luck in the tussle; she had paid her stakes, in fact, in the shape of dresses. The buns, however, were a desperate blow, and the worst of it was, Mrs. Flather durst not ask point-blank about them for fear of exciting Mrs. Jorrockss curiosity, and much time was consumed in Batsays running between Mrs. Jorrockss room and Mrs. Flathers, inquiring for a brown paper parcel tied up with blue ribbon.

No, there was nothing of the sort.

Then, perhaps, the blue ribbon had slipped off, and it would just be a brown paper parcel.

No, there was no such thing.

Binjimin had taken better care of them than that. The buns were under the cushion of the carriage, and bag in the harness-room fire.  

The Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton had had weary work all the morning of this important day marshalling the order of their guests according to their ideas of each visitors importance, and the service they could be of in the event of a contested election. As usual on such occasions, their Graces ideas, and the ideas of the parties themselves, were greatly at variance; and the more trouble they gave themselves to please everybody, the further they were from attaining their object. Each guest had an accurate idea of his own consequence, but unfortunately no two tables of ideas tallied.

The ingredients of an electioneering Whig party of this description are rather curious. The don Whigs, of course, are not asked; or, at all events, only those who from similar necessities are able to tolerate the nuisance of such gatherings. The guests are generally the exception to the general order of guests. The politics of middle life are chiefly personal. The first great man that is civil to a person generally gets his interest, and Whig or Tory is just a toss up which comes first. We admit, however, there has been a change within these twenty years  we might almost say within the last dozen  since the passing of the Bill, in fact. Men that never thought of anything but their shops, now talk of their politics just as their fathers used to talk of their wives, their horses, or their watches. Times are changed indeed. Whether for the better is another matter not important to this dinner. We leave it to Young England.

The guests mustered strong. Their Graces had taken a pair of compasses and drawn a circle of seven miles round the Castle, within which radius the parties were only asked to dine, while those beyond were accommodated with beds. The consequence was, that great anxiety had prevailed relative to the accuracy of the different village clocks and hall timepieces, so as to nick the juste milieu of time, each visitor being duly impressed with the conviction that the eyes of that inquisitive and observant gentleman, all England, were turned upon him; and that upon his individual accuracy depended the success or failure of this great party. Indeed, though there was scarcely an appetite amongst them, and though they were all most horribly frightened, there wasnt one who would not have taken it seriously amiss if he or she had been omitted. It is wonderful what pain people will undergo for pride or (what ought to be) pleasure. A tight boot is nothing to it. There was a great stir of one-horse chaises within the seven miles circle towards the hour of six.

Of course the host and hostess were anxious to show every honour to their guests  make real company of them in short; and the best of everything was put in requisition  state liveries, first-class china and plate in profusion; the whole brilliantly illumined with wax and oil. His Grace didnt use gas  the only piece of sense he was known to be guilty of.

A little before seven the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton had planted themselves on a sumptuous rug, before a brightly burning wood fire, in a glittering, profusely-mirrored drawing room, fitted up with fawn-coloured satin, with gold coronets worked on the chairs, sofa-cushions, ottomans, screens, and so on. His Grace was in full dress. His star glittered on a richly-buttoned blue coat with velvet collar; waistcoat and cravat vying with the whiteness of his hair and whiskers; the broad blue ribbon of his order crossing gracefully over his chest; the garter relieving the monotony of his breeches and black silk stockings.  

The visitors then began to arrive. Those who were all nighting in the Castle, walked into the drawing-room with an at-home sort of air; while the dinner guests passed into the presence with an anxious, hurried, sidelong-glance sort of walk, that looked very like wishing themselves back again. Each looked as if he were playing a part. The Duke  who was a very loquacious old gentleman, though terribly given to making mistakes  received his guests with the easy dignity of high life, and asked each a question or two that he thought would show a familiarity with the parties, and an interest in their concerns;  just as he asked Mrs. Flather after his good friend, Flather, who had been dead some years. For instance, Mr. Tugwell and the Rev. Mr. Webb having come together, and his Grace recollecting that one was a great farmer, shook hands with Mr. Tugwell, observing it was delightful weather; and hurriedly turning to the parson said, Well, Webb, how are you? Hows your bull?

Please your Grace, the bull belongs to  

Ah! dead, I suppose, replied his Grace, shaking his head with a look of concern sorry for it, indeed; very sorry  excellent man.

By the way, hows your daughter, Mr. Tomkins? he asked another almost in the same breath.

Mr. Tomkins stared.

Dangerous attack, I heard? observed the Duke, shaking his head.

Beg pardon, your Greece; it was the other Mr. Tomkinss daughter  at length replied Mr. Tomkins Mr. Tommy Tomkinss.

Ah, true! you are Mr. Jeems Tomkins  glad to hear shes better  fine girl!  monstrous fine girl! and so he turned away to say something civil to some one else.

Our Hillingdon friends having been nearly the last in arriving at the Castle, and having had the difficulties we mentioned to contend with, were the latest of the late, and the Duke had twice taken his repeater out of his waistcoat pocket to compare it with the French clock on the mantelpiece, when Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks made their appearance. Mrs. Jorrocks was magnificent. On her head she wore a yellow and gold turban, with a full plume of black ostrich feathers, such as one sees on a mutes head before a great funeral, while long full ringlets (false, of course) streamed down the sides of her fat red cheeks, and rested on her shoulders. Her gown was crimson brocade, stiff and rustling, with many flounces of black lace; and her arms and neck were decorated with a profusion of mosaic jewellery in the shape of bracelets, armlets, chains, brooches, and lockets.

Our Cockney Squire was in the full-dress uniform of the Handley Cross Hunt  sky-blue coat, lined with pink silk; canary-coloured shorts, and white silk stockings. A good large frill protruded through the stand-up collar of a white waistcoat, and a roll puddingy white neckcloth replaced the sea-green silk one of the morning. Altogether they were a most striking couple. Mr. Jorrockss big-calved, well-shaped legs  the feet encased in large gold-buckled, patent leather pumps  and the general brightness of his colours, rendered him quite the object of attraction in the room, and threw the star and garter of the Duke rather into the shade  moreover, most of the guests had seen the star and garter before, but they had only heard of Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks, the new opulent owners of Hillingdon Hall. Accordingly, there was a grand stare and nudging as they made their way up the spacious drawing-room, Mr. Jorrocks strutting with his usual bantam-cock air, as much as to say, Theres a pair o legs for you  find fault with them if you can.

Well, Mr. Jorrocks, said his Grace, not exactly knowing what question to hazard to him, I hope you feel hungry after your ride?

Tol-lol  thank ye, your Greece, replied Mr. Jorrocks, squaring himself before the fire, taking a coat lap over each arm, and turning full upon the company feedin times near at and, I spose  wot oclock may it be by your Greeces gold watch? continued he, eyeing the awe-struck company around youre uncommon well lodged here, continued Mr. Jorrocks, staring about without waiting for an answer excellently, I may say  dare say this room is fefty feet if its a hinch  doors ohoggany too, added he, looking at them. Put up afore Bob Peels new Tariff came in, I guess. Gilt cornices! superb mirrors! and satin damask, I spose, added Mr. J., stooping down and nipping one of the sofa cushions. I likes this room a deal better nor the first one I was in  more glitter, more sparkle about it. If I was you now, Id furnish tother same way  thats to say if you have the tin  but dont go tick whatever you do; things cost jest double when you buy on credit. Ticks the werry divil certainlie, continued Mr. Jorrocks, turning his eyes up to the splendid cut-glass chandelier sparkling from the centre of the ceiling, and jingling a handful of half-crowns in his breeches pocket. I minds, my Lord Duke, when I was in the tea-trade  indeed Im in it still, only I doesnt attend the shop  when your swell ouse-stewards or powder-monkey Peters used to come axing the price o tea, pekoe, hyson-skin, twankay, gunpooder, and so on; I always used to ax whether they were purchasers or buyers. Purchasers, you see, my Lord Dukeship, are chalkers up; buyers are money down and discount coves. Well, if they were purchasers I jest doubled the price  to cover long credit and the risk o not gettin the money at all; besides which, these confounded fine genlemen always expect a compliment for the horder, and a compliment when they pay the tin, thats to say, if the appy day occurs in their reign, for great folks in general dont keep their flunkies long; but, howsomever, never mind, added Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the opening door at the end of the room.  

Mrs. Flather and Emma then entered; Emma in a wellfitting, pale pink satin, made drapée at the breast. She was a decidedly fine-looking girl, held herself up, and walked with an air. The composition of the party was in her favour, there being nothing but country dowdies; no London-milliner-turned-out lady to eclipse her, as we have seen too many country belles eclipsed in London. Lord, what a place London is! How it takes the shine out of the country conceit  girls, horses, equipages, men, and all. We met a friend tother day at a country fair, who didnt seem much in his element; accordingly, we asked him what brought him there. Ive got a pony to sell, said he   and by the way, now added he, as you understand these sort of things, I should like you to see it, for it is, without exception, the neatest and most perfect animal I ever set eyes on  a perfect model. If you had it in London now, and rode it up and down the park, every dealer in the town would be after it. There it comes! cried he, pointing to a shuffling, ginger-coloured chestnut (of all colours the most detestable) looking thing, with a full tail and a hog mane, and a great white ratch down its face,  a sort of animal that none but Van Butchel, Claudius Hunter, or some such appearance-defying genius, would be guilty of riding. So it is with girls. If a girl has a tolerable figure, and a face not amiss, they immediately set her down for London  for the Duke of Devonshire, in fact. Indeed, Mister Brown, says his amiable spouse, I dont consider we should be doing Jemima justice if we didnt give her a season in London.

Nonsense, my dear, you know I cant afford it  can hardly pay my way as it is.

Then you must just give up your hunters, Mister Brown.

Ill be d  d if I do, though! says Mister Brown.

But suppose Mister Brown is of the genus Jerry, as Linnaeus would say, and gives in (poor Brown), what does he see when he gets to London? Why, that every other girl he meets with is quite as good, and many a deuced deal better-looking than Jemima.

Take an authors advice, Brown, and stay at home.

But let us on to the Duke of Donkeytons dinner.

Now, Bray, dont you make yourself such a swell, said young Lord Aubrey, entering the Marquiss room, who, with the aid of his valet, was settling himself into one of Jacksons particulars, blue coat, velvet collar and cuffs, silk facings and linings, with Windsor buttons. Nature meant the Marquis for a girl, and a very pretty one he would have made. He had a beautiful pink and white complexion, hair parted down the middle of his head, and falling in ringlets about his ears, blue eyes, Grecian nose, simpering mouth, with a dimple on each side, very regular pearly teeth, and incipient moustache on his upper lip, and a very incipient imperial on a very pretty unshaved chin. In stature he was about the middle height, five feet ten or so, thin, with a deal of action in his legs and backbone; indeed, he had a considerable cross of the dancing-master in him, and was considered one of the best goers at Almacks or the Palace. In short, he was a pretty Jemmy Jessamy sort of fellow.

Now, this sort of man is generally desperately disliked by their own sex, particularly by the hirsute, rasping, bull-finching breed of fox-hunters; and just in proportion as men are abused by each other, they are petted and praised by the women  particularly if they are marquises, and in the market.

Accordingly, our hero stood as an A l lady-killer in London; and that being the case, our readers may imagine what a desperate man he would be in the country. Indeed, these sort of fellows ought not to be allowed to go about unmuzzled (that is to say, without a wife), for country girls are monstrous inflammatory, and having little choice beyond the curate and the apothecarys apprentice, are ready to worry anything in the shape of a man  to say nothing of a lord  a handsome Marquis beyond all conception. Then the greasy novels put such notions into their heads. We really believe they think the great people go into the country for wives, just as the Cockneys go to Kensington for strawberries and cabbages; and that there is nothing of the sort to be had in London. Unfortunately for rural belles, London beaux look upon them in quite a different light. They consider them a sort of strop to keep the razor of their palaverment fresh against the return of another London season, and think they may go any length short of absolutely offering; and that the girls wash the slates of their memories just as they wash their own on passing Hyde Park, down Portland Place, or by the Elephant and Castle, on their way back to town. The Marquis of Bray was just one of this sort. He knew perfectly well the Duke would no more think of letting him marry anything below a Dukes daughter, than he would think of sending him off for a trip in one of Mr. Hensons air carriages; and being well assured of that fact, he thought the girls must know it also, and would just take his small talk for what it was meant. Moreover, the Marquis having had the unspeakable misfortune of being brought up at home, had conceived the not at all unnatural idea that the world was chiefly made for him, and that he might do whatever he liked with impunity. No greater misfortune surely can befall a young man than such an education; and lucky it is that so few of them get it. Eton knocks and Eton kicks save many a terrible high-bred lad (as the Epsom race-list sellers describe the horses) from ruin.

But we must get the Marquis downstairs. Behold him, then, in his blue coat aforesaid, with a delicate bouquet in the button-hole  a most elaborately-tied white cravat, the folds of the tie nestling among six small point-lace frills of an exquisitely embroidered lawn shirt front over a pink silk under-waistcoat, and diamond studs of immense value, chained with Lilliputian chains  his waistcoat of cerulean blue satin, worked with hearts-ease, buttoned with buttons of enormous bloodstones, the surface of the waistcoat traversed with Venetian chains and diminutive seals  pink silk stockings, and pumps  gliding into the drawing-room, with an airy noiseless tread, and a highly scented, much-embroidered, lace-trimmed handkerchief in his hand. How he bowed! how he smiled! how he showed his teeth! He was so d  d polite, youd have thought hed got among a party of emperors, instead of among all the John Browns of the neighbourhood. Then the old Duke, like all blunderheaded men, being monstrously afraid lest his son should make mistakes, must needs take him in hand, and introduce him to those he didnt know. Jeems, my dear! cried he, as the elastic back began to slacken in its salaams round the awe-stricken circle, come here, and let me introduce you to our excellent friend, Mr. Jorrocks, whos been kind enough to come all the way from  from  from  to dine with us.  

To dine and stay all night, your Greece, observed Mr. Jorrocks to the Duke, letting fall his coat laps, preparatory to offering his hand to the Marquis.

The Marquis bowed and grinned, and laid his hand upon his heart, as if perfectly overcome by the honour  proudest moment of his life!  

Where I dine I sleep, and where I sleep I breakfast, your Greece, observed Mr. Jorrocks, resuming his position, finding it impossible to compete with the Marquis in bows.

Let me introduce you to Mrs. Jorrocks, said the Duke, taking his son by the arm, and leading him up to the plume, the bearer of which rose and bobbed and curtsied till the Duke and Marquis passed on to Emma, whom the Duke introduced as Miss Jorrocks; and the Marquis thinking she seemed more like the thing than any one else in the room, continued to bow and simper and shuffle before her, leaving the Duke to finish the circuit alone, and bear up before the now triumphant and all-gratified Mrs. Flather  who was listening to the painful recital of how Mrs. Smiths little girl had got two double teeth, and how her brother George had gone through the whole of  



Wheneer I take my walks abroad, 

How many poor I see!



without a single mistake or wrong pronunciation.

The author of Cecil, we think, says there is nothing so difficult of settlement (except a pipe of port), as a peers eldest son; and some other conjurer says, it is less difficult to arrange a party of duchesses than a string of justices wives. On this occasion it certainly was so. Notwithstanding the Duchess had done all she could to drum into the Dukes dull head how they were to go, his natural obtuseness and self-sufficiency made him confound them all together; and at the moment that the folding-doors were thrown open, and dinner announced, he knew no more than the man in the moon whether. Mrs. Hamilton Dobbins husband, or Mrs. Grumbletons, were first on the commission, or whether Jorrocks or Jenkins had most votes at command. Indeed, he forgot which was Mrs. Jorrocks; at all events he went bolt up to Mrs. Flather, who could by no possibility do them any good; and the Marquis having reconnoitred the room, and satisfied himself that Miss Hamilton Dobbin and all the Miss Smiths were infinitely inferior to the model of propriety, offered her his arm in the most supplicating manner, and tripped through the now greatly agitated group with an air as though he were leading her out to a dance instead of a dinner.

Mr. Jorrocks, thinking there seemed likely to be a good deal of bother in the arrangement of couples, very considerately tendered his arm to the Duchess, to the exclusion of Lord Aubrey, and a couple of Honourables; and the two having got in the rear of the flock, drove them pell mell before them, some with their neighbours wives, some with their own, some without anybodys wives at all.

The Marquis being much out of practice, was glad of an opportunity of rubbing up his small talk, especially with a girl who did not look sheepish, and be-lord and be-lordship him as country dowdies are in the habit of doing. Indeed, before he had got through his soup, he found that Emma was quite a half-way meet sort of girl; and looking upon everything below a noblemans daughter as fair game, he began to make play, very strong.

Of course the conversation began about flowers. Flowers in the country, fancy-balls in London. Fancy-balls are safe specs: they are within the reach of every one.

Was she fond of a garden? Oh, Emma doted upon a garden! Nothing she liked so much as running about with her watering-pot, picking up daisies, pulling up weeds, tying up roses. Was the Marquis fond of flowers?

He adored them! at the same time diving his nose into his bouquet.

Emma admired them.

Would she allow him to present her with one?

Emma pressed it to her lips, and put it into her bosom. We forgot to say that the pink satin was made with a peak.

Then they talked about horses. Was Emma fond of riding? Oh, nothing she-liked so much! just riding about the country alone, wherever fancy led her.

Alone! rejoined the Marquis; you should always have a gentleman with you. He liked sauntering along a green lane, with a pretty girl in a nice tight-fitting habit, and a well-set-on hat  not those confounded butter-and-eggs-poke sort of bonnets country misses rode the family horse about in. Then he asked Emma to take wine, and gave her a look as he bowed, that as much as said, You are the girl for me.

Meanwhile the Duke, having exhausted his small talk with Mrs. Flather, and made as many blunders as he could during the time they had been together, began to look up the table to see whom he should inflict his politeness upon. Mr. Jorrockss sky-blue coat and rubicund visage forming an attractive feature at the top of the table, procured the honour of a holloa from the Dukes voice, who had good lungs, and made free use of them.

Pray, Mr. Jorrocks, roared he, how old are you?

Please your Greece, Im fefty-five, replied Mr. Jorrocks, knocking half-a-dozen years off at a blow.

Indeed! exclaimed the Duke, quite a young man! may live these twenty years yet!

I intend so, your Greece! replied Mr. Jorrocks.

Take a glass of wine, Mr. Jorrocks!

With all my eart, your Greece  champagne, if you please.

Pray, Mr. Jorrocks, who was your mother? inquired his Grace, after he had bowed and drank off his wine. Please your Greece, my mother was a washerwoman.

A washerwoman, indeed! exclaimed his Grace thats very odd  I like washerwomen  nice, clean, wholesome people  I wish my mother had been a washerwoman.

I vish mine had been a duchess, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Mrs. Flather, who sat on the Dukes right, on the opposite side of the table to that at which Emma and the Marquis were planted, was in ecstacies at the apparent prosperity of the scheme. Scheme indeed, she thought, it could hardly be called, seeing it was a mutual arrangement  the Duke taking her, the Marquis taking Emma, and so on. The consequence was, Mrs. Flather felt far more at ease, and underwent far less trepidation than her opposite neighbour, Mrs. Thomas Chambers, who would have given anything to have been restoring her old spangled turban to the band-box, for another twelvemonths slumber. A country turban lasts for ever. Meanwhile the Duke chattered, and talked, and eat, and drank, and called people by their wrong names; and as the wine began to operate, confidence began to creep in, and before the sweets commenced their circuits, neighbours began plucking up courage sufficient to ask each other to wine; and the popping of champagne corks formed a pleasing variety to the chatter and clatter of the table.

So the dinner progressed.

The Marquiss left-hand neighbour, Mrs. Tomkins, having at length found her tongue, and got into the midst of a most interesting, oft-repeated ramble, about a ragged-coated man, who had knocked at their door, and asked for some cold chicken and punch, the Marquis and Emma went at it harder than ever, a listener always acting as a clog on the free vent of conversation, as Mr. Jorrocks and Mrs. Flather had found in the morning.

Have you much gaiety in your part of the world? asked the Marquis; many balls, many parties?

Oh dear no, replied Emma, we are shockingly dull.

Short of beaux, perhaps? observed the Marquis. Indeed, we havent such a thing in our part of the country: there are only five young men at Sellborough, and four of them are engaged.

And you have bespoken the fifth, I suppose.

Not I, indeed replied Emma, with a toss of the head.

But are there no officers? surely its a garrison town.

Its a new regiment, observed Emma; besides, you know, we are a good way from the town. We never see such a thing as a redcoat in our little village, except perhaps a stray fox-hunter, now and then asking his way. Do you hunt?  

God forbid! replied the Marquis, with a shake of his head and shrug of his shoulders, for he had gone out once, and soon found himself in a wet ditch, with his horse on the top of him.

I hate fox-hunters, observed Emma, half to herself and half to the Marquis.

Horrid fellows! ejaculated the dandy. It seems a sort of uncivilised process, fit only for heavy dragoons, and flying artillery men. By the way, though, your pa is a fox-hunter, is not he? continued the Marquis, looking significantly at Mr. Jorrocks.

Hes not my pa, observed Emma, somewhat disconcerted, more at the unfavourable aspect it threw on affairs than any shock the insinuation occasioned her feelings.

But didnt my pa introduce you as Miss Jorrocks? inquired the Marquis.  

Its not the case for all that, observed Emma tartly, my name is Flather; that is my mamma sitting beside the Duke.

True! observed the Marquis, how stoopid I am. Lor, I know your ma as well as I know myself. Your pa, too, I knew, poor man. Well, but tell me now about the old boy in the sky-blue and yellow shorts  the firemans or Thames watermans uniform, in fact. Isnt he some relation? Your uncle, or something?  

Mr. Jorrocks, allow me the honour of taking wine with you, continued he, seeing his eyeing had attracted our heros attention.

Champagne, if you please! replied Mr Jorrocks.

No, hes no relation whatever, replied Emma, only a neighbour.

He seems a desperate old quiz, observed the Marquis, putting down his glass, after touching his lips with it. I wonder what hed take for his wig.

Vulgar old man, said Emma, but country life makes us acquainted with strange companions.

You are a great fox-hunter, I understand, Mr. Jorrocks, screamed his Grace, down the table. Have you killed many foxes this summer?

No, your Greece, we dont unt in the summer, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a slight curl of his upper lip farm, i the summer, fox i the winter, thats the ticket.

True! rejoined his Grace, Im glad youre a farmer  am a great one myself  prize bull, prize pig, prize ram, prize turnip, prize spade  should like to talk to you about farming.

Nitrate o sober! guano! sub-soilin! Smith o Deanston! top dressin wi soot, and all that sort o thing! added Mr. Jorrocks. Shall be appy to take wine with your Greece.

With all my heart, replied the Duke. What shall we have?  

Champagne, if you please, said Mr. Jorrocks; adding, in an audible whisper to himself, can get sherry at ome.

The Duke dont unt, I think, observed Mr. Jorrocks to the Duchess, setting down his glass with a thump that almost broke the slender stalk. Wish hed got some ounds; winterll be dull without them  knows a man with five-and-twenty couple to dispose on  fifteen couple o dogs, and ten couple o betches  no offence, my lady, added he, with a bow and shake of the head, letch is female dog. The sweets were now in full swing. Mrs. Flather sat on thorns as the dishes were taken to Emma; and she helped herself in succession to pastry, jellies, creams, tipsey cakes, and all sorts of trash.

Oh, how she grieved for the loss of the buns, and dreaded the effect on the complexion in the morning! In vain she tried to catch the models eye  she either would not see her, or was too absorbed with the sweets on her plate, or the sweet things the Marquis was saying to her, and eat and crammed away in a most determined way. Fortunately, the Marquis was a spoon-food man, and having been laying back for the sweets, was too busy dieting himself, as the Poor-Law people call it, to pay much attention to his neighbour. At length both Emma and the Marquis got surfeited, and the latter having let off the old piece of sentiment about sweets to the sweet as Emma magnanimously declined a third offer of Maraingues, again took wine with her; and laying his napkin across his legs, turned slightly in his chair, and began whispering soft nothings in her ear  

Was she fond of dancing?  

Oh! she delighted in dancing!  

Would she be in London next spring?  

Emma feared not  oh! she should like it so much  but she had nobody to take her.

She should get her ma; everybody should go to London in the spring, Paris in the autumn, Italy in the winter. Almacks was not what it was, still the rooms were good, and the floor excellent. The little anteroom was so nice for platonics  his ma was a patroness.  Did she know the Princess of Quackenbruck?

(How could the poor girl? But these London chaps always fancy that everybody knows whom they do.) Well, the Princess Orel Quackenbruck was going to be married to Lord Plantagenet Hay, the Duke of Drossingtons son. Did she know Taget Hay?

(How the devil should she?)

Well, he understood it was all settled. Indeed he knew it was; for he had it from Storr & Mortimer, who had been sending him down some pattern wristband studs that morning, and the diamonds were ordered there  fifteen thousand pounds worth  no great quantity, to be sure, but then she would come in for the family ones at last. His mas diamonds were worth forty thousand.

Emma wondered when they would be hers.

Matrimony seems all the rage just now, observed the Marquis, breaking off in the middle of his strawberry ice, Lord George Noodleton wants to marry Miss Dumps, the bankers daughter, but his pa wont hear of it unless old Dumps will come down with a hundred thousand pounds.

Mercenary creature! exclaimed Emma, stuffing her mouth as full as ever it would hold.

The Marquis then rehearsed several weddings that had taken place among his friends during the previous year, to all of which Emma listened with the greatest interest; for though she had never heard the names before, still there is a something about weddings, high or low, that all women like to listen to, and the Marquis having about exhausted his stock of matrimonial reminiscences, observed casually, as he drank off his glass of sherry, that all the world seemed marrying mad, and he supposed it would be their turn next.

Just then the Duchess gave the signal, and Emma rose, with a maiden blush upon her maiden cheeks, having, as she considered, all but captured the coronet.


CHAPTER XII.
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A RATHER difficult passage in our history now draws near  namely, what the ladies did when they got back to the drawing-room at Donkeyton Castle. In these points authors disclose their sex. A lady would be great here, whereas we of the breeches, at least legitimately of the breeches, are quite out. In this dilemma we inquired of a female friend, who happened to be teaing with our grandmamma (a most remarkable old lady of eighty-three, who reads without specs), what ladies did when they retired from the diningroom. Oh, said she, they generally go to the fire, dawdle and stand about a little, and then sit down and talk scandal.

We will then, gentle reader, with your permission, suppose the fire, and standing about part done, and that the ladies are pairing off, or grouping for the scandal stakes. Emma, who could hardly contain herself, and had given sundry nods, and made several significant grimaces at her mamma, all indicative of Ive done it now got to her, and giving her a most loving squeeze of the elbow, whispered in her ear, All right.

All right, my dear! what dyou mean? inquired Mrs. Flather.  

All right repeated Emma, with a most triumphant smile.

You dont say so! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, in a somewhat louder tone. Has he offered?  

Have you seen these beautiful views of Copley Fieldings? inquired the Duchess, with one of those bugbears of company-making, a portfolio of drawings. What iniquitous work that is. The Duchess had set three groups to their books, just as a jailor would set his prisoners to their task work. Indeed, we think the prisoners have the best of it, for they see what they have to do; while, in a case of this sort, you must reckon on having to run the gauntlet of all the portfolios in circulation, without knowing how many more there may be in reserve.

Oh, Emma was  so obliged there was nothing she liked so much as drawings  scenery of all things. So the Duchess, having pushed her into a chair, and placed her mother beside her, went and got Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin to join the party to make up the trio, and left them to the enjoyment of their intellectual treat. How Mrs. Flather wished Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin at home. Here let us leave them for a time.

The ladies being comfortably swept out, and the champagne having supplied a certain degree of animation and confidence, the gentlemen drew towards the Duke with less apparent embarrassment than had marked their approaches during the earlier part of the evening. Mr. Jorrocks, whose maxim of Perfect ease being perfect gentility never allowed him to feel out of his element, having got rid of the Duchess, took his napkin and large wine-glass (very large it was too), and strutting to the other end of the room, planted himself most consequentially on the right of the Duke, to the great relief of Mr. Thomas Chambers, who, but for him, would have been driven into that dangerous position on the retirement of Mrs. Flather.

Yell, your Greece, and ow dye feel arter your feed? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, sousing himself into one of the soft capacious arm-chairs with which the table was encircled. I reckon Ive had an unkimmon good tuck-out.

Ah! Im glad to hear you say so, Mr.  Mr.  Mr.  Jorrocks; very glad to hear you say so, replied the Duke. Nice dinner  good dinner  very good dinner  monstrous good dinner, indeed.

And good eatin requires good drinkin, I always says, your Greece, observed Mr. Jorrocks, jingling His wine-glass against his buttons.

Ah, true! exclaimed his Grace, laughing at the hint, and throwing back his white head, good eating does require good drinking,  so saying, he helped himself to a bumper of claret, and passed the bottles. Heres your good health, Mr. Jorrocks, Im very happy to see you  monstrous happy to see you. And so you are a great fox-hunter? Glad of that  fine amusement fox-hunting  monstrous fine amusement. I remember Burke saying he would willingly bring in a bill to make poaching felony, another to encourage the breed of foxes  that he would make, in short, any sacrifice to the humour and prejudices of the country gentlemen in their most extraordinary form, provided he could only prevail upon them to live at home. Fine speech of Burkes; monstrous fine speech.

He was ung for all that, observed Mr. Jorrocks to himself, with a knowing shake of the head, as he availed himself of the opportunity of the bottles coming round again to take a back-hand at the port.

His Grace then had a word or two with Mr. Tugwell and afterwards with Mr. Grumbleton, but being unable to get more than Yes, my Lord Duke, and No, my Lord Duke, out of either of them, he soon returned to his voluble neighbour, Mr. Jorrocks.  

Youre a great farmer, arent you, Mr. Jorrocks? asked the Duke tell me now, have you an Agricultural Association at your place? Prize for the best bull, best cow, best ram, best two-year-old tup?  

Vy, no, I doesnt think we ave, your Greece, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and I think if we had, theyd a been at me for a subscription  town and countrys werry much alike in that respect  never lose nothin for want of axin  I minds  

Well, but you should get up an Agricultural Association, interrupted the Duke. Independently of the good it does in promoting neat and scientific farming, its a good thing for getting acquainted with the farmers  keeping your interest together  you understand. Good thing, indeed  capital good thing  monstrous good thing, added the Duke, rubbing his hands, and laughing at his own cunning.

I tivig! replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a wink. True blue! Please yourselves, genlmen, but if you dont please me, Ill make you  haw, haw, haw. Rum world this we live in, your Greece  werry rum world, indeed. Ill have a Hagricultural Sociation though. President, Mr. Jorrocks  or say, President, Duke o Donkeyton. Wice-President, Mr. Jorrocks.

Very proud of the honour, Im sure, replied the Duke, bowing very low, and shaking his head over his plate as though he were quite overcome monstrous proud indeed. But Im getting old, Mr. Jorrocks, Im getting old  suppose you take Jeems  its more in his way.

With all my eart, replied Mr. Jorrocks; he dont look much like a farmer, though. President, the Markiss o Bray  Wice-President, Mr. Jorrocks  thatll sound well, and look well in the papers too; call it thelllingdonSociation, and have it at our place  dine in a tent  dance in a barn  band in open hair  school-gals to skip. Or sheep-shearin i the mornin, tea i the evenin  ball for the ladies ands across and back again, down the middle and hup again. Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, bumping about on his chair and crossing his arms as if he were at work.

Very good! exclaimed the Duke; extremely good! monstrous good, indeed  but you must instruct as well as amuse  encourage science, experiments, chemistry; teach them the virtue and use of manures.

Guano! nitrate o sober! soot! and all that sorb o thing, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks.

Farmers are a long way behind the intelligence of the day; a monstrous long way, continued the Duke, too much of what my father did, Ill do  style about them. They want brushing up. You take yours in hand, Mr. Jorrocks  make them drain.

Smith o Deanston! Tweeddale tile! furrow drainin! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

Apply their land to proper purposes, continued his Grace, dont force it to grow crops that it has no taste for  much may be done in the way of judicious management. For instance, where land wont grow corn, try trees  much of the land in this county is too poor for agricultural purposes  would grow wood well. All the pine tribe flourish in this country and pay well for planting; very well indeed; monstrous well.  

Grand things they are too! observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, thinking of the pine-apple hed had before dinner; Ill teach them a trick or two, added he, pine. dodge in particklar  address them Frinds and fellow-countrymen! throwing out his arm and hitting Mr. Thomas Chambers a crack in the eye, and so closing the conversation for the moment.

The Marquis of Bray, not being a great man for his liquor, took advantage of the commotion to throw up his napkin and steal out of the room to the ladies. These he found in full employment: three groups of three, looking at pictures; the Duchess knitting a purse and superintending the portfolios, occasionally addressing a word to her toady, or companion, as the poor devils are called, in derision one would think, for they are generally less thought of than the lapdog; while Mrs. Smith inflicted a recital of how her little boy had gone through 



Wheneer I take my walks abroad, 

How many poor I see!



without a single error or wrong pronunciation, upon Mrs. Somebody whom she had inveigled into a corner for the purpose.  

The butterfly Marquis having saluted the Duchess with a kiss, fluttered away to chatter to the ladies; who all thought it so nice of him coming in so soon. The first group was a turbaned one, busy with Colonel Battys Swiss Views. The Marquis didnt stay long with it, but glided into the middle of the room where Emma sat between her mamma and Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin, turning over a portfolio of water-colour sketches, mother and daughter most heartily wishing Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin further. Nor did the Marquiss approach at all disconcert Mrs. Dobbin, for she had known him from a boy, and perhaps had not established to her own satisfaction that he was anything else yet. Living near the Castle, and knowing the awe in which the neighbourhood held the family, the idea of such a thing as the Marquis marrying a girl like Emna Flather never entered her head, or, indeed, the idea of any girl being foolish enough to think of such a thing; consequently, instead of drawing out her chair to let him into the centre, she merely moved a little nearer Emma, and kept the Marquis outside. Mrs. Flather immediately counteracted the movement by rising and joining another group, and the Marquis presently sidled into her seat. The imperturbable Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin remained rooted to her chair. The Marquis then began chattering, and turning over the drawings. Was Emma a painter?

Only a very middling one  she doted on pictures though.  

The Marquis dared say she was a very good one.

Oh no, she wasnt! Nobody about them cared for drawing but her.

Oh, that was a pity, replied the Marquis. His pa and his ma were both great artists. My pa did that, continued he, holding up a picture.

Oh! how beautiful! exclaimed Emma.  

My ma did that, added he, producing another.

Oh! how beautiful! repeated Emma.

My pa and ma did that between them, continued he, producing a third.

-Oh! how beautiful! reiterated Emma.  

Meanwhile the guests came dropping in from the diningroom, each with considerably more confidence than he felt on arriving, and Mr. Jorrocks and the Duke at length were the only two that remained  still they talked about farming, until a stranger would have thought they were the only two people that knew anything about the matter, instead of one being a mere theorist and the other a mere fool  we beg pardon  we mean in farming. Indeed, the Duke of Donkeyton might be called more than a theorist, for he had some most extraordinary notions about farming and the management of property  a system so peculiar that it generally ended in beggaring the tenants and impoverishing his estates. Still he chattered and talked so glibly, that poor Mr. Jorrocks was thoroughly convinced he was a most wide-awake farmer; and what with the wine and what with the twaddle, he got a brainful of most confused ideas. The dominant idea, however, was that farmers were all asleep, and scientific farming was the only thing to make money of.

Allow me to give you a toast, your Greece? inquired Mr. Jorrocks every time the decanters came to a stand, and his Grace dabbled in his finger glass, or applied the napkin to his lips, symptomatic of going.

With all my heart, Mr. Jorrocks.

Ill give TheIllingdonSociation and the ealth o the Markiss o Bray, again! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. (This was the third time he had given it.)

Thank ye, Mr. Jorrocks, most kindly  Jeems Im sure will be most flattered when I tell him of this repeated mark of your attachment.  

Not at all, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not at all  werry fine young man  werry fine young man indeed  werry like my friend, James Green, of Tooley Street. Perhaps your Greece doesnt know Green o Tooley Street.

His Grace did not.

Allow me to give your Greece another toast?

With great pleasure, Mr. Jorrocks.

It must be a hamper, observed Mr. Jorrocks, drinking off his heel-taps, and filling his goblet as full as it would hold.

His Grace did the like.

Ill give you the ealth o the Duchess o Donkeyton, observed Mr. Jorrocks. Her Greece has given us a most capital dinner, and your Greece has given us a most excellent drink: so saying, Mr. Jorrocks quaffed off his tumbler.

Thank ye (hiccup), Mr. Jorrocks, replied his Grace. The (hiccup) Duchess, I am sure, will be (hiccup) most proud of the (hiccup) honour, which Ill tell her (hiccup) directly when  -

But drink off your lush, observed Mr. Jorrocks, seeing his Grace sat with the bumper before him wine first  speech arterwards  added he, as if in explanation.

True! observed, his Grace, laughing thank ye, Mr. (hiccup) Jorrocks, for the hint  capital (hiccup) hint  monstrous (hiccup) good (hiccup) hint. So saying, his Grace drained off the glass, and set it down with the face of a man who has taken a black draught.

Now, if your (hiccup) Greece has anything to (hiccup) say, we shall be appy to ear it (hiccup), observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Thank you, Mr. (hiccup) Jorrocks, replied his Grace. I cant (hiccup) express the (hiccup) obligation Im (hiccup) under to you (hiccup). Shall we (hiccup) have a little (hiccup) coffee?

Jest (hiccup) bazz the bottle (hiccup)! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, holding it up to the light, theres (hiccup) only jest a glass apiece (hiccup)! So saying, Mr. Jorrocks helped himself and then the Duke, measuring the quantity out most equitably. Theres (hiccup) honesty! hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks, banging the decanter down in the stand. No (hiccup) drucken man (hiccup) could do that (hiccup), I guess.

The Duke looked at his glass as if it contained poison, and turned very green.

Mr. Jorrocks having drunk his wine off, washed his mouth out, and ran the pocket comb through his whiskers, set off for the drawing-room, leaving the Duke, as he said, to put the bottle ends away if he liked.

Holloa (hiccup), Mister Jorrocks! hiccuped our hero, finding his legs didnt carry him as straight as they ought, and he bumped with his shoulder against the door-post. Holloa there! Mr. Jorrocks then got his land legs and proceeded.

Towards ten oclock the groom of the chamber whispered a reprieve in the ears of divers of the male guests, who were all suddenly seized with a desire of looking at their watches, and wondering what sort of a night it was. This is a question that great people do not understand, thinking (like the little Princess who wondered that people should starve when there were such nice buns to be had for a penny) that every one keeps a close carriage.

If the Duke had gone to the door, he would have seen a curious melée of half-drunken, three-quarters drunken, whole drunken servants and post-boys, exchanging compliments and civilities with his accomplished domestics. Great mens great men, butlers, and so on, being equal to the conveyance of any given quantity of liquor, measure the capacities of their rural brethren by their own, and without intending to make them drunk  or even perhaps thinking of doing so, generally give them what makes them very nearly so. This is a serious inconvenience to those outside the ring  or who do not, like Mr. Jorrocks, sleep where they dine, and breakfast where they sleep.  

There were such cuttings in and jostlings out, such threats of running the shafts into each others chays, and such exchange of country jokes among country Johns. Of all abominations, save us from the impertinence of servants! the open impertinence at least, for few are totally free from it, and talk of their masters and mistresses as though they were something inferior to themselves. The drink frequently brings it out. At Donkeyton Castle there was a grand display. If a master had availed himself of the sombre castle shadow reflected in the moonlight for diving into the carriage ring, he might have heard his own character, and perhaps that of his wife, sketched with all the fidelity of a Daguerreotype portrait.

Then, when the Jehus got their masters and mistresses cooped into their melon frames and leathern inconveniences, they began putting their boastings of the merits of their respective steeds to the test, by setting off at a pace down hill that perfectly terrified the inmates, and drove all the observations they had made as to how things were done at Castle, clean out of their heads. Mr. Tugwell had been charged by Mrs. Tugwell (who had got the influenza, and could not come) to mind and see whether the butler handed the wine about with a napkin or not; Mr. Webb had been especially ordered to see whether the footmen took off the bread with a fork or a spoon, also how they got rid of the crumbs; and divers others had made knots in their minds to pay particular attention to certain points, all of which vanished as the jingling of the rattletraps, and the darting disappearance of roadside objects, convinced them they were getting run away with; and the horrors of drowning, and quarry tumbling, and dashing to pieces, with sundry acts of omission and commission, darted across their minds, with a velocity equalled only by their movements. 
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Horrible work getting run away with! There is something humiliating in the idea of getting into a one-horse booby hutch (booby hutches they are well called, for a man does feel like a fool riding in one), and committing oneself, and three per cent, consols, to the rash indiscretion of a half-fledged three; quarters-drunken yokel, in black, velveteens and baggy Berlins. Talk of the jurisdiction of magistrates over husbandry servants! What is the jurisdiction of magistrates over husbandry servants, compared to what it would be if they had it over their own? Every large house would have a treadmill, and the parson, the lawyer, and the apothecary, would club for one among them. On this night it would have been in requisition, for Mr. Tugwells boy, having set down Mr. Webb, very coolly deposited his sleeping master in the coach house, where he remained till the morning.

There had been fine doings in the servants hall and housekeepers room at Donkeyton Castle. Betsey, whose propriety  at least sobriety  of conduct had never before been impeached, evinced the hospitality of the establishment, by a very confused statement of what a delightful evening she had spent, and how the Markisss gentleman had shown her great attention, and asked her to wine twice during the supper; and how the servants  upper servants at least  had wine twice a day, and how Benjamin had insisted upon being among the upper servants  swearing he was a walet at ome; and how he had rooked them of their money at cards, and won two pounds nine and sixpence. Indeed, the wine being in, and the wit being out, Benjamin, contrary to his usual custom, could not contain himself for his exploits, and let out all to his master, he (Benjamin) having, in order to sustain his character of valet, gone up to Mr. Jorrockss dressing-room at the time the other valets went to their masters, under pretence of helping Mr. Jorrocks out of his clothes. Lucky it was that he did so, for Mr. Jorrocks, having soused himself on to a sumptuous sofa, had fallen fast asleep when his trustworthy domestic entered and discovered him.

Yell (hiccup), Binjimin, said Mr. Jorrocks, opening one eye and cocking up a leg, vot are you arter now? (hiccup). Marmeylad, I dare say.

Please sir, did you ring? inquired Benjamin.

Vy, no, (hiccup) Binjimin  I didnt  (hiccup) ring  at least not that I minds (hiccup)  but here, turn (hiccup) about, and lets have my (hiccup) tops off; for this ere ones a pinchin o my (hiccup) corn;  Mr. Jorrocks raising a leg for a lever, and lifting the other to put between Benjamins legs, to make what sportsmen call a new-,; fashioned boot-jack of the boy.

Pleaz, sur, you harnt got your tops on, replied Benjamin, knowing it was only a hunting day practice.

Ah, (hiccup) vell, never mind (hiccup), replied Mr. Jorrocks, starting up, thinking he was falling from the sofa.

Theyre my pamps, are they? I thought Id been out an unting. Yell, left me up, I spose (hiccup) its about (hiccup) bed-time (hiccup).

Nigh von! replied Benjamin.  

Nigh von? hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; impossible, (hiccup) Binjimin! Ive only jest (hiccup) come upstairs (hiccup).

Nigh von for all that, replied Benjamin. They keep rum hours at these great shops. Never goes to bed afore midnight.

Queer coves, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks, sitting up on the sofa.

Deed are they! replied Benjamin, but Ive put the leak into some o them great long lazy London Johnnies. Won a atful o money of them!

Atful o money ave you, (hiccup) Binjimin? hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks, that was (hiccup) werry clever (hiccup) o you  youll be a (hiccup) great man, Binjimin (hiccup).

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

A werry (hiccup) great man, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; (hiccup) sobriety and (hiccup) cleanliness are (hiccup) great things in the world. Never (hiccup) degrade yourself, Binjimin, to the (hiccup) level of a (hiccup) beast by intemperance (hiccup). Drunkenness is a shockin (hiccup) sin. Drink (hiccup) will do nothin (hiccup) for no man.

Yes, sir, replied Benjamin, looking at his master. Where (hiccup) moderation dwells (hiccup), the mind (hiccup) expands with mutual (hiccup) ardour (hiccup), and all that sort o thing (hiccup)!

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

Then (hiccup), Binjimin, elp me out o my (hiccup) coat, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, rising and extending an arm to the boy.

Benjamin took hold of the sleeve, and in the jerk to disengage himself of the garment, Mr. Jorrocks lost his balance, and fell souse on the floor with Benjamin atop of him.


CHAPTER XIII.
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O THAT MEN should put an enemy into their mouths.

To steal away their brains!  SHAKSPEARE.



THE Duke of Donkeyton had a very bad headache the next day, and could not come down to breakfast.

Mrs. Flather was sorely disappointed at this, for she got down early in hopes of a kiss from his Grace, by way of sealing the bargain. This, we believe, is the usual form in such matters. The young people kiss as a matter of course, and the old ones do ditto, at least when both parties are pleased with the match  a thing of such unusual occurrence, as not to have happened in our recollection. Emma had detailed to her mamma, with such few additions as her fertile imagination supplied, all that had passed between the Marquis and herself, particularly the tone and manner in which he made the observation or declaration, and, above all, the exact degree of warmth with which he squeezed her hand at bed-time. Young ladies, and young gentlemen too, should be cautious in these matters  young gentlemen not to give utterance to ambiguous expressions  young ladies not to put interpretations upon words they are not meant to convey. Had it not been that Emma, and Emmas ma, to whom Emma attributed superior sagacity when it suited her convenience, had gone to Donkeyton Castle, with the full conviction that the Duke and Duchess wanted Emma for the Marquis, there would have been something ridiculous in their taking hold of such a commonplace observation as it will be our turn next, and construing it into an offer of marriage; but when that impression, together with the rusticity, and the greasy novelling of the parties, is taken into consideration, we think our indulgent readers will acquit us of taxing their credulity beyond the stretch of literary latitudinarianship in stating such to have been the case.

Moreover, there is another observation we wish to make on the subject. Young ladies and mammas who have only been accustomed to the jog-trot day-book and ledger courtship of common life, cannot imagine that all the empressements and soft nothings of high life are in fact nothings but are apt to take them as the pure current coin of courtship, and contrasting the earnestness of the one with the snoring sleepy-headedness of the other, fall into a very excusable error in supposing a great deal more meant than is really intended.

Fair ladies; beware of the small talk of young gentlemen in cerulean blue satin waistcoats worked with hearts-ease, and pink pantaloons.

Mrs. Flather and Emma had little sleep that night. Everything was talked over three or four times, and the darting rays of the mornings sun found them talking still. Mrs. Flather rose, and drawing the costly curtains, looked out on the lovely landscape, wood and water, hill and dale, with an eye of ownership. What a conquest! Mrs. Trotter would die of envy. Then Emma talked of the diamonds. Told how the Marquis had said they cost fifty thousand pounds. Then Mrs. Flather wondered how old the Duchess was. If she could get into the library before breakfast she would have a look in the Peerage. Already the Duke and Duchess began to be looked upon in the light of encumbrances.

Mr. Jorrocks, who had one of those remarkable heads that take very little harm from drink, came strutting into the breakfast-room with his hands in the upper tier of the diagonal Jorrockian jacket pockets, and the massive silk tassels of his Hessian boots tapping against the leather as he went, and found Mrs. Flather, bag in hand, pacing up and down pretending to look at the pictures, but in reality waiting for-the arrival of the Duke. Mr. J. was so glad to see her! Now that was werry kind of her, and thereupon he gave her such a smack, as caused the footman, who was coming in with the urn, to start and snicker outright. Mrs. Flather looked very black, inwardly resolving to put the steady old gentleman to rights as soon as ever she became a Marchionesss mother.  

The guests then came dropping in, and presently the Duchess and Jeems arrived, when salutations became general, together with inquiries after the health of his Greece  how each had slept, and unanimous approval of the appearance of the day splendid weather!

The guests again ranged themselves to the now much shortened table, each with a new neighbour, like the survivors of a regiment after a battle, and tea and toast, coffee and eggs, became the order of the day.

As the breakfast party were in full cry, the Duke of Donkey ton made his appearance, looking very seedy, and having made his circuit of politeness, drew up beside Mr. Jorrocks, who was sitting next the Duchess, giving her a lecture on the varieties of tea and the usual modes of adulterating them, much to Mrs. Jorrockss annoyance, who sat looking as if she would eat him.

Ah, Mr. Jorrocks, and how do you do? inquired his Grace, stopping short at his over-night friend, who had a plateful of cold meat, with a circle of muffin plates, toast racks, sweet cakes, and egg-shells before him.

Tol-lol, thank your Greece; ow are you off for ealth? replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding, That last glass was rayther too much for me; howsomever, never mind  I carried it upstairs  had a Seidlitz pooder this mornin, and am all right again now. Ows your Greece, I says?

Thenkee, Mr. Jorrocks, thenkee; Im middling  pretty well, I thenk you  I was imprudent enough to eat a little lobster paté, which I think has rather disagreed with me.

Thats a bad job, your Greece, observed Mr. Jorrocks, diving his fork into three or four slices of cold ham, as the footman brought the plate past him. Thats a werry bad job, added he I spose its a complaint peculiar to igh life though, for I see Cockle has almost every great name in the kingdom down as patrons of his antibilious pills  I doesnt place much faith i pills and physic. My frind, Roger Swizzle, says, eatin does far more arm nor drinkin! Roger tries the drink at igh pressure too  howsomever youll be better when you mend, as the nusses say to the children. Heres a werry fine mornin, your Greece  one ought to have been among the dandylions, these two hours  us farmers should be early.

Ah! by the way, youre a great farmer, observed his Grace, pricking his ears delightful occupation, farming  monstrous nice occupation  wish Id been born a farmer.

Wish Id been born a duke, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, as he stuffed a large piece of tongue into his mouth.

Tell me now, continued his Grace, without noticing Mr. Jorrockss observation, have you an Agricultural Society about you? Society for promoting science, agricultural chemistry, improved farming? Best cow, best bull, best two-year-old horse?

No, but I intend to, your Greece, replied Mr. Jorrocks, shall teach them a thing or two  farmers are a long way behind the intelligence o the age, your Greece.

Thats just what I say, Mr. Jorrocks! replied his Grace; thats just what I say! repeated he. Too much of what my father did I do, style about them  want brushing up: you take yours in hand, Mr. Jorrocks  make them drain.

Drainins a grand diskivery, your Greece. Its the foundation of all agricultural improvement. (Mr. J. borrowed that idea from Johnny Wopstraw.)

Thats what I say, Mr. Jorrocks, replied his Grace.

Yell, and I say it too, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, with a jerk of his head, as much as to say he would not be done out of his idea. He then began his third egg.

Smith o Deanston should be knighted, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as he put in the salt.

A baronetcy wouldnt be too much, replied his Grace; greatest benefactor the world ever saw  makes two blades grow where one grew before  monstrous benefactor.

Guano! nitrate o sober! gipsey manure! continued Mr. Jorrocks.

I see you understand it all! observed his Grace.

Trust me for that, replied Mr. Jorrocks, diving deep into the egg.

Well have sich a Hagricultural Sociation. President, John Jorrocks, Esq. Dine in a tent  dance in a barn  cuss it, there goes the hegg all over my chin. But stop, added Mr. Jorrocks, wiping it off Didnt we say President, the Markiss o Bray? Wice-President, Mr. J.? I think that was the way.

Jeems I am sure will be most happy, replied his Grace, who now began to recollect something of the overnight conversation. Jeems, my dear! exclaimed he to young hopeful, who was just cutting Emma a fourth slice of white bread, to the indescribable horror of Mrs. Flather. Jeems, my dear! Mr. Jorrocks does you the honour of proposing you for President of his Agricultural Association.

Mr. Jorrocks does me great honour Im sure, replied Jeems, almost bowing his face into his plate; adding to Emma, What a curious old man he is!

Hell be rather young in the business, you know, Mr. Jorrocks, observed his Grace sotto wee.

Oh, Ill put him up to it all! rejoined Mr. Jorrocks with a knowing wink, and a dig of his elbow into the Dukes ribs; give him a lector aforehand  South Downs Erefords  Durhams  subsoil plough  liquid manure  Deanstonizing, and all that sort o thing. Well inwent a manure together. The Donkeyton dung  or may be a drainin tile  Mr. Jorrockss tile. Well be werry famous. Write in Stephenss Book o the Farm. Mr. Jorrocks on balls. The Markiss on milch cows. Well make the grass grow, the grass grow, the grass grow, as my untsman James Pigg used to sing about his coal barge.

If ever there was a man Mrs. Flather more heartily wished further (as people delicately say, when they consign another to the devil), it surely was this loquacious old man, Mr. Jorrocks. Fancy the stupid old fellow intruding in the morning at a time he was never wanted, and then monopolizing the Duke and Duchess in this scandalous manner! This most delicate and important transaction kept open by the ill-placed garrulity of the old grocer. Never was anything so provoking. Never was a woman so thwarted as Mrs. Flather was  did it on purpose too. We certainly must admit it was very trying; but these sort of interruptions frequently occur just at the critical moment, either of an offer or a declaration. The footman with the coal-scuttle, or a carriage-full of company, grinning and kissing their hands through the window with delight at finding you at home, and the anticipations of spending a long day. From all long-day spenders, good Lord deliver us!

At length Mr. Jorrockss appetite was appeased, and pulling out his watch, he discovered that it wanted but ten minutes to eleven. Tempus fuggit, said he, putting it up to his ear to ascertain that it had not stopped at that hour overnight. We must be mizzlin. Dont do for us farmers to be away too much. Old saying, when the cats away, the mice will play. Dare say your Greece finds it true.

Well, but theres no great hurry, my good friend, observed his Grace sorry youre obliged to go. Should like to show you my farm  the Duchesss dairy  my bull  Jeemss rabbits.

Oh, vy you know Im not forced to go; only I hamt brought another shirt  clean shirt, clean shave, and a guinea in ones pocket, is wot constitutes a genleman in my mind. Howsomever, Ill ride over again some day, jest in a friendly pot-luck sort o way; meanwhile, added he in a low tone in his Graces ear, Mrs. Flather and I are engaged to ride ome together, and ven a ladys in the case, your Greece knows the rest.

Well then, Mrs. Flather, you and I ride ome together, observed Mr. Jorrocks, strutting down the table to where Mrs. Flather sat in agony, twisting the cord of her bag into a thousand different forms under cover of the table.

Mrs. Flather looked very black.

Spose we order the hutch round in ten minutes, or a quarter of an hour. It vont take you long to put on your bonnet, and, added he, in an under tone, if we start afore the chay, we shall scape all the dust. You twig? added he, with a wink.

Say half-an-hour, whispered Mrs. Flather, in agony.. Sorry youre obliged to go, Mrs. Flather, observed the Duke, rising and passing down the table to where Mrs. Flather sat. An example immediately followed by the company, who were now all on their legs together.

Im sure we are extremely obliged to your Grace  

Not at all, interrupted his Grace, not at all; nothing can give us greater pleasure than  

Your Graces partiality  preference, faltered Mrs.

Flather for my daughter is most flattering, and  

Not at all, Mrs. Flather  not at all; shes an extremely fine girl  very fine girl indeed  monstrous fine girl! Your husband and I are very old friends, Mrs. Flather  most gratifying to the Duchess and myself to renew our intimacy in such a satisfactory way.

Im sure you do us infinite honour. It is what I never could have expected. I trust my poor child will show herself worthy of the high honour.

No fear of that, Mrs. Flather  none whatever. The Duchess likes her amazingly  monstrous fond of her, saying which the Duke shuffled on to Mr and Mrs. Hamilton Dobbin, to express his regret that they too were obliged to go.

Now then! said Mr. Jorrocks, touching Mrs. Flathers elbow, lets be startin, theyre all a-goin, and we shall get into the ruck if we dont mind, and ketch all the dust.

Dont be in such a hurry, pray, said Mrs. Flather peevishly.  

My vig! said Mr. Jorrocks, aloud to himself, drawing back, shows a little wice I think.

Your carriage is at the door, sir, and Please to order my carriage round, now became general, and the headachy Duke and complacent Duchess began hugging their departing friends, most heartily glad to get rid of them.

The Markiss and I must have a talk about this Sociation some day, observed Mr. Jorrocks to the Duke.

True! exclaimed his Grace, who had gumption enough to keep the main chance in view. Jeems! holloaed he to young hopeful, who was pinning a bouquet into Emmas breast, come here, my dear! Mr. Jorrocks wants to speak to you.

You and I must have a talk together about this ere Sociation, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the butterfly figure before him. Pink-striped shirt, tied with a blue ribbon for a neckcloth, pea-green duck-hunter, pitch-plaister-coloured waistcoat, white jean trousers, pink-striped silk stockings, pumps and buckles.

Ah! the farming thing! replied the Marquis, true, I suppose we must say something to the people.  

You had better drive over to Mr. Jorrockss, Jeems, and talk it all over, observed the Duke.

Do, replied Mr. Jorrocks; and bring your nightcap with you  you mustnt come in the coach-and-six though, for I cant put up sich a sight of osses.

Whereabouts do you live? inquired the Marquis, who had as much idea about the country as a cow.

Oh, twelve or fourteen miles from here, observed Mr. Jorrocks, nothin of a ride.

This hot weather though, it would, I think, replied the Marquis, with a shake of the head however, I should like to pay you a visit (the Marquis meant Emma), and I dare say my ma will lend me her brougham; however, Ill write you word, Mr. Jorrocks: so saying, he whisked away to jabber and prattle with the ladies.

Mrs. Jorrocks having got herself into her bonnet and shawl, the Duke offered his arm to conduct her to her carriage, while the Marquis followed with Emma, telling her how soon he would be over to see her, and kissing her fair hand as she ascended the steps of the carriage, with all the devotion of a lover, sent her away as happy as a duchess.

Mr. Jorrocks stuck so close to Mrs. Flather that she could not get a word in sideways, either with the Duke or Duchess  at length she yielded to the teasing importunities of the tiresome old man, and resumed her yesterdays place in the fire-engine, without the anticipated salute from the Duke, and greatly incensed at Mr. Jorrocks for his untimely persecution.

How they rode ome together the reader can guess, nor will it be supposed that Binjimin had any trouble in looking for stones in Dickey Cobdens feet.


CHAPTER XIV.
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ABUSED BY SOME most villainous knave!

Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow!  

O heaven, that such companions thoudst unfold; 

And put in every honest hand a whip 

To lash the rascal naked through the world!



 SHAKSPEARE.



first person Mr. Jorrocks met on his return to Hillingdon Hall was Joshua Sneakington. Joshua was prowling about on his travels, backbiting and making mischief, and occasionally displaying his newly-acquired importance by bullying some unfortunate cottage tenant. Mr. Jorrocks was full of the farming project, and Joshua was just the man he wanted to see.

Vell, Sneak, said Mr. Jorrocks, in his usual free-and-easy-style, when Joshuas broad-brimmed hat regained his finely shaped head after the salute it gave the Squire; veil, Sneak, ow are you gettin on here?

Why, middling, I think, Mr. Jorrocks  cant expect perfection all at once  but I strive all I can to keep things right and comfortable. Its really an unpleasant office looking after a great estate like this, one gets a deal of ill-will  many mischievous ill-disposed people about.

I thought all the ill-disposed people had been in London, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Oh no, sir, replied Sneakington, with a shake of the head, town and countrys pretty much alike for that, I dare say.

The farmers are a long way behind the intelligence o the day, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause.

Ob, a long way, replied Mr. Sneakington.

What my father did Ill do style about them, said Mr. Jorrocks.

Just so, rejoined Joshua. They have no life about them  no energy.

No taste for nitrate o sober, subsoil, Smith o Deanston  Smiths the greatest benefactor the world ever saw.

Indeed! replied Joshua Sneakington, an answer that may mean anything.

Im a thinkin, said Mr. Jorrocks after a pause, during which he kept digging a Suffolk weed-spud into the ground in a fanciful sort of way, it would be a good thing to get up a Hagricultural Sociation here  monstrous good thing, I think.

No doubt, replied Joshua.

Put a little life into the farmers, said Mr. Jorrocks. Teach em the use o manures  book-keepin by double entry  rural economy  meadow fox-tail grass. Fine thing fox-tail grass unters should be fed on it.

Indeed! replied Joshua.

You are an intelligent man, Sneak, and enjoy the confidence of the country in a remarkable degree. I wish you would take the thing in hand, and talk to some o-the farmers, and let us get the thing started.

Why, sir, I shall be very happy to do anything to serve you, replied Mr. Sneakington, and agriculture is à thing I have given my mind to very particularly; but the worlds ill-natured, Mr. Jorrocks, and perhaps some of the people might think I was taking too much upon me.

Never sich a thing! never sich a thing! replied Mr. Jorrocks; you are jest the man  Hillingdon Sociation  President, the Markiss o Bray; Wice-President, Mr. Jorrocks; Secretary, Mr. Sneakington  I tells you, you shall.

Well, sir, what you please, replied Joshua; only my time is precious just now, for I have, an application from a gentleman in North Wales to build him a castle, and in course, if I take the secretaryship, I cant build the castle.

Never mind the castle, replied Mr. Jorrocks, never mind the castle  dare say he never meant to pay you for it  castle-builders seldom do; you stir your stumps, and go among the farmers  tell them they are all benighted  that we want to enlighten them; give them premiums  gold medals!  silver medals  lectors!  frinds and fellow-countrymen! walk in procession! band o music! flags flyin! dine in a tent, dance in a barn, tickets for tea, all that sort o thing, in fact.

Well, sir, what you please, sir, replied Mr. Sneakington, who was now about to undertake the character of agriculturist at short notice. What you please, sir. There is no doubt such a society would be a great benefit  encourage activity  early rising. Your tenants, Mr. Jorrocks, though I shouldnt like it to go further, are a very indolent set of men. Mr. Westbury let them their farms too easy, dare say they would stand raising ten or fifteen per cent, some of them. But then you know its not my business to interfere, and I shouldnt like to make mischief; but you may rely upon it, your estate should produce a deal more than it does.

Vy, said Mr. Jorrocks, thats all werry well, Im glad to hear it. Ven weve stuck the new lights into their candlesticks, may be itll produce twice as much, and then we may get a leetle more tin. Smith o Deanston should be knighted  baronetd indeed! greatest benefactor the world ever saw; makes four blades grow where one grew before. You go, brush up my tenants, tell them to drain, subsoil, guano, nitrate o sober, and gipsey manure.

If I had a horse, observed Mr. Sneakington, I should be able to make a survey of each farm, so as to judge of its capabilities, and talk to the tenant at the same time. It doesnt look well to see the agent of a great man going about on foot, added he, seeing Mr. Jorrocks did not exactly relish the proposal.

Vy, as to an oss, you know, Sneak, it would only be a bother to you; for instance, if you came to a field with a large stone wall, and never a way out, you wouldnt know what to do with the nag while you was over a lookin at the crop; and as to leapin! vy, you know youd tumble off!

Oh, but the tenant would be there to hold the horse you know. Theres work enough, I assure you, for a horse to look after all your concerns, and keep things square; farmers want a deal of looking after. It would be a saying in the end.  

Vy, times tin in the City, certainly, replied Mr. Jorrocks, tinkling his silver in his breeches pocket; its all ow dye do? and off again  state your case and away you go; but someow the day seems a many ours longer i the country. No ones ever in a hurry here. Howsomever, Ive no objection to lend you Dickey Cobden now and then; only you must mind and not overmark him, for hes only one o the buttery sort  werry soft  can stand a deal o rest  you twig.

Thank you, sir, replied Sneakington, who thought riding the Squires cob would have a grand effect then if I go to your stable, perhaps youll tell Mr. Benjamin to let me have it to-morrow. Your rent-days coming on, and I should like to go my rounds before, so as to make a proper report of the state in which everything is at present.

Jest so, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and then we shall see what improvement is made. Farmers should keep journals, write down everything they see and do, make obserwations on the weather, and so on  signs o the sky; be philosophers as well as farmers in fact.

The next morning Joshua was seen riding Dickey Cobden slowly up the village of Hillingdon, with an armful of plans and a green gingham umbrella for a whip. His low-crowned broad-brimmed Sunday hat was well brushed, he had a clean white neckcloth, and his second-best black coat and waistcoat, and every-day trousers and gaiters on; also a pair of gloves, an appendage denoting that the wearer is going from home. The cottagers eyed Joshua with suspicion and astonishment, and Beckey Brown ran into Polly Joness to ask where Jos could be going to; while sundry of the betterly people who kept servants were sorely annoyed at the grievous length of time they stayed at the well  a sort of rural parliament, where Janes and Marys talk over their masters and mistresses, and tell all the secrets of the house. A little thing makes a great talk in the country.

Never did a Lord Mayor ride through Cheapside in his gingerbread coach and six, on his way (like his web-footed brethren the geese) to take water to be-sworn in at our Lady the Queens Exchequer, with a more inflated mind than Joshua Sneakington possessed as he rode through the village of Hillingdon on that important morning. Twice he was for turning back under pretence of having forgotten something, but Dickey Cobden had a will of his own, and feeling Joshua had a loose seat, he gave certain indications of dissent that caused Joshua to alter his resolutions, and proceed on his journey rejoicing.

It was a fine day, clear and sunshiny, and Joshuas mind partook of the apparent happiness of nature.

Firfield  Johnny Wopstraws farm  was the first in Joshua Sneakingtons circuit, and he timed his visit so as to arrive as Johnny was sitting down to his twelve oclock dinner, with his wife, children, and servants. Potatoes and bacon, and gooseberry dumplings. Jos, like most lazy dogs, was a good eater, and didnt require a second invitation to induce him to sit down and partake of the frugal meal.

After it was over, and the party were dispersing to their respective occupations, Joshua began broaching the subject of his mission.

Well, and how are you getting on in the farming way? inquired he.

Oh, why, upon the whoole, middling well; times are bad, but the lands pretty good, and the situation not amiss, and I hope the Squire will not be over hard with us.

The Squires a thinking, observed Joshua, with a hem and a stroke of his puritanical chin, of having a fresh survey made of his estate, and letting the farms according to the times. li So-o-o replied Wopstraw, wondering how that would cut.

The farmers in this country, he thinks, are a long way behind the intelligence of the day  too much of what-my-father-did-I-do style about them.

Just so, observed Johnny Wopstraw.

The Squire you sees a very clever man  and has been used to first-rate farming  patent ploughs  gipsey manure  fox-tail grass  and he wants to encourage activity and emulation among his tenants. Theres a grand discovery just made, for making eight blades grow where one grew before.

So-o-o-o! ejaculated Johnny Wopstraw.

And the Squire thinks if he can get the farmers to adopt it there will be like twopence gained to them and a penny to him.

Just so, observed Johnny Wopstraw; upon the whoole, I should think it must be a grand discovery.

The man should be made a lord, replied Joshua, rubbing his chin and looking very sagacious  as much as to say that he had had a hand in the pie.

Upon the whoole, I think he should, replied Wopstraw. If youll bring me out my horse Ill just ride over your farm, now that I have got the plan in my pocket, and then well be better able to talk the matter over at our rent day, observed Joshua, drawing on his gloves most consequentially.  

Wopstraw, somewhat astonished at the sudden elevation of the scamp, though not at all surprised at his airs, brought out the nag, and Joshua mounting, desired Wopstraw to take him such a circuit as would lead him on to the next tenants farm, so that he might not lose time by going over the same ground twice. Off then they set, Joshua on Dickey Cobden, and Wopstraw walking alongside, opening gates, handing up specimens of soil, and replying to Joshuas interrogatories.  

Give me a piece of that! Joshua would exclaim on entering a fallow; then he would break the clod, and eye it, just as Master Homer eyed his Christmas pie, to see how much fruit there was in it. Ah, I see, Joshua would observe thoughtfully, as if to himself, but in reality to Wopstraw Silicious sand  clay  calcareous sand  carbonate of lime  humus  and thereupon he would make a memorandum, as if he was entering the quality in his book.

Having played at this game over a few fields, and glanced at the crops generally, during which operation he imparted no small degree of astonishment to Johnny Wopstraws simple mind, he at length observed he had no doubt the farm was capable of very great improvement, particularly if this new system of making ten blades grow where only one grew at present was introduced; and that he thought it would be well for Mr. Wopstraw to secure a lease, intimating at the same time that the usual custom in farming was to make the steward a present in proportion to the rent and length of the term.

A word here to landowners.

It has long been remarked that whatever becomes of the owner of an estate, the steward invariably thrives, and we have often heard wonder expressed how this happens. Having made what to us was a discovery, the other day, on this head, we will here impart it to you in case you may be ignorant of it also.

We were fishing in the neighbourhood of a water corn-mill, and the trout not being inclined to be taken, we were about shutting up shop, with some half-dozen in our creel, when we encountered an old farmer riding on his cart for a sack of flour. The usual country courtesies, What sport have you had? and How are you getting on? having been exchanged, a conversation sprang up about the farmers landlord (who was an absentee) and his agent, Mr Jeremiah Jumps. Jumps was a new broom, and, of course, sweeping clean  we dont mean to say he was racking the land, but he was displaying a little unusual activity on behalf of an absentee landlord  well, the present Jumps brought up the previous Jumps, or whatever his name was, and the present Jumps activity was contrasted with the indolence of the former, and then the former Jumps riches came to be talked of.

Ah, he had a grand time of it, said the farmer; no trouble  no one to check him  just did what he liked  granted leases to whom he pleased, and every tenant down with his five or ten pounds on each letting, as regular as could be.

The agent got that, then, did he? asked we.

Oh, to be sure  thats the custom, you know  always make the steward a compliment on taking.

Indeed, said we, thats a wrinkle we werent up to  do us the pleasure to accept these trout  two and twos four  five and ones six  there you are  and good morning to you  good morning  knowledge should not be had for nothing.

Reader! take care your Jumps isnt playing you that trick.

Willey Goodheart was the next tenant in Joshuas route. Willey was one of the very old-fashioned, tarry-at-home school of farmers  neat, careful, prudent, honest, and cheerful. He had been on the estate man and boy, as the saying is, for sixty years, and his little farm was a perfect model of neatness and productiveness. Age had now bowed a once upright manly form, and time had strongly marked the handsome features of his face; but there was a mild, gentlemanly, patriarchal air about old Willey, corresponding with his manners; and his venerable grey hair fell in curly locks on the upright collar of his straight-cut, single-breasted, large-buttoned blue coat. On Sundays, his costume partook still more of the character of bygone days, by the addition of a pair of nearly sky-blue worsted stockings, and square-toed shoes, with large silver buckles  shoes that must either have been much better than they make them at the present day, or been devoted exclusively to Sunday wear, for they had seen square toes in and out three times since they were bought. Willey seldom went from home except to church. Markets even he did not trouble. His corn was sold to a neighbouring miller; his daughter carried his butter and eggs to the truck shop at Hillingdon, from whence his few wants were also supplied. He was one of the draining, manuring, land working breed of farmers  always some little improvement in hand or in view  some hedge to run straight  some land to lay better away  some slack to fill up  or some gate to remove to a more convenient position; but he knew nothing of guano, nitrate o sober, or gipsey manure, as Mr. Jorrocks would say. Having in early life been in a gentlemans service at Grampound (Cornwall), an intimacy be bad then contracted with a fellow-servant bad continued, and showed itself by his sending Willey the county papers; but the friend most likely being one of Willeys breed, instead of availing himself of Her Majestys post for the conveyance of each paper, boarded them up till be got a year or twos papers in band, when be transmitted them to Willey per waggon. The consequence was, that Willey read the papers like history, and was generally a year or two behindhand  sometimes more, in the harvest time. Farmers and fox-hunters are not great readers in a general way. We knew a fox-hunter, who borrowed the first volume of one of Scotts novels, and, having kept it a long time, his friend asked him if he would not like to have another. Oh no, thank you, said he, that does very well. By the time I get to the end, Ive forgot the beginning, so I just begin over again, and it serves my purpose quite as well as a new one.

Willey was rather better than this, for he studied the Grampound Gun and Tregony Times, as the paper was called, with a patient and persevering assiduity, beginning with the title, and ending with the printers name of each number, and remembered what he had read, for he could refer to the file of his authority with great accuracy whenever a difficulty arose in his mind. Indeed, his Bible and the Grampound Gun were the only two works that Willey considered worth having; and, in his younger days, when he mixed more among the farmers, he had acquired the sobriquet of the Grampound Gun, from generally prefacing his stories or observations with I see by the Grampound Gun and Tregony Times that so and so has taken place.

Well, on this particular day Willey had been taking a suck at his old friend after his frugal dinner, and the last bundle of Guns was on the table before him, as Joshuas dry cough and the tread of Dickey Cobdens feet arrested Willeys attention. Taking off his tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, he hurried to the woodbined porch of his door to greet the visitor.

There sat Joshua, looking as consequential as could be, with a supercilious smile on his hypocritical countenance, that as much as said, Ill astonish the old man.

Well, Mr. Goodheart, said he, how do you do today?

Why, middling, thank ye, Mr. Sneakington, replied Willey, for he didnt like Joshua a bit middling, thank, you  mustnt complain  cannot work as I used though  . and Im nabbut seventy-two. A-dear  but this is a bad job in Lunnun, Mr. Sneakington  shocking bad job. Do you think hell be hung? inquired Willey, with anxiety depicted on his fine expressive face.

Whats the matter now? inquired Joshua, who felt himself in a manner connected with London, from his master having come from there.

A-dear, havent you heard, replied Willey, of this terrible rascal shooting at the Queen? A-dear, Lunnun must be a terrible place  lucky our Squires got away from it, Im sure.

Well, but whos been shooting at the Queen now? inquired Sneakington.

A villain called Oxford! ord rot him; but if I had him Id strangle him  Id knock the very soul out of him, spiflicate him, replied Willey, his still bright eyes sparkling as he spoke. The idea of shooting at a beautiful young lady like that  a queen too! But wont you alight and come in, Mr. Sneakington, and Ill show you all about it?

Stuff and nonsense! exclaimed Joshua Sneakington, with a sneer and an indignant curl of the lip thats as old as the hills  youre always finding a mares nest. Good day, old boy! good day! adding to himself as he kicked Dickey Cobden along, no use bothering with such an old fool as that. Hes too far behind the intelligence of the day for me. Leave him for the Squire.

Willey then, somewhat shocked at Joshuas want of loyalty, re-entered his house, and resuming the tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, returned to his reading of -Oxfords attempt on the life of the Queen.

Before Joshua Sneakington had accomplished the hill leading up to Mr. Mark Heavytails farm, Mark having returned from his dinner, had stripped off his coat, and was working away in the fields. Josh owed Heavytail a grudge, and he was a great man for paying his debts  debts of honour at least. He had done some very indifferent masons work for Mark, and had charged about double what he ought, which of course made him owe Heavytail a good turn  as people say when they mean the contrary  for resisting the imposition.

Seeing a horse and a low-crowned hat on the sky line of the hill, Mark hurried from his work to greet the Squire as he thought. When he got within hail, and saw it was Josh, he was for turning back.

HOLLOA THERE! exclaimed Joshua, waving his arm for Heavytail to come to him.

WHAT DO YOU WANT? roared Heavytail at the extremity of his voice.

Come and open this gate! cried he; I want to speak to you.  

OPEN IT YOURSELF! You CANNOT HAVE A BETTER SAR- VANT, roared Heavytail.

CONFOUND YOUR IMPITTANCE! bellowed Josh, Ive come with a message from the Squire.

WELL, AND WHAT DOES THE SQUIRE WANT, THAT HES

SENT ANARD BRICKLAYER LIKE YE TO TELL?

You had better sink all that, replied Josh, with an emphasis and look of authority. The Squire wishes me to look over his estate preparatory to his rent day, to see that the rotation of crops is properly kept, and give him a report as to  

YE! roared Heavytail, pointing at Josh, and then holding his sides as though he would split with laughter YE! repeated he, an ard bricklayer like ye! Id as soon think of setting my ard sow to survey an estate  haw! haw! haw!  he! he! he!  haw! haw! haw!

Heavytails unwonted mirth roused the ire of his dog, who, not exactly understanding matters, but seeing his master was not pleased, at this juncture jumped over the wall with his bristles up, when Dickey Cobden shied off at an angle, and, finding his head loose, set off down hill as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground, with the colley dog at his heels.

Josh lost his umbrella, and scattered his plans as he went, and the impetus gained sent Dickey and his rider clean through the gate at the bottom of the hill with a most terrible crash of the timber.


CHAPTER XV. 
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WE THINK OUR fathers fools, so wise we grow; Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so. anxiety prevailed among the farmers to hear the grand discovery the greatest benefactor the world ever saw had made for making two blades grow where one grew before; a number that increased in the telling till they got it up as high as sixteen  sixteen blades, where only one grew before. As Mr. Jorrockss rent-day approached, anxiety became quickened, and Joshua Sneakingtons importance increased, by the mysterious gravity he observed in his rounds among the farmers, and the obscure hints he dropped, that he was at the bottom of the secret.

Meanwhile Mr. Jorrocks busied himself reading up anything he could lay hold of upon farming, for the purpose of making them a grand oration on the importance of establishing an Agricultural Association, and of the virtue of scientific farming in general. And here let us observe, that many people talk as if they imagined theoretical  that is to say, book farming  is a thing of modern introduction  that our fathers had no Books of the Farm, no Quarterly Journals, or other experimental trying works in their times. It is quite a mistake  our forefathers were quite as well off as ourselves in that respect. We have whole book shelves loaded with farming lore of former times, the property of our grandfather, the husband of the old lady we mentioned before, who, at the age of eighty-three, reads without specs. Indeed, we may add, that the old lady herself thinks very lightly of the virtues, of what is called scientific farming.

Such farming, indeed! she exclaims, whenever we pump her on the past; why, a hind nowadays is as good as a farmer used to he in your poor grandfathers time  driving about in their gigs, with their names painted up behind; and writing nonsense to the papers instead of ploughing their land. But the wives are what anger her most. Silks, ay, and satins, and sofas every day; and pianneys skelping at night. Lauk! we never heard of such things as pianneys in my time! she says. The chum was the farmers daughters instrument, and a precious sight better wives they made, than the fine gadabout be-feathered breed we see nowadays. So much for our granny. But, as we said before, we have yards upon yards of books on every possible subject relating to land, leaving after-comers the chance of starting anything new apparently out of the question. One consolation, however, is, that there are always new farmers coming on  to whom the old theories are new  as our friend B   says, when we tax him with riding the same joke rather often.

We have just run our eye along our book-case, and see what a haul we have made in the way of farming literature. Alongside some twenty vols, of the Farmers Magazine, we have Millss Husbandry (1762).  Du Hamels ditto.  Hunters Georgical Essays, in numberless volumes.  Potts Farmers Cyclopædia, or Agricultural Dictionary of improved Modern Husbandry, in one large quarto.  Andersons Essays.  Farmers Letters to the People of England, containing the sentiments of a Practical Husbandman, on various subjects of great importance (1768).  The Farmers Guide in Hiring and Stocking Farms (1770).  The Farmers Instructor, or the Husbandman and Gardeners useful and necessary Companion, being a new treatise of Husbandry, Gardening, and other Matters relating to Country Affairs, by Samuel Trowell, Gentleman (1747).  A Philosophical Account of the Works of Nature, printed for J. Hodges, at the Looking-glass, over against Magnus Church, on London Bridge.  The New Farmers Calendar, or Monthly Remembrancer of all kinds of Country Business, in the New Husbandry, with the Management of Live Stock, inscribed to the Farmers of Great Britain, by a Farmer and Breeder (1802).  Marshalls Agriculture of the Southern Counties, with a Sketch of the Vale of London (1799).  Curwen on Feeding Stock.  Cully on Live Stock.  Davis on Land Surveying.  Baileys Agricultural Survey.  Rennies Essays on Peat Moss.  Practical Husbandry, or the Art of Farming with a certainty of Gain, by Dr. John Trusler, of Cobham, Surrey; together with Directions for Measuring Timber (1780)  and no end of pamphlets and letters, and observations on similar subjects.

Let us not, however, be supposed to decry agricultural improvement. Far from it. We are quite sensible of the many defects in our present system, which we believe chiefly arise from the want of capital, energy, and observation; but we wish to counteract the evil people in high stations frequently do by talking wildly at agricultural meetings, for the mere purpose of astonishing the farmers, without really knowing or caring anything about what they say. They do far more harm than good, for farmers get confused; and, frightened at their own ignorance, despair of coming up to the mark, and so remain as they were; or else attempt fanciful experiments, which, after endless expense, they find unsuited to their climate or soil, or unproductive of the anticipated ends. The great difficulty under which farming labours, however, is want of capital; and so long as people look upon it as an exception to all other trades, and requiring no capital to set up with, so long we fear will be the want of energy and taste for improvement. But to our tale.

Mr. Jorrocks having determined that his let off should be one of great magnitude, resolved upon inviting the principal neighbours to dinner, and winding up the evening with a ball to their wives and daughters. Accordingly, Mr. Jorrocks and Joshua Sneakington went about beating up for recruits, and, as usual on such occasions, were very successful. Indeed, one of the grand differences between town and country is this  that invitations cannot be refused without offence. By town and country, of course we mean any place out of London for the latter. Now, in London, Mr and Mrs. Brown request the honour of Mr and Mrs. Greens company to dinner, on Tuesday the 26th of June, at half-past six; and if Mr and Mrs. Green either dont like Mr and Mrs. Brown, or have reason to think that they may get a pleasanter invitation elsewhere, Mr and Mrs. Green make no bones whatever of saying they are sorry that a prior engagement prevents them the honour of accepting Mr and Mrs. Browns kind invitation for Tuesday, June the 26th; and Mr and Mrs. Brown never trouble their heads to inquire whether there was any truth in the story or not: but in the country it is quite another thing. Take a small town for instance. Every small town has a professed cook, a sort of brandy-bibbing body, who can cook a little when shes sober, but who has not what servants call conduct enough to keep in place, consequently she confines herself to making blows out for the party givers, among whom a few days work will furnish several days drink, and victuals too, if she is skilful, which most of them are, in carrying away. Well, these sort of people know every movement and every party in the town  know exactly beforehand who will be at each feed; and if Mr and Mrs. So-and-so are not there, they immediately set to work to ferret out whats happened that Mr and Mrs. So-and-so are not asked  that they never cooked a dinner there before without Mr and Mrs. So-and-so being there  wonder what can have happened that Mr and Mrs. So-and-so are not there  think Mr and Mrs. So-and-so must have fallen out; for when people of this sort get a thing on their tongues, there is no end to the repetitions they indulge in. If the servants cant solve the mystery among them, cookey most likely performs the same office of blow-out maker for Mr and Mrs. So-and-so that she is performing for the present party givers, consequently she can drop in the next day (if shes sober enough to walk) and inquire of their everyday cook, if they had had anybody dining the day before, or if their people dined out, and so the story gets afloat, and truth is drawn out of the well.

However, this is a capital world for lending or giving things away inland people need not be much put to, who only want to give others a treat. Mrs. Flather and Emma were the only persons who refused Mr and Mrs. Jorrockss invitation. They were sorry that they had a previous engagement. Our readers will perhaps remember that Mrs. Flather had been sadly disconcerted by Mr. Jorrockss attentions at Donkeyton Castle, when she wanted to bring the Marquis to book, and her anger had not yet subsided. She determined to snub him. Well, as luck would have it, just as her boy in buttons delivered her answer at Hillingdon Hall, a messenger arrived from Donkeyton Castlo with a note from the Marquis.

Jeems had taken it into his head that he would like to see Emma, and under pretence of paying Mr. Jorrocks a farming-electioneering visit, he thought to accomplish that object, and either by accident or design had pitched upon the very day our Cockney Squire had fixed for his party. This was the letter:  

DONKEYTON CASTLE.

DEAR MR. JORROCKS,  My papa and you had some conversation about a farming thing that you thought would further our interest in your neighbourhood, and my mamma thinks I had better go over to Hillingdon Park and see you about it if it will be convenient to Mrs. Jorrocks and you to receive me, I shall be very happy to dine and stay all night with you on Thursday next. Pray write me an answer by the bearer, and with compliments to Mrs. Jorrocks, believe me to remain, dear Mr. Jorrocks, yours very truly, BRAY.



To JAMES JORROCKS, ESQ., 

Hillingdon Park.  



Of course Mr. Jorrocks was too happy to see the Marquis, and he wrote him to that effect, adding that he had better come early, in order that they might talk matters over, as he would have some friends to meet him, and they kept early hours in the country. There was also this postscript.

P.S.  My names JOHN, not James. My place is a Hall, not a Park. If you want wenison, youd better bring it with you.  

Mrs. Flathers boy in buttons having gone into the kitchen to have a game of cribbage with Binjimin, made himself sufficiently acquainted with the ins and outs to he able to tell their cook that Jorrocks was either going to Donkeyton Castle again, or that Donkeyton Castle was coming to Jorrocks. This news soon found its way into the parlour, and mother and daughter were uncommonly struck and hurt at the intelligence. Mrs. Flather was sure it would be that the Marquis was coming to the Hall, for she had overheard some of the conversation between the Duke and Mr. Jorrocks at Donkeyton, and she thought she never could sufficiently censure herself for refusing the invitation. How to repair the error was now the consideration. Emma should step down with a bouquet, and see if she could not put matters right. Accordingly, having selected a smart one, she set out on her errand. Mrs. Jorrocks was delighted to see her, and was werry sorry she was not to have that pleasure on Thursday. Emma was very much obliged for their kindness in asking them, so was mamma  the latter rather expected an old friend of dear papas calling that day, and if he did call he might stay dinner; but  

Oh, Mrs. Jorrocks wouldnt wish to interfere in such a case  of course, an old friend o the family must take precedence of them.

If, however, their friend did not come, resumed Emma..

Oh, think no more about it, interrupted Mrs. Jorrocks; any other time would be equally agreeable to Mr. Jorrocks and her; indeed, here was Mr. Jorrocks himself, added she, as our hero emerged from a laurelled walk, and came suddenly upon them.

Mr. Jorrocks would fain have forgiven the poor girl, but Mrs. J. stood up stoutly, and gave Mr. J. a look that plainly told him he had better be quiet; so as our farmer friend did not care much about the matter, he left them, and went away to stare at some sheep.  

We will not trouble our readers with a recital of the preparations, the borrowing, and joining, and contriving, and managing, nor will we give a programme of the entertainment, but let the thing speak for itself.

The great, the important day at length arrived  clear, bright, sunshiny, and cloudless  a real summers day  one that English people appreciate most thoroughly from the circumstance of their coming so seldom. Mr. Jorrocks bustled about, in a terrible stew, reciting his speech, and bothering and running against everybody.

Towards two oclock, a claret-coloured brougham, with red picked wheels, and a ducal coronet on the panel, drove down the village of Hillingdon, to the astonishment of the natives, who had never seen anything of the sort before. The noble, lofty-actioned iron grey stepped and carried himself with becoming dignity, champing the richly chased bit, and throwing his head about as though he had a bowing acquaintance with all the people in the street. In fact, he went just as he may be seen any day of the season going up and down St. Jamess. Street. Horses, unlike dandies, have only one action. Beside the driver, for, we believe, one-oss guiders are not admitted among the fraternity of coachmen, sat the Marquiss French valet  a profusely-whiskered much-bejewelled individual; and an imperial, containing his lordships clothes, covered the roof of the carriage.

Mr. Jorrocks, who had begun to wax uneasy, and had stopped the recital of his speech for some time, listening for the noise of approaching wheels, no sooner heard the sound drum-like roll of the well-built London carriage, than he shoved his notes into his pocket, and ran to the entrance to greet his guest. The Marquis alighted just as Mr. Jorrocks got to the door. He was dressed in the extreme of the London fashion. A gold-laced, gold-tasselled, blue foraging cap sat jauntily on his well-waxed light brown ringlets; the ample tie of his rich blue and gold satin cravat, secured with enormous pearl pins, covered the wide opening made by a very broad, roll-collared white waistcoat, loose down to the two bottom buttons, while the narrow hem of a collar to his blue coat barely came up to the nape of his neck, and the nippy waist began considerably higher up than nature had put his own. His trousers of lavender-coloured merino were shaped over the instep, and buttoned under a pair of laced lavender-coloured boots, which would have been stockings but for a morsel of patent leather over the toe and round the soles. He carried a gold-headed cane and a richly embroidered lace-fringed handkerchief in his hand.

Im werry appy to see you, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, greeting his unagricultural-looking guest; werry appy indeed  thought you werent comin  howsomever youre in plenty of time  only I wanted to have a little talk with you afore and you know  as to what you shall say to the chaps. We must be werry knowin  scientific in fact.

True, replied the Marquis, Ive got off part of an agricultural article in the Encyclopaedia by heart, and  

Ah, but they want facts, replied Mr. Jorrocks, drainin, science, and steams the ticket  howsomever, come into my sanctum, and Ill talk it all over with you.

Couldnt we walk, and call on Mrs. Flather, and talk it over as we go? inquired the Marquis.

No, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, no time to look arter the pettikits. Lets to business  this way  mind the step  now take a chair, sit down, and Ill tell you all about it. The Marquis having complied with Mr. Jorrockss request, our friend soused himself into his red-morocco hunting-chair, and folding one leg over the other, turned to the Marquis, and began talking with his fingers and tongue. You see, said he, pressing his forefingers together,  were come to enlighten these muffs, and a pretty benighted, bewildered, bedevilled lot they are; and the first thing is to conwince them they are all wrong, and the next to instruct them wot is right. Farmin in facts in a benighted sort o state, and we must break the shell o their ignorance, and set the boobies at liberty. Now Ive got a werry fine composition in my ead, if I can only draw it out when the time comes  for thats the deuce and all in oratory  ones so werry apt to lose the thread, and get carried right up among the clouds, just like a chap on a wet mornin on the top of Mount Riega; howsomever, I expect Ive got it pretty pat, and, with the aid of cheers, and referrin to my notes, I dare say I shall get through with it; and in course, arter Ive lathered and soaped the chaps well, I shall want some one to shave them, and theres when I want you to come in. I shall start by busin of them, then do a little instructin, and finally finish by flatterin of them, and proposin a Sociation for the encouragement of everything relatin to farmin  with you for the President, and all that sort o thing  with your health  three times three  one cheer more, and all that sort o thing. Then in course youll get up and make them a werry hoiley oration, say whatever you think will be most palatable, pay them all sorts of compliments, and all that sort o thing. Mr. Jorrocks finished this long sentence by releasing his hands and flourishing the right one about in the air.

But that wont suit the speech Ive got by heart, Mr. Jorrocks, replied the Marquis, in a state of perturbation at his friend supposing he could take a part at short notice.

Yell, but vots your speech about? inquired Mr. Jorrocks; itll surely be about farmin.

Oh, yes, I begin with the antiquity of the thing, showing that the greatest poets and generals and statesmen of all countries and times have encouraged agriculture.

Werry good, said Mr. Jorrocks.

Then I take a look at the beautiful harmless simplicity of life it engenders, contrast the robust farmer with the pallid artisan, and their beautiful and rosy offspring with the children of town-bred parents; talk of the importance of a  bold peasantry to a countrys welfare, and finish with the advantages of improving the farmers condition by putting them in possession of the newest fashions, or whatever you call the things in farming, and express the great interest I take in this district, and the pleasure I experience in becoming the President of a Society of such praiseworthy people, or something of that sort, concluded the Marquis.

Werry good, said Mr. Jorrocks, werry good indeed  capital I may say; nothin can be better. Folks have a wonderful likin for what they dont understand, and if you finish by a little that they do understand, theyll take all the rest for granted, and say you are a tre-men-dous clever feller! Im a goin to do a bit of antiquity myself  cribbed of course, but thats nothin. But confound it, Im forgetting the werry pint wot I wanted to talk to you about. Drainins the ticket, as I told you before. Stick that into them. Let drainin be the great gun of your discourse. Nothing like drainin; say its the grandest diskivery wot-ever was made  that the inwentor, Smith o Deanston,s the greatest benefactor the world ever saw; and finish off by tellin them ow youve turned your attention very extensively, to the subject, as applied to this part of the country, and with the aid of a certain degree of geological knowledge, you have inwented a tile that you have no manner of doubt  

But Ive done nothin of the sort! exclaimed the Marquis, throwing up his hands in alarm, his ma having taught him never to tell fibs.

Never mind that, replied Mr. Jorrocks, never mind that; Ive done it for you  Ive done it for you  and its as old as the ills, that wot you do by another, you do by, yourself. Here, see, said he, pulling an old letter back out of his pocket, here are the component parts of the tile; and whether they adopt it or not, it will show your great interest in agricultural concerns, and make you poppilar with the farmers; but I think comin from you they will adopt it, for its extonishin how even the commonest people are led away by great people and great names. Well, howsomever, never mind, this is it (reading). Take of stiff, strong clay two stun (stone) four punds, add to this two stun of fine river or sea gravel, and one stun three punds of finely sifted lime, mex them well together, by stirrin for a couple hours, and when of a proper consistency add one stun of coarse brown or Muscovado sugar, sluice the whole with ot water, and then pour it into the tile shapes, and you will have for, for, for  you may say  worry little tin, one undred werry good tiles. In course, added Mr. Jorrocks, this calkilation is not quite perfect; indeed Ive not had time to work the thing out properly, but you can give it as a werry promisin experiment, and one that will amply repay further inwestigation.

But Im afraid I dont sufficiently understand the thing myself, Mr.  Mr.  Mr. Jorrocks, to be able to explain it to the farmers.

Oh, never mind that, replied our worthy friend, never mind that. No questions axed on these occasions: state broadly and confidently, and unless theyve tried the experiment themselves they cant contradict you. In this case Im sure they havent tried it.

But the sugar rather puzzles me, observed the Marquis.

Not at all, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not at all; at all ewents it only shows you dont rightly understand the natur o sugar  nothin so glutinacious as sugar  sugar is of four kinds, brown or Muscovado, refined or loaf, sugar-candy, and clayed sugar; clayed sugar of itself would bespeak a connection with drainin tiles. The old ancients used to think it was a gum collected from the canes, strong as glue.  

But why not use the clayed sugar, instead of the Muscovado? inquired the Marquis.

Jest as you please, replied Mr. Jorrocks, jest as you please; adding aloud to himself only there must be sugar in the concern, or it wont suit my book botherin my ead about it.

Yell then, now you understand, resumed our grocer-farmer Squire; you can let off wot you like at startin  talk about Julius Cæsar, Romeo Coates, or any of them old codgers, but you must lower your steam down to ordinary levels; and when you talk about the newest fashions in farmin, you can introduce that tile as one of the newest fashions you have heard of, if you dont like to say its your own. When youve done that, you can finish with my werry good ealth, and refer with satisfaction to the adwantage of your appearin before a body o farmers under the auspices of a genlman so distinguished in the annals o agricultur as myself  you twig? Sugar again, in fact!

Just as our farmer friends had got thus far in their arrangements, the clatter versus patter of Batsays tongue and dishes in the kitchen, together with certain savoury smells, caught Mr. Jorrockss nose and ear, and raising his hand as if in the act of tallyhoing a fox, he exclaimed, Ark! theres the joyful sound  feedin times at and.

What time is your breakfast? inquired the Marquis. Breakfast! its dinner! replied Mr. Jorrocks.

What! dinner at three? rejoined the Marquis, taking the most diminutive Geneva watch out of his waistcoat pocket.

You surely wouldnt breakfast at three! observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, no; but I thought it was what London people call a breakfast  soups, poultry, venison, pastry, everything except fish  something between three and seven you know.

Call it vot you like, said Mr. Jorrocks, I means to make it my dinner  and precious ungry I am too; been up since six mong the dandylions  only had four heggs, two chops, and a kidney: dont do for us farmers to lie long in bed.

I had better be dressing then, said the Marquis.

Dressin! Vy, youre smart enough, Im sure.

Oh, but I cant appear in public in these travelling things; must be got up properly  dress you know is half the battle in speaking. My governess used to tell me that if Tully himself had pronounced one of his orations with a blanket about his shoulders, more people would have laughed at his dress than admired his eloquence.

Ang Tully, replied Mr. Jorrocks, in a fidget lest the Marquis should keep his entertainment waiting; you can jest wesh your ands, and put your fine clothes on arterwards; Ill bring you a basin and towl in here, and save you the trouble of goin upstairs.

Oh, but I want Adolphe!  

Adolphe! Who the devils Adolphe?

My valet.

Your walet! Surely your walet dont wash you, does he?

No, but he arranges my hair  its all out of curl  helps me on with my clothes, and saves me a world of trouble; Ill ring for him, if you please. So saying, the Marquis gave the bell a pull; and Mr. Jorrocks, seeing there was no alternative, conducted him up to his room, charging him over and over again not to be above five minutes at most.


CHAPTER XVI.

[image: img66.jpg]

WHEN WE HAVE stuffd 

These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 

With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 

Than in our priest-like fasts.  SHAKSPEARE.



JOSHUA SNEAKINGTON Laving persuaded Mr. Jorrocks that he had better leave the receipt of rents and putting off requests and complaints to him had taken his seat in great form in Mrs. Jorrockss postage-stamped boudoir, with a portfolio, inkstand, cash-box, and other paraphernalia of money-taking before him. He had each tenant ushered in separately, and was uncommonly pompous and precise with them all. Joshua, like most country people, had just a sufficient knowledge of farming to be able to put proper questions, and of course he was at home when discussing the state of farmhouses and buildings; moreover, there was a certain solemn thoughtful manner about Joshua that looked like wisdom and calculation. He would place his elbows on the table, and rest his chin upon his hand, and draw a loquacious tenant on by means of little coughs and monosyllabic responses until he had got everything out of him. His main object was to sift whether they were desirous of leases  on the usual terms, of course  a handsome douceur to the steward. Joshua having at length dismissed the last tenant, old Willey Goodheart, and replied to a strong expression of fear he had charged his mind with from the Grampound Gun and Tregony Times, relative to the injury the importation of foreign cattle was likely to do farmers, by assuring Willey that his fears were past date, for the cattle had come in and injured none but the importers, and the teeth of those who had tried them; and having counted the money and found it all right, and put everything away in a style becoming a scientific stone-mason, went to join Mr. Jorrocks, who was now receiving his farmer friends, who were fast assembling with enormous appetites. Mr. Jorrocks was coming the agriculturist in costume  the Jorrockian jacket, with a wheat ear and two or three heads of oats in his button-hole, a bright buff waistcoat and gilt buttons, patent cord shorts and rather baggy drab gaiters, showing the whiteness of his stockings and the jolly rotundity of his calves. He received his friends in his usual  hale fellow well met style, asked after the farmers wives and daughters, talked of turnips, aftermaths, and potato prospects, wishing all the time the Marquis would come down. At length he appeared; not with a coronet on his head, as some of them expected to see him, but clad in the height of ballroom fashion, affording a striking contrast to the rural attire of the company around.

Dinner, as the country servants say, was then sarved. It was in the usual style of Jorrockian liberality  rounds of beef and saddles of mutton, fillets of veal and sucking-pigs, with puddings, pies, custards, jellies, tarts, all crammed on together. There was a novelty in the centre of the table, in the shape of a new horse-pail for an epergne. This was intended to serve a double purpose, an epergne at dinner and a punch-bowl after. It was painted white within and pea-green without, with a plough on each side, and the mottoes, Speed the plough and Live and let live, above and below, while tasteful garlands of real flowers encircled the parts where the hoops came round. Altogether it was a splendid affair and quite novel  Mr. Jorrocks is a great man for novelty. The Marquis, of course, was on the hosts right, Mr. Trotter was on his left, and down the long table were ranged tenants and neighbours  higgledy piggledy, just as they came. The Marquis, who had been the object of attention, was now deserted for the substantial viands heaped before them. At them each man went, with a vigour known only to rural appetites whetted by a long fast. Jorrocks commenced by, helping the Marquis to a piece of beef that perfectly astounded him. Then there was such ladling in with knives, such calling for ale, such smacking of lips, such runs upon favourite dishes, until at length the human voice divine, rising above the clatter of knives and plates, announced that nature was knocking under, and in due time the decks began to be cleared. The horse-pail, with a soup ladle for a spoon, having resumed its position in the middle of the table all smoking and reeking with rum punch, and such of the company as were too genteel to drink grog being supplied with wine, Mr. Jorrocks ran through the usual loyal and patriotic toasts, as the newspapers phrase them, at a brisk pace, in his usual felicitous manner, and then gathered himself together for his great let off of the day. Having called upon Joshua Sneakington, the vice, and Mr. Heavytail, who sat in charge of the horse-pail, to see that their neighbours charged their glasses, he gave a substantial hem and thus began:  

Frinds and fellow-farmers! lend me your ears! thats to say, listen to wot Ive got to say to ye. O my beloved earers, Ive come to teach you a thing or two  a thing or two wotll make men instead o mice on ye if you will but follow my adwice (applause). Believe me, Im so chock full o knowledge that I can hardly get it out o the bungole o my ead  knowledge o the purest kind, culld in the fairest fields o farmin science (applause). Ah, my beloved earers, thats to the pint, and your intelligent minds cap forrard to the find. The first step towards knowledge is to be satisfied of your ignorance!  there then you must all join!  write yourselves down jackasses, and John Jorrocks will put you on your legs again. Lord, wot a set o benighted-lookin cocks you all are, added Mr. Jorrocks, casting his eye up and down the lines of bald heads all turned towards him. I dare say there isnt a man among ye wot ever heard o Columella, or o Cato, or o Mr. Warro (Varro), three o the greatest farmers whatever were foald; Wirgil, too, I dare say you are ignorant on, and Smith o Deanston, the greatest benefactor the world ever saw  monstrous benefactor!

Here Mr. Jorrocks swigged off his punch, and from a bundle of papers before him having selected one, he resumed.

Having, said he, introduced you to Columella, who I take it was a sort o Homan Smith o Deanston, I will read you wot he said about this all-important subject.

Many people imagine, says Columella, that the sterility of our lands, which are much less fertile than in times past, proceeds from the intemperance o the hair, the inclemency o the seasons, or the alteration o the lands themselves, that weakened and exhausted by long and continual labour, they are at length incapable of producing their fruits with the same wigour, and in the same abundance as they were wont to do afore. But this is all an error.

There, frinds and fellow-farmers, said Mr. Jorrocks, is the selfsame story that we have nowadays. The seasons are changed! says each lazy ound, thro win himself on his bed, or bustin into tears in a fit o despair. The intemperance o the hair destroys all ones efforts, says another, as he sneaks off to the public-ouse. The lands worked out! says another, slopin off in the night without payin his rent.

Thats all my eye! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. I minds the fable o the dyin man and his sons, who he summoned about him. My sons, said he, Im a-goin to cut my stick, wot I leaves behind youll find buried a foot and a alf under ground. Well, the old genlman was as good as his word, and went; and after theyd got his remainders interred, they set about lookin for the silver, each with a spade, a diggin for ard life a foot and an alf underground. Howsomever, nothin wotever turned up, and in all umane probability the old genlman was jest a oaxing on em to make em work the land well, for the consequence of all this diggin was that they got sich amazin crops as proved a treasure of themselves. That was werry well done, observed Mr. Jorrocks, handing his glass up for some more punch. Believe me, beloved frinds and fellow-countrymen, the intemperance o man has much more to do with the misfortins o the land, than the intemperance o the hair. The intemperance o the hair is a mere matter o inexpensive moisture, but the intemperance o man is a double drain, a drain on his self and a drain on the soil. Not that J. J. would deny a farmer a cheerful glass, or conwert a 



Bold peasantry, a countrys pride,



into a lot o cantin, lily-livered, water-drinkin umbugs; but drunkenness and farmin cannot thrive together, and the sooner a man wot opens a reglar account with the lusli crib shuts up shop, the better.  

Then as to the land bein weakend and exhausted by continual labour, that too is all my eye. If men, from want o farmin knowledge, will force crops upon the soil wot it has no taste for, no doubt you may make the land sick, jest as you might make yourselves so by eatin figs it you dont like them, or have served an apprenticeship to a grocer. Its jest the same thing. A grocer surfeits-his prentices with figs at startin, and the youth never wants none after: so if you surfeit your land with wot we Frenchmen called  toujours perdrix, goose every day, you cant be surprised if it at length refuse to grow whoats.

Farmers are a long way behind the intelligence o the day  a monstrous long way. They seem: to me to travel by the eavy Falmouth, instead o the dartin rally. By-and-by, when Mr. Enson accomplishes flyin, praps theyll take to steam. You all go too much in the old track; wot your fathers did, you do; confound your stupidity. I want to put some new skylights into your eads. There was a great man, his name was Bacon  he wore a conical pointed hat, with a frill round his neck, and wrote a book which they call Bacons Essays, and among other sensible things he put in it was one about peoplin a country; says he, In a new country, first look about what kind o wittle the country yields of itself to and, as chestnuts, walnuts, pine-apples, and make use on em. That, genlmen, is wot I adwises you to do. If your land wont grow barley, try summut else, pine-apples for instance. Nothin pays better nor pine-apples, nor can anything be finer eatin. Byron, I think, said that critics alone are ready made; but there he was wrong, for farmers are also eaven-born, thick ead and thick shoes seems all that is wanted to make one. There was a genlman called Smith, in all uinane probability he was the father of that now werry numerous family, for his Christian name was Hadam. Hadam Smith, I say, wrote a book, and among other intelligent things he put in it was the following, which I cut out for the purpose of stickin into my speech.

 No prenticeship has ever been thought necessary to qualify for usbandry, the great trade o the country; but after what are called the fine arts, and the liberal professions, there is no trade which requires so great a wariety of knowledge and experience.

Werry true, observed Mr. Jorrocks, swigging off his punch. Farmin, my frinds, is in its infancy, nay, hardly that. Youve all seen a butterfly afore it is hatchd, when in its chrysillis state, dead and inanimate. You are jest like them, and Im a-goin to break the shell o your ignorance, and start you into life! set you on your legs! make men instead o mice o you! so give me some more punch.

No one knows what human skill may accomplish, continued he, as soon as his glass was returned. Ive lived a liberal allowance: not that Im old, far from it; but Ive seen summut o life, and not gone through the world with my eyes shut; indeed a man cant travel that way in the City, and I minds the time when steam and gas were thought all my eye and Miss Elizabeth Martin, and coachin was looked upon as the perfection o travellin. A hunt in Surrey was all a Cockney could aspire; now Mr. Lockhart, that great man wot does the Quarterly Review, says that they can take the cream o Leicestershire for their day. Stonishin work! But thats beside the question; another pair o shoes, as we say in France. Farmin is the subject o this discourse. Theres no sayin what skilful farmin may do  science, machinery, and the use o manures. Folks talk o Peel, but I thinks nothin o Peel; Graham neither. Smith o Deanstons the man! the greatest benefactor the world ever saw  monstrous benefactor! Who ever eard o drainin afore Smith o Deanston inwented it? Something like murmurs of dissent follow this inquiry.

It is a mistake to suppose that any fool will make a farmer. A farmer should be a philosopher, an astrologer, a chemist, an engineer, a harchitect, a doctor, I dont know what else.

This werry mornin I made a remark that may be the foundation of a most important diskivery. As I was a shavin, I looked out o the window, and there I saw Mrs. J.s ens a scratchin and scatterin the new-mown grass with all the regularity of ay-makers. Who knows but by the application of  of  of  application of somethin, those useful birds may be made still more serviceable by conwertin them into ay-makers. Turnin a whole drove into a field, and making them do on a great scale wot I saw them this morning doin on a small one. Why shouldnt the cold-water cure be successful in stables, and the homoeopath be tried among cows?

But them are twopenny affairs compared with the great golden sovereign pound-cake of steam and engineerin skill. Ive got an inwention in my ead  in course I tells you this in strict confidence, lest some unprincipled waggabone should filch me of it. But Ive got an inwention in my ead  at all ewents, the notion of an inwention, that I wentures to say will work wonders in the terrestrial globe  flabbergaster the world! Its a steam happaratus or hengine that will do at one  go wot now takes I doesnt know how many ands, and how many osses, or how many hours to accomplish. It is, I say, an inwention so complicated in its detail, and yet so simple in its performance, that unless I am half asleep on my pillow o repose, I am sometimes botherd myself to compass its extraordinary capabilities.

Then as I lay all at ease, alf sleeping or alf seas over, I sees its every part working away with all the ease imaginable, jest like a thing Ive been used to all my life.

O Mrs. Ceres and Mr. Morpheus, continued Mr. Jorrocks, casting his eyes with supplicating air up at the ceiling, look benignantly down and grant your worshipful admirer power to describe to these enduring boobies all wot I have seen in balmy somnifulo, somnifulorum. And you, Mr. Bacchus, or, at all ewents, Mr. Brandy and Waterus, give us a left in this most me-men-torn crisis, to explain this most laudable but werry complicated affair! Ive caught the idea, continued Mr. Jorrocks, and thinks I can go on. In my minds eye, I see a ten-hacre wheat-field, yellow as gold, and level as a die, and my monster reaper a-snortin at the gate. The gate hopens, the steams hup, and in he comes. Forrod he moves straight up the rig, and, as he goes, the yellow grain is cut by the ground  not a hinch o stubble left  and falls upon plates like the receiving plates of a paper mill  then it turns suddenly round and ascends the second floor, where the heat o the biler seasons the grain, and a wop of a flail sends it bang out of the hear. Again, it takes another turn, and behold its landed on the third floor, all dry and mellow for Teddy the grinder  round go the stones, crush goes the grain, and in the twinklin of an eye, the waving wheat is turned into flour, jest as one sees an old coat in a paper mill go in at one end and come out a sheet o paper at tother. Wondrous miracle! but still more wondrous yet is Mr. Jorrockss miracle, for the same monster engine wot does all this upstairs, ploughs the land by machinery down in the area, so that reapin and sowin go and in and, like the Siamese twins, or a lady and genlman advancin in a quadrille, or the poker.

Oh, but science is the ticket; neat genuine unadulterated science. Everything now should be done by science. The worlds on the wing, and why shouldnt farmers take flight? Look at Mr.Enson. Theres a man o pith for you. If I had ounds, Id take a great hair ship, and fly toMerica, to Jones of Faire Knowe, and give him a good quiltin for his imperance to me in Jonathans Magazine; then Id unt the red and grey, and fly back to my farm surrounded with brushes, all in three days three glorious days, as Monsieur Frog-eater Frenchman would say. Flyin and farmin may seem ill assorted, and certainlie you dont look like likely birds; but theres a deal in Enson that may be useful to agriculture. Had he got his machine under way, we should have heard nothin o Rebecca and her darters, for farmers would have put their corn, and their pigs, and their poultry, and their charmin wives and accomplished darters into their flyin machines, and bilked all the pikes in the land (loud cheers). Ah, my frinds and fellow-farmers, I see youre awakin from your long trance of indolence to the day-dawn of intellect and sunshiny times. Look again, I say, at science and Mr.Enson! Suppose you alighted at your accustomd country town, and found the market glutted, and prices failin, wot would you have to do, but bundle up your traps, take wing again, and cut to other places? (Renewed cheers.)

No pikes, no tickets, no tolls, no market dues, no mayors, no corporations, no inns, no ostlers, no orrid exactions.  



Corn, by the hair, at sight ouman ties 

Cuts its light stick, and in Mr.Enson flies.



(Repeated cheers.)

There, genlmen  frinds and fellow-farmers, I should say, continued Mr. Jorrocks, as the applause subsided, Ive got your steam up, by the hargumentum ad pockctum. Let us now take a good swig o punch.

The punch having been liberally dealt out, and the bottles having made their movements, our worthy Squire resumed his legs, and again proceeded to address the company. Having now, my beloved earers, said he, given you an insight into the deplorable state of puppy-like blindness in which youve been livin, I now come to the means of improvin the light wot has bust upon you, and overtakin science afore it runs clean away from farmin altogether. You have all doubtless heard of Agricultural Sociations, and Sociations for the encouragement of LongOrns and ShortOrns, and all that sort o thing; and though it would ill become us to follow in the beaten track of seven pund for the best tup, three pund for the biggest pig, or five pund for the man wot has the biggest family of little uns; still we may learn something from the sociations in existence, and take their plans for our outline. Poor example, as we say in France, I would elect a President, a Wice-President, a Sec, and a Committee of white wands; and I would also have shows, and give premiums for best balls, best boars, best black-faced gimmers, with in course dinners for genlmen to butter each other at: but Id extend the scheme, and have punishments as well as prizes.

I knows in these umanity, ante-angin times, punishment is quite out o fashion, and everything must be done by the noble spirit o emulation, jest as if you could make a string o donkeys race like Newmarket osses. I heard tell of one o them peripetetic umbugs, wot all administrations pawn on the public, called a commissioner, or Paul Pryer, who was a-goin about, inquirin into the management of those modern palaces called gaols, and he stopped at ours to pour his quart of ignorance on the gaoler; well, he went his rounds  into this cell, out o that cell, up to this apartment, down to that apartment, and wonderful to relate, he hadnt a hole to pick. Werry well manishd, said he, takin a consequential pinch o snuff,  werry well manishd indeed  does your beaks great credit  werry quiet  werry orderly  the ladies and genlmen whom you ave in charge seem werry ealthy  werry jappy  werry com fey  pray wots your system? Oh, the systems simple enough, replied the gaoler, when they dont beave we trounce em well.All wrong! exclaimed the commissioner, throwin up his hands in orror, all wrong together! reward should be the incentive o wirtue, and not the fear of punishment.

  That may do werry well in ladies seminaries, replied the gaoler,  but it vont act here.

So much for umanity and umbug. I really believes much o this nonsense has been engenderd by the poppilar melody, 



If I had a donkey vot vouldnt go, 

Do you think Id wollop him? oh, no, no!



and the hauthor has much to answer for.

Its all my eye apply in the same rule to everything  some may be led, but others must be driven. My frind Willey Goodheart, there, for instance, wants no tellin, he sees all wots wanted, and does it of himself; but old Tommy Sloggers waits and waits to see if the thing wont do itself, and at length, findin it doesnt, he either leaves it alone altogether, or does it at the wrong time. Wot-ever may be the season, whatever crops may fail, Tommy Sloggers is sure of one thing, a good crop o weeds. I found a thistle at his back door tother day, carryin its wood from the ground like a hoak, and branchin out like the genealogical tree of a ducal family. It was a superb specimen o the genus  it must have grown and flourished for weeks; for it had flowers, and it had seeds, and as many eads as a hydra  it was well calculated to stock ten hacres o land, and yet Tommy Sloggers had passed that werry thistle mornin, noon, and night, and had never taken the trouble to give it a back ander with his stick. Few men, perhaps, have magnanimity enough to knock thistles off their neighbours edges, but surely one would think they would do so off their own. Not so my frind Sloggers; he would see them spring, and flower, and seed, and droop, afore hed be at the trouble of raisin his and. Wot can one do with sich slugs? Will the brightest medal o the purest gold, with the most flowering superscription wot-ever was wrote, put life and activity into sich lubbers? Assuredly not. Then, I say, let ns try wot the rewerse will do. Let us add to our premiums and prizes a distinguishin emblem for the greatest lout in the country. In addition to five or ten sovs for the best-managed farm, let us give somethin to the worst. Let us strike a medal with the evil genlman on one side, and a big thistle on tother, to be worn round the neck of the fortinate obtainer for one whole year, so that, wherever he goes, to church, or to market, or to the public, where he is most likely to be found, people may pint and say, There goes the most slovenly farmer in the county; and let us show to England  to Europe  show to Europe, Hasia, Hafrica, and Merica, that while we foster talent, encourage hemulation and industry, we put our big toe of detestation and obbrobrium on slovenliness, hignorance, and sloth.

Mr. Jorrocks sat down amidst loud and long-continued cheering.

When the applause had subsided, and our friend had quaffed off a large glass of punch that had been cooling before him, he again rose and said Genlmen, I sat down because I wished to finish my speech with a splash, and hear what quantity of applause my eloquence would obtain. I have now ascertained that; and Im bund to say, you have done the genteel by me. I am quite content; and I now come to wot I should have finished the speech with if I hadnt been desirous of keepin the two accounts separate. We are honoured this day, as you doubtless all know, with the presence of the distinguished scion of the most noble ouse in this county  a nobleman young in ears, but old in usbandry  one who, while cultivatin the classics, has also had an eye to the clay  one who looks proudly forward to protectin your interests in that august assembly called theOuse o Commons (cheers)  one who, moreover, takes sich delight and interest in our doins as to have signified his intention of becomin the President of our Sociation (loud cheers). Need I after sich an announcement entertain a doubt as to its success? Oh, surely not! The sun of science has bust upon us from the portals of Donkeyton Castle, and though no President likes to hear another more loudly cheered than himself, I do assure you from the bottom of my breeches pocket, that I shall not take it the least amiss if you wisit the name o the Markis o Bray with the heaviest round o Kentish fire wotever was issued.

Genlmen, I beg to propose, with all imaginable onours, the health o the Marquis o Bray, the noble President of ourSociation.

The toast was drunk with tremendous applause, Mr. Jorrocks acting as fugleman but as we mustnt over-egg the pudding, as the Yorkshire farmers say, we will reserve the other proceedings of the evening for another chapter.


CHAPTER XVII.

[image: img66.jpg]

WE SEE NO difficulty in organising a College of Agriculture, and we can suggest a few of the probable professorships. Of course there will be a chair of new-laid eggs, which the professor of poultry would be well qualified to occupy. Degrees will be conferred in guano; and a series of lectures on the philosophy of making hay when the sun shines would, no doubt, be exceedingly popular. We should propose that, previous to matriculation, every student should be required to undergo an examination on moral philosophy in connection with chaff, and the efficacy of thrashing by hand when the ears are unusually lengthy. Corresponding with the university Masters of Arts, there could be Bachelors of Barley; and the undergraduates might be brought direct to the Agricultural College from plough, as they are now brought to the universities immediately from Harrow.  Punch.



THE last chapter left Mr. Jorrocks and friends at the critical point of drinking and applauding the Marquiss health. When the cheering had subsided, our butterfly friend rose, and with one hand resting on the table, and the other stuck in his side, thus proceeded to address the meeting:  

Mr. Jorrocks and Gentlemen,  I do not know that I can adequately express the very great pleasure and satisfaction I experience at the flattering manner in which my health has been proposed by my valuable friend, turning to Mr. Jorrocks with, if he will allow me to call him so.

Certainly replied our worthy host, certainly adding aloud to himself, wonders who wouldnt.

And, continued the Marquis, received by this great and enlightened assembly (loud cheers)  an assembly composed of a class of men second to none in loyalty, attachment to the constitution and the crown, and renowned for their intelligence, independence, and spirit.

Renewed cheers, increased perhaps from the sentence being so unlike the style in which Mr. Jorrocks had addressed them, and the description he had given of them.

Gentlemen, in all times, in all ages, the science of agriculture has been fostered and encouraged by the greatest of men  by all whom the page of history records as famous in the annals of countries (cheers). The greatest statesmen  the greatest scholars  the greatest generals  have each found, in turning from their schemes of government, their studies or the toils of warfare, solace and enjoyment in the harmless simplicity and the interesting relaxation it affords. Every man whose opinion is valuable  every man whose breast glows with a genuine feeling of patriotism  joins in testifying the importance of agriculture. Columella, the author so happily referred to by our classical and distinguished host, wrote ably and ardently on this interesting point. He insisted on the importance of agricultural training and scientific improvement.  I see at Home, says he,  schools of philosophy, rhetoric, geometry, music, and, what is more astonishing, of people not solely employed in the arts of luxury  some in preparing dishes, intended to sharpen the appetite and excite gluttony, and others in making artificial curls for adorning the head; but not one for agriculture. The rest, he adds, might well be spared; and the republic have flourished long without any of these frivolous arts; but it is impossible to dispense with that of husbandry, because upon that life itself depends (applause). Besides, asks this enlightened man,  is there a more honest or legal method of increasing a patrimony than by good cultivation of it? Is the profession of arms of this kind? Is the acquisition of spoils, dyed with human blood, and amassed by the ruin of our fellow-creatures? Or can commerce be compared with it, which, tearing citizens from their native country, exposes them to the fury of the winds and seas, dragging them into unknown worlds in pursuit of wealth? Is the trade of usury more laudable  odious and fatal as it is, even to those whom it seems to relieve? Are any of these occupations to be compared with wise and innocent agriculture, which the depravity of our notions alone can render contemptible, and, consequently, unprofitable and useless? We read, continued his lordship, that Numa Pompilius, one of the wisest of kings, divided the whole Roman territory into cantons, and had an exact return made of the manner in which each department was cultivated, and the names of the most scientific farmers of that day. Ancus Martius, the fourth king of the Romans, trod in the steps of Numa; and Hiero the Second wrote a work on agriculture, as did Attilus, king of Pergamus; whilst Mago, the Carthaginian general, wrote no less than twenty-eight volumes upon farming, which were preserved by Scipio at the taking of Carthage, and presented as a treasure to the Roman Senate. Attilus was found sowing corn when ambassadors from Rome came to invite him to the consulship; and the story of Cincinnatus being taken from the plough to the dictatorship is doubtless familiar to you all.  Cheers followed this piece of confidence in their knowledge.

Mr. Jorrocks hemmed and stroked his chin.

If we look at home, who can for a moment doubt the advantages the virtuous simplicity of a country life possesses over the confinement of cities? Look at the robust offspring of country parents, and compare them with the squalid objects in town streets. Who would barter the wild freedom of rural life for the impure and pent-up atmosphere of the crowded city?

Its not so bad, nouther, remarked Mr. Jorrocks aloud, with a shake of his head, thinking of the salubrity of St. Botolphs Lane, where the greater part of his days had been passed.

Gentlemen, continued the Marquis, can I, with all the bright examples of antiquity before me  with all the noble emulation of modern times around me  can I remain insensible to the paramount importance of agricultural energy and improvement? Can I see the tenfold return of other parts, and not wish to witness the same efforts and the same success at home?

Mind the shug whispered Mr. Jorrocks, in one of his audible whispers.

And, gentlemen, how is it that so desirable a consummation is to be obtained? By the co-operation of parties and the communication of ideas! By Agricultural Associations in fact! (Cheers.)

Shug repeated Mr. Jorrocks My noble friend  that is to say, my excellent friend on my left  with his all-powerful and comprehensive mind, has imparted a discovery to this meeting of which I really am at a loss to say whether the originality of the conception or the boldness of the execution is the most astonishing. My noble friend  that is to say, my learned friend  that is to say, my excellent friend, is indeed a man to whom a country  nay, an universe  may well look up with the all-inspiring confidence of perfect security. I know no man so qualified to lead the sons of darkness into the lights of science as our excellent and most distinguished host. (Loud applause.)

Werry good, said Mr. Jorrocks; werry good  mind the shug  

His monster reaper will make the name of Jorrocks famous wherever farming science spreads, and English honesty is respected. It is by the interchange of ideas such as these that science is promoted, and farming flourishes. Instead of keeping the noble invention to himself and astonishing the country with its performances on his own property  instead of amassing wealth  as wealth most assuredly must be amassed by such an admirable contrivance  my noble friend  that is to say, my agricultural friend, with all the generous openness of confiding liberality, assembles his friends and fellow-farmers here this evening, in all the bounty of old English hospitality, and frankly tells them the discovery he has made. And in what a fine vein of poetic spirit did he make the announcement! Instead of saying, Ive got a machine that will cut your corn and grind it at the same time  

And plough the land! roared Mr. Jorrocks.

Instead, I say, gentlemen, of saying, Ive got a machine that will cut your corn and plough your land at the same time  

And grind your corn! screamed Mr. Jorrocks.

Instead, I say, my lords, of saying,  Ive got a machine that will cut and grind your corn and plough the land at the same time   he invokes the aid of the heathen mythology to describe its performances. And here it is where all after speakers must feel the feebleness of their own resources (applause and cries of No, ho); at all events, other discoveries or other communications must sink into insignificance by the side of our excellent hosts. His monster reaper swallows all up! Yet, my lords and gentlemen, there are matters connected with farming, though apparently trifling compared with the topics on which our noble  that is to say, our scientific host, has touched with such a master hand, that nevertheless may not be wholly beneath your consideration and attention. Our noble host  that is to say, our hospitable host, has glanced with prophetic spirit at the flights by air and steam farming may yet undergo. But leaving those lofty altitudes, so well befitting the soaring genius of his capacious mind, I will venture to request your attention for a few moments while we look at the humbler preparations for calling that noble and comprehensive engine into play, or freighting the car of the aërial ship. It is too trite a truism perhaps to observe, that without proper preparation of the ground, monster engines will have little to reap; and there is one subject connected with the preparation of the ground for productive sowing that at the present day occupies no small portion of public attention  I allude of course to the grand discovery of draining. Draining, gentlemen, I believe, may be looked upon as one of the greatest discoveries of modern times. Moreover, it is not included in the comprehensive performances of our hosts monster reaper. Had our forefathers been acquainted with the merits of draining, I think I may venture to say, the land would have been doubly productive at the present day. That operation may be carried on in a variety of ways; but as there are constantly improvements turning up in this very important branch of domestic industry, if I may so call it, I think it is very important that farmers should be in possession of the latest and most improved invention, because the saying is as old as the hills, that whatever is worth doing at all is worth doing well; and it would be very provoking to find, after you had gone to a certain degree of trouble and expense about a thing, that if you had made inquiry you would have found there was a process both cheaper and better. The invention, gentlemen, to which I allude, I understand is allowed to supersede all others, by reason of an extraordinary ingredient that would never enter the head of any but a most scientific and practical chemist to add  namely, the glutinacious, saccharine matter, called clayed sugar.

Werry good, observed Mr. Jorrocks, tapping his fork against the table to raise applause and suppress a slight disposition to titter; werry good, I say!

The recipe, with that exception, gentlemen, is very simple, the ingredients being generally come-at-able  clay, river-sand, and gravel, lime, well mixed and stirred up together, and then poured into the shapes, when, for a very trifling expense, you have some very capital tiles.

Werry durable whispered Mr. Jorrocks.

And very durable also, continued the Marquis; no small recommendation, I imagine, to any invention.

Werry good, observed Mr. Jorrocks, adding aloud to himself, with a jerk of the head, the chap has summut in him.

Having now, my lords and gentlemen, continued the Marquis, trespassed, I fear, already too lengthily on your valuable time, in glancing at the importance of agricultural science, little remains for me to say but to repeat to you my most cordial and heartfelt thanks for the kind and enthusiastic manner in which the toast of my health has been proposed and received; and allow me to assure the meeting that the cause of agriculture and the farming interest is deeply engraved on my hearts core; and in whatever situation of life I may be placed, the honour you have conferred upon me, in electing me President of your Agricultural Association, will ever remain the proudest  the most gratifying recollection of my existence, and the farmers interest and my own will henceforth remain irretrievably interwoven together.

His lordship resumed his seat amidst loud and long-continued applause.

The punch and bottles again began to circulate, and the usual criticism of Mr. Jorrockss speech, that had been averted by the immediate rising of the Marquis, now began to flow, each man turning to his neighbour, or groups of three or four laying their heads together, and discussing what they had heard.

Ah, but he has a grand tongue! exclaimed old Willey Goodheart, as he ceased rapping the table with his fork, in mute astonishment. Ah, but he has a grand tongue! repeated he to his neighbour, Johnny Wopstraw.

Why, now, upon the who-o-ole, I should say our Squires full as fine a talker as him, replied Wopstraw.

Ah, the Squires a grand tongue, too, exclaimed Willey; Ill lay hed make a grand speech about anything.

What sort o things are these pine-apples our Squire talked about? asked another of his neighbour. I never see them mentioned in the papers.  

Hes all wrong about draining, whispered another to his neighbour; its nothing new  my grandfather drained  Id have had all the wet off my farm before now if I had had the money.

I wish these genlmen maynt be oer-wise for the country, observed Mr. Heavytail, in his usual loud and audible voice, to his opposite neighbour, as he ladled him a bumper of punch; Ive been a farmer, man and boy, these fifty years, and heard a vast of fine speeches, but I never heard nothing to ekle this about the air carriages. What will my old girl say when I bid her spread her wings and fly to market instead of riding old Dobbin or Smiler?

Ah, but the engines the thing! interposed another; therell be no use for horses at all, if were to plough by steam, and fly to market. I wish I was well shot o mine, for when this gets wind, nobody will take a horse in a gift.

Dear, what would old Squire Westbury say, if he could rise from his grave, and see all this, poor man? observed another. Im sure when they got the railway made, I thought that was a wonder that never could be beat; but now down comes a new Squire with new wonders that quite beat the old wonders out of sight.

These Lunnuners are terrible wise people. Im sure I dont know how I shall carry all home what theyve said, observed another, turning a tumbler of punch down his throat, as if to keep the knowledge safe.

A loud knocking at the top of the table arrested the noise and conversation; and Mr. Jorrocks having obtained silence for his noble guest, the latter again rose and addressed the company.

Mr. Vice-Chairman and Gentlemen, said he, with the permission of the chair, I rise to propose a toast that I feel well assured will meet the enthusiastic approbation of this meeting  a meeting composed of friends and neighbours, who must as thoroughly appreciate the amiable, hospitable, and truly patriotic character of which it is the subject  a character, permit me to observe, gentlemen, known only in this highly-favoured kingdom, and one which, when it shines forth in its brightest purest light, as in the present instance, needs fear no comparison with coroneted, or even with crowned, heads  the character of an English gentleman. (Loud cheers.)

Quite true, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself; quite true, repeated he, with an emphasis.

I know no more delightful sight, continued the Marquis, than to see an English gentleman surrounded by his friends and tenantry  dispensing with liberal hand that generous hospitality of which we have all partaken so largely this day, and radiating the minds of all with the lights and erudition that his well-applied means, leisure, and genius enable him to glean and cull in every field of science and information (loud cheers). No one, I feel assured, could have listened to the eloquent language of my noble friend, that is to say, of my honourable friend, without being struck with the perfect mastery he exhibited of his subject  a mastery acquired by clear-headed judgment and observation, combined with long experience and practical husbandry. I cannot sufficiently felicitate this country on the acquisition of so truly valuable an ornament (cheers). I feel that under his fostering care, prosperity, bright unequalled prosperity, will reign triumphant throughout this vale, and that all eyes will be turned to a man who promises such miracles to farmers. Without trespassing further on your attention, I beg to propose, with all the honours, the health of our excellent host, Mr. Jorrocks.

The toast being received with most uproarious applause, amid the bountiful replenishment of the horse-pail, considerable time elapsed ere silence was sufficiently restored to enable our worthy Squire to make his acknowledgments. At length he began.

My Lord Markis and genlmen, said he, sticking a hand into each breeches pocket, you have certainlie served me out a considerable deal o butter and applause, which I feels considerably your debtors for. My Lord Markis has one adwantage over me in the way of talk; he has his jawin tackle much handier nor I have, for though I can make you a werry hoiley, beautiful oration when Ive time to consider my subject, Im not quite so good a and at reply; runnin heel as it were, and observin on another genlmans discourse  at least, not unless hes told me afore and wot lies a goin to say, which is not the case on the present occasion. Howsomever, its a deal plisanter to be praised nor abused, and Im sure I may say Im always ready for praise, because I thinks I deserves it; I feels extremely grateful for all the fine things the Markis has said on me. Im sure he thinks what he says. Theres no manner of doubt at all whatsomever, that between us we shall make farmin a werry different thing to what it has been. The diskivery my noble frind has communicated respecting the drainin tiles, is worthy the serious consideration and trial of every man. Bein particular well acquainted with the wirtues o sugar, I can take upon me to say that it is wonderful well calkilated to accomplish what my noble frind has suggested. It sticks things together uncommon. Howsomever, upon that pint perhaps my Lord Markis and I have said enough. The proof o the puddin is in the eatin; and talkin of eatin reminds me o drinkin. Were a goin to have a little ballet dance this evening ands across and back again, down the middle and hup again; and I think we cannot do better than propose the ealth of the ladies (applause); therell be sich a bevy o beauties  Mrs. J. in her best bib and tucker, surrounded by her school-girls in their bran new bustles, and I doesnt know what else besides; so without further palaver, let us drink their good ealths, and when youve all had as much lush as you can carry, well adjourn the meeting and go and help them to foot it.

Will Miss Flather be here? whispered the Marquis in Mr. Jorrockss ear, as the latter sat down after his speech.

Miss Flather  Emma! let us see  yes  no  no, she wont; got a toothache or summut o that sort; werry sorry previous engagement  red nose praps, or summut o that sort.

O dear, Im sorry for that, whispered the Marquis.

Fine gal, Emma, observed Mr. Jorrocks confidentially, werry fine gal  good figure  good figure-ead too, as the sailors say  but therell be quite as diver a one as her here to-night, darter o this rum-lookin little fish on my right, whispered he; howsomever, she hasnt taken arter her dad, but arter her dam, whos a real strappin huzzey  great hupstandin, black-aird, black-eyed, clean-limbd wench, nous werrons, as we say in France; meanwhile I must be giving them another toast. Mr. Jorrocks then proposed, Honest men and bonny lasses, then Live and let live,

Speed the; plough; after that, Guano,

Nitrate o sober,

Smith o Deanston,

Soot, and a variety of local and agricultural toasts.

How far does Miss Flather live from here? inquired the Marquis, of his host, as soon as he could get a word in sideways.  

Oh, close at and, replied Mr. Jorrocks, mile alf-a-mile praps; wot are you a-wantin with her?

This question was rather a poser, and the Marquiss countenance showed it.

Nothin wrong in course, continued our friend, only you know she hant got no dad, and its my duty as Lord o the Manor to see that alls on the square  you twig. If you wants to marry her, in course thats another thing.

The Marquis thought he had better not.

The parting rays of the setting sun now shot into the room, imparting an additional glow to the heated faces of the punch-drinkers, while the bright red sky tinged the landscape with its hue, chiding, as it were, the sitters for their depravity. Added to this, the sound of music was borne ever and anon on the gentle evening breeze, and sundry smart bodices had been seen flitting past the windows, diving among the shrubberies and gay flower-beds, betokening the mustering of the dancers. The heat of the room, the smell of the punch, and the feeling of repletion, made even the most inveterate toper wish for fresh air. At length the host rose, and the folding windows opening from the ground being thrown open, the party streamed out on to the close-shaven lawn, and inhaled the fresh air in deep-drawn hearty gulphs. How different from the tainted atmosphere they had just been breathing!


CHAPTER XVIII.
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YOU, WHO THE sweets of rural life have known, 

Despise the ungrateful luxury of the town.



UNDER a spacious hay-rick, pitched beneath what had been a couple of ground-feathering spruce of gigantic size, now trimmed half way up to  admit the awning, sat Mrs. Jorrocks in stately pride, decked out like a tragedy queen, surrounded by her school-girls in their Swiss costumes  white bedgowns, with scarlet petticoats, set off with large horse-hair bustles, pink stockings, and large flat-crowned straw hats, looking as unlike nature as anything could do. Mrs. Jorrocks wore a splendid red and white turban, entwined with enormous bands of sham pearls, and a bird-of-paradise feather reclining gracefully over the left ear, and sundry mosaic chains, necklaces, bracelets, and lockets about her shoulders and arms. Her dress was of many-coloured muslin, done in tiers like house-slating; next her dumpy waist came a pea-green tier, immediately below it a bright yellow, followed by red, then a sky blue, and a white, fringed with broad black lace at the bottom. Each tier was understood to be a separate affair, though, as we did not dissect her, of course we cannot speak confidently on that point. The presumption, however, is that it was so, for she stood out, looking like a rainbow dumpling.

Tea had been liberally supplied to the ladies at their pleasure, some of whom loitered in the tent with Mrs. Jorrocks, instead of taking advantage of the balmy fragrance of the summers evening, and wandering about in the sweet air, loaded with the perfume of jessamine, roses, and the lime-tree flowers. The little folk, too, had been entertained with amusements becoming their juvenile years, and several bluff little urchins wandered about the shrubberies with stained faces and clothes, got by blobbing in a treacle barrel for halfpence; while shouts of laughter rent the air from the far side of the enclosure, as boy after boy came sliding down a greasy pole, at the top of which was stuck an inviting leg of mutton, or a soapy-tailed pig eluded the grasp of a clown, and upset a fair lady or two as, grunting, it dived among the crowd.

The appearance of the dinner party added fresh impetus to the scene, and a course being formed down a smooth green alley, several of the village nymphs contended in a race for a petticoat, after which Mr. Jorrocks and a select party of friends, being blindfolded, tried their hands at a wheelbarrow race, and either from the novelty of the situation, or the confusion consequent on the drink they had taken, they severally landed at very different places to what they intended. Others then tried their hands with like success, and Joshua Sneakington being inveigled into an attempt, was deluded by the false cries of the boys in a wrong direction, and before he knew where he was, was soused over head in the pond. Out he came like a drowned rat, blowing and spluttering, with a green sort of net all over his person, formed by the slime and the weeds of the surface. Great was the joy at the sight, for Joshua was thoroughly detested. Even Mr. Jorrocks joined in the mirth his appearance created.

Twilight now drew on, and the sultry heat of the day was succeeded by a cool refreshing dew. The dining-room having been cleared of its tables and furniture, showed lights in various directions, enticing the company back to the house. The Marquis, who had been in waiting on Mrs. Jorrocks since his appearance in the garden, was now seen wending his way along with her on his arm. The fiddlers were scraping their catgut on the spot where the sideboard recently stood, and the flute-player was sucking and licking the joints of his flute, as if he was extremely fond of it. The appearance of the hostess, followed as she was by a traiu of her big-bustled girls, was the signal for the musicians to begin, and accordingly they struck up the usual See the conquering hero comes, though who was the hero, or whom he had been conquering, seemed somewhat problematical.

We are to have a dance, are we? said the Marquis, as they approached the window; Im glad of that. I wish Miss Flather had been here.

Miss Flathers engaged at ome, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, rejoicing that she had done her. Who would you like to dance with? added she, sidling through the sash.

Wont you allow me the honour of opening the ball with you? asked the Marquis.

Thank you, my lordship, Im only a werry poor dancer; howsomever Ill try my and; only its werry ot work. Jun, said she, going up to her spouse and giving him a shake of the shoulder, get your partner, and lets set to. Who are you a goin to dance with?

Mr. Jorrocks had booked Mrs. Trotter, who, decked in a rich green and yellow Ancoat Yale velvet, made extremely tight, and short at the shoulder, and peaked at the waist with a cord and large tassels, as if to tie her up with, now, responded to his summons, and stationed herself next Mrs. Jorrocks.

Shes a grand un, isnt she? asked Mr. Jorrocks in a subdued tone  at least a subdued tone for him, with a nudge of the elbow in his lordships ribs, and a nod of his head forwards. Clean made, hupright, clever-actiond thing; what a harm shes got! you see her step.

A long line of dancers had now fallen in, and the Marquis began to be puzzled what to do. Twice the leash of musicians ran over the White Cockade without their getting away; at length Mr. Jorrocks, anxious to foot it, said, I think youd better start next time.

I dont know what it is! exclaimed the Marquis in alarm.

Vy, a country dance to be sure, said Mr. Jorrocks, ands across and back again, down the middle and hup again; simple as can be, nothin simpler, there, see, our ould gal ill put you in the way of it; off you go! said Mr.

Jorrocks, stamping with his foot and clapping his hands; Mrs. Jorrocks seizing the Marquis by the hand, and the three setting him a going, just as willing coach horses start a restive comrade, polling him along in fact.

The figure was soon learnt, and the Marquis and Mrs. Jorrocks bumped and danced most vigorously up and down, turning every couple till they got through the last juvenile pair at the end, and our now profusely-perspiring hostess leant against the wall and mopped herself Presently her place was wanted by another couple, and gradually, by dint of turning and elbowing, they again accomplished the top of the dance.

The Marquis, whose eyes had been attracted in going down by a graceful sylph-like figure, about the middle of the dance, now availed himself of the opportunity of inquiring who the beautiful dark-eyed girl, in white muslin with a broad blue sash, was.

A tallish gal do you mean, inquired Mrs. Jorrocks, with werry black eyes?

This one, said the Marquis, with the swan-like head and neck; just dancing towards us, pointing to a couple approaching from the bottom of the dance.

Oh, thats Eliza, said Mrs. Jorrocks; werry pretty gal she is too, good gal too, nice modest gal, beautiful figure, all nattural. Praps youd like to dance with her.

Yes, I should very much, replied the Marquis, who now stood admiring her richly-fringed, downcast eyes, and clear Italian complexion. She certainly is an uncommon pretty girl, observed his lordship confidentially to Mrs. Jorrocks.

And as good as shes pretty, observed our hostess, who, without any particular partiality for the Trotters, was willing to use Eliza for the purpose of extinguishing Emma.

We will not make Eliza so unwomanly as to prefer Jack Smith of the Hill Farm, whom she was then dancing with, to his lordship; but the unexpected demand, and novelty of her situation, drew such a mantling blush over her beautiful features when the Marquis was presented to her as further ingratiated her in his favour. Finding he was nothing very awful, she gradually recovered courage, and turning her large lustrous languishing eyes upon him, she whispered forth such sweet silvery notes as perfectly enchanted him. We will not say how often they danced together.  

Capricious youth! Mornings dawn found the finely rounded figure, greyish blue eyes, and alabaster-like complexion of Emma Flather banished from the Marquiss recollection  at all events, completely eclipsed by the graceful form and Italian skin of the beautiful dark-eyed Eliza. That is the worst of these young men; they are so very fickle, you never know where you have them. Mammas have terrible times with them, for they are scarcely to be trusted out of sight, and the only way of securing them is by tying them up tight (matrimonially of course) as quick as ever they can. They are easily caught, but as easily lost.

The Marquis was desperately smitten. This he candidly admitted to himself, and there is no mistake when a man does that. He tossed and tumbled about in bed, bemoaning the inequality that prevented his thinking of her. That was a step beyond what he had got with Emma, his ideas respecting her never having got further than the degree of simple flirtation  flirtation that he might be carrying on with half-a-dozen girls in different parts of the country at the same time.

The result of the Marquiss musings was that though he knew that it was very naughty and very dangerous too, he would spend that day with Mr. Jorrocks. Accordingly, when Adolphe made his appearance in his bedroom, he inquired about the state of his wardrobe, and finding that he had about as many clothes as would serve a moderate man a week, he resolved on sounding his farmer friend whether it would be convenient to keep him.

Of course it was, and Mrs. Jorrocks, like all women, being uncommonly quick at smelling a rat, as soon as ever she got her tea-caddy locked after breakfast, and the dinner ordered, put on her bonnet and shawl, and went to the Trotters to bid them spend the day and dine at the Hall. Need we Bay that she went a little further, and dropped in at the Manse? Assuredly not, for the triumph would not have been complete without. With what eagerness she watched the countenance of mother and daughter as with becoming circumlocution and embellishment she detailed the doings of the previous evening  how delightful the Markis had been  how genteel he was  and her decided conviction that he was desperately smitten with Eliza. Neither could she resist the additional mortification of adding, that she expected her to spend the day to meet the Marquis, which must be an apology for her hurried visit.

Poor Mrs. Flather! Never were such unwelcome tidings conveyed with such apparent indifference; and it was only a pretty intimate knowledge of the sex that made Mrs. Flather sensible of the cutting cruelty of Mrs. Jorrockss conduct. A man would have thought it odd, a curious coincidence, telling a mother whose daughter had had designs on a man; but ladies know each other better.

Cobbett, who understood the sex well, was fully conscious of their discrimination. Women, he said, are much quicker-sighted than men; they are more suspicious as to motives, and less liable to be deceived by professions and protestations; they watch words with a more scrutinising ear, and looks with a keener eye; and making due allowance for their prejudices, their opinions ought not to be set at naught without great deliberation. Still, though all women know this perfectly well, they cant help playing at deceiving each other.

Mrs. Flather knew what Mrs. Jorrocks came about just as well as Mrs. Jorrocks knew herself; and Mrs. Jorrocks knew that Mrs. Flather knew that she did, just as well as if she had told her. However, vive la humbug!

Now, Mr. Jorrocks was not at all quick at smelling a rat  at least not unless the rat was after some of his bacon; and moreover, being tolerably conceited, he concluded the Marquis had prolonged his visit from sheer enamourment of himself, and cut out quite a different days work to that of his missis, and quite contrary to what would have suited his lordship. Having got the breakfast disposed of, and the usual stare out of window and lounge about the door that follows that repast in the country, Mr. Jorrocks looked at the Marquiss paper boots, and proposed investing him in a pair of his thick shoes for what he called a stretch across country seven or eight miles, to see a fine ball  a bull being the object of Mr. Jorrockss ambition at that time. The Marquis was horrified  such a walk would be the death of him  such a sultry day too. Besides, he knew nothing about bulls, and had talked farming nonsense enough over night to serve him some time  better keep himself cool  take a stroll about the grounds  see the garden, and admire the beauties of the place.

Mr. Jorrocks started off alone.

Towards the afternoon Mrs. Jorrocks and Mrs. Trotter were seen wending their way up the village of Hillingdon at that usual flirtation-encouraging distance which all mammas know so well how to measure, followed, of course, by Eliza and the Marquis at a proper elbow-touching, side-bumping sort of space. Mind, not arm in arm. What the old women talked about is immaterial  perhaps they didnt talk at all, but kept their ears cocked back to try what they could catch from the conversation of the juvenile pair in the rear.

It would puzzle a shorthand writer to make sentences of what the Marquis and Eliza said; it was so mixed, so general, and so broken by such pleasing interruptions from the stares of the villagers and the dazzling novelty of her situation as her luminous dark eyes met the Marquiss flashing blue ones. Suffice it to say, they were both very happy, and their conversation, if not very enlightening, was very agreeable to each other. But let us take a glance at the Manse.

Mrs. Flather could have eaten Mrs. Jorrocks  whether she could have digested her or not is another thing, for she declared she always thought her a disagreeable-looking woman, and now perfectly disgusting. The conduct of parties has a great deal to do with their looks. If they are for us, let them be ever so ugly, there is always a certain something in their favour; whereas, if they are against us, the bestlooking are little better than monsters in our eyes. Mrs. Flather, as we said before, could have eaten Mrs. Jorrocks.

Emma was desperately hurt too; for though coldblooded, calculating, and passionless, and willing to jump from one suitor to another, as she would from one dress to another, just as the turn of the market, as Mr. Jorrocks would say, seemed in his favour, still she could not be insensible of the value of attentions from a man like the Marquis, even though they went no further than attentions; but, in her case, she thought she had fair legitimate claims, if not a downright hold upon him. Indeed, the line of policy to be pursued in consequence of what had passed at Donkeyton Castle had occupied mother and daughter many anxious hours both by day and by night, and nothing but the natural pride and delicacy of their sex, of which they both had a large stock in theory, prevented their making a crusade against the Castle. It would have been a grand sight to see the old Duke blundering to a conception of what they were after, and bowing them out with all the dignity of offended pride. A duchess forsooth! he would say, as he saw them bundling away in their rattle-trap.

The question now was, whether to go boldly down and demand the Marquis, or try what a little circumventing would do. Had the engagement been satisfactorily ratified by the Duke and Duchess, Mrs. Flather would have had no hesitation in demanding the Marquis, or, at all events, in writing to his ma, to bid her come and look after her boy; but that confounded old marplot, Mr. Jorrocks, if our readers remember, interposed his troublesome old person at the critical moment that Mrs. Flather was bringing the Duke to book. The Flathers clearly saw the mistake in their policy had been snubbing the Jorrockses, by which they had not only set the Jorrockses against them, but had played them into the hands of the Trotters. They censured themselves, but protested nobody could foresee the turn the agricultural concern had taken. They should have nailed the Marquis at the moment, and never given him a chance of getting into the hands of the Trotters; had a regular understanding with the Duke  pocketed their delicacy in fact. Mr. Jorrocks, Mrs. Flather thought, would befriend her; but time pressed, and perhaps she could not lay hold of him; and then the affair was more in the ladies department, and there was little to hope from Mrs. Jorrocks, who had stolen the Marquis from them. The thing was how to get him back; a mans never fairly lost till hes churched. The only plan was to pique him  play some one off against him. In these emergencies, very forlorn hopes are sometimes resorted to  in short, anything in the shape of a man. Mrs. Flather and Emma were too good generals to be left totally destitute, and James Blake, whom we have already slightly introduced to our readers, was raked up for the enviable appointment of cats-paw. James was one of those desperately over-righteous, cushionthumping, jump-Jim-crow breed of parsons, so sanctified that he could hardly suffer the light of heaven to shine upon him, and he ate cold roast potatoes to save his servant the sin of cooking on the Sunday.

Well, James Blake, like many weak young men, was desperately violent. He had preached two sermons that had enraptured all the servant-maids, and astonished the quietgoing people. As the chemist said, they were full of sulphur. Common people like to be d  d in heaps.

James was fished up to rescue the Marquis from the clutches of the designing Mrs. Trotter  not by the persuasive eloquence of his tongue, or the admonitions of a Christian minister, but simply by being played off against his lordship. It may seem an odd game to men, but it is a very popular one among women.

Since the visit to Donkey ton, James had been nearly discarded, at least they had commenced the operation of letting him down gently; now, however, they had to draw him up again at short notice, and we hope our fair readers will not, close the volume in disgust when we say how they set about it. We know they will say it was very wrong  shockingly indelicate  improbable! perhaps impossible!  and we fully agree with them  only mind, fair ladies, that you dont do it yourselves some time.

Emma dressed herself in what she thought her most bewitching attire  white chip bonnet with a bunch of blue flowers inside, and the new blue silk dress she had got for her visit to Donkeyton Castle, with clean white kid gloves, and uncommonly well put on patent leather shoes, and open cotton stockings  so smart, indeed, that she a good deal over-did it for the country. Thus attired, with a blue and white Chinese-shaped parasol over her head, mamma and she repaired to Jamess lodgings, to invite him to take tea with them that evening; and if they happened to find him at home, they  or rather Mrs. Flather, for they had a great deal of propriety between them  would ask him to come out and take a walk.

Emmas dress was not exactly the thing, perhaps, to angle for a tight-laced, sanctified parson in, but then she had higher game in view; and even as it was, we question whether James, with all his sanctity, would not rather give her absolution for looking so bewitching to him, than have had her come down in a little puritanical print, with a Dunstable straw on her head; stiff-backed parsons are but flesh and blood, notwithstanding all their thunder, sulphur, and pretension. It so happened that James was mixing his sulphur for Sunday, and was sitting, as many parsons do, in his back-room, sans neckcloth, in his dressing-gown and slippers; and the stiff tapper of the door not making a greater noise than a crockery vendor or other itinerant merchant might aspire to, he unceremoniously opened it himself, and stood before the beauty and her mamma in all the homeliness of that comfortable costume.

The parson blushed to find himself in such a situation, but the offer of Emmas soft ungloved hand, and the bewitching beauty of her smile, put all straight, and drove her right back in his affections. He very soon had on a stiff white starcher, his best black coat and waistcoat, Wellington boots, Sunday hat, and  we blush to add  a pair of lavender-coloured kid gloves. Altogether he was a very passable swell.

Mother and daughter then joined arms, and the mid-day sun being obscured by a passing cloud, Emma put down her parasol, and turned the whole battery of her attractions upon the young parson  now trotting by her side. Her eyes glistened, her alabaster complexion assumed a slight roseate hue, her pearly teeth shone resplendent between her cherry lips; and she really looked remarkably handsome and kissable. The poor parson was vanquished  he forgot all her transgressions; all her cold looks, all her stiff bows, all her iniquitous piano-playing, all her still more flagrant dereliction in dancing. We really believe he could not have refused to dine with them off hot meat the next Sunday. Allpowerful womankind!

Thus they proceeded towards the village of Hillingdon, and as they turned down the street, and Emmas vivacity was at its height, and her countenance more than usually brilliant  for hers was a beauty that required lighting up  who should they meet but the Hall party progress-upwards, as already described. Nothing could be better.

They met with all the extra ardour of people cordially detesting each other. Mrs. Jorrocks was so werry sorry Mrs. Flather couldnt come (never having asked her); and Mrs. Flather was as much obliged to Mrs. Jorrocks for her kindness in thinking of her; and Mrs. Trotter smiled as she  looked at the Marquis and her daughter; and Emma clung to the parson, as she greeted his lordship with the freedom of an old friend. Altogether it was a most charming business-like meeting; and if each had not the satisfaction of thinking they had done the other, at all events they had the gratification of feeling they had done their best to attempt it.

The sequel is soon told. The next day the Marquiss brougham was seen standing at Mrs. Flathers door, and no sooner was it gone than Mrs. Flather went down the town to tell Mrs. Trotter and Mrs. Jorrocks in confidence, to go no further of course, for Emma wouldnt like to have it mentioned,  that she had reason to think the Marquis was about to become her son-in-law; while Mrs. Trotter was busy paying a similar visit to the Manse, urged by a strong sense of what was due between friends, to make Mrs. Flather acquainted with a similar conviction on her part.

The post-mistress observed that the Hillingdon letter-bag was fuller than usual that evening.


CHAPTER XIX.
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HES A JUSTICE of peace in his country, simple though I stand here.



 SHAKSPEARE.



The remainder of the crown was settled on the heirs of the Princess Sophia, the Electress of Hanover; but what this remainder was, when some one else had got it all, we leave our arithmetically-disposed readers to calculate.  Punchs Comic Blackstone. the Marquiss arrival at home, he reported so favourably of the Jorrockses and the pleasure he had derived from his visit to Hillingdon Hall, that the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton were quite taken with their conduct. They made no doubt they were most worthy respectable people, with considerable influence. A few days afterwards Mr. Jorrocks, received the following note from his Grace:  

DEAR SIR,  I beg to return Mrs. Jorrocks and yourself the Duchess of Donkeytons and my thanks for your attention to the Marquis of Bray, who I assure you feels extremely gratified by his visit to Hillingdon Park.

In looking at the arrangements of the county, I see there is no magistrate in your immediate neighbourhood since the lamented death of Mr. Westbury; and it occurred to me that it might perhaps be agreeable to you, and beneficial to the public service, if you were placed in the Commission of the Peace. Should it be so, and you will have the kindness to notify such your desire to me, I beg to say I shall have great pleasure in submitting your name for the approval of the Lord Chancellor. With the repeated expression of our thanks,; and with the Duchesss and my compliments to Mrs. Jorrocks, I remain, dear sir, yours very obediently, DONKEYTON, Donkeyton Castle.

G. JORROCKS, ESQ., Hillingdon Park.

Joy shows itself in various ways. Some people run and kiss their wives, some shout, some sing, some dance, some cry, some kick their hat-crowns out, some get blazing drunk, some throw money about, while a few fall on their knees and return thanks.

Mr. Jorrockss joy generally went off in a few clumsy pirouettes on alternate legs, and then a sudden subsidence into contemplative reflection in his great arm-chair. Our friend having indulged in a few of his usual antics, sunk, letter in hand, into its roomy recesses, and gave his memory a refresher through the bygone days of life.

He then rang the bell for Benjamin.

Binjimin, said he, as soon as the latter appeared, with his usual hang-gallows countenance, for he had just been robbing the larder; Binjimin, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, not knowing exactly how to begin, Binjimin, said he, for the third time, greatness has come down upon me this mornin in a shower  a regular clothes-basketful of honour.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

That great man, the Duke o Donkeyton, has appointed me one of Her Majestys jestices o the peace.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

And, Binjimin, you have always been an honest, sober, meritorious, and industrious servant, and wirtue shall not be its own reward in your case  Ill make you my clerk.

Crikey O! exclaimed Benjamin, clapping his dirty hands.

But, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing his dirty paws, now that you will ave to do with pen and ink and wite paper, you must contrive to keep your hands clean.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

Also your mug, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

And talking of mugs, continued Mr. Jorrocks, now that we are worshipful, it becomes us to be grave and respectable-lookin. You are goin to be adwanced to a post of honour and distinction above your years, therefore it will be necessary to endeavour to make your years come up to the post, as the post will not come down to your years. I shall therefore get you a Welsh wig, and a pair of green specs, also an ushers gown, so that when you sit below me in the justice-room, you may have an imposin and wenerable appearance, and may awe the waggabones by your looks.

I think a big vip would be better, observed Benjamin, not relishing being made a guy of.

A big vips a good thing in its way, Binjimin, replied Mr. Jorrocks, but a wigs the thing for strikin awe into the be older. Its an old sayin, that there were ten men ung for every inch they curtailed in the judges wigs. Howsomever, you must wear one, observed Mr. Jorrocks determinedly, and Benjamin, knowing it was no use resisting, quietly withdrew, to communicate his elevation to Betsey, leaving his master ruminating in his arm-chair.

Joshua Sneakington was next sent for, and after somewhat of a similar prologue, was invested with the order of constable  an order exceedingly to his mind, as it gave him legal authority to bully the township.

Our old friend, Bill Bowker, was next written to, with similar information, and a request that he would rummage the book-stalls for a second-hand copy of Burn, Mr. Jorrocks being determined to do justice in the old-fashioned way  substantial justice  every man his own clerk. Bill was still touring for the League, on a diminishing-influence salary. But we have forgotten to give Mr. Jorrockss reply to the Duke. It was as follows:  

MY LORD DUKE,  I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your agreeable letter, and note the contents. I will not, my Lord Duke, indulge in the episcopal language of mock umility, and say,  nolo beakopari, but I will use the language of J. J., and say, I shall be werry much obleged to your Lordship to make me a beak. I looks upon a beak as the greatest of men! He says  to number a hundred and one, You go and catch me a waggabone, and forthwith he grabs a man called John Brown. Now, John, says his worship, youre an interminable rogue, youve been arter my fizzants and my ares, and Ill transport you to all eternity. Then he axes him what he has got for to say; and John tells his story, and his worship orders him off to the ulks. But I need not inform your Grace of all the greatness that belongs to the grand order of beak; how they sit with their hats on, how they order people out o court, and how they return thanks for their healths at farmers dinners, and expound the grand duties and dignities of beaks. All this I shall be most happy to do, and, therefore, not to trouble your Grace unnecessarily on the subject, I shall only add, that the sooner you makes me a beak, the sooner I shall begin to execute jestice and maintain truth. Not that I thinks the truth will be werry easily maintained, for, betwixt you and I and the wall, people lie uncommon ard when they can get anything by it. Howsomever, never mind that: and so with the respectful compliments of Mrs. Jorrocks and myself to her Grace and the Marquis, I have the honour to subscribe myself, my Lord Duke, yours to serve, 

JOHN JORROCKS, not G. JORROCKS.



HILLINGDON HALL, not PARK.



The Duke was rather shocked when he got this epistle, for though he knew Mr. Jorrocks was not very refined, still he did not expect finding him making such a hash of himself upon paper. However, the mischief was done; he had offered to make him a magistrate, and could not now back out without giving offence. Moreover, Mr. Jorrocks was a Whig.

In due time an intimation arrived from the Clerk of the Peace that Her Majesty had been pleased to approve of the insertion of Mr. Jorrockss name in the Commission of the Peace, and that he could take the oaths at any adjourned session, if he would give the Clerk a weeks notice. Accordingly, our hero returned answer that he was ready to take the oaths immediately, and would attend at the next sessions for the purpose.

Mr. Jorrocks, many years before, ere fame had marked him for her own, had been hauled up, as the saying is, for a little poaching trespass, and had imbibed his first impression of a county justice from the one before whom he was taken, or rather before whom the case was ultimately tried at the Croydon Sessions, for our hero appealed against the original conviction. From this suburban beak  Mr. Tomkins of Tomkins, near Croydon  Mr. Jorrocks drew his first impression what a solemn magistrate should be like, and, overhauling his wardrobe, our worthy friend converted himself as near as he could into the prototype of his great original. First, he floured his wig  powder he would not use, because he had no notion of being taxed for his consequence; and he gave his blue coat collar a dash behind, as though it had been done by the rolling of a pig-tail. His blue coat and buff waistcoat were both his best, and a pair of antediluvian leather breeches, much cut and slashed about the waist and knees, met a pair of exceedingly scratched mahogany tops, adorned with a pair of heavy lacklustre spurs. Thus attired, with Benjamin in a suit of plain clothes, converted out of some of his masters cast-offs, beside him, and Joshua Sneakington, in his Sunday apparel, in the seat behind, magistrate, clerk, and constable set off for the ancient town of Sellborough, in the old rattle-trap fire-engine-looking carriage, drawn by Mr. Jorrockss horse, the renowned Dickey Cobden.

Sellborough, as its name would imply, was formerly a parliamentary borough; but having had the misfortune of being Schedule Ad, it had lost a considerable part of its commerce and consequence. It was a drowsy-looking place  a wide, scrambling sort of town, forming something like a square, with little off-shoot streets, starting off in all directions. There were two churches and two parsonage-houses, enclosed with high walls, among trees, and the usual sort of store-shops  grocers selling ribbons and British wines, booksellers dealing in candles and confectionery, and milliners in soap and crockery-ware. Trade there was none, save on a market day, and that was purely agricultural produce, varied, perhaps, by an itinerant hawker and pedlar pitching his cart and selling his edgeless knives and pointless needles  pointless as his jokes  by auction. It had also its two inns  Whig and Tory  which was about the only vestige of the good old times that remained. The Dukes Head, of course, was the Whig house  the Crown and Sceptre the Tory. We need hardly say the Dukes Head was the Duke of Donkeytons, for as in London there is but one Duke, so in the country the Dukes Head always denotes the caput of the great man of the district. The Dukes Head was then in the ascendant, as appeared by the newly-painted green window-shutters, and a booted postboy lounging about the door in conversation with a crooked-legged ostler. It is very odd how many hangers-on there are about inns with a leg on a curve. Mr. Jorrockss rattle-trap, bumping and jingling over the grass-grown cobble-stone pavement, drew countless ringlets to the windows, a noise of any sort being a real godsend to the young ladies of Sellborough, who were terribly moped. A race and a new-years-eve ball were all the gaiety they could raise in the year, and men were lamentably scarce. This is generally the case in towns without trade; the young men leave them as soon as they are fledged in search of more bustling places, from whence they are seldom suffered to return  single.

The Court-House was in the centre of the town, raised on stone pillars above the old shambles of the market-place  a place containing, perhaps, a dozen stalls; and hither our hero repaired, after he had seen Dickey Cobden put up, attended by his suite.

The Court was in full flower when Mr. Jorrocks entered. The Chairman, a red-hot Tory, sat with his hat on, with three brother Tories on his right, and a solitary Whig on his left. This was Captain Bluster, a most unpalatable magistrate, who had thrown the Tory bench into convulsions when he appeared, about a year before, to take the oaths. There is nothing so sensitive as a bench of magistrates. With the exception of those who take their seats as a matter of course, and who elevate the office, rather than the office elevating them, the envy, jealousy, and detraction that take place on the appearance of a newcomer is truly ridiculous. Each questionable occupant man feels himself personally injured  lowered. Gentlemen who were scouted when they came, now scout with double vigour in return.

Captain Bluster was a fine instance of the scouting principle. All eyes were turned up with horror when he came. It was a downright insult to the bench. The Lord-Lieutenant must wish to drive all gentlemen from it. Captain Bluster!  late master of a trader  now dealer in pigs, treacle, and all other game, as the song says, to be forced upon them  it was not to be borne. They would all resign.

We wonder how many benches have threatened to do the same?  

However, Captain Bluster was not to be put down. Indeed, he was one of those coarse-minded, hard-bitten, vulgar beggars, that cannot understand any coolness short of a kick, and had horrified the Sellborough bench so by his forward impudence, that several had left it altogether, and the Captain seemed likely to have it all to himself, when the Lord-Lieutenant intimated that he should be obliged to make some more magistrates if they did not pull better together. This had the desired effect, and the Tory tide was on the return, when Mr. Jorrocks again raised the storm.

If a man goes into Guildhall  at a session, for instance  he cannot help being struck with the resemblance there is among the loose purple-robed, white-faced, flabby, live turtle looking things ranged on each side of the chair, called Aldermen or Common Councilmen, that all look as if they were made in the same mould and a similar resemblance runs through mankind generally, breaking them into classes. There was a strong sort of likeness between Mr. Jorrocks and Captain Bluster  so strong, that any one at a glance would say, Those men are of the same breed. Not that they were like when you came to compare their faces, but the style and general appearance were the same; the same bull heads, the same big broad backs, the same great clumsy limbs, the same manner, or want of manner. In point of looks, Mr. Jorrocks bad the advantage, the twinkle of his cheerful eye and humorous expression of his countenance giving an air of good nature to his face; while Captain Blusters coarse bristly-red hair, stiff scrubbing-brush-looking whiskers under his chin, freckled face, ferrety eyes, broad, flat-ended, snub nose, and thick-lipped mouth, gave him a very bull-dog sort of air. The general harshness of his appearance was heightened by a blue coat and metal buttons, ugly spotted waistcoat on a buff ground, blue trousers, and high-lows.

An evident shudder ran along the Tory end of the bench as Mr. Jorrocks entered at the other, and all eyes were turned upon the new Justice. The Chairman, who was just disposing of a case, made Mr. Jorrocks a very low bow; and the Clerk having produced a great skin of parchment, and informed their worships that there was a gentleman going to take the oaths  forthwith turned to Mr. Jorrocks for the purpose of administering them, amid half-suppressed expressions of disgust from the bench. Downright insult!  Resign to-night!  Political purpose!  Disgrace to the country!  Greasy old chandler!  The Duke must be mad. Mr. Jorrocks, having taken the book in his right hand, proceeded to repeat, after the Clerk, the following oath:  

I, John Jorrocks, do sincerely promise and swear that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to Her Majesty Queen Wictoria: so help me God. And thereupon he gave the Testament a hearty smack.

Please to repeat after me again, said the Clerk  

I, John Jorrocks, do swear that I do from my eart obor, detest, and abjure, as impious and heretical, that damnable doctrine and position that Princes excommunicated or deprived by the Pope or any authority of the See of Rome, may be deposed or murthered by their subjects, or any other whatsoever. And I do declare that no foreign prince, person, prelate, state, or potentate, hath, or ought to have, any jurisdiction, power, superiority, pre-eminence, or authority, ecclesiastical or spiritual, within this realm: so help me God.

No more they ought, observed Mr. Jorrocks, kissing the book.

Now, again, said the Clerk, commencing with a third oath  

I, John Jorrocks, do truly and sincerely acknowledge, profess, testify, and declare, in my conscience, before God and the world, that our Sovereign Lady Queen Wictoria  

Not Wictoria, but Victoria observed the Clerk.

Victoria, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, that-our Sovereign Lady Queen Wictoria is lawful and rightful Queen of this realm, and all other Her Majestys dominions and countries thereunto belonging: and I do solemnly and sincerely declare that I do believe, in my conscience, that not any of the descendants of the person who pretended to be Prince of Whales  

Not Whales, but Wales, observed the Clerk.

I said Whales, observed Mr. Jorrocks, adding, but I dont know who youre a talkin about. The Prince o Whales cant ave no heirs, hes only a babby.

Never mind that, replied the Clerk, you follow me, if you please, sir. And I do solemnly and sincerely declare, that I do believe, in my conscience, that not any of the descendants of the person who pretended to be Prince of Whales, during the life of the late King James the Second  

I doesnt know nothin about King James the Second, observed Mr. Jorrocks, breaking off again, with a shake of the head, amid the hearty laughter of the bench.

Thats nothing, sir, observed the Clerk; its a mere matter of form.

Well, but why should I swear agin a genlman that I knows nothin whatever of, and wot has never done me no arm?

Oh sir, its a mere matter of form, repeated the Clerk.

So chaps always say when they come to got one to accept a bill for them, observed Mr. Jorrocks; mere matter o form  I doesnt like these mere matters o form.

Well, but all these gentlemen on the bench have sworn the same thing. Indeed, you cant be a magistrate unless you do. Pray let us go on, for you are not half done yet, and it only wants a quarter to twelve.

And I do solemnly and sincerely declare that I do believe in my conscience, that not any of the descendants of the person who pretended to be Prince of Whales during the life of the late King James the Second, and, since his decease, pretended to be and took upon himself the style and title of King of England  

Never heard of the genlman, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

By the name of James the Third, or of Scotland by the name of James the Eighth, or the style and title of King of Great Britain, hath any right or title whatsoever to the crown of this realm  

Certainly not, said Mr. Jorrocks, its our Queens, and Ill stand up for her!

Or any other the dominions thereunto belonging, read the Clerk, followed by Mr. Jorrocks, and I do renounce, refuse, and abjure any allegiance or obedience to any on em.

So I do, said Mr. Jorrocks, giving the book another hearty smack.

But thats not all, said the Clerk; you must swear a little more yet. Please repeat after me again  

And I do swear that I will bear faith and true allegiance to Her Majesty Queen Wictoria, and her will defend to the utmost of my power against all traitorous conspiracies and attempts whatsoever, which shall be made against her person, crown, and dignity.

So I vill, observed Mr. Jorrocks, panting for breath.

And I will do my utmost endeavour to disclose and make known to Her Majesty and her successors all treasons and traitorous conspiracies which I shall know to be again her or any on em.

And ow am I to do that? inquired Mr. Jorrocks; write to her, or how?

Oh, just let the Clerk of the Peace know  Her Majesty (wont trouble you to write to her yourself.

No trouble  rayther a pleasure, observed Mr. Jorrocks. And I do faithfully promise to the utmost of my power to support, maintain, and defend the succession of the crown against the descendants of the said James.

I dare say none o them will trouble it, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Very likely not, replied the Clerk, adding, please to repeat after me  

And against all other persons whatever, read on the Clerk, which succession, by an Act intituled An Act for the further limitation of the crown, and better securing the rights and liberties of the subject, is, and stands limited to the Princess Sophia, electress and Duchess-Dowager of Hanover, and the heirs of her body, being Protestants. And all these things I do plainly and sincerely acknowledge and swear, according to these express words by me spoken, and according to the plain and common-sense understanding of the same words, without any equivocation, mental evasion, or secret reservation whatsoever.

Wait a minute till I get wind, begged Mr. Jorrocks; you really run me off my legs, you go so fast.

And I make this recognition, acknowledgment, abjuration, renunciation, and promise, heartily, willingly, and truly, upon the faith of a true Christian.

Deed do I not observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself. So help me God. Kiss the book.

Thereupon Mr. Jorrocks kissed it again.  

Having gulped these, and one or two other similar and equally sensible oaths, our excellent friend sank exhausted on the bench  a full-blown beak.  

Captain Bluster, who had been waiting the completion of the ceremony, now seized him by the hand, and congratulated Mr. Jorrocks on becoming one of them.

Thankee, puffed Mr. Jorrocks; thankee, repeated he, adding, as he looked at the Captain, you have the adwantage o me.  

My names Bluster, observed the Captain, Captain Bluster; Ive heard of you  glad to see you on the bench  very proper appointment; adding confidentially, in a whisper in Mr. Jorrockss ear, these Tory beggars want looking after; well keep them in order.

Youre one o the right sort, I spose, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

True blue? observed Captain Bluster, with a wink; down with the bishops!

Civil and religious liberty, the greatest good for the greatest number  goverment without patronage, as it was in our day, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

You had better put on your hat, observed Captain Bluster; theres no doing justice with your hat off.

No more there is! replied Mr. Jorrocks, sticking it a-top of his wig, and giving it a thump on the crown that sounded through the Court, and sent a shower of flour over his own face.

The Clerk having pocketed Mr. Jorrockss ten pounds for all the oaths he had made him swallow, now called on the next case Mortimer Green against John Tugwell.

The parties being ranged at the bar, the Clerk, taking up the information, addressed himself to the defendant, saying This is an information charging you with having, on Friday night last, put your ass into a field of oats belonging to the complainant, Mortimer Green. You will hear the evidence against you.

Mrs. Mortimer Green was then sworn to speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

This being Mrs. Greens first appearance before that august tribunal, a bench of magistrates, she was rather nervous; and Captain Bluster, thinking to show off before Mr. Jorrocks, addressed her fiercely with  

Now, maam! why dont you speak?

Please, gentlemen, I was going to say  

Going! Why didnt you say it?

Mrs. Green stared.

Now, what are you gaping at? why dont you speak? who are you? where do you come from? whats your name? whats brought you here? Tell us all about it!

Please, gentlemen, recommenced Mrs. Green, last Friday  no, last Thursday as is gone a fortnight  

Now, whether do you mean Thursday or Friday? roared Captain Bluster; remember youre on your oath.

Please, gentlemen, last Thursday as is gone a fortnight, my husband took badly in his stomach  

Good God! what has your husbands stomach to do with the case? Why dont you tell us about the ass?

I was going to, sir, when you interrupted me, observed Mrs. Green, addressing Captain Bluster.

Me interrupted you! I never interrupted you.! Why dont you tell us about the ass?

Perhaps we had better let her tell the story in her own way, observed the Chairman; it will, perhaps, save time in the end. Now, my good woman, continued he, addressing the witness encouragingly, tell us as shortly as you can what you have to say about this man and his ass.

Please, gentlemen, observed Mrs. Green, gathering herself together for a third effort, last Thursday as is gone a fortnight, my husband took bad in his stomach, and I went down to Doctor Boluss to get a pennorth of peppermint water  peppermint water, you see, gentlemen, is recommended in these cases     

Hang your peppermint water, growled Captain Bluster; Ill be bound to say youre a regular old thief.

And as the doctor wasnt in when I got there, continued the witness, I sat down in the back kitchen to smoke my pipe and wait till he came.

Nasty stinkin old beast, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, who hated tobacco.

It so happened, you see, gentlemen, that the doctors people had been washing that day, and all the wet clothes were in the front kitchen, or I should have gone in there.

Well, never mind that, observed the Chairman; tell us now what happened to you as you sat in the back kitchen?

Well, and I hadnt sat there very long, not more than a quarter of an hour at farthest, when just as the young lady of the house  thats the third little girl like  came in with her kitten, and she asked Susan, thats the cook, for a saucerful of skim milk for it, and  

Oh dear me, cant you tell us about the ass? roared Captain Bluster again, regardless of the Chairmans recommendation.

I was going to, sir, when you interrupted me, again observed Mrs. Green.

Me interrupt you! I didnt interrupt you  I never interrupt anybody  I cant interrupt anybody.

Well, now, what happened, continued the Chairman, anxious to help the complainant on; did the girl go for the milk?

That was just what I was going to tell you, gentlemen, observed the imperturbable witness. Said she, thats Susan  said she, thats the third saucerful of skim milk youve asked me for to-day, Miss Elizabeth; and really if you stuff your cat so full, itll catch no mice; however, the young lady was so pressing, that Susan at last consented, and getting the key of the dairy off the kitchen range, just from behind a plate like, continued the witness, running her hand along the rail at the bar, as if in the act of feeling for a key, she took the empty saucer off the floor, and went away to get it. Well, she hadnt been gone I dare say the length of a minute, when I heard a knock at the door  one knock, like that, giving the bar a rap with her knuckles, and thinking it might be somebody wanting the doctor, I laid down my pipe and went to open it. Well, you see, there was a small chain on the door, which I didnt see at first, and so before I got it open there was another knock.

 Whos there? said I. Open the door, said some one, and see; and accordinglie I did, and there stood this man, with an arm full of brooms, and an ass laden with more at his side.

Well now, interrupted the Chairman, we dont want to hear about any bargaining that took place or anything that passed about the brooms, but tell us as shortly as you can when you saw the ass again.

Yes, gentlemen, replied the old lady, evidently disconcerted, and giving her nose a wipe with a folded-up red handkerchief. Well then, but I should tell you that by this time Susan, that is the cook, had got back with the milk  . the skim milk, and  



D  n the milk! roared Captain Bluster, didnt you hear the Chairman tell you to stick to the ass? Do you think weve got nothing to do but sit here and listen to your rambling stories?

Well, then, sir, Im sure youre very welcome to go, replied the old lady with great naïveté, producing a burst of laughter from the bench and bystanders.

Cant you tell us about finding the ass in the corn without going into other particulars? asked the Chairman.

Well, sir, your worship, what you please.

Nay, its what you please, only we should like you to get on with your story.

Well then, gentlemen, on Thursday night, or early on Friday morning, my husband took badly in his stomach again, and after trying if the pains wouldnt go off with warm flannels and ginger, he asked me to put on my clothes and go to Doctor Boluss for another pennorth of peppermint water. This was just about daybreak; but there was a heavy mist that morning, and it might be rather later than we thought, for our clock had run down, and as we were going to have her cleaned, my husband thought it wasnt worth having her wound up until that was done. Well, as I went down the lane, I saw a pair of long ears bobbing up and down in our corn, and being struck with astonishment, I stood debating whether to go back to my husband or to see to it myself; but thinking of the badliness of his stomach, and the dampness of the morning, I considered I had better face it myself; and so, on I went, and just as I got to the gate at the turn of the road, I saw this villain coming over the hedge, pulling his ass after him through the hedge.

Very good, said the Chairman, glad to get to the end of the story. You swear that you saw a man bringing his ass out of your field, and that this is the man.

Oh, I swear thats the man, for I went up to him, and abused him right well.  

We dont doubt that, observed Captain Bluster.

Now, Tugwell, said the Chairman, addressing the defendant, you hear what that witness says. Do you wish to ask her any questions?  

Undoubtedly I do, your worship, replied the man  a swarthy, herculean-looking fellow, with corkscrew ringlets, open neck, green plush waistcoat with yellow sprigs, and a double row of blue-bead buttons, cord breeches, dirty white stockings, and heavy laced ankle-boots. Didnt I forewarn you, with great gravity asked he, when I saw you at Doctor Boluss, to make up your gap, otherwise my ass would be getting into your field?

Never such a thing! screamed the old lady, never such a thing! We talked about nothing but the price of the brooms: you said you could sell cheaper than anybody else, for though they all stole their stuff, you stole yours ready made.

Thats all gammon! Id scorn the action! replied the defendant, with an indignant curl of the lip. Im noted as the honestest besom-maker on our circuit. Your worships, my character stands too high to be damaged by such an old devil as this.

We cant allow such language here, observed Captain Bluster sharply.  

Your defence is, I suppose, said the Chairman, that the field was not properly fenced, and so your ass got in.

Precisely so, your worship, replied the man, adopting the idea, or rather assenting to it, for it is the usual defence of the brotherhood.

Pray, then, may I ask where you keep your ass? inquired the Chairman.

Sometimes in one place, sometimes in another, your worship. Mercantile men like us, your worship, are generally on the move, and we are obliged to put up with such quarters as we can get.

Ay, but had you, on the night on which your ass is charged with being in Greens corn-field, any place to put him?

Why, not exactly, your worships. I was intending to be on the move by daylight, and I just turned the poor beast into the lane, and this stupid old woman persisting in not making up her gap, why, Im ashamed to say he so far forgot himself as to go in. Its the first time, your worships, I assure you, such a thing ever happened, and it will be the last, for, without any disrespect to your worships, I feel this is not a place for a respectable man to be in.

The Clerk, on referring to his books, contradicted Tugwells assertion, by observing that he had been convicted of a similar offence in a clover-field about a twelvemonth before.

The Chairman observed that depasturing an animal on a highway was an offence punishable by fine. The justices then considered their sentence. Mr. Brown had no doubt Tugwell was an old offender. Mr. Green would have been better pleased if he had been caught going into the field instead of coming out. The Chairman inquired what state the fence was in, and found it was very good. Captain Bluster thought, if he broke the fence, he might be caught under the Wilful Damage Act.

What does Mr. Johnson think? inquired the Chairman, addressing Mr. Jorrocks.  

Jorrocks is his name, observed Captain Bluster, with a growl.

I beg his pardon, said the Chairman, with a low bow. Pray, what does Mr. Jorrocks think?

Mr. Jorrocks then, with great gravity, delivered himself of the following opinion:  

Every man wot keeps a jackass is a waggabone, said he very slowly. Every man wot keeps a jackass keeps a pair of big panniers also, and theres no sayin wot on airth goes into them.

Mr. Jorrocks paused.  

Then what do you think should be done to him? asked the Chairman. What punishment shall we inflict upon him?

Skin him alive! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, looking as if he would eat the defendant.

Im afraid thats hardly law, observed the Clerk, looking respectfully up at his ten-pound friend.

If its not law, its what law ought to be, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with great gravity.

A very good observation! very capital observation! observed Captain Bluster, as soon as Mr. Jorrocks bad done; youll make an excellent magistrate.

I think I shall, said Mr. Jorrocks, I think I shall, as soon as I get up a little law at least.

Captain Bluster: Oh, hang the law! The less law one has in a justice-room the better. Get Stones Justices Pocket Manual, itll keep you all right as to form; and if you read Sam Slick, it will do you more good than all the rubbishing stuff the lawyers write put together. Stone for the law  Slick for the sense.

Stone for the law and Slick for the sense, repeated Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes; and the first time youre in London go to the Judge and Jury Court at the Garricks Head in Bow Street, and learn some Latin sentences from Chief Baron Richards  Latin tells well from the bench.

The Chairman then informed the prisoner that he was convicted, and had to pay to Her Majesty the Queen the sum of one pound over and above the costs of the prosecution and the amount of the damage done by the donkey.

The defendant pleaded hard in mitigation.

No, said the Chairman; we have dealt very leniently with you.

You are liable to a months imprisonment, with hard labour, in the House of Correction, observed another.

One month! six months! rejoined a third; this is a second offence.

Whipping also! exclaimed a fourth, this conviction being before a bench of magistrates.

The mercantile man then begged for time, his trade being seriously depressed.

By the police protecting the woods, I suppose, observed the Chairman.

You must pay the money down, grunted Captain Bluster, nullum, tempus occurrit Regi. The Queen stands no nonsense.

Mr. Jorrocks, on leaving the Court, which he did after hearing a few more cases similar to the foregoing, strutted very consequentially down the middle of the street, making the quiet monotony of the place more apparent by the noisy clamour of his boots. He felt like a very great man.

He ran his mind through the backward course of life  thought of the time when he swept out his masters shop for his meat  then when he got a trifle for wages  next how he was advanced to a clerkship  how he bought his first pair of top-boots  how he stamped out two pair before he got a horse; his horses then came in chronological order, like kings and queens in a Memoria Technicha. His first, a white one, that tumbled neck and croup with him down Snow Hill, and broke both its own knees and his nose; his second, a brown, that always tried to kick him over his head when he mounted; and so he went on through a long list, the recollection of each bringing with it many other interesting associations.

Then he thought of the day when he was elected a member of the Surrey Hunt, and of the glories and honours he had reaped in that sporting country. Then of his advancement to the mastership of the Handley Cross Foxhounds, his short though brilliant reign at the Spa, and now how a whole wheelbarrowful of greatness had been heaped upon him in the shape of a J.P.-ship.

Vell, said he, feeling his chin with one handy and sliding a whole handful of half-crown pieces down the smooth inside leather of his breeches pocket with the other; veil, said he, for all this I am but mortal man.

Just as our friend had indulged in this humble-minded observation, he crossed the street at an angle to get back to the Dukes Head, and the mail-gig hurrying up at the time, rather drove him from his point, and caused him to land opposite Mr. Pippin, the fruiterers.

Mr. Pippin was a game-seller as well as a fruiterer, and the 12th of August drawing nigh, he had stuck a newly gilt and lettered sign to that effect over his door:  

Pippin, Fruiterer, and Licensed Dealer in Game, read Mr. Jorrocks, in that vacant sort of way that people read anything that comes in their way.

Pippin, Fruiterer and Game-seller, said he to himself, shortening the sign. Wonders if hes got any cranberries. Mr. J. was very fond of cranberries.

Have you got any cranberries? asked he of Pippin, who, on the look-out for squalls, now rushed to the door.

Not any cranberries, sir; particular nice gooseberries, strawberries, cauliflowers, radishes, fish sauces of all kinds, sir; cucumbers, cigars, pickles  expect some peas in tonight, sir  step in, sir; step in.

Mr. Jorrocks complied, but oh! what a sight greeted him on the opposite wall three brace of grouse hanging by the neck! Mr. Jorrocks stood transfixed.

How now? exclaimed he, as speech returned, and with staring eye-balls he turned to the shopkeeper.

How now? repeated he, pointing to the birds, grouse for sale before the 12th of August.

Five shillings a brace, replied Mr. Pippin, quite unconcerned; we generally charge six, but the seasons coming on, and we shall soon get plenty more.

Plenty more, roared Mr. Jorrocks; arent you shamed of yourself?

Oh dear no, sir, not at all; take the whole for fourteen shillings.

Til fourteen you! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, stamping with rage, Ill fourteen you, you waggabone. Im one of Her Majestys jestices o the peace nullum tempus occurrit somethin  the Queen stands no nonsense  Ill fine you!

What for, sir? inquired Mr. Pippin.

For havin game afore the twelfth  Ill summons you directly, added Mr. Jorrocks, hurrying out of the shop.

Please say theyre stuffed-! roared Mr. Pippin after him.


CHAPTER XX.
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THIS DONE, HE took the dame about the neck, 

And kissed her lips with such a clamorous smack, 

That at the parting all the room did echo.



CRANIOLOGY.  A science that virtually professes to discover how the interior of a house is furnished, from a mere examination of the inequalities upon the roof of it.  



WE have not seen anything of our friends the Flathers since the Marquiss brougham drove away from their door, and they contributed their quota (as it is supposed) to the heaviness of the Hillingdon letter-bag.

What passed on the occasion of the Marquiss visit we are not at liberty to mention. Indeed we dont know  most probably Mrs. Flather would have him a little to herself at first, during which she would hint at her great esteem for him  but her duty to guard her daughter from the risk of forming hopeless attachments; and then at the proper period Emma would appear suffused in tears, and Mrs. Flather would possibly leave them to themselves a little. All this, however, is chiefly conjecture  or at best mere servants gossip, formed from an outline of what Mrs. Flathers boy in buttons communicated to Benjamin, who detailed it to Betsey for the information of Mrs. Jorrocks. Our readers must therefore just give such credence to the story as they consider it worth. It will be remembered that each party claimed the victory, and each indulged in the usual crow.

The story was  for we may as well tell it out now that we have begun  that the boy in buttons having taken it into his head to water the myrtle below the window, saw the Marquis with Emmas head on his shoulder, administering consolation to her eyes with his blue bandana. As a justice would say  that may, or may not be  it may be true, or it may be a lie  it may be Betseys lie  it may be Benjamins lie  or it may be the boy in buttons lie  it may be true and yet have nothing in it. The Marquis might merely be doing what any man in such a situation would do, trying to soothe the poor girl. Had she been on his knee, we think the case would have been different. The presumption then would have been that he had got her there  at least we hope so. As it was, there was very little but supposition in the case. Our own opinion, however, is that there was something in it, though whether intentional on the part of the Marquis, or merely one of those involuntary, inadvertent, consolatory acts a man sometimes commits when suddenly beset by a pretty girl in tears, is another question. We dare say the Marquis would be very tender  very soft, and very likely say many things he never intended. A pretty girl in tears is a very dangerous thing, more especially when the tears are caused, or supposed to be caused, by ones self. We fear the Marquis said more than was prudent. Very possibly he thought no more of it after he had bowled away in his brougham; but Mrs. Flathers more than insinuation to Mrs. Jorrocks that her daughter and the Marquis were engaged, with the profusion of letters that showered into the Hillingdon letter-box, were presumptive evidence that the words had made some impression on her daughter.

A country post-office is a queer place. The post-mistress  for they are generally kept by ladies  has a sort of intuitive acquaintance with every letter that comes or goes, knows who they are from, and can guess pretty nearly what they are about. There is none of that tranquil easy security one feels, or rather used to feel, when dropping a letter into the well-accustomed depths of a large town post-office, where the variety of writings, the number of letters, the hurry of sorting, put all idea of curiosity out of the question. The country post-office generally consists of a black pane, with a slit in the middle of it, put into the parlour window with the words Post-Office, done in white letters, above or below; and the letter, instead of passing, as the sender perhaps supposes, from all observation until it greets the eyes of the expectant receiver, drops through the hole into a plate or a table in the parlour, or perhaps in the bar of a public-house, where the landlady or her daughters are sewing, or drawing drops of comfort for the customers in the kitchen. Down it glides, and is immediately whipped up; and if the handwriting is unknown, and the seal uninforming, the postmistress has nothing to do but open the sash and look up and down street to see who was the party putting it in. Townspeople wouldnt believe the curiosity there is in the country.

But to return to Emma Flather and the Marquis of Bray.

The usual answers of congratulation, with the usual amount of sincerity  some with good-natured, ill-suppressed wishes that the news might not be too good to be true, or hopes that such an alteration might not injure the head of either party  having been received, each party rested on their oars in expectation of a move from the Castle. The cock-a-hoopness of both mammas was considerably lessened on finding that each had similar expectations, and a thought occasionally glanced across their minds that it might have been better had they waited till they were a little more certain ere they announced the thing. One Marquis for two ladies would do nothing, still we dare say our readers will agree with us that it would not have been natural not to have announced it immediately. Indeed, the Marquiss manner was so truly love-making, that the villagers all set it down as a fixed thing; and even Johnny Wopstraw, who happened to be passing along on the top of his wain, observed to his wife when he got home that he thought upon the who-o-ole there was a young gentleman making love to Miss Eliza. The change in, the Marquiss costume, and the height from which Johnny overlooked down, prevented him recognising his over-night orator and draining-tile maker.

Thus things stood for at least a fortnight, each day adding additional uneasiness to the ladies. Every post delivery was anxiously looked for; every large seal that passed in review as Mrs. Medler sorted the letters was conjured into the impress of a ducal coronet, or a marquiss at least, with the reverse side directed to Mrs. Flather or Mrs. Trotter. Still it came not, neither was there anything heard of the Marquis, except that he had got a bad cold. This, however, was some consolation, enabling them to account in some measure for his silence. As a set-off against this, however, they had to take into account the Dukes letter to Mr. Jorrocks offering him a J.P.-ship, in which nothing was said of the marriage, or even hinted at. All this was very perplexing.

Mr. Jorrocks had now got himself into all his honours. Mr. Bowker had furnished him with a fine old edition of Burns Justice; and Mr. Jones, the bookseller at Sellborough, had supplied him with a copy of Stones Pocket Manual and Sam Slick, according to Captain Blusters recommendation; while Benjamin had been rigged out in a Welsh wig, and a pair of green spectacles with tortoise-shell rims, and a sort of beadles dress, formed out of Mrs. Jorrockss old bombazine gowns. Moreover, Mr. Jorrocks being a great believer in phrenology, or bampology as he called it, had furnished himself with a copy of Combes Outlines, as also with a plaster of Paris head and phrenological chart, for the purpose of examining such culprits as might be brought before him, and ascertaining their bumps. His sanctum was now converted into a justice-room. In the centre, behind a high desk, stood an important old carved black oak arm-chair, on a raised stand: while below the desk were stools and a table, for Benjamin and Joshua Sneakington to sit and cry silence and take the depositions upon.

In other respects the sanctum underwent little change; the old red morocco hunting-chair occupying one side of the fireplace, a sporting picture screen and a coal scuttle the other.

Here, as his worship sat in the hunting-chair, thinking first of one thing, then of another  when his apples would be ripe, whether he should buy Browns bull, whether Thompsons wouldnt be better  one loud knock at the door informed him that Benjamin was there, and before our friend had let his leg down that he had been nursing, in came the boy and stood before him.

Please, sir, youre wanted, sir, said Benjamin.

Vanted, Binjimin, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, pulling his wig straight; who vants me now, I wonder  jestice or gentlefolk? Mr. J. had now two sorts of visitors.

Gentlefolk, I thinks, said Benjamin; at least, she wants you alone. Its a ooman  old mother Flather.

Mrs. Flather, you should say, Binjimin; there are no old women in this world. Ill see her in a minute, added he, running to a small mirror, and adjusting his neckcloth and frill.

My dear Mrs. Flather, Im werry appy to see you, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as Mrs. Flather came sidling in past Benjamin, who stood with the door in his hand, arranging the latch so as to see through the key-hole. Take a chair; pray take a chair, added he, passing her on to the one he had just vacated, and motioning Benjamin to leave the room.

Heres a werry fine day, observed he, pressing her shoulder to get her to sit down in the hunting chair, at the same time drawing a smaller one close to it. Hows Emma? said he.

Pretty well, I thank you, replied Mrs. Flather, throwing up her veil, and setting herself forward, as if for business.

Fine gal, Emma, said Mr. Jorrocks, fine gal! I always says, though, added he, sotto wee, squeezing Mrs., Flathers arm, that the gals of the present day arnt to be compared to their mothers.

Mrs. Flather smiled.

Its a fact, observed Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips as he looked at her. And ows she getting on with the Markis? I hear there are two on em arter him.

Thats just what Ive come to talk to you about, observed Mrs. Flather in a low tone, laying her hand r confidentially on Mr. Jorrockss wrist, as his arm rested on the elbow of her chair. I want a little of your advice.

Always appy to adwise the ladies, observed Mr. Jorrocks, particklar appy. Well jest bolt the door, added he, bundling up and making for it, and then we shallnt be interrupted. You knows wot Byron said about interruptions, observed he, as he bustled towards it.

Having locked it and bolted it too, he resumed his place by the side of Mrs. Flather.

Its a very delicate situation we are in with regard to that young man, observed Mrs. Flather, after a pause; hes engaged my daughters affections, and I really fear hes only making a fool of her.

Werry naughty o him, observed Mr. Jorrocks, werry naughty o him  muttering over the word affection, affection, wondering if it was in Stone  (Mr. Jorrocks did everything judicially now). Yots he done? Kissed her, I spose, added he; kissed her, kissed her; no sich title as that; come under the ead of assault, though. Kissin arnt altogether right, added he to Mrs. Flather, unless, indeed, she consented, and then it is wot us jestices call justifiable kissiside.

Mr. Jorrocks turned to Mrs. Flather, for the purpose of demonstrating the law, when one of Benjamins loud knocks at the door, and attempt to open it, arrested his movement.

Yots append now, Binjimin? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting back; vots append now?

A waggabone! squeaked Benjamin through the door.

Confound them waggabones, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, thinking how to get rid of the charge without bothering himself.

Wotun a nob as he, Binjimin? inquired Mr. Jorrocks; wotun a nob as he?

I hamt examined his nob, replied Benjamin; Jos has only just cotchd him, Jos has only just cotchd him! repeated he.

Oh! confound it, Binjimin, ow can you trouble me in this ere way. Here am I inwestigatin a desprate bugglary, and you comes interruptin of me, without havin taken the dimensions of his coacoa-nut. I tells you, never bring a waggabone forrard until youve examined his perry cranium.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

Then go and do it.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin, muttering as he went, with a shake of the head, desperate bugglary, indeed! I knows better nor that.  

Capital thing, that crazeyology, observed Mr. Jorrocks to Mrs. Flather, as he heard Benjamins footsteps dying away in the passage; gives one a capital idea of a waggabones character; or any ones indeed, added Mr. Jorrocks, looking smilingly at Mrs. Flather, after the frown Benjamins ill-timed interruption had brought over his good-natured countenance had passed away. I should say, now, added he, that your ead would pay a bampologist well for examinin.

Oh, you flatter, Mr. Jorrocks, said Mrs. Flather.

Deed I doesnt, though, replied Mr. Jorrocks, deed I doesnt, though, repeated he; I always says youre the neatest little ooman I knows; neat, pretty little ooman.

Oh, fie! Mr. Jorrocks, said Mrs. Flather, diving into her bag, and producing her best pocket-handkerchief.

Fiddle, O fie! replied Mr. Jorrocks, its the truth, and thats all how and about it. I always says youre the neatest little ooman I know. I likes a little ooman.

I thought youd like big ones, observed Mrs. Flather, looking archly at our friend.

Never such a thing! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, never such a thing! Little uns for my money.

Well, Im sure I always thought you admired big women, observed Mrs. Flather.

Quite a mistake, replied Mr. Jorrocks, quite a mistake; I says big uns are only fit for grenadiers.

Well, thats my opinion, rejoined Mrs. Flather; especially when theyve moustarche, added she, with as sagacious a smile as her unmeaning face could muster. (Mrs. Trotter had a slight pencilling that way.)

Just so, said Mr. Jorrocks, giving her a poke and a wink.

Lets have your nob examined, said he, wishing to turn the conversation before Mrs. Flather made him commit himself further against Mrs. Trotter, a thing our friend had no intention of doing. I should think, continued he, youll have some remarkable fine bamps  observin faculties, knowin faculties, reflective faculties  all sorts o faculties, in fact.

Oh dear no! no such thing! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, resisting Mr. Jorrockss untying of her bonnet-string.

Jest me said Mr. Jorrocks, as if he was nobody. Our friend then divested Mrs. Flather of her bonnet.

Well begin with number one, said he, getting his outlines, and feeling Mrs. Flather behind the ear.

Bamp of amitiveness, said he, looking at his paper with a great black head at the top, marked into divisions corresponding with a classification below. Bamp of amitiveness, werry large  marriage, love. A man shall leave his father and mother, and cleave to his wife; and I spose, by the same rule, a ooman shall leave her father and mother and cleave to her usband. Adesiveness, continued he, feeling a little forward, that means attachment  friendship, and social sympathy, such as exists between you and I, said Mr. Jorrocks, giving Mrs. Flather a kiss.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks! exclaimed Mrs. Flather.

Nobody will hear, said our worthy friend, giving her another.

Well, but now, lets talk about the Marquis, said she, pushing him aside, as he prepared for another salute.

Yell, said he, lets talk about the Markis; wots the specific charge again him?

Why, I cant say that I have any regular charge to make against him, replied Mrs. Flather, putting on her bonnet; indeed, I believe if he was left to himself, he would do what is right and proper; but that odious  you know who I mean  is doing all she can to get him away from us, for her own gawky copper-coloured daughter.

Yell, but that would be larceny, I should think, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a sagacious shake of the head; that would be larceny, I think  stealin a sweetheart; at the same time diving into his pocket to consult his friend Stone.

Larceny has been defined to be, read he, the wrongful takin and carryin away of the personal goods of any one from his possession, with a felonious intent to conwert them to the use of the fender, without the consent of the owner.

That seems werry like the thing, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking full at Mrs. Flather; she wants to conwert the Markis to her own use  at least to the use of her darter  sed quaere, as us lawyers say, is the absolute possession of the Markis in your darter?

But I dont want the law of him, observed Mrs. Flather; indeed, I come to ask your advice more as a friend than as a magistrate.  

Always appy to see you in any capacity, my leetle dack, observed Mr. Jorrocks, giving her another kiss that sounded right through the room.  

Bump of acquisitiveness werry big! holload Benjamin; through the door; and bump o philopro  somethin werry small!

Confound the bouy! growled Mr. Jorrocks, wondering if he had heard the sound; confounded young rascal  does it on purpose I do believe.

Bamp of acquisitiveness, Binjimin! replied Mr. Jorrocks, collecting his faculties; bamp of acquisitiveness, did you say? thats the priggin bamp; wots the rascal been a stealin?

Gooseberries! replied Benjamin.

Gooseberries! repeated Mr. Jorrocks; wots the punishment?

Dont know! replied Benjamin through the door.

Dont know, bouy! Vy didnt you look it out in the book afore ever you came botherinere? Look out gooseberry, I say, or Ill pull your gown over your ead, and send you to the treadmill yourself. These bouys are the devils own, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, half to himself and half to.

Mrs. Flatter. I really sometimes think that bouy takes a pleasure in interruptin o me when Im particklarly engaged  at least plisantly engaged, added he, giving Mrs. Flathers arm a squeeze.

There arnt gooseberry in the book, holload Benjamin through the door, after a long pause, during which he had been listening.

Arnt gooseberry in the book! repeated Mr. Jorrocks; impossible, Binjimin!

There arnt, howsomever.

Look out goose then! replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding to himself, wots sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander; and wots law for goose will most likely be law for gooseberry.

There arnt goose neither! replied Benjamin gold plate  good beaviour  

Ay, good beaviour, indeed, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, thats a thing you knows precious little about.

Goods forfeited  grand jurymen  greyound  grouse  guide - post  guest  gunpowder  gipsies, continued Benjamin, reading on while his master was muttering.

Ord rot it, old your noise, Binjimin! roared Mr. Jorrocks, you are long past goose. Let me look, said he, getting up and making for the door.

Let me look, said he, after he had got it fumbled open, taking Burns Justice from the boy, who stood with the fifth volume open at the index. Mr. Jorrocks began with the Gs at game, and went regularly through them: Gaols  garments  general  gentlemen  gins  glass  gleaning  gloves  to gold plate, where Benjamin had begun, but there was nothing about gooseberry.

Let me look in my Stone, added he, pulling out his pocket manual again. Dare say it will be under the ead of gardens.

Here it is, 94  stealing &c., wegitable productions in gardens.

Mr. Jorrocks then turned to page 94, and read as follows: Wegitable productions growin in gardens  stealing or destroyin, or damagin with intent to steal any plant, root, fruit, or wegitable production, growin in any garden, orchard, nursery ground, ot-ouse, green-ouse, or conservatory. Punishment on conwiction afore one jestice for first offence, imprisonment with or without ard labour in gaol or ouse of Correction for not exceedin six calendar months, or penalty above the walue not exceedin twenty punds.

My vig! added he, but thats tight work. Makes gooseberry stealing werry expensive.

Ow olds the waggabone, Binjimin?

May be a dozen, replied Benjamin.

A dozen  twelve thats to say, repeated Mr. Jorrocks; six months at twelve years old  sharp work. Twenty punds  deal o cash.

Youre sure he stole them, Binjimin?

Jos caught him in the garden; he had both pockets chock-full, and a cabbage in his at.

Cabbage in his at, observed Mr. Jorrocks; wegitable production, thats to say. Well, Binjimin, I think hes too young to send to quod; Ill deal sammarily with the case. Take him to Batsay with my compliments, and say Ill thank her to take him into the laundry and give him a good basternaderin  good strapping thats to say.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.  

A dozen or so, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

And bid her put a pair o stockins in his mouth, so that we maynt be troubled with his noise.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin.

Dirty uns! added Mr. Jorrocks, as Benjamin went away.

And now, my little darlin, said he, patting Mrs. Flather on the back as he shut the door, and returned the pocket manual to the Jorrocklan jacket pocket, and resumed his seat, let us ear all about this naughty bouy and your pretty darter, and lets see if we can deal summarily with him too; bad bouy, I fear! bad bouy: always pullin the gals about.

Well, you see, Mr. Jorrocks, as I said before, its not the Marquis I blame so much as those who entice him away. Im quite sure hes very much attached to Emma, and would do what is right if other people would let him.

Jest so, said Mr. Jorrocks.

Theres something now going on that we cant at all fathom. Nothing could be kinder or more lover-like than he was the morning he called at our house, and yet from that day to this weve heard nothing from him.

Fallen in with summut he likes better praps, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

But that is very wrong, you know, Mr. Jorrocks, observed Mrs. Flather.

No doubt, said Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of his head, no doubt  but its wot Sam Slick calls uman natur.

Well, then, you see, Mr. Jorrocks, I want to ask your advice what is best to be done.  

Best to be done, repeated Mr. Jorrocks, best to be done? Dash my vig if I know.  Do you think you could make out a case if I was to summons him?

Oh! I shouldnt like to take any step of that sort  its not as a justice, but as a gentleman that I come to consult you  friend, rather, let me say, giving the steady old gentleman a sweet smile.

Jest so, said Mr. Jorrocks, giving her a hearty kiss in return. Let us see now, added he, preparing to look at the case in another light. Has he written her any sweet letters?

Why, no; hes not, replied Mrs. Flather, sorry to have to admit the fact. His attentions have been all verbal and personal.

Jest kissin and squeezin, observed Mr. Jorrocks. Youve nothin to show, then? inquired he.

Nothing, replied Mrs. Flather, with a sigh.

No little lockets or bracelets, or poetry pieces  nothin o that sort?

No, responded Mrs. Flather.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not knowing what to do.  

Please, sir, will you have the mutton boiled or roasted? inquired Betsey, who, having noiselessly opened the door, now stood with it in her hand, as the saying is.

D  n the mutton! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, starting up in a perfect fury. Thats jest the way! if ever Im particklar busy  either beakin, or odein, or anything, Im sure to be interrupted by some cussed inquiry about the wittles.

And a pretty row youd make if they warnt to your liking, you nasty ugly old crockadile, replied Betsey, with upturned nose and most indignant look at Mrs. Blather. But I see how it is, added she, throwing her apron up to her face and bursting into tears, I see how it is! repeated she, banging the door to, and hurrying away.

That oomans mad  full o beans, observed Mr. Jorrocks with a shake of the head, as Betseys step died away. Well now, my leetle darlin, lets resume about your darter, and see what we can do in the matter, said he to Mrs. Flather, anxious to return to the subject. Im afeard hes not put his foot quite far enough in it yet.

Not gone far enough, you think? asked Mrs. Flather.

I think not, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Id allow him a leetle more line.

But he offered to her almost the first day; it was love at first sight.  

Then you should have bookd him, observed Mr. Jorrocks. Theres nothinlike takin these young chaps when theyre in the umour safe bind safe finds a beautiful axiom of sweeteartin law.

How do you think ive had better do? asked Mrs. Flather, recollecting who it was that prevented her booking the Marquis at Donkeyton Castle.

Do, now? repeated Mr. Jorrocks; do, now?  faith, thats a difficult question to answer. Shes a nice gals Emma, and a neat gal is Emma  puts her clothes on well  tidy about the pins too; but Lor bless you! she arnt to be compared to her mother.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks, you flatter.

Not a bit, replied Mr. Jorrocks; not a bit. Ive always said, and I still maintains, that the gals of the present day are miles behind their mothers.

You are so complimentary always, Mr. Jorrocks.

They may be as fine, you know, continued Mr. Jorrocks, without noticing the observation, when they get to their hage  that in course I cant say  but at present, Im quite decided in that opinion; gals are nice, pretty, dollish-lookin things, but I says a ooman isnt a ooman till shes forty  fat, fair, and forty! thats the ticket  thats my motto.

Well, but about the Marquis, resumed Mrs. Flather, anxious to keep the volatile Justice to the point. What do you think we had best do?

Best do? repeated Mr. Jorrocks; best do? Vy, Id try fair means fust, and then  and then  and then  

What? ejaculated Mrs. Flather.

Im cussed if I know, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Its hardly, as I said before, exactly within the jurisdiction of a J.P. No doubt our commission is werry extensive  keep the peace  chastise and punish all wot offend again the laws and ordinances  inquire the truth upon the oath of good and lawful men of the county of all manner of felonies, puzzonins, inchantments, sorceries, arts majig, trespasses, forestalling, regratins, ingrossins, and extortions whatsomever; and also of all those who in the counties aforesaid in companies against our peace, in disturbance of our people with armed force have gone or rode or hereafter shall presume to go or ride, and also of all those who have lain in wait, or hereafter shall presume to lie in wait, to maim or cut or quilt or kill our people; and also of all wittlers, and all and singulars other persons who in the buse of weights or measures or in sellin wittles  

Oh, none of those would apply to the Marquis, interrupted Mrs. Flather, fearful Mr. Jorrocks would recite the whole commission to her.

I thinks not either, replied Mr. Jorrocks. We might catch Emma praps as an  enchantress, observed the gallant old Justice, but, as you say, the person you want to catch is the Markis.

Just so, replied Mrs. Flather.

Well, then, its a ticklish thing, observed Mr. Jorrocks; werry like fly-fishin  if you strike too soon, you may lose him altogether. Let him play with the ook a little longer.

But then he doesnt come to play with it, you see, observed Mrs. Flather; thats the difficulty.

I twig, winked Mr. Jorrocks. Spose you take the ook to him.

But we have no excuse for going; besides, nobody ever goes to the Castle without an invitation. Couldnt you, get the Marquis over again? at last asked Mrs. Flather.

Vy, I dont know, replied Mr. Jorrocks, considering, how the thing would cut. I doesnt know, Im sure. Theres a many rings in the ladder atwixt a young Markis and a middle-aged grocer  J.P.; at all events, I should be amost afraid of offendin.

Oh, I dont think you need be under any alarm about that, replied Mrs. Flather; the Duke seemed to like you amazingly, and the Marquis invited himself before.

Thats jest why I think Id best let him inwite himself again, replied Mr. Jorrocks.  

Youd oblige me very much if you would, observed Mrs. Flather, looking at him most lovingly.

Its bad to resist such a hen hangel as you, said Mr. Jorrocks, getting up and bolting the door; but as we dare say our readers have had enough of this dialogue, we will not accompany the parties any further.


CHAPTER XXI.
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STATE YOUR CASE.



SCARCE was Mrs. Flatter gone, and ere Mr. Jorrocks had arranged a composing speech in his mind for Betsey, Benjamin made his appearance to announce the arrival of another customer.

Another customer, Binjimin! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting up, not another waggabone, I opes?

The same as the last, replied Benjamin, with a grin; Mother Trotter this time.  

Missis Trotter, you should say, Binjimin, observed Mr. Jorrocks; I shall be appy to see her.

Dont doubt you, old boy, said Benjamin to himself, as he went away to bring her.

Good mornin, Mrs. Trotter! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as the majestic lady sailed into the room in all the rustle of petticoats and stiff ringlets. Werry appy to see you; pray take a chair  this ere harm one, if you please, drawing the recently occupied red morocco hunting-chair towards her. You neednt mind waitin, Binjimin, said he to the boy, who kept fussing about the desk, as if he was going to act clerk. Benjamin reluctantly retired, carrying with him his wig and gown and spectacles.

Vell, my beauty, said Mr. Jorrocks to Mrs. Trotter, as the door closed, veil, my beauty, said he, his countenance assuming quite a different appearance, and ow are you to-day? Neednt ax that, though, said he, squeezing her elbow, that fine, clear complexion, bright eye, and these full cherry lips, answer that; hes an appy man wot has the kissin on them, I guess!

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks, you shocking man! what would Mrs. Jorrocks say?

Oh, never fear Mrs. Jorrocks, replied our hero; shes away at her school or some of her wagaries.

But if I was to tell her, youd mind, observed Mrs. Trotter, with an emphasis; and I really dont think Im doing my duty in not.

Trust you for that, said the old Cockney Squire, with a wink  



Wot passes inter nos, 

Mustnt be proclaimd at Charin Cross, you knows, added he. Come, set down, I say, and tell us all about it, continued he, pushing her into the large chair.

Well, now, Ive come, observed Mrs. Trotter, after a pause, during which she equalised the strings of her reticle; Ive come to ask your advice in a little delicate matter connected with my daughter.

I twig, said Mr. Jorrocks, with a wink.

And Im sure that in confiding to you I may rest satisfied it will go no further.

Certainly not, said Mr. Jorrocks; close as wax.

You see, continued Mrs. Trotter, in an undertone, that the Marquis, we think, took a violent fancy to Eliza, and, I make no doubt, would have offered to her, only she was so shy that she didnt encourage him enough.

Jest so, replied Mr. Jorrocks; wants a little practice, praps.

Why, shes very young, you see, said Mrs. Trotter. Her mother wouldnt ave been so green, I guess, observed Mr. Jorrocks, giving Mrs. Trotters arm a squeeze. I always says, continued he, that the gals of the present day are not to be compared to their mothers.

Mrs. Trotter smiled.

Deed I do, said Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips; the gals may be nice and slim, and slight and pretty, but theyve none o that fine hupstandin, commandin, majestic, knock-me-down, squash-me-flat hair of the women of the present day. Ill pund it, youd have brought the. Markis to book in a minute. If there was a prize for fine women youd get it.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks, how you do talk! Its lucky Mrs. Jorrocks isnt here.

Praps it is, said Mr. Jorrocks, in an undertone; you know it wouldnt do for everybody to hear all wot passes twixt his worship and those wot come to consult him.

Certainly not, said Mrs. Trotter, hoping her mission would be kept snug. Well, then, you see, Mr. Jorrocks, continued she, as I was saying, I make no doubt the Marquis took a violent fancy to Eliza; and if she had known how to play her cards, she might have nailed him at the time; but, as ill luck would have it, he went away without exactly offering, and I fear that sneaking, nasty woman on the hill got him to have an interview with her mealy-faced daughter, and rather put him off Eliza.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not exactly seeing his way between the rival claimants.

Well, then, you see, continued Mrs. Trotter, whats passed since, we have no means of knowing. One would naturally have expected that a young man so desperately smitten would have taken an early opportunity of returning to see the young lady.

Certainly, said Mr. Jorrocks, with a sagacious nod of the head; I would, I knows.

But no! from that day to this, continued Mrs. Trotter, weve heard nothing of him; and I really now am so puzzled what to do, that Ive come to you in confidence, as an old friend, and one that, Im sure, would be glad to do me a good turn.

No doubt on it, said Mr. Jorrocks, patting her plump back, no doubt on it.

Youre very good, Im sure, resumed Mrs. Trotter, with a smile that displayed her beautiful pearly teeth; Ive just come to ask, in fact, what you think we had best do under the circumstances.

Do under the circumstances? repeated Mr. Jorrocks, regularly posed do under the circumstances? repeated he, casting his eyes up to the ceiling. Vy, said he, looking especial grave, if you axes me as a jestice o the peace, I should tell you that the law on this point is werry doubtful  indeed, I may almost say, werry dubersome; there certainlie are cases in the books  Barnewall and Halderson, and six Wesey Junior  

Oh, but its not the law of the point  its the prudence of the point I want, interrupted Mrs. Trotter.

The prudence o the point, said Mr. Jorrocks, is another view o the matter. In these cases, I always think it well to be prudent Si sit prudentia, as the poet has it. Elizas a werry nice gal  werry pretty gal, and it would be a grand thing to see her a Duchess.

Wouldnt it! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter, clasping her hands.

But Im rayther inclined to think, continued Mr. Jorrocks, that the Markis will be difficult to catch.

Why so? exclaimed Mrs. Trotter.

Vy, in the first place, you see, theres a great demand for Markisses in London; and wot sells readily there, are seldom disposed of in the country.

But ones heard of such cases, you know, Mr. Jorrocks.

Yy, one has certainly, replied our friend, with a sagacious elevation of his brows, read on them, at all ewents.

Well, but, however, its oh the cards, observed Mrs. Trotter, and trying costs nothing.

Tryin costs nothin, as you say, observed Mr. Jorrocks; not like a jestices petty session  information  summons  conwiction, and all that sort of thing.

Well, but youll do what you can to assist Eliza and me, wont you, Mr. Jorrocks?

Certainly, replied our Squire always ready to serve the ladies; you must give Eliza a lesson or two in love-makin though, observed Mr. Jorrocks; she dont take arter her mother in that respect, I guess, added he.

How do you know? inquired Mrs. Trotter.

Those sparklin black eyes tell a different tale, replied.

Mr. Jorrocks. I never seed sich a pair o pierces afore  no wonder little T. knocked under at once. Yell, I dont know, added lie thoughtfully, but somehow or other I doesnt think the gals of the present day are to be compared to their mothers. Theyre nice and pretty, and hilegant, and so on, but they havent the gumption o women  a ooman isnt a ooman, I say, till shes forty  tall, dark, and fortys my motto, added he, giving Mrs. Trotter a touch under the chin.

Mrs. Trotter laughed.

Youve a beautiful ead for bampology, observed Mr.Jorrocks, looking under her bonnet. Twentys werry prominent; thats the bamp o wit  have it myself  quick perception o the meanin of others; presence of mind, readiness to perceive the incongruous and ridicklous. Bamp of amitiveness too  behind the ear (feeling her there). No. I, marriage, love, and all that sort o thing; werry fine ead indeed  am a great bampology man  wonders wotun bamps the Markis has; should say he has the bamp of amitiveness  most young chaps have indeed.

Some old ones too, I think, observed Mrs. Trotter, with a laugh.

Doesnt know nothin about old uns, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Never mean to be old  stick where I am  jest the right age  wiggour blended with discretion.

While all this was going on, Joshua, who had been uncommonly active that day, arrived with a half-drunken, roystering, tramping mechanic, who had been ordered out of the public-house for creating a disturbance by wanting to fight.

Benjamin saw them coming, and sent Betsey to desire Joshua to shove his prisoner into the wash-house, and let them have a word together.

Accordingly Joshua did so.

The old uns werry busy to-day, observed Benjamin, and werry grumpey, too; I darnt go in to him again  should ave the boot-jack at my ead, praps.

Whats happend? inquired Joshua.

The old game, replied Benjamin, the old game  a woman, a woman.

The old fellow! exclaimed Joshua. Well, then, we must just keep the chap till hes more at leisure, added he.

Whats he been a doin of? inquired Benjamin.

Getting drunk, and threatening to fight, replied Joshua.

Getting drunk, and threatenin to fight, repeated Benjamin, the warmint! wotun a chap is he? Does he belong here?

No, hes a stranger  a Londoner I should say, by his tongue.

The Lunnuners are queer chaps, observed Benjamin; I lived there myself. Howsomever, drunkenness arnt no great wice in the eyes of the old un; indeed, in the eyes of a vast of the beaks. Its just one of those pints that is either right or wrong, as occasion suits. If a chap commits a gross assault and pleads drunkenness, they immediately flare up with, c Drunkenness is no excuse! rather an aggrawation. Then, if he pleads sobriety, they tell  him {hed better old his tongue, for drunkenness would be the only excuse he could make for his conduct.

Just so, observed Joshua, digesting the law as Benjamin proceeded.

I knows nicely wot the old un would give him, continued Benjamin; hed storm, and threaten, and bully, as if he were a goin to transport him for life, then talk about the disgraceful, degradin, disgustin situation of a drunken man, finish by finin of him a shillin or alf-a-crown, and werry likely throwin it at his ead as he went away, sayin, Take your tin and be off with you! Its a poor eart wot never rejoices!

Indeed! observed Joshua; why, we could do better than that ourselves!

No doubt we could, replied Benjamin; no doubt we could  save the old boy all the trouble too. If youll fetch the waggabone forrad, Ill sarve him out andsomely, and we can divide the fine for our trouble.

Well, Ive no objection, replied Joshua.

Fetch him forrad quickly, then, observed Benjamin, and let us get the case heard  well not trouble none of his bamps, added he, imitating his master.

Not we! said Joshua, closing the door, as ho went in quest of his friend.  

Benjamin then proceeded to array himself in his judicial habiliments  Welsh wig, with broad-rimmed green spectacles and black gown. His own mother wouldnt have known him. Having taken an arm-chair at the énd of the kitchen table, and ranged a few old books before him, Joshua made his appearance with the prisoner  a strapping young joiner in his working trousers and Sunday coat and waistcoat  a sort of half dress. He was handcuffed.

Who have you got there? growled Benjamin, as they made their appearance.

A prisoner, please your worship, replied Joshua, with a low bow.

Fatch him forrad, fetch him forrad, rejoined Benjamin, imitating his masters voice and dialect.

Who prefers the charge? inquired Benjamin, as they reached the end of the table; who prefers the charge? repeated he.

Me, please your worship, replied Joshua.

Then take this ere book in your right and, said Benjamin, handing Joshua Mrs. Glasss Cookery Book; take off your glove, and Ill swear you.

Joshua did as desired.

Now listen to me, continued Benjamin. The evidence wot you shall give before this grand court shall be the truth, the ole truth, and nothin but the truth. Kiss the book.

Joshua kissed it.

Now then, continued Benjamin, receiving back the book, and taking up an old goose-quill, you are on your oath; now state your case as shortly as you can: tell me all about it, in fact.

Joshua having cleared his voice with a preparatory hem, thus commenced.

Please your worship, said he, as I was going my rounds this morning, I was called into the public-house, the sign of the Man loaded with Mischief, to quell a disturbance created by this hero, who had challenged all the company round to fight  

Thats a lie! observed the man.

You scoundrel! how dare you speak in such a way before his worship  a justice of the peace of our Sovereign Lady the Queen? inquired Joshua.

And one of the jorum, observed Benjamin.

And one of the quorum, remarked Joshua.

Ill skin you alive, added Benjamin, with a shake of the head. Well, come, get on with your story, said he to Joshua.  

Then, please your worship, when I went into the Man loaded with Mischief, I found this fellow standing with his hat cocked on one side before the kitchen fire, bragging any of the company out to fight.

Thats a lie! interrupted the man.

Silence, you waggabone! screamed Benjamin, or Ill make mince-meat on ye  chop you into sarsingers! Go on with your story, added he to Joshua.

Then, please your worship,. I ordered him to sit down and behave himself like a gentleman, if he was one; and thereupon he used most abusive language to me, too shocking for me to repeat.

Dreadful! observed Benjamin, with another shake of the head. Wot ave you got to say for yourself? asked his worship of the man.

I mean to say, replied the prisoner, with a lurch, that all that (hiccup) blackguard has been sayings a (hiccup) lie.

That wont do, replied Benjamin; the genlmans on his oath  couldnt tell a lie if he would. I makes no doubt youre a great waggabone, werry great waggabone. Every man, added he very sententiously, wot cocks his at on one side is a waggabone. Every man wot cocks his at on one side would cock his gun at a fizzant or an are if they were to come in his way.  Thats the law o the case. I conwicts you in the penalty of five shillings for being drunk; and for Gods sake, added he in an undertone to Joshua, get the tin and shove him out of sight as quick as ever you can, for I hear the old un a letting his woman out, and theres no saying but he may be poking in here after Batsay.  


CHAPTER XXII.

[image: img66.jpg]

NOW I STATE in the presence of many of my tenants, that I am willing to do everything in my power for the improvement of stock. If a committee selected from among themselves will first go into Birmingham, the great metropolis of this part of the country, and ascertain there what description of stock is in the greatest demand, which fattens best, or yields the greatest produce of milk, or is best adapted for the food and pasture of this district, I will, regardless of price, introduce the best bull I can find of such species, and my tenants and their cows shall have free access to the animal (loud laughter).  Sir Robert Peels Agricultural Speech at Tamworth.



LET us pay a visit to Donkeyton Castle.

The Duke of Donkeyton sat in state in the midst of his spacious library, fitted up in rich Gothic style, with every appliance of modern luxury. Noble bookcases, glittering with well-bound, rarely touched books, rose from the softly carpeted floor towards the deeply mullioned ceiling, between the top of the bookcase and which were ranged, in close-drawn line, exquisite marble busts of poets, of statesmen, of orators, of heroes, of great men of ancient and modern times, of every clime and country  the wisdom of the world looking down on the folly of the day. Antique and easy chairs of every shape and make were scattered about among Gothic tables, portfolio stands, busts, banner screens, and globes. A clear-ticking, curiously wrought, and beautifully inlaid timepiece on the elaborately ornamented stone mantelpiece alone disturbed the solemn repose of the large, light-subdued apartment.  

His Grace sat in an easy chair, at a small black oak table, with gold mother-of-pearl-cased eye-glasses in hand, surveying the county map, particularly the part about Donkeyton Castle. The inner and outer circles were clearly defined, like the errand circles of a London club, and his Grace was bewildering himself in the attempt to draw a sleeping and non-sleeping party from among the omitted, prevented, and excused of the last gathering. Three attempts had he made, and thrice had he failed, owing to the usual confusion of his mind, and the impossibility of remembering whether it was Mr. Tom Brown of the Hill, or Mr. John Brown of the Vale, who had honoured him on a former occasion; or whether it was Mr. T. Smith or Mr. G. Smith who was on their side in politics.

Just as his Grace began his fourth list, the Marquis entered the library. Ah, Jeems! exclaimed his Grace, looking up, come here, my dear; I am so monstrously puzzled, I hardly know what to do. Three lists have I drawn up of people to be invited, and three times have I destroyed them, owing to mistakes of some sort or other. Just come now and tell me, have the Tompkinses of Lintley been here this summer, or not; or have they been invited, or how?

The Tompkinses? repeated the Marquis.

You know there are two Tompkinses, observed his Grace: Tompkins of Lintley, and Tompkins of Whitley, and between the two Im always making some confusion. One is in the outer circle, the other in the inner circle, and it is the outer circle Tompkins I am puzzled about  I have some idea that he dined here, and his wife had a headache, and stayed at home.

Oh yes, I remember now, replied the Marquis. He is a little round squat man, with a very red-face. He dined here, and went home after. His wife was disappointed of her dress, and could not come in consequence.

Oh, that was the way, was it, observed the Duke.

Yes; so their servant told Mas French maid.

Very good, rejoined his Grace; then hes been dined, and theres no occasion to have him again. Now about Heslop of Bustan. Has Heslop been here this year?

No, I think not, replied the Marquis. He was asked, but excused himself on the ground that his sister-in-law was ill.

Then I think he had better be asked now. I understand he was a Tory, indeed most of his relations are, so he should be looked after  a doubtful man should always be watched. Now do you know, anything about Crossman of Chiswick? inquired the Duke, writing Heslops name down.

Crossman is dead, replied the Marquis.

Dead, is he? exclaimed the Duke. Poor fellow  sorry for it, good man. Then hes out of the question. Brown Jones, then  do you recollect when Brown Jones was last here?

Brown Jones, replied the Marquis, laughing; thats not his name.

Oh yes, it is, I have him in my list  own handwriting too, showing it to the Marquis.

I know all that, rejoined the Marquis, laughing, without looking at the proffered paper. His nickname is Brown Jones, because he is so very dark, and to distinguish him from another, who is very white; but his real name is John.

John Jones! are you sure of that? exclaimed the Duke.

Quite certain! I remember your setting the table in a roar of laughter by calling out, Mr. Brown Jones, may I have the pleasure of taking wine with you?

Well, I do recollect something about that, observed the Duke, laying down his pen and looking especial wise; I do recollect something about that. Binks whispered in my ear as he helped me to wine Mr. John Jones is ready to take wine with your Grace  awkward mistake  monstrous awkward mistake; people should never use nicknames  how was I to know his name was John? who knows but Ive offended the man, and hes turned Tory? sad mistake, monstrous sad mistake  never heard him called anything but Brown Jones in my life  could have sworn his name was Brown Jones  must be asked, however  make it up  shall take your mamma to dinner  mind that, Jeems, and you be very civil to him, monstrous civil.

Thereupon his Grace added John Joness name to the list.

He shall have a bed too, added his Grace, putting a cross to Joness name, though he lives in the inner circle.

Have you got Mr. Jorrockss name down? inquired the Marquis, after a pause.  

Mr. Jorrocks! Mr. Jorrocks! repeated his Grace.

Mr. Jorrocks, of Hillingdon Hall, you know  the old gentleman I stayed with, explained the Marquis.

Ah, true! observed his Grace; I know who you mean  the old gentleman who came here, and sat drink  drink  drinking such an unreasonable time. No, Ive not got him said his Grace, with a shake of his bald, white-whiskered head.

You had better, I think, observed the Marquis.

Cant stand him! cant stand him! exclaimed the Duke, shaking his head again; far too hospitable for me, far too hospitable for me  no getting him away from the table  no getting him away from the table.

Oh, but you might get some one to drink with him. Old Hobanob, of the Haw, for instance, is fond of his wine, or Mr. Lushman, or Captain Fairdrinker.

Ah, true; but Mr. Jorrocks is a desperate sitter, observed his Grace. Then he will give toasts; I assure you I have hardly got over the headache he gave me when he was here before  desperate sitter! desperate sitter indeed!

Hes a good old fellow, too, rejoined the Marquis.

Oh, I dare say hes all that  good man  monstrous good man; but hes a hard drinker  monstrous hard drinker  headache-giving old man.

You have made him a magistrate, too; I think you should have him if it is only for the sake of appearances.

Ah, thats another misfortune! exclaimed his Grace, thats another misfortune. I have got the whole commission up in arms again; all swear theyll resign. Bag full of letters  disagreeable  monstrous disagreeable.

Hes just as good as half of them, I dare say, replied the Marquis, determined to stick up for his friend.

Very true  very true, my dear! observed the Duke, throwing his white-bearded head up in the air.  Still they do make a great outcry; they say he can neither speak English nor write it. Certainly his letter to me wasnt first-rate. However, thats done, and we must just make the best of it.  

Then I would have him to dine, if it was only to show you are not ashamed of him, observed the Marquis. Besides, it is our turn to ask him, you know.

True, my dear  true; you should keep up your interest, and not lay yourself under obligations: but I think we may do it without sacrificing ourselves too much. That headache I never shall forget, added his Grace, with a shudder. Does he drink much at home? inquired he.

Oh no, replied the Marquis, not to any excess. The first day, you know, we had a public dinner, and there was more speaking than drinking; then, the second, he had a few neighbours  ladies chiefly  and we had music and singing, and so on.

His daughters a fine girl, observed the Duke; monstrous fine girl  ladylike girl.

He has no daughter, replied the Marquis.

Oh yes, he has  oh yes, he has, rejoined the Duke; she dined here  she dined here. Dont you remember her?  blue satin gown on, feather in her head.

That was not his daughter  that was Mrs. Flathers daughter, said the Marquis, colouring slightly, for he hadnt given over blushing.

I am sure they called her Miss Jorrocks.

You did, I know, observed the Marquis. The fact was, she came with Mrs. Jorrocks, and you supposed of course she was Miss Jorrocks.

Ah, that was the way, was it? observed the Duke that was the way, was it? Very likely  very likely; the servant made the mistake in announcing them, and I adopted it, I dare say. Then he has no children?

No, replied the Marquis.

What does he do when hes at home? asked the Duke. Oh, hes a great farmer, replied the Marquis; most scientific farmer.

Is he indeed! exclaimed his Grace. Is he indeed, repeated he; well, now, I should have guessed as much: fine farmer  monstrous fine farmer, I dare say.

Invents all sorts of ingenious things, draining tiles, thrashing machines, and I dont know what else.

Clever man, I dare say, rejoined his Grace; monstrous: clever man.

Oh, very clever man, replied the Marquis. He has a most elaborate piece of machinery in hand now, that is to do I dont know how many things at once.

Indeed, replied his Grace; monstrous clever thing, I dare say.

You had better ask him to dine, and he will tell you all about it, added the Marquis, returning to the old point.

Ah, thats another question, added the Duke thats another question  should be very glad to see him to dine  monstrous glad to see him to dine  only he is such a man for his bottle  such a man for toasts  such a man for speeches  such a man for drinking things three times over  gives me a headache to think of it, added his Grace, pressing his hand on his forehead.

But I dare say we could manage him somehow, observed the Marquis; get Mr. Slushbucket to meet him  he is a regular two-bottle man.

Ah, but then Mr. Jorrocks wouldnt be content with him  wouldnt be content with him  besides, Slushbucket would go  Slushbucket has some tact  knows when to go  Jorrocks has none  Jorrocks has none  would victimise me again, to a certainty  couldnt help myself, you know, and then I should have a headache for a week  fortnight perhaps  drinkings a thing quite exploded.

Except among farmers, observed the Marquis, anxious to shelter his friend.

Ah, true, replied his Grace; they take a great deal of exercise  monstrous deal of exercise. Mr. Jorrocks is out all day, I dare say  ploughing, or sowing, or harrowing, or something. No, added his Grace thoughtfully, I really cannot sacrifice myself again so soon to the old gentleman.

If I thought Mr. Slushbucket and he would do the business together, Id have no objection to find wine  none at all  like it rather  for Mr. Jorrocks is a very conversable man  agreeable man  monstrous agreeable man; but then I know exactly how it would be  Slushbucket would go, and then it would be, If your Grace will allow me, Ill propose the health of the Duchess of Donkeyton, whenever Mr. Jorrocks saw me make a move to leave the table  or, With your Graces permission, well drink the Marquis of Brays good health again; and so he would go on till midnight. No, we had better give him something  make him a present  haunch of venison  saddle of southdown  sucking pig  something of that sort.

Oh, I dare say he has mutton enough of his own, observed the Marquis.

Ah, true, exclaimed his Grace, with an assenting chuck of the head true, true. Well, something else  something farming. Dare say Jobson could spare us something that might be useful to him  Dorsetshire ewes  lamb at Christmas  Hampshire hog, or theres that young bull he talked of taking to the fair  give him that  handsome present  monstrous handsome present.

I dare say that would please him, observed the Marquis, who had heard of Mr. Jorrockss peregrinations and cogitations about a bull. Moreover, the Marquis saw the Duke was not to be talked into having Mr. Jorrocks again, and thinking the present of the bull would furnish excuse for another visit or two to Hillingdon Hall, he was content to accept his fathers offer. The fact was, the Marquis wanted a little change  a little excitement. The seclusion of Donkeyton Castle, though well suited to his Graces maturer years, was ill adapted to the warm temperament of the Marquiss juvenile blood. A homebred youth, reared athis mothers apron strings, he had none of the suitable-aged companions a public school and college enable a youth to select; and now, as he advanced to manhood, he felt that yearning alter something  that desire to be doing, incident to youth  and upon the right direction of which depends so much the happiness of life. The Duke of Donkeyton was a thick-headed, self-sufficient old man  one who thought that everybody must like what he liked  and who could not make allowances for the different tastes difference of age produces. Moreover, he wrapped himself in the mantle of his order, and procured as much ignorance of the world by exclusiveness as his son possessed from inexperience. Now and then his Grace unbent, and did a little popularity, as we have seen him on the occasion of Mr. Jorrockss visit, and as he now threatened to do by others; but he soon relapsed into his former stateliness, after having offended as many by his blunders and want of tact as he pleased by his laboured condescension. Notwithstanding all this, however, his Grace believed himself extremely popular, and a perfect pattern of what an English nobleman ought to be. The Duchess was an amiable woman, but her sphere of action was naturally contracted, nor is her character important to our story, further than as her amiable qualities were inherited by the Marquis.

But to the bull.

His Gracé having determined to compliment Mr. Jorrocks with a bull, in preference to undergoing his agreeable company at dinner, a messenger was despatched to the farm, to counter-order the animals march for the fair, while the Marquis indited the following letter to his friend, begging to offer him for Mr. Jorrockss acceptance.



DONKEYTON CASTLE.



DEAR MR. JORROCKS,  When I was with you the other day, you were anxious to procure a fine bull, and as my papa has a particularly good breed, he has kindly allowed me to select one for your acceptance, which I have very great pleasure in offering to you. Our steward tells me he is of the pure Durham breed, descended from Mr. Collingss Bolinbroke; his mamma, or whatever you farmers call the old cow, a descendant of the Godolphin Arabian cow, if I recollect right  but you shall have his pedigree regularly drawn up, if you think him worth your acceptance. His colour is milk white, and he is very tame. I hope Mrs. Jorrocks is quite well, and that you are getting on with your thrashing machine. I should like to drive over and see how you advance. Perhaps you would have the kindness to say if you are at home, and whether it will be convenient to you to receive me. My papa and mamma unite with me in best compliments to Mrs. Jorrocks, and I remain, dear Mr. Jorrocks, very truly yours, BRAY.

P.S.  I am not quite sure that I am right about the pedigree of the bull. The steward showed me a young horse at the same time that was going to the fair, and perhaps I may have confounded the two; but he will put it all right for you, I make no doubt.

Mr. Jorrocks was overjoyed at the receipt of the foregoing. A bull was all he wanted to complete the measure of his happiness. A bull that would go about the country, and sweep away the prizes, and cause his masters name to be hailed in booth and tent with plaudits and acclamation. Now he had got one  given too. The following is a copy of his answer:  

HILLINGDON HALL 

TO WIT.

DEAR MARQUIS OF BRAY,  Yours is received, and note the contents.

You have conferred an honour on John Jorrocks that he can never repay  your noble father did me proud by makin of me a beak, but your noble self has done me far prouder by givin of me a bull. The possession of a bull is the tip-top rail in the ladder of my hambition. Allow me to call him the Marquis of Bray; I feels assured he will never disgrace it  nay, that he will add fresh laurels to those you have gained. Never mind his pedigree  if hes a good handler, and straight in the back, Ill make him one from the Herd Book that cant be surpassed. Collins is a name jestly dear to us farmers  dear, long afore Collinss axles were inwented. Bolinbroke was indeed a grand bull. His grandson was the sire of the cow Lady, who at fourteen was sold for two hundred and sixty guineas. Countess, her daughter, fatched four hundred guineas at nine years old  Major and George, two of her sons, the former three years old, the latter a calf, fatched one two hundred guineas, tother a hundred and thirty; and, indeed, Ladys progeny are famous throughout the universe. Who knows but your lordship, in givin of me this bull, has laid the foundation of fame for the name of John Jorrocks, equal to that of the Collins, the Masons, and the Coates of Scotland?  With your permission, Ill go over to Donkeyton on Thursday, to accompany the noble and valuable quadruped ome, and the sooner after that your lordship comes to drink his ealth at my ouse, the better Mrs. Jorrocks and I will be pleased. Dinner at five, and no waitin; so no more at present from, my dear Lord Marquis, yours to serve, JOHN JORROCKS, J.P.

P.S.  The Godolphin was an oss  not a shortom  possibly youve mexed the pedigrees, but no matter. Wot you calls my threshin machine is I spose my grand reaper, plougher, sower, thresher, grinder, &c. Jorrockss Généraliser, or  man of all work, as I calls it. I havent had time to get it stuck together yet; indeed, Im a thinkin whether it wouldnt be possible to add a bakers shop and oven; but when you comes over Ill have the joiner at work, and well see what we can do. Itll be a grand concern; but at present the bulls the ticket.

On the appointed day Mr. Jorrocks and Benjamin set off in the old rattle-trap to bring the bull from Donkeyton Castle to Hillingdon Hall. Mr. Jorrocks had provided a suitable domicile for him near the house, and laid in a most liberal allowance of straw, cut clover, and every luxury a bull could require. The news of the Marquiss letter was known both at the Manse and Mrs. Trotters ere our worthy friend had mastered its contents, and both ladies dropped in casually at the Hall to try if they could learn anything about it. Unfortunately Mr. Jorrocks had not returned from his usual stare about the country; and though Mrs. Jorrocks kept turning the letter about on its comers, letting them see who it was from, she did not muster courage to open it. Mr. J. had her in better order.

The Duke of Donkeyton being afraid to encounter Mr. Jorrocks at luncheon even, deputed the Marquis to do the honours of the house to the distinguished visitor; but Mr. Jorrocks having a great contempt for luncheon at all times, and a violent desire to see his bull at the present one, could hardly find time to exchange common civilities with his noble host, who met him as he drove up to the door.

And how is Mrs. Jorrocks? asked the Marquis, after he had shaken hands with our worthy friend on alighting from his antediluvian vehicle.

Quite well.Ows my ball? inquired he.

I thought youd have driven Mrs. Jorrocks or some of the ladies over with you this fine day, observed the Marquis.  

Mrs. J. couldnt have driven the ball ome, you know, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

No; no more can your boy, for that matter, I should think, observed the Marquis, looking at Benjamins insignificant figure.

Doesnt know that, replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding, wot the big uns does by strength, the little uns does by hartifice.

Well, but youll walk in and take a little jelly, chicken broth, or something, after your long drive, said the Marquis.

I think not, thank you, replied Mr. Jorrocks never takes the bloom off my appetite by luncheon  spose we walk and see the ball, while Binjimin gets Dickey Cobden a feed o corn.

With all my heart, replied the Marquis only its a long way from here.

Three or four miles, perhaps, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the soles of his Hessians, and wondering whether Dickey Cobden could draw them there.

Oh no, only outside the wall  a mile or so.

A miles nothin, observed Mr. Jorrocks with a smile, giving the reins to Benjamin.

The two then set off on foot.

It is a charming day, observed the Marquis, throwing back his pea-green cashmere coat, lined with silk, and displaying his embroidered braces, pink rowing-shirt, and amber-coloured waistcoat adorned with many chains. Pray, how are all the ladies?

All werry well, replied Mr. Jorrocks; take care they dont make you the rewerse, added he, with a knowing leer. What for? inquired the Marquis.

You knows wot for, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a jerk of the head. Mrs. Trotterll stand no nonsense, added he; shes a real knock-me-down man o business.

But Ive had nothing to do with Mrs. Trotter, replied the Marquis, colouring brightly.

No; but youve been havin to do with her darter, she says, and she wont stand no nonsense.

Oh, the silly woman! exclaimed the Marquis; it was Emma Plather I was flirting with.

Ay, Emma too said Mr. Jorrocks. Her mother wants to take you through ands. Howsomever, never mind. Dont you go too far, or theyll be bringin of you afore my worship  haw, haw, haw.

Well, but what do they say? inquired the Marquis, anxious to know how the land lay.

Vy, jest that, replied Mr. Jorrocks, that youre a courtin on em both  and the mothers are wise enough to know they cant both get you.

Thats awkward, observed the Marquis aloud, thinking he might flirt with half-a-dozen in London without the others being much the wiser.

Mrs. Trotters a fine woman, but I shouldnt like to be basted by her, observed Mr. Jorrocks, shrugging up his shoulders shes a divil of a harm.

The Marquis shuddered. You are joking, Mr. Jorrocks, at length said he.

Deuce a bit! deuce a bit! theyve been at me, both on em  lay in informations  layin informations  trespass on the feelins  trespass on the feelins  howsomever, as I said before, dont go too far.

Far! exclaimed the Marquis; why, Ive really said nothing!

Then youve been a squeezin their ands, or lookin sweet at them, or somethin, for both the mothers are hup in harms, and when an old ooman takes a thing in her, the deuce and all wont drive it out again.

The long silence that ensued brought our friends to the encircling wall, and the Marquis, applying a key to a small green door, let them out on the vulgar world beyond.

They were now upon the Dukes farm. Lucky it was a Dukes farm, for it would have ruined any other man. The spacious house was of the Elizabethan order, guarded by a haw-haw and a shrubbery in front, which rose into forest trees towards the sides, shutting out the huge range of farm buildings behind. The house seemed to possess every requisite for a genteel family, as the auctioneers advertise. Mrs. Jobson was basking in an arbour on the west side, in an elegant morning dishabille  white muslin, with lavender-coloured ribbons  reading a pocket edition of Don Juan, when the well-known clap of the door, as the Marquis closed the Park one after him, sent her hurry skurry into the house, to arrange a more attractive attire, beginning, of course, with that all-important article in female eyes, an elaborately worked collar. Mr. Jobson was loitering about in a brown sporting buttoned cut-away, duck trousers, and Wellington boots, giving orders to sundry clowns in clogs, who looked far too white and puffy to work. Seeing the Marquis, he came deferentially forward, and, hat in hand, stood to receive his commands. His lordship proposed showing Mr. Jorrocks round the establishment, and accordingly a bell was rung at the back of the house, which served as a dinner bell for Jobson, and a summoning bell for the servants. The drones were suddenly called into activity. John Tolpiddle, the Dorsetshire dairyman, came forward in a brown holland blouse, and a short whip in his hand, to show the cows, some five-and-twenty of which stood dos-à-dos in a sky-lit byre, littered like Newmarket racers, with a tramway down the centre, for the double purpose of carrying down forage and carrying up litter. The cows were beautifully clean, and the byre as sweet as a drawing-room. The loss upon this branch of the establishment was something under two hundred a year, including Mr and Mrs. Tolpiddles wages, and that was considered very low. It had been as high as four hundred a year, but that was in consequence of his Grace having insisted upon making Cheshire cheese, which the poverty of the pasture had not allowed them to accomplish. The Tolpiddles, however, made very good white cheese; and Mr. Jobson, with a consideration that did him the highest credit, sooner than his noble master should be disappointed in his prophecy, that ere long they would make as good cheese at Donkeyton as they did in Cheshire, had arranged with another noblemans Jobson in that county to exchange a certain quantity of cheese annually, and his Grace now ate Cheshire cheese with a hearty gusto, and a firm conviction that it was of his own making. Let me send you a little Donkeyton Cheshire, he would exclaim, down the table; excellent cheese  monstrous good cheese indeed! Shows what science and perseverance can accomplish. This cheese was made on my own farm, at Strawberry Hill; everybody said it was impossible. I said there was no such thing as an impossibility, and by persevering Ive accomplished it. Let me send you a piece  just to taste. And so his Grace praised and distributed his cheese round the table, which of course his guests praised also.

Excellent! nothing could be better! better than Cheshire!

Well, I think so too, his Grace would exclaim. Binks! the burgundy.

The pigs were next inspected. John Jolter, late of Martyrs Worthy, in Hampshire, had been lured from his native hogs to superintend his Graces piggery at Donkeyton, and with Mrs. Jolter, and a numerous family of little Jolters, occupied a sentimental-looking cottage in one corner of the spacious square forming the farmyard.  

Mrs. Smith, late of Leatherhead, superintended the Dorking fowls; while Mrs. Tubs, late of Pakenham, in Norfolk, had the charge of the turkeys; for each of which a beautifully clean, well-lighted, flued and stoved apartment was kept, above which were pigeon-houses, under the direction of Mr. Kite, the Islington bird-fancier. There were two shepherds, one from Cheviot, the other from Old Shoreham, in Sussex; also a goose-driver, from Spalding, in Lincolnshire; and a horse-breaker, from Mai ton, in Yorkshire. The confusion of tongues, and the confusion of animals, was great.

Mr. Jorrocks went the rounds, as we have seen many a man go the rounds of a house, with ill-assumed interest. All he wanted to see was his ball. At length they arrived at the bull department. These were under the charge of a Durham man, John Topham, late of Middleton St. George. He first brought out one bull, then another, until at length he produced Mr. Jorrockss Young Goliah, as he was called. He was a noble animal, milk-white and silky coated, with a curly pow, and a deep dewlap reaching to his knees. He roared and bellowed and pawed the ground, and lashed his tail, as though all the world were his, and the bystanders mere intruders.

Hes an uncommon fine un! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, advancing towards him, a liberty the bull resented by rushing headlong at our Squire, and landing him on the top of the midden.

Take care, my lord! take care, my lord! For Gods sake, take care, my lord! exclaimed half-a-dozen hangers-on, rushing to his assistance, and raising Mr. Jorrocks from his soft, though impure position. Hes not to be trusted with strangers, my lord, added Mr. Jobson, lording our Squire like the rest, for noblemens servants always fancy noblemens visitors must be noblemen.

I fears Binjimin wont be able to take him ome, observed Mr. Jorrocks, adjusting his wig, and cleaning himself of the straw.

Oh, well send him for you, observed the Marquis, still laughing at the upset.

Ah, but I should like to take him ome with me, replied Mr. Jorrocks; theres to be a little festival in our willage in honour of his arrival, and you see we cant rejoice without hes there. He must be introduced as a ball of his great consequence ought to be  a ball of consideration, in fact. I fears he will be rayther too many for my bouy Binjimin, though, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the bulls enormous proportions.

Oh, a boy would have no chance with him, observed the keeper; hed knock a whole troop of them over with his tail. So, my man, so, added the keeper coaxingly, to the bull, rubbing his hand into his curly pow.

Owever shall I get him ome? inquired Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, as the bull began bellowing and roaring and lurching to and fro. Hes a hawkward customer, Im a thinkin, with them polished orns of his. He may be a short orn, but I shouldnt like to have one o them in my bread-basket, owever short.

Oh, we will send him for you to-morrow, said the Marquis, in the van; we keep a carriage for the quadrupeds on this farm.

Thats cuttin it fat, observed Mr. Jorrocks opes he wont expect to have a chay kept with me; but howsomever, you see, I must have him ome to-night by ook or by crook, or the willagersll be disappointed of their rejoicin  bells to ring  children to dance  chaws to shout  self to make a speech, and all that sort of thing. Are there no posters to get in this country? Wouldnt mind standin eighteen-pence a mile for sich an unkimmon fine quadruped. The finest ball wotever was seen!  ball of all balls!

Oh, we can manage all that for you, observed the Marquis, who had only to give the order to be obeyed. Tell them, said he to Jobson, to put horses to the caravan, and take Mr. Jorrockss bull home.

Yes, my lord, replied Mr. Jobson, bowing respectfully. The cart-horses, however, were all down at the Flemish farm, as a certain portion of Strawberry Hill was called, preparing a piece of ground for another triumph over nature, that of planting potatoes in autumn; and when Mr. Jorrocks and the Marquis returned from paying their respects to Mrs. Jobson, who had got herself and some seed-cake elegantly arranged in the lavender-coloured silk-furnished drawingroom, notwithstanding the time Mr. Jorrocks had consumed in prefacing the healths of the lady, and of Jobson, and of the Duke of Donkeyton, and of the Duchess of Donkeyton, and of the Marquis of Bray, and of the Marquis secundus, as he called him, that was to say his ball, to each of which he drank a bumper of sherry, still, on his return, no horses had arrived. Jobson and Jorrocks then went to seek them; and the Marquis, fearful of walking himself into a fever, took leave of his respected friend, first intimating that he should soon pay him a visit at Hillingdon Hall, and after spending half-an-hour with his premier amour, Mrs. Jobson, he returned alone to the Castle.

Things then relapsed into a very lethargic mood, and-the day was far spent before Mr. Jorrocks got his bull into the caravan. Having seen it in and off, he returned to Donkeyton Castle, to get Benjamin and the carriage to follow; but we are ashamed to say, the servants had taken their revenge of Benjamin for winning so much money of them when he was there before, and not bringing any to play with them again, and had made him so drunk that he could not stand. Shocked at the boys depravity, Mr. Jorrocks curled him up like a codfish, and stuffing him in behind the carriage, drove away as hard as ever Dickey Cobden could lay legs to the ground, to overtake the caravan with the bull. This he was not long in doing, for the driver had pulled up at the first public, and was regaling himself with a pot and a pipe. The consequence of all this was, that the villagers were disappointed of their festival. In vain the big-bustled girls strained their eyes along the turnpike. In vain the chaws climbed on the gates. In vain Joshua Sneakington walked on as far as Old Moor Hill. No symptoms of Mr. Jorrocks or his bull appeared. At length the shades of summer night drew on; the beetles blundered in the waiters faces, the bats hovered round and round, and the bark of the shepherds dog was heard more plainly in the evening still. At length Mrs. Jorrocks and her girls beat a retreat. The chaws gradually cleared off, some with their sweethearts, some in couples, some by themselves, and when Mr. Jorrocks arrived a couple of hours after, the road was as clear as if it had never known bustle. The only symptoms of the movement that remained on his arrival was a letter from James Blake, upbraiding him severely for having written to ask to have the bells rung in honour of his bull.


CHAPTER XXIII.
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AND IF THE night 

Have gathered aught of evil, or concealed, 

Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark.



EARLY risers see strange sights. Mr. Jorrockss bull kept him in a state of excitement the whole night. He dreamt all sorts of horrible dreams. First that the bull-house was on fire, and the bull wouldnt come out. No, not all the bran inashes and chopped turnips in the world would induce the Marquis to come out. Then with a last desperate effort, just as he thought he saw the flames catching the straw behind the bulls tail, he succeeded in landing Mrs. J. with a terrible flam on the floor; next after he had got Mrs. Jorrocks appeased, and himself composed to sleep again, he dreamt he saw some idle boys pull the animals tail off, and some idle girls join it and another bulls tail together, and make a skipping rope of them. Then he dreamt he saw a blue-aproned butcher, with a knife in his hand, and a steel at his side, arrive for the purpose of slaughtering the Marquis, and the effort he made in roaring out That arnt him! again awoke him. No sooner was he composed to sleep after this, than he dreamt he had the bull at the Smithfield Cattle Show, and the judges wouldnt look at him  next that they gave him the premium, and Sir R. Peel snatched it from him as he carried it out of the bazaar. Then, that Lord Spencer inveigled him to Althorp, and kept him on oil-cake till he declared himself an anti-corn-law repealer. That when he was released, he had grown so fat he couldnt get out of the door. Then that his lord-ship put him and his Durham ox, and Prince Alberts Suffolk and Bedfordshire pig into a caravan, and sent them round the country as a show  a penny apiece, or twopence for the three. That he (Mr. Jorrocks) was continually getting stirred up with the long pole to show himself.

At length, feeling the impossibility of procuring anything like comfortable repose, our worthy Cockney Squire determined to vacate his couch altogether, and rose just as a lovely summer sun beamed its first rays upon the beautiful landscape, gilding wood and water, hill and dale, with the luxuriance of its effulgence. Autumn was coming on. The reapers had been busy in many parts, and the golden corn stood in sheaf and stook in all the early places. Mr. Jorrocks surveyed the all-beauteous landscape from his room, and dressing himself in thick shoes, drab shags and gaiters, instead of the blue stockingettes and Hessians of the previous day, determined upon taking a ramble about the country, ere the harvesting population were abroad. Having first visited his bull, and found none of the direful calamities he had dreamt had befallen him, and having foddered him, and littered out his stall, and admired his just proportions, now seen to greater advantage without the competitors of Mr. Jobsons establishment, Mr. Jorrocks set out on his rambles. First he looked at Tompkinss sheep winding round the side of Holford Hill, then he stared Johnny Wopstraws cows out of countenance  wondered how much milk each gave  whether the milk made good cream  and how much cheese the dairy produced. Then he sauntered on, and admired Willey Goodhearts cart-horses enjoying their rest, during the progress of the harvest  calculated how much each could draw  priced them separately  thought how much each would sell for at Tatts; then lumped them all together and struck an average. Then he hung over a gate opening into Tommy Sloggers fallow  counted the thistles till he couldnt count them for thickness  calculated their probable produce next year  admired the brackens, and wondered whether the fallow was meant for a wheat or a bracken crop. Thought nothing could beat Sloggers for dirt  was sure he would get the prize for slovenliness. Had a good mind to walk on and knock at his door and tell him so. Thought perhaps hed better not. Didnt like to be bit. Thought how often he had been bit in horse-dealing. Run his hunters through his mind, and thought he might write a paper, headed, MyOsses, by Jorrocks. Stared at Smiths stack, wondered how many tons of hay it held. How long his bull would be in eating it. Thus our farmer friend sauntered over hill and over dale, now standing with his mouth open inhaling the fresh morning air, admiring the prospect, or wondering whether it would be a good harvest  whether the yield would be deficient  whether the straw would be short or not  and considering whether money in the funds or money in a farm was the safest spec; thought it very odd that while all the farmers swore everything was ruinously cheap, yet if he happened to want anything, that article was invariably dear. Tried to make out how it was that lime was only a manure when given by the landlord, and possessed no wirtues when the tenant had to buy it. The more Mr. Jorrocks thought, the more he was puzzled about farming.

He had now got upon Mr. Heavytails, or the pet farm. Here he saw people astir on the side of the hill, and looking at his watch, and finding it yet wanted twenty minutes to five, he gave Mr. Heavy tail or his people credit for great industry. They were in a corn-field setting up the sheaves that no doubt had toppled over. No, they were on the part where the corn had been led. What could they be after? They crawled about as if they were after no good, now down the hedge side, now across the field corner, now flat on their bellies. They must be waggabones. He would go and see.

Accordingly our friend crept stealthily round the hill, keeping under the walls and the hedges, taking an occasional peep to see that he was going in the line of the objects he had seen. At length he reached the adjoining field. He buttoned his coat, drew his breath, and availing himself of a deep ditch on his side, passed quickly along.

Crikey, but heres a plummy one! from a shrill voice, told him that he was close upon the delinquents, and starting up by the side of a big tree, Mr. Jorrocks came upon Benjamin just as be was wringing the neck of a partridge that Josbua Sneakington bad banded him from the net.
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Benjamin stared like one possessed, for the fumes of the Donkeyton Castle drink were still upon bim, and be gave a half-frigbtened idiotic sort of laugh, as tbough be didnt know wbetber to cry or be pleased. Josbua Sneakington turned deadly pale, his compressed lip quivered, and his band shook so that the unslaugbtered partridges availed themselves of the commotion, and slipt out of the net.

You INFERNAL WILLAINS! roared Mr. Jorrocks with doubled fists from the top of the hedge, ILL TRANSPORT YOU ALL AND ANG THE REST, a declaration that bad the effect of sobering Benjamin, who dropped on his knees, and with clasped bands began clamouring for mercy Mercy! mercy! mercy! exclaimed be; it was all this infernal willain wot forced me to it  there werent a better-disposed bye in all the world afore I got acquainted with this great hugly thief, casting an indignant glance at the still trembling Josbua.

You warmint, grinned Mr. Jorrocks, still standing with clenched fists, gasping for rage, and meditating whether to jump atop of Benjamin or not.

Indeed Im innocent, sir, continued Benjamin, looking imploringly at his master. There werent a more wirtuous amiable bye than I was afore I got corrupted by that amazin great willain. Hes enough to ruin a county.

Josbua now began to recover his senses, and looking beseechingly up at the still bristling, eye-glistening Squire, was beginning, Oh, your worship!

Dont vorship me! roared Mr. Jorrocks, you unmitigated scamp. No wonder my partridges are few, and the fizzants dont crow as they used. Get out o my sight, you double-distilled essence of roguery, or assuredly Ill murther you; Ill ram your at down your puritanical throat, and stuff a stockin arter it.

Josbua took the bint and strode quickly away, cursing his unlucky stars for having embarked in such a speculation, and wondering what would come of it all.

Benjamin, like a licked cur, then came to heel, and followed Mr. Jorrocks, exonerating himself and inculpating Joshua as he went. Benjamin had had enough of Joshua, and wasnt sorry to get rid of him. First he told all about the netting, and how Joshua had a pheasant call that would draw all the pheasants out of the covers, and how he had been making pies of the young ones already. He also showed Mr. Jorrocks where he had fed the partridges, and the sticks and furze bushes he had-used to prepare them for the mysteries of the net, and how Joshua took them, and all how and about it in fact.

Mr. Jorrocks having learnt all he could, put Dickey Cobden to his carriage immediately after breakfast, and drove himself and Benjamin over to his friend Captain Blusters, where, after a full disclosure by Benjamin of all, and perhaps a little more than he knew, they concocted a three months committal for Joshua, which our friend thought it better to put up with than risk a severer sentence at sessions. So great was his popularity, that half the village of Hillingdon visited the prison during the time he was there, for the pleasure of seeing Joshua in gaol.


CHAPTER XXIV.
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SOON AS THE morning trembles oer the sky, 

And, unperceived, unfolds the spreading day, 

Before the ripened field the reapers stand, 

In fair array, each by the lass he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 

By nameless gentle offices her toll.



 THOMSONS SEASONS.



JOSHUA SNEAKINGTON being comfortably provided for in gaol, Mr. Jorrocks bad an inward inquiry as to bow it was that be, a sharp London merchant, bad been done by such a country lout as Joshua  Jorrocks, who bad once got to the windward of Rothschild in a deal, and who was reckoned the second-best judge of treacle in the trade. To carry the inquiry out, our friend called in the assistance of his neighbours, who, as usual, knew it all before.

Oh, they knew all about it! Didnt he know? Well, now, that was odd! If theyd only thought that, theyd have told him directly. Joshua was the greatest rogue in the country; Joshua had cheated everybody  had cheated them, had cheated Brown, had cheated Green, had cheated Brown Jones, had cheated White Jones  would rob a church  should have been transported long since; in short, gave Mr. Jorrocks such information as caused him to doubt whether all the knavery was really settled in London, and all the honesty in the country.

An Uxbridge, a Watford, or a Twyford waggoner, in his gosling-green embroidered breasted frock, round-crowned ticketed hat, clumsy packthread-pointed whip, and enormous hob-nailed highlows, wending his way along Holborn or Oxford Street, with his rough-coated, mud-stained team, and a rickety wain, had always appeared to Mr. Jorrocks the impersonification of simplicity and rural honesty. If he had wanted his washing sent into the country, or a goose brought from it, he felt as if he could have trusted one  of these simple-looking chawbacons, without noting the contents of the bundle, or limiting him as to price for the goose. Far otherwise did he feel with regard to any of Meuxs, or Barclay and Perkinss hey the whays! with their red nightcaps, plush breeches, dirty cotton stockings, and bluchers. They, he felt certain, would put the bundle up the spout, or make purl or half-and-half of the goose money.

Such were the ideas with which Mr. Jorrocks had emigrated into the country  ideas not uncommon, we believe, among those whose lives, like his, have been spent in the great city of London; and now, at his age, to awake to the unpleasant conviction that there were as big thieves in the country as in London, was rather startling and unpleasant; worse still to think that he had been victimised by one of the fraternity. Joshua had had a fine time of it. His respectable appearance, his plausible tongue, his subtle management, aided by Mr. Jorrockss unsuspecting confidence and self-sufficiency, had afforded him opportunities that his able mind knew well how to make the most of. He had bit him.

Joshua had certainly been of use to Mr. Jorrocks  but for him, our worthy friend would have paid about double for everything that he bought, and been desperately cheated in bulls, and all farming transactions; and now that Joshua was on the mill, Mr. Jorrocks began to feel the loss of his managing mind. Benjamin was of no use whatever out of doors; indeed, he candidly told his master one day, when he wanted him to lead ashes out with Dickey Cobden, that he didnt profess to be a farmer.

Plenty of people offered for the vacant situation, but Mr. Jorrocks was afraid and durst not venture. His time and thoughts were divided between his bull, and the question who should be Joshuas successor. The bull was very expensive. Before Mr. Jorrocks had had him a week, he had been the means of consuming half-a-dozen of sherry and a suitable quantity of seed-cake, everybody that called being supposed to have come to see the quadruped. Indeed, he was the cause of a sore disappointment to Mrs. Flather. You must come and see the Markis, said Mr. Jorrocks in an offhand sort of way to her, coming out of church on the Sunday after the bulls arrival; and, accordingly, Emma and she arrived, tricked out in their very best, and found that the Markis he meant was the bull.

The factotum question was very perplexing. Mr. Jorrocks thought over everybody, from Bill Bowker downwards, and could not hit upon any one qualified for the post. The farmers instructor was floored. In truth, it was rather a difficult office to undertake, having to lead the blind leader of the blind. Mr. Jorrocks began to suspect that he was not quite so wise as he thought. That, however, he kept to himself.

It was on a bright summer afternoon, when the harvest was at its height, and joyful cheers rang ever and anon on the surrounding landscape, denoting that now another and another farmers fears were over, by the last of his corn getting cut, that Mr. Jorrocks, still meditating and uncertain, sauntered from his house by the more unfrequented paths, and sought the sweet communion of nature, without the interruption of mankind. The country was in full beauty. The green grass shot forth vigorously, obliterating the scythe marks of the mower; the clover presented a fragrant second crop; turnip fields were unfolding their leafy honours; and all these, commingled with the waving corn, or dotting stooks of golden grain with the purple heather of the higher lands, or sky-line breaking larch or pine of the hill-tops, presented a rich mixture of primeval nature and agricultural improvement. The trees were still in full leaf, and though autumns later tints were wanting, still there was a goodly mixture of foliage, by the dotting of the gay larch, or sombre spruce, or darker pine, among the masses of oak wood, while the white birch stood outside in gay relief against the rest. The loaded corn-fields scattered here and there among the woods diversified the landscape, and presented a rich picture of bounteous plenty.

Mr. Jorrocks sauntered on, now across the green sward, now hip-high in waving corn through the field path, now forcing a way through the rank grass and concealing brambles of the wood track, and now roaming again upon the wilder turf, sprinkled with heather and field flowers. At length he got into one of those now rarely met with passages, a green lane. It was a real green lane. Scarce a cart-rut broke its even surface, and its verdure was kept so close nipped by cattle, that the traveller had not sufficient temptation to keep in any track, so as to form one decided foot-way. It was one of those continuous lines of by-roads frequented chiefly by cattle-drovers. The woodbine-entwined and rose-bending bushes of the high hedges in the narrow parts formed a cool shade, while broader places, widening into patches of common towards the hill-tops (over which these roads always pass), furnished cheap pasture for the loitering cattle.

As luck would have it, just as our Squire got to the, narrowest part of this green lane, and within a hundred yards of where he meant to turn off, to make a circuit back to Hillingdon Hall, he encountered a large drove of Scotch kyloes, picking their way as they went. There might be fifty or sixty of them, duns, browns, mottles, reds, and blacks, with wildness depicted in the prominent eyes of their broad faces.

Hup! how! how! cried our Squire, throwing up his arms to get them to clear a passage for him, a movement that only threw confusion into the herd, and caused them to butt and run foul of each other. They didnt seem to care twopence for the Justice.

Had bye, ar say, there! holloaed a voice from behind, accompanying the demand with a crack of his stick on the quarter of the hindmost kyloe.

You get out o the vay, I say! roared Mr. Jorrocks, indignant at being spoken to in such a manner.

Grod smash! how can ar get out o the way? replied the same voice, again visiting the hindmost kyloe with a crack. De ye think a kyleys like a huss, that yean (one) can pull about by the gob?  

Mr. Jorrocks again raised his arms, and by dint of shew! shew! shelving! and keeping close to the hedge, succeeded in forcing his way through the herd.

He now got a sight of the drover, as the latter rose a short hill that had kept him below the level of the cattle. He was a tall ungainly-looking man, in a Scotch cap, with the lower part of his face muffled up in a plaid, which, spreading in ample fold across his chest, was confined by the fringed end under the right arm. A rudely-cast brass shamrock and thistle decorated the red and grey border of the woollen cap, in which was stuck a splendid eagles feather, that stood boldly above the crown. Long, straggling, iron-grey locks escaped from below the caps close-fitting sides, making the aquiline nose and bright hazel eyes of the wearer more conspicuous.

The upraised arms, now employed in frightening, now in beating the cattle, displayed the dark green tartan, of which the wearers little butlers-pantry sort of jacket was made; while a very short, much-stained, red waistcoat kept at a very respectful distance from a pair of very baggy, drab, shag breeches, confined at the knees with buttons of various colours and patterns. First, on the right leg came a large white one, with a fox, and an L below it; then a black horn one; then a large yellow one with a fox and an N; then a button with a coronet and a bunch of hieroglyphics; followed on by a white button with a foxs mask. On the left leg the row began again with a large button of the fox and L pattern, followed on by a black horn one, then a gilt one, with a ducal coronet and a B below; then came another yellow one, with another bunch of hieroglyphics; and the bottom one was a gilt one, with a foxs mask, and three letters.

The jean gaiters, which were uncommonly tight, as if to show the spindleness of the wearers shanks and the profuseness of his breeches, were decorated, if possible, with a greater variety of buttons, there being, in addition to the yellow and white ones, some of a mixed species, and some few non-sporting ones, of coloured glass.

Vy dont you get out o the way with your nasty lousy Scotch cattle? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as he neared the uncouth figure.

The eagle-plumed hero stood transfixed.

Dont you hear vot I said, man? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, speaking louder, and standing on a-green hillock, as if to increase his importance by height.

God smash, if it arnt the ard Squire! exclaimed the figure; why, dinnut ye ken yean? added he, taking off his Scotch bonnet, and lowering the plaid from before a very tobacco-stained mouth.  

Vy, its James Pigg! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, jumping down and running towards him. James, my good frind, ow dye do?

Nicely, thank ye; hows theesel? replied James, pulling off a greasy old glove, and offering his hand, saying, Give us a wag o thy neif.

Mr. Jorrocks and he then shook hands.

D  n, but ars glad to see thee, said James, as soon as their hands were released. Ah, God, what a belly thous getten, added he, eyeing his late masters corporation.

And vot are you arter now, James? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, without noticing the observation.

Ah, ars getten a livin just how ar can  whiles yean thing, whiles another. Ars travellin beast enow. Ye dinna want ne beast ars warnd, de ye? added he, pointing to the drove.

Vy, no, I thinks not, James, replied Mr. Jorrocks; but vere do you come from now  vere are you livin, in fact?

Ah, ars livin aside canny Newcassel. You ken canny Newcassel, where the coals come frae?

Ah, the Vallsenders, replied Mr. Jorrocks; then youve left your uncle, Deavilboger, ave you? added he, remembering his late huntsmans former locality.

Why, no, ars not; ars drivin for the ard Deavil enow. Hes mar coosin, not my uncle.  

Veil, but tell us all about it. Here, set down on this bank, continued Mr. Jorrocks, pointing to a hillock under the high hedge near where they stood. Take off that rambustical thing, added he, touching Piggs plaid, and lets sit on it.

Ay, to be sure, said Pigg, unfolding it from his chest. Its mar plaide: ars getten mar frilled sark, everyday breeks, and Sunday shun (shoes) in it, pointing to a bump at the sewn-up end of the plaid, which he placed for himself to sit down by.

Yell, now, said Mr. Jorrocks, adjusting himself comfortably, tell us all how and about it  the cattlell pick quietly along the green lane, and a restll do you no arm this ot day. Tell us now, vot ave you been a doin since we parted? ow does the world use you? Wots there a goin on in Scotland? Hows Deavilboger?Ave you got a wife yet?Ow are the markets with you?

Ay, the Deavils gay and well, interrupted Pigg, knowing his late masters propensity for stringing on questions; hows theesel? ye did not chew neane, ars warnd, added he, producing a japanned tobacco-box, and offering Mr. Jorrocks a quid.

Mr. Jorrocks declined.

Having replenished his own mouth, James clasped his hands upon his rugged oak staff, and sticking out his legs, leant forward upon it.

Yot a lot o rum battons youve got on your breeches and gaiters, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at Piggs legs.

Ay, replied Pigg, cocking up one of his spindle shanks, the breeks is a pair o yeer ard uns; theyre what ye had on the day t ard huss coupd ye into the bog.

I minds it, James Pigg! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up at the recollection. I minds it, repeated he, taking hold of the old shags many a good Tun Ive seen in them breeches, many a one again in Surrey and elsewhere  dear old things, continued Mr. Jorrocks, rubbing his hand down them as he would down a horse. Youve done them justice in the batton line, Im glad to see, observed he. Lots o foxes! lots o fine things! Coronets, and I dont know wot!

Ay, lots replied Pigg, with an emphasis. Sink it, ars glad ar put them on to-day. Theyre mar lucky breeks. Ah, theyre a grand sight o buttons! Ah, theyre worth a vast o money! Ah, theyre good for sore eyes! That yean, putting his thumb on the white button, and polishing it up a little, was Squire Lambtons. Ah, a grand man! Sic a man for the hoont. Ah, as canny Codlin used to say, ye may get prime beef, and prime mutton, and prime ministers, but yell niver get sic a prime sportsman as Ralph Lambton again. Ah, he was a grand un, added Pigg, polishing it again. The next yeans Sir Matthews, a fox and a B for Blagdon, continued Pigg, putting his thumb on the yellow button; grand man, Sir Matthew, grand kennel, grand stable.

Thats an N, James, observed Mr. Jorrocks,looking attentively at the button.

No, its a B, replied Pigg, at least it should be a B; or else its an R for Ridley.

This is Elchos, continued he, proceeding with the exhibition a lords hat, with a lot o sarpents below.

Thems letters, observed Mr. Jorrocks, trying to decipher them.

Elchos a grand man, observed Pigg, without noticing his late masters observation; ars thinkin of shiftin him to tother leg, turning the left one partially round, and then ard Squire Lambton and he may glower at each other. Take these black uns off, said Pigg, and put an Elcho on each side, perhaps. Ah, hes a grand man, Elcho! Ah, how he can ride! Ah, how he can go! Ah, what a pack o hunds he has!  Ah, how he does dust the foxes! Ye should see his ard dog Contest. Faith hes gotten wor ard huss, Arterxerxes.

 Arterxerxes! you dont say so, James, exclaimed Mr.

Jorrocks.

Ay, has he, replied Pigg, turning the quid in his mouth; grand huss he is too  not the best Elcho has though, by mony.

Yell, Im glad to hear the old oss is in good ands, observed Mr. Jorrocks cheerfully; he carried me well sometimes.

He was ower mony for thou, observed Pigg. He was aye tumblin of ye down. Do you mind when we bad to saw ye out o the thorn hedge?

Deed do I! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, in ecstasies; wot a run that was! saw them pin the warmint in the corner of the stubble-field by the stacks, as I was stuck up aloft in the thorn. Those were fine times, James! those were fine times!

Ay were they! replied Pigg, wiping his tobacco-stained mouth across the back of his hand. Sink it, what brandy we used to drink! Have never had a real good drench since, but yance at Squire Russells. Sink, added he, giving his knee-cap a hearty slap, if the butler didnt give me as much brandy as ever I could haud (hold). Grand man, Squire Russell! Thats his button, added Pigg, pointing to a gilt one, with twisted letters. Arll have him put higher up when ar shifts Elcho, added Pigg, eyeing its present position. Thir, on the gaiters, are mostly dead uns, observed Pigg, glancing down his legs. The twe top uns are Handley Cross, wor and buttons. This yean, with the raised sarpents, taking hold of a yellow button with raised letters at the top of the right leg, was Lord Londondarrys. He got the Sedgefield country when Squire Lambton gave it up. Ard Price gave me the button. That plain yean was Squire Williamsons. Ah, he was a grand man for the hoont. The next was the ard Duke o Clevelands. Got a dukes hat, you see, added he, turning the button for Mr. Jorrockss inspection. Raby hoont, as it was called, added Pigg, letting it go again. Ars getten another dukes button somewhere, continued the showman, looking at his legs. Buccleuchs; ay, here its, said he, among the whick uns, pointing to one at his breeches knees. Dukes hat, you see, said he, and B, for Buccleuch  grand man, Buccleuch; Mr. Williamson, the huntsman, gav me the button  grand man, Mr. Williamson!

Ay, ay, youre all grand men you Scotchmen, accordin to your own accounts, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks;  its the old story of claw me, and Ill claw ye.

Sink, ars ne Scotchman, replied Pigg, indignant at the observation. Its all gospel what Ive telled ye.

Vy, if youre not a Scot, youre next door to one, observed Mr. Jorrocks; jest as much a Scot as a Borough mans a Londoner.

Why, ye ard gouk, exclaimed Pigg, doesnt ar tell ye ar lives aside canny Newcastle; how the deavil then can ar be a Scot?

Vy, I dont know, replied Mr. Jorrocks soothingly, you certainly speak rayther Scotchy.

Hoot, thats all fancy, replied Pigg; its just because ars getten a plaide added he, taking hold of the thing on which they were sitting.

Yell, observed Mr. Jorrocks smilingly, it may be  it may be, my good frind  let us talk about Deavilboger and his farm.

Sink the farm! exclaimed Pigg, ar nivèr talks about farmin when ar can talk about huntin  yean wad ha thought now youd have liked to have heard tell all about mar grand buttons, said Pigg, looking lovingly down his legs.

Dash your buttons, grunted Mr. Jorrocks aloud; tell me what do you do when youre not cattle-drivin?

Why, I works for mar cousin, Deavilboger, growled Pigg; ploughs, dikes, sows, reaps  aught in fact.

Tell me, now, asked Mr. Jorrocks, has Deavilboger a ball?

Bull! ay! exclaimed Pigg, grand bull, best i the country, took two prizes  gold shoe-horn  silver wine-funnel.

And youre not reglarly hired to Deavilboger, I spose? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Not by the year, replied Pigg; I warks piece-wark,

Yots that? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, se much for dein se much  ten shillins for turnin a middin  five shillins for cleanin a fard, and se on.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not catching all the last sentence. I spose, observed he, that reglar wages are better than piece-work.

Ne doot, replied Pigg, ne doot; but yean cannot always get them, ye ken.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, considering bow he should sound him. I spose youd like to get a good place?

Ne doot, replied Pigg, ne doot, where there are some hunds.

You wouldnt like a farm-servants place, I spose? observed Mr. Jorrocks.

A faith, ars not sarcy! ard turn my hand to aught.

Or go anywhere? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Ah, aril places is alike to me, replied Pigg. Ars getten a bit shop enow that mar missus keeps, but ar could soon shut that up.

Yot, youve got a missus, ave you? observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Housekeeper, thats to say, replied Pigg, housekeeper  ar niver marries them added he, with a shake of the head.

And vot do you sell? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, tape, pins, thread, buttons, galluses, onything  ye didna want ne galluses, ars warnd, de ye?

No vot? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Galluses repeated Pigg things to had your breeks up by, explained he.

No, but I thinks you do, replied Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the great interregnum between Piggs red waistcoat and shags.

Ah, sink, ar never wears neane, replied Pigg, turning his quid; but I mun be gannin, added he, with a start, its foour oclock, I see!

How do you see that? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

By the shearers yonder, replied Pigg, his keen eye glancing to a distant hill where the workpeople had just left off. Well, ars main glad to see thou, said he, rising himself from the bank with his staff deed is ar continued he, standing and looking at his late master, adding ye dinna drink ne brandy now, ars warnd.

Ill give you summut to get a glass with, observed Mr.

Jorrocks, with a smile, diving his hand into his breeches pocket, and producing a great five-shilling piece. There, said he, theres a dollar for you, and when youve delivered your cattle, if you come hack this way Ill give you another, and meanwhile Ill try to get you a place.

Ah, youre a grand man, replied Pigg, taking the five-shilling piece, with a duck of the head. Ah, you are a grand man, repeated he, as he eyed it. Ye dinna want ne sarvant yoursel, ars warnd?

I lives about a mile and an alf from here, observed Mr. Jorrocks, pointing in the direction of the village of Hillingdon. You ask for Squire Jorrocks; anybody can tell ye where I lives.

Ne doot, replied Pigg, ne doot; ars warned ye, arll find ye out, added he, hitching up his breeches, and adjusting the plaid as it was when we found him. Having taken leave of his former master, he then proceeded, hup howing, on his way.

Rum betch, that fellow! said Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, as Pigg left him; shouldnt wonder if he might suit me.


CHAPTER XXV.
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THAT WELL-KNOWN NAME awakens all my woes.



ANOTHER letter with the Marquiss coronet again threw the village of Hillingdon into commotion. His lordship wanted another turn with his agricultural friend, or rather a little flirtation under pretence of a visit to him. Thus he wrote:  



DONKEYTON CASTLE.



DEAR MR. JORROCKS,  I was glad to hear your bull arrived safe, and sorry to hear that your coachman was taken ill at our house the other day  I hope, however, he is better, and that there is nothing to prevent your receiving me at Hillingdon Hall on Thursday next, when I purpose driving over, and staying all night. Pray write me a line, saying if it will be convenient, and with best regards to the ladies, believe me, dear Mr. Jorrocks, yours very truly, BRAY.



The following is Mr. Jorrockss answer:  



HILLINGDON HALL TO WIT.



MY DEAR LORD MARQUIS,  Yours, of no date, is received, and note the contents. We shall be most proud to receive you on Thursday  dinner at five, and no waitin. My bull arrived safe; thanks to your lordship for lending of me your wan. It would have taken his lordship a precious long time to waddle here. I dont think he can go much above a mile an hour. But hes a noble quadruped! Uncommon! The admiration of the country. All the ladies come to look at him. Dare say hes cost me a dozen of wine already  sponge biscuits in proportion. Wot you calls my coachman, is my bouy Binjimin, I spose; some o your long, lazy Johnnies made him drunk. Scandalous work! Howsomever, I licked him uncommon; and if your chaps had their licks too, it wouldnt do them no harm. Intoxication is a beastly wice. Bad in a man, but shockin in a bouy. I wonders you great men dont keep a private treadmill for your Johnnies. Howsomever thats enough! so oping to see you, I remain, my dear Lord, yours to serve, 

JOHN JORROCKS, J.P.



August 29th, 184-.



To THE MOST NOBLE THE MARQUIS OF BRAY.



Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks had a most solemn argument as to who they should have to meet the Marquis. Mr. Jorrocks rather inclined to Mrs. Flather, while Mrs. Jorrocks insisted upon inviting Mr and Mrs. Trotter and Eliza. In fact, she had done it before she argued the point; and finding that to be the case, Mr. Jorrocks invited the Flathers also, so that between them they made what Mr. Jorrocks called a pretty kettle of fish.

The day but one before that fixed for the Marquiss visit, Mr. Jorrocks, while taking his daily stroll, ascended the hill leading up to Mr. Heavytails pet farm. Mr. Heavytail was exceedingly busy, preparing for his harvest home. The shearers were at work on the north side of the hill, and the golden grain stood in well-filled stooks in most of the fields around. It had been a capital harvest. The weather had been all that could be wished, and Mr. Heavytail was going to evince his gratitude by giving his servants and labourers a plentiful repast at the close. The large barn was swept out, rustic chandeliers hung from the rafters, and block-tin candle-holders were stuck promiscuously into the walls. Mrs. Heavytail was equally busy. She was making mountainous plum-puddings, and skewering corresponding rounds of beef  cheese, too, appeared likely to be abundant.

Vell, Mr.Eavytail, said Mr. Jorrocks, poking his way into the barn, with his hands behind his back, in his usual vacant sort of way, vot are you arter now? goin to give a lector, are you? added he, looking at the illuminatory preparations.

GOOD MORNIN, SIR, roared Mark, as if Jorrocks was half a mile off; GETTING READY FOR OÜR HARVEST HOME, YOU SEE, continued he, pointing to the candles and some old banners, with the usual agricultural mottoes, Live, and let live,

Speed the plough, and so on, upon them.

So, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the proceedings, goin to ave a little procession, are ye? speech  frinds and fellow-farmers! continued he, extending his right arm.

ITS FOR OUR SUPPER NIGHT, SIR, roared Heavytail FINISH OUR HARVEST ON THURSDAY  GIVE THE MEN A SUPPER, WIVES A TEA, THEN COME IN HERE AND DANCE  ALL DRESSED

UP, MEN AS WOMEN, WOMEN AS MEN, AND SO ON.

Vot fun! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, shuffling with his feet as if he would set to.

FIDDLERS TO PLAY! continued Mark, pointing to a chair, STRONG ALE FOR THE MEN, TEA FOR THE LADIES

AGAIN.

Tea for the ladies again! observed Mr. Jorrocks; Id give them a little strong ale too, I thinks! And is this annual? asked Mr. Jorrocks, once a year, in fact? seeing Mark didnt take the first question.

OH YES, replied Mark, EVERY YEAR  GRAND FUN.

So I should think, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself; vish I was a real farmer, added he, instead of one of these harm-chair umbugs  peellosiphers what they call.

But to return to the ladies.

When Mrs. Flather and Mrs. Trotter found they were both invited (which they speedily learned from the servants, from that rural parliament, the well), each made up her mind not to go, and nothing but the dread of the other stealing a march prevented their sending excuses. It was quite clear how it was  Mr. Jorrocks wanted to keep in with both; at all events he wouldnt give either of them a lift. The result was, that each mother strove her utmost to set her daughter off to advantage. Mrs. Flather adhered to the blue silk that did so much execution at Donkeyton Castle, while Mrs. Trotter arrayed the beautiful brunette in a new pale pink silk, with an old rich point-lace berthe, that varying fashion had twice seen in favour. She had also got her a new bustle of very liberal dimensions.

The Marquis arrived in his broughan, as before, in ample time to allow his French valet to make an uncommon swell of him. His fair hair hung over his ears in longer ringlets than usual, and his shirt frill and front were perfect curiosities in the way of lace and needle-work. A very stiff starcher rose above the low velvet collar of his light blue coat, the neckcloth matching in whiteness the purity of his waistcoat, while his nankeen trousers were slightly shaped over the instep, to display the exquisite texture of his stockings, and his small buckles and French-polished pumps. Kings, brooches, buttons, chains, &c., were in their usual profusion.

Scarcely had the Marquis flourished round the drawingroom, and lisped out the usual nothings about the company worsted work, the view, and the weather, ere Benjamin announced Mrs and Miss Flather, who greeted the visitor in a motherly and half-bashful lover-like sort of way. Before he had got in full swing with the fair Emma, the door opened again, and lo! the goodly proportions of Mrs. Trotter filled the portal, followed by her diminutive husband and her eye-dazzling daughter.

The Marquis was thunderstruck. He never thought his agricultural friend would be such a fool as invite them together, especially after the hint Mr. Jorrocks had volunteered on his way to Mr. Jobsons. The consequence was the Marquis was tongue-tied, and instead of indulging in all manner of high-flown sentiment in a lover-like undertone, he was obliged to speak up, while the mothers sat watching each move like the lookers-on at a chess table.

A most tedious dinner was the result. Nor did the Marquiss misery end with the retirement of the ladies, for little Trotter stayed, and the conversation turned upon turnips. At length the trio returned to the drawing-room, and after a yawning, uneasy hour, Mrs. Flather said something about avoiding the evening dew, and having forced Mrs. Trotter into an assent, cloaks, shawls, and bonnets were sought out, and the meeting dispersed.

Its a werry fine evenin, observed Mr. Jorrocks to the Marquis, as he returned from setting them to the door werry fine evenin indeed, added he, looking at his great noisy watch, and finding that it still wanted a quarter to nine. Wot shall we do with ourselves?

We might have set the ladies home if wed thought of it, observed the Marquis, who had thought of it very intently, but did not know how to manage it.

We might so, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a vacant yawn.

Ive alf a mind, said he, after a pause, to stroll up to Mr.Eavytails pet farm, and see what theyre a doin in the dancin line. Its only right for us jestices to patronise the amusements of the lower horders, continued he, anxious for an excuse to do what he wanted.

Oh, is it his harvest home? asked the Marquis.

Yes, replied Mr. Jorrocks, its a sort of a masquerade thing, as I understands it. Dress up, King o Bohemia  Timour the Tartar  William the Conqueror  Doctor Pangloss  then ands across and back again, down the middle and hup again. Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, and throwing himself about in attitudes.

We might have some fun, I think, observed the Marquis, anxious for anything rather than bed; only it wouldnt do to go as we are.  

Oh no, replied Mr. Jorrocks dress up certainly. Ive got a werry fine Scotch dress  kilts, filly-bag (philibeg), and all, wot I used to cut about in London in, that I could sport, only I dont know wot to put you in. My tops would be too big for you, added he, glancing at his own legs and at the Marquiss, or I could rig you out as an untsman.

Oh, both my legs would go into one of your boots, observed the Marquis: besides, I should be lost in the coat.  

It would be rayther like a dressin-gown, praps, replied Mr. Jorrocks; its roomy for me even, added he feeling his great fat sides.

Ill tell you wot we could do though, exclaimed he, after a few minutes consideration. We might dress you hup as a gal, and deuce a soul will ever know you. Weve got some o my niece Belindas things, wot she left when she got married, thatll jest about fit you, continued Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing the Marquiss dimensions. Werry pretty gal youll make too, added the Cockney Squire.

The Marquis rather hesitated. He would have preferred being a hussar, or a light dragoon, or something in the military line; but fancy dresses not being procurable at a moments notice in the country, he at length consented, and with the aid of Mrs. Jorrocks, accomplished a very becoming attire. White silk bonnet with a blue feather, blue and white striped dress, with his own Wellington boots.

Mr. Jorrocks was rotundity itself. The thick, well-puckered plaid stood from his plump person, while his corpulent calves loomed magnificent above his striped hose.

Theres an Tghlander for you! exclaimed he, bounding into the apartment where Mrs. Jorrocks was dressing the Marquis, balancing himself on one leg like an opera-dancer, extending his arms with a lighted candle in the right hand.



Ighlands gay, foots away, 

Appy on the weddin day,



continued he, whizzing himself round, teetotum-like, which had the effect of inflating his kilts and blowing out his candle.

I wonders now, continued he, if there really are people wot dress in this style, looking at his bare legs, or if its jest one o Walter Scotts wagaries. My vig, but you makes an uncommon pretty gal, added he, getting in front of the Marquis, and eyeing his bright ringlets and fair complexion.

werry pretty gal indeed. Mr.Eayytail ill wonder who the deuce it is  real lady!  swans-down muff and tippet, and a feather in her at, I do declare, continued he, eyeing the whole attira Well now, continued he, adjusting his peacock-feathered cap before the mirror, well jest steal quietly out at the back door, and you, Mrs. J., must see that its left open when Batsay goes to bed, and Ill jest put the spirit-stand key in my filly-bag, and you must put glasses and vater in the closet for us again we come ome, for we shall most likely be drinkey for dry; so now lets mizzle, or we shall be losinalf the fun.

Oar friends then set off. The night air had assumed an autumnal coolness, and our Cockney Highlander felt the want of his stockings before he had got across the second field, on his way by the back of the village. The young moon shone brightly in the sky, occasionally obscured by a passing cloud. Mr. Jorrocks strode hastily on, followed by the Marquis, laughing ever and anon at the grotesque shadow his fat friend cast on the fields. Thus they proceeded for a mile or so, the Marquis still keeping in the rear.

Presently lights appeared on the hill-top, and the sound of revelry fell on the country round.

Thats the place, observed Mr. Jorrocks to his friend, as they halted at a stone stile and looked towards the lights. Youre not tired, are you?

Oh no, replied the Marquis. My petticoats are rather inconvenient, and catch the briars as I pass along, otherwise I could manage well enough.

Old them up, replied Mr. Jorrocks. My kilts are werry cool, I know, and expose my legs desperate to the gnats.

Presently the lights became more apparent, and seemed to move about in greater numbers; and as they reached the foot of the hill, music and the clattering of the dancers sounded more distinctly.

The games begun, observed Mr. Jorrocks, pretending to listen, but in reality drawing breath before commencing the steep ascent.

Well soon be there now, continued he, making a fresh start.

They then commenced the climb.

As they neared the summit of the hill, the noise of voices, the clapping of hands, the stamping of heels, the twang of the music, with here and there a rustic couple loitering about making love, announced a numerous gathering.

Theres a precious sight o company, observed Mr. Jorrocks, turning round to the Marquis, when a man with his face blacked, and a pair of horns on his head, trod on Mr. Jorrockss foot.

Oh, you great clown! roared Mr. Jorrocks; youve trod on my toe  my corney toe! added he, catching his foot up in his hand.

Why dont you look where youre going, you great woolpack? replied the man, pushing past.

Voolpack! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, letting down his leg, adding, in a lower tone Ill lick you within a barleycorn o your life. Stop a bit ere, said he to the Marquis, till I gets my mask on, or theyll be twiggin on me.

Having got this adjusted, the Cockney Sawney took the arm of his fair friend, and, drawing a faded green-baize curtain aside, they passed at once from the open air into the barn ball-room.

The game was in full play. Amid clouds of smoke the dim, tallow candles shed an indistinct light upon a most miscellaneous collection of maskers and mummers. Here might be seen a man with an asss head, coquetting with the tapster for another jug of barleycorn; there a sailor footing it with a ram, or a haymaker with a billy-goat, many of the characters being from animal and agricultural life.

Our friends were some time after entering before they could discriminate objects.  

Not so with those already in, for the appearance of our Squire and his fair friend caused an instantaneous outburst of exclamations, some not very complimentary to Mr. Jorrockss proportions and his country, others in approbation of the fair companion of his travels. Heres a Scot! exclaimed-one, pushing Mr. Jorrocks forward to show himself. A real fat un, added a butcher, poking him in the ribs. A bare-legged un, too! exclaimed a horse-jobber, feeling Mr. Jorrocks down like a purchaser. Take care, hell maybe give you the itch! observed a fourth, dressed as a sailor. I once got it from a chap at Arbroath very like him.

Hang him, hes no Scot! observed another, dressed as a woman; are you, old joggle-belly? continued he, giving Mr. Jorrocks a crack across the stomach. Is he your dad, my bonny lass? asked another half-drunken clown, taking a pipe from his mouth, and giving the Marquis a chuck under the chin, and a face full of smoke at the same time.

Mr. Jorrocks was rather abashed by their rudeness at first, but having often taken his own part among the frolicsome maskers in the days of the immortal Charley Wright, of gooseberry champagne celebrity, and in later times at the Crown and Anchor, and Lowther Rooms, he soon began to pick up and move freely about the barn. Not so the Marquis, who was sadly disconcerted at the rude liberties of the clowns, who pinched him and pulled him about, and made all sorts of observations upon his figure and appearance. At last, having got separated from his bulky protector, he could no longer put up with the tender advances of a liquorish young husbandman, who, with his arm round his waist, insisted upon kissing him, so getting to the door, he made his escape, and ran away as hard as ever his petticoats would let him lay legs to the ground. Meanwhile our gay-hearted Squire rolled joyfully about, thrusting his uncouth mask under the bonnet of every pretty girl, and replying in most Cockneyfied Scotch to the numerous inquiries that were hazarded as to his country and kindred Oh, he was from Inverness! Would they gan to Inverness? &c. He could eat nothin but oatmeal! he could drink nothin but whisky! He was all for the mountain hair! The fiddlers, as if in compliment to his country, presently struck up a reel, but Mr. Jorrocks did not regard the invitation, until a very gaunt-looking figure, in a very old white mask, with large red spots on the cheek-bones, dressed in a soldiers coat, with nankeen shorts and gaiters, and a regular bulge of shirt round his waist, appeared with a buxom wench on the floor, and with a youth dressed as a barn-door cock, commenced a three reel. The woman was masked, but her figure was tall and plump, and finely formed. She tripped lightly through the figure, and set to the soldier, whose toe and heel work and lanky lugubrious appearance contrasted with the nimble jollity or his partner. Still the soldier seemed to have some notion of the dance, for he snapped his fingers and stamped with his heel, and screamed eu heu! at every period for changing the figure. Chanticleer, however, made very poor work or it, and seeing the Scotchman standing by, he said, Here, you dance it, and giving Mr. Jorrocks a shove forward, left him to fill up his place in the reel.

Our lumpy Squire then commenced frolicking with a very clumsy cow-like sort of action, imitating, however, to the best of his ability, the stamps and yells of the soldier. The fair masker seemed to prefer the fat Scotchman, and turned and set to him much oftener and with more grace than the equity of the dance required. In vain the soldier cut and shuffled, and snapped his fingers, and cried eu heu!  Mr. Jorrocks bumped and jumped, and cried eu heu! also.

At last the soldier began to get angry. D  n it, said he, if that great muckle Scotch thief isnt a takin mar pairtner from me. Sink him, arll fell him, continued he, cutting and shuffling, in hopes that he might reclaim her by superior activity.

Still she set to the Scotchman.

Ye stand up here, said he to a youth dressed as a duck, and tak mar place whilst ar gan and get a neif full o nettles for you lubber. Sink, arll gar him loup! added he, eyeing one of Mr. Jorrockss awkward bounds.

The dance gained converts, and ere the soldier returned several more reels were formed. Still the Highlander frolicked with the fine-figured masker, and the admiring crowd pressed round to look at them. 
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The duck, too, danced much better than the cock. The soldier having provided himself with a handful of nettles, took a position behind Willey Goodheart and a group of unmasked countrymen, and, as Mr. Jorrocks came rolling round, he very quietly drew the nettles across the inside of his knees.

Mr. Jorrocks bounded across the floor.

The soldier then changed his position, and wiped him across the front of his legs; but an extra bound was all the acknowledgment Mr. Jorrocks made.

Sink, arll stuff them up bodily, observed the soldier, shortening the stalk of the nettles, and changing his position again.

Presently Mr. Jorrocks was frolicking before him, and up went the nettles.

BEAVE! roared Mr. Jorrocks, with a tremendous bound; an exclamation that caused the soldier to start, and the fair masker to fly.


CHAPTER XXVI.
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O MAY THE silver lamp from heavens high bower 

Direct my footsteps in the midnight hour!  GAY.



THE Marquis of Bray went like a lamplighter down the pet farm kill, after escaping from Mr. Heavytails harvest home ball, inwardly resolving never to assume female attire, or expose himself to such undignified rudeness again. It was his first appearance in any other character than that of a lord, and as he went he thought there was none so convenient. The night had changed for the worse, and the flitting clouds that had occasionally obscured the young moons brightness had become heavy rolling masses. On the Marquis went, stumbling, tripping, and tearing his petticoats, following the first path he struck into, without considering whether it was the one he came by or not.

At length a narrow plank of a foot-bridge across a rushing rivulet startled him into the conviction that he was not returning by the way he came. When a man once loses himself, no matter how well he knows the country, it is wonderful how soon he gets confused. Everything looks different. The Marquis was bewildered. He had lost all idea where he was, if indeed he ever had any, for not being used to take lines of his own, he had most likely relied on Mr. Jorrocks bringing him safe home again. Still over the plank, and on he went, in the delusive hope of being right, until a dark wood stood full before him. The moon at that moment gleamed bright upon it, and a driving gust whistled through the leaves. The wood was a poser. The Marquis was sure he was wrong. The awkwardness of his situation now flashed upon him. Dressed as a girl, and lost in a strange country. The night was getting darker  the wind whisked his petticoats about, and the scared screech-owl fluttered about, hooping clear shrill full hoops upon the surrounding country.

The weak-eyed bat, With short shrill shrieks, flitted on leathern wing.

I must try to find my way back, observed the Marquis to himself, or I shall be getting benighted; adding, as he turned and tripped over a boundary stone, confounded mess this is, to be sure; I wish I hadnt been so foolish as to accompany Mr. Jorrocks. Oh dear! I do believe theres a toad! added he, jumping off the foot-path, as a sudden gleam of moonshine flashed upon a slimy-looking gentleman, jumping leisurely before him. Two! three! four! added he, as they successively hopped in view. Oh dear, the place is alive with them  horrible beasts!

The foot-way now became more indistinct, and on arriving at the next field, from which the corn had been led, the Marquis stood doubting whether to take the track to the right or to the left. Which he had come by he had no idea, nor was that material, as he did not wish to get back to Mr. Heavytails, if he could find his way to Hillingdon without. At length he took the track to the left. He had not proceeded many paces before, with a sniff, grunt, and snort, up jumped a sow with a litter of pigs, giving him such a start as to drive the idea of following the path out of his mind. On he went, lost in meditation and fear, walking, as it were, involuntarily, for he could not but feel that he was just as likely to be going wrong as right, while the fear of meeting any one in his present disguise almost overcame the desire to do so, for the purpose of getting put right.

Another loud sniff, grunt, and snort, again disturbed his reflections, causing him to start and think there must be a sow with a litter of pigs at each corner of the field, until, getting to the stile by which he had entered, he found he had made a circuit of the enclosure. That was a clencher, and stuffing his hands into his muff, he leant against the rough railing next the stile, in a state of despondency. Ho had never known difficulty before. His had been a bed of roses, instead of which he seemed in a fair way of getting into one of nettles. The night was bitter cold  the wind howled, and a drizzling rain began to threaten saturation to his flimsy garments. Well, its no use stopping here, said he to himself, as he eyed the fleeting clouds driving before the dull moon;  I must walk, if its only to keep myself warm. So saying, muff in hand, he proceeded at a half-walk, half-run, along the path he had before rejected.

Ive a great mind to holla, said he to himself, stopping and resting against a stile, after crossing three or four more fields, at the same time undoing the belt of his gown to get at his diminutive gold watch, which he long held up, in hopes of a moons ray enabling him to see what oclock it was. He could make nothing of it. A gold face was all that was visible; the tiny ticking all he could hear. Oh dear, Mr. Jorrocks is a stupid old man, said he, returning it to his waistcoat pocket; I really think my pa was right about his being a vulgar old fellow. Who but a clown could find pleasure in such revelry as that? Well, I wish I was home again  I wouldnt be caught at another, I know. So saying, the Marquis again set off at a sort of amble, brushing his silk gown against the protruding thorn-hedge as he went.

A hares meanders are not more curious than the Marquiss wanderings on this unlucky night. The ground he covered and the little progress he made were truly ridiculous. At the end of two hours he was not more than two miles from where he started, though he was fully of opinion that he had walked ten. The time, too, seemed equally long, and by eleven oclock he began to expect daybreak. Though not boisterous, the wind was noisy, and blowing the contrary way to the pet farm; no sounds of mirth or music reached the low country about which the Marquis wandered; while the festivities, being confined to the back of the house, and the window shutters being closed in front, no indications appeared from that side. Cold and fatigue had so tamed his lordship that he would have made for them if there had, even, at the risk of a second hugging from the clown.

If the Marquis lived to a thousand years, he would never forget the horrors of that night. It would have been bad enough to have been lost in his own clothes; but to be lost without daring to holla, because he was dressed as a woman, was something vexatiously ludicrous. What would his ma say, if she could see him?  O Jorrocks! Jorrocks! you had a deal to answer for, old cock.

Still the Marquis moved about till cold and fatigue almost overcame him. The heir of Donkeyton Castle would have been thankful for the shelter of the meanest cottage on the estate. At last, when almost sinking under his difficulties, a sudden gleam of moonshine disclosed a stack of chimneys, between clumps of tall trees. The Marquis darted towards them. Another gleam showed some common railing round the trees, and just at the same moment a melancholy-looking candle flickered past a lattice window high in the roof. A few seconds, and he was over the rails.

Holloa! exclaimed he, as loud as he could shout, immediately below where he saw the light, when out rushed a dog with such force as to throw himself over with the check of his chain, as he darted to within a few feet of where the Marquis stood.

Get away, you beast! exclaimed he, bounding away with such a spring as made him assume a similar position on the ground.

The rattle of the chain grating at full tension against the wooden dog-box sounded like music to the Marquis, as he gathered himself up from his dirty fall, and prepared for a fresh attempt below the window.

Holloa! repeated he, amid the whistling of the wind, the bow-wow-wow-wowing of the dog, and the rattling of the chain.

Whos there? at length exclaimed a voice from below a white cotton nightcap, out of the little window.

Me! me! exclaimed the Marquis, delighted at the sound.

Me, me mimicked the voice; whos me, I wonder?

A fitful gleam passed over where the Marquis stood, displaying his dress, and the draggled state of his clothes.

Stand back! holloaed the voice from above, or Ill shoot you.

For Gods sake dont! exclaimed the Marquis, holding up his muff like a shield, amid the increased baying of the dog.

Then make yourself scarce, and dont be after disturbing a respectable family at this time of night.

Dont be silly! exclaimed the Marquis, I dont want to hurt anybody; I want shelter, added he, advancing a few paces.

Stand bach! repeated the voice, or Ill shoot! the speaker at the same time popping a mop-handle out of the window.  

Hold! screamed the Marquis, couching to avoid the discharge, Im not a robber.

I know what you are well enough, replied he of the cotton nightcap, but we dont want such cattle as you here.  

Whats the matter? Whos there? Thieves! murder! fire! help! exclaimed a voice from below a frilled nightcap, out of a larger window a little lower down.

Its nobody that will hurt you, exclaimed the Marquis, waving his muff in a supplicating way towards the house.

Only hear me!  

But who are you? inquired the frilled night-capped voice. What do you mean by disturbing the, house at this time of night?

Ive lost my way, exclaimed the Marquis, and am perishing with cold. Do let me in, and Ill tell you all about it, added he, pulling up his wet petticoats.  

I dare say! replied voice number two. We dont harbour such people as you here, this is not a lodging-house.

~ If you dont go quietly away Ill rouse the house; call the coachman, butler, groom, and all the footmen; have you taken up, taken before a magistrate.

Pray dont! exclaimed the Marquis, pray dont; I really wont hurt anybody; just let me sit by the kitchen fire till morning; I assure you Ill go quietly away, and be most thankful.

Who can it be? inquired another female voice, now joining the first one. She doesnt speak like a common person, somehow. How many are there of you? asked she, now looking out of the window.

Only myself! exclaimed the Marquis, only myself! repeated he, with upraised muff.

Shes got an ermine muff and tippet, I see, said the second female voice, drawing back, and appears well dressed. We can hardly let her stand shivering there.

If I was sure there was no one else, Id let her in, but it may be a plan to rob and murder us, observed the other; we cant be too careful.

Oh dear! exclaimed the Marquis, dont keep me shivering here; I shall get my death of cold, added he, his teeth chattering as he spoke.

A long consultation ensued in the lower room, to which the cotton cap of the upper one was summoned. At length slipshod footsteps were heard descending an uncarpeted staircase, and presently the rattling of bolts and loosening of chains denoted the withdrawal of the barricade.

Theres none but herself, exclaimed the cotton-capped hero, after an inspection from the upper window, whereupon the key turned in the lock, and the last bolt flew back. The door then partially opened.

Come in, young woman! exclaimed a female voice through the aperture, through which no sooner had the Marquis squeezed, than clap the door went to again, and the lock was quickly turned. A dim swealing candle, in a block-tin candlestick, in the hand of a figure a little further in the passage, threw an indistinct light along it, enabling the Marquis to see two frilled nightcapped figures, muffled up in white flannel dressing-gowns, with thick red worsted shawls about their shoulders; and a short figure in dark trousers, with a white cotton night-cap sticking off his head, like a cardinals hat. They were evidently the people he had held communion sweet with outside. The walls of the cold flagged passage showed symptoms of decay in the plastering; and the unpainted rails of the staircase at the end had the appearance of belonging either to the front of a very bad house, or the back of a very middling one.

Come this way, said the figure who had let him in, retreating till she got the candle from the one near the staircase, which she flourished up and down, so as to throw as much light as possible on our friend.

He certainly was a most forlorn figure. The smart blue and white feather that Mr. Jorrocks had admired, now drooped like a wet cocks tail over his ear, his hair hung in wet, dishevelled ringlets about his face, and his blue and white dress was torn and covered with mud stains.

Youre a pretty creature, said the figure with the candle, retreating and beckoning the Marquis to follow her into the kitchen.  

A poke of the fire threw additional light on the subject  a light that removed all doubt as to what the wearer was.

And pray, young woman, said she, with upturned nose, and most contemptuous sneer, and pray, young woman, what do you mean by disturbing respectable people at this time of night?

Oh, I assure you Im not to blame, exclaimed the Marquis. Its not from choice Im this way! said he, looking at his dress.

I dare say sneered the figure with the candle, I dare say, repeated she. The old story, I suppose. But Til put you to rights in the morning.

Hear me! exclaimed the Marquis.

I wont hear a word youve got to say, interrupted the figure, starting and stamping with her foot. Til have you taken before a magistrate! Ill have you taken before Mr. Jorrocks!

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks is a friend of mine, exclaimed the Marquis, delighted to hear a name he recognised.

The more shame for you! screamed the threatener. The more shame for you, you bold  impudent hussy. Ill tell Mrs. Jorrocks of you!

Nonsense! exclaimed the Marquis, nonsense!  Im not a woman  Im a man  Lord Bray, in fact.

Scream! screech! scream! went both the dressing-gowned figures, followed by a hurried exclamation Run, Emma, and change your cap!


CHAPTER XXVII.
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SWEET AUBURN! LOVELIEST village of the plain, 

Where health and plenty cheered the labring swain; 

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 

And parting summers lingring blooms delayed.



THERES gannin to be a grand beast show hereabouts, observed Pigg to his master (for the sagacious reader will have conjectured from Mr. Jorrockss parting observation, as Pigg left him with the cattle, that the relationship of master and servant was likely to be re-established between them) theres gannin to be a grand beast show hereabouts, observed Pigg, entering his masters sanctum, with one of the usual autumnal-issuing handbills, offering such a premium for the best bull, such a premium for the second best  such a premium for the biggest boar, and such another for the best pig; with the usual intimation at the bottom, that dinner would be on the table at two oclock precisely, with a band in attendance.

Is there? observed Mr. Jorrocks, taking the proffered bill, headed in great letters:  





ST. BOSWELL

AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY.

GRAND CATTLE SHOW ON THE FAIR DAY.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, I spose we must be after sendin the Marquis. Wot do they give for the best ball? added he, glancing at the prizes. Here it is. For the best ball of any age, ten punds; for the second best, five punds; for the best yearling ball, six punds. I thinks well send the Marquis.Ow far is it from here do you suppose? for Mr. Jorrocks had not learnt the country as yet.  

Why, they say its a gay step frae here, replied Pigg,  maybe fourteen or fifteen mile; yean should set off the day afore, se as to travel the maist o the distance, and get the boole there in good order.

Jest so, observed Mr. Jorrocks, jest so; but thatll ran up expense. If I shouldnt get a prize, I should be out o pocket.

Ne doot, replied Pigg, ne doot; but hed stite stay at heam as gan in i bad order. Lose his caracter, ye ken.

Yell, said Mr. Jorrocks, theres summut in that, to be sure; nothin wentur, nothin gain. Thereupon our friend jingled his money in his pocket as if he was counting the premium.

St. Boswell, though little more than a village, was a place of some note, from its cattle shows and fairs. To this it was indebted for its locality, being midway between several larger places, to which it acted as a centre of attraction. Moreover, it was a place of surpassing beauty; not that we mean to insinuate that its beauty would be any attraction to a cattle-drover, it being merely mentioned here as a lure to the reader to go on. Situate deep in a narrow valley in a wild moorland region, sheltered with lofty hills, whose grey rock-studded summits were barely sprinkled with the hardy larch or stunted fir, growing ranker and stronger down below until they mingled with beech, oak, elm, and other forest trees in the bottom, St. Boswell was placed in the prettiest part of the narrowing valley, where the mountains base was swept by a clear, sparkling stream, hardly to be called a river in summer, but when swelled with the mountain torrents of the thunderstorm or wintry falls, it rushed and foamed in terrible and almost irresistible velocity; each mountain chasm showed its tributary streamlet, now rippling noiselessly down, or gliding over the well-worn rock, from whence in winter it flowed a noisy brawling cataract.

Everything about St. Boswell was sunshiny and pretty. The little fields on either side of the river looked fresher and greener than anywhere else. The hedgerow and other trees looked larger, healthier, and fuller of foliage, while the pine tribe clustered on the mountain side with an air of naturalisation. Many of the larches were of great size; some full of cones, and covered with the grey moss of age, while here and there a broken top or shattered branch showed the effects of resistance to the hurricane. The river, too, bore marks of wildness and devastation. The wide bed was scattered with enormous fragments of rock, breaking the stream into minor channels, while wearing jetties on either side showed the efforts of the landowners to keep the torrent in its course.

Over this river was a sloping bridge of many arches, down which the unsuspecting traveller shot, losing half the beauties of the place. From the high end of the bridge a complete view of the little square forming the town might be obtained. The old grey-roofed houses were irregularly built; but the battlemented edifice, under whose Gothic arch the road passed to the north, gave the place the appearance of some little fortified Swiss capital. On the right of the square was a large inn, with a tinge of Gothic architecture in its doorway and mullioned windows; while here and there similar windows might be seen scattered about the square, some brightening with smart shawls, or particoloured ribbons, others exhibiting the more humble stores of flour or groceries. The church was a large square-towered, stone-roofed building, standing aloof from the square, and forming a beautiful feature as the traveller progressed up the valley; while a neat-looking little parsonage-house was stuck into the hillside, overlooking the place from its shelving, garden - laid - out terraces. Luxuriant evergreens were trained against its white walls, while a world of forest trees clustered round, sheltering it alike from summers heats and winters storms.

The fair was the great event of the year, and the visitor on that day saw the village attired in its best  the capital of moorland life. At other times it presented a pleasant picture of quietude and primitive simplicity.

James Pigg having thoroughly identified himself with his masters interest, did all he could to set the Marquis off to advantage. He cleaned him, and rubbed him, and fed him with oil-cake, and made his coat shine like a horses. James soon persuaded himself that he was the finest boole that ever was seen, and took it as a personal insult when any one attempted to disparage him. Mr. Jorrocks encountered Pigg early in the morning on the day previous to the show, in marching order, just as we found him in the lane with the cattle. The eagle feather stood from his Highland bonnet, and the plaide, divested of its wardrobe, was thrown over his chest, with the fringed end across his back. He had given the sporting buttons an extra polish, and had made the alterations he spoke of between the knees and the gaiters. Altogether he was uncommon smart.  

Yell, James, then youre off, said Mr. Jorrocks, as he met him in the passage.

Ay, ars gannin, replied Pigg, taking his oak staff down from the rafters of the kitchen ceiling. A boole taks a vast o travellin  yell be comin yourself ars warnd!

Not till to-morrow, James, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not till to-morrow  but howsomever you see and get me the prize  and dont you get drunk.

Ar niver gets drunk! replied Pigg, with a growl, bundling past his master.

Off then James set; and Mr. Jorrocks having seen him and the bull away, returned to his study, where he had a very important scheme in hand  the establishment of a periodical to combine the features of the Justice of the Peace, The Farmers Magazine, The Sporting Magazine, and the Quarterly Review, to be called Jorrockss Journal of General Genius, with which he purposed knocking all those periodicals out of the water.

For the present, however, we must request our readers will accompany Pigg.

James did wise in starting early, for an extremely powerful sun dissipated the coolness of the autumnal air; and long before noon it was excessively hot. The flies too teased the Marquis, and rendered him very fractious: indeed, none but an experienced drover, like Pigg, could have got him along. Sometimes his lordship would stand stock-still, and bellow till he made the surrounding country echo. At other times, when he came within sight of a stream or river, he would rush at it as hard as ever he could go, pulling Pigg along like a straw; then again he would charge a stiff bullfinch into a field when he saw a cow, riddling Piggs face, and nearly scratching his eyes out, as, grinning like grim death, he held on by the chain. At length, towards evening, Pigg had accomplished his journey, and had the satisfaction of housing the Marquis in good order, whatever he might be himself. This was at a small village a few miles off St. Boswell, a distance that left him little to do next day.

A country fair being a great event in rural regions, the little place was astir at an early hour in the morning. The servant lads and lasses had their work to do, or arrangements to make for taking each others places, and the varied countenances plainly showed who were for the fair and who were not. A crowd collected to see Pigg start. What a fine bull! exclaimed one. What a beauty! exclaimed another. Hell come from Scotland, observed a third, eyeing Piggs habiliments. The urchins gave three cheers as he passed before them.

A turnpike gate stood across the road, about half-a-mile from the village, and presented the unusual sight of a country tollkeeper ready for his money  not that they are averse to taking it, but they are never on the lookout for it. Perhaps this ones activity was caused by its being the fair day. At all events, it is an unusual sight, as unusual as a country servant being ready with his money when he gets to one. There, however, stood Tommy Sacker, with his friend Jacky Green, and as Pigg and the bull approached, Tommy seemed more intent on the animal than the toll.

Heres a fine day, observed Pigg, as he approached the gate.  

Deed is it, master, replied Tommy, and youve got a fine bull with you.
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Grand boole, said Pigg, rubbing the animals curly pow, grand boole  get the prize this yean ar guess.

Whose is he? asked the gatekeeper.

Dinnut ye ken him? asked Pigg, thinking how he could do him.

No, I dont, replied Tommy, examining the bull attentively all round.

Ah, come, ye de? replied Pigg inquiringly.

No, replied the man decidedly, with a shake of the head.

Why, its Sir Robert Peels grand boole, observed Pigg.

Sir Robert Peels grand bull! exclaimed the man. Bless us, you dont say so! Come here, Mary, cried he to his wife, come here, woman, and see Sir Robert Peels grand bull.  

Ye dinnut tak pay frae Sir Robert, ars warnd, observed Pigg, driving the Marquis through the gate.

Scarcely had the turn of the road, as it wound round the heathery mountain-side, screened Pigg from sight, than up came Goliah, the crack bull of the country  a great red and white animal, that moved like an elephant. He was towed along as usual by the nose by a countryman, while his master, Farmer Cheesecake, followed on his grey pony behind, giving the bull a crack on the hind-quarters every now and then with his stick to keep him going.

A country turnpike-gate being as unlike a London one as possible, Farmer Cheesecake pulled up to have a little talk with Tommy Sacker, as he paid him the toll.

Well, Tommy, said he, heres a fine mornin for the fair.

Fine mornin, sir, said Tommy, fine mornin.

Many cattle gone through? asked Cheesecake.

Only one bull, as yet, replied Tommy, but hes a fine un: I doubt Goliah wont gain the prize to-day.

I dont know that, replied Cheesecake, with a smile, as much as to say, what do you know about bulls?

Well, but you may depend ont hell be an awkward customer, replied Tommy Sacker.

Why, it will be Harry Tugwells bull  a strawberry roan, observed Cheesecake.

No, its not, said the gatekeeper. So youre wrong for once.

Its Mr. Chubs, then.

No, nor Mr. Chubs.

Whose is it, then? demanded Cheesecake, at the same time tendering his toll.

Why, what do you think of Sir Robert Peels grand bull? inquired Tommy, with an air of exultation.

Sir Robert Reels grand bull! exclaimed Cheesecake at the top of his voice, in horrified amazement. Sir Robert Peels grand bull! What the deuce business has Sir Robert Peel to send his d  d bulls here? We want none of Sir Robert Peels bulls. No, nor none of Sir Robert himself, growled he. Had enough both of him and his bulls, and his tariffs too  ruined the country  done it on purpose that he might come and sweep up whats left. D  n him! Til Sir Robert him! added Cheesecake, clutching his stick and laying it into his pony, as if he saw Sir Robert in the distance, and was going to ride at him.

Cheesecake was sore perplexed; Goliah had gained three prizes in his own part of the country, and it had been a matter of argument with his owner whether he should send him to St. Boswell or to a more distant show to take place a few days after. Cheesecakes evil genius had induced him to decide on St. Boswell, and now he found the Queens Prime Ministers bull was to be there to compete with him. It was a monstrous shame, he said, as he kicked and jagged his pony along to overtake the bull. It wasnt fair. No bull could stand against a Prime Ministers bull. The judges would be sure to give the prize to him. It was no use wasting money by going. Only be laughed at. Would go home and try his luck at Moorsley instead. So saying, he overtook the ponderous quadruped, and, much to the astonishment of its leader, directed him to take a cross country road home.


CHAPTER XXVIII.
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HE RIDES A race.

Tis for a thousand pounds.



JUST as Mr. Jorrocks was getting on to Dickey Cobden to follow his bull to St. Boswell, he espied Hercules Strong lugging a couple of urchins along in a way that plainly said there was work for the justice. His worship was sore perplexed,, for as it was he was half-an-hour behind time, having split his stockingette pantaloons in the rear in drawing on his Hessian boots, and when he had got them replaced by another pair, one of the Hessians flew at the instep, and one of his shirt wrist-buttons came off, which he was obliged to get Batsay to replace before he was what he called  comfey rumph. The arrival of the waggabones was a pleasure he could have dispensed with. However, there they were, and his worship felt bound to hear the case.

The youths had been stealing peas, and Hercules Strong had caught them in the act. They had their pockets full. The case was quite clear, and Benjamin, with more than his usual dexterity, having fished out the law in the Justices Pocket Manual, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded to read aloud, Stealin, or destroyin, or damagin with intent to steal, any plant,. root, fruit, or wegetable production such as peas, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking off the book at the malefactors, growin in any garden, orchard, nursery ground, ôtouse, greenouse, or consarvatory  Pun.: on conwiction afore one Justice, for first offence, imprisonment with or without ard labour in gaol or ouse of 0. which means Correction, observed Mr. Jorrocks, again looking off the book at the urchins, for not exceedin six calendar months, read he, or penalty above the walue not exceedin twenty pund.

Now, vot ave you young warmints got to say, asked he, why I shouldnt send you each to the ouse of C. for six calendar months apiece; to be fed on worms and potato parins,  and whipped with stingin-nettles? added he, thinking of his own experience that way.

Pray dont! exclaimed both the lads.

Please, sir, observed Hercules Strong, in a whisper, the peas were growing in a field.

Ord rot it, vy didnt you tell me that? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting round in a rage. Here have I been a treatin the case as one of a garden, and jest as Im a goin to pass sentence on the malefactors, you tell me they were growin in a field! Who the deuce can do jastice for you? All the labour to go over again, without knowin where to look for the law! Ill not bother my ead, added he, throwing the book over the back of the judicial chair, Ill not bother my ead with a case so ambiguously mysterious. Ill deal sammarily with it. Take that bigger bouy to Batsay, said he to Benjamin, and make my compliments to her, and say Ill thank her to flog him well. And ark ye, young un, added he, with a shake of the head at the other, if you are caught at this ere game again, Ill ave you flogged too! desperate! concluded he, with a shake of the head, as he rose from his throne.

At length our worthy friend got started, and worked Dickey Cobden along so vigorously, that he nearly pumped the wind out of him before he got five miles. The day too was hot, and both Mr. Jorrocks and the nag were in a running down perspiration at the end of that distance.

Dash those waggabones, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself as he pulled up into a walk, and began mopping his head with a great blue and white bandanna. Didnt give them alf enough, said he, thinking he should have flogged them both for detaining him so long.

Come hup! exclaimed he, jerking the cobs mouth, and kicking its lathered sides. Will take all the shine off my essians, I do believe, added he, looking inwards at his legs.

On they jogged again, though only in a slovenly way, Dickey raising the dust, and playing the castanets with his feet as he went. Confounded noisy beast, said Mr. Jorrocks, trying to get him to alter his pace, so as to avoid the noise; lumberin-actioned beggar  goes like a crab  all vays at once and none in particklar.

On they went, Dickey going very near the ground, and knocking the loose stones about as if he were playing at marbles.

Do believe the beast will tumblo with me, observed Mr. Jorrocks, tightening his hold of his head.  Oh, but you are a brute! added he, grinning with rage and vexation.

Confound it, I must be near there now, at length exclaimed he, pulling up into a walk, fairly exhausted with working the nag  throwing the reins on his neck, and fumbling out his great watch. Im dashed if it arnt near twelve, added he, eyeing the chronometer. Show to commence at eleven. Shall be a day after the fair. Come hup, you hugly beast, added he, again seizing the reins in a bunch and cracking Dickey Cobden across the shoulders with the ends, a compliment that he merely acknowledged by boring and shaking his head.

Ord rot you, but Ill get a stick to you, said Mr. Jorrocks, running Dickey alongside a hazel bush in the hedge, from which Mr. Jorrocks helped himself to a stout stick.

Now, my man, said he, as he broke the twigs off, well see whos to be master  you or I; saying which, Mr. Jorrocks turned sideways in his saddle, and gave Dickey a good lamming in the ribs.

Away they went in a canter.

Ah, I thought as much! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as he felt Dickey easing himself down into a trot again at the end of a hundred yards or so. I thought as much, repeated he, short and sweet, like a donkeys canter; adding, if I rides a donkey, I rides a donkey; but if I rides an oss, I rides an oss, whereupon our friend turned sideways again, and proceeded to lam the other side of Dickeys carcass.  

Away he went again  left foot leading.

This canter, however, did not last much longer than the first. Dickey kept bobbing up and down, it is true, but the pace was no better than a trot  hardly so good. He construed the first touch of the bridle into an intimation to stop, and obeyed on the instant.

Ah, you slug! groaned Mr. Jorrocks in disgust, vouldnt give tappence a dozen for such brutes as you; thereupon our friend pocketed his wig, and proceeded to mop himself again after his unwonted exertion.

Must be near there now, surely, exclaimed he, looking again at his watch, after progressing a mile or two. Its a weary long way to be sure  wouldnt have gone if Id thought it had been so far  at all ewents not on ossback  the exertion of quiltin and workin this stinkin, curly-coated beggar is too much this ot weather.

Our friend now came within sight of the gate  the turnpike gate through which Pigg had passed in the morning.

Ow far is this to St. Boswell? inquired he of Tommy Sacker, riding up to the gate, money in hand.

How far is it to St. Boswell? repeated Tommy Sacker very slowly.

Yes, St. Boswell! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; come, quick, man, youre not fit to keep a pike.

Why, its four miles and better, drawled the man.

Four miles and better! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, looking angrily around at him four miles and wuss, I should say. Impossible! Cant be! you know nothin about it.

Its the case, I assure you, drawled Sacker, astonished at our friends impetuosity.

Dash my vig, I shall never get there! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, preparing his stick to give Dickey Cobden another quilting.

Has my ball gone through! roared he, looking back at the gatekeeper.

Oh, I axes your pardon, sir  Sir Robert, replied Mr. Sacker, taking off his hat, and advancing respectfully towards Mr. Jorrocks; thats to say  I really didnt know you, sir  yes, Sir Robert, sir, your bulls gone through, sir.

Sir Robert! Im not Sir Robert! growled Mr. Jorrocks; who dye take me for?

Why, Sir Robert Peel, replied the man; Sir Robert Peels bulls gone through.

Sir Robert Peels ball, roared Mr. Jorrocks; wot on airth business has Sir Robert Peel to send his beastly ball down here? Ill Sir Robert Peel him added he, grinning with rage, as he whacked Dickey Cobdens quarters with his stick.

Confound it, what a shame that is now! muttered Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself; theres Peel, with his I dont know ow many thousands a year for doin nothin, and yet he must come and rob us poor farmers of our prizes. It arnt right  Im shot if it is. So saying, he shortened his reins, and laid the stick smartly into Dickey Cobdens withers.

Dickey shook his head, and poked it down, and winced as if he would kick; but before he had summoned resolution to do so, Mr. Jorrocks brought him such a crack across the hind-quarters as set him off in a canter.

Up and down, up and down, up and down, he went tittupping along, with great labour and little progress.

Vish I may find a fool at the fair to stick you into, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing Dickeys bobbing ears with disgust  adding, you certain are the most worthless beast that ever was lapped in leather.Oss, by Jove! Ive seen a cow wot would go quicker.

Thus he went working along.

Ow far will this be to St. Boswell? asked our perspiring friend, as he overtook a drab-coated farmer in similar coloured overalls, riding a mealy-legged, mealy-muzzled, lumbering bay cart-horse, with a brass-cantrelled, brass-pommelled saddle. Ow far will this be to St. Boswell? continued he, repeating the question that he had hazarded at the travellers back.

Why, upon the wh-o-o-le  commenced the drab-coat, without looking round.

Oh, its you, Mr. Yopstraw? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

Your servant, sir! your servant, sir! replied Wopstraw, raising his hat respectfully to the Squire.

I didnt know you, said Mr. Jorrocks, pulling up alongside of him I didnt know you  vot ave you got your great hupper binjimin on for? asked Mr. Jorrocks, lifting one of the enormous laps with his stick.

To keep the heat out, sir  to keep the heat out, replied Mr. Wopstraw; upon the who-o-o-le its very warm to-day.

Werry said Mr. Jorrocks, with an emphasis.

And ow far is it to St. Boswell? again inquired Mr. Jorrocks, after they had looked each other over.

Wopstraw still kept staring.

Ow far will this be to St. Boswell? asked Mr. Jorrocks in a sharper key.

Upon the wh-o-o-le said Johnny Wopstraw, transferring his eyes from Dickey Cobden to the rider, I think your nag must be better than he looks, Mr. Jorrocks.

He cant look wuss nor he is, grunted our friend; howsomever thats not the question  I wants to know ow far it is to St. Boswell?

St. Boswell? repeated Wopstraw, very deliberately, upon the wh-o-o-le I should say its five miles.

Five miles! screamed Mr. Jorrocks. Impossible! the pike-man told me it was only four.

Well, I dont know, replied Mr. Wopstraw, apparently conning the thing over in his mind, I dont know, but upon the wh-o-o-le I should say it was full that.

Ord rot it, ow can that be? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; if it was four miles from the gate, and were a mile from it, ow can it possibly be five?

Why, upon the wh-o-o-le, I never was there before, replied Wopstraw; my brothers always gone, and Ive met him and the sheep about half-a-mile from this, just at you plantation end you see.

Oh, then, upon the whole, good day! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, seizing Dickey by the head and working him up again into a canter, muttering execrations as he went, upon cross roads, country stupidity, and want of milestones. On they went for half-a-mile or more, when the sight of white petticoats and smart shawls lining the road as it wound round the hillsides greeted his eyes. All the country round was pouring in, and every little mountain track was contributing its quota of healthy, blooming lasses, escorted by sunburnt, stalwart sweethearts. St. Boswell Fair was the great event of their year: a series of them furnished the epochs of their lives.

And ow far will this be to St. Boswell, my pretty gal? asked Mr. Jorrocks of the first group he overtook, consisting ef three couple, all in their Sunday best; the girls in light gowns, with artificial flowers in their caps, and many-coloured ribbons on their bonnets, all laughing and talking of their anticipated enjoyment.

Four miles, sir! cried a couple of the ladies; rather more than four, replied the third.

Nay, not so far! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; it cant be so far, repeated he softly.

Youd say it was, though, if youd to walk it, observed the first, with a smile on her pretty dimpled cheeks.

Not if I vas to valk with you, replied our gallant Squire;  your laughin blue eyes would shorten the distance.

A loud guffaw followed this gallant sally. Will you give us our fairings? asked Blue-eyes.

If youll give me a kiss, rejoined our Squire.

No, replied she, looking at her sweetheart, who didnt seem to relish the proposal.

Then Ill give it you without, said our liberal friend, fumbling in his pantaloon pockets for some money. Presently he made a great haul  silver, copper, keys, rings, knife, pencil-case, all in a handful. See, said he, picking a couple of sixpences and a five-shilling piece out of the mélange see, theres a shillin apiece for you, giving it all to Blue-eyes to divide.

Thank you, sir! exclaimed she, with a curtsey; thank you, sir! exclaimed the others. Good luck to you, exclaimed the youths, and amid the hearty good wishes of the party, Mr. Jorrocks again set Dickey Cobden a-going. Shorter and shorter still grew Dickeys canters. He seemed to have taken it into his head that his master wanted to speak to everybody they overtook, and dropped short at each group he came up to.

Oh, youre an umbug! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, jerking the curb sharply in his mouth.

Presently they overtook an equestrian  a stiff little man on a very slight bay pony. He had on a very low, dish-crowned hat, with a broadish brim, and a couple of fly-hooks and a twist of line round the band, a red cotton neckcloth, with an old dirty Witney blanket greatcoat cut down into a frock, with enormous mother-of-pearl buttons, and a very long dirty Meg-Merrilies tartan waistcoat. His breeches were of broad patent cord; and leggings of a similar material, though of a smaller pattern, met a pair of very stout ankle boots. He had a fair, but desperately freckled face, with curly yellow locks, and a pair of little, roving, ferrety, grey eyes that took everything in at a glance. His pony, as we said before, was small and slight, high in bone and low in flesh, while the indented mark above the eye gave evidence of age.

Ow far will this be to St. Boswell? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as he tit-tupped up within a few yards of the man.

To St. Boswell? repeated he of the hat, pulling his left hand out of the Witney coat pocket; three miles or so.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, pulling up alongside of him to indulge in a little talk with a man who seemed to have some London quickness about him.

Mr. Jorrocks scanned him attentively, and his eye caught the hooks. Fisherman, grunted he to himself.  

Youve a niceish nag there, observed the stranger, breaking the silence.

Yes, he is a werry nice nag, replied Mr. Jorrocks, patting Dickeys neck. Rather ot jest now, added he; come a long way  werry quick too.

Youll not be for selling him perhaps, observed the man, after they had ambled on a few paces in silence.

Vy, Im not particklar about sellin of him, replied Mr. Jorrocks; thats to say, Im not anxious. In course, added he casually, if I could get my price, I might part with him.

And what are you asking for him? inquired the man, after a good survey.

Ill tell you in a word, replied Mr. Jorrocks brusquely  

twenty guineas! Not a fardin less, so its no use offerin of it; wouldnt take punds even.

What age is he? asked the man.

Hes eight, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with the greatest effrontery.

Hes long in the tooth, observed the man, looking into Dickeys mouth, as he yawned and bored at the bridle.

You must have length somewhere, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and Im blowd he aint got it nowhere else.

Will you let me lay my leg over him? at length asked the man.

Certainly, replied Mr. Jorrocks, certainly, stopping I and preparing to dismount. You must mind hes, come twenty miles though, observed he, dropping himself quietly on to the ground, and arnt fit to show. We can ride on together, you know, added he.

The man leapt off his pony, and turning it round for Mr. Jorrocks to mount on the right side, prepared to get upon Dickey.

Youve a fine roomy saddle, observed the stranger, laying hold of the pommel of one of Wilkinson and Kidds biggest.

You cant put a round of beef on a plate, replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding, vish I could say as much for yours, my frind, as he eyed the little old flat-flapped jockey-looking thing he had got in exchange, and began to fumble at the stirrups. Ere he got them adjusted, the man had stuck his little sharp-rowelled wiry-looking spurs into Dickey Cobdens sides, and got him away in a canter.

Yot a rambustical apology for a saddle, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, hoisting himself on to the little pony, with a swag that nearly sent it over. Vish I maynt lame myself trying to ride in it.

With this prudent reflection, our friend thrust his feet into the rusty old stirrups, and turned the pony round by the thick weather-bleached reins, just in time to see Dickey Cobdens stumpy tail disappear at a bend in the road a long way further on. A high wall hid all from view, except the dish-crowned hat of the rider, which kept bobbing up and down in a way that satisfied Mr. Jorrocks Dickey Cobden was cantering.

I vish that chap maynt be priggin the agitator, observed he, eyeing the hat.

Another moment, and he had his heels in his new mounts sides, and was whacking him along with his hazel.

Away he went, as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground.  

Whether the man had overrated Dickey Cobden, or underrated his own nag, or may be underrated Mr. Jorrockss equestrian powers, we know not; but, certainly, a looker-on would have thought the stranger had the worst of the game. Mr. Jorrocks sat like a jockey, and hustled the shambling little beggar of a pony along in a way that perfectly astonished him. The dust rose, and the loose stones flew, and the dogs barked, and the country lads and lasses jumped aside, as our eager-eyed friend pressed onward in the chase.

Its a race! its a race! exclaimed some. Bay for a shilling! Black for a guinea! Go along, guts!

Lawk, what a man for a jockey!

Whack, whack, whack, Mr. Jorrockss stick went into the pony, then elbows and legs went working away, and the unbuttoned Jorrockian jacket-flaps flew about, exposing a flgure that fully justified the last ejaculation. Cuss me if - Ill be done by a fisherman, said he to himself, hustling along à la Chifney.

The road was undulating  not exactly hilly, but up and down, up and down for the first half mile or so, and there was little diminution in the space between the parties at the end of that distance; but after that it became more level, and also took a straight line up the valley, instead of winding round the hillsides.  

On making the last turn, Mr. Jorrocks espied Dickey in the distance, lobbing along amidst a terrible dust, and the view lent impetus to his energies. He put on all the steam he could raise, declaring as he went that it must be a werry bad nag wot couldnt beat Dickey Cobden.

Droves of cattle and flocks of sheep, coming from the fair, now occasionally intercepted the view; but every time our worthy friend got a fresh glimpse, he thought he saw Dickeys galloping-dreary-done sort of action more and more distinctly.

The white tents, with their many-coloured flags floating in the sunshine on a flat by the moor edge in the distance, roused the last spark of latent fire, and caused him to press forward ere the crowd of the fair baffled the pursuit.

The fugitive saw how things stood, and made play too. With steady legs he kept his spur-rowels digging into Dickeys sides, and urged him by every appliance of the bit, and every noise he could make with his mouth, to the utmost. Thus they clattered along, the thief riding in a most comfortable home seat in Mr. Jorrockss capacious saddle, while our worthy friend was constrained to stand up in his stirrups, every now and then, to ease himself in his little apology for one.

What vows of revenge Mr. Jorrocks made as he went! Hed skin him alive! hed transport him! hed sus per col.; tuck him up short! Hed grind his bones to make him bread.  

The foot people mistook his energy for zeal, and shouted and applauded fatty as he went. They now understood why the man on the black rode so hard; it was a race, though why he should get the start they could not conjecture; all the way behind people were running and straining their eyes to try and see the result of the race. Betting at this time two to one on the black. Some few backed  fatty for his pluck, but these bets were chiefly in kisses with their sweethearts, and would not have been quoted in the regular odds at the corner.

Whack, whack, whack, went Mr. Jorrocks, his eagerness increasing as he drew sufficiently near to descry the fugitive looking over his shoulder to see where he was; S-t-o-r-p t-h-i-e-f! gasped Mr. Jorrocks, grinning and hustling along as he found he was drawing upon the runaway: s-t-o-r-p t-h-i-e-f, repeated he, hitting and holding for hard life.

Another glance and the thief saw the game was up. Dropping his hands and his heels at the same time, he coolly settled into a walk, while he listened for Mr. Jorrocks coming up. Presently he heard the clatter of his pony, and Mr. Jorrocks gasping and ejaculating, You willain! you waggabone! you unmitigated thief!

The pony stopped short so suddenly on overtaking Dickey Cobden as to start Mr. Jorrocks on to its neck; betting, three and four to one that our friend came off.

Hes off! no, hes on! he holds by the mane!

Take care, sir! take care, sir! exclaimed the man with the greatest effrontery; youll be hurting yourself!

Ur tin myself! roared Mr. Jorrocks, hugging at the neck; take care I doesnt urt you, added he, balancing himself on the withers. He then got back into the saddle.

Hes a niceish cob this of yours, observed the man very coolly; but hasnt quite pace enough for me.

I thinks not! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, I thinks not! repeated he, dismounting and seizing the man by the collar.

A fight! a fight! exclaimed the astonished fair goers, stopping short A thief! a thief! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, pulling him off Dickey Cobden.

Lawk, its Tom the Tinker! shouted one he that stole my brothers mare.

So it is, roared another; I didnt know him in that hat.

Duck him, cried several, pointing to a pea-green souplooking pond.

Have at him! screeched Mr. Jorrocks, as if he was worrying a fox.

Up they took the little vagabond, and, throwing him high in the air, down he splashed over head into the stagnant filth.

Now again! cried another, seizing him as he crawled out.

Theres nothin like sammary conwiction, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as he disappeared a third time, adding, who the deuce would le done by a fisherman!


CHAPTER XXIX.
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THESE TIDINGS NIP me; and I hang the head 

As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms.



 SHAKSPEARE.



left our respected friend just as he had overtaken the horse-stealer, and was witnessing his submersion in the horse-pond. Having mopped and cooled himself after his unwonted exertion, Mr. Jorrocks readjusted his wig, and proceeded to recover Dickey Cobden, who was now grazing quietly by the roadside, having had quite enough galloping.

Confound him, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, eyeing first his own quadruped and then the other; if it hadnt been for the saddle, I really believes the bays the best of the two. So saying, he hoisted himself on to Dickey Cobden, and plumped down in the capacious saddle.

He then moved on, as the old watchmen used to say.

The crowd of foot people going, and cattle coming from the fair, would have prevented any great activity in the way of pace, even had our friend been desirous of using it; but having ridden such an uncommon race, on such a tremendously sultry day, made Mr. Jorrocks well inclined to take the thing quietly at the end; accordingly he let Dickey Cobden poke along at his own pace, while his master kept peeping under the girls bonnets.

Mr. Jorrocks was a long way behind time for the show. The foot people were all for the dance and the gingerbread stalls, having enough of cattle and sheep at home; but Mr. Jorrocks seeing they were in no hurry, thought there was no occasion for him to be in any either. Dilatoriness is very catching. If you see a man in scarlet going quietly, you are very apt to go quietly too; whereas, if you see one blazing along as hard as ever he can clatter, you are very apt to clap on too, and perhaps find the wearer is going to breakfast with a friend on his way. The same with a railway, a coach, or anything tied to time.

Vich vays the cattle show? inquired Mr. Jorrocks of the first countryman he could get to look at him, at the junction of the roads between the village and tent-covered plain.

Up there, replied the man, pointing towards the southern hills, but the shows over.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, stopping his cob against the stream of population, thinking what he should do. Presently the boom of a drum and the twang of a trumpet fell upon his ear; and sundry blue and white flags emerged in sun-bright splendour from among the tents. A large double-poled flag, borne by two men, with an inscription in gilt letters on a white ground, came first; followed by the band, consisting of some half-dozen performers; and then divers trades banners, mingled with an old Union Jack, and sundry smaller insignia, preceded a long-drawn line of pedestrians walking two and two; most of them with very blotched and pimpley noses, and white cheeks.

Vots all this about? Vots all this about? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, keeping Dickey Cobdens head towards the music, in spite of all his efforts to turn tail.

Youre just in time, sir, you are just in time! cried a man in advance, who acted as a sort of drum-major, having a broad blue rat-catcher-looking band over his shoulder, and a constables staff in his hand. Were just going to sit down, added he, waving his hand for Mr. Jorrocks to turn and head the procession.

Accordingly our worthy friend did, riding in front, the band playing, See the conquering hero comes!

Thus they proceeded from the moor edge towards the little town, the rush of spectators increasing as they neared the bridge. The procession made the angle of descent, and the music sounded among the crowds who surrounded the shows and stalls of the itinerant dealers, The hardware auctioneer stopped his eloquence, the teachers of the noble art of self-defence stood in their gloves, the wonderful conjuror ceased his exhortations to the gaping clowns to enter his magnificent pavilion, and the musicians belonging to the respective establishments of the five-legged horse, the fat boy, the learned pig, the white-haired lady, the American savages, &c., ceased their clamour to witness the grand procession of the day.

A Gods wuns! whats happened now? exclaimed a voice, rushing out of a stable, as Mr. Jorrocks rode most consequentially past the bridge end, prior to entering the town.

A dear! a dear! exclaimed Pigg, wringing his hands in despair. Wots happened now? heres wor ard ancient gouk gean and joined the Tea-to-tallers! Why, ye ard fondey! exclaimed Pigg, forcing his way, bare-armed, bareheaded, and coatless, through the crowd, whats come oer ye now? Sink, if ar wasnt afeard of boggin mar neif, ard give ye seek a crack in the guts, added he, seizing Dickey Cobden by the head to arrest his masters further progress.

Vots appened now, James Pigg? vots appened now? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, astonished at his bull-keepers impetuosity.

MATTER! roared Pigg, why, what are ye disgracin yoursel for? Ye join the Tea-to-tallers! Sink, but ard niver ha hired mysel if ard ha thout sich a thing!

Tea-to-tallers! screamed Mr. Jorrocks, in horrified amazement, looking back at the flag with ST. BOSWELL TEMPERANCE SOCIETY glittering across the street.

Ay, tea-to-tallers! repeated Pigg, pulling Dickey Cobden across the road by the head, so as to let the now impeded procession get on, adding, as he led his rescued master along Sink, if thous fit to be trusted frae heam by thysel!

God sink, but thous parfectly disgracin thysel, observed Pigg, as he got his master off the cob and hustled him into the stable alongside the bull. Get in there and hide thysel, added he, pushing his master into the next stall.

Vy, James,.they told me it was the dinner band, or I never would have thought of joinin them, replied Mr. Jorrocks, anxious to explain.

Dinner band! exclaimed Pigg; couldnt thou read  TEMPERANCE on the colours? Whats the use of all thy grand lamin, ar wonder?

Yell, never mind; they havent cotched me, at all events, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Tell me, now, all how and about it; wot do they say about my ball; am I to have the prize?

Thou get thysel dusted over, replied Pigg, giving Mr. Jorrockss back a crack that sent a volley of dust out of it, and gan to the dinner, and theyll tell ye all about it; its ne use axin me, ars not the judge.

No sooner had the band  which was open to all and influenced by none  deposited the teetotallers in their Temperance Hall, than off they set again to the moor, to escort the diners to the tent. The same sort of procession, with a change of flags, marked the progress of the farmers: Speed the Plough usurped the place of the great Temperance banner; while Live and let live, and similar mottoes, floated on smaller flags. Perched on the hillside, by a belt of wood, and commanding an uninterrupted view over the village below, was a spacious tent, whose patched and tattered canvas bespoke it better adapted for a sultry sun-bright day, like the present, than an exposure to those ruder elements with which the place was frequently visited. The interior was in keeping with the canvas: rude benches formed of planks nailed upon posts driven into the ground, ranged by the side of long, uneven deal tables, covered with snow-white linen. The cross-table at the head of the tent was a good deal elevated; and a venerable, carved, black oak chair stood in the centre, ensconced amid a profusion of dahlias, sunflowers, evergreens, and heather, giving the chairmans seat somewhat the appearance of the tenements that in former days used to be occupied by Jack-in-the-green. The seats on the right and the left were reserved for the big-wigs  Jorrocks, and such like. The tables were also decorated with bouquets, and wreaths and crowns of flowers dangled from the roof. There had been great anxiety all the morning for the arrival of our worthy friend. His acquaintance were desirous of his company, while those who had not seen him were anxious to have a sight of him. His bull, too, had created no small sensation, and it was strongly suspected by those who had watched the countenances and manoeuvres of the judges, as they moved, mysteriously and solemnly, from animal to animal, that Jorrockss bull stood a very good chance of a prize. The bull-show had been rather deficient, and Jorrockss, though not a first-rate animal  or most likely the Duke of Donkeyton would not have given him it  cut a very good figure among the inferior animals by which it was surrounded. Whether the deficiency in the bull department had been caused by Mr. Piggs repeated assertion that his was Sir Robert Peels bull (as in the case of Mr. Cheesecake), is not material to inquire  the fact is as we state it.

Pigg having rubbed his master over, and Mr. Jorrocks having righted his wig, combed his whiskers, and flopped his Hessian boots over with his handkerchief, reached the tent just as the band and its followers, headed by Captain Bluster, rounded the turn of the road above, and Mr. Fortescue, the intended chairman of the day, dismounted from his horse, and gave him to his groom. At the same moment a rush of blooming damsels came scuttling up from the town, bearing smoking dishes on their heads or in their hands, with which they hurried into the tent, where they were judiciously interspersed by the landlord of the inn among the cold joints, salads, and sweets, that had for some time been attracting the attention of the flies on the flowerdecked tables.  

The chairman, a neighbouring squire of large estate, combined the polished manners of the modern school with the sterling characteristics of the old-fashioned English gentleman. He was at home everywhere, from the palace of the sovereign to the cottage of the labourer. Liberal, high-minded, and gentlemanly, he was looked up to and respected by all. The fair and cattle show of St. Boswell mainly owed its existence to him; and being held in the autumn, when London no longer possesses attractions, he seldom missed the opportunity of meeting his friends and neighbours by presiding.

Having passed up the tent to his seat, the places on his right and left at the cross-table were immediately filled by the foremost of the procession, and the last comers crowded the tent up to the very entrance. The band having deposited the party, then sheered off, to divide themselves into parties, to open the dances at the various public-houses.

It being an hour or two after most of the farmers usual dinner-time, and their appetites being whetted by the fine mountain air they had been inhaling as they wandered about among the cattle show, or stood making their bargains, there was little mercy shown the viands when they once sat down; and grace had hardly escaped the clergymans lips ere the clatter of knives and forks commenced. It was a half-crown ordinary, and each person called for and drank what he liked. Londoners who order dinner at two guineas a head for half-fledged appetites, would wonder how such ravenous maws could be appeased on the best roast and boiled at half-a-crown a head. There were capons, and ducks, and hams, and tongues, and boiled legs of mutton, and roast legs of mutton, and boiled beef, and roast beef, and trembling jellies, and decorated tarts, with the finest vegetables that had been exhibited for prizes at the flower and vegetable show of the morning. Talk of the cheapness and plenty of a French ordinary! its not to be compared to that of an English one  a good English farmers ordinary.

It used to be an old school recommendation, to let ones meat stop ones mouth; and most assiduously the farmers acted up to the injunction. After they once set to, there was little heard but clatter, clatter, clatter; varied by an occasional request for another slice of beef or ham, or another piece of bread. Then the fluids began to be called for; wine was only seen at the cross-table, and a very short way down the centre one; most of them indulged in ale or bottled porter. At length the most ravenous appetites were appeased, and eyes gradually began to wander from the plates to the surrounding faces. Friendly nods of recognition took place. How ist, Jack?

How ist, Tom?

Good day, Mr. Brown.

Hope youre well, Mr. Green.

Hows the missis? Then the cross-table was scrutinised. Theres Mr. Lumpington, said one. Whos that next Mr. Patterson? inquired another. Oh, that is Mr. Smith of Grittleton, replied a third. No, not him; the gentleman on the other side, with the figured-velvet coat on.

Oh! I dont know him; hes a stranger.

Mr. Wopstraw, continued the last spokesman, stretching back towards the next table, can you tell us who that is on Mv. Grittletons left?

On Mr. Grittletons left? repeated Mr. Wopstraw, very deliberately, his eye turning slowly towards the crosstable; upon the who-o-ole I should say it was Mr.

Jorrocks.

Oh, thats Mr. Jorrocks, is it? exclaimed the inquirer, recovering his equilibrium to communicate the intelligence at his own table; its Mr. Jorrocks, observed he, the owner of the White Bull.

Is that him? exclaimed half-a-dozen voices; and in a very short time Mr. Jorrocks had the eyes of the majority of the meeting upon him.

From this he was relieved by grace, followed by the Chairman rising to propose the health of the Queen.

Gentlemen, said he, I rise to propose to you the health of our gracious Queen (cheers); I am satisfied that in this company your loyalty will induce you to drink the toast with every honour (loud cheers). But, in addition to your loyalty, you cannot forget that in drinking the health of your Sovereign, you are drinking the health of a youthful Queen, who, as a wife and a mother, has in the highest station set the brightest example of domestic virtue. Gentlemen, I give you the Queen, upstanding, and three times three. The toast was received with the loudest cheering.

The next toast on my list, said he, is the health of His Royal Highness Prince Albert. In addition to the high station he holds as consort to the Queen, and the popularity he has gained since his arrival in this country, he has a claim on our affections as the ardent promoter of agriculture. (Cheers.)

The Chairman then gave the toast, which was drunk with three times three.

The third toast was, The health of the Prince of Wales, whose high breeding, the Chairman thought, would be allowed by agriculturists to give fair promise of future renown.

Queen Adelaide, and the rest of the royal family, then, with similar honours. Then came The Army and Navy, and The Bishop and Clergy of the Diocese, for which latter toast the Rector of St. Boswell returned thanks.

The Chairman then rose to propose Success to the St. Boswell Agricultural Association. After congratulating the company on the excellence of the cattle show, the number of competitors for premiums, and the large attendance of yeomanry and farmers, he observed that in days like the present, when they had foreigners to compete with, British farmers must depend chiefly upon the excellence of their breed of cattle, and every exertion ought to be made to produce the greatest possible quantity of consumable food from the land; but when he saw the great improvements which had been effected and were in progress, he felt they might exclaim in the words of a homely saying Whos afraid? (Cheers.) He trusted the St. Boswell Agricultural Association would long flourish and prosper, because he was convinced an increase of agricultural skill and industry was of vital consequence to the country, and identified with the maintenance of its independence and happiness. Meetings like the present, where a number of persons whose interests were identical, were assembled in social intercourse  the enterprising farmer and the honest, industrious labourer  must produce good results (loud cheers). He heartily wished well to agriculture; it was an art in which he took great pleasure  a pursuit dignified in every age by being practised or encouraged by men in the highest rank and of the highest talent. He concluded by giving Prosperity to the St. Boswell Agricultural Association, and sat down amidst loud cheering.

The Chairman then announced that he should call upon the Secretary to read the report of the committee on the transactions of the past year, and then the awards of the judges for the present one.

On hearing this, Mr. Jorrocks immediately found himself on a seat of thorns, on which the worthy gentleman continued to recline during the infliction of a somewhat lengthy document. It glanced at all the transactions of the year  ploughing, hedging, reaping, cattle-show, sheep-show, horse-show, pig-show  and how the Society, though flourishing, would be better for a little more money; all of which was listened to with that impatient inattention that usually characterises meetings anxious to get to the point.

At length the Secretary concluded, and after wetting his whistle with a mouthful of hot port, he drew a document from his pocket, and announced that he would now proceed to read the awards of the judges of the present show.

Mr. Jorrocks bit his lips, and squeezed his hands till he sent all the blood to his fingers ends.

The Secretary, however, with painful prolixity, took another sip of black strap, and gave two or three hems that did not seem to satisfy him, for he took out a great blue-silk pocket-handkerchief, and having unfolded it very deliberately, and ascertained the exact centre, blew his nose with a long and melodious blow.

He then began reading. The following are the awards of the judges, said he, unfolding a long slip of manuscript. For the best bull of any age, above two years, five entries, Mr. Johnson, ten sovereigns.

Mr. Jorrockss countenance fell five-and-twenty per cent. He may have got the second, however, grunted he.

The Secretary again read For the best bull under two years of age, seven entered, five sovereigns, Mr. Grumbleton. (Applause followed this announcement.)

Mr. Jorrocks tried to look unconcerned, and, in doing so, knocked a glass of port into his lap.

The Secretary then proceeded with his light reading, showering sovereigns upon the owners of cows, and heifers, and calves, and tups, and lambs, and ewes, boars, sows, and cottagers pigs, each announcement being followed by more or less applause. At length he got through his list.

The Chairman then rose to perform what he said was to him one of the most gratifying tasks of the day  namely, proposing the healths of The Successful Candidates. He had attended many meetings in St. Boswell  almost every meeting that had taken place  and he could safely say that each succeeding one outstripped its predecessor in the number and value of the stock, and he felt confident they would go on improving until their shows would be second to none in the kingdom. He concluded by proposing the healths of The Successful Candidates.

After a long pause, caused by the successful candidates waiting for the head prize-man, Mr. Johnson, to return thanks for the body, Mr. Grumbleton at length rose, and was followed by the representatives of cows, tups, heifers, calves, lambs, ewes, &c., all standing and looking as solemn as judges. Thank God! farmers are no orators. They are almost the only class exempt from the curse of eloquence. They say what theyve got to say, and are done with it, instead of yammering and honourable friend-ing,

honourable gentleman-ing, and moving, seconding, amending, using all the jargon of Parliament, in fact. Mr. Grumbleton dribbled out what he had to say, and all the homed and other cattle were speedily in their seats again.

The Chairman having filled a bumper, held it up before him, and called upon the company to imitate his example. Those who drank wine having complied with his request, and those who drank spirit having replenished their glasses, the Chairman again rose to address them. I call, he said, for a bumper, for two reasons: first, because the toast I am about to propose is one where a little consolation and encouragement is required; and, secondly, because in that toast is included a gentleman whose name is famous throughout the universe  [Thats me, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself] and who has honoured us with his presence, for the first time, this day.  [I said so, said Mr. Jorrocks, jingling his money in his breeches-pocket. All eyes sought out the great unknown.] Gentlemen, continued the Chairman, the toast I have to propose to your notice is that of The Unsuccessful Candidates (applause). I could wish that at the first appearance among us of a gentleman so distinguished in many enterprising undertakings, we could have had the satisfaction of drinking the health of Mr. Jorrocks as a successful candidate  [Indeed, so do I, observed our friend aloud to himself, with a deep sigh and a shake of the head  an observation that elicited a laugh from those who heard it] but, continued the Chairman, it is not for mortals to command success, though I am sure all of you who witnessed the noble animals our distinguished guest exhibited this day  [Id only one, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, adding, and that was one too many] I should say, gentlemen, those of you who saw the noble animals our distinguished guest and the rest of the unsuccessful competitors exhibited here this day, will readily admit that they deserved success  [The judges were all wrong, grunted Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself; wouldnt give tuppence a dozen for such fellows]  and in drinking their healths I am sure you will cordially join me in wishing one and all  better luck next time.

The toast was drunk amidst great applause, Mr. Jorrocks sticking his legs out before him, and looking very like having taken the rest.

A considerable pause ensued, all eyes being anxiously turned on the lion of the day. Mr. Jorrocks, however, didnt seem at all inclined to acknowledge the compliment, and crossed one leg over the other, as much as to say Some one else may return thanks. How long this humour might have prevailed is uncertain, had not a familiar voice, exclaiming, Now then, ard man! in a cheering tone, risen above the knockings of knives and forks and the clatter of glasses and spoons.

Thats James Pigg! observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud Turned sulky. to himself, with a start that brought him on to his legs to see where his misleader was. Rot him, added he, it was him wot did all the mischief. Loud cheering followed this movement, which Mr. Jorrocks acknowledged with his usual affability. Better humour returned with the restoration of silence.

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, at length said he, looking uncommonly wise, and dancing his glass about among the biscuit crumbs before him Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, repeated he, if I was to say that I am gratified at the result of this days exhibition, I should be tellin you an uncommon crammer  I shall not do no such thing  Im not the man to thank you, for nothin (laughter and applause). On the contrary, Ill candidly confess, that Im quite down in the mouth at the result of this days show  Im mortified to think that my quadruped  my noble quadruped  my beloved quadruped  should not appear in your eyes wot he does in mine.  [Weall done, ould un! exclaimed James Pigg, tapping his oaken staff against the table, adding, with a shake of the head, Sink him, he can jaw a bit.] It would, indeed, have been a proud feather in my cap, continued Mr. Jorrocks, if I had carried the prize back to my shop, and been hailed as the wictor at this great gatherin (applause). Not as I cares for the money  oh no! its the honour I look to.  [Sink the honour! exclaimed Pigg, the brass is the thing!] Its the unsullied reputation of that spotless ball  that milk-white beautiful critter  (Here Mr. Jorrockss voice faltered, and he was apparently overcome by his feelings.)

Haud up, ard un! haud up! exclaimed Pigg cheeringly, amid the applause and shouts of the company.

Old your noise! replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head, looking very indignantly towards the spot from whence the voice proceeded; for the dense volleys of smoke that now filled the tent, and a large pot of flowers and evergreens behind which Pigg ducked, screened him from his masters view. Mr. Jorrocks was quite put out.

Well, said he, after the applause that was raised to give him time to collect himself had subsided well, said he, its no use botherin about the matter. I ve not gained the prize, and the loss is yours as well as mine. I had as fine, hoiley an oration as ever was uttered, all ready to let off in case I had won; but Ill candidly tell you, losin was not taken into my kalkilation: if it had, I would not have come here (laughter and applause). You may laugh, observed Mr. Jorrocks, and I makes no doubt them as laughs have won; but I can tell you its no jokin matter, cornin swelterinere as Ive done this ot day. But, if theres any of you genlmen, looking at the unsuccessful upstanders, wot would like to disembogue anything, Ill not stand atwixt you and the chair. So saying, our friend soused himself into his seat again.

Mr. Jorrocks having delivered himself of his speech, the curiosity of the meeting seemed a good deal subsided, and the landlord of the inn who supplied the entertainment having made his appearance for orders, there was a considerable tendency exhibited for ardent spirits, and rum, and brandy, and gin, and Hollands were loudly called for from all quarters, the demand being occasionally accompanied by an order for a pipe. Great good-fellowship appeared to prevail, especially at the lower end of the tent, where Piggs voice was frequently loudly conspicuous. James was entertaining his auditors with wonderful accounts of farming in the north, and particularly the farming of his cousin Deavilbogers land, which, from his account, was a perfect model farm. His auditors entertained him with spirit in return, and as each glass went down, Jamess voice became louder. The Chairman having run through the usual routine of toasts, rested a little on his oars, and all tongues were gradually let loose into one general cry. Wheat, and beans, and rum, and cattle, and whisky, and baccy, and barley, and pigs, and sheep, and turnips, and tares, and long horns, and short horns, and protection societies, and corn-law leagues: all sorts of farming and agricultural concerns were severally discussed.

Even those fertile subjects seemed to fail at last, and the noise slackened till it gradually died down, and Piggs and half-a-dozen other voices were the only ones that kept going. Mr. Jorrocks sat comforting himself with a bottle of uncommon strong port, fresh from the wood. At length the Chairman rose to announce that the Rev. Mr. Prosey Slooman would favour the company with the result of his experiments with guano upon turnips.

Sink your guarno! Mucks your man! exclaimed Pigg, at the top of his voice  an assertion that caused a roar of laughter throughout the meeting, and somewhat disconcerted Mr. Prosey Slooman, who kept fumbling about in his pockets for his spectacles, while he had them on his nose all the time. At length he ascertained where they were, and having lowered them, he proceeded to unfold a very bulky bale of manuscript, that caused an involuntary shudder among those who were acquainted with his tedious prolixity. Slooman being on the best of terms with himself, coughed and hemmed and stroked his chin, and looked complacently around, as much as to say, I am Sir Oracle, and when I ope my lips let no dog bark. He was a little, bristly-headed, badger-pyed, pedantic, radical schoolmaster, who farmed his own glebe, and managed matters somewhat in the style of the celebrated Wackford Squeers, frequently recreating the boys with a little work on the farm. He was a great turnip and root grower, which the ill-natured world said were largely consumed in the house, as well as in the fold-yard. Mr. Prosey Slooman had given the boys a whole holidays work on the farm that day, in order that he might inflict his tediousness on the assembled farmers at St. Boswell. Having somewhat recovered from the unwonted interruption occasioned by Piggs exclamation, he gradually screwed his coarse features into a self-complacent smile, and proceeded to address the meeting.

Gentlemen, said he, after the very flattering appeal that has been made to me by our distinguished Chairman  a gentleman not less remarkable for his urbanity than for his scientific acquirements  I cannot hesitate for one moment in complying with his request, backed, as it appears to be, by the unanimous wish of this enlightened assembly. I cannot, I say, hesitate in laying before you, as shortly and succinctly as the extensiveness of the subject, and the humble talents with which nature has endowed me, will allow, the very important  I might almost say, nationally interesting  experiments I have made upon the valuable, and, to farmers, never-to-be-sufficiently-appreciated agricultural production called turnips, with various kinds of manures and compositions  particularly guano  upon different soils. Mr. Slooman paused, in expectation of applause; but a dead silence prevailed, save a slight noise at the low end of the tent, caused by Piggs drinking off his neighbours brandy  as he said, in mistake for his own  an awkward mistake, as his glass happened to be empty.

Gentlemen, continued Mr. Slooman, taking off the top layer of the ponderous pile of papers, and pompously unfolding it, my first experiment was with an acre of globe-turnips with one hundred pounds of guano.

Sink your guarno! I fucks your man! again roared Pigg, to the convulsion of the company.

Silence! exclaimed Slooman, with flashing eye-balls, or Ill  

He would have said flog you, but returning presence of mind saved him.  

Order! order! pray keep order, gentlemen! interposed the Chairman.

Its that beggar Pigg, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, helping himself to a bumper of port; doesnt seem to care a copper for the misery hes brought upon me.

I am obliged to the chair for interposing so promptly on my behalf, observed Mr. Slooman, bowing very obsequiously; interruptions so coarse, so unmanly, so unseemly, only recoil upon the brainless head that makes them.

Ay, ay! grunted Pigg; arll sarve ye out e-now! clutching his oaken staff as he spoke.

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, resumed Mr. Slooman, returning again to his paper, I was saying, when that stupid blockhead interrupted me, that my first experiment was with an acre of globe-turnips, with one hundred pounds of guano, upon ten single-horse cart-loads of farmyard manure, which produced twenty-two tons of turnips when weighed in December; while upon a second acre of the same land, with twenty single-horse cart-loads of the same farmyard manure, without guano, I only got fourteen tons.

Mucks your man! for all that, exclaimed Pigg.

There again! started Mr. Slooman, laying down his paper and throwing out both hands, am I, Mr. Chairman, continued he, addressing the President, am I to be protected in the gratuitous performance of a public duty, or am I   

Who is it makes that noise? asked the Chairman, for he could not see for the smoke.

Gan on, ard un! gan on! exclaimed Pigg; theres nebody fashin ye!

That Piggs drunk, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, as he at the port again.

Mr. Slooman again essayed to proceed.

A third acre of Swedish turnips, gentlemen, continued he, with two hundred pounds of guano, mixed with four bushels of sifted house-ashes, produced fourteen tons; while an acre adjoining the above, with twenty-five single-horse cart-loads of the farmyard manure, produced only ten tons sixteen hundredweight.

Thats a Ice! roared Pigg. MUCKS YOUR MAN! repeated he, louder than ever.

Mr. Slooman dropped his hands, and stood transfixed. Laughter, groans, hisses, and all sorts of discordant noises prevailed, mingled with the Chairmans cries of Order! order! and a few exclamations of Turn him out, turn him out!

Ay, torn him out! roared Pigg. Torn him out! repeated he, thinking they meant the Chairman; and arll come and sit up there, and sing ye a sang, added he.

Really, gentlemen, this noise and interruption is very indecorous, observed the Chairman, rising as soon as the uproar began to subside. If it is not the pleasure of the meeting to hear the reverend gentleman, I am  

Raverend! roared Pigg. Arll give ye a raverend toast: arll give ye,Mair pigs and fewer parsons!(Roars of laughter.)  

Who is it that makes that disturbance? again demanded the Chairman.

OLD YOUR NOISE, JAMIES PIGG! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, rising, and speaking as loud as he could; an order that had the effect of restoring silence on the instant. James couched behind the flower-stand.

Mr. Slooman stood in expectation of some reprimand from the Chairman on the offender; but the former seemed satisfied with the restoration of silence, and Mr. Slooman again proceeded, and exhausted half-an-hour in a disquisition on the miraculous qualities of guano, which, in his opinion, beat everything else out of the field.

Pigg kept up a sort of running commentary on Mr. Sloomans observations, sufficiently low, however, not to reach his masters ears.

The next incident of the evening was the appearance of Mr. Wopstraw, who, at the earnest request of many admiring friends in his neighbourhood, rose to acquaint the company with the result of his experience in the article of guano. Mr. Wopstraw was still attired in the costume of the morning, drab greatcoat and drab overalls, then worn, as he said, to keep the heat out, and now retained perhaps to keep the smoke out. Under them appeared a respectable black coat and waistcoat, with drab breeches; and he had a snuff-coloured bandanna round his neck. Mr. Wopstraw was considered a very safe man  one that never did anything without due consideration, and who weighed the pros and cons of everything in his mind. His rising caused an outburst of applause.

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, said he, plastering his straggling hair flat over his head with his hand Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, repeated he, I have heard what the Reverend Mr. Slooman has told about the guano, but as Ive used some myself, upon the wh-o-o-le I think I may say hes not altogether right. He thinks little of foldyard manure compared to it; but, upon the wh-o-o-le, I think, guano and foldyard mixed is the thing.

Ay, ay, said Pigg, thats mair like the ticket.

I had some turnips, continued Wopstraw, sown with guano alone, and some with foldyard manure, and, upon the wh-o-o-le, I should say the guano took the lead at starting, and kept it well to September, when the foldyard began to tell, and came on when the flush of tother was over.

Mucks your man! again roared Pigg.

Therefore, upon the wh-o-o-le, concluded Wopstraw, I should say guano was a good thing for setting turnips a-going; but you should have muck, as that gentleman calls it, to come up when the effect of tother is over. Mr. Wopstraw resumed his seat amid considerable applause.

Mr. Smith now rose to perform a duty in giving a toast that ought to have been given at an earlier period of the evening, namely, that of the health of their worthy Chairman, to whom they and the country in general were under so many obligations, not only for the honour he invariably did them of presiding at their annual meetings, but for the very exemplary manner in which he discharged every duty of a country gentleman. (Drunk with three times three, and one cheer more.)

The Chairman returned thanks with his usual felicity. He then called upon Mr. Hogger to detail the result of his experiments with nitrate of soda as a manure, which that gentleman did with great perspicuity on various crops  oats, grass, barley, wheat, &c.

Shortly after he sat down, and some of the company were beginning to look at their watches to see how much longer they might sit, when the Secretary was observed to proceed, with an air of importance and mystery, to the Chairman, with a paper in his hand, on which they held a conference for some seconds. The Chairman rose to address the meeting.

Gentlemen, said he, at an earlier period of the day I had the honour of proposing two toasts for your acceptance  one, The health of the Successful Candidates, the other, The health of the Unsuccessful Candidates on the present occasion. Since then our able Secretary has discovered that we have placed a distinguished stranger in a false position  a position that it affords me, as I feel certain it will you, the liveliest satisfaction to rectify.

Vots all that about? said Mr. Jorrocks, pricking his ears.

You will perhaps remember, gentlemen, continued the Chairman, that the premium for the best bull was said to be awarded to Mr. Johnson; and perhaps it may have struck you, as it certainly did me, as rather singular that the taker of the first prize, neither in person nor by proxy, returned thanks for the compliment.

Werry true, observed Mr. Jorrocks, who had observed nothing of the sort.

That circumstance is now explained by the recent discovery, continued the Chairman. The bull, it appears, was known to the judges as Mr. Jobsons bull.

Mine, for a guinea! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

The prize was unanimously awarded to him, continued the Chairman.

Hurrah! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; hurrah!

Whats thou hurrain for? roared Pigg. Thy names not Jobson.

But the Secretary in writing the name down, amid the hurry and pressure of the crowd, it seems, wrote it Johnson instead of Jobson. Now, Mr. Jobson, as many of the present meeting are aware, is the farm-steward of his Grace the Duke of Donkeyton  the intimate ally of my honourable friend, if he will allow me so to call him, on my left, observed the Chairman, turning to Mr. Jorrocks.

Certainly! replied Mr. Jorrocks. Certainly! repeated he.

Among other flattering, honourable, and I am sure I may add well-deserved, marks of distinction conferred by his Grace on my honourable friend, was that of making him a present of this bull.  

Quite true, observed Mr. Jorrocks, quite true. The Duke gave me it: ighest compliment he could pay me.

And therefore, gentlemen, continued the Chairman, not to trouble you with the particulars of a story whose conclusion you have doubtless anticipated, I have to beg that you will join me in rectifying the unintentional error of our Secretary, by receiving the name of Mr. Jorrocks as a successful competitor on this occasion, with such bumpers and such acclamations as will testify our sincere delight at - his well-merited success, and will soothe, at the same time, the feelings of mortification he must have suffered at the late erroneous announcement. The Chairman concluded by drinking Mr. Jorrockss health in a bumper, with three times three, amidst great applause.

Your good health, Mr. Jorrocks!

Your good health, Mr. Jorrocks! Your good health, Mr. Jorrocks! then flew at our worthy friend, like arrows at a target, from all parts of the tent; and the Chairman having drained off his glass, stood forward to mark the time. Three times three and one hearty cheer more were thundered forth with tremendous effect. Mr. Jorrocks sat nursing a leg, and bowing his head like a Chinese monster on a chimney-piece.

Now for an o-ra-tion! exclaimed Pigg, as silence gradually prevailed, and our friend let down the leg preparatory to rising.

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, rising, and waving his hand for silence, I should, indeed, be unworthy the name of a true-born Briton if I didnt confess that this unexpected honour has completely unmanned me (applause). Gentlemen, I havent the wanity to suppose that the enthusiastic reception you have given the name of John Jorrocks is attributable to any umble merits of mine, but simply paid me as the owner of that able and distinguished ball, the Markis o Bray (applause). In the name of that able, that amiable, that magnificent quadruped, I return you the most artfelt thanks (loud applause); would that he could speak and do it himself! But believe me, gentlemen, the Markiss masters art is a bustin with gratitude for the kindness you have shown the Markis. You have conferred on him the ïghest honour a igh-bred ball can attain  awarded him the first prize. Oh! but it was a noble act, and nobly has that ball deserved it! Gentlemen, excuse my sayin more, my feelins overpower me. As my friend, Tarquinius Brown, of Friday Street, sublimely sings  

If ever fondest prayer for others weal awailed on igh, Mine shall not all be lost in hair, but waft thy name above the sky.

So shall my best wishes, and the best wishes of my ball, waft your names into the attics o the hupper regions o the sky (great applause). Mr. Jorrocks resumed his seat, apparently overcome by his feelings, amidst loud cheers. Presently he arose, and spoke as follows: Mr. Chairman, with your permission Ill give a toast  a toast that will find its way ome to the arts of you all, without any soft sawder from me. It is the ealth of one most jestly dear to me  dear in every pint of view, but bound in stronger union by the result of this days show. Oh! its a proud thing to carry off the prize in the manner my ball has done, beatin every ball in the country, from the Prime Ministers downards.

Ay, ay, grunted Pigg, adding to himself, thoud best say nowt about that.

But oh! gentlemen! gentlemen! youve got no liquor! continued Mr. Jorrocks, looking about him and holding up his own empty bottle. Here, waiter! roared he; you man in the shirt-sleeves! added he, hollaing to the landlord, who, coatless, had come in with a basket to gather the empty bottles; fatch in a dozen of your strongest military port, and let me have the ealth of my ball drank as it ought to be.

Ay! roared Pigg; and fetch me a bottle o roum! adding, wines oer strang for mar stommack.

Yes, sir, exclaimed the landlord, hurrying off to execute the order, or as much of it as the state of his cellar would allow.

Presently the drawing of corks was heard, and the bottles began to be scattered down the table; Piggs rum, too, made its appearance; and master and man seeing to the charging of their friends, the bulls health was drunk amidst tremendous applause.

Mr. Jorrocks then tried to let off the speech he spoke of as having prepared, but the day was too far gone, and it hung fire; so after a few unsuccessful efforts, he resumed his seat amidst loud cheers. The Chairman having proposed The health of the gentlemen who had so ably performed the difficult and delicate duty of awarding the premiums, as also The health of the Secretary and Committee of Management, shortly after withdrew; and, on the motion of Mr. Nobody, Mr. Jorrocks took the chair  Pigg placing himself as vice.

The health of the bull was then drunk again, Mr. Jorrocks ordering the necessary supplies, and returning thanks as before. Many other toasts followed.

Captain Bluster at last rose to propose Mr. Jorrockss health in another capacity, namely, that of a magistrate. The Captains articulation was now rather thick, and he spoke as if his tongue were a size too large for his mouth; his eyes, too, looked glassy and queer.

Mr. Jorrocks again rose to return thanks, labouring as he was under the influence of his old friend the hiccup.

Captain (hiccup) Bluster, and (hiccup) genlmen, said he, rising, and lurching considerably as he attempted to take hold of his glass, this is the proudest (hiccup) moment of my (hiccup) life. (Cheers.) I feel considerably obligated to my friend the (hiccup) Captain for the considerable (hiccup) compliments he has (hiccup) paid me as a beak. I believe I may say that there is not a more (hiccup) independent one on the (hiccup) bench. Some, praps, may know a little more (hiccup) law, more (hiccup) Coke upon (hiccup) Littleton (hiccup), pig upon (hiccup) bacon, or whatever you call the (hiccup) thing; but for real substantial (hiccup) jastice such as our (hiccup) forefathers used to (hiccup) out, there is none like John (hiccup) Jorrocks. Before I (hiccup) down, continued he, looking very wise, let me propose a (hiccup) toast, the health of a (hiccup) genlman second only to (hiccup) Wellington in arms, and (hiccup) Lyndhurst in law  my (hiccup) friend Captain (hiccup) Bluster; I dare say (hiccup) Waterloo was as much gained by him (hiccup) as by any (hiccup) else. Captain Blusters good (hiccup) health, concluded Mr. Jorrocks, draining his glass preparatory to resuming what he thought was his seat, but in reality a vacuum, which had the effect of sending him neck and croup through the back of the tent, just as a clown disappears in a pantomime.

God sink! tard manll be lamin hissel! exclaimed Pigg, jumping up as he saw his masters heels disappear above the level of the table.


CHAPTER XXX.

[image: img72.jpg]

OH, CRUEL WAS the justice that took my love from me.

WE have to apologise to our, or Mr. Jorrockss noble friend, the Marquis of Bray, for the very unceremonious way we have left him during the last three chapters, dripping in his womans attire over Mrs. Flathers fire, after the fair Emma disappeared on the announcement of who he was. It is difficult, in novel-writing, to drive the two parts of the story (into which all orthodox three-volume ones should be divided) like phaeton horses, and prevent one part outstepping the other, and at this point our farmer friend has shot considerably ahead of the ladies. We have got them no further than where the Marquis of Bray becomes the unconscious guest of the equally unconscious Mrs. Flather, after his midnight ramble on escaping from Mr. Heavytails harvest-home ball, whither he had been seduced by the Cockney Highlander, Mr. Jorrocks.

Before Mrs. Flather and the Marquis had got the matter explained, and his lordship removed from the kitchen into the parlour, and the fire resuscitated, the fair Emma returned, very unlike the Emma that had run away. In lieu of the common drawn and frilled nightcap she had on when she left, she appeared in a fine embroidered muslin one, trimmed with Valenciennes lace, and tied with a blue ribbon; while her swelling bust and rounded figure were well set off by a blue and white foulard wrapping gown, trimmed and tied down the front with blue ribbons, and a cape trimmed with plaiting of the same coloured ribbon, open cotton stockings, and blue velvet slippers, trimmed with swans down.

The Marquis was then invested in the flannel dressing-gown Emma had discarded, in lieu of his drenched and tattered silk, as also a pair of Emmas white worsted stockings, and her second-best slippers; and having got himself tolerably comfortable, Emma and he seated themselves before the now brightly burning fire, while Mrs. Flather fussed for the keys of the cellaret, and drew on a pair of stockings and other little articles of female attire, now rendered more necessary in consequence of the midnight visitor having changed her sex. The fire burnt cheerfully, the room was warm and comfortable, and as the Marquis rolled about in his easy chair by the side of the smiling, pretty Emma, he forgot all the troubles he had passed  all the toads, all the sows, all the clowns, all the dogs, all the guns. Emma and he laughed, and smiled, and looked sweet at each other, until Mrs. Flathers propriety could no longer delay appearing with the sherry and water, but she soon took her departure for the purpose of seeing about the Marquiss bed. Emma did her best; she had tact of a certain order, which, if it did not amount to cleverness, was quite enough for an occasion like the present. There is no time, perhaps, when the soft blandishments of the fair sex are more telling than after an exposure to the rude elements out of doors. Cold and passionless as Emma was, she had the art of pleasing, and the animation the incident inspired threw a natural air into her generally studied conduct; indeed, here there was no occasion for study or calculation. The question was not like one between James Blake and any other of her humbler suitors, where the present state and prospects of each required mature deliberation  there was no need of weighing or considering; the point was to secure the Marquis, and that too as quickly as possible. She did her utmost; whatever subject he touched upon she declared her devoted attachment to; music, painting, poetry, scenery, dancing, all were enthusiastically expatiated upon by her as he severally led them on the tapis, with occasionally little sly exclamations at the extraordinary similarity of their ideas:  Mrs. Flather, too, was struck at the coincidence; and declared, with more zeal than prudence, that they really appeared to be made for each other. The Marquis, however, was not one either to take fright or a hint, and they would have had to press him much closer before he would have understood them, at least in the light they intended.  

Thus they chatted on; the Marquis sipping hot sherry and water, inwardly wishing Mrs. Flather anywhere but where she was; Emma, too, would gladly have dispensed with her common-minded mamma, but, like all half-witted people, Mrs. Flather thought there was no management or ingenuity equal to her own.

At length, the relentless clock struck one, and Mrs. Flather insisted upon the reluctant Emma going to bed, whither she retired with sad misgivings as to what might be the result of her indiscreet parents tête-à-tête with the Marquis, which certain significant looks too plainly intimated she meant to have. Mrs. Flather was fur too eager, plain-spoken, and matter-of-fact, for her delicate daughters refinement, though their objects were always the same, viz., to get a good match if they could.

Well, observed Mrs. Flather, with one of her halfcunning simpers, when she heard Emmas slowly retiring footsteps die out on the landing, after receiving a parting squeeze of the hand from the Marquis as he bid her good night well, Emma and you seem to get on uncommonly well to-night, said she.

Very well, replied the Marquis, running his fingers through his dishevelled curls shes a very fine girl.

She will be, observed Mrs. Flather wants taking out a little; shes very shy.  

The Marquis thought middling, but that he kept to himself.  

To be sure she seems less shy with you, simpered Mrs. Flather; indeed, I never saw any young man she seemed more  more  more at home with than she does with you.

Mrs. Flather rather bungled that sentence; she forgot she was not talking to one of Emmas commonplace sweet-hearts, and she felt the words young man were not exactly those she ought to have made use of.

The Marquis smiled and bowed  a very convenient course when people dont know exactly what to say.

Shes very amiable, observed Mrs. Flather, rather posed for want of an answer to the last observation.

Im sure she is, replied the Marquis. She looks it all.

Shell be a great loss to me, sighed Mrs. Flather, anxious to sustain the loss.

The Marquis hemmed assent.

However, I must put up with it as best I can, added she, still simpering and driving to her point.

You could not expect to keep so pretty a girl long, replied the Marquis with a yawn, for he had had about enough of the old girl, and wanted to be off to bed.

Oh, your lordship flatters, simpered Mrs. Flather. However, I must only think of her happiness. Of that I am sure there can be no doubt, added she, casting a most motherly eye on the Marquis.  

I hope not, Im sure, said he, finishing his sherry and water, and looking at his diminutive watch. Bless me! but Im keeping you up a most unconscionable time, exclaimed he, as he saw it was a quarter-past one; adding, I had no idea it was so late.

Mrs. Flather in vain pressed the sherry and water upon him, in hopes of getting him to the point in the course of another glass; but the Marquis was on his legs and resolute, and she at length most reluctantly rang for candles, and showed him to his room.

She then repaired to Emma, who was sitting in an agony of suspense, figuring to herself all sorts of gaucheries being committed by her zealous but indiscreet parent.

Meanwhile the Marquis curled himself up in his bed, congratulating himself that he had not had to pass the night under a hedge.

Mother and daughter then talked the matter anxiously over, each being most desirous of taking the management alone; Emma thinking she could do much better than Mrs.

Flather, who insisted that no person could manage these matters so well as herself.  

The result of these deliberations will presently appear.

A nice neat breakfast welcomed the Marquis in the morning, to which he sat down with the increased comfort of being in his own clothes. His valet had been sent for from Mr. Jorrockss, and arrived with the magnificent dressing-case, and all the paraphernalia of dandyism  brushes by the dozen, combs by the score, powders, perfumes, washes, oils, essences, and extracts; while the staple of his costume  coats, waistcoats, trousers, &c.  were supplied in equal profusion.

He came down uncommonly smart; his well-waxed ringlets dangled over each ear from the division of his hair up the centre of his head; an immense pearl pin fastened the folding ends of a lilac satin scarf with white flowers, filling the full rolling collar of his waistcoat, and almost concealing the elaborate workmanship of his shirt front; he wore a bright mulberry-coloured frock-coat, with almost white kerseymere trousers, and very thin patent leather boots.

Emmas toilet was of the happiest order  neat, simple, and well put on. Her glossy hair, worn in the Madonna style, was confined by a sweet little cap  scarcely coming over the parting place of the hair  and ornamented with sprigs of forget-me-not, imparting a little of their blueness to the paler colour of her eyes; while her alabaster complexion gained a slight tinge from the pink ribbons with which the cap was made up. Her healthy cherry lips and pearly teeth accorded with the general freshness of her morning air. Late hours had made no inroads on Emma; on the contrary, there was the full glow of country health without its coarseness. But we have forgot the ladys dress. It was a checked white muslin, well washed, well starched, and well set out, fastened down the front with pink ribbons. Her petticoats were of a rational length, instead of trailing an inch or two on the ground, and showed the symmetry of her well-turned feet and ankles.

Mrs. Flather was too good a manager to lose the advantage of a tête-à-tête between Emma and the Marquis; indeed, the whole arrangement had been made during the night. Accordingly, when Mrs. Flather heard his bedroom door close as he vacated his dormitory, she quietly slipped out of the parlour, and went to superintend the toasting and buttering in the kitchen. The Marquis, like all youths of his age, was delighted at finding the fair Emma alone,  looking so fresh and blooming, exhibiting such a contrast to the pale and haggard features of a hackneyed London belle at breakfast time. Moreover, the absence of competition and rivalry was greatly in Emmas favour, hiding or softening any little coarseness of figure, and bringing the more captivating points prominently forward. She was a fine-looking girl at all times, but only a beauty when alone. One often sees these sort of girls in the country; girls that rustics rave about, and whom some practised eyes really think something of, but who sink into utter and irretrievable insignificance the moment they enter the competition of a London room.

Good morning, my dear Miss Flather, said the Marquis, advancing gaily towards Emma, who had just begun fussing among her myrtles and geraniums before the window, in order to be found busy among her flowers as the Marquis entered. Good morning, repeated he, extending his hand, and squeezing Emmas with a considerable degree of empressement. Emma smiled bewitchingly, as she accepted the proffered hand, displaying her beautiful pearly teeth, and establishing a couple of little dimples on her cheeks.

And how do you find yourself this morning after your nights adventures? inquired Emma, throwing all the enthusiasm she could muster into her eyes.

Oh dear! exclaimed the Marquis, shuddering, dont mention it; I wouldnt have last nights performance repealed for the world. Fancy wandering about the country all night, getting shot at for a robber, or worried by sheep-dogs. I do wonder what pleasure that extraordinary old man sees in these sort of devilries.

He is a curiosity, laughed Emma, anxious to have a cut at old Jorrocks, but afraid to lead the charge.

Hes a good old fellow, too, rejoined the Marquis, but really, to see a man at his time of life playing such pranks is rather extraordinary. However, he will not get me to accompany him again.

I should think not, observed Emma, smiling sweetly.

And yet, continued the Marquis, I ought not to find fault with the old fool, since it procures me the pleasure of your society.

Oh! replied Emma, that is a pleasure, perhaps, you would as soon have dispensed with.

Indeed, no! exclaimed the Marquis, seizing her receding hand. I assure you the charm of this interview outweighs all the over-night désagrémens.

You flatter me, faltered Emma, with a sigh.

Dont say that, rejoined the Marquis, still keeping and pressing the slightly withdrawing hand.

His lordship then kissed it, and Emma flattered herself she was a marchioness.

You must cause sad devastation among the country swells in these parts, observed the Marquis, eyeing Emmas fair alabaster complexion, now tinged with the slightest possible pink.

Me! exclaimed Emma. Oh no. Indeed, I know nothing of anybody about here.

You know the Jorrockses, at all events, observed the Marquis.

Oh, I thought you meant young men, replied Emma. Of course I know the Jorrockses, added she.

You dont mean to say youve no admirers? observed the Marquis, eyeing Emma with an air of incredulity.

Why, as to admirers, replied Emma, with a toss of her head, I dont mean to say that there are not those who are kind enough to think flatteringly of me; but Im quite sure all the admiration is on their side.

But all young ladies should have a lover or two, observed the Marquis.

Im afraid my ideas differ from your lordships there, said Emma, slightly bridling up; I look upon matrimony as anything but a jesting matter.

True, replied the Marquis true; but matrimony and a little simple flirtation, you know, are different things.

I dont approve of flirting, replied Emma, looking grave.

But you dont object to admiration, rejoined the Marquis, eyeing her now slightly animated eyes.

If its accompanied with respect, observed the fair Emma.

Well, but admiration always precedes love; and you have no objection to the latter, I suppose?

If the admiration was mutual, replied Emma, casting one of her sweetest looks upon the Marquis; but, for my own part, I dont profess to be able to fall in love with anybody.

I should think not, said the Marquis, feeling the compliment.

My idea is that a person is never really in love but once, observed Emma; and so they should be very careful not to misplace their affections,  a favourite assertion with ladies angling for offers.

And has your once not come yet? asked the Marquis.

Emma blushed slightly, and hung her head  whether conscience-stricken, or in hopes, we cannot say.

Hell be a happy man who gains that victory, said the Marquis, taking her hand and squeezing it as before  a proceeding that, we are shocked to say, Emma slightly returned.

The Marquis then put his arm round her waist, and gave her a kiss  such a kiss as sounded along the passage, and startled the boy in buttons, who was coming along with the breakfast-tray.

Therell be white ribbons for me, said he to himself, tripping against the low step leading into the room, and landing head-foremost among the contents of the tray, with his cheek in a preserve-plate. Great was the crash!
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It brought Mrs. Flather in an instant from her neighbouring ambush, where she had been forming all sorts of anticipations as to what might be going on in the parlour. The downfall of the best crockery, however, is more than female nerves can withstand, and she was on the spot almost before the boy had gathered himself up. Lucky for him that the Marquis was there, otherwise she would-have visited the unpreserved side of his face with a hearty slap. As it was, she said, with an ominous shake of her head, You stoopid boy!  and then proceeded to greet her intended son-in-law with as little unconcern as she could muster under the circumstances. Fortunately for all parties there was not much damage done. Two swans had been ejected from the butter-boat without injury to the vessel itself, the cream ewer had been upset over a currant-cake, while some bread and butter had coalesced with a saucer of marmalade. The eggs and dry toast had escaped.

The mischief was soon repaired, and mother, daughter, and Marquis were presently at their morning meal. Tea and coffee, butter and eggs, then occupied their attention for some time. During the repast, however, Emma managed to convey, by signs, to her mother that the Marquis had still not come to book; and, by previous arrangement, Emma retired a little while after breakfast, leaving his lordship in the skilful hands of her mother. The old lady presently began screwing herself up for action; and again commenced with the old question  How he got on with Emma?

Oh, very well, replied the Marquis. Shes a very fine girl, added he.

Shell improve, again observed Mrs. Flather. She wants taking out a little  lost here  no suitable companions for her.

A London milliner would brush her up, rejoined the Marquis.

Oh dear, yes, replied Mrs. Flather; make her quite a different person.

No doubt, said the Marquis.  

And what does the Duke think of her? asked Mrs. Flather, after a pause, during which she determined to go to her point.

Oh, my pa thinks very highly of her, I assure you, replied the Marquis.

And the Duchess  what does she say?

Oh, my ma likes her too, uncommonly. It was only the other day she was talking about asking you both to come and stay with us.

How very kind! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, in ecstasies.

Youll come, I hope, observed the Marquis.

Indeed, we shall be too happy, replied Mrs. Flather, scarcely able to contain herself.

You have not spoken to Emma yet, I suppose, observed Mrs. Flather, very significantly.

Not yet, replied the Marquis; I thought Id better hear what you had to say first.

Oh, Im sure you need anticipate no objection on my part: on the contrary, every  Oh dear! heres that horrid old man! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, breaking off as she heard a carriage-wheel grinding up to the door, and saw Dickey Cobdens nose poking past the window. What an interruption!

It was too late to say Not at home; indeed, Mrs. Flather did not know how the Marquis might like to have his old friend denied. She was, therefore, again doomed to sit on thorns, while the following dialogue sounded through the thin partition wall of the passage into the room; the Marquis sitting listening and laughing as it proceeded.

Now, young man, said Mr. Jorrocks to the boy in buttons, as the latter replied to the lusty pull our Squire gave the bell. Now, young man, repeated he, take off your glove and take this ere book in your right and.

The glove is off, replied the boy sulkily.

Then youve got a werry dirty paw, observed Mr. Jorrocks. Howsomever, take this ere book in it, and listen to wot Ive got to say to you.

Yes, sir, grunted the boy.

You swear that you will true answer make to all sich questions as I shall ax on you: you shall speak -the truth, the ole truth, and nothin but the truth, so elp you God! Kiss the book.  

The boy kissed it.

Now, young man, continued he, taking back the book, youre on your oath, and mind you speak the truth, otherwise Ill  Ill  make a present on you to General Tom Thumb: is your missis at ome?

Yes, sir, replied the boy.

And is the Markis ere?

Yes, sir, replied the boy.

Then you go in and say Mr. Jorrocks is ere  Mr. Jastice Jorrocks, in fact  and then you come back and old my quadruped.

Presently the boy returned with Mrs. Flathers compliments, and she begged Mr. Jorrocks would walk in; whereupon our friend alighted from his fire-engine, and left it in charge of the boy. Mr. Jorrocks then rolled in, in his usual free-and-easy way, upsetting all Mrs. Plathers and Emmas arrangements, and finally carried off the Marquis before their eyes.


CHAPTER XXXI.
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OLD AGE LAMENTS his vigour spent.  SOMERVILLE.

YE dinna want ne hunds, ars warned? said Pigg, popping his head into his masters sanctum, where the worthy Justice was busy hammering away at his Journal of General Genius.

Ho vot, James? asked Mr. Jorrocks, scarcely looking up.

Ye dinna want ne hunds, ars warned? repeated Pigg; harriers, thats te say?

Arriers! not I, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Vy do you ax?

Why, heres a man o mar acquentance has getten five couple of uncommon nice uns at the door  beagles, thats to say, and he nabbut wants five pund for them.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks; vot should I want with beagles?

Ah! hunt hares with them, to be sure  grand divarsion; ye like hare-soup, ars warned.

Vy, are-soups werry pleasant, replied Mr. Jorrocks. But I can buy an are for half-a-crown, what will make as much soup as will serve me and Mrs. J. five days.

Ay, but ye dinna get the exercise, the divarsion, ye ken. Sink, yell be gettin oer fat.

Ang the exercise; Im an exercisin of my intellect  my mental faculties, replied Mr. Jorrocks. See, said he, holding up a pile of manuscript; see wot a heap o matter Ive got for my Journal o General Genius.

Hoot ye, and yer lamin! exclaimed Pigg; yell never de ne good that way, its nabbut wastin paper.

Is it though? replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a look as much as to say, you know nothing about it.

This is to teach farmers ow to farm, beaks ow to do jastice, fox-unters ow to feed and ride their osses old the mirror up to natur, as it were, show wirtue its own featurs, wice its own form, and  all that sort o thing, concluded our worthy friend, not being able to finish the quotation.

Why, why, said Pigg impatiently, arll tell mar frind he neednt stop wi his dogs. Ar see thoull just stuff and eat and write on till thou dees of apperplexy.

I hopes not, replied Mr. Jorrocks, starting up in alarm.

But thou will, replied Pigg, if thou doesnt take mair exercise.

Exercise! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; arnt I always on the move, either ridin Dickey Cobden, or drivin him, or quiltin him, of which he takes an uncommon quantity?

Ay, but thats ne exercise for a man that eats and drinks as ye de: ham collops and eggs for breakfast, roast beef and plum-puddin for dinner, with a quart of wine after it, and a hot supper again at bed-time. Sink, ye should shake yourself up with a hont; thoull dee to a certainty if thou doesnt.

Dont talk that way, James Pigg; dont talk that way, interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, looking down at his plummy legs, the calves of which appeared rather too large for his Hessian boots. Im no fatter nor I was, added he, nipping his waist with both hands.

Deed but thou is; thoull be seventeen stone, if thous a pund.

Nonsense, Pigg, nonsense! replied Mr. Jorrocks snappishly. Well, tell your friend Im busy just now, and take him into the kitchen, and give him a run at the wittles  summut to eat and drink, you know; and by the time hes done, Ill have got through my papers, and shall be able to speak to him, continued our friend, turning his papers, so as to give Pigg a hint to retire.

Cuss that Piggs imperence, observed Mr. Jorrocks to himself, rising and stalking up and down the little room a few times. Fat indeed! continued he; apoplexy, indeed! I likes that. Saying which, our friend brought up before the little looking-glass against the wall, and proceeded to examine his features. Nonsense! exclaimed he, after a short survey; doesnt look a bit older nor I did twenty years ago, may be a leetle stouter, added he, tapping his stomach, but, as to seventeen stone, thats quite out o the question.

Pigg, however, had frightened Mr. Jorrocks. Our fat friend had felt himself not quite the man he was, and he feared, from Piggs telling him of it, it must be more apparent than he imagined. Mr. Jorrocks was still rather conceited about his looks. Our friend threw himself into his arm-chair, and thought the matter over.

Strong exercise is a great promoter o health, observed he to himself at length, rising and ringing the bell. Somehow, I felt a deal better after the race with the oss-stealer  at least, I should if it hadnt been the wrench I got in my back from the unandsome trick they played me in pullin of my seat out from an under me. Tell Pigg I want him, said he to Benjamin, who now answered the summons.

I think you said somethin about there bein a man here with some ounds, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as Pigg made his appearance.

Think! exclaimed Pigg; why, didnt ar tell ye as plain as ar could speak that there was an acquentance o mine here with some?  

Possibly you might, replied Mr. Jorrocks; possibly you might. I was werry busy at the time, arrangin the Journal o General Genius. Are they foxounds? inquired he.

Foxhunds! No; harriers  beagles, thats to say.

Beagles! repeated Mr. Jorrocks; quite little things in fact. I doesnt know wot to say  about beagles. Be rayther infra dig., wouldnt it? asked he, eyeing his factotum.

Infra what? exclaimed Pigg.

Infra dignitate, stammered out Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, ivery man to his pretension, replied Pigg; hut, for mar pairt, ar should say hontin was far finer fun nor diggin taties.

Ah, you misunderstand me, I see, observed Mr. Jorrocks; I mean to say that it will hardly do for an exM.F.H. to keep arriers.

Hoots, ye and your X. M.P.H.s! A honts a hont. Call them mine, if you like. Sink, ar wonder what mar cousin Deavilboger wad say, to hear tell ard set up a pack o hunds! See Mr. Piggs hunds in the papers!

That would be a go! replied Mr. Jorrocks.

Yer tied to have a pack, observed Pigg, interrupting a reverie into which his master had fallen. What the devil are ye to de with yoursel all the winter? Ye canna gan glowering about the country with your bull, makin fond speeches at fairs, and ye say the birds winna wait for you to shut them  yell get as fat as a bullock!

Lets see the ounds, observed Mr. Jorrocks, getting his hat, desirous of putting an end to so uncomplimentary a conversation.

Come this way, replied Pigg, leading the way, ars getten them in the stable.

Here, Jovey, exclaimed Pigg to his acquaintance, who was taking his ease in the kitchen. Tard Squire wants to see hunds.

Forth sallied a very dog-stealer-looking fellow, clad in a very greasy-collared cut-away brown coat with fancy buttons, tartan waistcoat, drab breeches, and square-toed leggings buttoning over the knee-cap, and thick shoes.

Your servant, sir, said he, ducking a thick, black, curly head, surmounting a copper-coloured face, to Mr. Jorrocks.

The hounds were a most primitive lot. A couple of blue mottled beagles, a couple and a half of black-and-tan harriers, a couple of large, yellow, twenty-inch, Cumberland drag-hounds, with docked stems, and a couple and a half of long-backed, long-eared, dew-lapped, crooked-legged southern hounds, that could run under the bellies of the drag-hounds.

My vig! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as they poured out of the stable, and the southern hounds set up a howl that seemed well calculated to last for ever. The harriers frisked about, and one of the drag-hounds dashed at a turkey-cock, and very nearly got him down.

Steady there! cried Jovey, running to the rescue, and giving Bouncer a tremendous crack with the couples. Ay, but ye should see them hont! cried he to Pigg, anxious for the credit of the establishment.

Five pounds! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; vy, theyre only fit to put under a pear-tree.  

Arll put saddle on tard nag, said Pigg, without noticing his masters observation, and ye can ride up t fell, and see sport like; ar kens where theres a hare sittin.

Yell, said Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, I can go and see the fun at all events; looking costs nothin; but I shouldnt like the editor o Bells Life or none o the sportin perihodicals to see me. So saying, our friend was quickly on Dickey Cobden, and set off by the road for the high ground, while Pigg and his acquentance, with the motley pack at their heels, took the short cut through the fields.

It was a fine autumnal day, moist, without much sunshine. The cobwebs hung upon the bushes, and the heavy night dew remained in full force where the sun had not touched.

Shouldnt wonder if theres a scent, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the dew under the wall.

On our friend rode, gradually rising the high hill on the south side of the valley, above the village of Hillingdon, the enclosures getting larger and larger, as he approached the table-land of the summit, which had lately been heathery common, and was divided into those great fields that generally denote recent enclosure. Mr. Jorrocks stopped to puff as he gained the summit of the hill, under the usual corpulent gentlemans excuse of admiring the landscape. It was a fine prospect too. The silvery thread of the sparkling river wound among well-wooded hanks, whose trees were now diversified with all the rich autumnal tints. The river separated fertile pastures of alluvial soil, mingled with the bright-coloured stubble and rich green turnip fields.

The country was thrown into sudden undulating hills, displaying the rude grey stone rocks on the summits of those that were not capped with plantations or forest trees.

Now, said Pigg, coming up with Jovey and the motley pack, heres a grand country for a hont. Sink, ar believe - we may trail up tiv her, added he, dashing the dew from the heath with his foot. Which is your finder now? asked he of his friend.

This yean, replied Jovey, pointing to a little fat blue-mottled bitch, with very bright prominent gazelle sort of eyes, looking more like a dowagers lap-dog than a hound.

What de ye call her? asked Pigg.

Trusty, replied his friend; adding, yooi Trusty, good bitch.  

Trusty acknowledged the compliment by wagging her fat stem.

Then lets uncouple her, said Pigg, and see if she can make aught of the trail: ar kens where shell be sitting, but we may as well see if the hunds can tell us.

Accordingly, the plethoric Trusty was released from one of the dock-tailed drag-hounds, called Tapster, which Jovey kept in the couple by his side. Trusty then began her inquiries. First, she dashed a little semicircle in advance, sniffing and smelling with curious nose at every bit of heather or tufty grass against which the game might have brushed; Pigg looking on with critical eye, calculating when she was likely to hit it off. Presently Trusty began to feather, but spoke not.

Sink, shes been there! exclaimed Pigg, eyeing the bitch, and getting forward himself to see if he could prick puss upon a sandy piece of ground formed by the rain washing over a cart track.

Ay, has she, added he, stooping and pricking her.

Trusty now gave a flourish and a whimper, and then struck forward with a scent and full note.

Keep them i the couples, Jovey, exclaimed Pigg, as Trustys note drew a deep lengthened howl from the southern hounds, and the dragmen and harriers dashed to get to her. Sink, ar say, get a haud on em! added he, as a couple of the southern hounds caught the fat little bitch in the rear, and sent her sprawling neck and croup a few yards in advance. Sink, ar say, get a haud on em! added he, or theyll play the varra deuce with tard bitch.

Pigg ran to Trustys rescue, who, sadly disconcerted at this uncourteous treatment, lay yelping and sprawling on her back. Poor thing! said Pigg, taking her up in his arms and patting her pretty sleek sides, did they upset thee? asked he, putting her face towards his: they shanna come nigh thee again though, added he, coaxing her, as he set her down on her legs, saying, as he patted her, now, canny bitch, try for her again.

Trusty, however, was sadly disconcerted, and some minutes elapsed before she had sufficiently recovered her composure to proceed with the unravelment of the Gordian knot of pusss rambles. At last she touched a scent, and, forgetting her grievance, set too again as briskly as ever. Mr. Jorrocks sat on Dickey Cobden, eyeing her critical examinations and bustling movements.

Ah, shes a grand bitch! exclaimed Pigg; shes worth five punds hersel, added he, pointing her to his master.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, thinking hed never give it.

She now made a wider flourish forward; and again a whimper, followed by a full note, proclaimed her on the line of the morning scent.

Shell be i you whin, observed Pigg, in a whisper, to his master, pointing to a patch of gorse on a hillside at a little distance. Ye keep them great beggars quiet, added he, turning to Jovey, who was well-nigh pulled away by the united exertions of the nine hounds, all striving to get to cry.  

On Trusty went, now bustling and flourishing, now stopping and turning to pick pusss trail step by step; now twisting and bending as she had done whenever a green blade had tempted her out of her way. Pigg was right as to pusss line. Trustys tender nose led her towards the gorse patch, and Jovey, by Piggs request, having given the noisy hounds a crack on the head apiece, to keep them quiet, stood while the bitch worked the trail towards it.

Now she got among the green prickly furze, and sniffed this way and that among the straggling bushes, while Pigg peered in to see if he could detect puss sitting. Now he took his stick and gently divided the bushes, lifting up those that laid low, and poking the grassy tults in the neighbourhood. No puss.

Sink, shes gean on, said he, filling his mouth with tobacco, and eyeing the bitch flourishing outside. Ar ken where she is, thoogh, continued he, eyeing some brown rushes higher up. How way! canny man, how way! cried he to his master, waving his arm onwards, shes oop hill!

Sink, ar sees her! at length cried he, catching the little bitch up in his arms as she was rolling more noisily and energetically upwards.

Vere, James? Yere? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

Haud thee gob, said he, haud thee gob, repeated he, putting his finger to his nose; ye tak tard bitch down to Jovey, and then ye come back and well put her away quietly, and lay hunds on after she gets fairly started. So saying, Pigg put Trusty on to Mr. Jorrockss saddle-pommel, and our worthy Squire trotted down hill with her to Jovey.

Our friend was quickly back, all anxious for the start.

Yere is she now, James? exclaimed he, as with staring eyeballs be jerked and jagged Dickey Cobden up the hill. Vere is she, I say? repeated be, looking all ways but the right.

Why, here! said Pigg; God sink, yere lookin half-a-mile off!

Vere? again exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as wise as before.

God bliss mar soule! tard man must be blind, said Pigg; why, here shes, just aside ye, not two yards frae your busss foot.

Get off tard nag, said Pigg, seeing his master could not catcb the place, and arll show ye ber, added be, laying bold of Dickey Cobdens bridle. Now thou sees you bit rough grass, said Pigg, pointing to a tuft two or three yards in advance.

Yes, said Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, then, doesnt thou see her great muckle eyes starin at ye? asked Pigg.

No, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

No! exclaimed Pigg; why, thou must be blind. Here, tak mar stick, said be, and give ber a poke, banding Mr. Jorrocks his oaken staff.

Our friend then went as directed.

Touch her ahint, said Pigg, motioning his master which way to use the stick.

Mr. Jorrocks did so, and out puss started.

My vig! there she goes! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as a great banging bare bounced out before him; whod have thought there was anything but a tuft of grass? added he, climbing on to Dickey Cobden to be ready for a start.

Pigg shaded the sun from his eyes with his band, while be ran up the bill and watched pusss course.

Vy dont you lay on the ounds? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, astonished at Piggs slowness.

Let her get cannily away first, said Pigg, running on to the brow of the hill to watch her course. Presently he returned. Now then, sit quietly there, said be to his master, while Jovey uncouples the hunds, and well just let them take up the scent by theirsels.
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Pigg then went to Jovey, and the motley lot were soon uncoupled, frisking, howling, and towling, according to their respective makes.

Gan quietly up hill, said Pigg, shes away oer back on it, just past low end of quarry like.

The drag-hounds dashed forward expecting to be laid on the line; while the southern hounds, Jingler, Jumper, and Towler, having struck a trail scent, sat on their haunches, proclaiming, with upturned heads to heaven, the grand intelligence, bringing the beagles and harriers to them to confirm their story and partake of the scent. On they went, slow and sure; now a blue mottle, now a southern; now a southern, now a blue mottle; proclaiming, and the rest certifying, the truth of the statements. Presently they worked up to pusss form; and then there was such a rush at it, as if they would eat the very grass of which it was composed.

Get them forrard, Jovey, said Pigg, or, sink them, theyll sing there all day; and lets put the couples on to them greet yellow hunds, or theyll kill her at view, added he, coaxing one of the dock-tail drag-hounds towards him.

The pack was now reduced to four couple, of which the black-and-tan harriers seemed inclined to take the lead. They all clustered on the scent, and each hound having satisfied himself that there was no mistake, they dropped their sterns and began to run.

Now, theyll gan! exclaimed Jovey, eyeing them; adding, ah, they re a grand lot!

Forward they went, all in a cluster, much music and little progress; and just as they swung a cast to assure themselves that puss had passed a gate, the great drag-hounds broke away from Jovey, and served the pack the same trick with the couples that they had practised upon Trusty.

Sink them brutes! exclaimed Pigg; arve a good mind to fell them, added he, eyeing the pack scattered and sprawling in all directions.

Stop till tothers get oer the wall, replied Jovey; well be shot on em then.

Jovey was a true prophet. The hare, after passing the quarry, had struck through a meuse in the wall a little lower down, through which the big hounds could not pass; and Pigg having fastened the gate as soon as his master got into the field, the great dock-tailed drag-hounds were left yammering, yelping, and jumping, each pulling the other back as he attempted the wall. Puss had taken along the inside of the wall, and the scent being good, the pack lengthened out like a telescope, and away they went at a famous pace, Pigg and Jovey running their best, and Mr. Jorrocks rising in his stirrups, and holding Dickey Cobden hard by the head.

Beautiful country! exclaimed our friend, casting his eye over the vast enclosures, some fifty, others near a hundred acres; Id no idea there was sich a country about ome, added he. Hooi, you, sir! exclaimed he to a man at plough in the adjoining enclosure; run and open me that ere gate! pointing towards one to which they were fast approaching.

The man obeyed orders, and Mr. Jorrocks trotted through. The hounds now turned a little to the left, but Mr. Jorrocks seeing a cart track, and knowing that it would lead to a gate or place of exit, preferred keeping his own line to running the risk of being pounded. The next fence was a young quickset one, protected by a rail, over which the hounds quickly scrambled, and then, having passed though a small turnip field near a shepherds hut, they came to a very high boundary-wall that seemed to present an insuperable barrier to further progress. Mr. Jorrocks ran his eyes up and down the wall, but could see nothing like a gate. It was a long, straight, formal, newly-built thing, with the coping-stone dashed with lime. The hounds could no more get over it than could our friend, and with loud clamour they all threw up.

Olloo! you chap with the red tie! cried our now puffing friend to a shepherd who had just appeared outside in his cabin; vy dont ye come and elp these ere ounds over the wall, and me over the wall? adding to himself, or Ill summons you for an assault.

The man came, and pulling up a flag from before a square aperture in the wall, the hounds got through, and casting themselves on the far side, quickly took up the scent again.

Yell, but ow am I to get over? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, staring at the man; adding, you dont spose I can squeeze through there?

Theres no way for you but round by Tommy Millers, replied the man.

Ow fars that? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Three-quarters of a mile and better; just to the right by yonder cottage, see, pointing to a dwelling on the outline of the hill, up to which the wall ran.

Confound it, thats not the way the ounds are goin! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as he stood erect in his stirrups, and saw them bending to the left, with Pigg and Jovey running inside them.

Well, then, theres no way in, replied the man, till you come to Mr. Coxons boundary-wall, and the gates kept locked.  

Ord rot the beggar! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, I wish he had the padlock on his nose; was ever sich an uncivilised wall as this seen? Dye think I could squeeze through there? inquired he, pointing to the place through which the hounds had passed.

No doubt, replied the man, no doubt; but what will you do with your nag?

Vy, I must leave him with you, replied Mr. Jorrocks, clambering down. Its only an are unt, and well soon be done; valk him about quietly till I return, and Ill give you a shillin, added he.

So saying, our bulky friend laid flat on the ground, and, heels first, backed and squeezed through the hole in the wall. Up he scrambled, and seeing the hounds rather tying on the scent, and Pigg and Jovey on a neighbouring eminence, Mr. Jorrocks rolled away quite fresh, the tassels of his Hessian boots clattering against his legs as he went.

Forrard away! cried he, as the hounds settled again to the scent, with all his old hunting energy, and away they all went full cry.

The enclosure was a large one, but being in grass, and the ground sound, our fat friend made a good fight across it. He was rather blown, however, when he came to the stone wall at the far side; and after he had lifted Trusty and Towler, who were in a somewhat similar predicament, over, he found he would be better of a little assistance himself. Twice his toes slipped out of the places he attempted to get them in, but a third effort succeeded in landing him on the top, where he sat for a minute eyeing the 

Strange confusion in the vale below, and taking breath.



The hare had run into a brushwood-covered bank, forming one side of a small dell, through which ran a purling brook, and the southern hounds could not satisfy themselves that she had gone on. They made several advances towards the front, where old fat Trusty bustled with the scent, and as often returned to where they had last felt it themselves, as much as to say they did not believe her.

Cuss your unbelievin souls, muttered Mr. Jorrocks to himself, as he sat eyeing their proceedings; those psalm-singin beggars require every step to be sworn to, added he.

At last one of the black-and-tan harriers carried the scent out on to the fallow across the brook, and putting his head straight down the furrow, went away at a rattling pace across a very rough fallow.

By jingo! theyre away again! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, who had not half recovered his wind.

He slid himself down the side of the wall, to the great damage of the Jorrockian jacket-buttons, and prepared to follow notwithstanding. Patter, patter, patter, went the, Hessian boot-tassels  blunder, blunder, blunder, went Mr. Jorrocks among the hard clods. Now up, now down; now along the furrow, now across the ridge.

Oh dear; its ard work! said he to himself, before he had got half across the field, and he saw the hounds were running away ay from him. Oh dear! vot a pain Ive got in my side! added he, stopping, and clapping his hand to his side.

On again he went, still tripping and stumbling across the fallow, with bellows to mend becoming more apparent at every step.

Ord rot it, but I cant run as I used, added he, stopping, and clapping his hand to his forehead.

On again he went, unwilling to give in. A little strip of grass by the wall now rather favoured him, and as he jogged up it he heard the hounds more distinctly, though he had no time for looking.  

Ard work unting on foot, gasped he, as he approached the cross wall. A projecting stone favoured his footing, and he mounted pretty briskly, just in time to see the hounds bend inward to the left.

Thank God, theyre a turnin! said he, as he pulled out a great blue-and-white-spotted bandanna, and began mopping his head.

How way, canny man! how way! holloaed Pigg, waving his hat in the distance for his master to come on.

Werry good howwayin, grunted Mr. Jorrocks; but were not all sich erring-gutted beggars as you, wot can run all day. However, our friend complied with the request by dropping down the wall, and again started away in a trot.

It was a very poor one, a mere make-believe, and he would have got on quite as quick in a walk. Patter, patter, patter, still he went, puffing and wheezing, puffing and wheezing.

A projecting root at last caught his toe, and sent him rolling heavily over on the headland.

Theres a go! said he, turning over, and seeing he had split his drab stockingette tights at the knees, and crushed his low-crowned hat in. Vell, cant be elped, said he, scrambling up, and adjusting the hat as he went.

Our friend, however, was beat, and before he got half over the next field he acknowledged it. Well, its no use! exclaimed he, dropping down into a walk, as he eyed the hounds growing Small by decrees, and beautifully less, as they followed each other in long-drawn file up the rising ground in the distance. Its no use repeated he, with a melancholy shake of the head. Its all U.P. with J. J. Ah! continued he, age will tell! I never thought to come to this added he, with a deep sigh. Im gettin an old man, said he, in a low tone, as he laid his hand on the wall to hoist himself up.

Vell, Ive had a fine time on it, added he, seating himself astride it, for a view; werry fine time on it. Deal o shug! deal o barley-shug! deal o sugar-candy too! but my days gone by. I feels Im one o the as beens. Melancholy thought! ejaculated he; whod have thought it twenty years ago, or ten  ay, or even five, or yet one? Howsomever, never mind; care killed the cat! Dash my vig, I do believe ere comes the are!

Sure enough it was puss coming lobbing along, inside the wall that joined the one across which our worthy friend was seated. She was coming at an easy listening sort of pace, with her trumpet ears pricked to catch the sound of her pursuers.

They were a long way behind, and puss knew it Dash my vig, but shes a fine un! observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing her white legs, clean fur, and vigorous canter. Will take the shine out o Trusty and Co before shes done, I guess. It cant be the unted are, continued he, eyeing her fresh appearance, as she sat listening and looking at our fat friend seated astride the wall. Having satisfied her curiosity, puss gave a tremendous jump backwards, and running her foil a short distance, quietly disappeared through a hedge, a little above where it joined the wall.

It is her though; and yonder come Jovey and Pigg, added Mr. Jorrocks, looking at the two toiling in the distance, with the hounds towling along a little on the left. Ope theyve got their nightcaps with them, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing their pace.

Which way? which way? cried Pigg, as soon as he got within hearing.

To the left, cried Mr. Jorrocks, waving his hat; adding, shes dead beat!

Glad ont, for wor hunds are maist beat tee. And Trustys run hersel into fits, and Boisterous and Thunderer are baith done, replied Pigg.

The pack being thus reduced, Pigg and Jovey had to do the work of hounds as well as huntsmen; keeping a lookout for puss, and pricking her where they could. They had now to run with the hounds, instead of keeping inside them on the high ground. This, however, did not require any great exertion, for the hounds had long settled down into what hackney-coachmen call Parliament pace  six miles an hour.

They vont ketch her, grunted Mr. Jorrocks to himself, lowering himself down the wall, thinking he might chance to see the finish with so reduced and dribbling a pack. As if to thwart our friend, the hounds took to running as soon as he got established on his legs and had started into an involuntary trot. It was, however, a very short one. The stitch in his side soon returned, and in less than two minutes our old friend was hors de combat.

Theres an end of my unting, said he, dropping on to a large stone and bursting into tears.


CHAPTER XXXII.
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AR wish tard man maynt ha lost hissel, said Pigg to Jovey, as, after a long-continued effort with the remaining couple of hounds, they at last gave up the chase of poor puss, and commenced gathering the scattered pack, preparatory to returning home. Hast seen owt on him? continued Pigg, casting his eye over the surrounding country.

He was sittin astride a stone wall the last time I seed him, replied Jovey.

Ay, but he came away after that, replied Pigg; ar seed him blunderin oer the fallow below, makin after the hunds as it were. Ah dear! ar wish he maynt ha lamed hissel, or happend a misfortin, observed Pigg anxiously; adding, sink, hes ardly fit to be trusted frae heam by hissel.

Is he a very old gentleman? asked Jovey.

Why, no, hes not se ard, replied Pigg, but hes se daft  hes lived i great towns all his life, and he thinks to see gas-lights and poliss stuck all about the country. Lets call hunds together, and, maybe, while were callin them he may cast up; so saying, Jovey and Pigg got on to an eminence and began halloaing Cop, come away! cop, come away! cop, hunds, cop! Here Trusty, here Jumper! cop Jumper! cop Jingler! evooy, evooy, hunds, evooy! being a corruption of the words here away, away hounds, away.

The hounds came slowly crawling to halloo, from different parts; and, after half-an-hour spent in this way, our sportsmen had scraped three couple and a half together, and, no more appearing likely to cast up, Pigg proposed that Jovey should take one route, and he another, and try to recover Mr. Jorrocks and the rest. Ye tak dogs wi ye, said Pigg, and gan round you way, waving his arm to the left, and keep halloain as ye can, and see, added he, and keep an eye on the grund, and try to prick tard Squire by the heels; hes getten a pair o Jemmy London bouts on, wi small taper heels, that gan a lang way into the grund, and, if ye keep a sharp look-out, ye may chance to come upon him by the track; so saying, Pigg gave such of the hounds as seemed inclined to follow him a kick, and Jovey, by dint of coaxing, got them away after him.

Ar wonder whats getten tard man, said Pigg to himself, striding along, looking in all directions, and taking an occasional peep at the ground to see if he could prick Mr. Jorrocks by the heels. Hed niver gan heam, said he to himself, as long as hunds could run, surely, and yet theres nout to see on him. Arll dim this hill, for ar really think he mun ha happend a misfortin; so saying, Pigg legged it up the hill as though he were just turning out fresh for the day.

Yonders tard nag, said he, as he reached the top and saw Dickey Cobden in the distance, pacing slowly up and down, in charge of the shepherd. Where can tard Squire ha getten? Sink, he mun ha happend a misfortin! added he, as broken legs and collar-bones flashed across his mind. Hes safe enough afoot, though, continued Pigg, recollecting himself; he may ha brust hissel or died of apperplexy, though, added he, as the prophecy of the morning returned to his recollection.

Pigg was in a great stew  he ran here and there, stood on walls, and climbed every eminence that commanded the surrounding country, and, like most people in a pucker, cast far away, and never thought of looking near home. The consequence was that Mr. Jorrocks, who had ensconced himself amid a group of projecting rocks, at the top of a narrow dell, with which the country abounded, was wholly overlooked by James Pigg.

Sink, is you a corby? said Pigg to himself, as Mr. Jorrockss hat moved above the top of the stones.

Hup, hawway! hup! hup! shouted Pigg, knocking his stick against a stone to try and frighten the bird. Mr. Jorrocks then popped his great red face over the rocks, to the great joy and astonishment of his man.

God sink, if there baint his ard mug poppin over the stean! exclaimed Pigg, starting off at full speed down hill to the place.

Why, canny man, said he, rushing breathless to the spot, wed ha thought that was ye? Sink, arve been lookin for ye all oer, and took thy hat for a corby! Gin ard had mar gon, theres ne sayin but ard a shot thee. But whats happened? continued he; thous not lamed thysel, hast thou? continued Pigg, eyeing his masters melancholy countenance.

Vy, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not exactly, at least; Ive had a bad fall, though, added he, pointing to his breeches knees.

Deed, has thou? said Pigg, eyeing Mr. Jorrockss legs; broken thy knees, I declare. Why, that is a bad job; however, theyll mend; but, ah dear, thous het! added Pigg; thy face looks just as though it had been blowd red hot in a furnace. Ars warnd thous tired, added he, thous not made for runnin; bide where thou is, and arll fetch tard nag to carry ye hame.

Oh, I can valk to the nag well enough, replied Mr. Jorrocks, starting up, unwilling that Pigg should know the extent of his failure.

Why! why! said Pigg, walk if ye like; but ar kens where tard nag is, and ar could seun get him for thee. Ah, but weve had a grand hont! added he, wiping the tobacco streams from his mouth with his sleeve.

Ave you killed her? asked Mr. Jorrocks, with a spice of his old ardour.

Why, noo, drawled Pigg, we didnt kill her, somehow; but thats all the better, ye ken  shell mak a grand hont another day.

Another day, indeed! replied Mr. Jorrocks, I should think one was enough.

Ay, but thou mun hont, if its nabbut te keep thysel out o mischief, replied Pigg; grand exercise  de ye far mair good nor farmin.

But it vont be so profitable, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of his head, as he trailed slowly along by the side of his man, with his hands behind his back.

Ar doesnt ken that, said Pigg, with a shrug of the shoulders; should say it wad de ye mair good nor farmin as ye farm.

Thats all you knows about the matter, grunted Mr. Jorrocks. The new lights o husbandry havent broke in upon your wooden ead yet.

Ar wish they maynt Irik ye, replied Pigg; ar think thous gannin a fair way for the dogs.

I see youre one of the old-fashioned, stubborn, stupid sort o sinners, grunted Mr. Jorrocks. Jest blunder on in your old-fashioned ways, without either talent to strike out a new inwention, or spirit enough to follow up what others diskiver  want enlightenment desprate.

Theyll lighten ye afore theyre done with ye, Ill be bund, replied Pigg, with a sniff of his nose across his hand.

I thought you chaps had been clever in the north, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after they had trudged on some time in silence.

Oliver? ay, said Pigg, oer diver to make sic asses o ourselves as they de hereabouts.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not relishing the reception of his overture at reconciliation, and votn hasses de ye see ere, pray?

Ah, asses! exclaimed Pigg, at the top of his voice, ar niver seed sic wark! folks all gean clean mad together, ar think!

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks again, wondering what Pigg had seen to astonish him.

It was nabbut yesterday, continued Pigg, that ar called on Mr. Heavytail, and instead of findin him in his fields, sink if he wasnt rollin a hogshead o sugar into the barn. How now, Mr. Tail? says ar to him, says ar,  are ye gannin te torn grosser?Why, no, says he to me, says he, Mr. Pigg, says he, quite pertly, ars not gannin to tarn grosser. Then says ar to him, says ar, What the deavil ar ye gannin to do wi all the sugar?  for ar seed twe mair casks a standin where he was rowlin this yean te.

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, perking up, wonders if they came from our place; was there a great J. & Co at the end, done in black paint with red dots?

Cant say, ars sure, replied Pigg; but, howsomever, there was Mr. Tail a rowlin this yean in, and varra heavy it was, and varra hot it made Mr. Tail, se I took and gav it a shove along win him; and when wed getten it placed to liia likin, ar seed a vast o sand, and gravel, and rubbish, lyin about o barn floor like, se ar axed him what it was all for  

And what did he say? eagerly inquired Mr. Jorrocks, darting to a conclusion.

Why, said Pigg, turning the quid in his mouth, he brak out just as ye de  talked about new leets [lights], old-fashioned farmin, and march o somethin. Then he pointed at the sugar, and says he to me, says he,  Arll be bound to say, Mr. Pigg, says he, with all your north country knowledge, you cant tell me what thats for. So, says ar to him, says ar, Ye have the advantage of me, Mr. Tail   

Just so, observed Mr. Jorrocks; adding, well, go on.

Why, then, said Pigg, he telld me hed been to a lector on farmin some chap ganning about the country, talkin nonsense, had given, whod telld him of a grand imposition for  

Composition! observed Mr. Jorrocks, with an emphasis.

Ay, grand composition, continued Pigg, for makin tiles  drainin tiles. Ar doesnt ken how mony things had to be put into it, but there was chark, and sand, and gravel, and I doesnt ken what else, and the whole had to be mexed and stirred up wi brown sugar.

Vot a jackass the chap must be! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, wondering how Mr. Heavytail ever could be so foolish as to adopt the idea.

Why, thats just what ar said, observed Pigg. Says ar to Mr. Tail, say ar, Ye surely mun be gannin clean daft, Mr. Tail, to think o wastin the sugar in this way. Hev ye ne quarry, nor ne gravel bed, nor ne place nigh at hand, where ye can get steans, instead of makin sich a mess as this? But I might as well ha saved my breath, for aril ar gat was sarce and bad words.

Oh dear! Mr.Eavytail must be a werry stupid man, observed Mr. Jorrocks, wondering how a tenant of his could have fallen into a trap he had only set for other people.

Why, thats what ar telled him, said Pigg; says ar te him, says ar, Thou may fancy thysel a wise man, and may be ye may fancy the chap that telld ye all this a wise man; but for mar pairt, ar should say, it wad be hard to say whether on yes the bigger feul.

Did you, indeed? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, wondering if Mr. Heavytail floored him.  

Faith did ar, said Pigg, striking his staff against the ground them was just the varra words ar used  hard to say whether on yes the bigger feul.

And vot did he say? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, he just glowered, and garped, and grinned, and talked about the new leets in husbandry, and said, ar was a lang way ahint the information of the day  that this was the newest London invention, and that the newest things always cam frae there, and that Lunnuners knew mair than all other folks put together.

Veil, and what did you say? continued Mr. Jorrocks, still anxious to hear all about it.

Why, ar said, ar thought nout o Lunnuners  that they might de varry well for makin womens bonnets, and sich like; but as for makin drainin tiles, or kennin out about farmin, ar wadnt give a button-top for all their heads put tegither.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks; adding, well, Mr.Eavytail certainlie is a bigger fool nor I took him for. Three ogseads o sugar, and, very likely, not got at our place either! The manll be ruined!

Yell be lossin your rent, observed Pigg; adding, it arnt possible for a man te farm i that way and pay rent tee.

I opes I shallnt lose the rent, observed Mr. Jorrocks cant afford to do that, howsomever; precious little one gets as it is  land-ownins a werry poor trade.

It mun be poor the way yeer folks gan on, rejoined Pigg. Sink, thous not much better nor Heavytail thysel. Its nabbut tother day like, I came upon old Tommy Sloggers, hangin his great beastly brandy-bibbin neb over the yeat, gannin into his faller, his coat all stains, his breeches loose at the knees, his stockins hangin down, and the land as chock full o weeds and dirt as ever it could haud. Well, Mr. Sloggers, said ar, admirin yeer weeds! admirin yeer weeds! yell have a grand crop, ar expect  youve much to be prud on  yell not be disappointed in nettles, whatever ye are i the wheat.Hoot, ye fond boddy, said he, quite sarcy like, what do ye knaw about farmin? Yere nout but a boole leader!

Why, why, said I, ar can tell a dirty faller from a clean un, however; and, of all dirty fallers that iver ar set eyes on, yeers is the dirtiest. Ay, but stop till wor Squires new invention comes on it, said he, with a wink of his blear eye, and yell see how clean itll be.What invention? said I.  Ah, what a man thou is to talk o farmin! said he; hasnt thou heard tell of our landlords grand machine for doin all farmin-work at once  ploughin, cleanin, sowin, harrowin, reapin! Hoot, get away wi ye! said he; get yeer boole out; yere mair at heam wi him nor out else.

Ay, said Mr. Jorrocks, but I didnt say nothin about weedin; besides, it was a mere speckilation altogether, and I never said nothin about when the machine would be ready, or who I would lend it to, or nothin.

But then, ye see, the warst o ye grand folks talkin is that chaps like Sloggers just tak haud of as much o yeer jaw as sarves their torn, and then, if things dinna gan right, they say its yeer fault that ye telled them, and that they mun have a reduction o rent. Now, Sloggers wont clean his land; and hell say, thou telld him not, and that he kept it to try thy engine on.

Ill Sloggers him, if he does, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head besides, added he, Im sure I never said nothin about the machine cleanin land  didnt know land required cleanin, indeed, added he, aloud to himself.

But ye may depend, Sloggers ill look to ye for satisfaction, rejoined Pigg.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, thinking he wouldnt get it.

Master and man trudged on some time in silence, each occupied with his respective thoughts, Mr. Jorrocks considering whether, as scientific farming seemed likely to be expensive, he had better employ Pigg to undeceive the people, and Pigg muttering anathemas and strange oaths against dung-doctors, man-doctors, horse-doctors, cow-doctors, and all sorts of doctors. At length they came to the boundary wall through which, our readers will remember, Mr. Jorrocks had squeezed, leaving his cob on the far side.

We mun be oer here, said Pigg, striding up to the wall, and laying a hand on the top.

Thats easier said nor done, replied Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing its great height. Better return the way I came, I thinks, added he, looking about for a place.

Ah, yell seun get oer! replied Pigg; its nout of a wall.

Isnt it? replied Mr. Jorrocks, as much as to say, it is to me.

Stick yeer toe in it like a man! rejoined Pigg, placing his own on a projecting stone, to show his master the way.

Mr. Jorrocks tried, but down it slipped again. It wouldnt do.  

God sink, tard mans gettin numb! growled Pigg, as, lowering himself, he came to his masters assistance. Here, now, continued he, put thy foot in there, said he, showing his master the place, and then give thysel a good hoist, and thoull soon he atop.

Mr. Jorrocks did as desired; but the hoist was a very ineffectual one. He did not even get his hat-crown level with the top of the wall.

Try again! exclaimed Pigg; adding, give a good loup.

Ah, non sum qualis erarn! said Mr. Jorrocks, with a strong accent on the ram  as he made a still more ineffectual effort than the first.

Hoot, a ram wad think nout of such a wall! muttered Pigg; adding, come now, put thy toe in again, and arll give ye a shove up ahint.  

Mr. Jorrocks obeyed the order, and, with the aid of a strong hoist from Piggs shoulder, succeeded in landing on the top. Pigg was quickly beside him, and master and man dropped down into the enclosure, where the shepherd was still pacing leisurely about with Dickey Cobden.

Fatch him this way! roared Mr. Jorrocks, waving his hat to the man; adding, its as cheap ridin as walkin.



When Im rich, I rides in chaises; 

When Im poor, I walks like blazes.



Youve had a long wait, observed our friend, hoisting himself on, and giving the man a shilling for his trouble.

Mr. Jorrocks then set off homewards.  

Yell, Pigg, observed Mr. Jorrocks, overtaking his man, who had gone striding on before, as he saw his master preparing to mount veil, Pigg, repeated he, I cant get the idea of that unmitigated stoopid oldEavytail and his sugar-casks out of my ead. The man must be werry soft to swallow all hes told  Lord! if they had him in London, ow they would rook him..

Ars warnd ye, said Pigg theyre gay and sharp there; adding, but there are as big feuls as Heavytail hereabouts.

Possibly, replied Mr. Jorrocks possibly; but thats not the question.

Ar seed a man tother mornin, continued Pigg, without noticing his masters observation, pepperin the land, just as yed pepper a plate o cabbish. God sink, said ar, whats thou about?Giarnoin, said he. Giarnoin! said ar, what good can that de the land?  gan and get a few cartloads o muck, and keep the giarno for thy puddin  Mucks your man! say I, exclaimed Pigg at the top of his voice.

Well, but one must do summut i this world to make oneself known, observed Mr. Jorrocks, still anxious to put. matters right and propitiate his man in order to get Pigg to help him.

Yarry true, said Pigg; varry true, repeated he, filling his mouth with tobacco, and wiping the brown streams from his mouth with his sleeve; adding, mun de summut to mak worsels conspikious  cannot all grow whiskers under our chins like Captain Bluster.

Well, but farmins quite the go, you see, jest now, observed Mr. Jorrocks, and it dont do for us landlords to appear behind the tenants in information. If it wasnt for the promotion o science Im sure land-owning would never pay. Talk o money i the funds! added he, money i the funds may pay small interest; but blow me tight, funds pay punctual, and the gates never want repairin.

Ar doesnt knaw much about the funds, replied Pigg but thoull find the yeats a small matter i thy repair  mar cousin Deavilboger always said that ne man is fit to be called a farmer what isnt a good grumbler.  

Faith, then, Ive some uncommon good uns, replied Mr. Jorrocks, for I never goes to inquire after the ealth of the farmers wives, or the state o their ouses, but I gets sick a torrent of complaints that I thinks that my ouses must be all a tumblin down together. Ones roof rains in  anothers barn beams are rotten  a thirds edges are all dead  a fourths pumps gone wrong; and so they go on.

Ay, now, thats jest the way ye cul chaps de, replied Pigg; ye seek for complaints. Instead o ridin into a mans fard, and axin if his barns watter-tight and his missis i the family way, ye should gan in ramin and swearin and blawin everybody up that comes in your way, and the man will be oer glad to slip out the front way, and niver say nothin about repairs.

Ah, but the wives are far wuss nor the men! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

Ay, thats because youre oer kind wi them, replied Pigg.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not relishing the answer. Some of the men are so whimsical, observed Mr. Jorrocks, thinking he might as well turn the conversation, one sometimes wants exactly the reverse of another.

Ars warnd ye, said Pigg, ars warnd ye; somell want parlours made into kitchens, and other some, kitchens made into parlours. A parlour, i mar mind, is varra little use to a farmer. They aye shut them up and sit i their kitchens, or want a sort o second parlour to save the best; just like mar coosin Deavilboger. He grumbled and fund fault wi his omstead till the Squire rebuilt the whole on the largest and most improved plan  cost a sight o money; and when it was finished the Deavil shut up twe-thirds on it, sayin it was far oer big for the farm.  

Thats the way they go on, said Mr. Jorrocks, digging his heel into Dickey Cobden.

There was Harry Grumble of Clottergate, said Pigg, wadnt take his farm till the landlord would build him a porch to his front door, because he said hed always been used to a porch, and he liked to see his missis sittin knittin in it when he came home half drunk frae the market; and se, what with his wishes and what with his wants, the landlord at last built one  cost the matter, ar dare say, of ten pounds. Well, Harry was so varra punctual i the drinkin way that he forgot to provide his rent, and the consequence was, he was soon bundled out again, and the farm was to let. John Brick was the man to take it; but nothin would sarve Brick but the porch should come down. Hed never been used to a porch, and didnt like the look of a porch, so down cam porch again.

The beggar, grunted Mr. Jorrocks.

Jonas Hens pigs were aye on Mr. Blatheringtons coach-road, continued Pigg, and he swore till he was maist black i the face about it; but Hen persisted that the pigs must have room to wander about, for if they were kept cooped up i the sty, their legs wad get crookd, and theyd want far mair meat, and so on. At last yean night the Squire was comin home either varra drunk or it was varra dark, for he tumbled over tard sow as she lay across road like.  Sink it, said he i the mornin, Ill build this ard beggar a new range of sties, with airin yards in front, for ar cant stand splittin my kerseymeres i this way  just as youve done, observed Pigg, looking at Mr. Jorrockss knees; se at it he went  built an uncommon fine range of sties, with ars warnd ye a quarter of a yacre of ground walled in; and when it was done, Squire Blatherington said to Hen,  Now, Mr. Hen, ar hopes yeer pigs will have the kindness to keep off mar coach-road, for ar cant stand them, and theyve plenty of elbow-room and everything pigs should have in this spacious yard.Ay, ay, sir, said Hen;  but for mar pairt ar always think theyre just as well i the sty altogether. Queer devils, farmers, added Pigg, replenishing his mouth with tobacco.

They are that, assented Mr. Jorrocks.

The best way of stoppin their gabs, said Pigg, is gannin about the country with a great armful o plans; and as soon as ever a man begins with his wants, unroll the plan, and say you propose buildin his premises afresh and want to talk to him about the leadin.

Thats a good idea, said Mr. Jorrocks, with a nod a werry good idea.

Or if they talk about yeats [gates] say theres yeat wood provided, and theyve nothin to do but employ a joiner to work it up. Theyll make the ard uns last a long while when theyve to pay for makin the new uns, and tard housinill stand tee if theyve te lead to the new un.

Ar wad say now, observed Pigg, after a long pause, during which he trudged on beside his master,  instead o talkin nonsense to the farmers, and gettin them to try fond expariments, it wad be far better, if ye mun make yoursel conspikious, to train a few lads on, as they de i wor country, and gar them pay for yeer knowledge.

Ows that? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, thinking it sounded like money.  

Have what they call mud-students, replied Pigg; some of the great farmers i the north have them, and they pay well whether they larn out or not.

Vot! a sort of an agricultural college, is it? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

No! college; no, replied Pigg, jest a youth or two i the ouse, that you may give lectors to if you like.

Keep in the ouse? observed Mr. Jorrocks; shouldnt like that  be pulling the gals about, praps.

Ah, sink ye can de that yersel, muttered Pigg. If ye dinna like them i the house, observed he, raising his voice, ye can lodge them wi some o the tenants, and jest have them in when ye want to extonish them with your lamin.

Thats more like the ticket, thought Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself; adding, but wot am I to do with them on intermediate days, when Im not a lectorin, in fact?

Why, thou mun send them out into the fields to kick the clods about, and ax fond questions.

But they must ave somebody to go with them, to answer them, and tell them wots wot.

Let them find out theirsels, theyll like it far better if they de, replied Pigg.

That would hardly be fair, though; if one undertakes to instruct them, one ought to be as good as ones word, observed Mr. Jorrocks. We shouldnt ave them in any numbers, though, observed Mr. Jorrocks, a lecturin to empty benches is werry poor sport.

Ay, but ye can get in the ard wives and bairns, anybody but the farmers, replied Pigg; theres ne fear of misleadin tard women.

No, that wont do, observed Mr. Jorrocks, half to Pigg, half to himself. If theyd have the agricultural college they talk of in the Mark Lane Express here, and make me principal, that would be summut like; but to tutorise a few bouys would never suit J. J.

Ay, but ye may teach them to hont as well as farm, observed Pigg. Sink, youve nout to de but get a beuik and read a lesson aforehand yersel; talk of strang lands, and light lands, and marie, and the rotation of crops; tell them if wheat is full of poppies its a sign o poor land, and if full o thristles, its a sign o good strang land, and se on.

Yell, that seems all werry sensible, observed Mr. Jorrocks, and wot they ought to know.

Then ye can tell them the cause why gentlemen farmers never make money is that they all overdo the thing. If ye wish to profit by farmin, ye mun content yersel with tolerably clean fields and good savin crops; but if ye stoody to ornament your farm wi fine clipped hollin hedges, representin booles, and horses, and sows, as ye de, or dinna clean your land till ye get a machine that will plough it and all, like Sloggers, or put sugar into drainin tiles, like Tail, why, ye cannot but lose. Land needs a sartain quantity of ploughins and harrowins, and a sartain quantity of muck, and will pay for all that; but if ye over-egg the puddin the moneys wasted, for the land may yield as good crops wi five or six ploughins as wi ten; and ye may have ower strang crops, that the first wind or rain will lodge and lose ye the whole.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks; adding, I think they must make you professor of agricultur in the new college.

Then, after youve talked all sich matters as these over, ye may say, Now, gentlemen, theres James Pigg i the yard wi the hunds, and hell show ye how to find a hare setten, and how to hunt her when she is fund.

Ay, ay, I thought that would be the upshot of it all, observed Mr. Jorrocks with a smile; theyll be unting students  not mud-students  if you have anything to do with them.

And a varra good way to teach them farmin tee, said Pigg.

Mr. Jorrocks re-entered Hillingdon Hall a sadder man than he set out. He found age creeping upon him, and that he was unfit for the life his earlier aspirations had sighed for; farming, which-he thought was a sure fortune, seemed attended with no end of trouble; and he now felt that country life owed half its charms to frequent contrast with the crowded, heated, busy, bustling city.  

Ill shut up shop! exclaimed he, throwing himself into the judicial chair, and return to Surrey and Great Coram Street. Winters a coming on, and Im a gettin into the sere and yellow leaf. These farmin fools will never do for a man of intellect like me. Confound them! they are a century and a half beind the Lunnuners: old Wopstraw, with his drawlin

upon the viho-o-ole  Willey Goodheart, with his years arrears of news  and Mr.Eavy-tail, with his sugar-casks, and a woice enough to split a barndoor  Tm tired on em all!

So saying, our worthy friend stuck out his legs, and throwing himself back in his chair, dozed for some time in silence. At length he got up and rang the bell.

Send James Pigg here, Benjamin, said he, as soon as the boy came sneaking into the room, thinking Mr. J. had seen him stealing plums, and meant to convict him summarily, and inflict substantial justice upon him. Presently James made his appearance. He had been cleaning the bulls stall out, and showing him to some ladies.

Vell, James, said Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing his tobaccostreaming mouth; Ive been a thinkin this here farmin dont exactly suit with me; not quite the ticket, in fact.

So, said James, thinking he had soon tired.

And Ive been a thinkin, continued Mr: Jorrocks, as you seem full o knowledge and science, of puttin you in to manage and keep matters right, and then you can take mud-students, and teach them the difference atwixt a stick and a stone.

So, said Pigg; adding, with a sniff of his nose across his hand, to be hind, thats to say.

No, you mustnt be beind, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head; I must have so much rent accounted for every half year.

Ne doot, said Pigg, ne doot. But ars to be manisher like; thats to say hind.

Ah, ind! I twig, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Bailiff, what we call.  

Why, said Pigg, ar can do all that; but we munnut have ne sugar i the drainin tiles.  

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, not relishing the observation, and considering how he should put the next point. Yell, then, you see, continued he after a pause, as Mrs. J. and myself will only be here now and then, jest by way of a leetle recreation, instead of buryin ourselves alive altogether, so youll have a deal to attend to out o doors, and praps it will be well to get somebody to assist you in the ouse.

Ars warnd ye, said Pigg; ars warnd ye, specially if ars to have the mud-students.

Then I was a thinkin, observed Mr. Jorrocks, rubbing his chin and casting his eyes up to the mullioned ceiling of the room; I was a thinkin that Batsey, praps, might be useful to you.  

So, said Pigg.

Shes a fine woman, observed Mr. Jorrocks, and I should like to place her in good hands.

Ne doot, replied Pigg, ne doot; adding, why, ar dare say ar could manish her too.

Therell be a leetle incambrance, observed Mr. Jorrocks, in an undertone.

Why, why, replied Pigg, with a jerk of the head, why, why; adding, ar expects its mar owne.

Vot, another! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. Whod ha thought it?


CHAPTER XXXIII.
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TO BE, OR not to be: that is the question.



IF ever man got well blessed by woman, it was our fat friend, Mr. Jorrocks, for carrying away the Marquis of Bray  carrying him away just as Mrs father was bringing him to book. Two minutes more, and she would have run into her game. As it was, she had nothing to do but con over what had passed, recalling the Marquiss every word and look as he underwent the interesting scrutiny  how he said he got on very well with Emma  that the Duke thought very highly of her, and the Duchess liked her uncommonly.

Then she recalled her inquiry as to whether the Marquis had spoken to Emma yet, and half upbraided herself for not going a step further and saying, about their intended marriage. Still she consoled herself that her unmeaning look was so significant, and the Marquiss answer, that he had not spoken to Emma, because he thought he had better hear what Mrs. Flather had to say first, so conclusive as almost to render greater explicitness superfluous.

Like many over-anxious people, she banished such parts of the conversation from her mind as did not suit her purpose. She forgot that they had been talking about the proposed visit to Donkeyton, and that the subsequent conversation might in the Marquiss mind have had reference to that. This she either could not or did not choose to remember, because the short pause that followed, during which she was working herself up for the grand effort, seeming to her like an hour, she was pleased to consider it as such, and so to separate the parts of the conversation.

Emma also encouraged her in her self-deception; she had no doubt that the Marquis meant to offer  what else could he mean? Still the awkward fact presented itself, that he did not return to conclude the ceremony. A whole day passed over, and no tidings of his lordship; another succeeded  then a third  Mrs. Flather could contain herself no longer  she resolved to be doing, but somehow did not know what to do  whether to write to the Marquis, or the Duke, or the Duchess, or go to Donkeyton Castle and take the bull fairly by the horns.

The latter was a bold step. No one ever went to Donkeyton without an invitation, or some very cogent reason. This latter Mrs. Flather certainly had, but whether it was the prudent course she could not decide. Mother and daughter had slight misgivings of each others judgment, and each doubted the policy of the other. Emma thought she could have managed the Marquis better by herself; while her mother thought Emma wanted all the assistance she could give her.

No doubt Emma was right  she had all her mothers cunning, with double her tact, and would have worked the Marquis up to the point if she had only been allowed line and time. Mrs. Flather, like many old women, was in too great a hurry. Moreover, each had a slight misgiving, which neither cared to communicate to the other, that there might be some slight misconception or misunderstanding in the matter. Had either been acting separately, she would perhaps have given the weak parts more weight. It is extraordinary how a little assistance makes us believe anything we wish.

Mrs. Flather argued that the Marquis had gone as far as he ought without a specific declaration; and that he would have made one, but for the untimely intrusion of old Jorrocks. If, however, by any possibility, it could happen that such was not his intention, and he was only trifling with Emmas feelings, it was her undoubted duty to stop the thing immediately. If, again, as most probably was the case, the Marquis was anxious to make a declaration, the sooner the opportunity was afforded the better, and then the thing might be announced, and their friends could not feel hurt at one being made acquainted with it sooner than another. Ladies are very considerate in these matters.

Upon the who-o-ole, as Johnny Wopstraw would say, Mrs. Flather determined to go to the Castle. If she went, and things did not look promising, she could beat a retreat, under pretence of having gone on other business  a writer-ship in India, or promotion for Edward.

The resolution being taken, the next thing was how to put it in execution. Whether to take Emma, or go alone, and how to get there. Emmas appearance might have a beneficial effect, particularly if they could be sure of meeting with the Marquis; but then, on the other hand, Emma would very likely insist upon having her own way, and Mrs. Flather wanted to have hers. Perhaps the best, plan was not to broach the subject of Emmas going at all  take it for granted she could not.

How to get there then came on. Neat carriages by the day, month, or year are unknown in the country, and post-chaises are fast disappearing. Omnibuses are all the go. An omnibus for a picnic is all very well, but for a morning visit rather incongruous. Besides, they dont leave a certain line of road; all drawing towards the railway stations, as true as the needle to the pole.

Donkeyton Castle was clear of railways. You could not hear the sound of a whistle on the calmest day, or with the most favourable wind. The Duke had a great dislike to them  monstrous dislike. Would have thought the constitution destroyed if one had come near him  not his own constitution, but the constitution of the country. But to the tale. Question proposed  How to go?

Mr. Jorrockss rattletrap would have been the most convenient, that is to say, the cheapest conveyance, but then she was afraid if she applied for it, the Squire would insist upon driving it himself, and very likely mar the object of her journey. Farm inspecting gives a man unlimited range over a country. The Sellborough glass chaise was the dernier resort; but then, how was she to get it? The post was gone, and she knew if she sent the boy in buttons on foot, he would never get back. She might beg the loan of Mr. Jorrockss horse, and send him over on it. Accordingly she wrote the following note:  

DEAR MR. JORROCKS,  Could you kindly accommodate me with the loan of your horse, for my servant to go to Sellborough, to get a prescription made up? He is a very careful rider, and will take great care of it.

Hoping dear Mrs. Jorrocks is well, I remain, with our united best regards, dear Mr. Jorrocks, yours most sincerely, E. FLATHER.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, as the above was handed to him in his bull-house, where he was busy with Pigg washing the Marquis. Humph! grunted he again, rayther cool of her this. Batsey tells me, Mrs. F.s Susan told her, she heard her missis call me a wulgar old beast; and now she wants to borrow Dickey Cobden, added Mr. Jorrocks, in a tone that reached Piggs ear as he turned the contents of the bucket into the manger.

Ar wadnt be a womans huss at nout? observed Pigg, knocking the pail against the side to clean out the bottom.

Nor I nouther, replied Mr. Jorrocks, turning sharp round, and making for the house to write an epistle while he was yet warm.

Having unlocked the great brass-bound mahogany desk, with John Jorrocks on the lid, he took a sheet of paper, and in a good round hand wrote the following answer:  



HILLINGDON HALL

TO WIT.



DEAR MRS. F.,  Three things I never lends  my oss, my wife, and my name. Howsomever, to-morrow being our beak-day, when us Jestices of our Sovereign Lady the Queen assemble to hear all manner of treasons, sorceries, burnins, witchcrafts, felonies, puzzonins, trespasses, and naughty beaviour generally, if youll send me the prescription, Ill be appy to bring the physic ome in my pocket. Meanwhile I sends you a couple of Seidletz, and if you want anythings else, Mrs. J. will be appy to lend you a few Cockles Antibilious  werry extensively patronised. A least o Dukes, five brace o Markisses, sixteen Earls, one-and-twenty Viscounts, Barons, Lords, Bishops, and Baronets without end.  Yours to serve, 

JOHN JORROCKS, J.P., and one of the quorum.



P.S.  Dissolve the powder in the blue paper first, then add the white  stir em up, and drink while fizzin.

Nothing daunted, though sore annoyed, Mrs. Flather then sent off the boy in buttons on foot with a note to the innkeeper, charging him to send the job-carriage, in the charge of a neat and steady driver, over with the bearer in the morning.

Accordingly, about nine oclock, a wretched copy of a wretched original, a London glass coach, was seen crawling along, drawn by a pair of antediluvian-looking horses, a grey turned white, and a rat-tailed roan, driven by a postboy transmogrified into a coachman  at least, as far as a napless hat, greasy-collared olive frock-coat, short buff waistcoat, ornamented with rows of blue glass buttons, could counteract the effect of a pair of most palpable postboys legs encased in the usual very long breeches and very short boots.

The carriage itself was a lofty old landaulet, built towards the close of the last century, and now containing little of the original material, save the roundabout tub-shaped body. The leather top was hard, lustreless, and weather-bleached, with large hollows formed between the ribbing of the roof, showing the high-water mark of the last shower in the dust. All the plating had vanished from the side-joints, and huge creases established themselves at the folds. Half the crests were knocked off the sides.

The body, as was said before, was of the washing-tub order, better adapted for concealing the inmates than for surveying the country. The windows were like pigeon-holes, and the seat being low, a short person would just see the bobbing of the postboys hat as he rode and drove. On the present occasion he drove, being seated on a lofty perch rising above the level of the roof.

Such was the vehicle that arrived at the Manse to convey Mrs. Flather to Donkeyton Castle.

A postboys care of his horses being always considerable when there is anything to be got in the kitchen, our hero quickly unharnessed his, and had them in an outhouse, enjoying a pail of pump water between them, while he hobbled into the house in quest of cold meat and orders.

Mrs. Flather was in marching order, all but putting her bonnet on, and had been hard at work all the morning, undergoing a rigid examination from Emma as to what she would do and what she would say, the inquiry being adapted to every variety of circumstance that could be contemplated  just like one of Madame de Genlis conversations in the immaculate Manuel du Voyageurs.

Well, but if the Duchess is not at home, what will you do?

Oh, if shes not at home, and not likely to return soon, I suppose I must just come away, replied mamma.

You wouldnt think of speaking to the Duke, I suppose, observed Emma suggestingly.

I dont know, replied Mrs. Flather, thinking the scheme not altogether unfeasible.  

But the Duke would most likely be away too, said Emma.

They are not likely to go far though, I think, rejoined mamma; at least not more than a morning drive, for they never visit anybody further than calling, and then they only leave cards.

They have begun to go in now, observed Emma.

How do you know? inquired Mrs. Flather.

James told me so, replied Emma, affecting the familiar.

They want to make themselves popular, I suppose, observed Mrs. Flather.

Well, but if they are out, continued Emma, resuming the question, will you wait till they return?

I suppose I must, replied Mrs. Flather, after a pause.

I think I would, said Emma musingly.

Very well, my dear, assented Mrs. Flather, knowing that by going alone she could do as she pleased when she got there.

How awful! exclaimed Emma, clasping her hands, and turning her pretty eyes up to the ceiling, as she thought of her mamma sitting waiting the return of the Duchess.

It must be done, said Mrs. Flather, compressing her lips, and looking as solemn as her vacant countenance would permit. Youre sure he kissed you, now? added she, glancing anxiously at the model of propriety.

Oh, certain of that, and squeezed my hand too, replied Emma, which she seemed to think about as material as the kiss. Kissing and squeezing are thought more of in the country than they are in London.

I dare say it will be all right, said Mrs. Flather encouragingly. Hes a young man, but his principles, I hope, are good; indeed, if I thought otherwise, I wouldnt let you marry him if he was an emperor.

I dare say not, observed Emma pettishly, thinking her mother might as well keep her rodomontade for Donkeyton Castle, her parents maxim always having been to get wealth and station, becomingly, if she could, but anyhow to get wealth and station; a fine doctrine, and frequently acted upon.

Supposing theres anybody with the Duchess when you go, continued Emma, after a pause, during which she recovered her equanimity, what will you do?

Thats not likely, I think, replied Mrs. Flather; nobody ever goes there, you know, without an invitation.

But there may, continued Emma, for all that. You dont know what invitations she may have sent out; or, now that they are beginning to entertain, who may take upon themselves to call.

Theres nothing so bad as great people making themselves too common, observed Mrs. Flather; a sentiment of very frequent use in the country, meaning that great people should just patronise ourselves and no one else.

Nothing, observed Emma. Im sure the Duke must feel hes lost caste since he took up with that horrid old idiot down at the Hall.

Dont mention him, rejoined Mrs. Flather; abominable old man! and by the way, that reminds me, I wish you would wralk down there this afternoon, and borrow their mouse-trap, for ours is all gone wrong, and the place is literally overrun with mice.

Now, tell me, how will you broach the subject? inquired Emma, again returning to her speculations. Will you go at it at once, or nibble and beat about the bush a little?

Upon my word I really think Id better go at once to the point, replied Mrs. Flather, after a pause.

But I wouldnt go open-mouthed, as if you were bursting with anxiety, observed Emma.

Oh, certainly not, replied Mrs. Flather, with a bend and toss of her head, as much as to say, I know what I am about  

Will you say that you have come to talk to them about settlements, as if the thing was all fixed; or that youve come to talk about the  the  the  niceness of it, or something of that sort? asked Emma.

I dont know, Im sure, my dear, considered Mrs. Flather; much will depend upon how they receive me; if they are very affectionate, and so on, we may go to the point at once, but not, I think, about settlements.

That would look mercenary, perhaps, observed Emma; still I should like to have some diamonds.

Theres no doubt youll have everything of that sort, rejoined Mrs. Flather.

Necklace, and earrings, and a tiara. I should so like to go to the New Years Eve ball in diamonds  splendid diamonds! Jeems told me mammas cost seventy thousand, observed Emma.

Thats a great deal of money, observed Mrs. Flather.

I wonder if Mrs. Trotter would go to the winter ball if she knew I was to be there? inquired Emma. How delightful it would be if she was.

Just then the old rattle-trap hove in sight, and the debate was forthwith adjourned for the more important business of getting ready.


CHAPTER XXXIV.
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NOT YET ON summers death, nor on the birth.

Of trembling -winter.



AFTER three put backs, first to get her keys, which she had left on the drawers; secondly, to tell Maria to roast the mutton instead of boiling it; and thirdly, to charge Emma not to make herself sick at luncheon, and not to forget the mouse-trap, Mrs. Flather at length got under way.

The bright sun had warmed the air of the autumnal day, and the country round was in the rich luxuriance of declining beauty. The corn-fields were clear, the leaves were changing colour, and an occasional gun-shot echoed upon the clear transparent atmosphere. Mrs. Flather, having had the landaulet head put back, settled herself in the middle of the chaise, and hoisting her green parasol, prepared to gather her faculties for the approaching conflict.

On they jingled, but just as a white three-armed guide-post denoted the divergence of the road to three different points, a loud Hooi! stop! from behind, caused the driver to pull his horses up with such a jerk as sent Mrs. Flather forward against the front  she nearly broke her nose!

Another second, and her old tormentor, Mr. Jorrocks, had his old rattle-trap alongside the carriage, and was putting his whip into the case preparatory to having a confab.

Veil, Mrs. Flather, said he, with one of his knowing grins, and vot are you arter with your pair oss chay? Takin your medicine in a wehicle, as the doctors write on their labels, eh? added he, with a leer.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks, how do you do? exclaimed Mrs.

Flatter, shuffling herself hack into her seat, and interposing her parasol between herself and the Squire.

Yell, and wots append now? asked Mr. Jorrocks, reaching over and lifting it up, so as to get a view of her face. Where are you a goin to? Sellborough, I dare say, added he, without waiting for an answer. Am a goin there myself  better come in here with me. Binjimin shall get in there, continued he, unhooking the apron of the fire-engine for the purpose of letting Mrs. Flather in.

Oh, thank you, Mr. Jorrocks, thank you! exclaimed she, but Im not going to Sellborough; Im much obliged to  up this other road  here to the right  to the left I mean, thank you; or I should have been most happy.

And thats the Sellborough road, replied our friend. I knew you was a goin there. Come, get in  get in! Its no use you and I umbuggin each other.

I meant the other road! I meant the other road! exclaimed Mrs. Flather. The road to the far left, continued she, extending her arm in that direction.

Shes a goin to Donkey ton Castle, whispered Benjamin from the back seat into his masters ear.

Donkeyton Castle! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks aloud. Vot, you are a goin to Donkeyton Castle, are you? asked Mr. Jorrocks. Vots a takin you there?  thought youd been a goin to the chemists. Has the Duke a blow out? Has the Duke a blow out?

Im going towards Donkeyton; Im going towards Donkeyton, replied Mrs. Flather, anxious to got away from her tormentor.  

 Towards Donkeyton, grunted Mr. Jorrocks; towards Donkeyton, repeated he, adding aloud to himself, who can she be goin to see there.

Well, good morning, Mr. Jorrocks, good morning, repeated Mrs. Flather; adding, as she desired the coachman to go on, Im only wasting your valuable time.

Ang the time, at length observed Mr. Jorrocks, taking the whip out of the case and gathering the reins together, preparatory to setting Dicky Cobden agoing again. Where can the ooman be goin to? mused he, his eye following the receding chaise.

Shes a goin to Donheyton Castle, I tells you again, said Benjamin from the back of the chaise.

Impossible, Binjimin! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks.

But she is, though, replied Benjamin, in a confident tone.

And ow do you know that, Binjimin? asked Mr. Jorrocks, jerking and flopping Dickey Cobden into motion.

Cause I was hup at their ouse when their young man came back with the chay, and hed peepd into the note and seen the herder, replied Benjamin.

So-o-o! ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks, there must be somethin goin on  some leetle mystery, I guess; and musing and wondering what it could be, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded on his way to Sellborough.  

There had been a great dinner at Donkeyton Castle the day before, and some of the outer ring visitors having accepted the Dukes invitation to visit his example farm, the last rattle-traps had hardly jingled under the Gothic arch of the battlemented gateway, when Mrs. Flather appeared at the opposite side for admittance. The porter stared as he threw back the old nail-studded oak doors, and his wife observed with a significant smile that she wished the lady mightnt be a day after the fair.

On Mrs. Flather crawled, at that weary, dilapidated pace that ill-fed, hard-worked horses exhibit  walking, if it were not for the appearance of trotting  along the winding drive through the undulating and picturesque scenery of the richly wooded, water-glittering park.

It was a lovely place. Hundreds of deer herded on its hills, or followed in lengthy files along its ravines; while water-fowl of every description splashed or sported on the extensive lakes, where snow-white swans were gliding majestically about, or noble herons rising slowly and noiselessly to heaven.

The now browning fern and faded heath waved and drooped on the wilder ground, affording shelter to the game and adding wildness to the scene.

It is odd how few visitors at great houses see the beauties of the places. In going they are generally in too great a fright; the ladies pulling on their clean gloves  the gentlemen adjusting their whiskers or neckcloths. In returning, they are apt to get clear of the premises ere they have done congratulating themselves and each other on their escape; applauding their courage and sagacity in going, and commenting on their great patrons marked attention to themselves. Some people really seem as if they expected to be catermauchously chawn up by great people, as the Americans say.

Mrs. Flather saw nothing. As the rattling of the carriage on the pavement under the arch announced her arrival at the awe-striking castle gates, she gathered herself into a state of desperate compression, and sat eyeing the front joints of the old landaulet, now folded before her, with all the energy of a person enjoying a dentists arm-chair.

Grind, creak, grind, creak, went the old vehicle over the Kensington gravelled carriage road. Jip! crack, flop, went the persuasive Jehu to the pottering screws; coachey looking more lively as the emblazoned banner on the castle glittered in the sun, and bespoke good cheer within.

At length the carriage sounded on the moss-grown walls of the stately castle, as it drove past the open cloisters at the side.

The driver, having deliberately thrown his reins upon the horses backs (as if in the fullest confidence that they would not run away), descended, whip in hand, from his perch, and applied his hand with the greatest nonchalance to the bronze bell-handle in the richly carved doorway, with far different feelings to those which now agitated the bosom of his fair passenger.  

Please, marm, who shall I ax for? inquired he, limping back to the carriage, with a grin at the peal that answered his pull.

Ere Mrs. Flather had time to reply to the inquiry, the lace-bedizened porter loomed large in the doorway. He was the beau ideal of a porter  a great, big, broad, stout, overfed-looking fellow, with well-powdered bald head, pimply nose, and swelling ankles  a spoiled figure footman! Having eyed the wretched vehicle and the humble charioteer, whose old olive-coloured coat assumed a still dingier hue by the bright pea-green ducal livery, the porter, standing in the first position in the exact centre of the top doorstep, with upthrown head, indicated that he was ready to answer questions.

Is your missis at home? asked the driver, without waiting for Mrs. Flathers instructions.

Is the Duchess of Donkeyton at home? inquired Mrs. Flather.

Who is it? asked the porter of the coachman.

Mrs. Flather, replied he.

Not at home, rejoined the porter, with a slight inclination towards a bow.

I have particular business with the Duchess of Donkeyton, exclaimed Mrs. Flather, in a state of desperation.

Perhaps youd have the kindness to send in your name, observed the porter, advancing a couple of steps, so as to be able to announce into the carriage, without unnecessarily exerting himself, that her Grace was rather indisposed, but perhaps she would be able to see her.

Mrs. Flather having dived into her bag, and fished up a carved ivory case, produced a card, with which the porter presented a footman to hand to the groom of the chamber to carry to the Duchess.  

Who shall describe her feelings as she waited his return?

Her Grace was in the drawing-room, superintending the arrangement of her portfolios, after the overhauling of the previous evenings party. Castles were joining cascades, and sea-views coalescing with sunsets. Her first impression on seeing the card was, that Mrs. Flather had made a mistake, and come the day after she was invited. This idea, however, was quickly set at rest by inspecting the lists, of invited, accepted, and refused, which ended in the Duchess desiring the servant to show Mrs. Flather in. The unfortunate performer of her toils, yclept companion, made her exit through an invisible door in the richly gilt walls as Mrs. Flather sidled through the half-opened folding ones at the far end.

Her Grace of course was charmed to see her, and restored confidence to her now palpitating heart, by that easy affability and kindness of manner almost invariably the attribute of the high-born. Nay, more, it cheered Mrs. Flather onward in her course; and before the Duchess had run over the commonplaces relative to the weather, the roads, and the distance, the parching dryness that almost prevented utterance as Mrs. Flather entered gradually dissolved, and she sat by the side of the awe-inspiring Duchess far more at her ease than she would have been in conclave with Mrs. Trotter.

Conversation with people one really has nothing to say to soon comes short up, and the Duchess presently looked at Mrs. Flather, in hopes that she would lead the gallop, as they say at Newmarket. Twice Mrs. Flather faltered. Your Grace, was all she uttered before the tongue-tying dryness again assailed her; and the Duchess at last tried to turn her to her old friend the portfolio, in hopes of engaging her till luncheon was announced.  

Your Grace, again attempted Mrs. Flather, with the desperate energy of a person bent on a subject, I am sure you, as a mother, will excuse the  

Her Grace was surprised at Mrs. Flathers vehemence. She was too high-bred a woman to be put out of her way, and had, besides, a certain constitutional inclination for taking things easy. Mrs. Flather, being wound up, proceeded.

I am sure I need not say, continued she, how deeply I appreciate the honour conferred on my poor girl.

Her Grace smiled and bowed courteously, thinking it merely had reference to the party she had had them to, and said, Pray dont mention it.

This rather put Mrs. Flather out, and her Grace was just, going to draAv her attention to the flower-stand beaming radiant before the window  another safety valve for country stupidity  when Mrs. Flather again went on. It is certainly a most unexpected  a most unlooked-for honour, said she, drawing her best cambric handkerchief out of her bag; but I trust Emma will so conduct herself as to prove she is not unworthy of the high confidence your Grace and the Duke have reposed in her.

The Duchess was quite sure she would; indeed they both thought most highly of her. She was a remarkably fine girl. Wish Mrs. Flather had brought her with her.

This was great encouragement to Mrs. Flather. She proceeded to explain that it was merely a point of delicacy that had prevented her doing so, but that after the kind assurance her Grace had given, of course there could be no difficulty about it, and she would take a very early opportunity of doing so.

Her Grace hoped she would  would always be most happy to see them, making a knot in her mind at the same time to tell the servants to deny them.

Luncheon wa s then announced.

Your Grace, perhaps, wouldnt like it to take place very soon? said Mrs. Flather, still sticking to her seat.

Oh, any time, said her Grace, motioning her to obey the summons. Wouldnt she take a little luncheon?

Mrs. Flather, however, having heard that any time was no time, thought she might as well get that point settled.

It will require a good deal of preparation, observed she, rising and standing by her chair with her right hand resting on the back.

The Duchess stared, wondering if Mrs. Flather thought she was invited to stay.

I mean that the settlements, and such-like, will take some time doing.

Settlements! exclaimed the Duchess, staring with astonishment.

Oh, just as your Grace pleases, replied Mrs. Flather most submissively; of course we dont insist upon anything of the sort.

I fear we misunderstand each other, said the Duchess, reconsidering all that had passed. It surely isnt Jeems youre thinking about? It cant be Jeems! added she, as the ancestry of twenty generations flashed upon her mind. Mrs. Flather felt as if she would drop through the floor before the Duchesss withering glance.

My dear Mrs. Flather, said she, in a low tone, pressing her on the arm to get her to resume her seat; my dear Mrs. Flather, I fear there is some misunderstanding between the Marquis of Bray and yourself Of course I dont know what has passed between you, or what reasons he may have given your daughter to think he is attached to her, but I must tell you, as a friend  and the Duchess said it in the kindest manner possible I must tell you as a friend, that it would be the death of the Duke to mention such a thing to him.

But his Grace encouraged it! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, in the greatest agitation.  

Impossible, my dear Mrs. Flather! replied the Duchess, calmly but firmly. Impossible, I assure you; you must be under a mistake. The Duke is too proud; has too great regard for his station to think of such a thing; far too much regard!

Nay, then  said Mrs. Flather despondingly.

Here is the Duke, observed the Duchess, as his Grace popped his snow-wreathed head into the door, to see what kept the Duchess away from her luncheon.

Heres Mrs. Flather, my dear! exclaimed the Duchess, as he was jerking back, in hopes he had not been observed.

Ah, Mrs. Flather! exclaimed he, with the gaiety of sham delight, as he thought of the hot chicken he had left uncovered. My dear Mrs. Flather, repeated he, advancing up the spacious room with extended hands, to give her a hearty welcome how do you do? said he, seizing her by both glad to see you, monstrous glad to see you; come and have a little luncheon; on the table quite ready. So saying, his Grace bowed, and waved, and drove her along into the privacy of viands and powdered menials.

The Duchess followed.

And how are you all at home? asked the Duke, as he helped Mrs. Flather to a wing and a piece of the breast of one of his own high-fed Dorkings. Fine fowl that; monstrous fine fowl, said he; reared at my own farm, great farmer, monstrous great farmer. Potatoes of my own growing too, said he, as a footman handed a dish of fine white mealy ones to the appetiteless Mrs. Flather. And how is Mr. Jorrocks? neighbour of yours, isnt he? good neighbour, monstrous good neighbour, I should think.

Very good neighbour indeed, your Grace, replied Mrs. Flather, with an emphasis, seeing which way the wind blew.

Clever man, said his Grace, putting the first mouthful of the delicate white meat, with the nicely browned outside, into his mouth. Monstrous clever man, continued he, chewing away. And hows his bull?

Quite well, I believe, your Grace, replied Mrs. Flather.

Fine bull, said his Grace; monstrous fine bull  got premium I saw in the papers.

Take a glass of sherry with me  theres Madeira if you prefer it, said his Grace, seeing Mrs. Flather played with her luncheon. Your good health, said his Grace, bowing, and drinking off his wine at two gulps.

And hows your daughter? asked his Grace, after a pause, as he worked away at the chicken, and considered whether the daughter belonged to Mrs. Flather or to Mr. Jorrocks. His Grace knew there was a daughter between them, but he had never been able to get the confusion of the chaise arrangement set right in his head.

Quite well, Im much obliged to your Grace, replied Mrs. Flather, with fervour.

Fine girl, said his Grace; monstrous fine girl, added he, cutting again at the chicken.  

That observation determined Mrs. Flather to make one effort with the Duke ere she gave up all hopes. Accordingly she recollected all her scattered energies, and prepared for the first opening she saw after they left the luncheon room. It was some time before the Duke gave her a chance. He jabbered and talked so fast about flowers, fruits, pheasants, footstools, farming, that she could hardly get a word in sideways. At last he got back to Jorrocks and Hillingdon.  

And how does Mr. Jorrocks acquit himself on the bench? asked the Duke. Good magistrate, monstrous good magistrate, I should think, added he, answering himself keeps the country quiet, I dare say; peaceable, respectable; good thing to have an active magistrate in your neighbourhood, monstrous good thing.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks is an excellent magistrate! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, as soon as she was allowed an opportunity.

And a good neighbour, I make no doubt, added the Duke; sociable, agreeable, sensible, thinking Mr. Jorrocks would be like himself.

Most agreeable man! exclaimed Mrs. Flather.

Great farmer, I suppose? observed the Duke; talented farmer, monstrous talented farmer; disciple of Smith of Deanstons? Smith is the greatest benefactor the world ever saw; monstrous benefactor!

The Marquis of Bray is a great farmer, isnt he? asked Mrs. Flather, seizing the opportunity.

Oh, Jeems is a great farmer  monstrous great farmer, replied his Grace, with a series of nods of the head fond of guinea-pigs  monstrous fond of guinea-pigs  has a whole drove up at Mrs. Jobsons.

His lordship was kind enough to express his partiality for my daughter, observed Mrs. Flather, with desperate resolution.

Did he indeed, exclaimed his Grace, not exactly catching the sentence Mrs. Flathers hurried articulation rendered doubtful. Good judge  monstrous good judge, added the Duke, thinking he would beat a retreat to his country paper, The Dozey Independent, which was published that day.

I am glad it meets your Graces approbation, observed the emboldened Mrs. Flather.

Quite, I assure you, said his Grace good thing  monstrous good thing indeed.

Well, I think there is nothing like young people settling early in life, rejoined Mrs. Flather.

Nothing like it! said his Grace; nothing like it, repeated he, looking at his watch. However, I am sorry I must bid you good morning, added he, with a feigned start, as if he had discovered he was behind time. I have a despatch from the Home Office: the Duchess will be glad to take a walk with you  show you the aviary  the goold fish  Jeemss rabbits  her Italian greyhounds. So saying, with a wave of the hand towards where the now horrified Duchess stood, his Grace sidled and backed out of the drawing-room.

Mrs. Flather was not a great hand at reading physiognomies, or she would have seen astonishment and indignation mantling on the Duchesss brow. As it was, she thought she had rather got a crow over her  the Duke having so eagerly ratified what her Grace had so lately derided.

The Duke, you see, is quite in favour of the match, observed she, advancing towards the Duchess, with a smile on her vacant countenance.

Her Grace deigned no reply.

Im sure, continued she, rather taken aback by the Duchesss manner, it will be our study to please and make ourselves agreeable  and  and  to your Grace  

The Duchess bowed slightly.

It is an honour we had no right perhaps to aspire to, simpered Mrs. Flather; but I hope we shall conduct ourselves becomingly. Im sure, added she, I hope it may be many years before my daughter occupies your Graces place. The Duchess bridled up, but still held her peace. The Duke too, Im sure I hope he may live à long time, simpered Mrs. Flather; no two people, I can assure you, your Grace, can be less desirous of an early change than my daughter and myself. The same provoking silence greeted this handsome announcement.

Titles are nothing compared to happiness, simpered Mrs. Flather; I wouldnt my daughter should marry a prince if he were not a man of good principles.

Really, Mrs. Flather, said her Grace, unable any longer to contain herself, you must allow me to tell you that you are labouring under a strong delusion.

How so, your Grace? and Mrs. Flather stared.

In the first place, in supposing that our son would ever think of marrying your daughter; and in the second place, in supposing that the Duke and myself would ever sanction such a thing.

But he stated his positive delight at the prospect of it not two minutes ago, exclaimed Mrs. Flather, with the most determined confidence.  

You quite misunderstood him, said the Duchess; you quite misunderstood him, repeated she; the Duke is the last man in the world to approve  nay, hear of an unequal match. What! exclaimed the Duchess, her eyes flashing as she spoke, the representative of twenty generations throwing himself away in such a manner!

Mrs. Flather was dumfoundered.

No, my dear Mrs. Flather, continued her Grace, her features softening as she proceeded, let me advise you to get rid of the idea  dismiss it from your mind  it can only make your daughter and every one concerned ridiculous.

I couldnt use the Duke so badly, so ungratefully, replied Mrs. Flather, now fully impressed with the idea that the Duchess was deceiving her.

I again assure you, you misunderstood the Duke, observed her Grace, or the Duke misunderstood you. He is rather deaf, and perhaps did not hear what you said. Mrs. Flather looked incredulous.

I assure you it is the case.

Mrs. Flather was silent. She still doubted. The Duchess, she thought, must be deceiving her. The Duke seemed to expect the observation, and to jump at it. His manner, too, was most impressive when she arrived  most affectionate. The Duchess saw the turn things were taking in Mrs. Flathers mind, and gave her time to think them over.

Would you like to see the Duke again? at length said she, and ask him the question yourself?

Mrs. Flather muttered something about Mistake somewhere. The Duchess might be mistaken, perhaps.

But is it likely, inquired her Grace, that on a subject so deeply affecting the interests  nay, the happiness  of our son, that there should be any mystery or misconception between the Duke and myself?

Mrs. Flather was silent; she thought it more evident that the Duchess wanted to get rid of her and try and dissuade the Duke from it.

Nay, you are a mother yourself, observed the Duchess; would you, if your husband was alive, have any concealments from him on such a subject?

Certainly not, said Mrs. Flather, who had always prided herself upon being a pattern wife. But your Grace and the Duke may differ on the point, boldly observed the aspiring mother.

Nothing of the sort, I assure you, rejoined the Duchess most emphatically; nothing of the sort, I assure you. The Duke and I have no secrets, no disagreements on any subject. Mrs. Flather didnt know what to say.

Let us take a turn on the terrace, at length said the Duchess, really feeling for Mrs. Flathers situation. Forget what has passed, said she, rising, and it shall never be mentioned or referred to by me.

Well, said Mrs. Flather, in a tone of despair, still thinking it was a ruse, of the Duchesss to get her away.

But dont let me take you if you would like to see the Duke again on the subject, observed her Grace, reading reluctance in Mrs. Flathers countenance.

Well, said she, after a pause, during which she thought of the enormous stake she was playing for  a coronet and coach and six  the distinction of strawberry leaves not being much understood, a coronet being a coronet in the country; when she thought, we say, of the stake she was playing for, she resolved not to lose a chance. Well, said she, in so important and delicate an affair, an affair involving the happiness of my daughter, perhaps her life  for I will not deny that her affections are deeply engaged  I really think I should not be acting right were I not to avail myself of your Graces proposition; not that I in the slightest degree doubt the  the  the accuracy of your Graces assertion  at least not the  the  the accuracy of your Graces belief that the Duke is  is  is  I dare say your Grace knows what I mean; but still, in so delicate a matter, Im sure youll forgive the feelings of a mother, and  here she applied her cambric to her eyes.

The Duchess assured her she could make every allowance for her. If seeing the Duke again would satisfy her, she would advise her by all means to do so. She would find him in the library, and she would either accompany her or not as she liked; meanwhile Mrs. Flather had better compose herself, and thereupon the Duchess urged her to sit down, knowing, as she well did, that the Duke abominated a scene. Perhaps the Duchess thought that a little reflection might make Mrs. Flather think better of it, but there she was mistaken, an old woman being as bad to turn as a sheep.

Mrs. Flather sat counting the silk fringe on her shawl, giving herself a certain length, and settling that if the bunches came even it should be a sign of luck; and if odd, the reverse. She had got through her task, and declared for even, when the radiance the circumstance threw into her countenance made the Duchess think she was ready for something, and accordingly she addressed her by inquiring what she would like to do.

Oh, to see the Duke, by all means, observed Mrs. Flather, now more than ever convinced that the Duchess was deceiving her.

He is in the library, observed her Grace; would you like me to go in and tell him what you want to speak to him about, or shall I accompany you, and leave you to broach the subject yourself?

Mrs. Flather would rather have gone by herself, but she had no notion of letting the Duchess have the first word, very likely prejudicing, or may be intimidating, the Duke. However, as she could not well tell her Grace she would rather have nothing to do with her, she very politely begged she would not give herself the trouble of going; if she would just show her where his Grace was, she would not trouble her Grace any further.

The Duchess assented, and led the way to the library.


CHAPTER XXXV.
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SLEEPING WITHIN MINE orchard, 

My custom always in the afternoon, 

Upon my secure hour Mrs. Flather stole.



THE Duke of Donkeyton, on retiring to the library after the exertions of the luncheon table, Dozey Independent in hand, had thrown himself into the deep recesses of the easiest of the many easy chairs with which the apartment was supplied. In truth, it was a noble chair  a chair well becoming a Duke. The curiously carved, black oak frame-work glided on the highest finished castors; while the back, sides, and arms were stuffed with puffy, rich-cut velvet cushions, with invisible springs. Though copied from the antique, it had none of the inconvenient height or inverse propensities of the original. On the contrary, the Dukes head just rubbed above the back cushion, as in the abandon of his easy hour he stuck his legs out before him, straight as a deal-board, or a lay figure in a studio.

Here, in one of the deep recesses formed by the windows in the massive walls, the Duke was in the habit of wheeling himself just sufficiently far to enable him to enjoy the perfume of the flowers wafting from the terrace, and the scenery of the distant hills, without being visible to those below.

A little more luncheon than he usually ate, with a little more talk than he usually indulged in, together with the extreme heat of the day, aided perhaps by the autumnal dulness of his newspaper and the seductive qualities of the easy-chair, had sent his Grace off in a nap sooner than usual; and when the Duchess and Mrs. Mather entered the room, his shining bald head appeared above the crimson, bullion-fringed cushion in such a position as, without the deep snore he every now and then emitted, clearly proclaimed that his Grace slept.

He was quite comfortable. His mouth was wide open, his legs were stretched out before him, his eye-glasses hung on his unbuttoned buff-waistcoat as they had fallen from his nose, and the well-ironed Dozey Independent stood from the carpet just touching his right hand, as it hung negligently over the chair side. A large blue-bottle fly buzzed and bumped and noised about the room, now exploring the Dukes bald head, now settling on his nose, now apparently determining to enter his noble mouth. The impudence of a blue-bottle passes all comprehension.

Perhaps we had better not disturb his Grace, observed Mrs. Flather, in a whisper.

Mr. Flather used not to like being disturbed when making his sermons, and Mrs. Flather recollected this.

Oh, hell not mind, replied the Duchess, in her usual tone, thinking to awake him by the noise.

A loud snore.

The blue-bottle buzzed away, making a small circuit in the air  scared perhaps by the intruders. They proceeded slowly and noiselessly over the soft Turkey carpet, Mrs. Flather half inclined to stop the Duchess, lest awaking the Duke should have a prejudicial effect. Before she could make up her mind to do so, however, the Duchess had reached the occupant of the easy-chair, and placing her hand on his shoulder, gave him a half sort of shake, with Jeems, my dear, here is Mrs. Flather wishes to speak to you. Just then the blue-bottle, after buzzing round about the Dukes nose, had paid a visit to his nostril, and his Grace started in his chair with a perfect cannon of a sneeze.

Ah-whitz! sneezed the Duke again, as if he would blow himself to pieces. Ah-whitz, repeated he, getting up and diving into his pocket for his handkerchief. Ah-whitz! he went again, with the water streaming from his eyes.

Mrs. Flatter trembled for her mission.

Ah-whitz! ah-whitz! ah-whitz! sneezed the Duke in succession. Cold  monstrous bad cold, said he, mopping his eyes.  

Mrs. Flather wishes to see you, my dear, observed the Duchess, amidst a tremendous ah-whitz from his Grace.

Me! exclaimed the Duke, in astonishment, ah-whitz!. What can she want with me? ah-whitz, said he, smothering his face in his handkerchief.

The Duchess, fearing his Grace might say something he ought not, here drew Mrs. Flather forward, and when the Duke took his face out of its bandanna bed, his would-be relative was full before him.

Ah, my dear Mrs. Flather, how do you do? asked his Grace, offering one hand, while he mopped his face with the other; glad to see you  very glad to see you. His Grace could not say monstrous, for where is the man who likes to be interrupted in a sneeze. Hope you are all well at home? asked his Grace, running on in the usual form.

Quite well, Im much obliged to your Grace, replied Mrs. Flather, nothing disconcerted at his apparent forgetfulness of her. I wish to speak a few words to your Grace respecting my daughter, faltered Mrs. Flather, amid a long protracted ah-whitz from his Grace.

Shes quite well, I hope? observed his Grace. Ah-whitz  oh, I beg your pardon  ah-whitz  I saw you before, he added, giving his nose a final blow, and returning his handkerchief to his pocket. Got a bad cold  monstrous bad cold, said he, shutting back the window. Susan, my dear, what time have you ordered the carriage? The Duke thought to give Mrs. Flather a hint, but she was not the person to take one.

Mrs. Flather wishes to have a little conversation with you, my love, observed the Duchess.

Pray sit down, said the Duke, wheeling Mrs. Flather in a chair as he buttoned up his waistcoat. Wants a commission for a son, I suppose, thought he to himself, forgetting she had just told him it was her daughter she wanted to speak about. Mrs. Flather looked at the Duchess, and was silent. Her Grace then withdrew. Mrs. Flather seated herself.

It is a very delicate subject Ive come to speak to your Grace about, observed Mrs. Flather, arranging the fringe of her shawl on her knee, and dressing it out as she spoke; but Im sure your Grace will excuse the freedom I have taken.

Make no apology, observed his Grace. Make no apology, repeated he encouragingly.

You are doubtless aware, continued Mrs. Flather, still arranging her fringe as she spoke, that there has been a certain something going on for some time between my daughter and your son.

What, Jeems! exclaimed the Duke, starting, and staring with astonishment.

The Marquis of Bray, faltered Mrs. Flather, staggered at the Dukes amazement.

Indeed! exclaimed the Duke, in a subdued tone; adding, with a solemn shake of the head, sorry to hear it  monstrous sorry to hear it.

Mrs. Flather was nonplussed. The parching dryness again closed her lips, and she sat pulling at the shawl fringe till  she drew out a bunch.

Well, said the Duke, wheeling his chair nearer to hers as she achieved this feat, tell me all about it. When did it happen?

Oh, its been going on for some time, sobbed Mrs. Flather, drawing her cambric from her bag.

The Duke paused to let her have her cry.

Well, said the Duke, when she seemed about done, Im sorry for it, monstrous sorry for it. Jeems is a naughty boy  monstrous naughty boy; am angry with Jeems  monstrous angry with Jeems; had no business to do anything of the sort  gave him my Lord Chesterfields Letters to his Son, with the passage recommending young men to attach themselves to married women, underlined in red ink, and marked in the margin. Great pity  monstrous great pity, added the Duke, with a succession of nods of the head fine girl  monstrous fine girl. However, Ill tell you what, continued he, in an undertone to Mrs. Flather, laying his hand confidentially on her arm, its no use making a row about it  the less said the better.

Indeed! sobbed Mrs. Flather, pulling out another bunch of fringe.  

No, said the Duke, with another batch of shakes and shrugs, none whatever.

Mrs. Flather sobbed in silence.

Ill tell you what, said the Duke, the best thing you can do is to take her abroad  go a little tour  up the Rhine  into Switzerland  down to Milan  on to Florence, if you like. Ill pay the expenses  draw upon me for five hundred, a thousand if you like. May marry her perhaps  Swiss colonel  Italian count  French general  no saying; fine girl  monstrous fine girl; but if you dont, why, youll come back at the end of a certain time, and no one will know anything about it  be any the wiser. These sort of things are unpleasant, no doubt  monstrous unpleasant; but accidents will happen  youthful indiscretion  more cautious in future; sorry for it, I assure you  monstrous sorry for it; but rely upon it, its no use making a row about it  hush it up  hush it up  as the Duke of Wellington said.

But your Grace misunderstands me, said Mrs. Flather, as soon as the Dukes fringed face began to settle on his shoulders; your Grace misunderstands me, I think, repeated she, its my daughters affections the Marquis has engaged; and  

I understand, interrupted the Duke perfectly understand; but what can we do, you know? What can we do?

I supposed it was with your Graces knowledge, sobbed Mrs. Flather.

Not at all, I assure you, not at all, rejoined his Grace; on the contrary, always recommended Chesterfield to Jeems. Good book  monstrous good book: Chesterfield knew the world. But, however, whats done cant be helped.

But he came over to Hillingdon with your Graces knowledge, I suppose? asked Mrs. Flather.
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Undoubtedly he did, replied the Duke; undoubtedly he did: but that was to see old Mr. Jorrocks  talk about farming  improve the breed of husbandry horses  study agricultural chemistry, and so on. I suppose then had been the time he had come over your daughter.

Oh, it was only talking, observed Mrs. Flather, anxious to remove the impression under which the Duke laboured.

Only talking! said the Duke, with surprise; talkings nothing  talkings nothing.

Its a great deal to an innocent young country girl, your Grace, observed Mrs. Flather.

Dont see why it should, said the Duke, dont see why it should. Of course it depends a good deal upon what is said, added he.

Of course, replied Mrs. Flather. He certainly gave Emma to understand that he was very much attached to her.

Foolish boy, foolish boy, observed the Duke, with a series of nods of the head; however, there is no putting old heads on young shoulders. I remember my poor father  the eighth Duke  heaven rest him!  saying the very same thing to me  no putting old heads on young shoulders; and so it will be to the end of the chapter  so it will be to the end of the chapter.

Mrs. Flather measured the fringe with her knuckle. It was three-quarters of a yard.

A long silence ensued.

Well, I suppose we can make nothing better of it, at length said the Duke, with a yawn, wishing Mrs. Flather would take her departure; Then I fear we cannot make anything better of it, at length said Mrs. Flather, remeasuring the fringe, and looking intently at the Duke.  

Upon my word there seems to be nothing to make better of, observed the Duke. Theres no harm done that I can see.

None if your Grace encourages the match, observed Mrs. Flather boldly.

Encourage the match! exclaimed the Duke, starting up. What! Jeems marry a commoner!  a  a  a  IMPOSSIBLE! and the Duke stamped as though he would rouse his dormant ancestry to avenge the insult.

Mrs. Flather shook with fear. What might have followed must remain matter of surmise; for, fortunately, the Duchesss pride could no longer restrain her curiosity, and she returned to the library just at the critical moment. She had advanced far up the spacious apartment before either party was aware of her presence. The Duke saw her first.

Susan, my dear! exclaimed he, in a towering passion, Mrs. Flather has done us the honour of coming here to claim our son in marriage for her daughter.

Indeed! replied the Duchess mildly, well knowing there was no occasion for them both to set on her at once.

Compliment! great compliment! monstrous great compliment! isnt it? asked the Duke, white as his whiskers.

Perhaps if you are satisfied now, observed the Duchess with an emphasis, to Mrs. Flather, you had better retire; his Grace is not very well to-day, added she, in an undertone, and does not like to be disturbed.

Mrs. Flather took the hint and trotted away with the Duchess, nothing loth to leave the obstreperous Duke.

I think I would like to go home, said Mrs. Flather, half sick with mortification, if you will allow me to ring for my carriage, continued she, making for the bell as she spoke.

Pray sit down a little and compose yourself, observed the Duchess, drawing a chair towards her you are agitated.

I shall be better as soon as I get into the open air, thank you, observed Mrs. Flather, in a tone of the deepest despondency.

The Duchess tried to get her to talk on various subjects, from the weather down to the portfolio; but Mrs. Flather was dead beat; yes and no were all she could say; and sometimes she said one when she ought to have said the other.  

The footmans Your carriage is at the door, if you please, marm, sounded a welcome release; and the Duchess, by no means sorry to get rid of her pertinacious visitor, offered her arm to accompany her to the door.

From the loop-hole window of his dressing-room above, Jeems saw his ma-in-law ascend the lofty steps of the antiquated landaulet and drive away amid the adieus of the Duchess.


CHAPTER XXXVI.
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HE WOT PRIGS what isnt hisn, 

If hes kotched, ill go to prison.



 NEWGATE LYRICS, 



AWAY from the scenes where our mistakes arise, away from the friends who prompt their course, how soon the mind sees its errors, and points to the path we should not have deserted!

Ere Mrs. Flathers rattle-trap jingled under the castellated gateway of Donkeyton Castle Park, she saw how Emma and she had mutually assisted in deceiving each other, how their wishes had been father to their thoughts.

Before she got two miles on her road, she wondered that she could have been so silly as to go. It wasnt likely the Marquis should have seriously thought of Emma; still more improbable that the Duke and Duchess would sanction, much less wish for such a match. Most likely there were places in London where great people met, and though Emmas and her knowledge of high life was confined to the Donkeytons, she began to suspect that great people were more numerous than they imagined. They might not be so great as the Donkeytons, perhaps, but still great enough to prevent the Marquis from being so desperately put to as to have to seek the country for a wife.

Mrs. Flather was greatly distressed  distressed that she should have made such a fool of herself, and vexed that she had not checked instead of encouraging Emma. Then there was Mr. Jorrocks, and his odious matter-of-fact questions, and Mrs. Trotters still more odious curiosity. Altogether, Mrs. Flather was in a bad way. The Duchess was sure to tell; she would tell the Marquis, the Marquis would tell Mr. Jorrocks, Mr. Jorrocks would tell Mrs. Jorrocks, and Mrs. Jorrocks would tell all the world. Horrible idea!

Then Mrs. Flather thought how she should meet Emma; what little consolation she might expect from her. And again she deplored having encouraged instead of checking her folly.  

It so happened on this eventful day, that there had been a very small attendance of the Justices of our Sovereign Lady the Queen at Sellborough Petty Sessions, Mr. Green and Mr. Jorrocks being the only ones present; Captain Bluster had got the lumbago, Mr. Smith had gone to look at a horse, and Mr. Somebody else to look at a cow, and a third gentlemans wife was ill.

Mr. Green having popped into court a few minutes before our worthy friend, had got possession of the chair, and was sitting in state when Mr. Jorrocks arrived. The Clerk too was away, and his place was supplied by a subordinate. A case had just been called on under the Yagrant Act, disposable of by one magistrate. It was a charge by Parmer Goosecap against some of the independent, itinerant tribe  Hannah Hardy, Jane Hardy, William Hardy, and Alfred Hardy, very swarthy ringletty people  of trying to make free with his poultry; and Goosecap, having had that compliment paid him before, wanted the full measure of vengeance  nunc pro tunc, as Captain Bluster would say.

It seems the ladies had held Goosecap in fortune-telling talk, while the men inspected the poultry-yard; but in trying to catch old chanticleer, he made such a noise as disturbed the servants, who gave the alarm; and, wonderful to relate, they took the whole troop.

Goosecap had got to about the middle of his story when Mr. Jorrocks entered, but seeing the people, and hearing the latter part of it, Mr. Jorrocks had no difficulty in comprehending the case, and entering fully into it.

Theyd have a jackass, I reckon? observed our Squire interrogatively, as the complainant finished.

Yes, sir, they had, replied Goosecap, tethered in the lane, about a quarter of a mile off.

I thought so! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, grinding his teeth, and looking as if he would eat the whole troop. I thought so, repeated he. Every man, continued he, most sententiously, wot keeps a jackass is a waggabone; every man wot keeps a jackass keeps a pair of big panniers also, and theres no sayin wot on airth goes into them. Id conwict them all as rogues and waggabones, added he, turning to Mr. Green, and give them full measure  three months to the ouse of C., ard labour, and all that sort o thing.

Mr. Green was an indiscriminate humanity-monger, a man who made as much to do about committing a hardened vagabond as others would with a reclaimable first offender, and always tried how little justice he could do and how great a show of feeling he could make. Many men do the same. It is a cheap way of gaining credit for kind-heartedness.

Finding Mr. Jorrocks was in the trouncing mood  not always the case with the old gentleman either, particularly when the offenders happened to be females  Mr. Green waxed uncommonly merciful, and in reply to Mr. Jorrockss hint, observed that he couldnt do it under the Act. Thereupon a long wrangle ensued between our worthy friend and his colleague, as to the difference between idle and disorderly persons and rogues and vagabonds, but which we will let Mr. Jorrocks explain when he tells his story to Mrs. Flather, which we will now accompany him to do.

The business of the day being over, Mr. Jorrocks bethought him, as he repaired to the inn for his machine, to ask where the job-carriage was gone to, and finding that it was bound to Donkeyton Castle, as Benjamin said, Mr. Jorrocks drove very quietly in that direction, and soon ascertained at the first turnpike gate that the well-known vehicle had gone through, and not having returned, our friend kept moving leisurely on, commenting on the husbandry of the district, and the stupidity of Mr. Green in not knowing the difference between an idle and disorderly person and a rogue and vagabond.

At length he espied the old posters, bobbing their heads up and down at a sort of walking trot, while the drivers right arm went out at regular intervals, laying the pig-jobber whip-thong straight along the carcass of the off-side one.

Ere she comes, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, as the old vehicle neared him. Ill give her an agreeable surprise. So saying, our friend drew up under a now leaf-shedding sycamore, and quietly waited her coming. Could he but have seen into Mrs. Flathers mind, he would have spared her the infliction; but Mr. Jorrocks having no cares himself  at least none superior to the interests of his bull  it never entered his head that other people could have any, certainly not ladies, who, he thought, were only meant for amusement.

YOUR MONEY OR YOUR LIFE! roared our worthy friend, rising in his vehicle, as Mrs. Flather, in a state of utter dejection, came jingling past where he sat.

Scream! help! scream! went Mrs. Flather, to the convulsions of the coachman and Benjamin, and the great amusement of Mr. Jorrocks.

Oh, Mr. Jorrocks! how could you? exclaimed Mrs. Flather angrily. You dont knowhow youve frightened me.

Nonsense, my leetle duck, nonsense! said Mr. Jorrocks soothingly. Its only me!

But you dont know how you frightened me, Mr. Jorrocks, sobbed Mrs. Flather, diving into her reticule for her pocket-handkerchief.  

Nonsense, my darlin! continued Mr. Jorrocks, nonsense, its only fan.

Mrs. Flather sobbed violently, glad to get a vent for her tears. Mr. Jorrocks looked foolish at the result of his practical joke.

You take the reins, said Mr. Jorrocks to Benjamin, and drive quietly on arter the chay, and Ill ride ome with Mrs. Flather, continued he, getting out of his own vehicle, and opening the door of Mrs. Flathers.

Shall I help you, sir? asked the coachman, looking down from his box at Mr. Jorrockss movements.

You dont take me for a cripple, do you? replied our friend snappishly, that I cant get in by myself?

Thereupon Mr. Jorrocks let down the long flight of steps, resembling Robinson Crusoes ladder, and prepared to ascend.

Up he got.  

The thing then was to get the steps back again, and this rather puzzled Mr. Jorrocks; his short fat arms could not reach low enough to get a sufficient purchase to pull them up in a heap so as to fold them like a map, or a joiners foot-rule, and it was no use attempting them at the top. Head downwards, he tried in vain, each effort drawing ill-suppressed bursts of laughter from the coachman and Benjamin, as the Jorrockian jackets fan-tail flew up, and the Squire seemed likely to land head-foremost on the ground.

It was no go.  

Vy dont you come and shet Mrs. Flathers chay door for her, Binjimin? at last exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, starting up, and throwing the fan-tail back, as Benjamin snickered right out. The devils in these servants, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, seating himself by Mrs. Flather; they seem to think theyre kept to do nothin at all. Ill skin you alive, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head, as Benjamin refolded the rattling, ill-jointed, iron steps. Now, said Mr. Jorrocks to the coachman, as the door banged to, drive quietly ome; dont urry, for my quad, is a followin, and is rayther tired.

There was little need for this humane injunction, for coachee had no idea of hurrying  indeed his cattle were incapable of it, and having jerked and flopped them into motion, on they went at the 

Were a nodding, 

Nid, nid, nodding.

sort of pace that they had hove in sight at.

Well, my leetle dack, said Mr. Jorrocks in an undertone, scrudging up to Mrs. Blather and squeezing her hand; well, my leetle dack, said he, youve recovered your fright, I opes.

Indeed I havent, replied Mrs. Blather snappishly; youve almost thrown me into hysterics  made me shockingly nervous.

Thats a great pity, observed Mr. Jorrocks, werry great pity; I only meant it for fan.

I dont like such horse fun, said Mrs. Flather, anything but pleased at our friends intrusion into her carriage.

Only me, said Mr. Jorrocks soothingly.

Mrs. Flather pouted her lip and was silent.  

And whens Emma to be a marchioness? at length asked Mr. Jorrocks, thinking to say something to please Mrs. Flather.

Dont talk nonsense, replied Mrs. Flather.

Nonsense! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; I opes theres no nonsense in the matter; real, good, substantial, downright matter-o-fact-ism I should ope. Youve been to the Castle, avent you? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Never you mind, Mr. Curiosity, replied Mrs. Flather, colouring at the question. And pray where have you been? asked she, anxious to turn the conversation.

Oh, why, you know, I told you i the mornin I was goin a beakin. Its our beak day, you know, added the Justice.

And had you much business? inquired Mrs. Flather, anxious for any subject rather than the Castle one.

Not much, replied Mr. Jorrocks, not much; this alteration in the New Poor Law, I expect, will make more. We had a case too that puzzled Mr. Green, and do all I could I couldnt set him right.

What was that? inquired Mrs. Flather, glad to lead our friend on to what, at any other time, would have been a dreaded subject.

Why, it was this, replied Mr. Jorrocks, taking off his hat and placing it between his legs, it was a case under the fifth o George the Fourth, chapter eighty-two, commonly called the Wagrant Hact, being a Hact for the punishment-of idle and disorderly persons, and rogues and waggabones. Now, this fifth o George the Fourth, chapter eighty-two, in my opinion, is the finest piece o legislation extant; beats old Magna Charta, new charter, and all other charters into fits. In fact, theres nothin like the fifth o George the Fourth for keeping things straight.

Indeed! observed Mrs. Flather, who had never heard of its efficacy before.

Well then, you see, said Mr. Jorrocks, this fifth o George the Fourth diwides offenders into three classes, jest as railway directors diwide their passengers. First, said Mr. Jorrocks, pressing the forefinger of his right hand against the thumb on his left, is the great cock offender, called INCORRIGIBLE ROGUE, a chap wots too bad for anything: he has passed through the other two coaches and got to a first-class carriage. Next to him, continued Mr. Jorrocks, putting his forefingers together, is the rogue and wagga-bone; and lastly, comes the idle and disorderly person. You twig? asked he, looking at Mrs. Flather.

Perfectly, replied she, thinking what a wigging she would get from Emma.

Well then, you see, said Mr. Jorrocks, this fifth o George the Fourth  a Hact wot may be jestly called the true palladium of our rights  describes what shall constitute the three classes of offenders. Idle and disorderly persons are not those wot leave their keys, work-bags, and pocket handkerches about, but beggars and people wot wont work  people wanderin abroad, or placin themselves in any public place, street, ighway, court, or passage, to beg or gather halms; and these it is lawful for a jestice to commit on his own view, as it is called, to the ouse of C., which means Correction, there to be kept to ard labour for any time not exceedin one calendar month. You understand all that? asked Mr. Jorrocks, looking in Mrs. Flathers face, who had fallen into a reverie.

Perfectly, replied the lady.

Then, continued Mr. Jorrocks, comes rogues and waggabones; this is where Green got wrong to-day. The clause describin rogues and waggabones sets out by referrin to the precedin one about the idle and disorderly persons, it being the intention o the statut-makers that no person should be idle and disorderly twice.

Indeed! exclaimed Mrs. Flather, thinking that would be a grand secret to possess.

No, said Mr. Jorrocks very gravely, the rogue and waggabone clause commences by enactin that every person committin any of the idle and disorderly offences a second time, after having been conwicted in course afore, instead of being any longer considered idle and disorderly, shall thenceforth become rogues and waggabones. Then it goes on to enact that certain offences committed the first time shall make the offenders rogues and waggabones. Every person, for instance, pretendin or professin to tell fortins, or usin any subtle craft, means, or device, by palmistry, which means examinin the marks i the palm o your and, jest as the darkeyed ladies do at Hepsom or Hascot Races  whiles, indeed, with the Surrey unt  well, usin any subtle craft, means, or dewice, by palmistry or otherwise, to deceive or impose on any of Her Majestys subjects; every person wanderin abroad and lodgin in any barn or outouse, or in any deserted or unoccupied buildin, or in the open hair, or under a tent, or in any cart or waggon, not havin any visible means o subsistence, and not givin a good account of himself or herself, and every person bein found  and this, continued Mr. Jorrocks, pressing Mrs. Flathers arm, is the point on which Green and I differed  and every person bein found in or upon any dwellin-ouse, wareouse, coach-onse, stable, or outouse, or in any enclosed yard, garden, or harea, for any unlawful purpose, and many other sitivations, continued Mr. Jorrocks, with a wave of his hand, shall be deemed rogues and waggabones within the true intent and meanin of the Hact: and it shall be lawful for any jestice o the peace to commit such fender (bein thereof conwicted before him by the confession of such fender or by the evidence on oath of one or more credible witness or witnesses) to the ouse of C., there to be kept to ard labour for any time not exceedin three calendar months.

Indeed! observed Mrs. Flather, as Mr. Jorrocks paused for breath.

Quite true, I assure you, continued the Squire. Us beaks have great powers. But you will perceive that we have less power over rogues and waggabones than we have over idle and disorderly persons. Idle and disorderlies we can quod on our own view, but rogues and waggabones we must have witnesses against. Well, but howsomever that isnt the pint. Green and I differed about the offence. Four sturdy wagrants, two men and two women, were brought up at Petty Sessions  the women, charged with palmistry  bamming Farmer Goosecap about a gold-mine under the hill at the back of his ouse, while the men tried to rob his en-roost. Well, the case was as clear as crystal, and I said to Green in a visper, for he was chief jestice to-day, owin to my bein a few minutes late, I said in a visper, the jestice o the case I think will be satisfied by giving the ladies a month, and the gentlemen two months in the ouse of C.; for palmistry, you see, continued Mr. Jorrocks, crossing one leg over the other, albeit improper, praps, is more absurd than mischievous  nothin at least compared to robbin the en-roost; besides, the palmists were ladies  one rayther good-lookin  and the men were stiff, sturdy, bull-dog-lookinounds, that would be better for three months, if not for total imprisonment. But wot do you think Green said? asked Mr. Jorrocks, leaning forward and looking full in Mrs. Flathers face.

Cant tell, Im sure, replied Mrs. Flather, wearied with Mr. Jorrockss prattle.  

Why, Green got the fifth o George the Fourth in his and, and readin the rogue and waggabone clause, insisted that no person could be conwicted as a rogue and waggabone wot had not been previously conwicted as idle and disorderly!

Indeed! said Mrs. Flather.

Quite true, I assure you, continued Mr. Jorrocks, warming at the recollection of it, and not all I could say could conwince him that the opening part of section four And be it further enacted, that every person committin any of the fences hereinbefore mentioned, after havin been conwicted as an idle and disorderly person, referred to the previous section, prohibitin people being considered idle and disorderly a second time, and makin them rogues and waggabones instead. Green insisted that no person could be conwicted as a rogue and waggabone wot had not been previously conwicted as idle and disorderly; so to give these parties a step towards the second-class carriage he conwicted them as idle and disorderly, givin the ladies a week and the gentlemen a fortnight apiece on the mill.

Our Cockney Squire having exhausted his talk, bethought him what he wanted to say to Mrs. Flather. He couldnt hit upon it at first.

The Markiss, to be sure, at last exclaimed he aloud to himself, causing Mrs. Flather to shudder. She would rather have heard him recite the statutes at large, and comment upon them as he went, than return to the subject of her misfortune.

You thought yourself werry sly, I dare say, observed Mr. Jorrocks, putting on his hat and laying hold of her elbow, stealin a march to the Castle. Couldnt gammon me though, I guess  am bad to umbug. Howsomever, never mind  tell us about the Duke  was he glad to see you? Monstrous glad to see you? Queer chap that Duke  monstrous queer chap, as he would say  mad I should say  mad.Ows his farm? Did you see his roan ball, Tiberius? Noble quadruped I understand.

But eres the Marchioness! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, as the chaise suddenly stopped, on encountering la dame blanche on the top of a piece of rising ground, up which the horses had thought necessary to walk.

There was Emma sure enough, in white, with blue ribbons in her straw bonnet, and a blue silk scarf drooping from her shoulders, her clear complexion partaking of a slightly roseate hue, and her eyes brightened up with the animation of anxiety. Seeing Mr. Jorrocks with her mamma, the first brush looked upon his presence as an omen of success, particularly as there was a broad grin on his good-natured countenance, as he took off his hat and addressed her as her ladyship. Ow does your ladyship do? asked Mr. Jorrocks, as Emma stood transfixed by the carriage.

She did not know what to make of it. Her mamma looked smilingly serious  it might be the affectation of humility after conquest, but Mr. Jorrocks was grinningly smiling. He seemed to partake of the triumph.

A landaulet, a post-chariot, with three, is a very inconvenient carriage for diplomacy. People must turn their heads to communicate even by looks, and a third person hears and sees all that passes. Moreover, Mr. Jorrocks insisted upon riding bodkin  a very awkward-sized bodkin he was  especially as he would have all three to sit back, so that the conversation might be general.

Well, youll be gettin your coronet ready, I spose, observed Mr. Jorrocks, turning to Emma, and shutting out the view of her mamma, whose vacant countenance she was trying to study by a sidelong sort of glance. Emma smiled.

Dont talk nonsense, Mr. Jorrocks! exclaimed Mrs. Flather snappishly.

Well, but dont get your ead turned, observed Mr. Jorrocks, squeezing Emmas ungloved hand. Dont cut your old frinds, continued he; and wotever you do, send me a good slice o cake.

Emma smiled. Women always smile at the mention of bride-cake.

The custom o sending cards and compliments may be werry conwenient when there isnt much tin, observed he; but youll ave no casion for sich close shavin, so tell them to hice it well, and let the halmond paste be a hinch thick at least. Never mind about Cupids or cherry bins, or none o them gentry; for me, at least, added he.

With this pleasant sort of badinage, pleasant to Emma, but excruciatingly painful to Mrs. Flather, Mr. Jorrocks rattled and talked on till the driver looked down from his perch as he arrived at the turn of the road leading up to Mrs. Flathers, and asked if Mr. Jorrocks would go to the Manse or get out there, very handsomely offering to drive him down to the Hall if he preferred doing so.

Looking at his watch and finding it wanted but ten minutes to dinner-time, Mr. Jorrocks decided upon vacating his bod-kinship and driving home in his own vehicle.

Taking an affectionate leave of the Marchioness and her mamma, and charging them above all things not to let their heads be turned, Mr. Jorrocks opened the door, and unfolding the long string of steps (like a tailors pattern-book), descended from the altitude of the old landaulet. Having boxed mother and daughter up again, he sought the culinary comforts of his own house in the humble lowness of his own machine.


CHAPTER XXXVII.
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STILL HARPING ON my daughter.



AND how is it to be? asked Emma eagerly, as Mr. Jorrockss low-crowned hat disappeared past the landaulet.

Oh, dont be silly, Emma, replied Mrs. Flather snappishly, thinking she had better take the high hand, and see if that would prevent Emma attempting it.

Nay, my own dear mamma, said Emma coaxingly, you surely wont be angry with your own Emma on such an important day.

Important day, forsooth! muttered Mrs. Flather; Ive no desire for such importance.

Nay, mamma, wouldnt you like to see your daughter a duchess?

Duchess, indeed, retorted Mrs. Flather; you are counting your chickens before they are hatched, I think.

Well, marchioness, if you would like that any better, replied Emma; for my part, I really think marchioness sounds not only as well as duchess, but is longer and more imposing.

I wish you would get such nonsense out of your head, child, snapped Mrs. Flather, looking very downcast.

Nay! exclaimed Emma, alarmed at her countenance, you dont mean to say its not to be? Speak  tell me, cried she, looking deadly pale. The carriage then stopped at the door. Emma descended the jingling steps with the feelings of a malefactor going to execution. She hurried into the house, hardly knowing what she was about.

Her mother tardily followed.

You dont mean to say, exclaimed she, as her revered parent entered, that youve made a mess of the thing?  offended the Duke or the Duchess  put them against it any way?

Do not worry me, Emma, replied Mrs. Flather, calmly but sternly.

Nay, then! rejoined Emma, I see what youve done! I was sure you would! exclaimed she, clasping her hands, and, with upturned eyes, bursting into tears.

You would go, sobbed Emma.

I couldnt help it, my dear, replied Mrs. Flather.

Dont tell me! screamed Emma, at the top of her voice, her choler rising as her mamma softened. I told you you would make a mess of it  your commonplace matter-of-fact way of going to work, just as if you were bargaining for butter. You would go! screamed she again, at the top of her voice, throwing herself into an easy-chair.

A copious flood of tears deprived her for a time of further utterance.

And I dare say youve irretrievably ruined it, sobbed Emma, looking out of her pocket handkerchief.

Mrs. Flather was silent.

I was sure you had! screamed Emma, jumping up, and stamping violently on the floor with both feet. Oh, what a thing it is to be led by a person without feeling or discretion!

Another shower of tears followed this filial observation.

Oh dear! oh dear! that I should ever have let you go by yourself  I might have been sure what would happen.

Mrs. Flather looked foolish, not knowing whether to vindicate her conduct, or let her daughter have her fling. At length she spoke.  

My dear child, said she, you do me great injustice.

Dont injustice me! screamed Emma; its you thats done me injustice. Why cant you let me manage my own affairs my own way?

I did it all for the best, observed Mrs. Flather calmly.

I know nothing about best  you couldnt have done it worse if you tried. Ill be bound to say, youve disgusted the Duke, and the Duchess, and the  Here Emma again burst into an overpowering flood of tears. This continued for some time, during which she tried to command her temper, and summon resolution to bear the sad dénouement.

Come, tell me all about it, said she at length, folding her wet handkerchief in a heap, and fixing her red eyes on her disconcerted mamma.

Well, my dear, Ive nothing more to tell, said Mrs. Flather vacantly.

Nothing more to tell! exclaimed Emma; why, youve told me nothing  you left me to conjecture all.

And very well youve guessed it, thought Mrs. Flather; but this she kept to herself, fearing a missile at her head might be the reward of her temerity.

Well, my dear, commenced Mrs. Flather again, I just went as we arranged, you know.

Well, and who did you see first? interrupted Emma.

Oh, the Duchess, replied Mrs. Flather; you know I couldnt ask for the Duke.

Well, and what said the Duchess? How did you begin?  tell me all quickly, or I shall die of suspense.

The Duchess was very polite  extremely polite.

Oh, thats all understood  all matter of course  great people are always polite, sobbed Emma. And how did you begin? asked she; did you blurt out at once what youd come for, or felt your way?

Of course not, replied Mrs. Flather; I talked about indifferent things, and got gradually on till we talked about James, and then I broached the subject as delicately as possible.  

- And what said the Duchess? asked Emma. How did she take it?

Why, she was very civil  extremely civil; but she evidently didnt wish for it, at least she wasnt anxious about it.

Odious woman! I always thought she would be the difficulty, observed Emma. The Dukes worth fifty of her.

Thought James was too young to settle, continued Mrs. Flather; didnt know his own mind perhaps. Still if the Duke wished it, she had no objection.

And did you see the Duke? asked Emma eagerly, still hoping there was a chance.

I did, replied Mrs. Flather firmly.

Well, go on! said Emma eagerly.

And he wouldnt hear of it.

The old least! exclaimed Emma. What reason did he give?

None, I think, replied Mrs. Flather; he got into such a passion that I was glad to escape to the Duchess again.

Odious old infidel! ejaculated Emma, bursting into a fresh flood of tears. And is there no hope? sobbed she, again looking out of her wet handkerchief, like the sun from the watery clouds. Did you see James?



No, replied Mrs. Flather, he never appeared.

He wouldnt use me so, sobbed Emma, thinking of the kiss and squeezing he gave her.

The Duke will never hear of it, Im sure, observed Mrs. Flather. You dont know what a passion he was in.

Horrid old man! replied Emma; looks like an old savage.

Mother and daughter sat silent for some time.

Its one consolation to think the people down street wont get him, at all events, at length observed Mrs. Flather, still pondering on her misfortunes.

I dont believe he ever thought of her, pouted Emma. The Duke will never hear of a commoner, Im sure, said Mrs. Flather.

Its hard upon James that he maynt marry who he pleases, observed Emma.

It is, assented Mrs. Flather.  

Hasnt the privilege of the poorest peasant on his estate, observed Emma.

However, the offers always something, rejoined Mrs. Flather.  

Emma was silent.

I suppose theres no doubt he did offer? observed Mrs. Flather inquiringly.

Oh, none, replied Emma.

Do you remember the exact words he made use of? asked mamma.

Why, no, I cant charge my memory with the precise words; indeed, you know, these matters are managed as much by looks as words.

Well, but you have no doubt in your own mind that what he did say related to marriage, and amounted to an offer, have you? asked Mrs. Flather.

None whatever, replied Emma confidently.

You couldnt well be mistaken in that matter, I think, rejoined her mother, seeing you have had so many and such eligible offers before.

Certainly not, pouted Emma, determined to stick up for her offer.

The best thing you can do, I think, observed Mrs. Flather, after a pause, is to write to the Marquis himself.

Why so? asked Emma, thinking the Marquis might deny the soft impeachment.

Because, replied Mrs. Flather, in the first place, the affair is his, and not his fathers or mothers.

Very true, said Emma.

And in the second place, we have had no communication with him on the subject. It will only be right to give him the option of fulfilling his promise in spite of his father and mother.

I should doubt his doing that, observed Emma, not feeling inclined to press the tender point too closely. His father might disinherit him, and that would be awkward for us both. We couldnt live upon air.

Oh no; these great people cant disinherit, replied Mrs. Flather. Their affairs are tied up tightly before they are born.

But still I shouldnt like to appear too eager, observed Emma coyly.

Well, thats very noble of you, my dear, said Mrs. Flather, looking approvingly at her daughter; but still it would only be fair towards the Marquis.

Emma was silent, thinking how it might act.

He might think himself badly used, observed Mrs. Flather, after a pause, if he was not allowed the opportunity.

Emma was still silent.

Besides, continued Mrs. Flather, you must remember you have nothing to show for your offer. People  and there are plenty of ill-natured people ready to do so  will dispute it; whereas, if you have your letter and his answer to show, there is proof positive.

Dont you think the best plan will be, asked Emma, as the Duke and Duchess are both so disagreeable, for me to write to James and release him; and then I could show the letter doing it.

A very good idea indeed, I think, my dear, replied Mrs. Flather smilingly.

I could write it so as not to require any answer, observed Emma.

What, putting an end to the thing altogether? asked Mrs. Blather.

Yes, replied Emma.

I dont know that that would be the best course, observed Mrs. Flather, after a pause; it would rather, I think, partake of the objection I urged against not applying to him at all. He should be allowed the option, I think, of declaring his adhesion to his promise. You should not blame him for the acts of his father and mother.

True, replied Emma; but did he appear to have talked to them about it?

Why, no, I should say not, confessed Mrs. Flather unwillingly.

Thats the awkward part of it, thought Emma. Then they would be surprised when you broached the subject, I suppose? asked she.

They were, replied Mrs. Flather, the Duke particularly; he was the worst of the two by far.

Nasty old man, ejaculated Emma.

Not but that the Duchess was quite as determined, observed Mrs. Flather; but she wasnt so rude, added she.

Then you think there is no hope from them; no chance of their softening? inquired Emma.

None whatever, replied Mrs. Flather; the Duke seemed perfectly frantic at the idea.

Emma then again thought of the letter. You know I could write such a letter, observed she, as he could answer or not as he liked.

Well, my dear, replied Mrs. Flather, you are a better scribe than me. The sooner it is done, you know, the greater will be the appearance of independence on your part.

Emma sighed as she thought of the loss of all her greatness. She then got up to look for her portfolio. Of course it was in one place  her paper in another  her pens in a third  and the ink in the other room. Having got them all scraped together, and having selected a pen that would write from the many that would not, she squared her paper before her, and prepared for a start.

What shall I call him, mamma? asked Emma, as she looked at the nib of her pen.

What you generally call him, my dear, I should think, replied Mrs. Flather.

Oh! why, you know when Im speaking to him I call him my Lord; when of him, I call him Jeems, as the Duke does.

Of course, then, youll call him my Lord.

But must it be my Lord, or my dear Lord? asked Emma.

My dear Lord, of course, replied Mrs. Flather; youve had no quarrel with him, you know.

Or dear Lord Bray, which do you think would sound best?

My dear Lord Bray, perhaps, said Mrs. Flather.

I think it would, replied Emma, writing it at the beginning place of her sheet  half-way down of course My dear Lord Bray.

But you are not writing to send, surely! exclaimed Mrs. Flather.  

No, only the copy, replied Emma; but I like to see how it looks, as well as how it reads.

My dear Lord Bray, she read again, and then looked about for a thought. What shall I say next? it must be something high-flown. My dear Lord. I dont know but I like my dear Lord best, observed Emma: it looks better to begin rather stiffly  you know I can finish off differently  or postscript a little. I think Ill begin, My dear Lord, added she, striking her pen through Bray.

My dear Lord, she read again.

So long as I conceived your attentions were sanctioned by  wrote Emma.

Shall I say attentions, or visits? asked she. So long as I conceived your visits were sanctioned by your parents.

I think Ill put visits, continued Emma, answering herself, striking out attentions, and substituting visits. She then wrote on I freely confess I was proud to receive your attentions. Does that sound bold, do you think, mamma? asked she, reading it over  

So long as I conceived your visits were sanctioned by your parents, I freely confess I was proud to receive your attentions.

No, I think not, my dear, replied Mrs. Flather; perhaps you might put sanctioned by the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton, instead of parents, suggested Mrs. Flather.

No, I think parents better, observed Emma, after a moments consideration.

Well, my dear, you know best. It depends altogether upon the terms you have been on together.

But, wrote Emma. Now I want to say, said she, looking at her mother, that I cant have anything to say to him without their approbation: of course it must be put in better language than that.

She then read over again My dear Lord  so long as I conceived your visits were sanctioned by your parents, I freely confess I was proud to receive your attentions. But, she wrote on, no power on earth  no rank  no title  could induce me to receive them clandestinely.

What do you think of that? asked she, looking up at her mamma.

Very good indeed, I think, my dear, replied her approving parent. Perhaps, instead of clandestinely, you might put, without their consent.

Do you think so? asked Emma, twirling her pen, thinking her own a better-sounding word.

It would look more regular, observed Mrs. Flather more as if they had all known about it, at all events.

Perhaps it would, assented Emma, striking out the word clandestinely and substituting without their consent for it.

Now I think we had better not let out that you had gone to-day for the purpose of putting the question point blank, observed Emma, after a pause make it appear rather as if their objection had come out accidentally; or as if it was more a hint than a downright refusal.

That would hardly do, Im afraid, observed Mrs. Flather, for they neither of them minced the matter.

Well, but the letter is more to show to others than to enlighten them, sighed Emma.

It is so, sighed Mrs. Flather in return. You might speak about the difference in rank, she added, after a pause; lay their objection upon that.

Just so, said Emma, thinking how she could embody the sentiment. She then read the sentence over again, and thus proceeded I could not be insensible to the objections difference of station might create, though perhaps I had reason to believe that they would be overlooked in my case; finding, however, from my dearest mammas interview with the Duke and Duchess this morning that such is not likely to be so, I lose not a moment in declaring that I will never enter any family without the full approbation, nay, encouragement of its members.

What do you think of that? asked Emma, looking up, as she got to the end of the long sentence.

Very good indeed, my dear, I think, replied Mrs.

Flather. You might say it was as much my determination as your own, observed Mrs. Flather.

Emma thought she wouldnt  she would take all the credit to herself. This being the case, she continued, you will not be surprised at receiving this hurried communication, relinquishing, as I now do, all  what shall I call it? asked Emma, looking up with tears in her eyes.

All claim, perhaps, said Mrs. Flather.

Or pretension, suggested Emma, feeling that was more like the thing. Relinquishing, as I now do, all claim and pretension to your hand, wrote she.

Emma then took a cry.

I cannot conclude without wishing your Lordship, in all sincerity, she continued I want to wish him what Mr. Jorrocks calls better luck next time, sobbed Emma, folding and refolding her pocket handkerchief I cannot conclude without wishing your Lordship, in all sincerity, a more exalted and more fortunate choice. Your merits, your wealth, and your connections forbid any doubt on this subject, though I am certain you will never meet with any one more sincerely, devotedly attached than your EMMA.

She then went off in another cry.

Tea then came in, and the love-sick damsel ate half a loaf of bread, with a pot of strawberry jam, and butter to match. The letter was then copied with the best pen, on the best wire-wove paper, sealed and directed most becomingly, and given to the boy to take to the post the, first thing in the morning.

We need hardly add that Emma had a nervous headache next day, and did not show.  


CHAPTER XXXVIII.

[image: img78.jpg]

I TELL IT you in strict confidence.



MRS. JORROCKS could not make out from Mr. Jorrockss story whether Emma had accomplished the Marquis or not. Mr. Jorrocks himself was inclined to think she had; but Mrs. Trotter, who had dropped in to hear all she could, and Mrs. Jorrocks, thought otherwise in consultation. They agreed that Mrs. Flather would not have been able to contain herself if she had  certainly not over that morning. At the same time, the undoubted journey to Donkeyton, and the seeing by the Duchess herself of Mrs. Flather back to her carriage (duly reported by the driver), puzzled the consulters not a little. Such a thing had never been heard of before as any one going to Donkeyton Castle without a regular invitation.

Mrs. Trotter was in a desperate state of agitation. If Emma had captured the Marquis, it only showed what Eliza might have done if she had had a fair chance. Certainly, she observed, with upturned nose, if all people were as regardless of decency as Mrs. Flather, they might all get marquises for their daughters, thinking of the night his lordship had spent at the Manse after the harvest home ball.

Mrs. Claudius Sacker, the doctors wife, dropped in too, the flying rumours having rendered her uneasy at home. She had not been able to settle since she heard of the letter to the Marquis. This was news to the others, and the discussion was resumed with great vigour. Doctors and théir wives generally try to keep in with all parties, indeed they would be great fools if they did not, and Mrs. Sacker had called to consult Mrs. Jorrocks whether she ought to go up to the Manse to tender her earliest congratulations to the marchioness-elect and her mamma.

Mrs. Jorrocks didnt know; Mr. Jorrocks and Mrs. Trotter thought she better had, and our gallant Squire offered to accompany her. Just, however, as his worship was starting, the constable brought a troop of vagrants for him to administer some of his Daffys Elixir to, in the shape of the fifth of George the Fourth.

Mrs. Sacker was just the person Mrs. Flather would have selected for the propagation of her story, for, independently of the delicate situation she filled, Mrs. Sacker had a wonderful capacity for believing all she heard. There was no story too wild, no tale too improbable for her to repeat  not only repeat, but almost to vouch for.

Mrs. Flather received her with more than usual pleasure, and in reply to her inquiries after Emma, pleaded the ladies usual pocket complaint  a sick headache. The two then sat commonplacing it for some time, each wishing the other would lead to the point. At last Mrs. Flather hemmed and spoke.

I suppose youve heard about Emma and the Marquis of Bray? observed she, eyeing Mrs. Sacker.

Why, yes  no  certainly, Ive heard something, replied Mrs. Sacker.

And what have you heard? inquired Mrs. Flather.

Why, that I have to congratulate you on his becoming your son-in-law, replied Mrs. Sacker, which I have very great pleasure in doing, added she, tendering both hands to Mrs. Flather for a hug.

Thank you, my dear Mrs. Sacker, replied she, shaking them. Im sure we have your best wishes at all times  Mr. Sackers too. At present, however, you are  are  are  

A little premature, perhaps, suggested Mrs. Sacker.

Not altogether that replied Mrs. Flather, but a little  a little  misinformed rather.  

How so? inquired Mrs. Sacker.

Why, the truth is, that the Marquis is an extremely fine young man, a very well-principled, genteel young man, and one that Im sure any mother might safely intrust a daughter with, but hes young and  and  and  you understand.

Perfectly, replied Mrs. Sacker, who did nothing of the sort.  

The Duke wishes him to travel  go to Switzerland  see Venice  Florence  thinks he might pick up a princess, perhaps.

But Im sure an English wife would be much better for him, observed Mrs. Sacker, who was a capital judge of what was good for other people.  

Well, I think so too, replied Mrs. Flather; but of course that is for the Dukes consideration; he must settle that. All we had to do was to ascertain whether the Duke and Duchess liked the match or not, because I could never suffer my daughter to enter a family where she was not likely to be well received.

Certainly not, observed Mrs. Sacker, with a shake of the head.

Indeed, she herself would never hear of such a thing, - added Mrs. Flather, recollecting the terms of the letter.

Im sure not, observed the complaisant Mrs. Sacker.

The Marquis, of course, is very much attached to Emma, continued Mrs. Flather, and Im sure I pity him most sincerely; but that golden rule of doing by others as we would be done by, precludes the idea of my encouraging the thing in opposition to his parents. For my part, indeed, I should much prefer her marrying a man more in her own rank of life; but these attachments will spring up, despite of all the care we can take; nor would parents, perhaps, be altogether right in discouraging them where no obstacle presented itself. When there does, as in this case, there is but one course for us to pursue.

Very honourable of you, Im sure, observed Mrs. Sacker.

Hard as the task is, Ill not shrink from it, rejoined Mrs. Flather, unbagging her pocket handkerchief  out came the copy of Emmas letter.

Theres a copy of her letter releasing the Marquis, observed Mrs. Flather, picking it off the floor; you may take it home if you like, added she, handing it to Mrs. Sacker; perhaps your husband might like to see it.

Thank you, said Mrs. Sacker, rising and meeting Mrs. Flather with the proffered document.

I may again say, I was never very anxious for it, observed Mrs. Flather, with a composing sigh.

Mrs. Sacker stared as if she could hardly swallow that.

Unequal matches, continued Mrs. Flather, are not desirable things.

Perhaps not, observed the cautious Mrs. Sacker.

Seldom productive of happiness, sighed Mrs. Flather again.

Hem! coughed Mrs. Sacker.

Not that I wish to say a word in disparagement of the Marquis of Bray, added Mrs. Flather; and if the Duke and Duchess had been anxious or agreeable, of course I should have thought it my duty to stifle my feelings, and meet them half way; but the slightest symptom of an objection determined me, and I assured the Duke and Duchess at once that they had nothing to fear and everything to expect from me; for, hard as the task was of putting an end to the rational attachment of two interesting and amiable young people, I would not shrink from it.

Very noble of you, Im sure, observed Mrs. Sacker.

Not at all, replied Mrs. Flather; on the contrary, I assure you, were it not for the unhappiness the step must occasion the young people, I would infinitely prefer, as I said before, seeing Emma marry some nice steady young man in the neighbourhood in her own rank of life, Mrs. Flather thinking she would have to fall back on James Blake as soon as possible.

No fear but there will be plenty delighted to have her, observed the obsequious Mrs. Sacker.

Oh, she has had many excellent offers, replied Mrs. Flather; Emma might have been married over and over again if shed liked.

I am sure of it, replied Mrs. Sacker.

James Blake, for instance, said Mrs. Flather, is dying for her.  

So I hear, assented Mrs. Sacker; and a very fine young man he is, added she.

Very, replied Mrs. Flather; good-principled young man. It may seem strange, perhaps, simpered Mrs. Flather, as if doubting whether Mrs. Sacker could swallow it or not it may seem strange, but I have always told Emma I would rather see her marry Mr. Blake than the Marquis of Bray.

I hope she will still do so, then, replied Mrs. Sacker; Im sure I wish she may, for they are both great favourites of mine.

Emmas hard to please, observed Mrs. Flather.

Shes young, and has plenty of time to look about her, replied Mrs. Sacker.

With these and such like honest observations, the two ladies beguiled the twenty minutes sit of which the visit was composed, and Mrs. Sacker finally took her departure with the warmest expressions of attachment to mother and daughter, and the strongest assurances that the copy of the letter would be considered strictly confidential, a term too well understood among ladies to require any explanation from us. Mrs. Sacker then took her departure.

A party of pleasure, consisting of our worthy Squire and Mrs. Jorrocks, Mrs and five Miss Trotters, and James Blake, met Mrs. Sacker at the turn of the road leading up to the Manse, and nearly worried her with questions as to the result.

And ows it to he? bellowed Mr. Jorrocks at the top of his voice, advancing towards her; adding, arnt I right?

Yes or no? asked Mrs. Trotter, rising up and down on her toes, with anxiety depicted on her fine, bright, olive complexion. Elizas black eyes sparkled brighter than usual.

Tell us all about it, said Mrs. Jorrocks, seating herself on the milestone.

For goodness sake, dont make such a noise! exclaimed the cautious Mrs. Sacker; consider, if Mrs. Flather should hear of this meeting shell blame me altogether  think we are all in league.

Never mind, said Mr. Jorrocks, Ill underwrite you.

Do tell us! Dont kill us with suspense!

Whats the use of making a mystery about nothing? and similar inquiries, now flew at Mrs. Sacker, who, panting with the haste she had hurried away to communicate the news, could hardly articulate.

Pray dont make such a noise, gasped she; consider, if Mrs. Flather should hear  what would she think of me?

That youre a werry pretty little ooman, replied Mr. Jorrocks; adding, in a whisper to himself, at least I do.

You dont know who may be watching, ejaculated Mrs. Sacker. It isnt right  it really isnt  you shouldnt have come. Shell think we are all in league; that its a preconcerted plan. Pray walk quietly down, urged she. Divide into two parties. Come, Mr. Jorrocks, do urged she, addressing herself to the Cockney Squire. You go first, like a good man, added she, giving him a gentle push of the arm.

Tell us about it, replied Mr. Jorrocks, and well go ome like lambs.  

Tell you what? said Mrs. Sacker, in full flutter.

Whether Emmas caught the Markis or not, responded Mr. Jorrocks.

Caught the Marquis! repeated Mrs. Sacker. Yes, no doubt she has.

Hurrah! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, throwing his hat in the air. Hurrah! repeated he, catching and throwing it up again; adding, I told you so. Won two ats!

I dont believe it! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks.

Nor I, responded Mrs. Trotter.

Nor I! added James Blake.

Nor you! roared Mr. Jorrocks, looking irately at the last speaker. Vy shouldnt you believe the lady, sir? adding, is that your Christian doctrine, sir?

Do you mean theyre a goin to be married? asked Mrs. Jorrocks, sidling up to Mrs. Sacker.

I didnt say they were going to be married, snapped Mrs. Sacker, dreading the consequences of this unexpected and unwelcome rencontre.  

Then vot did you say? snapped Mrs. Jorrocks in return.

Oh, do walk quietly on, entreated Mrs. Sacker; adding, and Ill tell you all about it. Only dont make such a noise and hubbub.

Yell, tell me quietly, said Mr. Jorrocks, poking up to Mrs. Sacker, and putting his arm through hers; adding, as they walked on together, is she goin to be married to the Markis or not?

No, shes not, replied Mrs. Sacker, in an undertone.

No, shes not! screamed Mr. Jorrocks; vy, didnt you. say this werry minute that she was?

No, I said shed caught the Marquis, replied Mrs. Sacker.

Caught him! ejaculated Mr. Jorrocks; adding, vy, vot do you call catchin on him if they dont tie him hup? Safe bind, safe find, I say.

Oh then, shes not! screamed Mrs. Trotter and Mrs. Jorrocks, clapping their hands and exulting. Joy beamed on the faces of the rest.

The oomans mad  mad as a March hare, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, taking his arm out of Mrs. Sackers.

Tell us ow it is? asked Mrs. Jorrocks, supplying her husbands place, and trying the soothing system.

Well, you see, the Duke and Duchess are rather against it, said Mrs. Sacker; and Mrs. Flather wont hear of it unless they are agreeable.

Ookey Yalker! grunted Mr. Jorrocks; adding, whoever thought theyd be for it?

And vot was she doin at Donkeyton? asked Mrs. Jorrocks.

I dont know that, replied Mrs. Sacker; possibly went to talk to the Duke and Duchess about it.

What a fool the woman must be, observed Mrs. Trotter, glad that Mrs. Flather had had the errand instead of herself.

Why, theres no doubt that the Marquis was desperately attached to Emma, observed Mrs. Sacker.

Just as much as he was to half-a-dozen other girls, observed Mrs. Trotter, looking at Eliza, who was busy looking at James Blake.  

Then its no go, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, putting his hands behind his back, preparing to saunter home alone.

Quite finished, observed Mrs. Sacker. Miss Emma, indeed, is quite of her mammas opinion, and has written a most proper letter to the Marquis on the subject.

Vot about? asked Mr. Jorrocks, turning short round.

Releasing him from his engagement, replied Mrs. Sacker.

Thats all nonsense, observed Mrs. Jorrocks.

They were never engaged, added Mrs. Trotter.

Only wanted to be, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks; thats to say, she wanted.

I assure you its the fact, replied Mrs. Sacker.

Who told you so? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

Mrs. Flather herself. Indeed, Ive a copy of the letter in my bag, added she, recollecting herself, and diving into her reticule for it.

Lets see it, said Mr. Jorrocks, taking it out of her hand as she tumbled it up above the miscellaneous collection of the bag. Ill read it to you, said he, stopping short. Ill get on to this ere gate, added he. So saying, he climbed up, and seating himself on the top-rail, unfolded the wire-wove paper, and read the well-written document to the anxious circle below.

My dear Lord  

Faith, but theyve been pretty frindly, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking down at the group.

My dear Lord, repeated he, so long as I conceived your wisits were sanctioned by your parents, I freely confess I was proud to receive your attentions.

Wisits! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks he never made no wisits to them! It was to Jun and me.

Except after the farmers ball, when he slept there by mistake, sneered Mrs. Trotter.

Does she say she was proud to receive his attentions? asked Eliza of James Blake.

Silence in the court, cried Mr. Jorrocks; adding, or Ill commit some on you.

I freely confess, I was proud to receive your attentions. But, read he, no power on airth  no rank  no title  (no nothin), added Mr. Jorrocks, could induce me to receive them without their consent.

Thats comin it strong, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking down on the anxious faces of the auditors. There must have been summut in it.

I dont believe it for all that! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter.

Nor I neither, rejoined Mrs. Jorrocks.

The girls always fancying the men are in love with her, added Mrs. Trotter.

Shes none so captiwatin, sneered Mrs. Jorrocks.

Mr. Jorrocks read on  

I could not be insensible to the objections difference of station might create, though, perhaps, I had reason to believe they would be overlooked in my case  

I wonders what that means? observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking knowingly up at the sky. He could not hit upon the reason, so he resumed his reading  

Finding, however, from my dearest mammas interview with the Duke and Duchess of Donkeyton this morning, that such is not likely to be the case, I lose not a moment in declaring that I will never enter any family without the full approbation  nay, encouragement of its members.

Theres for you! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. Shell ave it all on the square. Love me, love my dog, and so on.

Sour grapes, I think! observed Mrs. Trotter.

I say ditto to that, added Mrs. Jorrocks.

I say silence! retorted our Squire; adding, or Ill horder some on you hout o court.

He then read on  

This being the case, you will not be surprised at receiving this hurried communication, relinquishing, as I now do, all claim and pretension to your hand.

Ay I ay! but thats comin to the pint, nodded Mr. Jorrocks.

Story of the well-bred dog, I think! observed James Blake.

I cannot conclude without wishing your lordship, in all sincerity, a more exalted and more fortunate choice.

Umbug! grunted Mrs.- Jorrocks.

Your merits, your wealth, and your connections forbid any doubt on that point, though I am equally sure you will never meet with any one more sincerely, devotedly attached, than your Emma.

God save the Queen, Prince Halbert, et kids, added Mr. Jorrocks, folding up the letter, and descending from his gate to return it to Mrs. Sacker. A werry pretty letter, and werry well written, said he, handing it back to her with a bow.


CHAPTER XXXIX.
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TAKE A FRIENDLY cup of tea with us.



MRS. FLATHER had a little tea-party a few evenings after, as soon as the model of proprietys sick headache enabled her to see company.

Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks, Mr and Mrs. Trotter, Mr and Mrs. Sacker, and Miss Emily Badger, a cousin of Mrs. Sackers, were the guests.

The model of propriety was decked out for the occasion in plain white muslin, with a little lace cap with blue flowers and ribbons.

Mr. Jorrocks, though not much of a tea and turn-out man, was glad to go to anything to vary the monotony of evenings at home with Mrs. Jorrocks. As the days shortened, and farming pursuits relaxed, he felt more keenly the difference between town and country.

In London a man of businesss day does not commence till the evening, when everything is over in the country, save the easy-chair and the newspaper. The Londoner has his theatres, his billiard-rooms, his libraries, his reading-rooms, his houses of call, his convivial meetings  something fresh for every night in the week; but night draws its sombre veil over everything in the country, and the winter dulness is only helped along by anticipation of parties for the next full moon.

Mind, you are engaged to us the next full moon.

Mrs. Flathers soirée being extra, there was no full moon  no moon at all, indeed.

The copy of the letter to the Marquis having been intrusted in confidence to Mrs. Sacker, and shown by her in a similar spirit, of course the rest of the party felt bound to be ignorant of it, and Mrs. Flather being equally constrained to believe that they were so, matters threatened to be rather awkward at starting.

Now mind, Jun, you dont let out that you knows anything about the match being off, observed Mrs. Jorrocks out of her calash, as they call the cab-head things tea-drinking ladies in the country put over their smart turbans and flowered caps. Now mind, Jun, you dont let out that you knows anything about the match bein off, observed Mrs. Jorrocks to her spouse, as, in company with the Trotters and Miss Emily Badger, they trooped up to the Manse.

Do you think I cant keep a secret as well as you? grunted Mr. Jorrocks, buttoning his zephyr about him. The evenins are a gettin cool, observed he to Mrs. Trotter the dewll be strong as we return, and theres never no broughams, nor patent safetys, nor nothin to get.

We never care about those sort of things in the country, replied Mrs. Trotter out of her cab-head. Cloaks and thick shoes, added she, are all we want.

The ladies having to put the finishing stroke to their toilettes, were met by a maid, who showed them upstairs, where, with the aid of a looking-glass, they repaired any little derangement of costume the cab-heads and cloaks had occasioned. Mr. Jorrocks and little Trotter were shown into the parlour.

Mr. Jorrocks, who still had a penchant for Mrs. Flather, and moreover saw that the women wanted to run her down, met her with more than usual empressement, and squeezed Emmas and her hands with sundry winks and contortions of countenance, meant to indicate never mind, better luck next time.

The ladies presently came in, and their inquiries were exchanged about each others healths, and hopes that Emmas headache had left her, with many so sorries to hear she had been indisposed  so glad to see she was looking so well.

They then formed themselves into a circle round the pocketful of fuel they called a fire, and an agreeable circle it was, the ladies longing to pull caps, and the gentlemen staring vacantly at the yellow gassey smoke as it curled up the chimney. The ladies tried hard to drive a conversation  talked of worsted-work, patch-work, and all sorts of work.

At length the tea-tray made its appearance, and things began to brighten up  more candles too came in. The hissing urn followed, and then came bread and cakes of various forms and composition. The party adjourned from the fire to the round table on which the things were placed, Mrs. Jorrocks squeezing in next Mrs. Flather, Mr. Jorrocks got between Mrs. Trotter and Mrs. Sacker, while Emma and the other two filled up the remaining places. The women talked, the men talked, they all talked together. Cup succeeded cup, and toast succeeded cake, and cake succeeded toast. Conversation became general. Claudius Sacker was a great talker, and did his best to earn his hyson. Mr. Jorrocks talked, Mrs. Sacker talked, and they all talked.

Mrs. Jorrocks got Mrs. Flather into a quiet mumble  in what is called a conversational chair  after the din of cups and saucers had subsided, and very soon led the way to the Marquis and Donkeyton Castle.

Well, said she, and is it to be a match between  (nodding to Emma, who was patronising Miss Badger) and the Markis?

No, faltered Mrs. Flather; havent you heard? asked she involuntarily.

No, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, with the greatest composure.

Its a long story, observed Mrs. Flather.

Is it? replied Mrs. Jorrocks; I should like to hear it.

Well, but youll have the kindness not to repeat it, said Mrs. Flather.

Certainly not, replied Mrs. Jorrocks.

Promise me that! said Mrs. Flather, clearing her throat with a hem.  

Not for the world, responded Mrs. Jorrocks.

Why, you see, I was never particularly anxious for it, observed Mrs. Flather.

Mrs. Jorrocks coughed.  

Not that I think there is much against the young man, added she; but I dont think these unequal matches are desirable; besides, the Marquis is very young.

Hell mend o that, observed Mrs. Jorrocks.

Still, youth is volatile, continued Mrs. Flather, and exposed to the many temptations of London, there is no saying but he might have repented, and then what a shocking thing it would have been for Emma.

But she would have been a Marchioness for all that, observed Mrs. Jorrocks.

Wealth and titles wont compensate for the want of domestic happiness, sighed Mrs. Flather.

Shed have had diamonds, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, powdered footmen, and a coachman with three rolls of curls to his vig.

Indeed, said Mrs. Flather, imagining it was part of the equipage of a Marchioness.

Been a Lady Patroness of Almacks, added Mrs. Jorrocks, considering whether they were all duchesses or marchionesses, or how.

Well, for all that, sighed Mrs. Flather, anxious to put an end to Mrs. Jorrockss tantalising catalogue, I cannot but think I did right in putting an end to the thing.

Then was it a reglar engagement? asked Mrs. Jorrocks incredulously.  

Decidedly so replied Mrs. Flather. What made you ever doubt it?

Because our friend over there, said she, nodding towards where Mrs. Trotter sat hard at work trying to coax Mr. Jorrocks out of a subscription, thought she had got him for Eliza.

Eliza! sneered Mrs. Flather Eliza had just as much chance with him as you have.  

Emma had booked him before, then, had she? asked Mrs. Jorrocks.  

The Marquis had booked Emma rather, whispered Mrs. Flather. Emmas not a girl that everybody can gain, added she.

Not unless they are well gilt, thought Mrs. Jorrocks.

It dont do for women to be too easily caught, observed she. Men think nothin on them. Jun sutored me amost three years afore I would ave him.

That was a long time, replied Mrs. Flather, who had heard Jun say it was only three weeks.

I had a many grand offers, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, with a shake of the head, as if she ought to have done better.

So has Emma, rejoined Mrs. Flather, anxious to keep to the subject of her daughter and the Marquis.

Emma will do well yet, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, looking at the model of propriety, who was now pretending, to talk to little Trotter, but in reality was cocking her ears to catch what she could of the dialogue between Mrs. Jorrocks and her mamma.   

No fear of that, responded Mrs. Flather. Shes in no hurry, and has plenty of time to look about her.

There are as good fish in the sea as ever came out ont, observed Mrs. Jorrocks. Shell get a markis yet, or at all events a baronet.  

Oh, I dont wish for any such thing, sighed Mrs. Flather. Let her keep single, or marry some quiet respectable man in her own rank of life, wholl appreciate her for her worth; for shes an angel of a girl, added she.

So everybody says, replied Mrs. Jorrocks, thinking whether it was the last Sunday or the Sunday before she heard Emma had given the cook a good beating for not letting her eat the apple tart she had made for dinner at luncheon.

There will be plenty glad enough to get her, observed Mrs. Flather, with a toss of her head.

Plenty! replied Mrs. Jorrocks.

James Blake, for instance, is dying for her at this moment.

James Blake is a goin to marry Eliza Trotter, observed Mrs. Jorrocks, with a most malicious grin, unable any longer to contain herself.

Mrs. Flather almost fainted. James was the only real card they had in view. What might have followed remains matter of speculation, for just as Mrs. Jorrocks announced this destructive intelligence, our Cockney Squire, who had been in close confab with Claudius Sacker for some minutes, caused a diversion throughout the room by calling out at the top of his voice to little Trotter, I say, Trot! ow old do you say the Markis o Bray is?

How old! repeated Trotter, who had been pottering to Emma about double primroses, much to her annoyance, for just as she got hold of the beginning of a sentence, so as to guess what her mamma and Mrs. Jorrocks were talking about, he was sure to put her out by returning to the subject. Why, hes just of age, replied Mr. Trotter.

No, not the man Alarkis; the ball Alarkis; my Alarkis, in fact, retorted Mr. Jorrocks.  

Oh, your Alarquis, repeated little Trotter; why, hes two year old  rising three.

Youre sure of that? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, I cant swear to it, replied little Trotter, fearing the justice wanted to entrap him as a witness; Ive always heard so. Why do you ask? added he.

Vy, because Sack, here, punching the doctor in the ribs with his thumb, has picked up a cock and bull story, I may well call it, about his bein three year old, and says Tommy Clotworthy, who had the second-best two-year-old at the show, is a goin to claim the premium from me.

Indeed! ejaculated several.

That will be very awkward, observed Mrs. Trotter.

Werry, replied Mr. Jorrocks, diving into his breeches pocket, and stirring up his silver.

Not that theyd get a wast, added he, if they only took wot I brought ome; for wot with his lordships expenses  wot with Piggs  wot with my own, and wot with drinkin of his lordships ealth, I was amost two punds out o pocket; at least there was one pund eighteen and nine-pence unaccounted for. There might part on it ha rolled out o my breeches pocket, to be sure, observed Mr. Jorrocks, for while I was hup speaking, some idle and disorderly person took my seat out from an under me, and I couped my creels out o the back o the tent. Haw, haw haw? added he, thinks I never got sich a capsize i my life. Haw, haw, haw? continued he, laughing at the thoughts of it.

Well, but what will you do about the premium? inquired Trotter, still fearing Mr. Jorrocks might call upon him, from what he had said.

Vy, I dont know about that, replied Mr. Jorrocks. I doesnt care nothin about the prize, added he, but in course I shallnt see the reputation of my ball compromised without a tussle. If the Duke o Donkeytons farm gentleman says hes only a two-year-old, vy, Ill let Clot do his worst. Ill bring the ball into the Court of Exchequer, and let Baron Halderson have a look in his turnip-trap. Haw, haw, haw, chuckled he; Ill get Murphy to defend him! continued he. Crickey, but I fancy I see his lordship rollin about clearin the big-wigs and all the spectators out o court, like so many cobwebs.

Its alf-past eight, at length observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking at his great noisy watch; time we were a toddlin  night hairs bad for the chest.

Wouldnt you take a little wine and water? inquired Mrs. Flather, at length finding her tongue, after the shock Mrs. Jorrocks had given her.

A leetle brandy and water, if youve no objection, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

Im afraid were out of brandy, rejoined Mrs. Flather.

Never mind, said Mr. Jorrocks, rumll do as well.

Im sorry we havent any rum either, replied Mrs. Flather; the cat broke the last bottle yesterday.

I thought I smelt it as I came in, observed Mr. Jorrocks, sniffing about. Howsomever, added he, never mind, we shall be all the better without it in the mornin; with which philosophical reflection Mr. Jorrocks gave the signal, and the party were presently on their legs; the ladies scuttling away for their cab-heads and shawls  the gentlemen pocketing their pumps, pulling on their thick shoes, identifying their hats and zephyrs.

Having transformed themselves into as many guys, there was such saluting and squeezing of hands  such good-nightings among the present, and best lovings to the absent  the more they disliked each other, the greater being the empressement.

At length the guests got into the open air, and after waiting a second or two staring up at the dark starless clouds, they declared it was only the first coming out that made it look so black, and they had no doubt they would manage well enough after they had been out a little.

The proffered lanthorn being declined, and the receding footsteps sounding in the dark, amid reiterated goodnights, and hopes of safe arrivals at home, Mrs. Flather and Emma closed the door upon their dear departing friends.


CHAPTER XL.
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NIGHT, SABLE GODDESS! from her ebon throne 

In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 

Her leaden sceptre oer a slumbering world.



THE Marchioness dont look so far amiss considerin her misfortin, grunted Mr. Jorrocks to the first cloaked figure he ran against, who happened to be Mrs. Trotter.

Shes not one that will die of love, retorted the rival parent.

But she might die of the loss of a coronet, observed Mr. Jorrocks; they are far wuss to meet with nor men in ats.

She never had any chance of him, snapped Mrs. Trotter.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks, recollecting the consultation Mrs. Trotter and he had had together respecting the Marquis and Eliza. Then you think Emmas not one o the dyin sort, observed Mr. Jorrocks, running foul of a tree.

Not she! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter.  

Praps youll take my harm, observed Mr. Jorrocks, thinking Mrs. Trotters bright eyes might guide him safer than his own.

They then joined arms.

I vish old Hursa Major would ave the kindness to show us his mug, observed Mr. Jorrocks, looking up at the dark firmament. Us farmers call him the plough added he, and I think he should return the compliment by lightin us ome.

I think so too, replied Mrs. Trotter; adding, you dont think Emma pretty, do you?

Pretty! repeated Mr. Jorrocks, pretty well  nothin to set the Thames on fire; adding, are you much of a star-gazer?

Not at all, replied Mrs. Trotter, vexed at Mr. Jorrockss shirking.

I am, said he; crazeyologist, bampologist, starologist, wenusologist, all that sort o thing sort o man, added he.

Mrs. Trotter was silent.

The Shepherds in the beautiful plains o Egypt and Babylon were the first persons wot paid much attention to the stars, observed Mr. Jorrocks, partly for want of amusement, not having no theatres, nor masquerades, nor circuses to go to, and partly to enable them to scrimmage about the country at nights.

Mrs. Trotter was still silent.

I confess I should ha liked to ha been a shepherd i one of them shires, continued Mr. Jorrocks; specially if Id ad a fine ooman to darn my stockings, and so on, added he in an undertone, and a squeeze of Mrs. Trotters arm.

Mrs. Flather, perhaps, observed Mrs. Trotter.

No, not Mrs. Flather, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with an emphasis; some un nearer and.

You old goose, thought Mrs. Trotter.

Its confounded dark, observed Mr. Jorrocks, grazing a gate-post with his shoulder. If Saturn has his five moons as they say, Id wish hed show a light to-night.

You should have accepted Mrs. Flathers offer of her lanthorn, observed Mrs. Trotter.

I think we did wrong not, observed Mr. Jorrocks; adding, Id no notion it was so dark.

Its lucky the roads pretty good to find, observed Mrs. Trotter.  

Ay, but roads look werry different at nights to what they do by day, observed Mr. Jorrocks; summut like women in that respect, added he; nothing personal, in course, continued the gallant Squire.

Of course not, replied Mrs. Trotter. Perhaps you think Mrs. Flather does, added she.

Cant say Ive ever examined Mrs. Flather particklar by candle-light, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Nay, you saw her to-night, replied Mrs. Trotter.

True; but there was sich a bevy of beauties that I never had time to look her over  narrowly, at least, added Mr. Jorrocks.

Mrs. Trotter was silent. She saw our friend would not be trotted out.

That Miss Hemily Badger arnt a bad lookin-girl, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause. Well set-up-gal, I should say; good figure-ead too.  

As fine as Emma, do you think? asked Mrs. Trotter.

Finer nor Emma, I should say, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

More expression, more animation, rejoined Mrs. Trotter.

Hemmas more sedate-lookin, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Emmas a cold-blooded one, observed Mrs. Trotter.

I doesnt like a cold-blooded ooman, replied Mr. Jorrocks, squeezing his companions arm again.

I wonder whom shell take up with next? observed Mrs. Trotter.

Isnt this her first? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

First! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter, not by a good many  not, I dare say, that she ever had an offer, but shes tried for them hard enough.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks, thinking the mothers stories didnt tally.

Perhaps shell be trying Mr. Blake again, observed Mrs. Trotter.

Perhaps, replied Mr. Jorrocks.

She may save herself the trouble of that, though, chuckled Mrs. Trotter.

Hes not to be catched, isnt he? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

He is caught, said Mrs. Trotter, with emphasis.

Who by? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

Who do you think? returned Mrs. Trotter.

Miss Badger, praps, observed Mr. Jorrocks, thinking Eliza would not have him after her Marquis coup.

Guess again, said Mrs. Trotter.

Eliza, praps, said Mr. Jorrocks.

You have it! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter.

And doesnt Mrs. Flather know? asked he.

Not yet, said Mrs. Trotter. He only offered this afternoon.

Yes, she does, interposed Mrs. Jorrocks, who, aided by the darkness of the night, had fallen into line with our hero and his fair friend.

What, you havent blabbed, have you? exclaimed Mrs. Trotter.

Mrs. Jorrocks was silent, feeling she had committed herself.

Well, now, I must say that is very wrong of you! exclaimed Mrs. Trotter, very wrong indeed! I told it you in the strictest confidence, and she was just the last person under the sun that I should like to have had it told to, added Mrs. Trotter, from the depths of her calash.

But she was sure to ear of it, snuffled Mrs. Jorrocks from hers.

Sure to hear of it! repeated Mrs. Trotter, boiling up; no doubt she was; but there was no reason why you should deprive me of the pleasure of telling her.

That woman, Mrs. Flather, said she to Mr. Jorrocks, has spited me more than words can tell; and just as I was going to have my revenge, Im done out of it in this way. Its too lad! exclaimed she, in a loud tone of voice.

The parties behind hearing something going on before, now pressed to the front, and at this critical moment, a rope that had been tied across the road just as it led into the turnpike, took the front rank by the heels, who were immediately followed by those behind. Down they all went, two layers of them. Great was the scramble!

Mr and Mrs. Jorrocks, with Mrs. Trotter between them, made the first layer; then came Claudius Sacker and his wife, with Miss Emily Badger. Little Trotter had a tumble to himself at the side. Mr. Jorrocks lost his wig, Mrs. Jorrockss front came down over her nose, and Claudius Sackers goldheaded cane went into Miss Emily Badgers mouth.

A reward of two pounds was offered, next day, for the discovery of the wig and the offender or offenders who tied the rope across the road, but without success. Popular opinion pointed to Benjamin; but his worship never suspected him.

The wig was taken from a Scotch terrier, who, having fought with two other dogs for the retention of his prize, it may be supposed not to have been worth much when Mr. Jorrocks got it hack.


CHAPTER XLI.
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ON US EACH circling year doth make a prey.



FROM Borne to Terracina, from Capua to Naples, observed the Duke of Donkeyton, travelling with his eye-glass down Orgiazzis map of Italy, along with young hopeful, the Marquis of Bray, with whom he was arranging a route for a tour.

The Duke and Duchess had had long and anxious confabs relative to their hopeful scion, caused, not a little, perhaps, by Mrs. Flathers invasion. They thought he would be getting into mischief, and, painful as the separation would be, they had determined to send him abroad for a year, under the superintendence of a steady old file, Professor Yarnington, one of the old straight-cut coat, upright-collared, pig-tailed, silk-stocking, short-black-gaitered breed of tutors; a most orthodox-looking bear-leader.



The Duke and the Marquis had set off on their travels after luncheon, and had advanced as far into the bowels of Italy as indicated in the opening sentence of this chapter, when, just as his Grace, with a twirl of his eye-glass, was throwing himself back in the luxurious depths of his armchair to twaddle about the wonders of Naples, and his own exploits there as a youngster, the library door opened, and the groom of the chambers approached at a somewhat hurried pace for a well-trained menial, bearing a rich salver with a black-sealed letter upon it.

His Grace broke the seal, and proceeded to read it Thus it ran:  



REFORM CLUB.



DEAR DUKE,  Poor Guzzlegoose has succeeded in killing himself at last. He had been living at the Castle, at Richmond, for a fortnight, and died this morning of a most inordinate dinner. I happen to be passing through town, and despatch a special messenger with this by the evening train, as, of course, no time should be lost.  Truly yours, 

LOOKALIVE.



God bless ns! said the Duke, throwing up his white-whiskered head; sad thing! very sad thing! handing the Marquis the letter; sorry for him, monstrous sorry for him.

Pay the messenger. No answer, added he to the servant.



Poor man! said the Marquis, with a laugh, handing back the letter; he has long been trying to do it.

Great eater! monstrous great eater! said the Duke.

He was that! rejoined the Marquis.

Great drinker! monstrous great drinker! added the Duke. However, my dear Jeems, continued he, folding up the map of Italy, we must improve the opportunity  be moving; important event! monstrous important event! Kind of Lookalive to send us the intelligence; monstrous kind of Lookalive to send us the intelligence! added he, ramming the map back into its case without regard to the folds.

The first thing a great man does is to send for his lawyer. The lawyer is to the mind what the doctor is to the body. The king sends for his chancellor, the duke for his solicitor; accordingly, a messenger was despatched to Sellborough for Mr. Smoothington; and the Marquis was recommended to wipe away all trivial fond records of Rome and Terracina, Capua and Naples, from his mind, and prepare for the great struggle of political life..

Mr. Smoothington, though what is called a man of information  that is to say, a great gossip  a man who knew everybodys affairs in the county  was rather behindhand in getting the news on the present, occasion; and several people had arrived in breathless haste at the Castle to announce the death of Mr. Guzzlegoose ere it reached Mr. Smoothingtons ears at his office.

Having examined and cross-examined the parties who brought the intelligence, and satisfied himself of the truth of it, he had just sent his clerk footman to order the lofty landaulet, when the Dukes messenger arrived, requiring his immediate presence.

It needing no conjurer to proclaim what would be wanted, Mr. Smoothington made a hasty selection of popular addresses, and in his best black suit, with a fresh sprinkling of powder, was soon on his way to Donkeyton Castle.

Mr. Smoothington affected the Duke  indeed he was generally called The Duke. He powdered his iron-grey locks, and kept the hair at the back of his head as full as possible; had a large crop of whiskers under his chin  now brushed up in full view. He also wore eye-glasses, though not at all short-sighted.

Thus arrayed, he stepped into the lofty landaulet, and sitting well forward, as if fussing in the particular pocket that happened to be next a neighbours house, he jolted away to the Castle. As he went, he thought of Guzzlegoose  recalled his start in life, when, at the Marquiss age, in the bloom of youth, and the plenitude of looks, he was returned for the county. Thought of his maiden speech  his early promise  his maturer standstill  his later failure. Remembered his Grecian nose, when there wasnt a speck upon it  his waist when it resembled an hour-glass  thought how succeeding sessions had blotched the one and swelled the other  could hardly have believed the pale taper lad of one-and-twenty could have filled into the gross, overgrown, rubicund monster of five-and-forty.

No constitution, however strong, said Mr. Smoothington aloud to himself, can long withstand the united effects of eating and drinking.

He then looked at his watch  calculated what time he would arrive at Donkeyton  wondered whether the Duke would ask him to dine. If so, whether he would produce any burgundy; and, if not, why not, or how otherwise.

The man of law was so long in getting to Donkeyton that the Duke began to fidget and think he could almost do without him. Tiresome man  monstrous tiresome man, said he to the Marquis, as he paced hurriedly up and down the spacious library. Could do it ourselves  could do it ourselves  do believe we could do it ourselves, observed he to young hopeful.

Just as they were preparing pens, ink, and paper, and the Duke and Duchess were busy fussing among a drawerful of papers containing the genealogical tree, and the bills and squibs connected with his Graces first election for the county, the oracle arrived, and, hat in hand, waved his salaams up the room.

Smoothington was a great courtier  bowed extremely low  tried to back out of rooms, an attempt which generally ended in his tumbling over a footstool, or almost cutting himself in two against an open door. When his hands were disengaged, he employed them in rubbing them one over another as if he were washing them. He had a long, pale, but not unpleasant face, and taking him altogether, he would have commanded five-and-forty or fifty pounds as a butler.

If he had not kept the Duke waiting, his Grace would certainly have shaken hands with him, strongly symptomatic of electioneering, and a compliment he had not paid him since Mr. Smoothington attended with the eight-and-thirty skins of parchment containing his Graces marriage settlement. As it was, the Duke exclaimed, Ah, Mr. Smoothington, come at last!  come at last!  glad you are!  monstrous glad you are  pray be seated!  pray be seated!  bowing him into a vacant chair in the neighbourhood of the throne.

Well, said he, squashing himself into the throne, and wheeling it close up to Mr. Smoothington, youve heard poor Guzzlegoose is dead  sorry for it  monstrous sorry for it  young man  quite young man  sure he would kill himself  ate so much Perigord pie  Perigord pie  continual Perigord pie.

Yes, he was extremely fond of Périgord pie, your Grace, observed Mr. Smoothington, with a broad grin on his face, as he deposited his hat under his chair, and began working his hands.

Well, now, continued his Grace, putting a sheet of paper before Smoothington, the first thing I suppose will be for the Marquis of Bray to issue an address, offering himself to the county.

The first thing for the Marquis of Bray to do will be to issue an address offering himself to the county, as your Grace observes, replied Mr. Smoothington, working away at his hands.

And, perhaps, the less we put in it the better, added the Duke.  

The less we put in it the better, bowed Mr. Smoothington.

Then just draw up the form of what you think will do, rejoined the Duke, handing Mr. Smoothington a pen.

Mr. Smoothington took it  looked at the nib  held it up to the light  took out his knife  pruned the feather  and thus having collected his faculties, drew the roll of precedents from his pocket.

Whether shall we call them, Freeholders of the county, or Free and Independent Electors; or address them as the Gentry, Clergy, Freeholders, &c., of the county, does your Grace think? inquired Mr. Smoothington, dipping his pen in ink to obey the Dukes dictation.

Freeholders of the county, replied his Grace.

Freeholders of the county, I think, wrote Mr. Smoothington; adding, we must allude, I suppose, to the death of Mr. Guzzlegoose?

Of course, said the Duke.

Mr. Smoothington then wrote  

To THE FREEHOLDERS OF THE COUNTY OF  

GENTLEMEN,  A vacancy having occurred in the representation of our county by the lamented death of Mr. Guzzlegoose, I hasten to offer my humble services in endeavouring to supply the loss that melancholy event has occasioned.

Will that do, does your Grace think? asked Mr. Smoothington, looking up.  

I think it will, replied the Duke; adding, read it over again.  

Mr. Smoothington read it over again.

Perhaps we may put in my friend, Mr. Guzzlegoose  lamented death of my friend, Mr. Guzzlegoose, observed the Duke.

I think it would be better, your Grace, observed Mr. Smoothington, inserting the words.

Looks as if we identified ourselves with his opinions, added the Duke.

It does, your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington.

May gain the extreme party, observed the Duke; adding, Guzzlegoose went farther than we do.

He did, your Grace, acquiesced Mr. Smoothington; rather of the whole hog order.

We had better deal in generalities now, I think, observed the Duke.

I think we had, agreed Mr. Smoothington.

Suppose we say, It is, I trust, unnecessary for me to enter into any detailed explanation of the principles by which my public conduct will be governed, observed the Duke;  suffice it to say they are those which have been maintained by my family throughout many succeeding generations, added he.

Very good, observed Mr. Smoothington, reducing the sentence to writing as quick as possible.

Then, said the Duke, we might say,  In those principles I have been educated, and it is upon my sincere attachment to them that I ground my claim to your support.

Admirable! exclaimed Mr. Smoothington; nothing can be better, writing it down.

The Duke then threw himself back in his chair as if overcome with fatigue, his whiskered face turned up to the rich fretwork ceiling.

Shall we say anything about a personal canvass, do you think? suggested the man of law.

Personal canvass! repeated the Duke; personal canvass  I dont know what to say about a personal canvass.

We, of the Liberal party, generally make a show of canvassing, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Very true, replied the Duke, very true; might promise them one  no occasion to make it, you know  no occasion to make it.

Not unless there were symptoms of an opposition. replied Mr. Smoothington.

No fear of that, rejoined the Duke, no fear of that. We are popular  monstrous popular. Not like as if we were attempting the Tory seat. The seat is ours, you know  the seat is ours. We returned Guzzlegoose.

Mr. Guzzlegoose always acknowledged the great obligations he was under to your Grace, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Might say that he would take the earliest opportunity, consistently with the decorum to be observed on so melancholy an occasion, of paying his personal respects to every elector, and affording them an opportunity of ascertaining the details of his political creed, or something of that sort, observed the Duke. It would look as if Jeems intended doing it, and yet not bind him.

It would, replied Mr. Smoothington.

Canvasses are nasty things, observed the Duke. Remember a drunken fish-fag taking me in her arms, and hugging and kissing me before the crowd, added he, with a shudder.

It is a season of great freedom, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Might do the same by Jeems, continued the Duke; give him the Scotch-fiddle perhaps, or some such nasty complaint. Nasty business canvassing altogether, added he; should have abolished it with the Reform Bill.

However, theres no fear of a contest. No one would be fool enough to risk a crusade against our popularity. We are popular  monstrous popular, I suppose? asked he of the keeper of his popularity.

Oh, very popular indeed replied Mr. Smoothington, with due emphasis.

Should think so, said the Duke should think so  have subscribed to two organs, two churches, three races, and. I dont know what else of late.

The Corn-Law League might trouble your Grace perhaps, suggested Mr. Smoothington.

I think not, replied the Duke I think not, repeated he. They dont know but Jeems, the Marquis, may be for immediate and total repeal. That address pledges him to nothing  that address pledges him to nothing.

It does not, your Grace, agreed Mr. Smoothington.

I dont think we can do better, added his Grace, after a pause. Time enough to speak out when were pressed  time enough to speak out when were pressed.

It is so, your Grace, assented Mr. Smoothington.

Just run over a fair copy of the address, then, said the Duke, and let us hear how it reads. While you are doing it Ill order you some wine and water, and a biscuit  a cutlet, or anything you would like to have.

Not anything, I am much obliged to your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington; I never eat luncheon, added he, making an effort for a dinner.

He then made the following fair copy:  



To THE FREEHOLDERS OF THE COUNTY OF  



GENTLEMEN,  A vacancy having occurred in the representation of our county by the lamented death of my friend Mr. Guzzlegoose, I hasten to offer my humble services in endeavouring to supply the loss that melancholy event has occasioned.

It is, I trust, unnecessary for me to enter into any detailed explanation of the principles by which my public conduct will be governed. Suffice it to say they are those which have been maintained by my family throughout succeeding generations. In those principles I have been educated, and it is upon my sincere attachment to them that I ground my claim to your support.

I will take the earliest opportunity, consistently with the decorum to be observed on so melancholy an occasion, of paying my personal respects to every elector; and, in the meantime, I have the honour to subscribe myself, gentlemen, with every sentiment of respect and esteem, your very faithful, humble servant, BRAY.

DONKEYTON CASTLE.

His Grace then took and read it.

That will do very well, said he, returning it. And now have the kindness to put it in the printers hands immediately, and let it be advertised and placarded about the county. Much obliged to you for your attendance  sorry you cant stay dinner  hope we shall be more fortunate another time! With which tantalising politeness his Grace rose to witness Mr. Smoothingtons backward retreat up the room, which he accomplished with a bump against a globe, and upsetting a banner-screen.

That modest body, the Anti-Corn-Law League, no sooner saw the Marquiss address, than they inquired, through their chairman, his lordships opinions relative to their pet subject  the Com Laws; an interference that the Duke could not brook from parties unconnected with the county, and therefore desired the Marquis to take no noticé of their application.

No answer was returned. A second and third letter followed with similar success. This nettled the great lawgivers, who pulled the strings in London, and set all their men of weight a going in the county  men in whom the greatness of the leaders was well reflected.

Reports of these meetings were duly brought to the Castle, but the Dukes cue being known, the parties underrated them as much as possible. Contemptible! monstrous contemptible! the Duke said they were.

The next thing was his Grace reading in the Whig paper, The Dozey Independent, or True Blue Patriot, a paragraph announcing that the League had determined upon starting a candidate in the person of William Bowker, Esq., of Whetstone Park, in the County of Middlesex, a merchant of great weight and respectability in the City of London  respectability in City parlance meaning money. The reader will be astonished how Bill, the snuff-shop man, could have jumped so suddenly from the humble region of Eagle Street into the magnificence of Whetstone Park, in the County of Middlesex. Some may suppose it was with the League money, while others will put it down as an improbability. Let any one, however, take his hat, and a cab (if one can get up), and explore the alley running parallel between High Holborn and Lincolns Inn Fields, consisting, as it does, of a heterogeneous collection of stables, with garrets above, joiners shops, cobblers stalls, and tenement houses; a street or bye street, or back street, a few shades worse than Eagle Street. This wretched alley is dignified by the name of Whetstone Park, and thither Mrs. Bowker and her sister had taken refuge when their too frequent visitor, the appraiser, came again to seize for rent and taxes.

It was a lucky turn, however, for Bill, who now called himself a retired merchant living on his property. His League excursions so far had not benefited him much; he was too far gone to rally in a short time, and the more money Mrs. Bowker thought he got, the more brandy she drank, and the more mosaic jewellery she bought.

But to the Duke.

His Grace was dumfoundered when he read this announcement, nor did he recover much when, on turning to the front, or advertisement page, he read Mr. Bowkers address, announcing that, in compliance with a numerous and highly respectable requisition, he was induced to come forward to endeavour to supply the vacancy caused by the lamented death of Mr. Guzzlegoose. It then proceeded to denounce all restrictions upon trade, more especially upon that connected with the food of man, and concluded by announcing Mr. Bowkers intention of being speedily in the county to make a personal canvass of the electors, and pledging himself to give every man an opportunity of registering his vote in favour of enlightened and rational policy. It concluded, Believe me to be, gentlemen, with unfeigned esteem, your faithful and sincere friend, 

WM. BOWKER.



WHETSTONE PARK.



God bless us! who ever heard such a thing! exclaimed the Duke, dropping the paper lifelessly from his hand.

Who ever heard of such a thing! repeated he, with a sigh; bearded in ones own county by the Lord knows who! These are the blessings of the Reform Bill. To think that I should have lived to see such a thing! Told Grey and Russell, and all of them, that they were going too far. Never thought to get such a return for giving up my boroughs. Oh dear! oh dear! what will the world come to? To think of Jeems being defrauded of his birthright!

Shallnt be the case, though, added the Duke, boiling with indignation. Will spend my last shilling before Ill give up my seat.

Thereupon his Grace took another look at the hateful address.

William Bowker! said he, with a sneer; wonder who the fellow is. Some millionaire  some opium smuggler  some impudent upstart millowner! Oh, that Jeems should be brought in contact with such a man. Had it been a member of some old county family, with their bigoted pride and Tory prejudices, one could have tolerated it; but to be bearded by William Bowker, of Whetstone Park, in the County of Middlesex  a man of yesterday  a mushroom  a nobody, in fact  its disgusting! Thereupon his Grace threw the paper on the floor.

After a few minutes spent in a reverie, during which the Duke passed rapidly through his mind the political events of his early life, contrasting the comfortable arrangements of those days with the angry struggles of the present, he again roused himself, and determined to do something, though he didnt know what. A man in that situation generally rings the bell, and his Grace did so.

Send Binks here, said his Grace, as a footman answered the summons.

Bints is out shooting, your Grace, replied the man.

Out shooting! repeated the Duke; thats awkward  want to see him particularly, his Graces wishes increasing as the means of gratifying them diminished.

Send a groom up to the valets covert to desire Binks to come here directly, said his Grace impatiently.

Tell Binks to get on to the grooms horse and ride, exclaimed the Duke, as the astonished footman vanished like lightning.

The valets covert was a wood kept exclusively for the amusement of those useful gentry upper servants, and there not being many strangers in it in the course of the season, it fell more immediately to the share of Binks and the Castle gentlemen, who were now giving the pheasants a rattling. Binks was the Dukes oracle; he knew, or professed to know, everything.

Great was Binkss astonishment when the hurrying groom interrupted the Heigh! cock! cock! cock! of the beaters, by exclaiming, Mr. Binks! Mr. Binks! come home directly! come home directly! the Duke wants you! the Duke wants you!

Out came Binks, all bustle and briars, with a face like a turkey-cock, wondering what had happened.

Get on to my horse and ride! exclaimed the groom, jumping off and lengthening the stirrups.

Whats happened? inquired Binks, turning deadly pale; the Dukes not ill, is he?

I dont know, replied the groom.

Off went Binks at a gallop.

Arrived at the Castle, he hurried up into the presence, attired as he was, with his whistle dangling at his velveteen jacket button-hole.  

Binks, said the Duke, do you know where Whetstone Park is?  

Whetstone Park! repeated Binks, standing transfixed.

Whetstone Park, in the County of Middlesex, said the Duke.

Yes, your Grace, replied Binks; I should say its near Isleworth.

Isleworth! repeated the Duke. Isleworth! Isleworth! thats near Sion House.

The Duke of Northumberlands, replied Binks.

Do you know anything of a Mr. William Bowker living there? asked the Duke.

Mr. William Bowker, considered Binks Mr. William Bowker; cant say I do. Perhaps hes a City man, suggested Binks, as a reason why he should not know him.

He is replied the Duke; the paper here, holding up old Dozey, says hes going to stand for the county.

Indeed! exclaimed Binks, in astonishment. What! oppose the Marquis? asked he.

So the paper says, replied the Duke, with a shrug of the shoulders.

Must be mad, said Binks, with a toss of the head.

I should think so, rejoined the Duke, with another shrug of the shoulders. Send for Mr. Smoothington, added he.  

Binks hurried away to execute the order.

The messenger met Mr. Smoothington at the Gothic lodge. That eminent solicitor had been shocked, on awakening in the morning, at finding his whole front covered with enormous placards, containing Mr. Bowkers address, and great bills, printed in blue ink, with BOWKER FOR EVER! pasted over his nice green door.  

The town of Sellborough was in a perfect ferment  far surpassing anything it had ever seen even in the palmiest days of borough ascendancy. The League didnt spare paper. Every house-end  every dead wall was covered with their blue bills. A cartload had been put up during the night. As day advanced, a band paraded the streets, and public-houses were freely opened.

Mr. Smoothington was hustled by a party of drunken men, shouting Bowker for ever! as he stepped into the rickety landaulet that was again to convey him to Donkeyton Castle. Worse than all, some wicked wag posted a great BOWKER FOR EVER placard against the back of the carriage.  

Mr. Smoothington was terror-struck  Whetstone Park had told upon him. A man in his frame of mind was ill calculated to advise the Duke, who was just in a state to be turned either way. If Smoothington had shown a bold front, the Duke, who had seen none of the preparations, would have determined to  show fight; as it was, his own inclination being for temporising, Mr. Smoothingtons advice would determine him that way.

His Grace rose from his easy-chair as Mr. Smoothington enteredthe library, and welcomed him with a shake of the hand.

Tell us all about it, exclaimed the Duke, hurrying the man of law into a chair. Tell us all about it, repeated he, resuming his own seat, and drawing his chair close to Mr. Smoothingtons. Who is this Mr. Bowker? asked the Duke, before his factotum could get out a word.

Really, your Grace, I dont know, replied Mr. Smoothington; the whole thing has come upon me like a clap of thunder. I certainly did hear that the League people had held meetings in Sellborough; but knowing the parties, I really looked upon them as too contemptible for notice.

So did I, exclaimed the Duke, so did I  impudent people  monstrous impudent people  wrote to Jeems to know his opinions  took no notice of them  took no notice of them. Tell me now what have they done? what have they done?

Your Grace, I presume, has seen Mr. Bowkers address, replied Mr. Smoothington, pulling one of the enormous placards out of his pocket, unfolding, and handing it to his Grace. His Grace read  

To the gentry, clergy, freeholders, and other electors of the county of  

GENTLEMEN,  In compliance with a numerous and highly respectable requisition  

Ah, this is the same as we have in Dozey said the Duke, breaking off; but tell me now, said he, laying it down, has he arrived? Does anybody know anything about him?  

He is to make a public entry into Sellborough at three oclock this afternoon, your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington, and the town was in a perfect uproar when I came away.

You dont say so! replied the Duke, holding up both hands.

The country the same, continued Mr. Smoothington; all along the road the people kept shouting Bowker for ever! even the children in the villages!

Great heavens! exclaimed the Duke.

Quite true, I assure your Grace. Two or three fellows that overtook me bawled into the chaise Bowker for ever! as they passed.

You dont say so? exclaimed the Duke.

He is a rich man, I suppose, observed the Duke, after a long pause.

I should think so, replied Mr. Smoothington. At all events he seems inclined to spare no expense. Hes taken the whole of the Dukes Head.

Why, thats our house! exclaimed his Grace. How could Tucker ever let him in?  

Theres dinner ordered for six. Champagne in ice  wax candles and rose-water  saw the order myself, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Indeed! said the Duke, with a chuck of the head.

Feather bed atop of the mattress  seems a most particular gentleman, added Mr. Smoothington.

Well, what do you think is best to be done? asked the Duke, after conning the great placard. We must do something.

Upon my word its a critical position, replied Mr. Smoothington. A contests a disagreeable thing.

Monstrous disagreeable! exclaimed the Duke, with an emphasis.

This has the appearance of being an expensive one, observed Mr. Smoothington. Money seems no object. Public-houses opened, and ale flowing like water.

The expense is not the worst of it, replied the Duke. I dread the canvass! I dread the canvass!

They are nasty things, replied Mr. Smoothington.

Jeems is not strong, said the Duke. Jeems is not strong; might knock him up  might knock him up.

Very true, your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington.

Might get insulted, observed the Duke, thinking of the kissing he got from the fish-fag.

He might so, your Grace, assented Mr. Smoothington.

Do you think we could enlarge upon our address so as to meet the views of the League, and get rid of the opposition? asked the Duke, after a pause.

Let me see, your Grace, said Mr. Smoothington, producing a printed copy of the address.

You see theres very little in it, observed the Duke.

Very general, your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington, conning it over.

I said wed put as little in it as possible, you know, observed the Duke.

You did so, your Grace, assented Mr. Smoothington; and a very prudent and fortunate resolution it was.

The least said soonest mended, always, said his Grace.

The least said soonest mended, repeated Mr. Smoothington, working his hands.

Well, now, what do you think? asked the Duke, anxious to have something for his three guineas and chaise-hire.

There will be two points to consider, observed the man of law, after a pause; first, whether Mr. Bowker wants a seat in Parliament independently of the Corn Laws; and secondly, whether, by the Marquis of Bray declaring himself against the Corn Laws, he might not stir up an opposition from the landed interest.

Ha! said the Duke, I see. The first will be the difficulty  getting rid of Bowker; Im not afraid of an opposition among ourselves. Whos to do it? Whos to do it? We are popular  monstrous popular! I suppose, arnt we?  

Very popular indeed replied Mr. Smoothington.

I think if we could enlarge our liberality so as to satisfy the League, we might get rid of the opposition, observed the Duke. I really do added he.

Smoothington now saw which way the wind blew, and prepared to trim his sail accordingly.

If it hadnt been the League, we shouldnt have had an opposition, observed he.

Very true, replied the Duke, very true.

Get rid of the League  get rid of the opposition, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Perfectly correct, said the Duke; adding, accurate view  monstrous accurate view!

No time should be lost, observed Mr. Smoothington.

No time should be lost, repeated the Duke.

The thing is how to set about it, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Theres the difficulty, said the Duke.

If one knew anybody who knew this Bowker that one could set to sound him, observed Mr. Smoothington.

That would be the way,. said the Duke, but Im afraid thats not possible. London man  not likely to have any acquaintance down here.

You might go to him, said the Duke, with another address  similar to the one now in circulation, with the addition of a reference to Free Trade, and pretend that the omission was accidental, and say that you hope, as the Marquis of Bray and himself are quite of the same way of thinking, he will bow to his Lordships superior claims, and let him in without a contest.

Very good, replied Mr. Smoothington, looking at the Marquiss address, saying, where shall we add it?

Here in the second paragraph, said the Duke, reading It is, I trust, unnecessary for me to enter into any detailed explanation of the principles by which my public conduct will be governed. Suffice it to say they are those which have been maintained by my family throughout succeeding generations  the liberal improvements of our institutions, the enlargement and removal of every obstacle to the extension of our commercial prosperity, said the Duke. Dont name the Com Laws, said he; put it generally, and then the farmers wont be frightened. Then go on again as before. In those principles I have been educated, and it is upon my sincere attachment to them that I ground my claim to your support, concluded the Duke.

I understand your Grace, said Mr. Smoothington. Then I must wait upon Mr. Bowker with a copy of it?

Just so, said the Duke. Tell him either that the omission was accidental, or that we left it out for brevitys sake.

Ill do as your Grace desires, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Be civil to the man, you know, added the Duke.

Certainly, your Grace.

The sooner it is done the better, observed the Duke, applying his hand to the bell, saying at the same time Would you like a little refreshment?

Not any, I am much obliged to your Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington, tying up his papers.

Then order Mr. Smoothingtons carriage, said the Duke, as the servant answered the summons.

Despatch a messenger the moment you have anything to tell, said his Grace, shaking hands with Mr. Smoothington, as that gentleman took his leave.

Two shakes in one day.


CHAPTER XLII.
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WHEN CREEPING MURMUR, and the poring dark, 

Fill the wide vessel of the universe.



IT was turning dusk as Mr. Smoothington reached the hill above Sellborough on his way back from Donkeyton Castle, but the wind setting towards him, sounds of music and drunken revelry were borne on its wings.

Mr. Bowker had made a grand entry into the town at three oclock, amid the most enthusiastic demonstrations from the populace. They met his carriage at the turnpike gate, on what had been the London, but was now called the Smoke Station road, and, having taken the four panting posters from it, had drawn him through all the principal streets, preceded by numerous splendid banners, and two bands of music.

The honourable gentleman had made a most favourable impression. He was dressed in the height of the fashion  a mulberry-coloured frock-coat with a rolling velvet collar, and a velvet waistcoat of a few shades brighter colour than the coat; an extensive flowered satin cravat, with massive electrotype chained pins, fawn-coloured leathers, and Hessian boots. His touring excursions having supplied him with an abundant stock of health, he presented a very different appearance to what the generality of country people imagine a London merchant to be like.

Altogether, he created an indescribable sensation; and as he passed along, standing up in his barouche, bowing gracefully to the ladies, they waved their handkerchiefs, and declared he was a most charming man. Then, when he got to the Dukes Head, he appeared in the balcony of the drawing-room, and addressed them on the importance of the privilege they would soon be called upon to exercise. After alluding touchingly to the lamented death of Mr. Guzzlegoose, he called upon them to exercise the elective franchise in such a way as would be beneficial to themselves, their posterity, and their country at large, when the elegance of his manner, and the graceful flourishes of his lavender-colour kidded hand, carried all before it, and men, women, and children hurrahed, and shouted Bowker for ever!
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But when he came to expatiate on their wrongs, pointed out the injury they sustained by the operation of the Corn Laws, exposed their exclusive workings for the benefit of the landlords, and called upon them to support a candidate favourable to their immediate and total repeal, the enthusiasm of the mob knew no bounds, and every hand was held up in favour of Mr. Bowker Big-loaf Bowker, as he christened himself.

After partaking of some light refreshment, he then commenced his canvass, amid the ringing of bells, the rolling of drums, the twanging of horns, and the shouts of the populace; and if unregistered promises could have brought him in, Mr. Bowker would certainly have been member for the county.

Thus he spent the day  shaking hands  praising and admiring the children, chucking damsels under the chin  promising all things to all men. At length, tired of the din and flurry of the proceedings, Mr. Bowker was glad when five oclock came; and with his old friend Mr. St. Julien Sinclair, and his committee, Mr. Lishman, a bankrupt baker, Mr. Grace, an insolvent painter, Mr. Moss, a radical schoolmaster, and Mr. Noble, a sold-off farmer, he left the streets to enjoy the evening repast at the Dukes Head. The landlord, Mr. Tucker, in a white waistcoat, followed by his waiter and boots in their best apparel, met the distinguished guests at the door, and conducted them to the drawingroom.

Mr. Bowker, after begging to be excused a few minutes while he went and washed his hands (a thing his committee never thought of doing), retired to his bedroom, and made a perfect revision of his costume. When he returned he was in an evening dress, smart blue coat with club buttons and velvet collar and cuffs, white neckcloth, superbly embroidered waistcoat, with black silk tights, and buckled shoes. He dangled a pair of primrose-coloured kid gloves in his hand.  

We may as well ring for dinner, observed the florid swell, entering the drawing-room, and surveying the seedy crew sitting round. He gave a pull that sounded through the house.

The dinner was quickly served, and as quickly despatched by the hungry guests, several of whom had not tasted meat for a week. Champagne, hock, claret, sparkled on the board, and was swallowed by some whose stomachs were much more accustomed to beer.

As evening shades made the sherry indistinguishable from the port or claret, and Mr. Tucker, in obedience to the Squire of Whetstone Parks summons, was bearing a branching candelabra through the passage on his way upstairs, Mr. Smoothington arrived at the door of the hotel, and begged Mr. Tucker to carry his card up to Mr. Bowker.

Accordingly that functionary did so.

Smoothington! said Bill, glancing at the gilt-edged pasteboard with the easy indifference of a man accustomed to callers. Smoothington! who is he?  

Smoothington! exclaimed the bankrupt baker and sold-off farmer, each of whom were undergoing Mr. Smoothingtons polite attentions.

Is he an elector? inquired Bill, considering whether he should see him.

Hes the Duke of Donkeytons solicitor, replied mine host.  

Indeed! observed Mr. Bowker; adding, show him into a room, and Ill ring and let you know when its convenient for me to see him.

Yes, sir, said Mr. Tucker.

Help yourselves, gentlemen, said Mr. Bowker, filling Lis glass, and passing the bottle.

Wed better cut our sticks, I think, observed the baker, significantly, to the Corn-Law ruined farmer.

I think so too, replied the latter.

And Ill go with you, added Mr. Grace, the insolvent painter, who lived in a house belonging to the Duke. -

Oh no, gentlemen, said Bill, dont disturb yourselves  dont disturb yourselves  Ill receive Mr. Smoothington in the other room.

Well go there! exclaimed all three well go there! thinking to avoid meeting Mr. Smoothington on the stairs.

Take a bottle of wine with you! said Bill, pushing the port towards them.

Thank ye  wed prefer glasses and pipes, observed Mr. Lishman.

Ah, you are the right sort, I see, replied Bill; nothing like baccy.

They all then bundled out.

Just put the table right, and take these dirty plates away, said Mr. Bowker, as the landlord answered the expected summons.

Now, give a couple of clean glasses, and tell Mr. Smoothington I shall be happy to see him, said Bill, twirling the card about.

Mr. Smoothingtons creaking boots presently sounded on the stairs as he ascended two steps at a time. Another moment, and he was bowing and scraping in the room.

Mr. Smoothington, I believe, said Mr. Bowker, rising and bowing to the stranger.

The same, replied the man of law, making one of his best Donkey ton Castle bows, and laying his hand on his heart.

Pray, be seated, said Mr. Bowker; pray, be seated, said he, laying his hand on the back of the chair, by the clean glasses and plate.

Mr. Smoothington put his hat under the chair, and obeyed the injunction.

Take a glass of wine, said Mr. Bowker, passing the bottle across. Thats claret without the label; youll find it better than the port.  

Thank you, sir, said Mr. Smoothington, helping himself to the claret.

Confound these country inns, observed Mr. Bowker, theyve no notion of doing things properly. Only fancy! they sent up champagne without being iced!

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Smoothington.

Did, pon honour, said Bill, with a shake of the head. The clarets not what it should be, but the landlord says its the best he can give. Im sorry I can offer you no better dessert than these filberts and biscuits, added he; but to tell you the truth, Ive had the misfortune to lose my footman and part of my luggage.

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Smoothington, with a look of concern.

Hes either left behind at a station, or carried past the right one; at all events, when I wanted him he was not to be found. The worst of it is, added Bill, he had a couple of pine-apples and some fine grapes, that my gardener  poor fellow  thought would be a treat for me in the country.

Indeed! rejoined Mr. Smoothington; that is a loss; as much as to say, the footman was nothing.

Why, it is a loss, as things stand, said Bill, for I should have liked to have offered you a slice. As for myself, I care nothing about them; but we are supposed to grow the finest in England.

You are very kind, Im sure, replied Mr. Smoothington; adding, have you much glass?

Three houses, I think, said Bill; three pineries  thats to say, three vineries; peach-house or two. But I care very little about a garden.

Pay more attention to your park, perhaps, observed Mr. Smoothington.

Ay, there you have it! said Bill, brightening up; there you have it, repeated he. My friend, Lord Scampington, pays me the compliment of saying Ive the finest venison in England.

Have you indeed? exclaimed Mr. Smoothington, who dearly loved the cut of a haunch, particularly when he could get a glass of Burgundy after it.

Help yourself, said Mr. Bowker, pushing the bottles towards him, thinking his friend would want something to wash the lies he was telling him down with. Mr. Smoothington did as desired. Pending the gulp which followed, he bethought him of business.

I hope you are not tired with the exertion of your canvass, observed Mr. Smoothington, rubbing hand over hand.

Why, not tired, said Bill, with an air of indifference; not tired-r-rather bored.

You are on the Repeal interest, I perceive, said Mr. Smoothington.

Repeal decidedly, replied Bill. By the way, did you see my little English and big American loaf dangling from the balcony as you came in?

It was dusk, replied Mr. Smoothington; and there was a great crowd about.

Looking at it, I dare say, said Bill. The best dodge yet.

The Corn Laws must be repealed, observed Mr. Smoothington; every thinking man must be satisfied of that. I think, however, it is rather a pity for two champions to start in the same cause when only one can come in.

How so! exclaimed Mr. Bowker; adding, what! is there another Richard in the field?

The Marquis of Bray and yourself, observed Mr. Smoothington.

The Marquis of Brays the other way, replied Mr. Bowker.

Pardon me, rejoined Mr. Smoothington.

He wouldnt declare himself, at all events, observed Bill, and we politicians generally consider those that are not for us are against us.

It was partly out of delicacy to the memory of Mr.

Guzzlegoose, and partly a mistake of mine! observed Mr. Smoothington.

How so? asked Bill, filling himself a bumper, and passing the bottle.  

Why, I prepared his Lordships address, the draft of which I now produce, said Mr. Smoothington, diving into the back pocket of his coat, and producing some ominous red-taped papers. In this draft, as you will perceive, continued he, opening it out, distinct allusion is made to all restrictions on trade, including, of course, the Corn Laws; but, by an unfortunate clerical error, that important sentence was omitted, and the bill printed and posted without  

Thats very odd, observed Mr. Bowker; adding, shows great inattention on   

I was called away at the moment to attend a relation who was dying, interrupted Mr. Smoothington.

Well, but why didnt the Marquis answer the League letters? asked Bill; adding, great body of that sort is entitled to respect, even from a Marquis.

That was a pity, certainly, replied Mr Smoothington. If I had been at home it would have been otherwise. These young men, you see, are unused to business  inattentive. I can answer for it, however, that not the slightest disrespect was meant to the League.

Hum! considered Bill.

It certainly seems a pity, continued Mr Smoothington, that two candidates of the same opinions should offer themselves for the same seat; to say nothing of the probability, hay, certainty, of the Tories putting up a man, and getting it from them.

Im not afraid of the Tories, replied Bill; as a party they are contemptible against the League.

Single-handed, they are, I dare say, agreed Mr. Smoothington; but if the League interest is split, a very small party will defeat it.  

True! observed Mr. Bowker, seeing how the thing would cut. Well, then, the best thing will be for the Marquis of Bray to retire, added he; can be no difficulty about that, you know.

Except that the Marquiss interest has always been paramount in the county.

Time there was a change then, observed Bill. The Reform Bill ought to have put all that right.

Im afraid I could hardly advise the Marquis to retire, observed Mr. Smoothington, after a long pause.

You can hardly expect me to do it, I think, after all the expense Ive incurred, replied Mr. Bowker.

Perhaps we could accommodate matters, suggested, Mr. Smoothington, helping himself to the proffered bottles. The Duke has great interest in the neighbouring borough of Swillington, and a dissolution cant be far off; his interest there might return you comfortably for a long session, without trouble or expense.

Mr. Bowker sat silent, apparently considering the matter.

County representations are very troublesome, observed Mr. Smoothington; people never done asking  schools, churches, hospitals, infirmaries, races, plays, farces, devilments of all sorts  no gratitude either. At Swillington theres nothing but a dinner, and a guinea a-head to the voters; five hundred pounds would do it.

I should still lose all the expenses I have been at here, observed Mr. Bowker.

That could be accommodated too, replied Mr. Smoothington.

Consider the trouble, though, bristled Mr. Bowker.

What can compensate me for my trouble, mental anxiety, and so on?

True! assented Mr. Smoothington, unable to price it.

Separation from family, urged Mr. Bowker.

Very true, replied Mr. Smoothington.

Leaving ones own comfortable home for a filthy frowsy inn, where they havent even the common decency, I may almost say, necessary of life, ice for champagne.

This, I fear, is beyond the reach of our control, observed Mr. Smoothington, rolling his hands over and over.

Money cant put that right, said Mr. Bowker.

Mr. Smoothington shook his head. Its an unfortunate thing that the Marquis and you should have come in collision, said he.

It is, said Mr. Bowker, most unfortunate.

The Duke is a most amiable person, observed Mr. Smoothington; so is the Duchess; youd like them if you knew them.  

Faith, Im not a great man for the nobility, observed Mr. Bowker. Am very much of an old friend of mines way of thinking; who says that they first try to make towels, and then dish-clouts of one.

The Duke of Donkeyton doesnt, replied Mr. Smoothington; hes always the same.

Good fellow, is he? asked Mr. Bowker.

Very, replied Mr. Smoothington.

And the Marquis, whats he like? asked Mr. Bowker.

Very fine young man, said Mr. Smoothington.

Indeed! mused Mr. Bowker.

Perhaps youd go over with me and talk to the Marquis? observed Mr. Smoothington, after a pause.

Why, I dont know, replied Mr. Bowker; I dare say we can do all he could.

No doubt, rejoined Mr. Smoothington; no doubt. The Duke will ratify whatever I do.

You are his factotum, I suppose, observed Mr. Bowker.

The Duke does nothing without consulting me, replied Mr. Smoothington, with a self-complacent smile.

Its an awkward business, mused Mr. Bowker; commenced my canvass  extremely popular  great disappointment  enormous expense.

The expense should be no object, replied Mr. Smoothington, if you could only get over the rest.

Mr. Bowker meditated.

Nay, I dont want to drive a hard bargain, at length said he, with an air of indifference.

Its only right you should not be out of pocket, replied Mr. Smoothington; indeed, I should consider it my duty to see that you were not, the mistake having originated partly with myself.

Well, said Mr. Bowker, again helping himself, and passing the bottle, your proposition appears reasonable  fair, I may say.

I am glad you think so, replied Mr. Smoothington; there is only one way of dealing with gentlemen like you.

Let me see, said Mr. Bowker, rubbing his hands; it is that the Duke returns me for Swillington at the general election, and pays my present expenses  thats to say, up to to-night?

Ill agree to that on behalf of his Grace, replied Mr. Smoothington, bowing and helping himself.

It may save trouble, said Bill, if I take a sum down. There are expenses in town as well as here, added he.

As you please, replied Mr. Smoothington. What shall we say?

Put it in at your own figure, said Bill, with a shrug of the shoulders, and an air of indifference. A thousand! say a thousand! added he.

This was a good deal more than Mr. Smoothington expected; but coming from a man with three pineries, and the best venison going, he thought it better to close than to haggle; especially as he was dealing for a Duke.

Agreed, said Mr. Smoothington.

Help yourself, said Mr. Bowker, again passing the bottle, and drink success to the Marquis of Bray. Mr. Bowker drank it in a bumper.

His lordship will be much flattered when I tell him the compliment youve paid him, said Mr. Smoothington, filling his glass and doing the same.

You may as well give me a cheque for the money to-night, said Bill, and let me get out of this noisy place before they resume their racket in the morning.

With all my heart, replied Mr. Smoothington, thinking he had better clench the bargain and get an agreement of resignation at the same time. Pens, ink, and paper being then produced, Mr. Smoothington filled up a cheque for the required sum, and took a memorandum of the agreement from Mr. Bowker, who got a duplicate signed by Mr. S., on behalf of the Duke of Donkey ton.

Exulting in his diplomacy, Mr. Smoothington shortly after backed out of the room, not, however, without receiving a pressing invitation from Bill to visit him at Whetstone Park.

With a somewhat swimming head, Mr. Smoothington descended the inn stairs; and, after ordering an express to come to his house, as soon as he could get ready, he sat down at his desk at home to write his letter to Donkeyton Castle just as the market-place clock chimed midnight.


CHAPTER XLIII.
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THUS FAR OUR fortune keeps an onward course, 

And we are graced with wreaths of victory.



 SHAKSPEAKE.



MR SMOOTHINGTON felt as if he had performed the greatest feat in his life. Single-handed, he had saved the county from a contest. Thus he announced the victory to the Duke:  

MY LORD DUKE,  I have the honour to acquaint you that, after a long interview with Mr. Bowker, I have at length succeeded in inducing that gentleman to retire from the contest.

I found him most genteel, affable, and urbane; but his ambition of obtaining a seat in Parliament, and the great expense he had already incurred, together with the popularity he had acquired, made him reluctant to lose his hold upon the electors. After, however, pressing upon his consideration the similarity of the Marquis of Brays (amended) political opinions and his own, together with your lordships old family claims upon the county, Mr. Bowker, in the most gentlemanly manner, consented to retire, on the understanding that your lordship affords him your interest at Swillington, at the general election, and pays the costs of the day. These, to save trouble, and for the sake of round numbers, he has put down at one thousand pounds, be the same more or less, for which sum I have given him a cheque on my banker, and I now most sincerely trust that the Marquis of Bray may succeed to the seat of his ancestors without further let, suit, trouble, molestation, hindrance, or delay.

I have the honour to subscribe myself, my Lord Duke, with the greatest respect, your much obliged and very humble servant,  



PETER SMOOTHINGTON, 

Sellborough.



To the most noble the Duke of Donkeyton, 

Donkeyton Castle.



IMMEDIATE. BY EXPRESS. ONE OCLOCK IN THE MORNING.

His lordship had retired to rest at his usual hour, hoping to drown in sleep the painful subject that had occupied the Duchesss and his attention since Mr. Smoothingtons departure, having first given orders to Binks to send up any letter that might arrive the moment it came. Sleep, however, was banished from his eyelids. The horrible phantom of a monstrous bloated citizen passed continually before his vision, and BOWKER FOR EVER sounded in his ears.

Sometimes, when just dropping off asleep, he fancied himself in the clutches of the fish-fag, and his efforts to disengage himself awoke him. Twelve, one, two, three, and four oclock, he successively heard strike, and he began to long for daylight. Towards five, just as he really was likely to succeed, a little, gentle tapping, that could hardly awake a mouse, sounded through the thick oak door, and, in obedience to the Dukes Come in! Jeanette, the Duchesss pretty little French maid, tripped noiselessly into the room, and, by the aid of the rush-light, deposited Mr. Smoothingtons letter on the table at the bedside. The Duke was presently at it.

Bravo! exclaimed the Duke, as he read the first sentence, announcing that Mr. Smoothington had succeeded in inducing Mr, Bowker to retire.

Thats a good job, said he, however.

He then proceeded with the rest of the letter.

Very good! said he, very good! well done indeed  monstrously well done, said he, reading the borough arrangement and the thousand pounds. Smoothingtons managed that well. So saying, the Duke lit the wax-candles in the dressing-room, and forthwith proceeded to exercise his gratitude by the following letter to his conjurer:  

DEAR SIR,  I beg to return you the Duchess of Donkeytons and my very best thanks for the admirable arrangement you have effected with Mr. Bowker. We ratify it in every respect. I enclose an order on Moneyboys & Co for fifteen hundred pounds, begging your acceptance of the five hundred. With respect, sir, I have the pleasure to be, your obedient servant, DONKEYTON.

Having directed and sealed this, the Duke rang his bell, and, after desiring that the messenger might have it, he turned into bed, and slept like a top until twelve.

This being the second time within the four-and-twenty hours that the bow-legged postboy and rat-tailed roan had been at the Castle, the former thought it necessary to refresh his inward man very considerably; and he drank so much strong ale that he was greatly indebted to his horses discernment for getting him home. He was stupidly drunk. Daylight, fresh air, and the ride made him staring drunk. He looked like an owl. Great placards met his eyes at intervals as he went, but all he could settle respecting them was that they were not signs. Gradually his vision improved, and his mind began toying with the letters. The placards were all alike, and the frequency of their appearance so far familiarised him with them, that he blurted out on tumbling from his horse in the inn-yard, Great fat Duke o Donkeyton total repealer.

After comers saw more clearly. It was market-day at Sellborough, and consternation was depicted on the farmers faces as they entered the town, and the ominous placard  



A GREAT FACT!



THE DUKE OF DONKEYTON  



TOTAL REPEALER, met their gaze at every turn. The League again were prodigal of paper.

The farmers stared, and asked each other what it could mean. It must be a hoax  it could not be true. The Duke, the bulk of whose income was derived from land, would never cut his own throat. One thought one thing, another another.  

Mr. Smoothington, like the Duke, indulged in a good snooze after his over-night exertions; and the morning was far spent ere in the progress of his shave his eye met one of the enormous placards on the opposite wall  



GREAT FACT!



THE DUKE OF DONKEYTON

A 

TOTAL REPEALER!



Smoothington was horror-struck. He saw the error he had committed. He stared and stared and could not finish his shave; knocks sounded at his door, and rings pealed at his bell; and when he got downstairs, he found the passage and clerks office crammed full of farmers. Just then the bill-sticker went by with his paste-can and pole, putting up the Marquiss amended address. Boys were distributing it in hand-bills about the streets, and shouts of Bowker for ever! Big-loaf Bowker! still sounded in the streets, as open houses closed their accounts by turning the topers out of doors. Mr. Bowker had taken his departure soon after the bank opened, leaving the English and American loaves dangling from the inn balcony. The drunken, frantic violence of the debauched town populace contrasted with the sober staidness of the farmers.

Some people may fancy farmers simple fools; but where self-interest is concerned, they are quite as sharp as their neighbours. To be sure, they do sometimes make absurd propositions to their landlords, but that is more a sign of their thinking their landlords fools than of their being so themselves. Did any landlord ever know a tenant make a proposition that would tell against himself?

Mr. Smoothington could not humbug the farmers. He could not make them believe that the Marquiss fresh address had nothing to do with the League placard, or with Mr. Bowkers departure. Moreover, being plain-spoken men, they frankly told him so.

The market commenced, and the effect these proceedings had upon the prices will be best understood by the following extract from that excellent agricultural paper, The Mark Lane Express.

SELLBOROUGH.  Our market was well supplied with wheat, for which the farmers expected high prices; but owing to the unexpected announcement of the Duke of Donkeytons accession to the Corn-Law League (proclaimed by large placards throughout the town before the market commenced) a panic ensued, and it could hardly be got off at any price. Barley, oats, beans, and peas shared a similar depression.

It so happened that this was the monthly meeting day of the farmers club, when they dined together, smoked, drank, and discussed farming topics. There was a large muster of the body towards two oclock, at the sign of the Bulls Head. The subject fixed for discussion How much more potent lime was when supplied by the landlord than when found by the tenant?  was forgotten altogether in the excitement caused by the announcement of the morning. Mr. Heavytail was chairman of the day, and entered the room in a high state of perturbation, caused by the untoward depression of prices. His voice was heard upstairs before he had well got into the passage below.

AR NIVER KNEW SUCH A THING IN ALL MY LIFE! FOLKS

ARE ALL GONE MAD TOGETHER! HAVENT TAKEN AS MUCH MONEY AS WILL PAY MY GATES!

Johnny Wopstraw came -in, greatcoated and overalled as usual, with his canvas sample bag in his hand, declaring Upon the who-o-le, he was ruined!

Haycock of Hazledean, Farbridge of Cow Gate, Snewkes of Heckley Heath, Brick of Dobble Heath, Brick of Rushley, Clotworthy of Woolley Grange, Dick Grumbleton of Hawkstone, and some twenty others, all declared the same thing. Murmur rose above murmur, till the joints got upon the table, and the meat stopped their mouths. Heavytail was hid behind a baron of beef. The clatter of knives, forks, and plates, the callings for ale and beer, and the thanking each other for further supplies, stopped the grumbling for a time.

The cloth being drawn, and the favourite beverage of each man placed before him  wine to the wine drinker, spirit and water to the humbler  Mr. Heavytail rose and gave the Health of the Queen in a tone that plainly told how depressed he was. Her Majestys health having been drunk, Heavytail presently rose again, and in his usual stentorian voice, exclaimed  

UPON MY WORD, GENTLEMEN, IM SO TROUBLED IN MY MIND, THAT I CANNOT GO ON AS I SHOULD. I THINK I NEVER HEARD SUCH A THING IN MY LIFE, AS FOR A NOBLEMAN LIKE THE

DUKE OF DONKEYTON  A MAN THAT HALF THE COUNTY

BELONGS TO  TO GO AND JOIN A DIRTY RUBBISHIN RADICAL

SET OF DIVILS, WITH SCARCE A COAT TO THEIR BACKS (applause). OH DEAR, IM BAD, continued Heavytail, panting for breath, and pressing his stomach with his left hand. I THINK, continued he, in his roar GENTLEMEN, ID BETTER GET THROUGH MY TOASTS, AND THEN WE CAN

TALK THE MATTER QUIETLY OVER; SO ILL PROPOSE THE HEALTHS OF PRINCE ALBERT,

ALBERT, PRINCE OF WALES,

ALL THE YOUNG UNS,

THE QUEEN DOWAGER, AND ALL THE REST OF THE ROYAL FAMILY; with which comprehensive toast Mark sat down.

Farmers then began laying their heads together in knots of threes and fours. Some thought one thing, some another. All agreed they could not compete with foreigners.

IVE PUT TWENTY THOUSAND DRAININ TILES UNDERGROUND THIS YEAR, observed the chairman; AND WILL ANY MAN

TELL ME THAT IM NOT CONSARNED IN THE QUESTION?

Upon the who-o-o-le, observed Johnny Wopstraw, I think the farmers are the most so.

And the labourers! rejoined Mr. Clotworthy of Wooley Grange. I employ upon an average eight men upon every hundred acres of arable land, winter and summer; and I should like to know Low many I should want if it was all in grass.

WE MUST HAVE A MAN THATLL PROTECT US! observed Mr. Heavytail from the presidential chair.

So we will, so we will! exclaimed several; and thereupon glasses began to dance, and spoons to clatter on the table, with the applause the observation called forth.

More wine, more spirit, and pipes, were then called for.

WE MUST SHOW FIGHT, OR THEYLL FLOOR US! observed the oracle again.

We will, we will! exclaimed several, amid renewed applause.

Such a man as Squire Wheatfield, or Mr. Hay of the Mount, observed Mr. Brick of Rushley.

Squire Wheatfield dont farm, replied Mr. Farbridge.

Squire Hay dont either, said Mr. Brick of Dobble Heath.

Several other Squires were then talked of: Haycock named his landlord; but the proposition did not meet with much success. Snewkes named another, Brick a third, and Dick Grumbleton objected to them all.

I think, upon the who-o-o-le, we must have Mr. Jorrocks, observed Johnny Wopstraw.

Great applause followed the observation.

Mr. Jorrocks next day having got up very early to write an ode to his Bull, was interrupted by the constable coming to say that two men had quarrelled and fought, and each wanted to lay a charge of assault against the other.

Quarrelled and fought! what about? exclaimed our Squire, darting an angry glance at the intruder.

About  about  nothing, I think, said the constable.

Humph! grunted Mr. Jorrocks. Theyll both be in the wrong, I spose? added he.

Indeed, I dont know, sir, replied the constable; they both think themselves in the right at the present time.

Thats jest wot conwinces me they are both in the wrong, rejoined the Justice, thinking how he could get rid of the case without bothering himself.

Tell em, said he, after a pause, to go to the public-ouse, the Jorrockss Harms, and drink a pint o hale together, and try to make it hup; and if they cant, to come back here, and Ill commit em both.

Yes, sir, said the constable.

Send em to the Sessions, added Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes, sir, replied the constable.

And bind you over to persecute, continued Mr. Jorrocks.

Yes, sir, replied the constable, with a duck of the head.

Troublesome dogs, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself; theyre always fightin.

Please, sir, heres Mr. Goodeart wants to speak to you, said Benjamin, entering the sanctum with his usual hang-gallows look, just as Mr. Jorrocks was resuming his poem.

Mr. Goodheart, Binjimin! exclaimed the Squire, starting up. Ive not seen Mr. Goodeart these six weeks. Show him in.

Presently the venerable old man made his appearance, drooping with the weight of years.

Vell, Mr. Goodeart, and ow are you? asked Mr. Jorrocks, in a cheerful tone.

Thank ye, sir, Im middlin  canna complain  not so strong as I was, praps  am rather gettin on in years you see  Im turned of seventy-two.

Well, but thats nothin, observed Mr. Jorrocks.

Why, no, sir; its not, sir, replied Goodheart; but we are nabbut a short-lived family, you see. My father was cut off in the prime of life at eighty-two.

Poor young man! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; adding, come, sit down, and tell us all about it. Youll be wanting some fifth o George the Fourth, I presume.

No, sir, replied Willey, not knowing what the Squire meant.

Your rent raised, then, praps, suggested Mr. Jorrocks, acting on Piggs recommendation of anticipating complaints.

No, deed do I not, sir, replied Goodheart, with emphasis; us farmers, I think, will all be ruined. 

Vots appened now? asked Mr. Jorrocks. They harnt been a firin of your stack-yard, ave they?

Far worse than that! far worse than that! exclaimed Goodheart. Ive been readin in the Grampound Gun of a thing they call a League, for takin the duty off French corn.

Ah! said Mr. Jorrocks, smiling, youve read up to that, ave you? recollecting Willey was always a year or two in arrear with news.

To think, continued Willey, of my ever livin to see such a thing as the French and English on such terms. I, that hate the French, so that I would never eat a French roll or grow French beans in my garden. Why, sir, I was a volunteer in the times of Bonaparte.

So was I! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. So was I! repeated he, in the City LightOss.

But you mustnt allow it, observed Willey, thinking a magistrate could do anything. You must speak about it,

 added he. Whats the use of your being a magistrate if you cant stop such work as that?

I fear it vont come within the fifth of George the Fourth, observed Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself.

Please, sir, said Benjamin, coming in again, heres Mr.Eavytail and some more gentlemen want to see you.

More gentlemen! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. It must be the ball they want to see! Confound, that hanimals werry expensive. Cost me a hocean o sherry. Shall have to get some Marsala.

Tell Mr. Tail and the genlmen, said Mr. Jorrocks to Benjamin, that Im partickler engaged  inwestigatin a dreadful bugglary  but the Markisll be appy to see them, and you go and show him  or get Pigg, if yoûre afeard hell toss you again.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin, taking his departure.

Please, sir, Mr. Wopstraw says, upon the who-o-ole, its you they want to see, said Benjamin, entering the room and imitating Wopstraw.  

Cuss the chaps, muttered Mr. Jorrocks; adding, I never ave a moment to myself. Yell, send them in, said he in disgust.

YOUR SARVANT, SIR, roared Heavytail, entering the room, followed by Wopstraw, the Bricks, Snewkes, Grumbleton, Haycock, Clotworthy, and a whole host more.

Good mornin, gentlemen, said Mr. Jorrocks, astonished at the number; Im afeard youll hardly get chairs, added he, looking round the room.

NEVER MIND, SIR, WE CAN STAND, roared Heavytail. WEVE COME TO SEE YOU ABOUT THIS PARLIAMENT BUSINESS.

Humph, grunted Mr. Jorrocks; and who are you for? asked he.

You! roared Heavytail.

ME! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks. Ah, I twig, added he. You mean youre willin to wote as I wote. All right and proper  much obleged to you.

No, sir, observed Wopstraw. We think, upon the who-o-ole, well have you for Parliament man!

Me for Parliament man! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; ow can that be? The Markis is to be Parliament man.

HE WONT DO FOR US FARMERS! roared Heavytail, producing the Marquiss amended address.

I twig, said Mr. Jorrocks. Goes against the Corn Laws.

Upon the who-o-ole, we must have a man thats for them, observed Wopstraw.

THERES BEEN MEETINGS OF THE FARMERS ALL OVER THE COUNTY, roared Heavytail, AND THEYRE ALL FOR YOU.

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, thats werry purlite on em; and wholl pay the shot? Parluments an expensive shop.

WELL ALL POLL AT OUR OWN EXPENSE, roared Heavy-tail.

Ay, but the pollin arnt the great damage. Livin in London; givin of dinners; bespeakin of plays in the country, and I dont know what else.

Upon the who-o-ole, we think, as you have a house up in London, you can do it cheaper nor anybody else.

Yell, said Mr. Jorrocks, but its an enormous sacrifice you are a callin on me to make. Consider ow appy I am in the country, tendin my flocks and erds, guanoin and nitrate o soberin my land, and all that sort of thing.

BUT THEBES A DEAL OF HONOUR IN IT, roared Heavytail. No doubt, replied Mr. Jorrocks; no doubt, repeated he; and so there should  and so there should be; but honour, you know, may be bought too dear.

Well, but its no use argufyin the matter, observed one of the Bricks; for you weve fixed upon, and you well have.

Yell, but, observed Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause, youve taken me all aback  youve taken me all aback  thought youd come for to see my noble ball  theres a deal to consider  theres a deal to consider  Mrs. Jorrocks to consult  Mrs. Jorrocks to consult  consult Mrs. Jorrocks.

THERES NO TIME TO LOSE, roared Heavytail. LET THE MARQUIS GET A START, AND ITS ALL OVER WITH US.

You MAY GIVE YOUR LAND AWAY, IF YOU CAN GET ANYBODY TO TAKE IT, THATS TO SAY.

Oh dear, exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, that would be a bad go  that would be a bad go. Get little enough as it is. Howsomever, you must give me a leetle time to consider; meanwhile, take a valk, and see the ball, and Mrs. J.s bantams, and all that sort of thing. Then come back, and have a leetle sherry and seed cake, or something of that sort, and we will talk the matter quietly over, for I declare youve taken me so by surprise, I dont know vether Im standin on my ead or my eels.


CHAPTER XLIV.
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BRING ME NO more reports.



PEOPLE in castles hear differently to the world at large. The real truth seldom penetrates When the whole country was in a state of ferment at the appearance of the Leagues great fact bill, and the Marquis of Brays address, the Duke, ensconced within his park walls, fancied all was over and quiet, and that the Marquis had nothing to do but walk quietly in.

On the day following the issuing of the bill, his Grace took a saunter up to the model farm to give directions for some new experiments on nature, and hear the result of some recently made. Mr. Jobson had notice of his coming, and the whole establishment were full fig to receive him. Mrs. Jobson had her lavender-coloured silk curtains unbagged, and the drawing-room arranged in apple-pie order, in case his Grace should condescend to take a little refreshment.

The important experiments being discussed, the Duke, still full of his admirable diplomacy in putting so little into the Marquiss address as to enable him to get rid of Mr. Bowker by a little enlargement of it, could not resist the temptation of saying a few words relative to the late threatened contest.

All quiet again now, I suppose, observed he to Mr. Jobson, since that Mr. Bowker took himself off?

I hope so, your Grace, hesitated Mr. Jobson.

What, is there any doubt about it? exclaimed the Duke. Is there any doubt about it? repeated he, alarmed at Jobsons manner.

Oh no, your Grace, replied Mr. Jobson; at least, I dare say not; what we hear are most likely lies  in fact, it does not do to believe everything one hears.

But are there any reports current? asked the Duke.

Why, there are reports, certainly, stammered Mr. Jobson, finding the Duke was ignorant of the feeling of the county; but I cant trace them to any good authority.

What are they? asked the Duke impatiently. What are they? repeated he.

Why, Ive heard that the farmers threaten an opposition, faltered Mr. Jobson.

Farmers threaten an opposition! exclaimed the Duke. Thats something new. Thatll not do, I think, added he; not against the Marquis of Bray, at least.

Thats what I think, observed Mr. Jobson.

Ridiculous! observed the Duke; monstrous ridiculous. We are popular, I suppose? monstrous popular?

Extremely popular, replied Mr. Jobson; adding, it would be very extraordinary if your Grace was not so.

Well, I think so too, replied the Duke. I think so too. But tell me, who do they talk of? Who do they talk of?

I have heard two or three named, replied Mr. Jobson. Captain Bluster, I think, seems the most likely man.

Bluster! Captain Bluster! exclaimed the Duke. Why, thats the man with the whiskers on his chin  the man I made a magistrate of.

You did, your Grace, replied Mr. Jobson.

Impudent dog! said the Duke to himself.

I gave him a bull too! added the Duke, after a pause. No, your Grace  Mr. Jorrocks was the gentleman your Grace gave the bull to, observed Mr. Jobson.

True, replied the Duke, true  Jorrocks is the man I gave the bull to  Jorrocks is a good fellow  Jorrocks is a gentleman  Blusters a blackguard  Blusters a blackguard. Impudent fellow  monstrous impudent fellow.

Do you really think theres any truth in it? asked the Duke after a pause.

Upon my word I dont know, your Grace, replied Mr.

Jobson, anxious to soothe, but hardly daring to deceive. Upon my word I dont know, repeated Jobson. We live in queer times, your Grace.

We do indeed, replied the Duke we do indeed; that cursed Reform Bill turned the world upside down  always told Russell and Durham, and all of them, that they were going far too far. Well, it cant be helped, added he resignedly, after a pause it cant be helped. If they prefer Bluster to Jeems, they must have Bluster. So saying the Duke turned from the model farm in disgust, and, letting himself into the paik through the little green door in the wall, wandered musingly homeward, without doing Mrs. Jobson the honour of calling on her.

He had not been long gone ere the news arrived at the model farm that Mr. Jorrocks had acceded to the wishes of the farmers, and was about to declare himself for the county.

Anxious that the Duke should have the earliest information he could give him on so vital a point, Mr. Jobson ordered his hack to be saddled, and followed the line his Grace had taken across the park.

He soon overtook him.

Your Grace! exclaimed Mr. Jobson, reining up his thoroughbred, and taking off his hat. Your Grace, repeated he, Ive just heard that Mr. Jorrocks is the gentleman whos coming forward for the county!

Mr. Jorrocks! exclaimed the Duke; Mr. Jorrocks! Thats the man with the whiskers on his chin.

No, your Grace, replied Jobson; the man with the bull; Blusters the man with the whiskers on his chin.

Ah, true! exclaimed the Duke, the man I gave the bull to. The man I made a magistrate of, eh?

Your Grace made magistrates of them both, observed Jobson.

So I did, replied the Duke, so I did. And do you say that that Jorrocks, the man I gave the bull to  the man who cant speak English, is going to have the effrontery to oppose the Marquis of Bray?

So they say, your Grace. Hes the man they call the sleeping partner in Mother Hs, added Jobson, with a grin  Jobson having a cross of the cockney himself.

Audacious dog! exclaimed the Duke. Then its Jorrocks, not Bluster? added his Grace, conning the matter over.

Jorrocks, not Bluster, replied Jobson, with an emphasis on Jorrocks.

Ah, I thought it wouldnt be Bluster, observed the Duke. Blusters a good fellow. Blusters a gentleman. Jorrocks is a blackguard! Jorrocks is a blackguard!

Jobson stood silent by the side of his hack.



Its a nuisance, said the Duke, after a long pause; monstrous nuisance; may involve Jeems in a nasty beery canvass.

It may so, your Grace, replied Mr. Jobson.

Couldnt we get rid of this man Jorrocks somehow? suggested the Duke; hell most likely have his price, added he, thinking of Bowker and the thousand.

We might try him, replied Mr. Jobson..

You might ride over and sound him, said the Duke. Put it to his good feeling not to annoy parties who have been so civil and condescending to him. Talk about the bull I gave him, the dinners hes had here, the honours Ive conferred upon him. Tell him I hope hell not give me cause to suppose I have fostered a viper in my bosom.

I will so, your Grace, replied Mr. Jobson. Ill do all I can.

The sooner the better, observed the Duke.

Ill go directly, said Mr. Jobson, preparing to mount.

Tell him hes not fit for anything of the sort, said the Duke, as Jobson mounted.

I will, your Grace, replied the obsequious Jobson.

You might try him with a deputy lieutenantcy, if you cant get rid of him without, added the Duke, as Mr. Jobson bowed and rode away.


CHAPTER XLV.
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OH, MONSTROUS BEAST! how like a swine he lies!



TIRED with the exertions of a long days canvass, Mr. Jorrocks had seated himself in an easy chair, to enjoy a bottle of strong military port, of recent emancipation from the wood, when Mr. Jobsons noisy peal at the bell threw him into alarm.

Cuss them, eres some more on em a comin, exclaimed he, bolting upright, half resolved not to be at home.

Please, sir, heres Mr. Jobson, sir, said Benjamin, opening the door.

Mr. Jobson, repeated Mr. Jorrocks. Mr. Jobson! Thats the Duke of Donkeytons farm gentleman; show him in, and bring candles  wax uns, you know, Binjimin; adding, with a shake of the head, expensive work this electioneerin.

Mr. Jobson came bowing and groping his way into the dining-room.

Ow are you, my frind? exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, rising and greeting him with a shake of the hand. Allow me to solicit the honour of your wote and interest? added he, coming out with the usual form.

I am afraid I can hardly give that, replied Mr. Jobson, taking  a proffered chair; Im afraid I can hardly do that  not but that Im quite independent, do exactly as I like; only from what I read of your address, I fear your opinions and mine dont exactly tally.

Humph grunted Mr. Jorrocks. Independence is a werry fine thing to talk about; but theres precious little ont in the world. The only real independence I knows on, is the independence of furnished lodgins, thick shoes, and a shootin jacket.

Benjamin then entered with the candles.

Take a glass o wine, said Mr. Jorrocks, helping himself, and pushing the bottle to Jobson. Theres sher,i the sideboard, if you prefer it, to blackstrap.

Mr. Jobson preferred claret, if there was any out.

Claret I never keeps, replied Mr. Jorrocks. Can soon make you some, though, added he, with water and winegar, and a little drop o port.  

Mr. Jobson then took port.

Mr. Jorrocks drank Jobsons health, and Jobson drank Mr. Jorrockss.

Fine stuff that, said Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips, after the glass of hot, sweet, fruity wine. And ow goes on the farm? asked he. Ope Mrs. Job and all the little Jobs are well?

Quite well, Im much obliged to you, replied Jobson.

Well drink Mrs. Jobsons ealth, observed Mr. Jorrocks, helping himself, and passing the bottle.  

Mr. Jobson presently returned the compliment, and proposed the health of Mrs. Jorrocks.

Well now drink the ealth of all the leetle Jobsons, observed Mr. Jorrocks, in due time.

Mr. Jorrocks afterwards proposed the health of The Queen and her stagounds, and then of Prince Albert and his beagles. The glasses being large, another or two apiece finished the bottle.  

Port! said Mr. Jorrocks, as Benjamin answered the bell.

Ive now got a toast to propose, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as the wine came, and he held the decanter up to the candle, to see that Benjamin had not done him out of any. Ive now got a toast to propose, said he, that Im sure will find its way to your eart, without any soft sawder from me  (Hear, hear, exclaimed Mr. Jobson). It is, continued Mr. Jorrocks, the ealth of one both, near and dear to me  one wot occupies, wakin and sleepin, an unkimmon portion o my thoughts. Oh! continued he, aloud to himself, the greatest pang wot I shall suffer in goin hup to Parliament will be the separation from that henergetic, that hamiable quad  Ill give you, said he, turning to Jobson, the ealth of my ball in a hamper!

Nay, fill hup! said Mr. Jorrocks, as Jobson stopped half way up his glass. A hamper to the ball, whatever you do!

Mr. Jobson then filled, and drank as desired.

Hes a fine animal, observed Jobson, as, with a wry face, he set down his glass.

He is that! replied Mr. Jorrocks, a real fine animal.

The Duke wouldnt have given him to anybody but yourself, observed Jobson.

Vot, he was particular fond on him, was he? asked Mr. Jorrocks.

No, but he had such a high opinion of you, observed Mr. Jobson.

Dont see why he should, muttered Mr. Jorrocks aloud to himself, adding Well drink his Greeces ealth in a hamper, filling his glass and passing the bottle.

Nay! no skylights! exclaimed he, as Jobson again shirked filling. Jobson then did as desired.

The mention o that hinterestin, that hamiable hanimal, observed Mr. Jorrocks, as Jobson again accomplished his measure with a shrug, reminds me of a most hamiable young genlman after whom he is called; one that Im sure will emulate his ball lordship in his honourable career, and make their common name transcendently wictorious. Ill give you the ealth of the Marquis o Bray, added Mr. Jorrocks, again filling a bumper.

I suppose you mean transcendently victorious in the coming contest, observed Mr. Jobson, who did not altogether approve of the Marquiss career among the ladies; particularly about home.

I means, celebrated  distinguished, observed Mr. Jorrocks, tapping the decanter to draw Jobsons attention to his duties; adding, come, drink your young master in a hamper.

Jobson did not like this description of their relative positions; but fearing Mr. Jorrocks might say something more offensive, coolly submitted.

Nay; no eel-taps! exclaimed our friend, seeing Mr. Jobson preparing to fill upon a half-emptied glass, adding  



This is liberty all, do as you will, 

Fill wot you please, but drink wot you fill.



But you wont let me do as I will, observed Jobson tartly; you will make me fill bumpers.

Bampers in course to toasts, observed Mr. Jorrocks; arter weve done drinkin toasts we shall come to the sentiments, and then you can do as you like, you know.

I wish we were at them, thought the refined claretdrinking Jobson.

In considerin the toasts weve already drank, observed Mr. Jorrocks after a pause, during which Jobson had been arranging a plan of attack in his own mind, Im somewhat  thats to say, a good deal flabbergasted to find that weve altogether omitted the name of a lady wot ranks werry igh in the peerage of the kingdom, and the estimation of the county (hiccup). Im cock sure I need say nothin to recommend that illustrious (hiccup) lady to your consideration, because livin under the family youll know a deal more about her nor me; but I should be werry (hiccup) sorry to have it (hiccup) said, that one of her servants and I should ave passed a conwivial evening together, without so much as drinkin of her ealth; I therefore beg to propose the ealth of the (hiccup) Duchess of Donkey ton in a hamper.

Oh dear, groaned Jobson, with throbbing temples, as he shirked the filling.  

Now, well jest ave another bottle, observed Mr. Jorrocks, turning the bottom of that one into Jobsons glass, so as to make him up a bumper, and then we can drink good evenin in a glass of (hiccup) brandy and water or two, added he, ringing the bell again.

Im afraid that will be trespassing too largely on your time, observed Mr. Jobson.

Times of no importance with me, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks, with an air of indifference.

Indeed! exclaimed Mr. Jobson; then youve given up the idea of standing for the county?

I did not say that, replied Mr. Jorrocks. I means night-times of no walue: cant canvass day and night too.

I was in hopes, from the handsome manner in which you have spoken of our people, observed Jobson, that you had given up the idea of opposing our friend the Marquis.

No doubt, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; speak well o them wot uses one well.

Undoubtedly, said Mr. Jobson; and use them well too, I hope.

To be sure, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks.

Then you dont mean to oppose the Marquis? asked Mr. Jobson.

Not if the Markisll stand up for us poor farmers, replied Mr. Jorrocks, helping himself out of the fresh bottle, and passing it to Jobson, saying, Let us drink prosperity to hagricultur, adding, its like the hair we breathe  if we have it not we die.

Mr. Jobson took a little.

Nay, a hamper to that at all ewents, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks.

I thought you said I might fill as I liked to sentiments, observed Jobson.

No doubt, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; but that arnt no sintiment! its a toast  nothin but a toast; so take a hamper. Sintiments, hiccuped he, have reference to the ladies, sich as sweethearts and wives, honest men and bonnie lasses, the fair o Middlesex (hiccup), or summut o that  sort.

The Duke will take it seriously amiss, Im afraid, observed Mr. Jobson, if you put the Marquis to the trouble of a contest.  

Cant elp that, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks. If the Duke has a mind to cut his own (hiccup) throat, cant afford to let him (hiccup) cut mine too.Elp yourself, and well drink his Greeces (hiccup) good ealth again, added Mr. Jorrocks, setting the example by filling and passing the bottle. Bamper toast, hiccuped he.

Mr. Jobson eyed his glass as if it were poison.

The Duke will think it very ungrateful, Im afraid, observed Jobson, raising the glass to his lips and setting it down again.

I dont see that, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks, adding, howsomever drink your wine, and show your (hiccup) attachment to him.  

He made you a magistrate, observed Mr. Jobson.

He did so, replied Mr. Jorrocks, adding Showed his sense there; for real, substantial (hiccup) jestice  fifth o George the Fourth sort o jestice  no man can compete with (hiccup) J. (hiccup) J. With your permission, Ill give you a (hiccup) toast  a hamper  the last hamper Ill (hiccup) call for. Ill give you The fifth o (hiccup) George the (hiccup) Fourth, real (hiccup) palladium of our (hiccup) rights. That (hiccup) Graham will play the (hiccup) deuce with the (hiccup) fifth o George the Fourth, if he wont let us jestices do any more (hiccup) jestice at ome. Heres The (hiccup) fifth o (hiccup) George the Fourth, concluded Mr. Jorrocks, filling a bumper and drinking it off.

Thats a sentiment, I presume, observed Jobson, filling a very small quantity.

(Hiccup) toast or (hiccup) sentiment, as you please, observed Mr. Jorrocks, seeing his friends eyes looking very glassy.

I suppose we shall be having the bull back, observed Jobson, after a pause.

Whatn ball? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

The bull the Duke gave you, replied Mr. Jobson. Of course you wont keep it if you oppose the Marquis.

I dont see that at all, observed Mr. Jorrocks, cured of his hiccup at the bare idea of losing his treasure. I dont see that at all, added he, looking at the decanter as if he saw two. If the ball, said he, looking very wise, was presented to me to buy me off-standin, it would be another (hiccup) pair o shoes altogether; but it was presented to me as a (hiccup) undeniable (hiccup) token of undeniable esteem. With your (hiccup) permission, continued Mr. Jorrocks, well drink (hiccup) his ealth, if you please.

We have drunk it already, observed Jobson, sick at the thoughts of another drop.

Never mind that, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; we (hiccup) drank the Dukes health twice, and well drink the (hiccup) Dukes (hiccup) balls health twice too; twice twos four, and ones sivin, added he. No man can say Im (hiccup) drank, I think.

Then you dont mean to return the bull? observed Mr. Jobson, speaking very thick, and pouring the wine over the side of his glass.

No! roared Mr. Jorrocks, in a tone that startled Jobson, addingOw can you ax sich a question? I loves that Markis-ball too well to part with him. It may be wanity on my part, but I flatters my-(hiccup)-self his (hiccup) lordship re-re-re-recip-recipro-reciprocates the (hiccup) sentiment.

Mr. Jobson stared, and shortly after, in attempting to reach a piece of biscuit, lost his balance and fell on the floor.

Mr. Jorrocks rang the bell.

Tell that (hiccup) Pigg to carry this (hiccup) shockin drucken chap to (hiccup) bed, hiccuped Mr. Jorrocks; and let him ave a (hiccup) glass o (hiccup) sober-water, and a (hiccup) red erring in the mornin.

Yes, sir, said Benjamin, eyeing Jobsons contortions on the carpet.

And ave (hiccup) Cobden ready for (hiccup) me at half-past (hiccup) six, added Mr. Jorrocks, lurching off to bed.


CHAPTER XLVI.
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THE FANNERS ARE with us to a man.  LEAGUE LIE, NO. 91.



THE bitter, angry personalities of the canvass were at length stopped by the arrival of the writ.

The Duke of Donkeyton, after resorting to every expedient to get rid of our pertinacious friend, had at length been compelled to let Jeems undergo the degradation of a canvass, and the latter had endeavoured to counteract the success of Mr. Jorrockss early start by the splendour of his retinue, the bounty of his expenditure, and the lavishness of his promises.

Money flew in all directions. He would buy a parrot of an old woman for twenty pounds whose husband was difficult to come over, or outbid Mr. Jorrockss promised subscription to races or hounds by offering to give a gold cup, or to hunt the country himself. He would do anything!  

The country was in a complete ferment. The farmers and landowners pulled well together, but the Dukes large interest, backed by the Radicals and part of the manufacturing interest, made it fearful odds against our commercial Squire.

Mr. Smoothington fortunately made light of the matter, and in his daily reports to the Castle, of the success of the canvass, he repeatedly assured the Duke there was not the shadow of a doubt of the Marquiss success. As the canvass advanced he grew more confident; said that he considered the election as good as over  that old Jorrocks would never show at the hustings; and when that assertion was contradicted by one of our friends facetious addresses, thanking the freeholders for their promises of support, and pledging himself to go to a poll, Mr. Smoothington accompanied the document by a return from the Marquiss canvass book, showing a clear majority of three hundred.

Our friend, on the other hand, had bet as many as seventy hats that he would win. The accuracy of their respective opinions was now about to be put to the test.

On the nomination day the whole country was in commotion. It rose to a man. It was a time of year when farmers have a little leisure after harvesting, and the fineness of the later autumn tempted the denizens of the manufacturing towns to indulge in a holiday on so exciting an occasion. A sharpish frost in the night loosened the fading leaves, leaving them ready to fall at the least breath of wind. Down they dropped, one after another, twirling round and round as they fell leisurely to the ground.

At an early hour in the morning of the nomination day, the tide of population began to flow into Sellborough. Not a chaise, not a gig, not a car, not a van, not a horse in the country but what was put in requisition. Farmers nags stood three in a stall. The nomination was fixed for twelve oclock, and before that hour the respective candidates had entered the town from different sides, escorted by their friends, and preceded by bands and banners. The Marquiss set-out was most splendid. All the flags from the district committees at the different towns and villages were gathered together, forming a perfect forest of silk and gold, which were stationed before and after the barouche and six in which his lordship rode. His colours were pea-green and yellow, the rosettes and favours being composed of gold tinsel instead of yellow silk.

He was accompanied by Mr. Smoothington and his proposer and seconder, Captain Bluster and Mr. Prosey Slooman. The latter had made an unsuccessful attempt to grow whiskers under his chin. Captain Blusters bristled most importantly red. He had been a protectionist, but the judicious representation by Mr. Jobson of what the Duke had said about his being a a good fellow and a gentleman, had driven him the other way. Bluster was now a red-hot Leaguer  far hotter than his Grace; who, indeed, was anything but a Leaguer at heart. Mr. Jobson headed the tenantry on horseback; who, with slouched hats and downcast looks, followed the carriage, looking uncommonly sulky. Mrs. Jobson, in a flaming clarence drawn by a pair of the Dukes blood bays, dressed in a beautifully made pea-green pelisse, with a yellow velvet bonnet and a green feather, and a twenty guineas point-lace veil, chaperoned a bevy of country belles; while the Duchesss pretty little French maid escorted a troop of the household dolly-mops in the break.

Altogether it was a splendid procession. The Marquiss colours waved from the balconies, windows, and shops, and appeared on the breasts or the bonnets of the fair occupants; while beards or whiskers on the chin denoted that the few men who appeared without cockades were for the young duke, as they called the Marquis.

Twenty-three young ladies were regularly annihilated by the captivating smiles and bows of the Marquis as he passed slowly through the streets, each fair recipient thinking the smile she got was the sweetest. That old Jorrocks had no chance, was the firm conviction of every one who saw the splendid cavalcade pass along.

Mr. Smoothington smirked, and chuckled, and rubbed his hands over and over, at the thoughts of the drubbing they would give him.

The county will be ours for ever and a day, exclaimed he to the Marquis, as they passed under the old archway leading into the market-place.

As they entered the spacious arena, tremendous applause rent the air from the front of the spacious hustings on the far side, before which a whole army of drab-coated horsemen were assembled, with some half-dozen bunting and glazed calico flags in the centre.

It was Mr. Jorrocks, alighting from his fire-engine, in which he had driven from the house of his proposer, Mr. Hamilton Dobbin, who had been wicked enough to break away from the Dukes ranks, in spite of the dinner he had eaten.

Now, another shout for tard Squire! exclaimed Pigg, waving the only silk flag they sported, and who acted as fugleman to the party. Now another! repeated he, as Mr. Jorrocks advanced to the candidates place in front of the hustings.  

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! shouted the drab coats.

Mr. Smoothingtons countenance fell as he surveyed the dense mass.

Now three for Squire Dobbin! exclaimed Pigg, as Mr. Jorrockss head left off acknowledging the compliment they had paid him.

Three cheers were then given for Mr. Jorrockss proposer.

Now three for ardTail! roared Pigg, flourishing his flag with JORROCKS, THE FARMERS FRIEND! upon it. Three hearty cheers followed for Mr. Heavytail, who had been chosen by the farmers to second the nomination.

The farmers then bustled away to put up their horses, and get back to secure places in front of the hustings. Mr. Jorrocks availed himself of the opportunity to pull his wig straight, and adjust a large bunch of wheat-ears he had stuck in the Jorrockian jacket button-hole (as emblematical of his creed), and which had got rather deranged in his passage through the crowd from the fire-engine on to the hustings.

He then conned over his speech.

The Marquis having arrived at the Dukes Head, where his central committee sat (at least sat towards dinner-time, when they liberally dispensed champagne and everything expensive); the Marquis, we say, having arrived at the Dukes Head, alighted, to add the committee as a tail to the head he had brought with him, and having called for a glass of hock and soda-water, his example was followed by those who durst trust their stomachs with such flatulent compounds. Bluster had a glass of brandy.

The party being formed, the Marquis set off for the hustings, walking between his proposer and seconder amid deafening shouts of applause from the dense crowd through which they passed.

Mr. Jorrocks rose to receive his quondam farmer friend, as the Marquis made his appearance at the back of the hustings; his lordships dandified garb contrasting strangely with our friends uncouth attire.

Well, old boy! said the Marquis gaily, extending his hand to Mr. Jorrocks, so you wont be satisfied without a beating!

Im not sich a glutton as all that, replied our friend. Suppose I give you one instead.

Will you, indeed! exclaimed the Marquis.

Ill bet you a at I do, replied Mr. Jorrocks, looking very confident.

The High Sheriffs appearance at the back of the hustings put an end to the dialogue, and that functionary, advancing to the front, divided the belligerents.

Silence was then called for, and at length obtained from the sea of heads in front and the crowd upon the hustings. It was broken occasionally by an observation from Pigg, who, having availed himself of the opportunity afforded by the farmers putting up their horses, to get a few glasses of rum, had now returned with his flag, loquaciously drunk. Johnny Wopstraw, Willey Goodheart, and a few more of Mr. Jorrockss tenants, clustered round the gaunt fugleman, whose tobacco-streaming mouth was conspicuous above the crowd.

The High Sheriff came forward, and, after observing that he had called them together in obedience to Her Majestys writ, in order that they might choose a fit and proper representative to supply the vacancy caused by the lamented death of Mr. Guzzlegoose, begged that they would give to every gentleman, however they might differ from him in political opinion, a fair, impartial, and uninterrupted hearing; and concluded by calling upon any gentleman who had a candidate to propose to come forward and do so.

Captain Bluster then presented himself to the notice of the meeting. After looking angrily towards James Pigg, who saluted him with a cry of Now, Ginger toppin! as he took off his hat, the Captain commenced by saying, that unless he had seen it with his own eyes, he could not have believed that an almost total stranger to the county could have had the vanity to conceive himself the fittest champion of its battles, and he certainly did not think Mr. Jorrocks was likely to add much to his character by his appearance in opposition to the popular son of the most popular parents under the sun  (loud cheers from the whiskerites, and roars of laughter from the drab coats).

For his part, he thought Mr. Jorrocks was the last man who ought to have thought of filling such a position  he who had received the lavished honours and favour of the parent ought never to appear in opposition to the son (renewed cheers, mingled with hisses). He who had feasted at Donkeyton Castle  eating the Dukes venison and drinking his wine, might surely make some better return than attempting to defraud the Dukes son of his birthright.  (Renewed applause, with increasing disapprobation.)

The Captain then referred to a card which he carried in the palm of his hand for the word, and again went on.

He had the honour of proposing a candidate to fill the vacancy in the representation occasioned by the lamented death of Mr. Guzzlegoose, and he would not pay the valued friend he was about to put in nomination so poor a compliment as to say, that he challenged comparison with the competitor opposed to him  (Captain Bluster looking at Mr. Jorrocks as if that gentleman would make him sick); but he would fearlessly assert that, look where they would, north, south, east, or west,  they could not lay their hands on a gentleman more pre-eminently qualified than his much-beloved and highly-exalted friend (cheers and great uproar, mingled with cries of Wheres Big-loaf Bowker? from the drab coats). That friend was the nobleman now standing on his right  one whose every interest was identified with theirs  whose vast possessions must suffer if their interests were injured, and who had, therefore, every reason for advocating such measures as would best promote their common prosperity.

Weal done, ard Ginger toppin!  exclaimed Pigg, flourishing his flag amid roars of laughter.  

I see, said Captain Bluster, eyeing the inscription on it, Jorrocks, the farmers friend, painted on that flag, pointing towards where Pigg stood, with his tobacco-stained mouth gaping wide open to catch every word the Captain said. I see, repeated he, Jorrocks, the farmers friend, painted on that flag.

Its not painted  its geelt! exclaimed Pigg, giving it another flourish, amid great shouting.

I see, said Captain Bluster, for the third time, Jorrocks, the farmers friend, in gilt letters on that flag.

Ay, thats it! roared Pigg, jealous of the honour of his banner.

But will any man tell me, continued Captain Bluster, that my noble friend is not as much the farmers friend as this self-elected champion, John Jorrocks? Who, let me ask, is Mr. Jorrocks, that he should all at once set up as the champion of the farmers interests? What has he done to forward agriculture? Has he, like my noble friend, the Duke of Donkeyton, a model farm, on which every new machine is exhibited, every new experiment tried? where every species of manure  Hunts bone dust  Hunts half inch  soap ashes  rape cake  rags  new Bristol manure  Chie fou  guano  nitrate of soda  

Hoot ye and your nitrate o sober! roared Pigg; MUCKS YOUR MAN! an exclamation that caused such an outburst of laughter as completely to put the Captain out.

The Under Sheriff pointing Pigg out, desired the man with the dirty mouth, and Jorrocks for ever round his hat, to hold his tongue, or he would order him into custody.

Captain Bluster, after a long pause, again resumed  

Not only was his dear and noble friend, the Duke of Donkeyton, an active promoter of agricultural improvement, but the noble lord beside him  a worthy son of a worthy sire  trod in the footsteps of his Grace. The Marquis of Bray was well known to scientific farmers as the inventor of a valuable  an unequalled draining-tile.

Never sich a thing! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks; I inwented it!

The Sheriff called Mr. Jorrocks to order.

Captain Bluster repeated what he said: he had it on the authority of a gentleman behind him (Joshua Sneakington), that the Marquis of Bray had invented a most valuable  a most durable draining-tile; and yet, not content with attempting to defraud the noble Marquis of what he (Captain Bluster) designated his birthright  the representation of the county, this farmers champion, because the noble lord had proclaimed the discovery at his (Mr. Jorrockss) house, now wanted to filch the Marquis of his draining-tile too. (Great uproar, mingled with hisses, and cries of Oh, you horrid old cheat! Oh, you shocking bad man! and other symptoms of disapprobation from the whiskerites.)

THATS A LEE! roared Pigg, who immediately ducked under.

He (Captain Bluster) felt satisfied the county would visit such conduct with the punishment it deserved, and with that firm conviction he felt equal pride and pleasure in proposing to the electors, as a fit and proper knight to represent their interests in Parliament, James Prederich Charles Fox Plantagenet Bussell Bolinbroke Bray, commonly called the Marquis of Bray, of Donkeyton Castle.

Mr. Prosey Slooman came forward to second the nomination, with an uncommonly lengthy, well-rounded speech in his pocket; but unfortunately, when it came to the point, he had studied it so much that he could not let it off; so after gaping a few seconds at the crowd, he simply seconded the nomination, leaving much good abuse of Mr. Jorrocks unsaid.

It was now the turn of the gentlemen at the other end of the hustings, and, accordingly, Mr. Hamilton Dobbir presented himself to the meeting, and was received with cheers from the drab coats, and hisses from the whisker-on-chin-ites.

He commenced by saying that he should occupy a very brief portion of their time in proposing the gentleman who had been unanimously adopted by the party he belonged to to fight the battle of their interests; because, while he felt his own incompetence to go fully into the question that now agitated their attention, he had every belief that the candidate he had to propose was quite able to do so; he therefore felt great satisfaction in leaving the arguments in the hands of his esteemed friend Mr. Jorrocks, whom he begged to recommend as a fit and proper knight to represent their interests in Parliament.

The nomination was received with great applause from the farmers, and hisses from the whiskerites.

Mr. Heavytail then raised his voice to its utmost pitch, and spoke in such a tone as to be clearly audible to several ladies and gentlemen on the church tower across the market-place.

GENTLEMEN, said he, IF YOU WANT TO CUT YOUR OWN

THROATS, YOULL VOTE FOR BRAY; IF YOU WANT TO LIVE AND

LET LIVE, YOULL VOTE FOR OUR SQUIRE (great applause from the drab coats). I SECOND OUR SQUIRE!

The High Sheriff then inquired if any other gentleman had a candidate to propose, and being answered by a volley of negatives, he called on the Marquis of Bray to address the meeting.

In compliance with the High-Sheriffs requisition, his Lordship then uncovered his well-waxed ringlets, and throwing back his silk-lined blue dress-coat, bowed, and placed his primrose-coloured kid-gloved right hand upon his heart, in return for the deafening huzzas and waving of handkerchiefs, ribbons, and hats, that greeted his appearance.

Ladies and gentlemen, said he, when the applause had somewhat subsided; ladies and gentlemen, repeated he, looking sweet at Mrs. Jobson and party, who were drawn up a little on the left, permit me, in the first place, to return my most heartfelt and cordial thanks for the kind, the flattering reception you honoured me with on my arrival this day; a reception so cheering, so enthusiastic and exhilarating, that we cannot but admire the indomitable courage of my farmer friend on the left  the god of corn, as his followers call him  the Marquis looking at our rosy-gilled friend, with his bunch of wheat-ears under his nose; we cannot, I say, but admire his indomitable courage in coming here to receive the hearty drubbing his temerity is certain to ensure him.

Are you a goin to bet me that at we talked about? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

For, continued the Marquis, without noticing the interruption, when I look at the splendid array of beauty  an array that I firmly believe no town of this size ever before contained; when I reflect that those bright eyes and sweet looks respond to sympathising hearts arrayed in the cause of the poor mans home, whose interest I stand here to advocate, I say it is morally impossible to doubt, for one moment, what will be the issue of this great and virtuous contest; a contest in which the legitimate laws of nature are ranged against unnatural monopoly and close-fisted selfishness! (Great applause, and renewed fluttering of handkerchiefs, flags, and ribbons.) But, ladies and gentlemen, continued his lordship, let me not be led away by those enchanting smiles, and those applauding cheers, from the important duty that has brought us together this day; and first, let me return my most cordial thanks to my proposer and seconder, for the kind and flattering terms in which they introduced me to your notice; terms that I cannot but feel are infinitely superior to any humble merits of mine, but which will stimulate me to such acts as will render me worthy of your approbation. (Renewed applause, and waving of handkerchiefs.)

Gentlemen, continued the Marquis, addressing himself to the male sex alone, you are met here this day, as our worthy High Sheriff has told you, to exercise one of the most important privileges of life  that of choosing a representative of your opinions in the House of Commons; and in proportion to the magnitude of the occasion ought to be the vigilance and circumspection of your conduct in the exercise of so sacred a trust. (Great applause.) It may appear almost superfluous in one, born and bred among you, whose ancestors have ever been conspicuous in the cause of legitimate improvement and good government, to enter into any lengthened explanation of his political opinions.

Quite superfluous! quite superfluous! exclaimed Mr. Smoothington.

Quite superfluous! quite superfluous! repeated Joshua Sneakington, and several others behind.

My political opinions, continued the Marquis, are the political opinions that in bygone days were wont to secure the confidence of the freeholders in those who have gone before me  opinions from which no member of my family has ever swerved, and which I trust  confidently trust  will secure me the honour of your support. (Great cheering.)

True it is, continued his lordship, that the god of corn, turning towards Mr. Jorrocks, impelled by the fear of alarmists, and perhaps the mischief of the frolicsome, has decked himself out in wheat-ears and poppies.

There arnt no poppies in the case! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, adjusting his bouquet, adding aloud to himself who ever seed poppies at this time of year?

Has decked himself out in wheat-ears, bowed the Marquis, and stands forward as the farmers friend; but who, gentlemen, I ask you, is more likely to be truly and sincerely the farmers friend than the humble individual now addressing you, and whose every interest is identified with agriculture  whose best hopes are centred in the soil (tremendous applause). Agriculture, gentlemen, is a pursuit that has been fostered and encouraged by the greatest men, by all whom the page of history records as famous in the annals of countries (great applause). The greatest statesmen, the greatest scholars, the greatest generals have each found, in turning from their schemes of government, their studies, or the toil of warfare, solace and enjoyment in the harmless simplicity and the interesting relaxation it affords (renewed applause). Every man whose opinion is valuable  every man whose breast glows with a genuine feeling of patriotism, joins in testifying the importance of agriculture. Immense applause, followed by Mr. Wopstraw drawling out  

Upon the who-o-le, I think Ive heard that before.

This rather put the Marquis out, and in the hubbub that ensued he got time to collect himself and turn on another tack.

Gentlemen, said he, the only point of difference, as you are perhaps aware, between my honourable competitor and myself is that of corn. On all other questions I believe our opinions coincide, and, but for this solitary question, the god of corn would have followed our banner, with most likely the majority of his supporters. Far be it from me, gentlemen, to treat with levity the honest, conscientious fears and opinions of any class of men, unfounded and groundless though I believe them to be. Recall to your recollection, gentlemen, the panic that prevailed on the importation of foreign cattle! see how visionary were your views and conjectures then! The same, I venture to predict, will be the case with the importation of foreign corn. It will come in; your fears will pass away, or will only be remembered as matter of surprise  surprise that you could so blindly have stood in the way of your own interest. (Loud applause from the whisker-chinites, and cries of No, no, from the drab coats.)

Upon the who-o-le, the climates against us, drawled Wopstraw.

The farmers are not the only parties called upon to make a sacrifice, continued the Marquis, if any sacrifice there is to be. Every article of consumption, every article of wear  the hat on your head  the shoe on your foot  will come down in price, and all things accommodate themselves to the new era (loud applause). If farmers yield the trifling duty on corn, a duty that many of the most intelligent of their body consider is no protection whatever, they, in their turn, will have the duty taken off seeds, and they will get their canary-seed, their aniseed, their grass-seed, their mustard-seed, their parsley-seed, and my friend the god of corn will even get his poppy-seed duty free (great laughter and applause). So the housekeeper will get her spices  her cloves, her ginger, her mace, her nutmegs, her cinnamon, and her pepper. And you, my fair friends, continued the Marquis, addressing himself to the ladies, you will get your ermine, your chinchilla, your swanskins without a tax. Silks, velvets, and sarcenets will come in at continental prices; and gauzes, tulles, crapes, and lawns no longer continue matters of luxury (great applause and waving of handkerchiefs). All things, continued the Marquis, will he placed upon a new footing, and the dawn of that young and stirring mind which so engages the attention of the public will burst upon the astonished world in all the splendour of meridian day (immense applause). 
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But beyond  far beyond  all these considerations will be the feeling of patriotism the act will engender.

You will be the poor mans friend  you will invest the poor mans home with plenty  you will bring joy and gladness to his humble hearth  you will convert the squalid victims of penurious fare into stalwart sons of Albions isle, and cause the 

Happy tenant of a humble shed, 

To smile at the storm that whistles oer his head.



His lordship concluded amidst the most uproarious demonstrations of applause.

When they had subsided, a loud cry was raised for Mr. Jorrocks, who, on hearing the Marquis break off about the greatest statesmen, the greatest generals, and so on, had availed himself of the opportunity for retiring to the back of the hustings to drink a glass of brandy-and-water, and he had now got blocked out. Mr. Heavytail having made way for him, our friend at length showed at the front, and was greeted with loud cheers from his own supporters, and the most discordant yells and hisses from the Marquiss party. Silence being at length restored, he essayed to proceed.

Genlmen, said he, looking very indignantly at a knot of hissers who still kept interrupting; genlmen, said he, afore I opens my private account with you, I wish to make a few obserwations on a few of the obserwations that have been made upon me. I doosnt like Captain Blusters speech; he had no business to speak o me in the way he did. He looked at me, too, jest as if I was a bag o guano. It wasnt the ticket at all. Im sure when weve had anything to transact together, any fifth o George the Fourth, or anything of that sort, hes always found me quite agreeable  quite the lady, and I dont think he had any business to ax in sich a himperent tone who I was. I pays every man twenty shillins in the pund, and I never heard no ones respectability doubted wot did that (applause). Ive been brought here at a great personal sacrifice, both of cash and comfort, to fight the battle of the farmers  and fight it I will.

Thats reet, ard un! exclaimed Pigg; adding, Three cheers for tard Squire!

Three tremendous huzzas followed. When they were done, the Marquiss party gave three cheers for the Marquis.

Ive been brought here, continued Mr. Jorrocks, by a great lot o farmers; they came and unted me out at my ouse at ome, and would have me. That shows the hopinion they ave of me. I never axed to be made Parliament man of. The farmers came and said that they were like to be beggared, and axed if I would stand quietly by and see em? (Loud applause.) I said, the farmers and I rowed in the same boat  that wot was bad for them would be bad for me, and wice wersa (cheers). The Captain talked as if the guano and nitrate o sober dodge was all the Dukes; but I appeals to those around me, if guano, nitrate o sober, or any of them hartificial compounds ave a more hardent  a more enthusiastic supporter nor myself!

Upon the who-o-o-le, I should say not, drawled Johnny Wopstraw.

MUCKS YOUR MAY! roared Pigg.

Nay, more, continued Mr. Jorrocks, I did wot the Duke never did  I inwented a machine of a most wonderful capacity. A machine that I really dirsnt set a goin for fear it should swamp field labour altogether. I mentions that to show that Im a practical farmer and a friend to the poor. My friend the Markis, continued Mr. Jorrocks, has-made you a werry beautiful hoily oration  one wot called forth the applause both of pit and boxes, Mr. Jorrocks looking towards the carriages and balcony in which the ladies were ranged. Its the privilege of young genlmen in ringlets and primrose-coloured gloves to obtain the plaudits o the fair sex  fine flowery language is sure to find customers with them. Now, I may fearlessly say that the ladies havent a more hardent admirer nor I am; but genlmen like myself, of maturer years, must rest our claims to public favour upon the broader and better basis of sound sense rather than of heloquence. (Laughter, hisses, and applause, above which Piggs Gan it, ard un! Jorrocks for ever! rose conspicuous.)

My noble friend  for friend I must still call him, for he gave me the most unimpeachable bull wotever adorned ring and chain  my noble friend, I say, in the plenitude of his humour, has christened me the god o corn; but I will tell my noble friend that hargument is as far above heloquence as corn is afore flowers (cheers). We can do werry well without flowers, but corn we must ave. It sounds werry well talking about bein the poor mans friend, but I say he is the best poor mans friend wot gives him a good days pay for a good days work (applause). Yot signifies it to the poor man gettin a heightpenny loaf for fourpence if he has not fourpence to buy it with? (Renewed applause.)

Gan it, ard un! exclaimed Pigg; adding, with a grin and shake of his head, a sink, but hes a good un to jaw!

Then I would like to ax my noble friend, continued Mr. Jorrocks, ow he thinks to improve the breed o the uman race, if he makes us poor farmers lay our land down to grass or pine-apples, throwin the corn-trade into the hands of mouncheer, and drivin the chaws into mills and print-works. Wot un a man, for instance, would Mr.Eavytail ave been, asked Mr. Jorrocks, patting Mr. Heavytails broad back as the latter stood beside him, wot un a man would Mr.Eavytail ha been if hed been brought up a shuttle-weaver? (Loud applause.)

I am old enough, genlmen, to remember the time, continued Mr. Jorrocks, when that great man, Napoleon Bonaparte  a man whose werry name worked one wuss nor a whole box o Morrisons pills  Im old enough, I say, genlmen, to remember the time when that great man, in the plenitude of his imperence, climbed up the column on Boulogne eights, and shakin his mawley at England, swore hed pitch into her like twenty thousand  bricks. (Roars of laughter and applause, Mr. Jorrocks suiting the action to the word, and menacing the crowd with his fist.)

Then, genlmen, continued he, my frind Goodeart and my frind Wopstraw  John Jorrocks himself  all the true and undeniable tramps  rose to a man, and swore wed be blankd if he should!

Roars of laughter and applause followed this delicate announcement, which were again roused by Johnny Wopstraw drawling out, Upon the wh-o-o-le, I wasnt, a soldier!

Who knows, continued Mr. Jorrocks, without noticing the observation, who knows but the Prince de Johnville or Prince de Tomville, or whatever they call the chap, may brew up another storm, and in the row and racket that ensues, who knows but another Napoleon le grand may turn to the top, wholl swear that we shallnt ave another grain o corn from the Continent? Then, genlmen, if youve laid your land down to grass, and turned your stout yeomanry into stockin makers, whos to supply us with bread? and where are you to find Goodearts to wop Johnny Crapaud? (Thunders of applause, lasting for some seconds.)

Wot consolation will it be to the starvin population for frind John Bright to point to his many-windowed wareouse, and say, Oh, never mind, my earties! thats chock-full o calico at a penny a yard? (Renewed applause.)

Genlmen, I cant eat calico, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with uplifted hands, amidst the most outrageous laughter.

Nor I nouther! roared Pigg, stuffing a fresh quid into his mouth.

Genlmen, continued Mr. Jorrocks, cheap breads a capital cry, but wots the use o cheap bread to the poor man, if he hamt got no money to buy it with? (Great applause, with cries of Thats the rub!

Go it, Jorrocks!

Now another!)

Bambazeens and sarcnets, wot the Markis promises so cheap, will not compensate for the want o wittles! You take my life when you take the means whereby I lives, observes Hudibras, or some other genlman; and youll destroy the usbandman if you annihilate hagriculture.

My noble frind talked about the legitimate laws o natur and close-fisted somethin, observed Mr. Jorrocks. Im more a fifth o George the Fourth than a law o natiir man, but it strikes me if the manufacturers want to try a new system, they should pay the National Debt off, and lets all start fair, as the parson said to the Cornish wreckers as he stole down from the pulpit.

I think, genlmen, continued Mr. Jorrocks, after a pause, thats about all Ive got to say to you. Its for you to say whether you prefer the luxtery o cheap bambazeen and carraway-seeds for nothin, or the old English beef and barley loaves of our forefathers. Its true the Markis has some werry pretty gals on his side; howsomever, its fortinate they havent got no wotes, otherwise theyd a been sure to have been given in the aberdashery line. As it is, well have a fair stand-hup fight for it; and as the great Tom Spring would say,

May the best man vin!

Mr. Jorrocks concluded an animated address by throwing up his hat amid very general applause.

An artisan, in his working dress, with a leather apron tucked round his waist, and a faded green neckcloth about his neck (an active member of the Sellborough Anti-Corn-Law League), here climbed on to the hustings, and intimated that he wanted to ask Mr. Jorrocks a few questions.

Questins! exclaimed our Squire, eyeing him with surprise. Questins! I dont think, added he, pulling out his watch and looking at it; I dont think Im a goin to answer no questins.

Not answer any! repeated the man with surprise.

No, replied Mr. Jorrocks; adding, Ive got a Muscovey duck for dinner, and Im afeard itll be overdone.

Well, observed the man in astonishment, I certainly shallnt vote for you!

Praps you wouldnt ha done that anyhow, replied our Squire.

Upon the wh-o-o-le, he hasnt got a vote, observed Wopstraw.

Ye come down there! cried Pigg, giving the fellow a thump on the head with his flagstaff; adding, de ye think a Parliament man has nought to de but talk to such rubbish as ye? Grou whiskers on your chin like Ginger toppin yonder, if ye maun make yersel conspikious.

The High Sheriff then called for a show of hands. A forest of them was immediately held up for the Marquis, amid thunders of applause, waving of handkerchiefs, and rolling of drums. The Sheriff then called upon those who were for Mr. Jorrocks to hold up theirs.

A very small number appeared in comparison to what were held up for the Marquis; and after the roars of applause the triumph produced had subsided, the Sheriff declared the show to have fallen in favour of his lordship.

AR DEMAND A POLL! roared Heavytail, with such a thump of the fist on the hustings as would have felled an ox.


CHAPTER XLVII.
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FOR WHOM DO you poll?



IN LESS THAN an hour the late densely-crowded town was occupied only by its own inhabitants, and the few drunken topers who filled the public-houses  men who, at election times, drank from weeks end to weeks end. The Marquis set off in great glee to Donkeyton Castle, accompanied by the party who attended him in the morning, to tell the victory of the day: and the farmers quietly got their horses, and wended their way home by twos or by threes, as occasion suited.

Upon the who-o-ole I think the Marquisll be hard to beat, observed Wopstraw, as he mounted his mealy-muzzled bay.

We mun never despair! replied Willey Goodheart. I always said in Boneys time, its never no use being afraid. I really believe, if the French had thought we were frightened, theyd have come over and ate us all up; terrible people for eatin, they say.

We must stir ourselves to a man, said John Brick, clattering away, much to the astonishment of his great black horse.

Many a heavy-heeled carter went home at an unusual pace that day.  

The printing-presses of the respective parties were now hard at full work. It was the eve of publication-day of both papers, and the great WES of the Dozey Independent and the Church and State Gazette sat in their back rooms, combing and riddling the speeches of the respective candidates into English. Independently of the newspaper reports, each party printed handbills for general distribution, containing their own version of the story. The Marquiss procession was detailed in glowing colours. The bands, the banners, the ribbons, the ladies, the enthusiasm that prevailed, and the surpassing talent that characterised his address.

The Dozey Independent WE treated poor Mr. Jorrocks very small.

This curious old codger, said the editor in his leading article, an amalgamation of a cockney and a countryman, half buck half hawbuck, addressed the assembled multitude with a vehemence and an energy truly surprising for a man of his years, but in a dialect perfectly unintelligible to our reporters. It is lamentable to see a respectable-looking old gentleman, with, we understand, many amiable qualities, making a merry-andrew of himself at the bidding of a desperate and expiring faction. Has the old gentleman no friends? was the question we repeatedly heard asked; and, in sober earnestness, we ask it ourselves  has he no friends?  

On the other hand, The Church and State Gazette eulogised Mr. Jorrocks, his sayings and his doings, and made a perfect hero of him.  

We heartily congratulate the county on the creditable exhibition Mr. Jorrocks made on the hustings this day. His reasoning, his language, his manner, his dress, his address, was all that could be wished by the most zealous patriot. We never listened with greater pleasure to any speech. It was a perfect masterpiece of impassioned eloquence. Bold, vigorous, and concise, it had all the fervour of a Stanley, with the subdued pathos of a Canning.

We will not detain our readers from the gratification its perusal is sure to afford by any further observations of our own, but conclude by again congratulating the county on the fortunate selection it has made.

The paper then went on to give the following version of the proceedings, and of Mr. Jorrockss speech, which we recommend to the notice of all other editors of Church and State Gazettes throughout the kingdom, some of whom send their champions out much worse mounted than they find them:  



SELLBOROUGH.



At eleven oclock to-day, John Jorrocks, Esq., of Hillingdon Hall, one of Her Majestys Justices of the Peace for the county  the chosen champion of the agricultural interest  made his public entry into our town, attended by an immense cavalcade of yeomanry, and farmers on horseback. The procession was preceded by numerous rich and beautiful flags, and a full brass band in uniform (three trumpeters in dirty ducks and high-lows). The honourable gentleman rode in an elegant triumphal car (the old fire-engine), and was attended by his proposer, Hamilton Dobbin, Esq. His seconder, Mr. Mark Heavytail, of the Pet Farm, one of the oldest and most extensive farmers in the county, headed the horsemen. In number they far exceeded a thousand; some thought two thousand: but, perhaps, fifteen hundred would be about the mark  all freeholders!

Precisely at twelve oclock the High Sheriff appeared on the hustings; and the usual formalities having been observed, the respective candidates were proposed and seconded.

The Marquis of Bray addressed the vast assemblage first; but we regret that the total want of accommodation for the gentlemen of the press prevented our reporter catching a single word of what he said.

Mr. Jorrocks then came forward, and was received with the most deafening applause, accompanied by the waving of handkerchiefs, and general signs of approbation. When silence was at length restored, the honourable gentleman spoke nearly as follows:  

Mr. High Sheriff and Gentlemen,  Before I advert to the important business that has brought us together this day, allow me to notice an inquiry made by the proposer of my noble friend, the Marquis of Bray, as to who I am (cheers). I was in hopes, gentlemen, that the time I have now spent among you  the intercourse I have had with you, coupled with the interest I have taken in the promotion of agricultural science, and, I trust, the faithful discharge of my magisterial duties, would have exempted me from such an inquiry; but, gentlemen, lest the unanswered question of the gallant Captain should lead any to suppose that I am an ambitious adventurer standing forward for the mere gratification of my own vanity, or the still baser motives of personal aggrandisement, permit me to say that I am closely connected with the landed interest of this county; and that I was sought in the retirement of private life by the spontaneous requisition of a large body of my brother landowners and farmers to fight the battle of our common cause. (Immense applause, with cries of So you were! So you were!)

The gallant Captain, continued Mr. Jorrocks, spoke in glowing terms of the Duke of Donkeytons devotion to agriculture and the expense he incurred in trying experiments, but he (Mr. Jorrocks) fearlessly appealed to the assembled county to say if the farming interest had a truer or more liberal patron than himself! (Cheers, and cries of No, no!  it hasnt! it hasnt!)

Without wishing to detract from the merits of the Duke of Donkeyton, he might refer to his own labours in the cause of good farming and scientific improvement. He had invented a machine so curious in its structure, so comprehensive in its operations, that, trembling at the monster he had called into existence, he had not dared to use it, lest it should supersede manual labour, and so throw thousands of industrious poor out of employment! (Great applause.)

The noble Lord had addressed them with great talent and eloquence. Though opposed to the opinions his Lordship had urged, he (Mr. Jorrocks) could not be insensible to the ability with which he had advanced them. If he (Mr. Jorrocks) felt himself unable to compete with the noble Lord in the display of flowery metaphor, he trusted to supply the deficiency by the use of sounder arguments (cheers). He stood there the defender of British agriculture, and, in his opinion, argument was as superior to metaphor. as the yellow waving corn was to the gay parterre. Flowers we could do without, but corn was a matter of vital necessity. The noble Lord talked of his sympathy for the poor, but he (Mr. Jorrocks) yielded to no man in attachment to the lower orders (applause). He wished to see the labouring man fully employed and well paid. What matter did it make to the poor man that he could buy an eightpenny loaf for fourpence, if he had not fourpence to buy it with? Would it increase the demand for labour to throw all the arable land out of tillage? He thought not; neither would it be prudent to depend upon foreigners for food.

I am old enough, gentlemen, continued Mr. Jorrocks, to remember the time when that great man, Napoleon Bonaparte  a man at whose name princes trembled and empires shook  I am old enough, I say, to remember the time when that great man, in the plenitude of his power, menaced England from Boulogne heights, threatening to close the ports of Europe against us. Wars, gentlemen, have been, and wars may be again; and if a second Napoleon should arise, how should we manage if he were to do what his predecessor threatened? Would it appease the hunger of the starving millions for Mr. Bright to offer the contents of his warehouse to clothe them? Again, if the stalwart yeomanry, who in former days joined the flower and chivalry of England, were annihilated, who should we get to fight the battles of our common cause? Shall we be unmindful of the poets truism  



That a bold peasantry, their countrys pride, 

When once destroyed can never be supplied?



Never, gentlemen! continued he;  never! (loud cheers). Let us not be deluded out of the substance of our national independence by the shadow of foreign advantages; let us adhere to the flag that for a thousand years has braved the battle and the breeze, and, in the coming contest for this county, let every man remember the emphatic language of Nelson  



England expects that every man will do his duty.



The honourable gentleman concluded amidst the most enthusiastic demonstrations of applause.

A show of hands was then called for and taken, but our reporter has omitted to supply us with the result. From what we saw, however, we have little doubt it would be greatly in favour of Mr. Jorrocks.

Now for the election.

The polling commenced with great vigour on both sides, but the result of the first day fully justified the confidence with which Mr. Smoothington had assured the Duke, as they quaffed their Burgundy and Bordeaux after the nomination, at Donkeytown Castle, that the Marquiss success was quite certain. There not having been a contested election in the county since the passing of the Reform Bill, the machinery was not in very good order, and the returns from the different polling-places were badly made; but all accounts agreed that the Marquis was considerably ahead, and Mr. Smoothington, taking the highest number that he heard, told the Duke his son was more than a hundred ahead. His Grace was rejoiced  was sure they were popular  monstrous popular!

On the other hand, the agricultural interest, nothing daunted by their candidates position on the poll, moved heaven and earth to reverse his situation on the second. Agents and canvassers scoured the county during the night, and every voter was looked after that could be got to the poll.  

The League distributed tons of tracts.

A very unusual activity, for a second days polling, prevailed throughout the county, and drab coats and whisker-on-chin-ites, who had never been looked for, cast up most unexpectedly at the different polling-booths; many absentees arrived, some out of gaol  debtors, of course.

Still Mr. Smoothington was confident they couldnt beat the Duke.

A splendid chair was fitted up for the chairing  green velvet with gold lace; and a grand procession arranged from the Castle, for the declaration of the poll day.

Well annihilate this old Tom Jorrocks, said the Duke, as the lengthening procession drove from the door; impudent man, monstrous impudent man! added he, hurrying away to his library.

Many rumours were afloat as to the ultimate result of the poll. Mr. Jorrockss committee had published a statement of the first days one, which left our Cockney Squire in a minority of twenty only; still it was the general opinion that the Marquis was far more ahead. In this opinion our friend participated, and had it not been for the convenience of arranging the payment of his hats, he would hardly have taken the trouble of returning to Sellborough. As it was, the Marquiss dazzling procession had entered, and his Lordship and friends had taken their place on the hustings before the Squire made his appearance. A vast concourse of persons filled the spacious market-place, and compliments passed current while the Sheriff was superintending the casting-up of the poll-books. At length he appeared on the hustings, and pencils begin to appear to take down the numbers as they issued from his lips. A breathless silence ensued as he declared the numbers to be  



For John Jorrocks, Esq..  .  .  2617



For the Marquis of Bray.  .  .  2615



Each party was struck dumb with astonishment.

Impossible! Wrong! Mistake! Can never be! issued from the whiskerites; and Thame! thame! was lisped by the ladies. A rotten cabbage was thrown at the Sheriff. This roused him from the stupor into which he also seemed to have fallen, and after calling for order, a semblance of which was at length obtained, he declared John Jorrocks, Esq., to be duly elected.

Our Cockney Squire stood in a state of apparent bewilderment receiving the congratulations of his friends, amidst the greatest uproar from the populace. He did not know what he was about. Many of the public-house mob were perfectly furious, and would have torn the Jorrockian jacket off his back if they could have reached him.

After some time spent in dumb show by our friend, each party exerting their lungs to the utmost, the Sheriff sent him word, if he wished to address the meeting, he should now do so; otherwise he would adjourn the court in order to make his return to the writ.

Our friend then stood forward, and uncovered, amidst the most discordant yells and a volley of missiles. That being a game at which two can play, a rotten egg speedily closed one of Captain Blusters eyes, when all hands on the hustings began to be particularly anxious for order. Mr. Jorrockss friends rallied round him.

Alter some seconds spent in dumb show, he at length articulated as follows  

Mr. Tgh Sheriff and genlmen, Im perfectly flummoxed at the announcement jest made. I cant think its true. There must be some mistake, the bookkeeper must ave cast hup his accounts wrong! It can never be true that Ive beat a Markis.  

Cries of No, no!

Yes, yes!

All right! all right!

Howsomever, beat or not beat, Im quite beat for words. Sich a thing never entered my calkilation. John Jorrocks an M.P.!

Whed ha thout it? exclaimed Pigg.

Ay, indeed, who would? replied Mr. Jorrocks.

Friend! exclaimed a Quaker (Mr. Obadiah Brown), friend! repeated he, thy footman there, pointing to Pigg, told me an untruth respecting thy habits of life.

Ow so? inquired Mr. Jorrocks.

He assured me thou wert a teetotaller.

Ne doot! said Pigg, ne doot!

How canst thou say so, when thy master was drunk the night before last?

Why! why! replied Pigg, thats nout again his bein a tea-to-taller.  

But, friend, continued Mr. Obadiah Brown, appealing to Mr. Jorrocks, my brother and myself voted for thee on the understanding that thou wert a teetotaller.

Sorry you should ave ad so bad an opinion on me, replied Mr. Jorrocks.  

But thou surely wilt not retain the votés? rejoined Mr. Brown. They were obtained under false pretences.

Thats a lee! roared Pigg.

I say they were retorted Mr. Brown, with vehemence.

Ar say they warnt! roared Pigg. Thou axed me when ar canvassed thee, gin wor ard Squire was a tea-to-taller, and ar said Yis!

Then hes not, I say! retorted Mr. Brown.

He sells tea ony how, replied Pigg.

The High Sheriff called the parties to order, observing that it was Mr. Jorrocks should address the meeting, if he. were inclined; otherwise the Marquis of Bray had the privilege.

Mr. Jorrocks begged pardon. He really was so struck iv a heap that he didnt know wot he was about. He would be werry much obliged to any one who would tell him what to say. He was never in such a pucker afore. Yes, once! No, it wasnt! It was summut like though. He had arranged a beautiful speech to return thanks for his ball winnin a prize, instead of which they axed him to return thanks for his losin it, and he couldnt. It was too much for his feelins. So now hed come to tell his friends where to apply to for their ats, instead of which he had to trouble them for them, and to thank the electors who had so gallantly won them for him. (Loud cheers.) He believed there were seventy of them. As many as would last him his life, he thought. It was, indeed, a great wictory! The League, too, had gained a great wictory  a great moral wictory! Nothin could be better. Two great wictories! Both parties pleased! They had elected him to Parliament, and he was ready to sacrifice the plisures of retirement and the luxtury of pure country hair, in the enjoyment of which men grumbled if they died afore they were a undred. He was ready, he said, to sacrifice these at their biddin. He didnt exactly know who hed support when he got hup. Young England, at one time, had favour in his eyes; but they lost it by steeple-chasin  above all, by Coninsby ridin a steeple-chase in Hautumn.

Upon the who-o-ole, as his friend Johnny Wopstraw would say, he didnt know but hed support Sir Robert. It was no use doin things by alves. He would go the ole og  over shoes over boots. Hed been a Vig all his life, and thought to have died a Vig; but inwestin money in land, and findin he was likely to be done out of his land, had changed his opinions on that pint. He really thought Sir Robert was a downright clever man. He had found the country reglarly hup the spout, and had now restored it to hunexampled prosperity. If Sir Robert ill stick by us poor farmers, I really think Ill stick by him, continued Mr. Jorrocks. Be wot they call Conservative. Tory men with Vig measures, as Coninsby says. Sir Robert had played him rayther a dirty trick about his ball, but he could forgive him. He could forgive him, and he believed the generous hanimal could forgive him. Partin with his ball would give him unmitigated pain, but he couldnt take him hup to Parliament. He must, however, be partin himself. It was past two oclock, and he should like to be chaired, for hed promised to dine with his neighbour, little Trotter, whose beautiful darter had been married that mornin. It would be a great surprise to Trot to find him returned to Parliament as well as to dine with him. He should, however, never forget the kindness of the farmers. He would keep a watchful eye on their interest. He would make his trusty Scotch bailiff, James Pigg, manager of his property. He should establish a model farm, like the Duke of Donkeytons. Guano, nitrate o sober, Willeys dust, Clarkes compost, petre salt, all scientific mextures should have a fair field and every favour; and he would come down annually twice a year to lector and report on them!

MUCKS YOUR MAN! roared Pigg, as his master bowed his adieus to the meeting.



[ADVERTISEMENT. ]

TO PARENTS AND GUARDIANS.

PROFESSOR PIGG, of the ROYAL CALEDONIAN UNIWERSITY,  having been appointed by John Jorrocks, Esq., M.P., to manage his extensive agricultural concerns, begs to announce his intention of receiving a limited number of MUD STUDENTS, who will be instructed in the newest and most approved farming mysteries, particklar the use of guano, nitrate of sober, and other hartificial mextures.

The young gentlemens linen and morals will be under the immediate superintendence of Mrs. Pigg, and they will in every respect be treated the same as the little Piggs.

For terms and further particklars, apply to the Professor at Hillingdon Hall.

THE END


Hawbuck Grange
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This novel was published in 1847 and is similar in structure to Surtees other sporting novels; it relates the adventures of Thomas Scott, as he tours the regional hunts of the North of England, ingratiating himself with the local sportsmen. Along the way he offers a comic commentary on different types and practices of hunting and of English country life.
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An illustration from the novel, by Phiz (Hablot K. Browne) who would later achieve considerable acclaim as a regular illustrator of Charles Dickenss novels
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PREFACE.

[image: img87.jpg]

ALL WE HAVE got to say in the way of a preface to this work is, that our friend Tom Scott, seeing his Adventures advertised as the sporting adventures of Thomas Scott, Esquire, wrote to us to say that he calls himself Mister  Mr. Thomas Scott, and that he has THOMAS SCOTT, FARMER, HAWBUCK GRANGE, in honest parliamentary-sized letters, without flourish or eye-mystifying gewgaw, on the back of his dog-cart, as any one who likes to inspect it may see.

London, October, 1847.


CHAP. I.

CUB-HUNTING.
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SPORT IN FOX-HUNTING cannot be said to begin before October, but in the two preceding months a pack is either made or marred.  BECKFORD.



IT was the horn I heard, said Scott, as the old mare again cocked her ears to the wind. It was the horn I heard, as I came over Addington Hill, though the country looks so green and gay that I never thought of such a thing as hunting.

This exclamation was elicited as, on a fine bright September day, a month in which, according to the usual course of English summers, harvest operations would be about commencing in many parts, Mr. Thomas Scott the hero of this work, whose pedigree and performances must work themselves out as we proceed, was taking a quiet ride across country to hear how things were going on at the kennel.

The kennel is a grand summer lounge. One is sure to fall in with somebody to talk to; either the huntsman ingratiating himself with his entry, the whip sweeping the yards, or the feeder filling his boiler or scalding his troughs. It is privileged easiness  not idleness, but easiness  for the huntsman can make of a pup quite as well in the presence of a stranger as when alone, and the whip is not likely to be put off his work by answering interrogatories, as our friend Big-bag of the Chancery bar calls his questions, nor the boiler turned from his purpose by listening to our rigmarole. Therefore a man goes to the kennel with the certainty of a smiling reception and a gossip, instead of a gruff Well, what do you want? or the Im particularly busy just now, of the man who, seeing ones approach from his window, mutters to himself, Heres that confounded Tom Scott coming to bother me with his infernal nonsense. I wish he was  . Ah, Tom, my dear fellow, how are you? &c.

Tom was riding his favourite old roan mare, that has carried him safely for ten good seasons, and who knows just as well what she goes out for as he does. She had gone stepping along, with the snaffle bridle rein dangling carelessly on her neck when, on reaching the summit of the aforementioned hill, she suddenly pricked her ears, giving certain indications of gaiety quite incompatible with the sober steadiness of pace she had been pursuing.

Mr. Scott no more thought of hearing the horn in September than he did of picking gooseberries at Christmas, or of having a snowball romp in August. Indeed, how should he? Take the summer or no summer of 1845 as a precedent, as Bigbag would say, and what was he doing in September? Shearing a bit of barley  beginning with the wheat, perhaps and the tartars standing so ridiculously green as to look for all the world like next years crop. The summers of 1845 and 1846 were not in the least like the same thing, neither were the winters. Some masters hardly got any cub-hunting at all in 1845, so late and protracted was the harvest. But, when they did begin hunting, what a season they had! Almost a surfeit  to the short stud ones, certainly a surfeit. We have not had such an early season as the one of 1846, since Plenipos year, when we remember seeing a buck ride up Doncaster High-street in scarlet and boots on the Leger day. The summer was a roaster; but what a winter followed! That, however, we will deal with as we go on.

Well, old Barbara was right. At a second blast, her small pointed ears almost touched, and she stood stock still. The spot she chose was worthy the eye of a painter. It was the angle of a road, commanding as well the deep-ribbed Gothic arches of an old stone bridge, as the bend of the rapid river above, whose rocky sides were fringed with stately trees of various sorts, in all the motley beauty of autumnal leaf. The hounds were out. Mr. Scott had not stood many seconds, ere the well-known Get away! of the whip, on the one side, and the horn of the huntsman on the other, proclaimed that they had drawn the banks.

Presently he saw a scarlet  a purple, rather  then another, and shortly after a small cavalcade, among which he distinctly recognised the flaunting of a couple of habits, emerged from the wooded water-side and made for the grass field above.

The horn again twanged, and the whips cracked loud and heavily on the clear crisp atmosphere, sounding over the far country like guns.

Im in luck, said Mr. Scott, pretending to tickle old Barbaras sides with his spurless shooting shoe-heel. The old mare, however, wanted no persuasion. Having satisfied herself what was going on, she forthwith gathered herself together, and began showing her big black knees below her nose, as she trotted away in the line.

She knew the way as well as Scott did  in at the bridle-gate by Squire Ramrods keepers, across the lawn, through the brook, and at the back of Mr. Hackers farm buildings, then a long trot along the banks, and another bridle-gate at the top lets her into the field where the hounds were. She had often gone that line, but never so early in the year  at least never for the purpose of hunting-

We have often doubted whether masters of hounds like seeing people out cub-hunting or not, and, we have about settled the question in our own mind as follows, viz that huntsmen or masters who go out early  at day-break, for instance  are glad to see people, because they are sure that none but sportsmen will come; whereas the midday or afternoon performance favours all the idle, yammering, bothersome, chance-medley customers of the country.

Take to-days field as a sample. There were the Misses Ogleby, beautiful girls, and full of chatter; and in their train the great Mr. Tarquinius Muff, dressed like a dancing-master, and his brother Blatheremskite Muff, who come after the girls instead of after the hounds. Then there was little Dr. Podgers, the union doctor, on his black pony, who fell in with the hounds at Gunton Gate, and is deluding himself into the idea that he is hunting; Drippinghead, the butchers boy, with his greasy blue coat, and apron tucked round his waist, who is stealing his hour to the detriment of his unfortunate nag, who will have to gallop all the way home; an unknown gentleman in gambadoes, with an umbrella under his arm; Tom Muzroll, the horsebreaker, who is instructing a four-year-old at the expense of the pack; and two weed-riding, be-trowsered, be whiskered young gentlemen from the neighbouring town of Scrapetin, who just may be anything or anybody.

But Scott approaches the field. Hark to old Muff! Tarquinius, thats to say. Halloo, Mr. Scott! exclaims he, with all the consequence of the great Mr. OToole, the toast-master himself. Halloo, Mr. Scott, you are getting slack in your old age. What! only coming out now! Youve lost the most beautiful thing that ever was seen  found half-a-dozen most beautiful foxes all huddled together, and had the most charming hunt that can possibly be imagined. Hadnt we, Miss Amelia? asks he, appealing to the younger of the sisters.

O dear! thuch a delightful hunt! lisps the beauty, repressing her jet black hair beneath her smart black Malay cock-feathered hat. My pony took thuch a jump! added she, raising herself up in the saddle, as if to show how it was done, sousing down an uncommonly neat embonpoint figure.

Muff is Scotts abomination. Had he ever thought of meeting him, he would have gone tother way. Muff knows he despises him, and calls him a humbug, but cannot resist the opportunity of showing off before the ladies by pretending to be a great sportsman. They dont know that he isnt, and he thinks by carrying matters with a high hand to prevent Scott exposing him.

Just as Scott had undergone the Muffs, and made his salutations to the ladies, who received him in the sort of way young ladies generally receive incorrigible fox-hunting, not particularly young or overgilt bachelors  just as Scott had undergone and performed all this we say, Arrogant, who had been making the banks echo with her name, at last condescended to creep through the wood-fence, and make for the pack in the hurried way peculiar to disobedient hounds with an irate whipper-in at their stems.

Get to him, Arrogant! screamed Joe, the second whip, galloping and cracking his whip, as though he would cut her in two.

Mr. Neville, who had been sitting patiently waiting Arrogants appearance, to say a few words to the juvenile delinquent, and parrying Blatheremskite Muffs importunities to know when he would begin advertising, was just turning his horse to move on when Mr. Scotts appearance attracted his attention.

Ah Tom, my boy! exclaimed he, his handsome face brightening up with a smile, I was just thinking of you. I was just looking at that ugly turnstile, and thinking of the confounded cropper you got over it on the first day of the season. By Jove thats twenty years since, added he, with a shake of the head, and a significant glance of his bright eye.

Three and twenty, Sir, replied Tom, for so we will take the liberty of calling him too.

By Jove, you re right, rejoined Mr. Neville. Quite right, I do declare, with an emphasis, and a dig of his hunting-whip end on his thigh. It was the fifteenth season of ray hunting the country, and now Im in my thirty-eighth  time flies.

It passes lightly over you, Sir, though, observed Tom.

Middling, replied he, cheerfully. Middling  cant complain. What do you think of the young hounds? Thats a nice lot, said he, pointing to some yellow pied ones who came frisking forward as he called them by name; Marksman! Merlin! Messmate! Midnight! Myrtle! by old Marmion out of Marcia, added he, his eyes sparkling as he looked at them. Marmion was by Sir Bellingham Grahams Marmion, you know; and Marcia was by Lord Lonsdales Monarch out of Modish; and so he went on through his entry.

Mr. Neville is one of the last of the old school of sportsmen; of men who made fox-hunting their study, instead of mixing it up with half-a-dozen other pursuits. Everything connected with his establishment is ordered with the regularity of the army, and conducted with the precision of a regiment. Cub-hunting:  Undress; men in hats, last years coats, boots, breeches, and whips, riding, exercising horses; master in a sort of costume combining the varieties of the shooter, the hare-hunter, and the farmer  white hat, green cut-away, striped cravat and waistcoat, drab breeches, with cloth caps to his boots, and a pair of heavy-looking spurs; horse, a back; saddle and bridle, last years ones, whip ditto; and theres the cub-hunting turn-out.

Year after year has seen him in the same; and so rapidly have they passed, that the first time appears but as last year. Nor has the hand of time marked its lapse more strongly on his person. His hair may he a shade greyer, whiter rather; but his figure retains its pristine lightness and neatness, he sits well into his saddle, and looks like what he is  a gentleman and a sportsman. How unlike the Muffs with their ringlets, and chains, and brooches, and gew-gaws  their registered paletots, satin cravats, white leather trousers, and varnished, heel-spurred boots! They look more like Hyde Park than the hunting-field.

This is our first day, observed the squire. Indeed, I didnt think of going; but it was so fine, and the Misses Ogleby persuaded me.

The fact was, the Muffs had bothered him so that he went to the kennel to get rid of them; and finding they followed, he took out the hounds. We killed a cub in Clifton Dean, continued he; and found a litter in the banks, and now we are going to Cold-brook Gorse; weve plenty of, and there is a litter there wants disturbing. So saying he gave the signal to old Ben, the huntsman, who forthwith tickled his nag in the flank, and, preceded by Tom, the whip, took a line of bridle gates for Cold-brook Gorse.  

The country was not quite clear of corn; indeed, they came upon a field of oats they were shearing, across a corner of which the route lay.

Come on, Sir  come on, Sir! cried the farmer, from amidst his work-people, seeing the squire was turning away to avoid the damage of the hounds through the standing corn. Youre quite welcome, Sir!  you re quite welcome, Sir! repeated he, as he held open the gate into the field. This put the horsemen into single file; and as they jogged on, Tom thus began to ruminate:  

Cub-hunting is only poor sport to any but the immediately interested, said he. It resembles the tuning of the instruments for a grand let off of a concert, all of which is very right, necessary, and proper, but a sort of thing that the public care very little to hear. To the master, however, it is everything. It is the rehearsal of the performance of the season, and upon which much of his credit and comfort depends. Still it has more the air of the foreign chasse about it than the go-along clear-the-stage devil-take-the-hindmost-sort of affair of an English fox-hunt. It is like a play, with the principal character omitted  a kill without a run, or the intention of a run. Despite the sneer and smile of contempt it may raise on the features of our friends, we will candidly state that we agree with Mr. Scott and are not cub-hunters. We have no taste for killing foxes while they suck, as the old huntsman said to the young one, who was boasting of the number of noses he reckoned on the kennel door.

Cub-hunting is like the noise and prattle of children, all very delightful to the parents, but very uninteresting to strangers. If you get up in the middle of the night to start with the light, though you avoid the Muffs, you have not the excitement that attends the same performance in the spring of the year, when you go to drag up to a wild flying fox. In the latter case, you have the hopes of a gallant run over a boundless extent of country, while, with the cubs it is all up and down, backwards and forwards, heading and tally-going back. Hunting is hunting, no doubt, and the cry of hounds is very delightful  far better than Julliens or any other bodys band  and the cry of hounds is most beautiful in a wood, but a great part of the joyful excitement is lost by the knowledge that the fading dying notes outside, so quickly following Tally-ho! a-w-a-y! will not he heard. Tally-ho! back! Tally-ho! back! is only a poor cry.

In short, cub-hunting is neither one thing nor another, to any one save the master and his men. There is neither the joyous wide-awake uncertainty and excitement peculiar to the real thing, nor the quiet, staid, take-it-easy, game-at-chess-sort of labyrinth unwinding of hare-hunting. Cub-hunting is good for the ladies and men like the Muffs, who come out for appetites and to kill time. They can take up positions on hills and view commanding spots, join the chiding of hounds with the charms of the landscape, and trot away when they have had enough of either; but the man who wants his gallop, and to see hounds work, had better take a turn with the harriers. It is bad enough laming a horse with harriers at the beginning of the season, but infinitely worse stubbing or staking one in cub-hunting. Moreover, the ground is generally so desperately hard in autumn, that it shakes and shatters the often not over sound legs and feet of the old hunter. Many a horse is perfectly sound in November, that makes a very pottering shamble of it over the hard ground in September or October. But we are only stating what everybody knows.

The hounds soon arrived at Cold-brook Gorse; and a fine, large, close, healthy cover it was. Bush swelled above bush, like undulations of the sea, or like cauliflower heads; and the rising ground of the north side commanded a view of the whole. A belt of now bright yellow horse-chestnuts, broken, weather-beaten, and bent, formed a sort of shelter on that side. There were eight or ten acres of it altogether, and we hold that one cover of eight or ten acres is worth eight or ten covers of two or three acres.



The low end we should add was bounded by Cold-brook, a very uninviting, sedgy, rotten-banked looking burn, of great reputed coldness of water, as frequently tested in the course of each season.

The hounds were soon in the cover.

The compact gorse began to shake, and in less than two minutes the place was alive with their melody.

They had found no end of foxes! The scared blackbirds flew in all directions; rabbits popped in and out; and every now and then a great golden-throppled cock-pheasant or dusky-coloured hen rose with boisterous clamour, as if furiously indignant at such unwonted intrusion.

Up and down, and round about, the whips rode, hooping, and hallooing, and cracking their whips; but it is weary work hallooing to hounds with a good scent in a close gorse.

At last a cub slipped out at the low corner with Marksman, Merlin, and Midnight after him.

Oh! pray turn those hounds, Mr. Muff! hallooed Mr. Neville from the junction of the rides in the centre of the gorse.

Tarquinius Muff, when thus appealed to, was in the middle of a long dissertation on shirt frills, on which he particularly prides himself, being generally set off in front like a pouter pigeon; and thinking the appeal to him for assistance complimentary to his sporting skill, he immediately gathered his horse together, and with a touch of his large brass heel spurs, proceeded to show off before the ladies by giving chase to the fugitives.

The horse seemed to like the fun, and went off so resolutely that Muff never saw the brook until just in time to pull the horse in, which he did most skilfully, blobbing right over head in the middle of it!

We are ashamed to say the ladies laughed, as their dripping friend came spluttering ashore.

With that sorry exploit we will conclude Tom Scotts first day of a bad season.


CHAP. II.

THE GOOSE AND DUMPLING HUNT.

[image: img87.jpg]

HARRIERS, TO BE good, like all other hounds, must be kept to their own game; if you run fox with them, you spoil them; hounds cannot be perfect unless used to one scent and one style of hunting. Harriers run fox in so different a style from hare, that it is of great disservice to them when they return to hare again; it makes them wild, and teaches them to skirt. The high scent which a fox leaves, the straightness of his running, the eagerness of the pursuit, and the noise that generally accompanies it, all contribute to spoil harriers.  BECKFORD.



MR. SCOTT was debating whether to go to Holbrook Fair, or take his dogs and gun and stroll up to the ten-acre piece they were draining, when the short harsh bark of Snap at the door, and the clink of the German catch of the side gate, announced somebody coming.

It was Joe Stumps, Mr. Trumper of Jolly-rises man, whose trot and bustling air, with the portentous display of a ponderous hunting-whip, bespoke no common errand.

Tom went to the porch to meet him  

Meazsters compliments and hooundes be out, said Joe, with which laconic speech he was turning his horses head to go away without deigning to say where hooundes were.

Where are they, Joe? hallooed Scott.

Stockenchurch Hill, to be sure replied Joe, as if it was not possible for them to be anywhere else. The man of few words then trotted away, leaving Tom in contemplation of his enormous disk and the hind quarters of his short-legged, well-actioned bay dray-horse-looking nag, whose sides were covered with the flowing laps of Joes green frock coat.

Mr. Trumper took Stumps on account of his silent qualities (a great recommendation for harriers), a silence nearly reduced to muteness, by Joes leaving out as many words in the few sentences he does utter as he possibly can, according to the approved fashion of his native wolds. In other respects he is very like the hare-hunter  heavy, patient, cute, and cunning, a good rider for a heavy man, careful of his horse and chary of damage. He is perfectly satisfied that there is not a more important personage under the sun than his master, and that he himself is the next greatest man going.

Mr. Scott, availing himself of Mr. Trumpers politeness, enables us to introduce the hunt to our readers.

There is one advantage of harriers  you always know where to find them, and can cut in for a game at romps, just as a dowager does for a hand at whist.

Sleekpow the groom had anticipated Scotts movements; for when he went to the stable, he found the Wilkinson and Kid astride of the hay crib, and the well-polished bridle hanging on the hook between the stalls.

Just put the saddle on old Barbara, said Tom, in the negligee sort of way that may mean any thing  any thing, at least, except fox-hunting.

Hare-hunting certainly ought not to be made a business of. It should just be taken when ones in the humour. Nevertheless, we dont subscribe to Beckfords doctrine  that a ride to the sixth milestone and back would be as good as hare-hunting; for we think, taken quietly, that hare-hunting is the next best sport to fox-hunting. But to make hare-hunting enjoyable a man should live in a good country for it  in a country where he can just turn out within a mile or two of home, and not have to trash away to a distant one. The hounds, too, should be harriers, and not dwarf foxhounds, that burst a hare in ten minutes where there is any thing like a scent. A vicious desire for speed, and of making one thing serve two purposes, has gone far to annihilate the old, respectable, slow, and steady well-hunted good dogs!  harrier packs of former days. Instead of the squire, or a few substantial farmers, keeping their ten or twelve couple of harriers, we have a sort of bastard fox-hunt clubs that run a muck at everything, except the game licence.

The two sports  hare-hunting and fox-hunting  do not differ more in their nature than the relative expenses of each differ.

Hare-hunting requires neither state, machinery, nor preparation; nobody expects to see anything but a lot of merry-looking little animals wriggling and jumping about, attended, perhaps, by a man on foot with the couples, or an elderly servant on an elderly horse; but an establishment, calling itself a fox-hunt, is a very different thing, and raises very different expectations.

There must be a couple of men at the least, with three or four horses that can both gallop and jump. These two men, and these three or four horses, trifling as they appear upon paper, make a considerable item at the end of the year; and if the country is at all hollow, which most countries are fast becoming, from the quantity of draining going on, the expense of stopping alone, comes to as much as the whole annual expense of the merry harriers. Then the promoters have recourse to all sorts of screwing and scraping, applying to members of Parliament, and people who dont hunt, and go running open-mouthed at every chance person that comes out, to support the rickety concern, which is generally a disgrace to fox-hunting, and a nuisance to the country they haunt, not hunt.

Fox-hunting should be done handsomely! There is something about the noble animal that forbids our treating him slightingly. He should be hunted like a gentleman. What chance have a lot of trencher-fed, milk-fattened, street-scouring beggars with a good high-couraged, clean-feeding, well-conditioned flyer? None whatever! The further they go the further they are left behind, till the lagging sportsmen have the satisfaction of seeing them struggling in fits, or sinking exhausted in the furrows. Then the talk and noise they make on a kill shows how unusual a thing it is with them. Nothing can be more pitiable than the half-rigged turn out of an ill supported pretension to a fox-hunt. The boosey-looking huntsman (generally the saddler or publican)  the wretched broken-kneed, over-worked, leg-weary job horse  the faded half jockey, half huntsman-looking caps  the seedy, misfitting, Holywell-street-looking coats  the unclean boots and filthy breeches  with the lamentable apologies for saddles and bridles. We never see a Tom-and-Jerry-looking scarlet without thinking how much more respectable the wearer would look in black. We never see a country-scouring, fence-flattening field without thinking how much better they would be with a pack of harriers. But to the hunt.

Mr. Scott reached Stockenchurch Hill just in time to see the delighted Mr. Trumper pick up his hare before the baying pack on the moor-edge side of the country.

Puss had made a wide circuit of the whole, and was run into a small enclosure, whose crop of oats still stood in stook upon the ground.

It was a fine view. Three parts of the hill are encircled with fertile pastures and productive corn fields, while the fourth stretches away, far as the eye can reach, in undulating and occasionally. broken moorland ground. The fertile patches irrigating the whole were dotted over with little black-faced sheep, while from the then browning heather the wild and scared muir-fowl rose in noisy clamour, winging their ways to quieter regions in the distance.

The day was clear and bright, good both for hearing and seeing, and occasional fitful gleams of sunshine fell upon the distant landscape, lighting up the green patches, or disclosing rocky hill-sides, which, but for the sun, would have been lost in the general dimness of the scene.

The field was small, none but members of the hunt being out; indeed, they dont encourage any other, and Mr. Scott looked upon it as no small compliment their asking him. It was composed of Giles Gosling, of Goose Green Farm, who pays tax for three couple of hounds, and, after Mr.Trumper, is the chief supporter of the hunt; Harry Beanstack, of Ricot; Michael and Thomas Hobbletrot, of Lingfield Green; Simon Driblets, of Loxley Hill Farm; his cousin, Ben Bragg, of the Water down; and the chaplain, the Reverend Timothy Goodman, rector of Swillingford.

They were all in a similar state of elation to the master; indeed, Mr. Trumper might be taken as a prototype of the whole, for, making allowance for the difference of size, they were all as like each other as peas. This similarity arose a good deal from the sameness of their costume and the singularity of its cut  extremely long, loose, bed-gown sort of bottle-green frock-coats, with laps reaching nearly down to their spurs, and great pewter plate-looking buttons set extremely wide apart behind.

There is nothing makes a person look so queer as an extremely long frock or great-coat, and our friends making Guys of themselves arising a good deal from a spirit of covetousness  unworthy of the generous pursuit they follow  we trust this mention of their foible may have the effect of rectifying it, and of saving the expenditure of much good cloth, which they are always tearing or leaving behind on the fences, or, more properly speaking, gaps. The fact is, the hunt always keep a web of cloth in common, and one man having got his coat a little longer than the others on a former occasion, it set the rest agog, and they have gone on, web after web, stealing a march upon each other, till every man puts on as much sail as ever he can carry. They all turn out in things like dressing-gowns, with huge flapped pockets on the sides, each pocket being capable of carrying a hare. Their waistcoats and breeches bear the same affinity  the former small striped toilanettes, the latter large, deep-ribbed, fallow-field looking, patent cords; and the great mahogany tops were evidently the production of the same hand, and made without regard to right or left. Between them and the breeches good warm grey or white lambs-wool stockings may be seen. On this day, each man clutched a ponderous iron hammer-headed whip, that looked for all the world like flails, they, too, having been bought in stock, and apportioned out to them like swords to yeomanry. Their hats are broad-brimmed, dog-hairy looking things, rather inclining to oval at the crown.

Living in a retired part of the country, away from towns and even railways, the members of the Goose and Dumpling Hunt, as they call it, from the members dining off goose and apple puddings at each others houses after the first days hunting in each week  the members of the Goose and Dumpling Hunt we say  have fully satisfied themselves that they are the finest, primest, heartiest cocks in the kingdom, and their hounds the best that ever were seen.  

Indeed, the hounds are as good as can be, and have been in existence nearly forty years, during the whole of which time the greatest care and attention have been paid to their breeding.

Long and solemn have been the consultations and arguments respecting the crosses, and deep the consideration as to the propriety of introducing fresh blood.

These have all been faithfully chronicled by the chaplain and secretary, Mr. Goodman, as also the days of meeting and parties composing each dinner. The members of the hunt are all real sportsmen, men who love hunting innately, but who take no pleasure in leaping. Indeed, to tell the truth, since Beanstack broke his collar-bone by landing on a donkey instead of terra firma on the far side of an unsurveyed fence, the members have declined extra risk, as the insurance offices say, and if there isnt a gap where they want to he over, why they make one.

Some people fancy hard riding an indispensable quality for a sportsman, but we believe, if we were to canvass the sporting world, we should find that the real lovers of hunting are any thing but a hard-riding set. Fond of seeing hounds work, they use their horses as a sort of auxiliary to their legs, and having got a good lift across a field, they are all the abler to compete with a hedge, when they come to one, which they feel they would have had to take, even if on foot.

Our friends of the hunt we are describing are all of this sort. Mr. Trumper, who stands six feet high, and turns the scale on eighteen stone, never pretends to ride over anything. He thinks if his great bay horse Golumpus can carry him handsomely over the heavy, he is entitled to all the ease he can give him at his leaps: and if in the early part of the season, when the old gaps are not well re-established, or a place has grown over during the summer, Mr. Trumper never attempts to break them through with his horse, but dismounting, and taking a bed-gown lap over each arm, he pushes backwards through, and clears the way for his horse. So the field take it in turns to clear the course for each other.

We should add, that their breeches are all seated with leather, most probably with an eye to these prickly performances.

The hounds are of a breed now seldom seen  long, low, mealy reddish, whole-coloured hounds, inclining to a brownish grey along the back. They are fine-headed, fine-coated, and fine-stemed animals, with light musical tongues, and power and pace quite equal to, but not an over-match for, the best and wildest of their moor-edge hares. They look like harriers, and are very much of the colour of the hare herself.

Not being great hands at riding, the object of the members of the hunt has been to keep down the pace of the pack, rather than to increase it, and they oftener draft at the head than the tail. Indeed, one of the rules of the hunt is, that no man is to ride over a leap that can by any possibility be avoided. When any thing in the shape of a poser intervenes, such as Narrowdell-brook or a moor-edge boundary wall, what craning and holding, and leading over is there. Now, Mr. Trumper, says Harry Beanstack, Ill hold your nag till you get over and Trumper, knowing the impossibility of clearing the brook on foot, just slides down the bank into the water, and wobbles through; then comes the old nag, who takes it quite naturally, and begins eating as soon as he lands. Beanstack follows in similar style, and a roar of laughter bursts forth as Giles Gosling disappears under water after a valiant attempt to clear the brook on foot, which checks the ardour of all the rest, who just stump through as Mr. Trumper did, trusting to the strength and honesty of their boots for not taking the wet in.

But we will suppose Mr. Scott joining the hunt.

Halloo, Mr. Scott, exclaims Mr. Trumper, who had just paid the last obsequies to poor Puss, who was then nodding her head out of one end of Joe Stumpss hare case; Halloo, Mr. Scott, are half an hour too late! you are half an hour too late! missed the finest thing that ever was seen! three quarters of an hour with only a slight check at Littleton cross roads, and ran into her in view. (It had been a good twenty minutes.) Didnt Joe tell you where we were? inquired he.

Oh yes, replied Scott; but I waited for my letters, and then came leisurely along, trusting to chance for falling in with you before you found, or in the course of the run.

You should never trust to chance with our hounds, retorted Trumper, somewhat nettled at the unfortunate speech. If a things worth coming to at all, its worth coming to in time, with which somewhat irately delivered remark, he began to hoist himself on to a great sixteen hands horse that looked for all the world like a pony under him.

Its not often, observed he, as he dangled for his stirrup, that we trouble you fine foxhunting gentlemen; for, to tell you the truth, most of you make far too much noise, and press far too close upon hounds for our taste; but, as I know you can hold your tongue, and as the Squire hasnt begun advertising yet, I thought Id just let you know, you know.

Much obliged, replied Scott, much obliged; you may rely upon it, I wont do any mischief.

Ay, but you may do mischief by riding as well as by shouting, observed Trumper, who had had his wheat desperately damaged on a former occasion by some of the flyers. Your wild fox-hunters are all for cramming and ramming where-ever hounds go, without ever considering that, by standing still, praps youll see a deal more of the hunt. But you must just follow me, added he, putting his great horse before Barbara, and Ill show you what to do.  

Lets be doing then, added he, slipping a small bugle into his bedgown pocket mouth, which disappeared like a rabbit down a boa constrictors throat.

The dismounted heavies then clambered on to their horses, and the now refreshed pack began baying and frolicking with delight, making the bright sunshiny scene merry with their presence.

Good humour reigning oer all the currant-jelly mugs with the glorious find and kill, they proceeded to some fresh ground in the neighbourhood that had not been touched upon in the previous run.

There was no bother or fuss about gathering or restraining the hounds; they just followed on as they liked; and first one and then another claimed the admiration of our sportsmen as they passed.

It was quite clear that our harrier masters were not ashamed of their turn-out, and indeed both hounds, horses, and men had a most substantial, yeomanlike, unpretending appearance. The hounds we have already described, and for the horses, We may say that their general stamp was extreme strength and activity on remarkably short legs. They had all square docks, otherwise the ponderous carcases of many of the riders would have made them look more like ponies or cobs than full-sized hunters, which they were.

Before Scott had finished his mental valuation of the whole, he was interrupted by Mr. Trumper hallooing out to his whip, who was a little behind, Which way now, Joe?

Braydoikes, replied Joe; and accordingly the field separated, each man taking his own hedgerow.

These they began flopping and beating with their flail-like whips, while Trumper and Joe drew the hounds across and across the fallows and enclosures.

Hares were not very plentiful, and half an hour elapsed ere Simon Driblets telegraphed a find.

Unlike a fox, the hare puts no one in a fluster or hurry about a start. She is generally so accommodating as to wait till she is set a-going by some one turning her out of her form.

So it was in this case.

Mr. Driblets having seen Trumper and Joes backs turned across the field again with the hounds in their wake, just started her quietly, and let her steal away at her leisure.

All was on the silent system. No views, no hallooing, no heads staring up in the air. The hounds were never taken off their noses.

Mr. Trumper just drew them across the line, and, as if by magic, they struck the scent; after a wild scream of delight, that thrilled through the field, the hounds went away at score.

Puss, though far ahead, was still within hearing distance, and having had a round with them before, mended her pace, and pressed away for the open.

The field had now got gathered together from their respective beats, and each man was hugging his horse as though he were bent on destruction.

Mr. Trumper rode first, and they all fell into places, like a troop of horse, the chaplain and Joe bringing up the rear.

This way, young man! cried Trumper to Scott, seeing he was going to take the line of the hounds, instead of following a field road through a line of gates that rather bent away from them. This way, said he, pointing with his whip, shell turn at you pasture end and skirt the turnips, said he, and we shall catch them up at the cowshed in the field but one beyond.

Trumper was right. The hounds ran to the very point he predicted, and came out into Newsells-lane by the cowshed  all busy and bustling like bees.

You never saw better hounds than those! observed Mr. Trumper, sotto, pointing to them in ecstasy.

Ne, said Joe, who happened to be within hearing.

Presently the pace mended, and the trot that had been pertinaciously maintained was converted into a canter, some of the fatties standing up in their stirrups as if for the purpose of easing their horses, though as yet they had done nothing.

Still they kept the lanes and field roads, which appeared to turn up most accommodatingly whatever way puss pointed.

Sometimes, indeed, they seemed to turn their backs on the hounds, and to be riding away from them altogether; but it was only momentary, and they presently found themselves at some pet gap or friendly rail, which, succumbing to the heavy-hammered whips, set them on the line again.

So they went on, from lane to field, and from field to lane, for some time, the pace being occasionally good, but never great  the music beautiful.

Having run the length of Green-pasture Valley, and crossed Stockenchurch Hill, near the village or hamlet, a cur dog had got sufficiently near pusss quarters to cause her serious uneasiness for her safety, and had forced her off her line, to the astonishment of the field, who, not knowing what had happened, were calculating upon Maddingly Common as a certainty. Indeed, Michael Hobble-trot had cut away for the common at once on reaching the village, instead of turning short to the left at the blacksmiths, as the others did, Michael not being quite sure that the gap by the pond had been opened out, and reckoning he would save time by riding a little about instead of waiting his turn in case the gap had to be re-established. We believe we may add that Michael is rather given to nicking.

Well, great was the astonishment of the field, when, after a short check, where the hounds overran the line, Twister, with something between a note and a yell struck the scent down a newly built wall pointing direct for the moors.

Great heavens! She cant have gone for the hills! ejaculated Tom Hobbletrot, with a lively recollection of a deep bog he had been in on the moors.

Towler, Lovely, Ruffler, Cottager, Guider, all the unerring ones of the pack, however, confirmed the surmise, and that, too, with an energy leaving no room for doubt.

The scent had improved, and they went away at score. They packed beautifully  close as turnips.

We shall be in trouble, ejaculated Hobbletrot, as he got half way down the side of the next field, and saw that Coldbrook Bum was inevitable.

A brook is the only thing in the list of hunting obstacles that admits of neither hope nor palliation. It is a regular take it, or leave it, affair, and Coldbrook Bum is one of the deepest, nastiest, and most twisting in the country  it seems to be everywhere.

Moreover, the horrors of a brook are materially increased by a previous acquaintance with it; for a bold leader will frequently entice a funking field over a place when it comes unexpectedly in chase, at which many would crane and measure, and measure and crane, and ultimately turn away, if encountered in crossing from cover to cover. A brook is a thing at which no man can do any thing for another  unlike a wall, or a rail, or a hedge, or a locked gate, the brook stands boldly on its own merits, as big a leap to the last corner as to the first, nay, sometimes bigger, for rotten undermined banks are apt to give way under the weight of horses. Brooks being formidable customers at all times, we need hardly say that they were considerably aggravated by the autumnal rains; indeed, places that in summer well-nigh suspend payment altogether, begin running and roaring and behaving in the most riotous manner imaginable. Coldbrook Burn may be mentioned as a particular instance of a refractory streamlet; for its course being deep, and its bank sedgy, it is well calculated for holding an uncommon quantity, and when Mr. Trumper reached it this day, he pronounced it a bumper. Scott observed, however, that Trumper didnt seem a bit put out on coming to it. On the contrary, he was more intent on his hounds, who had thrown up on the bank, and were trying for the scent up and down.

Yooi over, good dog! hallooed he to Risker in delight, as his dark head and back rose above the stream. Gleamer, Guider, Rachael quickly followed, and then went the body of the pack. Yooi over, all on you! halloed Trumper, hat in hand, trying to get the young ones to follow.

The field sat in mute attention, watching the proceedings on the opposite side.

Risker first snatched the scent, and there was a rare splashing and scrambling among those in the brook to get at him. Now you wild fox-hunters, said Mr. Trumper, turning to Scott as he sat eyeing the hounds, shaking themselves on the opposite side, would try to leap that burn. Now Ill show you what us hare-hunters do, continued he, seeing the hounds putting their heads for the moors; saying which he gathered his reins, touched his horse with the spur, and bustled away to Bewdley wooden bridge, about a mile off, followed by the whole of the field as hard as ever they could lay legs to the ground.

* * * * * *

Thats far better nor gettin a wet shirt! exclaimed Trumper, as his ponderous horse clattered over the wooden fabric, making it shake again with his weight.

But weve lost the hounds! observed Scott.

Fiddle-te-de! exclaimed he; I know where theyll be to a nicety. Come up, horse! cried he, as his nag began shying at the stone steps, at the taking-off end of the foot-bridge.

Having effected a landing, he forthwith gathered his reins, and, tickling Golumpus freely with the spur, set off at a good round pace, the old nag indulging in a sort of make-believe kick in his canter.

They were now upon the moors, with nothing to fear but bogs and holes, and ruts, things that did not seem to be included in the list of casualties of the Goose and Dumpling Hunt, for all the members began charging abreast instead of following in the goose fashion they had been pursuing before.

The hounds were long out of sight; indeed, they had run up a ravine, from which the détour by Bewdley Bridge had interposed a hill; but the fatties saw by the staring of the sheep the line they had taken, and the field jogged on in high exultation at the splendour of the run, and delighted at the idea of astonishing the stranger.

Presently they got within sight of where sheep were still running, or rather wheeling about, and then a shepherds hat on the sky line of a far-off hill announced where they were.

The riding was only awkward, the heather hiding both stones and holes, and the turf on the bare places, particularly on the hill-side, being extremely slippery. Nevertheless they clattered on, trusting entirely to their horses for safety.

Presently they heard the cry of hounds.

Hold hard! exclaimed Mr. Trumper, they are coming towards us. Hark! exclaimed he (pulling up short, and holding up his hand) now, Mr. Scott, if youll come here, Ill show you the hare, said he.

Accordingly, Scott followed him through a narrow defile to the left, and, looking over a hollow in the rocky hill upon the country below, he saw poor puss dribbling along in a listening sort of canter.

The field followed to partake of the treat.

Oh, shes a fine un! exclaimed Mr. Trumper, his eyes sparkling as he spoke; but shes pretty well beat, added he; shell most likely begin to play some of her tricks: these things have far more cunning nor foxes, added he. Now this is the time, continued he, addressing himself seriously to Scott, that you wild fox-hunters would take advantage of, for the purpose of cutting short the diversion, by mobbing, and shouting, and taking every advantage of him; but we do the thing differently. We let our hounds hunt; and if they cant kill a hare fairly, why they lose her.

The hounds had now descended from the hills and turned the corner of the last angle that shut them out from view. They were working a middling scent, which they caught and lost and lost and caught alternately.

Puss heard them, and regulated her pace by theirs.

Presently she began the tricks Mr. Trumper anticipated. Having got into a small fallow, she dribbled up a furrow above which her back was scarcely visible, and having run the length of it, she deliberately returned the same way, and with a mighty spring landed in a thick hedge-row.

Thatll puzzle them, said Mr. Trumper, for the scent is but cold at best, and the wet of you furrow wont improve what little there is.

But youll let them hunt it of course? observed Scott, thinking Mr. Trumper was paving the way to a little assistance.

Undoubtedly, replied Trumper, with a deep sideway inclination of the head undoubtedly, repeated Trumper, Wed scorn to take an unfair advantage of her. But look how they hunt! added he, Did you ever see hounds work better; no babblers, no skirters, no do-nothing gentlemen here; twelve couple, and all workers; we keep no cats that dont catch mice, Mr. Scott. Oh, but theyre beauties! added he in ecstasy, as they came hunting her as true as an arrow.

When they got upon the fallow it certainly was not propitious. There wasnt a hound that could speak to the scent, and Twister and Towler alone guided them on the line.

Those hounds are worth two hundred thousand pounds a-piece to Prince Albert, or any of the royal family who really know what hunting is, whispered Mr. Trumper. See what confidence they all have in them. Hark! Cottager threw his tongue. Thats the first time hes spoke since he came into the field, but hes had the scent the whole way. Oh! hare-hunting is beautiful sport, the most delightful amusement under the sun, added he. Theres nothing to compare to it. Is there, Beaney? continued he, looking over his shoulder to our friend Beanstack, who with the rest of the field were now clustered behind in ardent admiration of their darlings.

  Nothing! nothing! Nothing! was vociferated by all.

The hounds had now got to the end of the double, and several of the young ones dashed beyond. Not so Twister and Towler, who cast a small semicircle in advance, and then returned to the spot.

Thats hunting now! exclaimed Mr. Trumper, your wild fox-dogs would have been half over the next parish by this time, but those hounds wont move an inch without a scent. See how they hunt it back; Thats something like now. Far better than getting a hold of them and pretending to tell them what, you keep them to tell you, which way the hare went.

Ah, thats all very well, observed Scott, with the hare sitting in the hedge-row; but a fox, you know, keeps travelling on. Theres no time for dawdling with him.

You dont know but that hare may be in Jollyrise township by this time, snapped Mr. Trumper; it doesnt follow because she took the hedge-row, that shes there still. But we are in no hurry. Fair plays the universal motto of hare-hunters. We even have it on our buttons, added he, turning up a great pewter-plate-looking thing with a hare and the words Fair play underneath.

The gentleman doesnt seem to understand much about the thing, I think, observed Michael Hobbletrot, who had got dribbled up from his detour by Maddingley Common, after a most enjoyable ride of the line.

Fox-hunters seldom do, rejoined Simon Driblet.

More at home at a steeple hunt, praps, suggested Gosling.

The currant jelleyers were getting personal, and there is no saying to what lengths they might have gone in the wild moorland region in which they now had their unhappy victim, had not Twister fortunately obtruded his nose so near pusss hind quarters, as to cause her to bound out of the hedge to the galvanisation of the pack, who, with heads in the air, struck up a strain that set the now freshened horses a-frisking. Away they went in view.

Yonder she goes! Yonder she goes! Yonder she goes!

Lauk, what a dog is that Twister! with which exclamations the bed-gown wearers began climbing on to their horses much in the style that Punch represented the old French King climbing on to Artful Dodge.

Fairly and coolly down the hill-side now they went who-a-ing and gent-ly-ing to their horses as they unravelled the zig-zag mysteries of the track.

The pack, meanwhile, were screaming and streaming away in the distance.

When they had all landed at the bottom and shaken themselves, and those who had led down re-mounted, the hounds were fairly out of sight; but Mr. Trumper, nothing daunted, tickled Go-lumpus into a canter, and putting his head the reverse way of what Scott had seen the hounds going, cut down a long slip of grass land lying between the rocky hills and the enclosures, and taking a sudden twist to the left by the corner of a turf fence, shot away like a meteor to the north, through a long line of white field gates, whose pleasing perspective opened in the distance.
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Where these would have ultimately led to we know not, for when they had got through about half a dozen of them, Mr. Trumper suddenly stopped short as if shot  an evolution so quickly followed by the rest of the cavalry, as to have the effect of shooting several of the loose riders on to the pommels of their saddles.

Trumper saw the hare! Indeed they all saw her; but Trumper saw her first.

She was bearing right down upon them, in a style that would most inevitably have led to a collision, had they not pulled up. Full of what was going on behind, she never thought of looking ahead, and nearly ran into them. Poor thing! She came so close, that they distinctly saw the curl of warmth on her soiled fur, and the big heaving of her anxious breast.

A hare is a curious mixture of cleverness and stupidity. We see them lobbing and staring along as if they hadnt an idea in their heads, and then all at once they perform tricks worthy of a wizard.

Shes a fine-un, observed Mr. Trumper, sotto voce, as he sat, whip erect, staring her out of countenance.

The noise he made had the effect of awaking her to a sense of their presence, and caused her to pop through a meuse in the hedge.

Shes about done, observed he, eyeing the performance, for Trumper can calculate the amount of goment left to a nicety,  Tom Hobbletrot then pulled out a great turnip of a watch from his fob, of which having made a good open exposure, he shut it up, with the observation that it was about time.  

Domplins be ready, ars warned, said Stumps, feeling the effects of hunger himself.

The hounds now came towling and picking along with the weak scent of the sinking animal.

Just as Twister and Towler were again eliciting the admiration of the field at the way in which they unravelled the line, a loud shrill hoop! hoop! hoop! from the rising ground in the next field but one, got up the hounds heads, and caused them to work their ways through the high hedge to get at the halloo.

Great was the horror and perturbation of the field, as the hounds flew away, and greater still their disgust at seeing a great fat man in white leather trowsers, and bright heel spurs, with a gold-banded blue cap, and a registered paletot, capping them away at a canter.

Hold hard, Sir,

hold hard, Sir,

God bless you, hold hard, Sir!

God d  n you, hold hard Sir! were shouted and vociferated by the indignant field, now rendered perfectly furious, by not being able to get at him, unless they either charged a tolerably sized fence that looked to them like an impregnable barrier, or rode two hundred yards tother way, to get through at the old established gap.

In vain Trumper, having dived into the bottom of his bed-gown, fished up the little bugle  in vain he blew, in vain he screamed, in vain he imprecated. There wasnt an evil or an adverse element that Trumper didnt wish the stranger visited with.

The hounds topped the hill, and were out of sight in no time.

Fury, unspeakable fury, was depicted on the faces of the field; nor was it diminished by seeing the hunted hare pop out of the hedge, as they moved away to ride for the gap.

Moreover, she accompanied them as far as their joint lines lay, in the direction of the hills, almost as it would seem for the purpose of deriding them. As they pounded and clattered down the stoney, rutty field-road, she kept working her way up a furrow, about twenty yards to their left, in the next field. Doleful were the looks our friends cast on her as they passed on the alteration of their lines.

She couldnt have stood two minutes before them, sighed Tom Hobbletrot, who was next in rotation for a hare.

Who could it be? gasped Parson Goodman, who was riding a still pulling four-year old, and had had something else to do than stare about.

I know, responded Trumper; Ill same him out, added he, bringing his ponderous hunting whip crack down his boot.

Most infamous thing that ever was done! exclaimed Giles Gosling.

So like those wild fox-hunting fools, muttered Trumper, leaning over his horses shoulder to open a gate. Never happy but when they re galloping, added he, throwing it open, and striking into a gallop himself.

He presently reached the eminence over which they had seen the hounds disappear, from whence Trumper was horrified at seeing white leathers absolutely casting the pack! casting the hounds that Trumper deemed it next to high treason for any one to speak to but himself.

There was the stranger in the middle of a twenty-acre turnip field riding about, tasselled cap in hand, describing a circle, which he kept enlarging each time round, after a fashion of his own.

Trumper turned deadly pale at the sight. If there is one thing in the world that he hates more than another, it is a pair of white breeches, and his detestation seemed to increase by the length of the present articles.

Mister Muff! Mister Muff! gasped he, as if in the last agony of a stomach-ache. Mister Muff! repeated he; but Mr. Muff was deaf to the cry.   Hes mad! hes mad! he must be mad! continued Trumper, eyeing Tarquiniuss manœuvres among the turnips, who, regardless of Trumpers imprecations, continued his career to the damage of the turnips and the danger of the hounds.

Trumper then put on ail steam, and charged down hill, followed by the train-band, bold.

Tarquinius, full of his own importance, not only as a first-class swell, but a fox-hunter, held up his hand as he saw them coming, exclaiming most importantly, Hold hard, gentlemen, hold hard! Pray hold hard! continued he, seeing the exhortation was disregarded; adding, I know how far they brought her.

You know how far they brought her? grinned Trumper, in agony, as he leaned fumbling the chain off the gate opening into the field where they were. You know how far they brought her? I wish I knew how far I might take you to hang you.

I never did ride over turnips in my life, observed he to himself as he got the gate open, but Ill have a shy at them to-day.

So saying, he stuck spurs into Golumpus, and went pounding and smashing through the middle of them.

If it hadnt been for the hounds, we believe Trumper would have charged Tarquinius full tilt. Luckily, some of the beauties popping above the turnips, which being guano sown were uncommonly forward, caused Trumper to get his horse more in hand, and ultimately to pull up a little short of assaulting distance.

Oh Mr. Trumper, its you, is it? observed Muff, in the most patronising way to our gasping and perspiring sportsman. I thought it must be a heavy-weight pack, as none of you were up with them.

Up with them! gasped Trumper, I wish you would ride about your business, and leave our hounds to themselves.

Why, my good fellow, replied Muff, turning his horse to the now assembled field, I was doing you an absolute service. I viewed the hare, and laid your beagles on to her.

Beggles! vociferated Trumper, Beggles, repeated he, as if he was going to be sick; Where the deuce do you use any beggles here?

Thems harriers, observed Hobbletrot, with the utmost contempt, muttering something about d  d frenchified something that sounded rather like fool.

Well, but my good fellow, let me make my cast perfect, at all events, continued Muff, who had been studying Mr. Smiths patent all-round-my-hat cast in the Diary of a Huntsman that morning.

You know I know something about hunting, Tom Scott, continued he, appealing to our friend with the familiar Tom, instead of the distant Mr. he uses on ordinary occasions, when he is coming it grand.

Indeed I dont, replied Tom, nettled at his meanness, and unable to resist the temptation of having a shy at him too.

Thats right, Mr. Scott! speak your mind like a man! exclaimed Trumper, slapping his whip down his boot.

Not about fox-hunting, at all events, continued Scott, thinking to qualify his answer.

And Im sure he knows nothing about harehunting, ejaculated Tom Hobbletrot, determined not to let Muff off.

But, my good men, minced Muff, with the greatest effrontery, throwing back his registered paletot, and showing a profusion of trinkets appended to his glittering watch chain, at the same time sticking out a great leather-covered leg my good men, repeated he, at all events, you must admit, that but for me you would have seen no more of your hare; your little dogs could hardly own the scent when I capped them away close at her scut.

D  n you and your capping, roared Tom Hobbletrot, unable to restrain himself at hearing Muff take credit to himself for losing him his hare; youve lost us our hare, Sir, instead of helping us to catch her.

Thats because you interrupted me when I was making my cast, retorted Muff.

Cast! screamed Trumper, you hallooed us away to a fresh hare.

Fresh hare! sneered Muff fresh hare, repeated he, shrugging up his shoulders, and throwing out a primrose coloured kid-gloved hand, my good fellow, do you suppose Im such a fool as not to know a fresh hare from a hunted one?

Yes, ar do, roared Tom; I dont think you know nothin about one except you see her in the soup plate.

Silly man! silly man! simpered Muff; If this is not the hunted hare, Im

Well, Mr. Muff, it dont argufy a bit, interrupted Trumper, whose choler had been subsiding as the others had been getting up; it dont argufy a bit, Sir, repeated he; the hunted hare is back. I saw her make for the hills as we came to your halloo. I tell you how it is, Sir! I tell you how it is, Sir! his anger rising again as he spoke, You are a fox-hunter, Sir  no objection at all to fox-hunters, Sir  none whatever; Mr. Nevilles an excellent man, Sir  cant be a better  always most civil to me when I go out with his hounds, Sir; but I never presume to halloo, Sir. If I see a fox, Sir, I hold up my hat, Sir; never think of hunting the hounds, Sir. Glad to see Mr. Neville, or any of his gentlemen out, Sir, with our hounds, Sir, but I hope theyll do the same when they come, Sir  hope theyll do the same when they, Sir. Now, Sir youve lost us our hare, Sir, continued he, so Ill bid you good morning, Sir  Ill bid you good morning, Sir, and well go home to dinner, Sir  well go home to dinner, Sir.

So saying, Mr. Trumper made Mr. Muff a bow, and diving into his bed-gown pocket for the horn, gave it a twang, and, having gathered his hounds, retraced his way through the turnips.

* * * * *

Hell cut his stick now, observed Mr. Trumper, looking over his shoulder as he got to the gate to see where Muff was.

Well just try and see if we can recover the hunted hare, added he, looking at his watch, and seeing it was a little past one.

That Mr. Muff, continued he, jogging on, half to himself and half to any one that would listen to him, is the most disagreeable man I know; hes eternally teaching somebody something. He thinks, because he rides in scarlet, that hes fit for a huntsman, whereas, saving Mr. Scotts presence, said he, looking at Scott. I really believe there are more fools in scarlet than in any other colour. Id rather have laid in bed all day, a thing I detest after sunrise, continued Trumper, than have asked him to join our hunt, for hes certain to make a mess if he comes. Hes just one of those sort of daft bodies that cant hold their tongues, and must always be doing. Gently, Cottager  good dog, added he; I know where she is better than that, continued he to Cottager, who was feathering on the grassy side of the road. If that stupid man had hallooed them fox dogs away, continued Trumper, as he did ours, thered have been an end of the thing; but theres one great advantage of hare-hunting, that you need never give her up  never as long as a hound can own the scent.

And when they cant, you begin to prick her, dont you? asked Scott.

Thats as may be, replied Mr. Trumper; We never dig her out, at all events!

She doesnt give you a chance, replied Scott, as Trumper hastened to conclude the dialogue by getting out of hearing.

They soon reached the fallow where puss and they had parted company, and certainly it seemed a most unpromising speculation trying to recover her. Even the redoubtable Twister and Towler could make nothing of it, though she was plain enough to prick where the water had left a sandy wash on the furrow ends of the poor, undrained land.

Trumpers keen eye saw these plainly enough, though his paternal affection made him anxious to transfer the credit of the feat to the noses of the now mute pack.

At length even pricking failed.

Puss, with a tact often displayed by hunted animals, had selected an enclosure so cold, so bleak, so barren that nothing but a few water-weeds grew upon it, and of those there were only barely sufficient to hide her track.

Trumper pulled up as the hounds got upon it, feeling quite incompetent to form the least opinion - as to whether she was on, or sideways, or back, or down, or where.

Twister, however, thought she was on, and a greenish spot of land on the rising ground, towards the middle of the enclosure, yielding something that acted upon his frame like a scent, Mr. Trumper moved forward, and Twister spoke to her at the hedge-row.

They were now again upon a large fallow, and Trumper felt the difficulty of picking the cold scent with the danger of starting a fresh hare. However, he went on, eyes well down, in hopes of seeing something.

The day, having changed for the worse, was now getting raw, and the ceremony of hunting by inches, though very interesting to masters, is any thing but exhilarating to strangers: at last, having come to about a dead lock  not a hound being able to own the scent, or to carry it a bit further  Scott ventured to suggest that it was all u p.

Gad, now do you know, I thought youd be saying that, replied Trumper, starting round. I never saw a fox-hunter yet that didnt think it was time to shut up as soon as they were run out of scent.

Weve been walked out, replied Scott.

Very true, retorted Mr. Trumper, very true, repeated he, and that makes me think she wont be far off; Gad, Sir, shes under your horses nose at this moment! added he Hold hard! while I draw the hounds off, or theyll spoil her.

Trumper then drew the hounds away, and looking a little ahead Scott saw what at first looked like a clod, but which, on closer observation, proved to be poor puss.

To be, or not to be, was the question,  a live hare or a dead one.

Save her! whispered Scott, Save her! shes a good-un, and will give us a gallop another day. Mercys all thats wanting to make the days sport perfect.

Nay then! rejoined. Trumper, in astonishment, as he still kept drawing the hounds off, I thought you fox-hunters were all for blood.

So we are, said Scott, so we are  but not hares blood.  

Well, then, Ill humour you, said Trumper, and let her live; but you must allow she was well hunted.

Never saw any thing better in my life! exclaimed our friend. It was a most wonderful performance.

Wide difference between fox-hunting and harehunting, you see, observed Trumper, fishing the bugle from the bottom of the bed-gown pocket, and giving it a twang.

Come away, good dogs! come away! hallooed he, as if he was giving the game up for lost.

You should never give a hare up, said he, when you come to those sort of solemn stops, for, ten to one, shes not far off. A fox would be far off, and the longer you persevere, the further youre left behind; but come, continued he, briskly, weve had a good days sport. You lost the first run, to be sure, which was an uncommon good one, as good a one as ever was seen; but this hasnt been a bad-un, and now, suppose you finish the day by dining with us.

With all my heart, replied Scott.

Goose and dumplings, observed Trumper; goose and dumplings: suppose you can dine off them?

Nothing better, said Scott nothing better.

Lots of onions! added Trumper, lots of onions!

Thats your ticket, replied Scott, thats your ticket.

They soon got upon the Edge-hill Road, and the longer they travelled the smaller the pack became, one hound cutting off at a stile, another at a gate, a third at the cross-roads, all making for their respective homes.

There are two things in this world that there is seldom any mistake about  the smell of a fox and the smell of roast goose. Even the most unsophisticated in sporting matters, though they may not think it prudent to exclaim I smell a fox, as the peculiar odour crosses their noses on the pure air of a hunting morning, yet never assign the effluvia to any other thing; while in the matter of roast goose, the veriest ignoramus has no hesitation about it.

It so happened that Mr. Scott winded the savoury bird ere he viewed the buildings at the back of Jollyrise Farm, which are shut out from view at the back approach by a row of gigantic hollies, then in the full luxuriance of the deepest green and the reddest berries.

I smell goose! exclaimed Scott, at the turn of the road.

You may say that, replied Trumper, four on em, I expect.

You go the whole hog in the goose way, observed Scott.

A goose to twos the allowance, replied Trumper; therell hardly be that to-day; but you neednt make yourself uneasy on that score, therell be plenty for us all.

The out-buildings, forming an ample square at the back of Jollyrise House, were like Mr. Trumper himself  large, roomy, and substantial. The beasts in the fold-yards revelled in the cleanest straw, and if there was the slightest smell of any sort, it was entirely overpowered by that of roast goose.

What surprised Mr. Scott most was some half dozen gigs and dog-carts, all drawn up under a shed on entering.

What do you do with so many gigs, Mr. Trumper? asked he. Before, however, he had time to get an answer, the trampling of the horses feet drew out as many attendant clowns, who forthwith assisted their masters to alight. They had brought their drinking carts, as they call them, in exchange for their hunters.

After a bucket of gruel a-piece, the latter took their departures home. Trumper, having boxed Golumpus, proceeded to cast an eye round the buildings to see that all was right.

Come, Tom, come! exclaimed Mrs. Trumper from the long staircase window commanding the landing and angle of the staircase, in which she now appeared full length, in a black silk gown and cherry-coloured ribbons to her cap, looking most blooming and buxom. Come, Tom, come! repeated she, as she saw her husband wandering from filly to foal and from heifer to cow.

They all then made for the back kitchen, where towels and basons, and boot-jacks and slippers waited their pleasure, superintended by a nice freshlooking maid, in a blue cotton gown, with crisp cork-screw ringlets dangling down the sides of her merry healthy cheeks.

The party were presently divested of their tops, and now appeared in most comfortable woollens and slippers. After running the joint stock comb through the lightish crops of straggling hair, they waddled into the parlour, where they were greeted by the missis.

This was a low wainscoted room, situate on the right of the front door on entering, with one window looking to the south and the other to the east, the latter commanding a view of the twisting Aubom water, and the well-wooded Greyridge Hills beyond. The walls were profusely decorated with hare hunts in every stage and variation of the sport, from the turn out from the kennels down to Who whoop! There were hares sitting, and hares running, and hounds finding their own hares, and people finding the hares for them, and hounds hunting, and hounds viewing, and hounds at fault, and hounds hitting her off again, and hounds running into her, and hounds catching her, and hounds baying her.

Then there were stuffed hares in cases on the mantel-piece and about the broad skirting boards of the walls, with inscriptions detailing the exploits of each, and sometimes the names of the favoured few who were out. Long before Scott had made the circuit of the room, however, the well roasted geese came hissing in hot from the spit, and each man paired off with a partner for one.

The Rev. Timothy Goodman having said grace, they all set to with the most rapacious and vigorous determination.

For people who are fond of goose (and who is not?) a greater treat could not be devised. There was no taking the edge of the appetite off with soup, or fish, or patties, or cutlets, or side dishes of any sort; but they sat down to dine off the one thing they expected. This, too, was done in the fairest, most equitable way imaginable; for instead of a favoured few getting the breast and tit-bits, leaving nothing but grisley drumsticks for late comers, each man had his own half goose, and could take whatever part he liked first, without eating in haste and fear that the next favoured cut would be gone ere he could get at it again. All, too, dining off goose, and eating most profusely of stuffing, none could reproach the other with smelling of onions.

Silence appeared to be the order of the day both morning and evening, for with the exception of a voice occasionally hallooing out Beer scarce a word passed, until the dishes presented a most beggarly account of bones. Beer they might call it, and beer it might look like, being both light and bright, but it was uncommonly strong and heady to take.

Let the French talk of their vin ordinaire or pure St. Julien claret, with considerable body, at 28s a dozen: what is it when compared with the vin ordinaire, the malt and hops wine of old England?  a quart of Trumpers beer would sew up the best Frenchman that ever was seen. We are quite sure we have tasted bottled ale that would be prized before champagne if it was only as dear. How few people appreciate still champagne! It is the fiz, the pop, and the cream that makes sparkling champagne such a favourite, and good bottled ale has all those concomitants.

Trumper, having made a most exemplary onslaught on his half goose, and washed it down with many potations of malt liquor, at last threw himself back in his semi-circular chair, and bellowed out the word BRANDY. Mrs. Trumper immediately dived into her pocket, and beckoning to the maid, gave her the key of a cupboard formed of one corner of the room, from whence she produced a most liberal sized blue glass spirit stand with the names, HOLLANDS,

RUM,

BRANDY, in gilt letters round the bottle necks.

Take a thimbleful of brandy, Mr. Scott, after your goose, said Trumper, appealing to our friend; and forthwith the little maid brought him a large wine glass on a papier maché stand with a hare painted on the bottom, and proceeded to help him. Stop! exclaimed Scott, when she had got it half filled.

NAY, roared Trumper in disgust, Whats the top of the glass made for, dye think,  fill it up, woman  and the woman did fill it up.

I drink to you, said Trumper, tossing off a like quantity with the most perfect ease.

Mild as milk, observed he, smacking his lips as he put down the glass.

The floodgates of conversation now began to be loosened, and each man having drunk to his goose partner, began asking his neighbour to take a drop  so the drops went round.

The dumplings now came rolling in  ten dumplings on ten dishes and five boats full of sauce. Apple dumplings are the order of the day, but the apple crop having failed they had recourse to currant dumplings, approaching very near to plum.

Cheese followed these, and then they cleared the old oak table and drew it towards the fire. The party ranged round: biscuits and filberts constituted the dessert, and glasses formed the beverage. Mrs. Trumper stood in for a tumbler of something and water, and when she retired, the little maid again appeared, and diving into the cupboard, produced sundry clay pipes, a large tobacco box with a hare hunt on the lid, and several little round boxes with sand in the bottom, which she distributed among the party.

You dont object to baccy, I suppose? observed Mr. Trumper, filling his pipe.

Not a bit, replied Scott, taking a pipe and doing the like.

A. solemn reverie followed, each man smoking and apparently either thinking or dreaming.

I did wrong in leaving her, at last said Trumper, breaking silence, at the same time knocking the ashes out of his pipe.

Thereupon they all began to throw their tongues, and they hunted that hare over again.

Then Timothy Goodman reminded them of a similar run they had had twenty years before, when they killed at Little Gaddesden, after having all but given her up. Then Harry Beanstack recalled another, and Ben Bragg a third. More hot water was then called for, and brought. More cold also  more sugar; and then more brandy  more rum; and the hollands being exhausted, its patrons had recourse to gin. They then began to get noisy  one talked of his horse, another of his hound, a third of himself, a fourth of his farm, and Gosling, who had lately married for the third time, talked of his bran new wife. Then they would drink her health, and some one proposed all the honours, which being duly responded to, some of them found that resuming their seats was rather a difficult matter. Toasting, having begun, went on briskly, and then singing commenced. The songs were various, but all in honour of the hare. The one that gave most satisfaction had for a chorus  



Theres nothing can compare  



To hunting of the hare, which they kept hammering away at, laying the emphasis on to the nothing can,  



Theres NOTHING CAN compare, till they got it so high that no type could convey an idea of the din, save the great capitals used by some of the He-who-runs-may-read advertising wine or Reform-your-tailors-bills fraternity.

Suffice it to say, that our friend Scott felt the fumes of the spirit for three whole days after, and the ghost of  

Theres NOTHING CAN compare 

To hunting of the hare haunts him still.  


CHAP. III.

A CHOKER.
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MR. SCOTTS NOBLE friend  for, like most rustics, he has one noble acquaintance, whom he dignifies with that title when he is coming it strong  Mr. Scotts noble friend, Lord Lionel Lazytongs, son of the Marquis of Fender and Fireirons, says that when Lady Lazy tongs maid calls him on a hunting morning, and he halloos out to know what sort of a day it is, the invariable answer he gets is, A bad morning and very cold.



The question seems superfluous; for few men, let alone a tender delicate maid, are capable of forming an opinion whether the weather is favourable for hunting or not.

We never ask any questions, but somehow there are certain indications that give us an idea as to what sort of a day it is before we get to the finishing touch of the toilette. Ones razors give the first indication of a raw ungenial atmosphere; and an eye into the fields or towards the road shows how the country people are clad. If the carters have their duffle coats on, and the poor turnip pullers their thick shawls wrapped across their breasts, it is a sure sign of a raw unkindly atmosphere  an atmosphere warranting the warm-backed waistcoat, if not the lambswool and fleecy-hosiery also.

The November of 1846, to which season the following adventures of our friend Mr. Scott are confined, was the worst hunting November that perhaps ever was known. It was more like a bad March than the glorious, sloppy, burning scent sort of weather peculiar to that month. November is generally the freshest, greenest spot on memorys hunting waste, but the one in question will be remembered more as a nasty, harsh, windy, mutton-broth, cold-in-the-head, shivering-shaking sort of affair, than for the sterling qualities associated  in a sportsmans mind at least  with Novembers existence.

The fact is, the year 1846 was a month in advance of itself all the way through, and we had November in October.

There was very good hunting in October in many counties  that is to say, the huntsmen and whips had very good hunting.

We will describe a November day of 1846, for the benefit of posterity, should the plates save our work from the trunk-maker or butter-man.

On Monday, the 16th, Mr. Nevilles hounds met at Homdean Toll-bar, midway between the towns of Scrapetin and Skinflint, and having scarcely recovered from a half-suppressed, half-cured, agueish sort of cold, which had prevented his taking the field before, Mr. Scott was any thing but pleased at the dull, unblooming look of the clipped horses coat, when he went into the stable, confirming the suspicions he had indulged in while dressing, of its being a nasty cold day.

When he got upon the road he found his worst fears confirmed, for the mudscrapings were dry on the north side, and the whole surface of the turnpike gave indications of its being a cold drying day.

The horse didnt like it, and champed the bit, and set up his back, as though anxious to warm himself with a gallop.

There are some days of so dubious undefined a character, that one may ring the changes with the people we meet between a fine day and a bad day with the probable chance of success with each, but it would have required an extremely complaisant person to agree that this was a pleasant day  a nice day, or a day deserving any of the various forms of phraseology denoting approval of the weather. It was an arid drying day, with just sufficient wind to send the cold cutting air through ones carcase. Even fox-hunters  of all men the most merciful and least hasty in condemning a day  could only observe that it might be better than it looked. A day certainly may be so bad as to be good for nothing but fox-hunting, but these are generally of the sloppy order, not your withering, dust-raising sort of days. Moreover such a day in November is perfectly discreditable, for the least one can expect is to come home with ones feet well wet up to the ankles, from the slushiness of the ground.

A scarlet coat is generally considered a better specific against cold than the stoutest double-milled broad-cloth or extra strong Saxony; but on this day its charms were gone. Mr. Scott shivered as he went along. The few men he overtook were flopping their arms, or had their mouths tied up in shawls or cravats, as though they were coming from the dentists. The greetings were of the desponding order, as if each thought he would be better at home. If Tom had been ordered by the Horse Guards, the Admiralty, the Home Secretary, or any one in authority, to turn out on such a day, how he would have grumbled! What a pretty kick up hed have made. Nevertheless, there he was, trotting along, trying to delude himself into the belief that it was pleasure.

It must be a marvellous day, or a wonderful country, when the advertisement of a regularly established pack of fox-hounds fails to bring some one. When he got to the toll-bar, Tim Bilk, the collector, had half filled his white apron pocket with coppers, and it was gratifying to see some one looking happy. The hounds did not, neither did the horses, while the quick movement and the thumping of hands against thighs, plainly told how cold it was. A drop hung to old Ben, the huntsmans, nose, which, as he chased away with his worsted mitten, was quickly succeeded by another. Still many people did not seem to think it so cold as it was, simply, we believe, because it was early in the month of November. Had it been about Christmas, they would have exclaimed against waiting, and showered blessings on the heads of all late comers. Mr. Neville, we may observe, did not even send a horse on; and there we think he showed he had not hunted so many years for nothing. In the absence of the master a Regent is generally appointed, and some time was consumed by old Ben in expectation of some one either appointing himself or being appointed by the field. As, however, a Regency imposes the propriety of staying with the hounds till the end of the day, it did not seem in request, and at last they put into cover without one.

The only drawback to Horndean is its proximity to the towns of Scrapetin and Skinflint. These at times pour forth rather a troublesome population. As a harbour for foxes, as a good place to get away from, and as a cover commanding a run, if a fox does but get clear, it is second to none in the country. Had it been a moderate sort of meet Scott would not have troubled it, but there is no such thing as staying away from Horndean. The cover is about a mile long, with all sorts of lying, timber, plantation, underwood, gorse, broom, fern, every accommodation, as the lodging-house keepers say. The deepest and strongest part is at the end where they meet, the whole hill, or rather precipice side being covered with gorse in every stage of health and every variety of growth, open here, close there, middling elsewhere, with occasional slides of blueish slate or bare patches of ground, giving the occupants on the opposite side a fine panoramic view of Reynards peregrinations. The bunnies, too, are plentiful, and many a capering yard wand goes home on his three and sixpence a side, with the full conviction that one of these dotting, popping, burrowing little beggars, is the animal he has hired his horse to come out to see hunted.

Tallyho! exclaimed Tom Scott. I declare there he is, bounding out of you thick patch of gorse, straggling up to the hill top; and now he Comes banging down the side like a rocket. Tallyho! Tallyho! Confounded old fool that I am! I declare I am just as keen about seeing him as I was the first time out, and thats a quarter of a century ago, added our friend to himself.

What commotion the hunt has created in the lately untenanted valley! The hills are clustered with spectators, and the few leafless ashes by the road side are crowded with boys. All are agog with excitement, all straining their eye-balls, in the hopes of seeing him, and most of them looking the wrong way. Even Bilk has left the gate in charge of his niece, and stolen away to see the find.

Theres a better scent than I thought, said Scott, eyeing the pack flying together. Now they pour down the steep hill side, right on the line bold Reynard has taken. What a crash! what a melody! The old gorse bushes snap under their weight, and the green masses shake and tremble with their bustling. Theyll have him out before long, said Tom, and then he began hugging himself for coming. Never does to stay at home because the morning doesnt look well, said he, cocking up a leg and drawing his girths: shouldnt wonder if we have a run; and then, how vexed all the fellows will be that havnt come!

And now hats off further up, shows that Reynard is viewed, but the second whip being there prevents any noisy ebullition of delight. The hounds are working on the line and will soon be at the spot. Hes on, by Jove! horses heads turn to the west, and rising shoulders bob above the opposite wall to where Scott is  he cuts away through the old established gaps on his side of the dean, for there never was a fox cover yet without its regular way all round, though few people care to learn more than one side.

What a clatter the roadsters make on the opposite side! and how they hurry on regardless of the hounds!  you gentleman in the linen trowsers on the runaway chestnut is going at score.

In vain the huntsman shouts, in vain the whip imprecates  on, on, he goes, like Gilpin, and, in all probability, with a similar result.

They say that every woman has one chance of being married, and every fox one chance of breaking cover, and we believe this fox had every intention of going, if it hadnt been for this genius. There is a narrow gulley near the west end of the dean that nine flying foxes out of ten emerge by, facing as fine a tract of open country, chiefly pasture, as eye can traverse, but the chestnut got there first, and Reynard declined following. A fox, like a sovereign, must be first or nowhere. Its all nonsense depriving him of precedence  people who go out hunting must make up their minds to let the fox go first.

A cold east wind shivered a chill of disappointment, as the field, on turning their horses heads to the now baffled hounds, met it careering up the valley. The warmth of excitement seemed to die out all at once. The hounds even seemed disappointed, and came lagging along, now on the scent, now off, in a far different style to what they had flown with the first outburst of joy, produced by a close proximity to the brush. Who doesnt know the result of such a mishap as this? Who doesnt know the blighting influence such a catastrophe has on the spirits of the field? how what might have been the finest day that ever was seen, becomes tainted with the title we have placed at the head of our paper?

The sportsmen were presently all back in their places, just like people who had gone out of a French theatre between acts. There was old Ben with a fresh drop on his nose, yoicking his hounds, himself and his horse embedded in gorse  there was the second whip again standing erect in his stirrups, looking out for a view  and Tom, the first whip, was back on our friend Scotts side of the dean, ready to attend Reynard away should he be inclined for a trip to the south.

Up and down, and round about, the hounds worked him, the scent getting weaker, and the ground getting worse, the more it was foiled. Now theyd give it up, and now they wouldnt; now Ben viewed him, and now Joe, but Tom and Mr. Scott, who sat on the opposite side, saw that the chance of getting him away again grew worse and worse.  

Some may call this fox a coward, said Scott to himself, as he sat eyeing the proceedings, and ruminating on the mutabilities of the chase, but he certainly has no right to that title for both his performances this day. According to the common doctrine of courage, he who flies at once is a coward, and viewed in that light, Reynard would be censured for doing what we want him. He started away at once, and if the linen leggings interposed, that was no fault of his, nor should he be blamed for keeping where they do not come. Im not sure, continued he, but it requires more courage to stand the efforts of those two-and-twenty couple of slapping hounds in that small hill, than to fly the country, and take the chance of sheltering hedge-rows, friendly woods, and other contingencies. Yet we call the fox a coward for not running away. The doctrine of fox courage is not clearly defined. The doctrine of cold is, though continued he, sneezing and shrugging up his shoulders as the keen wind took him across the back.

Thank God! theres old Ben putting his horn to his mouth at last, exclaimed he, and the clear shrill noise sounded through the country. The willing hounds gladly left the unkindly gorse, and came straggling up to Bens horses heels.

If it wasnt that I have broken into the day, and shouldnt be able to settle to any thing after, Id go home, said Scott to himself; for theres no sure find within four miles of this, and the day is getting colder, and the wind higher. Moreover the day, without being absolutely stormy, was just boisterous enough to prevent hounds hearing, and consequently bad enough to prevent hunting.

The choice now lay between Hunters Oak Spinney and Kenley Gorse  the one being in Scotts way home, the other out of it. Of course they chose the one out of it, and after four miles, trot, trot, bump, bump, at that most uncomfortable postboy pace that hounds jog from cover to cover, they arrived at the gorse just in time to see two shooters emerge from it.



We need hardly say they drew it blank; indeed, after so much gorse work, we were only surprised that Ben drew it at all; but huntsmen must make out a day somehow when master is absent, and that with as little unnecessary disturbance of country as possible.  

Farmer Buckwheat then came up, and assured Ben that he had seen a fox an hour before rolling on his neighbour Rushs fallow,  a piece of intelligence that Ben eagerly availed himself of, and drew the hounds across and across as though he really expected to find him.

That performance being over, and eleven redcoats remaining, nine of whom lived to the north, Ben announced his intention of drawing Parkham Bush Dean, a most impracticable cover, to the south  impracticable at least in as far as getting foxes away is concerned  an intimation that acted like lightning upon the field, causing the red-coats to stop short, those who had comforters in their pockets to tie up their mouths, those who had warm gloves to produce them from their horses girths, and all to make preparations for cutting home,  declaring that they had had enough, and that it was the most beastly day they had ever been out in.

Cold, dejected, cheerless, dispirited, and chilled, our friend sought his solitary home, and having got rid of an hour in the stable, at last found himself in the old red morocco chair with cane sides, that has grown old, and tattered, and shabby in his service. There, as he dozed over the fire, with the melancholy light of a pair of mutton fats, he reviewed the flight of life, and glanced at the prospect of the future.

Hunting, said he, has been the balm and charm of my youth  it has solaced the seclusion of my summers, and delighted the retirement of my winters; but, hang it, if this November is to be taken as a sample of whats to come, its precious little use persevering in the line.

Thereupon he gave a tremendous sneeze.

What a fool I was to go out on such a day! continued he, burying his face in a capacious bandana, far more likely to increase a cold than to cure one. A-whitz  a-whitz  a-whitz regularly in for it, and nobody to nurse one. Poor Lydia Clifton? If it hadnt been for this hunting Id have married you long since. A-whitz  a-whitz  a-whitz. James! hallooed he to the boy he now heard fistling in the passage, take a foot-bath full of hot water up stairs directly  boiling! dye hear?, I really think Ill give up hunting and marry her still, added Tom, rising from the morocco chair, for its no use keeping horses for such work as this. So saying, he stumped up stairs, to parboil his feet and think over the pros and cons of matrimony.


CHAP. IV.

A CHEERER.
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A CHOSEN FEW alone the sport enjoy!



THE next day was so deuced overcast and bad that our friend didnt venture further than the stable, or we really believe he would have ridden over to Snailswell, and ended a nine years courtship with an offer. As it was he lay at earth, watching the rows of drops stringing themselves together like illumination lamps on the window frames, the raw drizzling rain gliding down the panes, and the heavy spongy clouds rolling themselves like bed hangings round the opposite hills. A more ungenial day, perhaps, was never seen. Even in the country it was scarcely light, and what those poor benighted folks who live in towns must have suffered baffles the comprehension. The glass had run itself down to nothing, and every body said they were in for weather. The wind rose towards night, and dashed the now swelling drops against the casement with redoubled fury.

Scott fully made up his mind, as he turned into bed, to be done with hunting, and to settle quietly down to matrimony. Its no use persevering in a sport when one hasnt weather to enjoy it in, argued he, considering what he should do with his horses. Shes a nice little creature, continued he, pulling the bed clothes up to his snuffling nose, and although she hasnt much money, yet shes so careful that her management would be quite as good as a fortune. So saying, he dozed away to sleep, and dreamt of bells ringing, ribbons flaunting, beer flowing, fiddles scraping, girls dancing, farmers feasting, three times three and one cheer more!

How different everything looked the next morning. The dreary, foggy, water-charged clouds had cleared away, and been succeeded by bright, smiling, sunshiny weather.

The landscape was just like a newly cleaned picture. What yesterday was all blotch, mystery, and confusion, to-day stood forth most luminously distinct. Nay, beauties appeared, that a stranger would have said had been added  Oakhope spire, the herds white cottage on the Compton Hills, and the sky line breaking fringe of beech, crowning the summit of Blackdown Moor. All nature seemed to rejoice in the change. The cattle grazed freely in the fields instead of sheltering behind trees and hedge-rows, the labourers doffed their jackets to their work, children played bareheaded about the cottages, and the horses in the stable had acquired a silky gloss on their late dull unkindly coats.

The hounds met at Hollyburn Green, twelve miles by the road, nine by the crow. Our friend certainly had no intention of hunting when he went to bed  none whatever; indeed he had fully determined, if his cold was well enough, to ride over to Snailswell; but we must add that he did not anticipate so fine a day.

Saddle old Barbara, said he to Will Sleekpow, who was preparing for exercise, and you ride the colt on as far as Ratchburn Mill, and then take the fields for Hollybum Green, till I overtake you; with which directions Tom hurried back to dress and breakfast.

Will seemed rather surprised, but, like a sensible servant, he proceeded to do what he was told,  a very indispensable quality for a person calling himself a servant.

What a different sort of day it was to the last! Instead of a drying, pinching, hide-bound sort of feeling, it had all the soft, fresh, bland luxuriance of spring. Quite a day for taking the creases out of ones face. The ground was well saturated with wet, and the old mare went snorting, and bounding, and trotting along as if in equal enjoyment with her rider.

The observation is as old as the hills, that we seldom appreciate any thing till we lose it, and the truism holds good with hunting as well as with other things. The two previous days had been so wretchedly bad, and the glass had given such little indication of amendment, that few of the field had looked upon hunting this day with any sort of confidence. Indeed the boisterous night had well nigh quenched the hopes of even the most sanguine, and few had thought of giving any hunting orders on going to bed. Tarquinius Muff had turned in, at eleven, without a word on the subject; Blatheremskite had done the same at twelve, having taken an hours snooze in his arm-chair after his brother was gone, and all the easy ones had gone off in a similar way.

The consequence of all this was, that though they didnt muster so strong as they would have done had the previous weather been fine, yet those who did come were mostly of the right sort, and all were in the high glee of joyous excitement and expectation. Perhaps a slight cause of exultation might arise at the circumstance of there being so many absentees; for though fox-hunters are all most desperately loving and sociable when together, yet there are very few who cant put up with the absence of a cocktail  nay, there are some who even like to have a crow over a comrade. There was what might be called a good field; numerous enough to be pleasant, and not overcrowded. No fox-headers by profession, no linen-trowsered young gentlemen, with yard-wands for whip-sticks, no grooms on rearers, no horse-breakers on kickers, no young farmers on runaways: there might be fifteen scarlets and a dozen blacks. For the real pleasure of hunting we hold that to be quite enough. When you have just the cream of a hunt, people settle into places in a run quite naturally, without the jostling, sorting, and winnowing incident to a crowd. Old Mr. Neville came bustling along almost first, as if his absence on the last day had set the razor of his keenness on edge. Old Bens features as he trotted up the green, with the spicy, blooming, bitch-pack at his chestnut horses heels, had relaxed all the keen rigidity of muscle that contracted it on the Horndean day, and he was now swelled out to his natural size, looking like an elderly cherub on horseback.

Tom Scott overtook Sleekpow between Ratchburn Mill and the meet, and got the young horse in a very cool and collected state; nor was his equanimity disturbed by the sight of Scotts red coat, nor yet by the cantering and splashing past of Tom Muffin-mouth and his cousin, Bill Bullfinch, on their cover hacks. When Scott mounted he felt wiry and strong under him, light and pleasant in hand, and altogether as if he would go. It is a great thing for rider and horse to start pleasantly together. Another great advantage is, not having time to quarrel between the start and the meet. This is one of the great advantages of a cover hack. When a man rides his own horse on, a difference of opinion is very apt to arise on the road, particularly on that most important of all points, whether he shall walk or trot; and as it is painfully true that a man may see too much of his best friend, so it is equally so that he may have too much of his best horse.

Though quite a man for the morning, and always at cover as soon as the groom, Scott likes sending on, not only as a great saving of valuable temper, but also as a certain means of getting two horses well exercised.  

But to the sport, for the field are on fire, and eager for the fray.

The eager hounds would scarcely wait for the dismissing cheer and waive of old Bens hand, as they approached the accustomed corner of Heatherside Plantation, and disdaining all make-believe drawing, dashed on to the thick of the lying on the projecting banks, from whence they had so often unkennelled the varmint. Old Columbines deep tongue, which no rate or whip crack ever followed, infused joy into the field, and hats were fastened down and pressed firmly on the brow, and reins gathered up, ere three whimpers had escaped her. Hoic! cheered old Ben, kicking and jagging the chestnut through the brushwood of the cover; but the pack needed no monition  the old bitchs tongue was quite enough to draw them to her like lightning. Master Reynard was on the alert, and had left his sheltered couch at the cheer following the second note, being strongly of opinion that the noise he heard was very like what had disturbed him about three weeks before, when he had deemed it prudent to visit the distant cover of Neverbreak Forest, whence indeed he had only lately returned, finding, greatly to his discomfort, that his earth had been usurped by a badger in his absence.

Tremendous was the outburst of melody as the pack reached the now vacated kennel, and powerful the scent that its late occupant left, as he brushed through the faded fern and browning heather of his dry warm quarters. If he had any doubts at all as to what was going on, they were speedily dispelled by a loud, clear, full TALLY-HO! away from the far end of the cover, proclaiming that, having run its utmost limits, he had taken his departure.

Its the old boy! exclaimed Tom Bowles, the first whip, whose halloo had just been heard  he broke at the very same place he did before, and crossed the field at the same spot.

Yonder he goes! added he, viewing the fox travelling evenly away over the opposite hill.

The pack tied on the scent, and went away in a style that would have funked the directors of an insurance office, if they had done a policy on Reynards life. There was mischief in the cry. Hold hard, gentlemen! for one minute, exclaimed Ben, pulling up short to get the hounds well away; and that minute being freely accorded, he started off at a canter, and all did the same.

There wasnt a fence worth speaking of for the first five or six fields, so that the riders had time to get their horses well in hand and settled in their stride before business began.

A fallow field brought Tom Scotts five year old to his bit, and having once dropped upon it, he went as steadily and collectedly as possible.

Hes a hundred guineas worth, exclaimed Scott, as he shot over a flight of hurdles like an arrow; and that was putting sixty pounds on at once, for the only time he had ridden him before he was so crazy and tail first at his leaps, that he would have taken forty for him  forty! even though he had bred him, and no one ever breeds a horse that isnt occasionally worth a hundred. Hundreds are easily talked of, but difficult to realise out of a dealers yard. But this is no time for a dissertation on dealing; for the hounds, after racing past Dewlish and over the large open fields of Risborough Lordship, are now making the wooded banks of the Brentwater echo with their melody.

Hold hard, gentlemen! halloos Mr. Neville, from behind, adding, as the obedient field pulled to the summons, Ive seen more foxes headed at that point than at almost any other in the country.

Tallyho! Yonder heroes! added he, viewing him from the rising ground on which he had stationed himself.

Another minute, and the hounds were out also, the scent not being quite so good in cover as it was in the open.

Now hes away for Neverbreak Forest! screamed Mr. Neville, shortening his reins, and let those catch em who can!

So fair an invitation, so sportingly given, caused every man to settle himself in his saddle, and to hug his horse by the head as though he were bent on destruction.

The bitch-pack are terribly fast, and take a deal of catching at most times. This day seemed likely to put something extra to their pace.

A cloud that had overcast the sky cleared away at the moment the fox broke from the end of the belt of wood at the water side, shedding a halo oer the scene, and disclosing to those who had time to look ahead the dreaded Neverbreak Forest in the extreme distance. It could not be less than six miles in a straight line  a mere trifle to stag-hunters, who know nothing under twenty, but a space admitting of many pleasing variations in the up and down life of matter-of-fact fox-hunters. To heighten the interest of the scene, the line to the forest seemed to lie up the broad green valley of Grassmere, a valley as famous for fattening oxen as it is favourable to scent. The pollard willows through the centre indicated the presence of water, as the chemists say, even if the sun had not lit up the broad patches of it here and there, and shown the white bridges at the foot crossings. The mere mention of the forest acted as a stopper on some of the field, so famous is it in the fox-hunting history of the country for tremendous runs, heavy fencing, deep galloping, desperate swimming, confounded cramming  all the funking fireside attributes of hunting  as if there were not big places in all countries, if people only look out for them. If the forest had been such a regular kill bull, Old Ben must have died of it long ago, for hes been riding towards it and from it once a month at the least during the season, for the last thirty years; and when Scott saw him slide down a steep bank, and turn the corner of a flight of rails, that appeared to him impassable, he thought, as he followed him, that he was very likely to ride a good many more.  

The bruisers and would-be bruisers, of course, kept up the bottom with the hounds, and when great Captain Rasher, with a mouthful of moustache, came to the first sedgy watercut dividing the meadows; and saw the valley was not the smooth-sailing race-course he expected, he would have had no objection to turn back, if Tom Muffin-mouth hadnt come up full tilt, causing his second charger hunter to blob right in, where he was immediately joined by Muffinmouth and his horse, the whole stirring up the black bog earth like a gigantic mash.

Its very odd, said Old Ben, who was now careering along the sound bank through the familiar line of gaps, that gentlemen always ride into those bogs. I dare say Ive seen a hundred horses floundering in them, first and last, and yet we never come this way without some one trying them. Forrard! forrard! continued he, cheering on his hounds, notwithstanding they were beating him as it was. Forrarding with huntsmen, and hissing with grooms, are things they get so into the way of, that many of them cant help themselves.

If extreme pace lasts, a run cant last. That is a truism worth remembering by pullers-up and people fancying themselves about to be beat by the pace. Up the Grassmere Water Meadows the pace certainly was extremely good  so good that the hounds ran nearly mute; but, as they neared the neck where the meadows run up into a ravine, some few found time and wind to throw their tongues; and most welcome were the notes, borne back on the soft light breeze. A momentary check at the top let in the successful followers on either side of the valley, while a mixed tail of blacks and reds dotted the line of country over which they had come. The lathered horses now stood panting and blowing, and shaking their tails, after their exertions, whilst the red-faced, perspiring sportsmen durst not dismount to ease them. Bless us, what a pace! Did you see Muffin-mouth in the bog?

Who was tother chap?

Wheres my groom? Youve lost a shoe.

Have I, by Jove? Its all dickey with me then! were the exclamations that burst forth, while Ben bustled away to the well-accustomed point, to get the pack on with their game.

Up the steep dean-side then they scrambled, and after squeezing through a stiff and very scratch-my-face fence, they found themselves in a large fellow, with the hounds lob, lob, lobbing across, now mute, now dropping a note, but pointing for the forest, now a conspicuous object in the rising foreground.

Old Ben began kicking the chestnut into a canter to get the hounds across the fallow as quickly as possible, well knowing the importance of killing the fox in the open. Not that he ever expresses a doubt of catching him in cover, but he prefers the publicity of the plain. He is all for fair play, especially when theres a burning scent.

The rivalry of riding was now about over, all being satisfied that if their horses got into the deep rides of the forest, they would want all the go they could save for them, and trotting, and holding, and easing, and furrow-seeking, and headlandriding, became the order of the day.

Mr. Swillbut, the brewers, great gaunt brown horse Molasses, who had given indications of a stiff neck down below, had been so fairly pumped out by clambering up the rough brushwoody dean, that he lay down on the fellow just outside the stiff fence, and so awkwardly did he repose himself, that the few horses behind had to leap over him, or force a fresh breach through the lofty, newly swiched, almost impenetrable fence.

Still the desire to save their horses was outweighed by anxiety to kill the fox in the open, and nobody regretted to hear the light musical notes of the bitches again swelling to cry as they got upon a large, rushy, old pasture, causing the field to get their horses by the head, and urge them again into a canter.

The thing had now got so select that there would be honour and glory enough for them all, consequently, those who never open gates, and never pull down fences, now began to do both, and those who always open and pull down, now did so the more.

So what with one, and what with another, they about dispensed with leaping altogether. It was, Ill get off if youll hold my horse! thats a good fellow; Ill do it next time, or youd better get off and lift it, as Tom Bowles was fumbling at a chained gate.

This, however, is all under the rose, the stiffest fencing and the hardest riding being always, by courtesy, supposed to come last.

So they went on from field to field rejoicing.

After skirting Birkshaw coppice, and taking a look at Cranfield farm buildings, Reynard did not find such accommodation as induced him to desert his original point for the forest; but a colly dog chasing him, pumped out the little balance of wind he had left; to recruit which he shortly after lay up in a hedge-row, from whence, after the usual flash forward and feathering flourish of the pack, he was soon elevated in the arms of old Ben before the admiring eyes of glorious seven, each trying who could WHO-HOOP loudest.

The following may be taken as a sample of the usual varied accounts that attend a good run:  



Real distance, eight miles.

Telling distance, fourteen.

Real time, forty-five minutes.

Telling time, one hour.

Checks, one.  

Checks, none.

Heavies up, four.

Lights, three.  



The result of our friend Toms ride was, that ho repriced the youngun at 150l.


CHAP. V.

LORD LIONEL LAZYTONGS.
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DELIGHTED WITH HIS day with Mr. Neville, pleased with the performance of the five year old, in love with all the world, particularly with his sweet charmer Lydia Clifton, our friend gave his horse to Sleekpow, with an intimation that he should want Rough Robin the next afternoon, being fully determined to ride over to Snailswell, and finish the matter off hand, whether he gave up hunting or not.

Its time I was married, said he, stamping the conglomerated mud off his soaked boots, and casting an eye downwards on the stained and spattered cords.

It doesnt follow, continued he, as he opened the back door, and hurried into the house, that I need give up hunting the first year at all events, or perhaps not even the second, or yet the third and if anything was wanting to clench his determination about matrimony, it would have been the fact of his stumbling over one of those abominable tape womens baskets that had been left in the passage, while the owner carried on the usual promiscuous barter with the females  ribbons for rabbits skins, shawls for suet, tape for tea, and so on.

Its very odd, but bachelors always use twice as much tea as married people; at least they pay for twice as much.

A letter with a large seal lay on the entrance table  a seal so large that, had it been in black, Tom would have thought all the crowned heads in Europe had demised together.

Who can this be from? exclaimed he, eying the spreading-many-quartered shield and crests, surmounted by a coronet. He broke it and read as follows:  



Dawdle Court.



DEAR MR. SCOTT  The Tear Devil hounds meet at Ecclesford Green, near here, on Tuesday next, and we shall be glad if it will suit your convenience to come on Monday and stay till Wednesday, with 

Yours very truly, 

LIONEL LAZYTONGS.



To Thomas Scott, Esq. Hawbuck Grange.



What the deuce can have come over him now! exclaimed Tom, as he read it: his lordship has been living at Dawdle Court these three seasons, and never got further than a card, or a call, or a hope that Id come to him at that most undefined period some time, and now he breaks out in a downright invitation to stay.

No man is more keenly alive to the extreme absurdity of people visiting out of their own station of life, or censures it more severely in their neighbours than Tom does; after which our readers will not be surprised to learn that he looked out his best boots, &c., and wrote to say he would go.

* * * * * * * * * *

The premature closing of a winters day, but little aided by the slender horn-like circle of the young and rising moon, saw him before the massive pile of Dawdle Court, whose heavy outline, he, however, forsook in favour of the stables, into whose spacious yard he rode with an at home sort of air.

It is not every man that can face the silk-stocking smartness and lace-daubed splendour of a frontdoor entrance; but between the denizen of the stable and the fox hunter, there is a something in common that prevents the latter feeling distrait. Though our walk in life has not been either lofty or extensive, we are free to confess that we have seen lackeys who looked quite as much like gentlemen as their masters. Small blame to their masters for keeping them, as Paddy would say; but it is inconvenient for a stranger to scrape and bow to the servant; equally disagreeable to take the lord for a lackey. We, therefore, like the stable. We like to ride quietly in and ask the groom or coachman, or the postilion, or the anybody connected with horses that we see moving about, if Sir John, or Sir George, or my lady are at home, and then, if we get an answer in the negative, we just ask them to take charge of our cards; and if they say yes, why we see our horse put up ourself, and so save old Patepowder, the porter, the wickedness of the oaths he might let fall as he hobbled away with him from the front door. Seeing the horse housed oneself, also, gives one time to rectify any little derangement of dress incurred on the road, stamp off the mud sparks, pull up ones collars, comb out ones whiskers  all extremely proper and allowable, but which a modest man would feel a delicacy in doing at a front door, with all the eye windows of the house full upon him, and no saying how many pair of bright roguish eyes within, criticising his movements. We do not know a more nervous situation for a shy man than to place himself in the pillory of public observation, before a large house full of company in the country  luncheon time, say  when all the ladies are together, giving a loose to their tongues and their appetites. Unfortunate young man! Should you be accused of sweethearting anyone, how they would pull you to pieces, especially if you were booked. There wouldnt be a feature but what they would condemn, or a sin in the whole catalogue of crime but what they would lay to your charge.

There is an advantage in riding direct to the stables, when one goes to stay all night, even though the shades of night would protect one from idle curiosity. One sees what sort of accommodation ones horse gets; sees what sort of screws they keep of their own; and so while away an hour that might be very heavy in the house. The best ginger beer that ever was bottled wont fiz above a certain time.

Well, Tom Scott rode into the yard, as we said, with a rest, soldier rest, sort of feeling, and also with the pleasing conviction that in the course of his ride he had earned an enormous appetite.

It was four oclock, stable hour, and the horses, after being stripped, strapped, and watered, were now in the full enjoyment of their corn, standing up to their bellies in clean wheat straw, as shown by numerous lanthorns hanging from ceilings.

The trampling of his horses feet drew a shirtsleeved helper or two to the doors, and one more venturesome and less afraid of fresh air than the rest, keeping his head out sufficiently long to receive the shot of a question, Tom ventured to ask where his stable was?

We dont take in osses ere, old boy: it aint a livery stable, replied the man, taking our friend for a groom.

Hush! exclaimed a voice behind, pulling the speaker back, itll be Mr. Scott; Ive just sent his servant on.

A very orthodox, round about, stud groom, then came forward with a lanthorn, and casting the light over Tom, lest he might compromise his consequence by misplaced politeness, observed, with a touch of the hat, Mr. Scott, I believe.

Yes, replied Tom, adding, would you have the kindness to show me my stable.

I sent a helper on with your servant, not half an hour since, replied the groom, and hes not returned yet; but Ill endeavour to get some one to take this, continued he, ringing a small bell.

Dont you take in horses? asked Tom, as the little tinkler ceased sounding.

Why  no  yes  no  not exactly here, hesitated the groom; at the Lazytong Arms, close by, just outside the park. Excellent accommodation  kept by an old coachman of ours  Esau Broadback  two year old oats  sweetest hay that ever was smelt.

But if the park is as wide that way as it is the one Ive come, replied Tom, it will be a precious distance, and how am I to manage for want of a servant? I have only a groom.

Oh, Mr. Lampoil, the groom of the chamber, will manage all that for you, sir, replied he, at the same time turning to a group of helpers, whom his ring had drawn together; he inquired of one, whom he designated Mat, What he was doing? and receiving the usual answer, Nothing, he ordered him to saddle Usurper, and lead this ere orse over to the Arms.

But if its close by, whats the use of taking out a horse? asked Tom.

Hell be none the worse of a little exercise, replied the groom.  

Nor Mat, either, perhaps, observed Tom.

Not being quite satisfied about the locality of the Arms, and the moon now giving a more available light, Tom thought he might as well consume part of the two hours and a half that still separated him from dinner, by riding the old mare to her quarters; accordingly he set off, accompanied by Mat on Usurper, a thorough bred hack with a bang tail down to the hocks.

It was not without a longing look that Tom took leave of the Dawdle Court stables, feeling satisfied that, however good the Arms ones might be, they could not beat the Court.

Taking in horses has almost become the sole perquisite of the poor, at least those that the world call poor, though they often have more to spend than those that the world call rich. Men in our friend Tom Scotts class of life, never think of separating man and horse. If they cant take in both, they send word, clearly showing that not taking in, is the exception.

There are some places of such convenient distance that they stretch or contract like telescopes, according to the wishes of the party. We have known the same place both two miles and four in the mouth of the same person. The Scotch talk of their miles and a bittick; but their miles and a bittick are not a bit more undefinable than an Englishmans close by.

Although enlivened by Mats agreeable conversation, who, not having heard the grooms orders to take over Toms mare, concluded by Tom going that he was a fellow servant, was both inquisitive and communicative, informing Tom, what he had, and anxious to know Toms wages; our friend found the close by, a long way. When one expects to arrive at a journeys end every minute, distance stretches out amazingly. Even on an ordinary beaten road, travelling the last mile is often the longest. The meanderings of the road through the park seemed as if they would never end, and views and vistas, that might be very beautiful by day, were anything but interesting on a winter night, illumined only by the fitful gleams of a crescent moon.

At last Tom and his conductor reached the noble lodge, and following the turnpike road upon which they now got, the creaking of the glittering sign containing the Fender and Fire-iron Arms, as it swung to and fro in the little garden before the house, at last proclaimed Toms journey done.

Following Mat, he presently found himself in the soft bedding of a farm yard, the little panes of glass for windows in the encircling buildings, emitting gleams of light indicative of occupants within.

Have you bespoke a stable? asked Mat, halting in the middle of the straw yard.

No, replied Tom: I thought his lordship took in horses.

I fear youll come badly on, then, said Mat, for theyve only six decent stalls, and they seem to be all full.

Holloa! exclaimed he, giving a loud, shrill, shilling gallery sort of whistle, which had the effect of awakening a man in an open-doored building to a sense of their presence, who, on coming forward, proved to be Sleekpow. This worthy was in the usual state of mental depression, of a groom who hasnt got the best stable. He was sure he didnt know what they should do. The stable wasnt fit to put a dog horse in, let alone such horses as ours; and after divers lamentations he led the way into a sort of a cross, between a stable and a cowhouse  not very good to be sure, but a place that might have been a great deal worse. The ceiling was very low, and formed of loose rafters for the support of hay; but that was a deal better than no ceiling, or a roof with holes in it; and though the stalls were merely formed of swing bars, that is of little consequence with horses that know each other. The stable was warm and dry, and there was plenty of clean straw; and the hay being last years (1846), it was almost superfluous smelling it, for it was sure to be good.

However, having humoured Sleekpow by joining in his grumble, and admitting all his objections to be valid, Tom proceeded to worm it out if he knew whose horses were there.

Theres Captain Tipthorn and Mr. Blobditch, Major Tinhead, and a gentleman, whose name he forgot, Squire Muffinhead, or something of that sort.

The hounds met at Ecclesford Green, but where that was he couldnt tell; Esau Broadback, the landlord of the Arms, who knew as much about hounds as coachmen generally do, stating it to be two miles, while Major Tinheads groom declared it was four. However, two or four was no great matter; so ordering Sleekpow to bring the mare in time for the four, Tom retraced his steps through the park, and was surprised to find himself back at Dawdle Court in no time.

What time do we dine? asked he of one of the bedizened flunkeys who rushed to his assistance as he entered, and persisted in stripping him as if he hadnt a hand of his own.

Dinners ordered at seven, replied he, with an emphasis on the ordered.

Having possessed himself of Toms hat, gloves, whip stick, and paletot, he handed him over to a pump and pantaloon gentleman in a cataract of white linen, who guided our friend along a labyrinth of passages, lighted in the true pick-up-a-pin-style, to the library.

Here Tom found his noble host, booted and breeched, in the midst of an admiring circle whose peculiar costume indicated sportsmen in mufti  cut away coats, fancy neckcloths, striped vests, cord pantaloons, and so on. They all seemed as if they had come on horseback, and hadnt got the straddle out of their legs yet.

His lordship, who, in addition to boots and breeches, was attired in a smart new pea-green cut-away, was exhibiting his long length before the fire, in the true British style,  a lap over each arm,  detailing for the third time the splendour of a hare hunt he had been engaged in; which narrative he was kind enough to break off  though he had nearly hunted puss to destruction again  as Tom entered, in order that he might edify him, with it from the beginning.  

Gad, Mr. Scott, said he, after mutual salutations were over, and he had moved a little to the left to give Tom a smell of the fire, Gad, Mr. Scott, said he, dyé know, I was so pleased with your account of the Goose and Pudding Hunt that I wrote up to Tattersall to buy me a pack of harriers, and Ive been out with them to-day for the first time, and I do assure you I never enjoyed anything more. We met at Furzeydown, continued he, about three miles and a-half from here, and found a hare by Clipstone Clump, who went as straight as an arrow to Gatley Coppice, from whence, sinking the wind all the way, she ran to 





[image: img90.jpg]







Silverspring, skirting the plantations at Stover, then on to Frogley Glen, where there was a slight check  not more than five minutes, hardly so much  owing to a flock of sheep; however, we hit her off again, when the hounds flew like pigeons over those fine large pastures to Hackthorn, skirting Rookley Bog, and she was finally killed in the middle of Broadfield village, just by the blacksmiths shop. I dare say you know it, Mr. Scott  close to the public house  the sign of the Frugal Spinster. Here Tom managed to intimate that he didnt know the country.

Ah, if you dont, continued his lordship, without drawing breath, my friend Captain Windeyhash here does,  as if Windeyhashs knowing it was the same as Tom; and on his lordship went again, talking of hunting, and riding, and foiling, and casting, and crashing, till the announcement of Colonel Buckskin again brought him to. Having got himself settled among them, much after the fashion of a lost hound casting up, Buckskin essayed to show his perfect ease by observing on his lordships boots and breeches.

At it, his lordship went again, beginning with the find at Clipstone Clump, and hunting the hare, with variations, through all the places before mentioned, running out into a long dissertation on the comparative merits of Pelhams and snaffles, each of which he had been trying on the horses he had ridden that day. This, too, in defiance of the gong, whose last boom had long died out, and been succeeded by the light notes of a musical clock chiming a quarter to seven.  

Still his lordship rattled away, talking of scent, and skirting, and nicking, and babbling, and leaping, and creeping, and flying, and bruising, and rasping, and racing, and ramming, as if there was no such thing as dinner in the wind, at all events, as if his sporting keenness had completely subdued the keenness of his appetite.

At last Lampoil, the white-breasted gentleman Tom had encountered on entering, appeared at the door, followed by a flunkey with a tray full of flaring wax lights; which appeared to draw his lordships attention to the fact of his not having dined, for whisking one up with a flourish that sent the accumulated wax all over his leather breeches, he transferred the rest of the company to Lampoil, and proceeded to show Tom to the blue room.

Gad, said his lordship, again sticking his back to the fire, after going through the usual evolution of showing the bell, the boot-jack, &c., those are capital hounds of mine, and Im very much obliged to Tattersall for buying me them.

Suppose we take a turn with them to-morrow, continued he, after a pause.

We are going out with the Tear Devil hounds arent we? asked Tom, turning the airing shirt at the fire by way of giving his lordship a hint that they ought to be dressing.

Ah, true! replied he, with an air of a man awaking out of a revery, to-morrow the Devils meet at Stallington Hill, nineteen miles from here, but thats nothing with two good hacks.

Ecclesford Green you told me in your letter, I think, observed Tom.

Ah, true! rejoined his lordship, Stallingtons on Saturday  youre right; to-morrow is Ecclesford Green, and a deuced bad place it is too.

Just as he gave Tom this pleasing piece of intelligence the tower clock chimed seven, and observing that he supposed they ought to be dressing, his lordship lounged out of the room, having now enlightened Tom as to the meaning of the footman, in saying that dinner was ordered at that hour.

What a queer bitch it is, said Tom, as his lordships gaunt figure disappeared through the door-way.

He seems to be keen about hunting too, continued he, running his proceedings and conversation through his mind; for we should inform the reader, that though we called him Toms noble friend in a former chapter, yet Tom knew very little of him, his acquaintance having commenced by helping him out of a bog at the close of last season, when his lordship had paid Mr. Nevilles hounds a flying visit of inspection with a very liberal stud of very fine horses  nearly as many as would have done for hunting a country twice a week.

Not having a confusion of coats to bother him in a choice, Tom was not long at his toilette, thanks to the footman, who had laid all things out for him.

* * * * *

When he got into the spacious drawing-room, redolent of fragrance and gilt, and decorated to the highest pitch of French art, he found Lady Lazy-tongs with her lazytongs cocked on the sofa, who gave Tom the sort of distant bend that some ladies give their husbands friends.

Fortunately Sir George Stiffnecke, a neighbouring knight of immense pretension, had arrived, and was doing the polite in his usual ponderous style, in which effort he was presently aided by Captain Windeyhash, a sort of general hanger-on of the house.

The whole party having at length assembled, and some having looked at their watches more than once, his lordship at last strolled into the room with the air of a man who had had a good luncheon at three, for though the effervescence of the hare hunt was still in full froth when Tom arrived, it had been over about two, and the hounds back in kennel by three.

However remiss his lordship might be about dinner, it was gratifying to see that he was still tenacious of the character of the sportsman, for he was now elaborately got up in the full dress uniform of the Dazzlegoose hunt. In the dress department even Lady Lazytongs seemed to take an interest, for she beckoned his lordship towards her, that she might have a nearer view of the richly braided gold fox with a silver tag on the crimson velvet collar of his beet-root coloured coat.

Having eyed him up and down, and turned him round, as a child would a doll, she again sunk on the sofa, with the observation that she supposed he might as well ring for dinner.

His lordship then strutted away in his rose-coloured breeches and white silk stockings, looking uncommonly like a mountebank.

Dinner was shortly after announced.

What pen could do justice to that meal? Who can describe the noble apartment, the ponderous plate, the splendid chandeliers, the glittering sideboard, the light and tasteful confectionery, the crystal-like glass, the snow-like diaper, the beautiful flowers  above all, the sparkling wines and rich and varied dainties?

Not Tom Scott, certainly. Nevertheless, he did pretty fair justice to the victuals, as who would not that had breakfasted at eight and tasted nothing since?

Indeed, to tell the truth, he ate so much, and of such variety, potage à la comtesse, or soup made of Countess, turbot à la Hollandaise, or Dutch turbot, with sauce we dont know what, hors-doeuvres of all sorts that came in the way, to say nothing of two cuts at a leg of mutton basted with devils tears, followed by a slice of dindonneau à la Nelson, or nautical turkey, a turn at a salade de grouse, à la soyer, in addition to Nesselrode pudding, crème à la vanille, Charlotte Busse, and other trifles, that he was dreadfully afflicted with the nightmare, and fancied that old Louis Philippe and all his sons, with their wives, were squatting on his stomach together. But we anticipate.

When the ladies retired  for there were two or three besides Lady Lazy tongs  they had another burst about hunting from his lordship, who threw back his beet-root coloured coat as though he were going to make a clean breast of it.

He had all the talk to himself, and never did Scott hear man run on so about horses and hounds, and the system of kennel.

Out upon Nimrod, said Tom, who in his swell quarterly dinner at Melton  and that, too, after a splendid run  tells us the subject of hunting was never once mentioned.

Here have I been training myself, continued he, for civilised society upon a similar basis, and now I find my Lord Lionel Lazytongs, son of the Marquis of Fender and Fireirons, blazing away like an engine.

Tom then tried to get a word in sideways, but the steam of his lordships eloquence was still too strong, and he resumed the position of listener.

Nor was Tom sorry; for his Lordship talked well, and apparently to the purpose, and, having seen hounds and countries that Tom only knew by name, what he said had the advantage of novelty, though it might want the charm of personal participation. What runs he told them of! What leaps he described! What brooks he cleared!

As he went on, he built up places with knifes, forks, and spoons, and introduced finger glasses and tumblers till he brought the very places before their eyes. Then he criticised this master and that  compared one great establishment with another, and described their respective countries, till Tom almost regretted not living nearer so great a luminary.

Like all great talkers, however, we are concerned to add that he did not circulate the liquor.

Had Captain Windeyhash, who most needlessly acted the part of showman, or trotter out, leading his lordship on to his stories, and helping him out with the lame ones, devoted himself to the circulation of the bottle instead, it would have been quite as agreeable to the guests. However, time and the hour against the longest day, and the same able adversary conquers the longest evening too.

When they got back into the drawing-room, the covey of company was broke, and then for the first time Tom had an opportunity of saying a few words as to the morrow.

The first person he addressed was Major Tin-head, whom he had seen out with Mr. Nevilles hounds once or twice.

Hope youve brought your best horse, said Tinhead, after a common-place or two, for its a desperate country  stiffest in England, isnt it, Blobbey? continued he, catching that fat gentleman by the elbow, as he waddled along, coffee-cup in hand, to a sofa.

Oh, tre-men-dious country, replied Blobditch, giving his head a solemn shake. I always say that the man who can ride across our country neednt be afraid of any country in the world! With which compliment to himself, he proceeded on his journey.

Tom got a similar account from Captain Tip-thorn; indeed they all seemed bent on the usual course of frightening the stranger.

Music and cards in the drawing-room, with billiards and naps outside, filled up the evening, till at last it was bedtime, even for my lord.

The ladies had retired shortly after Sir George Stiffnecke took his departure, and wine and water having filled up the interstices of the stomach, Lampoil again made his appearance in front of an illumination.

Good nights being exchanged, each man hurried off with his candle.

His lordships politeness induced him to accompany Tom again to his bed-room, where, having stirred the fire, he established himself in his old position, and again began harping on his daughter. He forgot they were going out with the Tear Devil hounds, and talked of the Currant-jelly dogs as if they were going to have a turn with them.

Ah, true, replied his lordship, in answer to Toms observation, that it was the Ecclesford Green day. True, I forgot. Let me see, then, continued he, ruminating.

You and Ill breakfast together at half-past nine, said -he, after a pause, and then we shall be quite independent of every one. I hate bothering and waiting for a family breakfast on a hunting morning, added he.  

So do I, Tom would have added, but his voluble lordship did not give him time.

At half-past nine, then, continued his lordship: in Dians Bower, the room to the left of the library as you enter.

So be it, replied Tom.

Ill tell Lampoil to have breakfast ready to a minute, said he. How is your time by mine? asked his lordship, producing a most diminutive Geneva watch, about the size of a half-crown piece, from his waistcoat pocket. Im now halfpast twelve, said he, turning its little pale face towards Scott.

And I am twenty-five minutes past, said Tom, showing his grandfathers great gold turnip.

Au revoir, then, said his lordship, extending a brace of fingers, repeating as he left the room, Then MIND, half past nine, to a minute!

Louis Philippe, as we said before, having established himself and family on Toms stomach during the night, in consequence of the miscellaneous dinner he had eaten, Tom did not require much calling in the morning. Indeed he heard every hour strike after three, about which time the heavy monarch and party soused themselves down. He succeeded in dislodging them about four; but between that hour and five they returned with redoubled force, and Tom dreamt that the old fat Queen Mother of Spain actually sat herself down on his mouth.

So he battled and struggled on till it was light.

It was eight before day was fairly established, and, thinking it was no use interrupting the housemaids, Tom just lay in bed until within three-quarters of an hour of the breakfast time that his lordship had appointed, which he knew would enable him to be down to the moment.

Is his lordship up? asked our friend of the jean-jacketted lackey who brought him up his hot water.

I dont know Im sure, sir, replied he; Ive not seen his lordships valet yet.

Hell be sure to be up, thought Tom, bounding out of bed at the recollection of the evening talk and the overnight injunctions.

Some men are only punctual in hunting matters, continued Tom, lathering away at his chin.

So he proceeded in his dressing.

Boots certainly dont carry well in saddle-bags, and Tom never understood the value of the fisherman or bishops sort until this morning. You can take and stamp them into saddle-bags just as you would a pair of dirty stockings, and theyll unfold as smart and bright as ever; but woe betide the tops that have not elbow room to themselves. Toms turned out only so so, when he came to inspect them by daylight, and he knew it would be worse than useless asking a six-foot figure footman if he could remedy the little irregularities of putty powder they presented. Besides, he had not calculated his time to allow of  as the French say, so he just pulled them on as they were.

Tom had some difficulty in finding the Hall of Dian; but when he did, he found that it was rightly named.

It was a comfortable-sized room, small in comparison with the magnificent entertaining ones he had been in over night, but what would be considered a very good room in a moderate-sized house.

It was square and lofty, with richly ornamented pannelled walls, and full-length portraits in each compartment.

Those who have remarked the various representations of her. Majesty and Prince Albert, or indeed those of any other illustrious individual, will excuse Toms getting half way through the series before he discovered that they were all Lord Lionel Lazytongss.

Above the richly-carved white marble mantelpiece his lordship stood beside a grey horse in the morning costume of the Dazzlegoose Hunt  bright apricot-coloured coat, white cravat, striped buff vest with black binding, white cords, and longish top boots.

Next it, on the left, he appeared in scarlet on a gallant bay, careering over an open country, which, with the exception of a couple of swallows, he seemed to have all to himself.

The third represented him about to do a little fantastic toe. Dressed in the evening dress of the Swell-boys Hunt  lavender-coloured coat, with rose-coloured linings, richly embroidered white satin waistcoat, with white kerseymere shorts and white silk stockings, he stood drawing on a pair of pink kid gloves before an opening door, which disclosed a cut-glass chandelier above sundry satin petticoats, whirling about with white-legged gentlemen.

In a larger piece between the windows he appeared on horseback again. He was in the act of changing a white hack for a black hunter, in the imaginary dress of Master of the Buckhounds, an office he had bespoken for himself on the coming in of the Tories. Scene  Ascot Heath  the Grand Stand crowded with ladies, perfuming the air with their pocket handkerchiefs. Artist  of course, Frank Grant.

On the door-side of the room his lordship appeared in three panels, one clearing such a gate as never was seen, in the brimstone-coloured coat of the Tear Devil Hunt, another riding like fury at a thing like an arm of the sea, and a third cantering past the statue of Achilles on his return from a day in the Vale of Aylesbury, with Baron Rothschilds Staggers. This was by Count dOrsay, and was done to commemorate the feat of his lordship having ridden all the way there and back. There were a couple of niches vacant on the side opposite the window, one of which will most likely soon be occupied by him in the pea-green cut away, and leathers of the hare hunter.

Altogether it was a regular sporting apartment, and only wanted breakfast, and a little knowledge of hunting on the part of some of the artists. Not but that there were symptoms of breakfast in the shape of a snug round table near the fire, garnished with a profusion of plate, but, as yet, there were no eatables.

Tom took another hasty round of the pictures, but still there was no indication of breakfast.

He then proceeded to stare out of the window to see if he could see any thing in the hunting line, and again returned to the fire and began to inspect the polished ivory handle of the bell-pull. 



* * * * *

It was now a quarter to ten, and he began to be seriously uneasy.

Surely his lordship, so keen and precise overnight, cant have changed his mind, thought he. And then he began to wish his lordship had let him breakfast with the rest.

Perhaps there would be no great harm in ringing the bell and asking if breakfast was going on elsewhere, continued he, laying hold of the knob, when just as he was going to turn it down, the well known clonk, clonk, clonk, of spurs in the passage arrested his hand, and drew Toms eyes to the door.

It was his long lordship, who now came forward to greet him, but not in the dress Tom expected at that advanced hour of the morning.

Instead of the coat and waistcoat of the fox-hunter, he was enveloped in a long, flowing blue and silver brocade robe de chambre, confined at the waist with enormous blue and silver cords, with tassels as big as bell-pulls. He had a heap of letters in one hand, and the Times, Post, and Morning Chronicle tucked under his other arm.

Gad, said he, with a knowing look, I really think the ministry wont stand. Its clear theres a split in the cabinet. Old story  Grey and Palmerston  Grey and Palmerston  dont like each other  dont like each other. What do you think, Mr. Scott?



Hangd if I know, said Tom; dont care either, so long as it dont come a frost.

Ah, true, replied his lordship. That reminds me we are going to hunt; better have breakfast, perhaps  better have breakfast, perhaps so saying, he gave our old friend the bell a hearty peal.

Well, but, resumed he, taking a dressing-gown lap over each arm, and placing himself in his favourite position before the fire, youre a Tory, aint you?

Dashd if I know what I am, said Tom; it makes precious little odds what men like myself are. I was a Tory, or Conservative, or whatever you call it, and joined the gobemouches in abusing the Whigs, and hooraying Sir Robert; but Ive thrown up politics, and devote myself to draining, and d  ning him instead.

Ah, well, rejoined his lordship, with a smile at the mixed occupation, well, but youd like to see the Whigs out, of course, eyeing himself in the Master of the Buckhounds picture.

Not if it was to let Peel in again, replied Tom. I hate the sound of his name.

Just then in came Lampoil, followed by no end of footmen, with tea and coffee, muffins and meat, and eggs and ham, and potted game, to which Tom had hardly got a fair start before the noisy clock struck ten.

Is that nine, or ten? asked his lordship, as it was still on the strike.

Ten, my lord, replied Lampoil, who, with two footmen, were doing all but eat their breakfasts for them  handing every thing that was within reach, and so on.  

The hounds meet at, I presume? said Tom, trembling for the answer.

A quarter to replied his lordship; were in plenty of time; theyre close saying which he again had recourse to The Post.

A dead silence followed, broken only by the noise of their jaws, as they worked away at the viands.

* * * * *

Ill be with you in five minutes, at last said his lordship, drawing himself slowly from under the table, and handing Tom the newspapers. Send for the hacks, said he to Lampoil.

Hacks! repeated Tom, as his lordship clonked out of the room, I thought it was close by.

So it is, replied Lampoil, at least what his lordship calls close by  four or five miles, perhaps; his lordship thinks nothing of eighteen or twenty  desperate man on the road.

Its to be hoped he finds hacks for his friends, observed Tom, not relishing the idea of galloping the old mare to cover, and hunting her after. 



* * * * *

It was full half-past ten ere his lordship re-appeared, and then he had to get his sherry flask filled and his pocket stuffed with sandwiches and gingerbread nuts.

* * * * *

Just as they were crossing the great hall on their prolonged departure, her ladyship was descending the spacious staircase followed by her youngest child in the nurses arms.

Oh, Lionel! exclaimed she, without taking the slightest notice of poor Tom, what you got that fright of a neckcloth on for?

Fright! repeated his lordship, why Jowett sent it down as the newest fashion; he says George Ringlets wears it with the Queens, Beau Sarsnet with the Duke, and I dont know who else besides.

Never mind who wears it, snapped her ladyship, yellow, with black spots, dont become you, so pray take it off.

But I shall be keeping Mr. Scott waiting, my dear, replied his lordship, intimating Toms presence by laying hold of his arm.

Oh, Mr. Scott wont mind waiting a minute or two, Im sure, replied her ladyship, deigning him a sort of bow at last.

* * *

Well, if you wish to have him all spotted like a leopard, said her ladyship, with a significant glance and shake of the head, as her spouse still hesitated, youll go as you are.

His lordship then commenced a rapid ascent of the staircase, taking three steps at a time.

We dont know whether ladies look upon neckcloths in the same light as they do their own ribbons  things that can be changed in a minute  but we can assure them neckcloths are much more serious affairs. It was full five minutes ere the clonk of his spurs announced his lordships arrival on the landing in a skyblue satin cravat, instead of the proscribed yellow and black spot; and though we could have changed in half the time, yet for his lordship we dont think it was long.

Will this do, my dear? asked he, buttoning his waistcoat, and adjusting his shirt collar, as he descended the staircase, and her ladyship having received the parting kiss for her assent, and the child having lisped its ta, ta, our sportsmen at last found themselves among the body of the servants in the outer hall.

If they had been two Daniel Lamberts they were going to hoist on to their horses by sheer strength, they could not have required more. Numerous as they were, however, the opening door disclosed more outside.

There was Toms plummey, over-night friend, the stud-groom, in his brown cut-away, toilanette waistcoat, drab kerseymeres and gaiters, ready to take the cover hack from an attendant in fustians the moment his lordship appeared, and there was a swell groom in leathers and livery, whose gold-laced hat alone would have furnished half an outfit for Sleekpow.

That worthy individuals face showed the displeasure he felt at having been kept three quarters of an hour on the gravel, his vexation being heightened, perhaps, by numerous little anecdotes he would pick up relative to his lordships pace on the road, and the distance they had to go.

Its five miles, groaned Sleekpow, handing Tom the mare, with which dread intelligence the clock tolled the quarter.

We havent much time to spare, said his lordship, who, having now mounted a prancing grey barb, was 

Provoking the caper that he seemed to chide,

to the admiration of her ladyship, who was pointing out Pas feats to the child, and also to the edification of sundry housemaids and dolly mops looking out of the windows above.

Having performed in a style that would have done honour to Astley, or to the Champion at a coronation, he at length kissed his kid-gloved hand, and sticking spurs into the barb, dashed off in a gallop.

D  n the fellow! How does he ever suppose can keep pace with him! exclaimed Tom, gathering the old mare, who, thoroughly disgusted with her long wait, was now kicking, and imitating the feats of the barb.

You had better get forrard, sir, said the groom, coming up full canter, hands well down, as though he were setting to for a race.  

His lordship rides very fast, added he, shooting past.

Well, this is the most confounded wild-goose chase I ever rode! exclaimed Tom, as his lordship charged a flight of rails, followed by the lad, who could now hardly get forward in time to unlock the private park door.

Having passed this and so cleared the park, they were now upon the road, a place not at all suited to Toms old mares legs, which, though sound in the soft, are only what Sleekpow calls rather crambley on the hard.

Gently, old lass, continued Tom, patting her neck, to try and get her to ease herself down to a trot, gently, old lass; its no use fretting; you are both hack and hunter to-day.

But the old mares monkey was up, and she clattered and battered along as if she had two or three sets of legs at home.

Finding he would take as much out in fretting as he saved in restraining her, Tom at last let her go, and Wideopen Common shortly intervening, he kept his lordship in view, and sailed away at what would have been called an excellent pace, had hounds been running.

After clearing the common, they again got upon the road, and meeting two or three cover hacks, Tom saw the hounds, at all events, had come.

In close shaving, either for railway time, or dinner time, or fox-hunting time, or indeed almost any time, it is bad policy stopping to ask questions, for, if one is not past time already, the stoppage may make one so. The only plan is to keep moving, and hug oneself at each person one gets past, without hearing, Ah! the trains gone! or, that most appalling sound of all, theyre away with him!

Tom got past three return grooms, with a stare from two, and a touch of the hat from the third, and, following his noble friend with his eye towards the rising ground, up which their course now lay, we saw him dash among a dark crowd on the hill top, dismount, and in the twinkling of an eye disappear on the other side.

Thats all very well, sighed Tom, for a man with a stable full of horses; but I, who ride my own to cover, cant afford to blow it on the road.

So saying, he eased the old mare down into a trot, and just jogged up to the group on the hill with as unconcerned a face as a man in scarlet can assume, when the hounds have gone away with their fox.

Your oer late, sir! said a kindly-disposed horsebreaker, with a shake of the head, as he backed his three year old out of Toms way; they directly they put in, and have been away with him this ten minutes.

The deuce they have! exclaimed Tom, pulling up in full panoramic view of the scene  Deep Dean, where-they found him, the end at which he broke, the still open gate through which the field had past the bothering brook, the kindly bridge, and the boundless expanse of noble country over which they were now careering.

Nothing could be finer.

Tis distance lends enchantment to the view, wrote the poetic Campbell, speaking of general scenery, and surely it holds good with-fox-hunting scenery too, for distance reduces the leaps, so as to make all countries look pleasant and practicable. This one did so particularly, and the last brimstone-coated whip seemed to glide over the plain, as he took on the tail hounds, as though there was nothing bigger than a water furrow.

Poor Tom was never so vexed in his life! He could have cried, if no one had been there. All that hanged neckcloth! exclaimed he.

* * * * *

There was a gentleman just before me, observed he, as soon as he recovered his articulation.

Ah, thats my lord, replied the breaker, with a sneer, You musnt follow him.

Why not? inquired Tom, as his lordships brimstone-coloured coat now appeared careering on the line.

Hoot! he just rides after anything, replied the man. All he cares fors a gallop.

But he rides hard, observed Tom, looking at his Lordship crashing at a big fence with an open gate close at hand.

Oh! hell ride hard enough, replied the man, with a knowing leer, for there are few better informed persons in these matters than horse-breakers. Hell ride hard enough, repeated he, especially if there are any ladies looking on; for his great pleasure is in dressing up and showing off; and he certainly does make as good a turn-out as any nobleman in the land. He had two as fine horses here this morning as ever were seen, the one hes riding, and the one his pad grooms on with; and last Wednesday he had two horses with these hounds, and two with the Dazzlegoose, and managed to be with both packs without seeing a run with either. Hes a rumuns, my lord.  


CHAP. VI.

THE GOLDTRAP ARMS.
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YOU WERE OUT of luck, observed Esau Broadback, Toms host, or rather his horses host, as Tom arrived on foot on the morning after the Ecclesford Green day, with the intention of getting his horse to go home.

Yes, grunted Tom, with the tone of a man who doesnt want to be questioned.

You might get a day to-morrow, observed Broadback, with the sagacity of an innkeeper towards his own interest. The Stout-as-steel hounds are within reach.

Where are they? inquired Tom.

At the Bridge of Bevis Mount, about ten miles from here, replied Broadback.

Tenmiles! hiccuped a drunken voice, its more like twenty!

This was Toms friend the horse-breaker, who had been drinking ever since they parted, and had got through a half-crown Tom gave him, and several of his own to boot.

It wont be above fifteen, any how, resumed Broadback, amending his geography.

Fifteens as good as fifty, in Toms estimation at least, in as far as sending on in the morning is concerned, and if a man has to move his horse from one country inn to another, he may as well be sociable, and go too.

It so happened that our friend Tom had a great desire to see the Stout-as-steel hounds, having heard no little of them in his early days. They were originally a miners pack, hunting the beautiful but hilly region so favourably known to all tourists and scenery hunters as the Kiss-sky mountains. The pack has been in existence above a century, not exactly as an advertising one, with a huntsman and whips, but a good useful cry of dogs, never under five, and sometimes as high as ten couple. After towling about the valleys, and the bases, and the middles, and the summits of the mountains, with the usual pony and pedestrian fields of peep-o-day packs, they got a piece of vale country, which they gradually extended, and in the course of time came out in type, looking (upon paper) as big as the best. At length they got weaned from the view-hallos and cow-horns of the miners, and under the mastership of Toms late cousin, Simon Squander, who in the handsomest manner ruined himself by keeping them, they acquired considerable renown.

After his death (which took place some ten years ago, and was caused, as many of our readers will recollect, by his drinking a glass of oxalic acid in mistake for gin, being at the time rather overcome with brandy), the hounds floundered on for some time in the hands of a committee, and at length passed into those of Captain Cashbox; a gentleman, who, we believe, was caught at the Corner, and most likely adopted on the strength of his name, though, if he was, it has turned out a failure, the captains talent consisting in walking into other peoples cash-boxes, and saving his own.

This little episode will explain why it was that Tom was anxious to see the Stout-as-steel hounds; an anxiety that caused him to ponder in the stable, and consider whether, now that he had got so far, he had not better go a little further, and gratify his inclination.

The meet, the bridge at Bevis Mount, sounded quite familiar to his ear, or rather, perhaps, looked quite familiar to his eyes  just as familiar as the Devils Dyke or Telscombe Tye of the old Brighton or Brookside harriers, look to the eye of a Sussex squire. Indeed, the column of Hunting Appointments is not the least interesting one in the papers, and through its medium one establishes a sort of hunting acquaintance with all the packs in the kingdom, assigning to each meet such a country as we think the name indicates, and not unfrequently indulging in an imaginary run from it. If the mesmerisers would only invent a process for taking off ones thoughts when half asleep, we could produce some astonishing runs, far better than anything we can write.

But to our friend Tom.

Having taken a look at the map in the travellers room of the Lazytong Arms, and run his eye from the great greasy thumb-mark denoting the here we are of Dawdle Court into the intricacies of the hills, Scott saw that Bevis Mount was quite beyond distance for a mornings start; but observing the town of Sludgington on the line, which he remembered to have heard his late cousin extol, our independent friend determined to dispense with the services of Sleekpow, and go bags and all, feeling that it would never do to return to Hawbuck Grange without being able to tell Mr. Neville and their chaps what sort of dogs either the Tear Devil or the Stout-as-steel ones were.

That point being settled, he was very soon on the back of the old mare, and after divers twistings, and turnings, and crossings, and missings, and askings, the curtailed proportions of a winters day found him gazing at the chubby tower of Sludgington Church.  

Having cleared the toll-bar, he presently entered the town.

It consisted of one long, narrow street, formed of all sorts of houses, and cottages, and shops, and premises ranged in a most higgledy-piggledy state of confusion  a good house here, a bad one there, a dirty cottage next, a public house after it; then a coy freestone-faced mansion, retiring within its own iron railings, followed by a smithy adjoining a cowshed. The street was one continued bed of hard, loose, whinstone, whose roughness and sharpness was only relieved by a plentiful covering of cold, bleak-looking mud.

In passing along Tom could not help thinking if the old mare was to fall, what a state her knees and his clothes would be in. Fortunately no such catastrophe befel Mr. Scott, and a ragged urchin with a ladder having lighted a glow-worm sort of oil lamp, a little in advance of where he rode, he deciphered the words Goldtrap Arms below one of those resplendent shields that indicate the great man of the country.  

In truth the sign was a perfect extinguisher on the house, making it look like a boy in a mans hat. However, there it was, and being about the centre of the town, there was no doubt about its being the head inn, even if Toms friend with the ladder had not proclaimed it.

He did more, he rang the bell for the ostler.

There is no saying, if our friend was advertising in Grandmama, the Sunday Times, or any of the matrimonial mediums of communication, what compliments he might pay to his person, but in this bit of confidence with our numerous readers, we dont care admitting that it isnt everybody that takes Tom for a gentleman.

So on this occasion Sam Beer, the ostler, answered the summons in a way that plainly showed he thought our traveller and he were about equals  at least would be, if the latter had his Sunday clothes on, instead of a pair of rotten-looking fustian trousers, a tattered waistcoat, and a dirty shirt. Top-boots having about devolved entirely upon fox-hunters and servants, a man perhaps may be excused not knowing which is which, without the red coat; at all events, Tom consoled himself with that supposition.

Stop all night! said Sam, laying hold of the reins, as Tom rode under the wretched low archway (filled with unwashed gigs, empty barrels and hens) leading into the close contracted passage of a stable-yard.

Yes, replied Tom, adding, Youve room I suppose?

Plenty of room! replied the man; and truly when Tom lighted on a veteran dung heap at one stable door, and saw the broken panes and gaping deals of the other, he didnt wonder at it; and he almost wished hed brought Sleekpow, when he saw the place, as well to relieve him from the trouble of superintendence, as to teach Sleekpow not to grumble unnecessarily in future.

Having loosened the saddle-bags and chucked them over on the far side, in the way that guards and other disinterested parties deal with luggage, Beer gave Tom the mare to hold, while he slunk into the kitchen in search of a candle.

After two unsuccessful attempts to bring it past the draught of the gateway in his hands, he had recourse to an old hat, and at last succeeded in planting it triumphantly against the wall in a holder formed of its own grease.

He then led in the old mare, and commenced the usual chilling, temper-trying, fistling and fumbling of the slovenly slatternly stableman.

We have often thought, when at places of this sort, of Nimrods account of the metamorphose  a pair of boot-trees turning out of his buggy, effected in the manners of the landlord and servants of an inn he drove up to in Scotland  Kelso, we think,  during his Northern tour, and the tip of a scarlet coat-lap peeping out of the corner of the saddle-bags, which we omitted to mention, were taken into the kitchen when Beer went for the candle, operated similarly in Tom Scotts favour.

Cornelius Cake, the landlord, having been a gentlemans servant  a baronets we should say  butler to Sir Digby Goldtrap, whose arms his house bears, thought himself a judge of gentlemen; and, being struck with the cloth, came into the stable to, see who had brought it.

Tom saw as plainly as if Cake said it, that he was bothered with his appearance, not knowing whether he was master or man.

He glanced first at Toms boots, then at his bottle-green cut-away, with bright buttons, and having carried his observations up to his hat, without having come to a satisfactory conclusion, he turned his attention to the old mare.

Nice nag youve got there, said Cake, in a careless sort of way could hunt a little, I should think, that nag.

A good deal, replied Tom, adding, thats just what I keep her for.

Indeed! replied Cake, with a touch of his hat, and a low bow.

I want to see the Stout-as-steel hounds tomorrow  how far is the Bridge of Bevis Mount from here?

Bridge of Bevis Mount  Bridge of Bevis Mount, muttered Cake quickly, as if he knew the place so well that he quite forgot it. How far is the bridge of Bevis Mount from here, Beer? asked he of the ostler.

Bevis M-o-u-n-t, Bevis M-o-u-n-t, drawled the dawdler; Bevis M-o-u-n-t? repeated he W-h-o-y, itill be up mong hills, l-o-i-k-e, away by Gussingen, wagging a hand in the air as if pointing to it.  

Ah, I know, replied Tom, walking away in search of the saddler.

Having found that functionary, and learned all about it, he was presently stamping the cold, slaty mud off his hoots in the door-way, beneath the blazing sign of the Goldtrap Arms.

This way, Sir, if you please, exclaimed Cornelius Cake, rushing out of the little back parlour commanding a view of the entrance, throwing open the black door of the little parlour on the right, in whose pittance of a grate smoked and spluttered some white-ashed, slaty-looking coals.

Though the best room, it was small and low, papered with a tasteless, repulsive-looking, dark-green paper, carried half way down the wall, the part below the skirting-board being whitewashed. We sometimes see papers so hideously ugly as to look as if they had been made for a premium.

On the wall opposite the windows, and above the wooden mantel-piece, which latter was decorated with paper fans, spars, card-racks, china poodles, and other dust-catching articles, were portraits of Toms host and hostess  Cornelius and Mrs. Cake.

They were evidently by the same hand, most likely acquired in the usual way of inn portraiture,  some travelling artist painting out his bill. On no other supposition can we account for the wonderful tendency publicans have to run to portrait.

How hard, and cold, and solemn, and vulgarly like himself, Cornelius looked down upon Tom from his gilt frame.

When he brought in candles, he had brushed up his hair to the picture point, and arrayed himself in the snuff-coloured coat with the velvet collar and black waistcoat of the portrait. He only wanted the amplified neckcloth, with the butterfly brooch, and red cord watchguard, to be perfect.

I should like to have some dinner, said Tom, after Cake had deposited the candles, and let down the scant drab window-curtains, trimmed with red gimp.

What would you like, sir? inquired Cake, with the air of a Lord Mayors cook.

What have you in the house? replied Tom, anticipating the usual variety  mutton chop, beef steak  beef steak, mutton-chop.

Theres soup, sir; mutton broth, at least. Fish  fish, sir, Im afraids not very fresh  not what I could recommend. You could have a fowl or a duck, and a nice little French dish to follow.

French dish! exclaimed Tom, as the Dawdle Court banquet, and Louis Philippe night-mare flashed across his mind. French dish! what, you havent a French cook, have you?

My ladys a Frenchwoman, replied Cake, speaking of her in the true Debrett style; my ladys a Frenchwoman; as if that was enough to constitute a cook. The fact was, Cornelius had been butler, and Madame Cake ladys maid to Sir Digby and Lady Goldtrap, and  but our readers will anticipate the rest.

Well; Ill have the broth, and a fowl, and a French dish to follow, said Tom.

Any sweets? inquired Cake; Sir Digby always took sweets.

Yes; you may let me have a nice little French dish of sweets, too, replied Tom. So saying, Cake departed to execute the order.

Tom had revisited the stable, fed the mare, seen his bedroom, opened the window, drawn the stuffy blue check curtains, stared up the street, examined the portrait of Madame Cake, and thought how the light, tasteful spirit of French elegance must have shuddered at the harsh matter-of-fact-looking cap and brown silk gown in which she was daubed, ere the bump of the tray against the weak door announced that it was about time to take his seat:  the oaths at a dinner of this sort are frequently taken after.

Having deposited the little basin of mutton broth before Tom, Cake, with a napkin-covered thumb, lifted the little delf lid off with the flourish of a man uncovering a glittering tureen of many hundred ounces weight.

What wine will you please to take, sir? asked he, giving the hock glass a push against the other two to draw Toms attention to their presence.

Its a fearful thing when a mans consequence entails a variety of wine-glasses upon him at an inn.

Had Tom brought Sleekpow, he would have attributed the misfortune to him, concluding he had been telling where they had come from. As it was, he was obliged to put it down to the superior refinement of his host over himself. Indeed, we know men who keep servants to teach them what they ought to do.

Tom wouldnt give twopence a gallon for hock, so he humbly replied that hed take a pint of sherry.

Some of Sir Digby, I spose, sir, replied Cake.

Of course, said Tom; and away he went for the liquid.

The mutton broth, or pot barley and water, was execrable; and Tom had dropped the spoon in the plate in despair ere Cake came back rubbing a tiny decanter with a napkin.

Youll find this very fine wine, sir, said he, holding it up to the candle, and smacking his lips as though it were most luscious.

He then helped Tom to three quarters of a glass.

Sir Digby always calls this my golden particular, added he, setting it down.

A bad dinner and a loquacious waiter are evils that no man can stand jointly; so Tom intimated, by a lateral motion of the spoon in the plate, that he was ready for the follow, as they say at the Clubs. This was old Cock-a-doodle-doo!

If possible, it was worse than the broth, being black, and hard, and dry, and tough,  a very old chanticleer indeed.  

Cake saw it wouldnt do, and proposed making a grill of it. Sir Digby was very fond of grills, said he, as if that was enough.

Tom didnt care much about it, having an eye to the nice little French dish that was to follow; so he said, Perhaps you may as well bring in the next dish?

Certainly, sir, replied Cake, whisking away both fowl and plate.

The precipitancy of the remove made a gap in the series, and left Tom a little time to speculate on the next follow.

He wondered what it would be, Blanquette de veau aux champignons,

Côté de Bœuf à la Bonne Femme, or perhaps game dressed in some peculiar way  Escalopes de Chevreuil, or   à la Péreguèux.

One wouldnt expect French cookery in a house of this sort, observed he, looking at the most perfect public-house appearance of the little parlour and its appurtenances; but theres no saying what one may meet with in this world.

Just then somebody threw open the door, and in rushed Cake with a round vegetable dish, encircled in a napkin, clasped in both hands.

This he set down with, a noise betokening the most perfect confidence in its contents.

Hot plate! hot plate! exclaimed he, as if a moments delay might be fatal to the feast.

He lifted the lid, and, lo! four, great fat, greasy mutton chops, slightly sprinkled over with bread, appeared.
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CHAP. VII.

THE GOLDTRAP ARMS; OR, TROTTING HIM OUT.
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USED AS OUR friend Tom Scott is to the solitude of his own chair, still there was such an utter unhomishness in the solitude of the Goldtrap Arms, that he could not compose himself to his accustomed nap after dinner. He was so vexed with the nice little French dish, and also with a great Yorkshire pudding of an omelette that followed, that he would not listen to his hosts advice about a bottle of curious old port, that Sir Digby greatly commended. He therefore had some hot water and sugar, and took his revenge on the bad sherry by making it into negus before Cakes face;  the most practical reproof that can be given an innkeeper.

The musical cuckoo clock struck seven as the hot water came in, hinting by its provoking monotony what a long weary evening it would be.

Who would keep a cuckoo clock that didnt wish to be driven mad?

This was the slowest, prosiest, most unlike a cuckoo, cuckoo clock that ever was heàrd. It did not seem to travel above four miles an hour. First it began with a shivering sort of jingle among the works as if they were all loose together, and were in a devil of a hurry to be off; then came a jingling tune, followed by a clap caused by the opening of the wooden shutters, through which the stupid bird emerged on to its board, shouldering its wings, and beginning Cuckoo!

Cuckoo!

Cuckoo!

Cuckoo! at intervals of a couple of seconds; so that what with the tune, the noise, the notes, and the striking, the clock was scarcely ever quiet,  a perfect nuisance.

Finding he couldnt sleep, Tom began to exercise himself about the little room. Below the portrait of Mr. Cake hung some book-shelves, containing the usual miscellaneous selection, or rather collection, of an inn library  three old copies of Boyles Court Guide,

Drysdales Sermons, many numbers of the World of Fashion, a monthly magazine of the courts of London and Paris, Le Cuisinier Royal, ou, lArt de Faire la Cuisine,

History of New York,

The Coursers Companion, two volumes of the Gentlemans Magazine, a well-thumbed Baronetage, and an old Post Office Directory.

What dissatisfied mortals men are, to be sure, mused Tom. Last night, and the night before, I was grumbling and growling (to myself) at the bother of company, and the long-winded stories and hunting eloquence of my noble host, whereas to-night I am fit to cut my throat for Avant of somebody to speak to. What creatures of impulse we are, too, continued he, adjusting himself in an uneasy easy chair before the fire, and cocking a foot on each hob. Only last Saturday I fully determined to go over to Snailswell, and make the long-delayed offer to Liddey, instead of which I am first tempted to Dawdle Court, and now, of my own voluntary free will, have come on this wild-goose chase to Sludgington, to be bored with the monotony of a cuckoo clock, and wearied with the hum, pipetapping, and distant jollification of the kitchen guests. Oh, this hunting! this hunting! what a deal it has to answer for. It is odd (continued he) what a vast of idleness one can stand at home, and yet how oppressive it is away. At home, I just chuck myself into the easy chair after dinner, and fall into a reverie, a hunting, a draining, or a castle-building speculation, as naturally and easily as possible; whereas here I can neither compose myself to sleep, nor to dream, nor to do anything. If I thought you repulsive, clotted-looking inkstand had anything but a black bog of ink in it, and a stumped pen, split up to the feather, Id take a letter-back and concoct an offer to Lydia (continued he); but who ever found both a pen and ink in an inn inkstand that would write? Strange to say, curiosity tempted him to get up and examine this stand, and finding that a veterinary surgeon might pass the pen, and that a few drops of sherry would revive the ink, Tom devoted that quantity of drink to it, and was presently in possession of very go-able materials.

Our fair readers will doubtless now be anxious for the offer produced under such inspiriting circumstances; but, alas! for the mutability of a sportsmans intentions! In sorting his letter-backs, he pulled out the one containing Lord Lazytongs invitation, which operated like the make-believe pills of the doctors on people who have nothing the matter with, them. Finding he had got something to do, he forthwith began trying to shirk it, and, resuming his seat before the fire, with one leg up and the other down, returned to the visit at Dawdle Court, recalling the flow of words that proceeded from his noble hosts lips, and all the wonderful performances he narrated. Then Tom thought how needless an appendage such a man as Captain Windeyhash was to his lordship, who was so well able to run himself out; and at last his thoughts settled into the channel, that at slower or at faster intervals produced the following current of ideas:  

Trot him out, thought Tom; ay, thats a proceeding adapted to bipeds as well as quadrupeds. Trot him out again, Joe! thats to say, show him off, and see if you cant catch a flat. There is just the same sort of thing among Christians, and whether it is done in the palpable way of the horse exhibitor, or the apparently natural though oftentimes studiously arranged impromptu, depends altogether on the skill of the one party and the docility of the other.

And here, leaving our friend in his arm chair for a few minutes, we may say that we back the observation. Trotting him out is a very common recreation; and though it requires the fine and delicate hand of the fly-fisher, yet we frequently see it attempted by the clumsy fist of the mere dredger. In truth, the office of trotter-out requires a considerable amount of skill, knowledge, and observation; tact in drawing stealthily on the line of the joke or story, apprising the individual without preparing the party, knowledge of the humour, we might say the caprices, of the trottee, and observation of the time most appropriate for introducing the subject. What can be worse than a sulky snub instead of a rise, or a still-born joke shattering itself among a cast-iron-faced company? Poor old Mathews used to say that if he came on to the stage and saw his friend L  d s imperturbable features, and great silver-rimmed spectacles fixed upon him, it was such a damper that he could hardly raise his spirits to go on with his At Home.

There are two ways of trotting a man out, just as there are two ways of trotting a horse out. There is the trot to display, and the trot to expose. We dont know that many men object to being trotted out for admiration, provided the case is not too palpable, or the audience one before whom the trottee has too recently appeared. The trot-out to expose is seldom undertaken by any but ill-natured fools, fellows with gumption enough to see, but not charity enough to help, the amiable weaknesses of the world,  fellows who say, See how Ill trot old Goodfellow out after dinner; and because the kind, meek old man doesnt kick them, they fancy he doesnt see what they are after. We have all some pet story or other that we like telling, and are we to be branded as twaddlers because some gentleman has heard us tell it before? The fault is his for being present again, not ours for telling it.

This, of course, applies to natural, appropriate, impromptu stories, not to your lug-him-in-neck-and-heels sort of jokes. These latter fall more in the department of the regular professional, or licensed trotter-out.

A regular licensed trotter-out should keep a daybook, and enter the performances of his Magnus Apollo, registering the stories he tells, the jokes he uses, how they were brought out, and the audience before whom he appeared, so that he may not trot him out before the same parties again too soon. A story, like a fox-cover, should be allowed a certain rest before it is disturbed again. In this respect a town trotter-out has a great advantage over a country one, for, with the large and varied field of the metropolis, the same story may be come upon or trotted out very often without running the risk of falling into that dreadful wet blanket, a dead silence, an, I think Ive heard that before  or the still more bearish and un-feeling Thats meant for wit, is it?

What can be more chilling than a set of hard, dry, matter-of-fact features, contracting into a sneer instead of a snort at a joke? Blessings on the man, say we, who will help a lame dog of a story over a style with a laugh. We can forgive anything in furtherance of fun, except the petty larcenist who sells anothers jokes or stories, and murders them in the telling. Silvester Blubberhead is a great hand at this. Most families keep a sort of first and second class company, into which bachelors are thrust indiscriminately, just as it suits the convenience of the table; but Blubberhead, tying a better neckcloth, if anything, than our funny friend Tom Sparks, and wearing both studs and rings, has rather the call of him, as they say at the corner, and Tom frequently follows in the second class train, picking up the scraps and remnants of his own good stories, just like a cook after a crockery crash.

Blubberhead, however, comes more under the denomination of a prosèr or a twaddler than a trotter-out. Joe Slowman may be classed under the same head. Joe will swear a man to a secret that he swore him to twelve months before, and that most likely a secret not worth knowing.

Still trotting out is worthy of cultivation as a liberal science, and is capable of utilitarian as well as of mirthful application. For instance, a host and hostess at either end of a long table, with a Bimham Wood of an epergne or a round of ship beef between them, screening not only themselves but shutting out half the company from a knowledge of what their respective pieces of resistance are, may usefully trot each other out thus:  Mr. Blowout. What have you got there, my love?

Mrs. Blowout. Ten Chickens and a tongue, my dear. What have you down there?

Mr. Blowout. Round of beef, my love.

So champagne stinters might invent a trot out instead of that horrible holding of the bottle to the light: but that being an unworthy application of the art, we shall leave them to contrive a form for themselves.

Trotters-out for admiration are generally kind, obliging sort of people. With no great talents themselves, or perhaps with an over modest estimate of what they have, they yet lend themselves to the amusement of society, by showing off others who they think have more. Those who are in the secret may see a professed trotter-out touting, as it were, for a story, laying the bait, during the progress of the soup, that is to bring in the rich guffaw of a laugh after the first-lass of champagne. London party-givers understand the doctrine of trotting out so well that they never think of separating a joker and his accoucheur. Indeed, the professed punster wouldnt stand it. Have me, have my friend, Orlando Burst-sides.

It is derogatory to a wit to act the part of a retriever.

We have seen this sort of cut-and-dried trotting out attempted in the country, but it is not adapted for general use, and this reminds us that we are taking  if not the words out of Toms mouth  at all events the thoughts out of his head, who the obliging reader will have the kindness to consider as still dozing in his arm-chair, with much the same thoughts passing through his head that we have been detailing.

The most flagrant case of premeditated trotting-out I ever witnessed, thought Tom, beginning to grapple with particulars, was that of poor Jerry Goldfinch, of Bumpkin Lodge. Jerry had the vanity to marry the daughter of a dilapidated baronet, and having nothing but her pedigree to regale on, she is extremely tenacious of maintaining her dignity; and awful are the rages she used to get into when her claims were not recognised and allowed. When she first came into the county she spoilt two or three dinner parties by declaring she had the cramp in her stomach when she was not taken out first, and monopolised all the hot plates to apply them to it, instead of letting people get their victuals upon them. All this, of course, was visited on poor Jerrys head when he got home. Poor spiritless wretch, to see his wife used so not fit to be called a man, and so on. By-and-by, Jerry, who had been bred to the bar, started what he would call a beautiful fiction, a sort of leader of the gallop, or trotter-out. This was a sneaking, grinning, wriggling, old bachelor, of the name of Rufus Slackbags, who goes the round of country parties just as an organ-grinders hat goes the round of street ones. The following was their mode of proceeding; it is much in the style of the old thimble-riggers:  

The company being assembled, Jerry and Slack-bags would get together in the thick of the covey, and start a controversy respecting the date of some real or imaginary baronetage, which Jerry would carry on in the loud argumentative style so distinctive of the lower order of the bar; while Slackbags, on his part, maintained his position with a greater degree of tenacity than is usually shown by gentlemen fishing for dinners. He would say, that Sir Mark was a baronet of yesterday, a baronet of yesterday  yes, a baronet of yesterday; speaking as if he held new baronets in the utmost contempt. Cunning Jerry would then take the other side, and maintain the antiquity of the title; and so they would wrangle and battle on till they got general attention drawn to themselves,  a thing not at all difficult to do, just before dinner, especially in the country. Well, but my good friend, Jerry would rejoin, sotto voce, as if his delicacy rather made him shy of proclaiming it before company, well, but my good friend, he would repeat, his voice rising as he saw the plot ripen, I know you are wrong, and Ill tell you why. In the first place, continued he, applying the forefinger of his right hand with a flourish to the palm of his left in the first place, I MARRIED THE DAUGHTER OF A BARONET. My wife, Mrs. Goo-o-o-oldfinch,  for he puts no end of os in, my wife, Mrs. Goo-o-o-old-finch, is the sixth DAUGHTER OF SIR MARTIN MOONSHINE, OF SUNBEAM-COURT, IN SOMERSETSHIRE, AND Please, sir, dinners sarved! exclaims old Berlins, throwing open the door; and away goes the happy, smiling, smirking, Mrs. Goldfinch, with the host, minus the cramp in her stomach.

Im sure, thought Tom, draining his tumbler of negus, I saw that cross come off half-a-dozen times, till Mrs. Goldfinch got her precedence fairly established.

The greatest sell I ever heard in the way of a trot-out, continued Tom, as he brewed himself another, was that by my old friend Mr. Trumper, of Jollyrise, of the great Mr. Tarquinius Muff, of Muff Hall. Trumper doesnt like Muff  never did, indeed. Long before Tarquinius hallooed him on to the fresh hare, and insulted his harriers by calling them beagles (or beggles, as Trumper pronounces it), he used to fight shy, and talk of him as that man Muff,

Noodle Muff, and so on.

Somehow, Muff doesnt see it, or doesnt fancy it possible for any one to be insensible of the importance of his acquaintance, and he patronises Trumper extensively. He thought to show him off to his friend Major Tinhead, of Blocksby at the last meeting of the Stumpwicket Cricket Club.

At the previous meeting Mr. Trumper had been discussing the merits of Mr. Nevilles and the Teardevil countries, when he entered into a very long and interesting discussion, showing how by the omission of certain great woodlands in one, and the drainage of certain great tracts in the other, an excellent country might be formed of the two; to all of which Muff said ditto, as though most thoroughly appreciating and approving the doctrine. Trumper then favoured us with some of his hunting reminiscences,  what he did long, long ago, much in the style of Nimrods popular work of that name; and altogether the party spent a most agreeable and instructive evening, as the newspaper reporters would say. Well, the next meeting being the last, and consequently the best, each member had the privilege of feeding a friend, and the strangers being placed next their hosts in the seats of honour at the top of the table, our thinker sported Trumper, and Tarquinius brought Tinhead, the couples sitting opposite each other.

Tarquinius having wined with Mr. Trumper, and done all that a gentleman in diamond studs could be expected to do by an old drab-breeched farmer, tried to trot him out during dinner, beginning with the subject that had brought him out before. Trumper kept snorting and tucking in his dinner, giving monosyllabic answers and most likely angry looks, varied occasionally by a kick of Toms shins under the table, just as if he were spurring a horse to get away from a humbug out hunting. Tarquinius, however, was too dense to see any thing of the sort, and attributed Trumpers indifference to devotion to his dinner; and after the usual loyal and patriotic toasts had gone the rounds, and the tight-lacedness of eloquence had dissolved into the freedom of a circle round the fire, Muff began again before the now diminished audience. Never was such a man set to tickle a trout as Muff! His action was just like the ungainly gambol of a cow compared to the smooth glide of the race-horse. Instead of getting something fresh and ticeing him up another stream, he tried the old bait that Trumper had already refused to nibble at. He went out of his way in the most forced, self-evident manner, and interrupted an argument on draining to lug in that of hunting. And he would have it in, too, despite the efforts of the Rev. Timothy Goodman, the chaplain of the Goose and Dumpling Hunt, who, seeing the perplexity of his great patron, tried hard to restore the current of conversation to its former channel.

Dont you think, Mr. Trumper, asked Tarquinius, appealing directly to our friend, that Neverbreak woods are a great drawback to Mr. Nevilles country?

Well, but if a two-foot drain will carry, interposed Goodman.

At all events, dont you think we could easily afford to give them to the  ?

The Elkington system of draining, again interposed the parson.

Well, but now theres no man knows more about hunting or the country than you do, Mr. Trumper, observed Muff, throwing out an arm, and raising his voice high above that of the chaplain, and Im sure theres no one whose opinion we all respect more: might I ask now, for the sake of information, what is your opinion of the general character of this country as a hunting one?

That was a point-blank question, and put so forcibly and publicly that Muff hugged himself at having at length pinned him, and thought how his promise to Tinhead of trotting out Trumper was about to be fulfilled. He was, however, reckoning without his host. Trumper, who had had recourse to a pipe by way of parrying Muffs importunities, sat some seconds after the question was put, with his keen eye glistening, and a smile on his countenance, which Tarquinius construed into an arrangement of thoughts, and expected the same extensive observation and luminous discussion he had listened to before, showing how the Grassmere vale was very fine, and the Roxley Hills very heavy, and the Tew Woods very troublesome, and so on, all of which he thought would impress Tin-head with a due sense of his (Muffs) great importance as a sporting character.

Instead of this Trumper sat whif, whif,  until silence could no longer be maintained without rudeness, when knocking the top ashes out of his pipe on the hob, as if he were going to begin, he looked Muff in the face, and uttered these words, Think of the country  arle bog! amid the outrageous laughter of the party.

And yet Trumper will trot when hes properly handled, mused our friend Tom, still sipping at the tumbler.

A great deal, continued he, depends on the skill of the leader in the matter of a trot out. A man will trot quite freely with one person and yet be perfectly restive in the hands of another. Nay, I have seen men trot themselves out who would shut up directly if the trot was attempted by another. Trumper may be quoted as an instance of this sort. He has a joke that has laughed off half the waistcoat strings in the country, which he lies in ambush for with the most perfect malice prepense that ever was witnessed. It is the chorus of a hunting song, not the old  



Theres nothing CAN compare 

To hunting of the hare!

but a regular ballad, built by the local bard of the country in honour and glory of Trumper himself, descriptive of his superlative qualities, his keenness  his gameness  the worth of his hounds, with the usual flourish about his love of the poor and all that sort of thing, the chorus of which is  



May Trumper live a thousand years, a thousand years, 

May Trumper live a thousand years, 

And I be there to see.



This is the stock song of a certain set in our country; the farmers sing it, the ale-houses roar with it  it comes belching out of the beer-shop doors  the clods hum it at the smithy, and altogether it is just as well known as the cross in the market-place. If I have heard it sung once in Trumpers presence, I have heard it sung fifty times, and have often wished for the pencil of Thackeray to sketch the delightful complacency with which he sits listening to all the handsome things that are said of him. But richer far is the twinkle of his eye and the sly chuckle of his face as he prepares to let off the well-accustomed joke. It is a fine piece of acting. The first time over he merely puts on a wise face and cocks his ear as if surprised at the proposition, and considering whether, if he is to take a lease certain, he may not as well ask for twelve or fifteen hundred years. Then he listens while the song recites the stoutness of his horses and the mettle of his hounds, when he begins fidgeting his great patent cords about in the arm-chair, as if unable to sustain the idea of separating from the darlings at any time; but when the chorus again hursts forth, limiting him to a paltry 

THOUSAND TEAKS,

his feelings quite overcome him, and starting from his seat, he exclaims at the top of his voice, 

I DONT LIKE TO BE STINTED!  

amidst the uproarious plaudits of the delighted company. Hooray! hooray! hooray! hooray!

 Reader! what say you to One cheer more for old Trumper! HOORAY!

Confound it, continued Tom, rousing up with the excitement produced by this last recollection, Ill be hanged if I wont put these thoughts upon paper  make an article for Bells Life, the Quarterly Review, or some of the periodicals. So saying, he snuffed the thick-wicked cauliflowerheaded candles, stirred the fire, arranged his paper, and when he had got all ready he found his thoughts had taken flight and he could not catch any of them.

He therefore went to bed instead.


CHAP. VIII.

THE STOUT-AS-STEEL HOUNDS.

[image: img89.jpg]

PEOPLE WHO FANCY all the dirt and discomfits of life are centered in large towns, have only to visit the small one of Sludgington to satisfy themselves of their error. One would think that a place through which a two-horse coach can barely pay its way thrice a week, would be tolerably free from the noise and din of bustling places; but not even the White Horse in Fetter-lane, or the old Bull and Mouth, in their noisiest, dirtiest, most coaching times, could surpass the disquiet of the Goldtrap Arms. Long before daylight Mr. Scott was aroused by the roll of carts, and the most unearthly yells proceeding from the drivers to their horses; a sort of guttural sound, that seemed to come up from their very stomachs, much like what one hears aboard a steam packet. Having once commenced, the nuisance was repeated every half hour or so, either at the front or the side of the house, both of which passages his bedroom commanded, until it seemed as if all the carts in the world were grinding about the Goldtrap Arms. Sleep with such a noise was impossible, even if his old friend the cuckoo clock, had not kept jingling, clattering, and chiming, in the intervals unoccupied by the carters. He was curious to see what could cause such commotion, and availed himself of the first dawn of day to look out of the window to see what sort of a morning it was, and look what the carts were loaded with. Of course they then suspended operations for a time; and having tired of staring at the closed shutters of the chemists opposite, and the sign of Isabella Jenkins, licensed dealer in tea, coffee, tobacco and snuff, at the side, he again crept into bed, thinking the transit was past, and he might yet sleep off the head-achey discomfits of the night. No such thing, however. Just as he was dropping into a doze, jingle, jingle, jingle, went the works of the old cuckoo clock, bang flew the doors, out pounced the bird, and cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo! sounded with the most provokingly prolonged monotony. When it ceased, two cats on the top of Isabella Jenkins house commenced a serenade that was enough to disturb the whole town.

Flesh and blood cant stand this! cried Tom, turning deliberately out of bed and groping for his razor. Ill abate two nuisances at once; so, stealing quietly on to the staircase where the clock was, he very soon returned with its weights in his hand, leaving the cuckoo to flounder itself down at its leisure.

Up then went the window, and  bang! went the weights at the cats, causing them to start in the midst of a most uproarious frolic, and run helter skelter over the pantiles in contrary directions.

Singular as it may seem, notwithstanding the constant noise the thing kept up in the house, neither Cake nor Madame missed it; at least Scott heard nothing about it, and the house is too small to allow of any commotion without it being heard all over. He heard no observation about the cuckoo clock having suspended payment  no sudden exclamation, Law me! whats got the cuckoo clock weights nothing, in fact, to indicate anything out of the common. Nor was there anything in the bill, though it had almost every imaginable item printed, from pipes and baccey down to ginger beer.

When one gets into a place, how it magnifies, and how one feels part and parcel of it! Though there never was a more contemptible place than Sludgington, still, like a vapouring bully, it had forced itself into something like importance; and it was only when three or four strides of the old mare took Scott clean out of it up the road towards the hills, that he was satisfied what a regular cock-o-my-thumb place it was.

* * * * * *

How beautiful everything looked  magnificent, we might say,  the noble mountains, in all their pure and placid grandeur, swelling over each other till the snow-clad points of the highest seemed to touch the very sky. The goats and sheep browsing on the sides looked like mere specks; while the hells of the cattle lower down kept up a lively jingle, as each motion in feeding set them agoing. The road was well calculated for showing off the scenery; now winding round the hill bases, now past some stupendous steep, with naught but stunted trees starving in the rocky desolation around; now skirting some gentle slope up which the plough had ventured as high as the depth of soil would carry; now past some wooded dell at the base of adjoining hills, down whose rugged course the mountain torrent flowed in gentle, sparkling streams. All about was so pure and healthy  such a contrast to little cramped Sludgington. The white farmhouses, the rose-twined, heather-thatched cottages, the rustic bridges, the very rustics themselves, all had a clean wholesome look, far different to the frowsy ostler and people Scott had left at the Gold-trap Arms. The incompatibility  to make use of a fine term  of combining real romantic scenery with first-rate hunting, is, perhaps, the only drawback to the chase, and certainly the two have hitherto been denied to all countries we have seen. Those wags of all wags, the Warwickshire wags, as the song calls them, used to boast of the picturesque beauties of their shire; and picturesque is a very proper term to apply to them, being chiefly of the tame tractable order suited to a picture  beauties that look better in a picture perhaps than in reality. But the grand mountain scenery of the Welsh side of our island, where the sagacious reader will of course see our friends travels lie, defies the power of the artist; and however good their pictures may be for recalling the scene, they fail of conveying an idea of the bold realities of the land to parties who have not been there.

But we are turning artist instead of sticking to our text  the Stout-as-Steel Hounds. Scott had penetrated some five or six miles (according to time, for they dont sport milestones) into the bowels of the mountains ere he saw any indication of hunting. Having pulled up at a cross road a little beyond a small row of white cottages, to try and decipher a washed-out finger-post, a halloo and a waive of a hand to the left from a man that Scotts red coat had brought to the door, put him on the right line; and presently Scott saw his guide take the same direction by the fields, followed by a large black and tan hound, whose deep-mouthed baying, as he jumped and frolicked about his master, was echoed back by the surrounding hills. After the mans politeness in directing him, our friend could not do less than court his society; so he pulled up to a pace at which the man would easily overtake him.

He was a stout young fellow dressed in the conical hat, red and green embroidered flannel jerkin, cord breeches, blue stockings, and laced boots of the hill country.

You were going the wrong way, said the man, as he overtook Scott.

Yes, replied Scott; how far will it be from here?

Not above half an hour, replied the man, putting his best leg first.

Youre taking your dog to assist the hunt, then? said Tom, looking at his black and tan comrade.

Ay, Muffler, cant do without Muffler; can they, old man? asked he of the hound, clapping him on the back in return for the look up he gave on hearing his name. The captain has no dog in his pack like Muffler, added the pedestrian.

And yet he has some good ones, I suppose? observed Tom.

Ay, but he always sells the best, rejoined his companion; hes oer fond of moneys the captain.

So Tom and his new friend journeyed on in the usual unreserved freedom of fox-hunters, the captains character not improving as they went. 



* * * * * *

Yons the bridge, at last exclaimed Scotts companion, as a sudden turn of the road brought them full upon the beautiful valley stretching away to the foot of the lofty Bevis Mount. The sun was lighting and sparkling up the broad expanse of the shallow streams, which narrowed about the centre, where a low bridge of many arches was thrown.

This bridge carries the cross road over the valley, from the left hand side of which Mr. Scotts guide intimated the hounds would come.

Already the rough battlements and the greensward at either end of the bridge gave indications of the coming sport. Groups of foot people, mostly in the costume of Scotts companion, mingled with the horsemen, among whom were already a slight sprinkling of red coats.

Tom and his companion were presently among them.

After a fairish wait, they come! here they come! at last burst from a dozen voices, as a hound or two in advance emerged from the mountain pass, followed by a scarlet-coated horseman, surrounded by the body of the pack. Nothing could be more beautifully picturesque than this sudden emergence from an unknown land, as it were,  nothing more lively than the gay colours of the group contrasting with the sun-bright scenery of the mountain pass.

But what long ears the horses have! exclaimed our friend Tom as they approached, and a sidelong glance showed them flopping about. great heavens, theyre mules!

And so they were  great, dark, glossy-coated, mealy-legged mules.

Well, I think! exclaimed our friend. What will Mr. Neville say! The master and servants of the Stout-as-Steel hounds mounted on mules!

The cavalcade advanced at an ambling sort of pace, and the whole were presently within scanning distance; at least for people with the use of their eyes, though half the world should be put under Titmarsh to learn how to see things.

Captain Cashbox, the master, was a distinguished officer in the horse marines, and he still retains some of the characteristics of that anomalous service.

  Avast there! avast! exclaimed he, as the hounds neared the bridge, and he wanted to turn aside to heave anchor on the green.

He was a fierce, square built, chuckle-headed looking little chap, with a coarse black fringe of beard all round his face, and the gills of a blue striped shirt turned down over a gaping mohair stock, with the dickey strings staring out behind. Scott couldnt help thinking what an admirable study he would have made for the sign of the Saracens Head on Snow Hill. Though the day was serenely fine, scarce a cloud hanging round even the highest mountain top, he yet sported a shining glazed hat, and had a black oilskin cape tacked on to the brass-bound pommel of his saddle. His coat was the old uniform one of the hunt in Mr. Squanders time  scarlet with dark blue collars and cuffs; a mixture that looks better than it reads, at least the portrait Scott had of his cousin in it does not look amiss; but how Stultz or Nugee would have laughed at the grotesque contortions of the captains cut. Coat, it could hardly be called, it was more like one of those respectable, old gentlemanly articles of dress called a spencer, with short square laps tacked on. It was plentifully sprinkled with buttons, not even omitting some at the bottom of the laps; which would afford great satisfaction to the captains seat when he happened to alight upon them of a sudden. He had a boatswains whistle attached by a blue ribbon to a button hole, and carried a telescope in a spare stirrup leather across his shoulder. His waistcoat was made of seal skin, and what little breeches were visible above a pair of gaping, green-lined, fishermens boots, fastened up at the side like overalls, appeared to be of canvas or unbleached duck. The boots had a miserably harsh, hackney-coach-head, lack-lustre look, which was unnecessarily heightened by his Britannia metal looking spurs, being newly rigged out with patent leather straps with broad pads. The mules we have already spoken of as fine animals of their sort; while between Enoch, the old huntsman, and the hounds, there was a striking similarity of appearance. The hounds were of a breed now rarely seen, save in hill or mountainous countries, being bright-coloured, wiry-haired, rough-muzzled animals, combining the power, mettle, and endurance of the fox-hound, with the hard-bitten pertinacity of the terrier. Enoch Tiphill was just such another looking piece of goods. A little, light, wiry, grey-muzzled, keen-visaged old man, looking as though you might trundle him down, mule and all, from the top of Bevis Mount, over rocks, crags, precipices, and points, without hurting. The memory of man runneth not to the contrary when other than Enoch hunted the Stout-as-Steel hounds. In Mr. Squanders time he had a little mountain-bred grey mare, on which he performed such feats of activity and daring as could only be equalised by a chamois, or by the enterprising Mr. Gomersal in the character of Timour the Tartar, Napoleon Bonaparte, or some such vigour-requiring service.

We once heard a gentleman who had wandered into a strange country, give an account of the establishment he there found, and as it contrasts with the opinion our friend Tom passed upon the captain, we will repeat it here. After speaking favourably of the meet, the field, and the style of country, the gentleman entered upon the more delicate one of the master and establishment. The hounds, said he, were really very goodlooking animals, and in very good condition, the men were smart, clean, and well mounted; in short, added he, there was nothing ridiculous about the establishment until they threw off!  

So let it not be said of the Stout-as-Steel! Let not Captain Cashboxs incongruous garments prejudice a hunt that Scotts cousin, Squander, spent the best part of his fortune in supporting. But let us away to the hills, and enjoy the brief sunshine of the hour!

The captain having eyed Scott with the suspicious curiosity masters  with the fear of pen-and-ink men before their eyes  regard strangers, until they are recognised by some of the field, honoured him with a touch of his glazed hat, as he saw him shaken hands with by two or three of his members; after which he jocosely observed, that he supposed they might weigh anchor.

Scott then for the first time began to look for the cover. Woods there were none, at least none with any lying; what little apologies of trees there were, scattered on the more rugged parts of the hills, being so open at the bottom as to show all the stones in which they were stuck, and though there might be patches of gorse here and there, they did not seem large enough to hold much temptation to a fox.

What do we draw? asked Scott of one of his friends, whose face he knew, but whose name he either never knew or had forgot.

Oh, just draw the hills, replied the interrogated, nodding his head towards a great plum-puddingey-shaped one, with some fern and brushwood about the middle, towards which Enoch was steering with the hounds. Foxes lie all about, added he.

So Enoch seemed to think, for he steered all ways as if trying for a hare.

You dont pay much for cover rent in this country, I imagine, said Scott to his friend.

Nor for damage either, replied he.

Theyve got a scent, continued he, shortly after, as the hounds began feathering towards the fern and brushwood on the before-mentioned hill.

Ay, you shepherd by the fire on the opposite hill views him, added he, just as the outburst of melody from the pack proclaimed they had found the fox.  

Down the hill reynard came pouring with his great bushy tail whisking in the air, as much as to say, I dont care a copper for any of you; and hard upon him followed Enoch, full tilt on his mule, with three couple of hounds, Enoch blowing his horn, and screeching like an owl for the rest.

They came pouring over one another like a waterfall!

The fox got such an impetus that he cleared the high stone wall and burn at the bottom of the hill like a greyhound, and commenced the ascent of the opposite hill with a stoutness that looked like wind and condition.

Hooray! cheered a party of miners, at a fire on the crags towards which he was pointing, causing him to alter his line, and run the hill side.

The hounds having once got together, there was no further call for hooping or hallooing, or blowing the horn. Away they went at a pace that showed how good was the scent, and how hopeless the attempt to follow them. Eclipse himself could have done nothing on the rough, stony, steep mountain sides; and the hounds streaming away in full cry, with old Enoch toiling along on the mule, furnished an apt illustration of the fable of the hare and the tortoise  the further he went, the further he was left behind.

This way! this way! screeched little Cashbox, in a state of excitement bordering on phrensy. This way!  repeated he, ramming his mule down a rutty hill side, and working his arms like a telegraph. So the field rattled and clattered away in his rear, for his mule was in a good humour, and went at a pretty good bat. They soon got into the valley of Dol Velin, along the margin of whose bright stream a broken track-road ran, for there are few places so uncivilised as not to have roads of some sort, if people could but find them out. This most accommodating one led them straight through the mountains, on the left range of which the hounds were running with a breast-high scent, to the astonishment of the goats, and sheep, and ponies, herding on the sides.

Though the devious course of old reynard, now ascending, now descending, now going straight ahead, was in their favour, still the pace was too good to allow of much halting to look. The Captain, who led the way with his telescope set, occasionally indicated, as he put it to his eye, which hounds were leading and after they had pursued the chase in this peculiar way for some five miles, the Captain having given the foreground a good raking, proclaimed that he saw the fox himself. Hes tried the great earths at Stetley Crags, where the fire is, said he, halting and holding the telescope in the direction of the far-off fire, and is now stealing down the hill among the sheep and cattle.

Just then a movement among some distant dots indicated the Foxs whereabouts, and presently the hounds came pouring down upon the spot followed by a drove of ponies, who seemed to join the chase to show how soon they would be beaten off.

The hounds were well called the Stout-as-Steel, for they ran as hard now after traversing so many miles of rough moorland country as they did at first. Let stag-hunters say what they will, five miles hard running is no joke.

The field had now a perfect panoramic view of the chase, without more trouble than they would be put to at the Diorama, or any London show. A splendid sun, lit up the wild mountain scenery, while a slight tinge of frost rarefied the air, bringing distant objects near, and causing the music of the hounds to fall like thunder on the scene  reverberating like Mons. Julliens band of a hundred and twenty performers at a Bal Masqué.

Presently they had fox and all in view, and beautiful it was, watching the unerring truth with which the pack followed his every twist and turn and bend. There he was creeping and stealing along, not at the high galloping defying pace at which he started, but coolly and collectedly, as though conscious of the work he had to do.

So he returned about a hundred yards below the line he had taken in going, followed by a large flock of his old enemies, the crows, who kept a noise up overhead second only to that of the hounds behind. Luckless reynard, when so pursued, for you rarely escape destruction!

So it was this day. The striving pack gained on him just as one race-horse gains on another. The fatal view at last ensued! a dodge, a snap, and a cataract of hounds as usual ended the scene!


CHAP. IX.

MR. JENKINS JONES.
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WHO-HOOP!

Who-hoop! thats a queer way of beginning a chapter, Mr. Author!

So it is, Mr. Reader, but youll have a good many more of them before you are done.

Our last left the Stout-as-Steel hounds in the act of running into their fox on the far hill-side, the field viewing the feat across the water. Not a soul appeared near them, but ere the worry was complete, old Enoch dropped as it were from the clouds, and dived into the middle of the pack. To be sure the latter part of his descent was visible enough in the shape of a red thing sitting as it were on the back of a rabbit, sliding on its hind quarters down the mountain.

Having reached the pack, up went the fox, and baying leaped the hounds, the group forming a lively speck on the wide expanse of mountain scenery.

Few people are willing to admit that a fox has been killed, unless they see him  at all events seeing him seems to add considerably to their satisfaction; and away Captain Cashbox cut, followed by the field for ocular demonstration. Through the water splashed the mules, over great boulder stones, enough to throw down an elephant, across the rushy, rugged bottom, and now up the steep hill-side  clatter, clatter, clatter, they went among the loose rumbling stones  blob, blob, blob, they floundered on the unsound ground beyond.

Who-hoop! each man exclaimed, on pulling up within ware-horse distance of the huge fox, now hanging his head before the pack in all the terrors of grim death. Wyelled little Cashbox, putting his finger in his ear, as though he were afraid of deafening himself. WHO-HOOP! screamed he, still louder, throwing himself off his mule and rushing up to Tiphill for the fox. If the captain had gone on all-fours, and hunted and killed the fox himself, he could not have taken greater credit to himself for the feat. The hounds might kill him, but who brought the hounds? Captain Cash-box  and therefore to Captain Cashbox belonged the honour and glory of the day.

Having got the fox from Enoch, he held him up for some seconds above his head, in the manner of à Poses Plastique master, until his little arms tiring, he threw him flop on the ground.

Hes a terrible length from the snout to the stern, observed the nondescript little man, stooping and measuring the fox with his whip.

Without announcing the longitude, he proceeded to divest him of his appendages.

Off went the head.

Theres the head of a traitor! exclaimed the Captain, holding it up.





[image: img92.jpg]







Then came the pads, and, lastly, that noblest trophy of them all  the brush!

Allow me, sir, said he, strutting out in the most grotesque, puss-in-boots style, towards where Tom Scott stood, to present you, sir, with the brush of one of our mountain breed  sir, a real stunner, sir, as my friend, Joe Banks, would say, sir. Sir, Im extremely glad, sir, to see you out with my hounds, sir; hope, sir, I shall often have the pleasure, sir  shall be most happy, sir, to present you with our button, sir.

Flattered by so much attention, especially from a man that he did not expect any from, Tom incontinently replied, on receiving the brush, that he would be most proud to receive the button, and wear it wherever he went.

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth, than the Captain, having dived into the trunk of his fishermans boots, produced a packet, from which, having blown the silver paper, he exhibited a complete set of large buttons, to which having added a pinch of small ones from his seal-skin waistcoat pocket, he handed the whole over to Scott, observing, that he might send him a Post Office order for the four guineas when he got home, and that he would be most happy to have his name down as a subscriber also.  

Hes done you, whispered a gentleman, with a smile and a wink, as the little varmint waddled back to his mule, and proceeded to what he would call hoist himself on deck, by the aid of a rusty, most disreputable-looking stirrup.

I dont know that, replied Tom Scott, with a grunt, thinking the Captain might, perhaps, get the buttons back instead of the Post Office order.

Well, weve had a very good run  at least, the hounds have, observed the stranger, who had now brought his horse alongside. Are you staying in this part of the country?

Why, yes  no  yes  not exactly, replied Scott; the fact is, I was on this side of the country, and, wishing to have a look at these hounds, lay at Sludgington over night.

I pity you, exclaimed the gentleman; adding, I wish youd come to me. Where are you going to now? inquired he.

Dont know till I get back  perhaps stay there again.

Come to me, rejoined he; we shall be most happy to see you  youve plenty of time, added he, showing our friend his watch, which wanted a quarter to one.

You are very kind, replied Scott, feeling little disposed to undergo the persecution of Cake and the noise of the Goldtrap Arms again, though the cuckoo clock nuisance was abated  adding, I shall be very glad to avail myself of your offer.

Thats right! said the stranger, closing the bargain by a shake of the hand: we dine at six, and there will be a stable ready for you. So saying, he turned up a road the reverse of the one that he pointed out as Scotts, and tickling his horse with the spur was speedily out of sight.

One person in a hurry is very apt to put another person in a hurry, and Scott began to trot too, without knowing why.

Gently, old girl, at length said he, easing the old mare down into a walk, to enjoy the scenery, the winding mountain-road having brought him before a fresh range of hills. Just then it flashed across his mind that he didnt know who his friend was.

Well, thats the stupidest thing I ever did in my life, exclaimed he, dropping the rein, and giving his thigh a hearty slap. I thought I knew him because he knew me, and I have no more idea who he is than the man in the moon.

Scott then went back to the turn of the road to see if any of the field were behind, but they had all dispersed on their different routes  the horsemen by the roads, the foot people by the mountain tracks.

Well, never mind, said he, turning short round again, I can describe him  round-faced, ginger hair, rather stout, hunts, says he lives near Sludgington. Oh, Cake, or the saddler, or the postmaster, or the blacksmith, or any of the wise men of the place will be able to tell me who he is. So saying, he relapsed into enjoyment of the scenery, until the road at length opened upon the vale.

Sludgington formed a not unpleasing feature in the landscape now that Scott regarded it with an unprejudiced eye. Its church tower, its clump of trees, its white dovecote to the right, the now sun-glittering mill-pond on the left, even the very smoke and outline of the houses, made an agreeable break on the tame monotony of the flat vale beyond. The cold, black, whinstone mud made him shudder, though, as he got into the street again; nor were his feelings soothed by having to ride on the rough MAdam to make way for a long line of slate carts passing through with the produce of the neighbouring quarries.

Who is it that lives near here, and hunts with the Stout-as-Steel hounds? asked he of the hostler, as he gave him the mare to be fed while he packed up his traps; who is it that hunts and rides a clipped horse, and wears black boots, not fishermens boots like Captain Cashboxs, but Bishops boots coming up to the knee-pan? touching the whereabouts on his own leg.

Who is it that h-o-u-n-t-s and rides Bishops boots, drawled out the muzzy idler.

No! no! rides in Bishops boots, black jacks, retorted Scott; rides a clipped horse, and lives somewhere about here.

Why, I should say that would be Mr. Jenkins Jones, replied the man; he has a clipped horse.

But cant you be sure? a gentleman with gingery hair. Has Mr. Jenkins Jones gingery hair?

Why y-e-a-s; I should say he has, replied he, and rides a clipped horse.

Where does he live? asked Scott.

At Down House, about six miles from here, replied the man.

Ay, thats him, said our friend, leaving the stable, and running into the house. Jenkins Jones, of Down House, is the man; indeed, I fancied I heard somebody call him Jones out hunting.  

What with the bother of packing, waiting for the bill, and then for the horse, the limited allowance of a winters day began to give indications of declining ere Scott got sufficiently near the residence of which he was in quest, to gain any decided information from the few country people and mountaineers he met as to its precise distance and locality. One man told him it was three miles, another that it was two; and an old woman that he overtook, driving a flock of geese, and who said she had lived in the country all her life, didnt know where it was at all  had never heard of Down House before, or of Mr. Jenkins Jones either.  had heard of a Mr. Thomas Jones, but he lived at Frengford, at the back of the hills, but he had been dead many years, and of course, she said, it couldnt be him.

A woodman, however, that Scott next met, was better informed, and after running the words Jenkins Jones, Jones Jenkins, Jenkins Jones, backwards and forwards on his tongue, as a lady runs up and down the notes of a piano, he directed him through a pass at the low end of the mountain-range.

Having trotted through it just as night began to close in, he came upon a wild, undulating down country  open, spacious, and far-stretching. Here and there dark patches, occasionally indicated by the fitful gleam of a passing light, denoted human habitations, but the extreme distance was completely lost in the clouds.

To heighten the confusion of the scene, the road, as he had been warned by the woodman, resolved itself into a mere race-course sort of track, whose line was marked by little chalk heap mounds thrown up on the turf.

The springy down, so tempting under ordinary circumstances for a canter, was now traversed slowly for fear of losing the thread of the heaps, and having to pass the night on the wide dreary waste.

It must be a primitive place, indeed, thought Scott, riding close inside the line of chalk heaps, where a track like this serves alike for carriage, cart, and bridle road. No fear of having ones rest disturbed by the rumbling of carts, the yells of drivers, or the music of cats, as it was last night.

A bigger wave of land that the mountain throe had rolled further inwards, obtruded just as the fastfalling shades of night began to make him wish to he at his journeys end; on reaching the top of which the lights from a house ensconced among trees appeared within a couple of hundred yards, and the quick eye of the mare presently caused her to halt at a light iron gate, dividing the lawn from the downs.

The clatter the gate made in swinging to and fro, caused an outburst of barking and yelling from the kennel, while the raising and hurried dropping of the curtain of a low-windowed room on the ground floor showed that the inmates were aroused, and ere he had dismounted at the sash-windowed door, a shirt-sleeved groom had rushed round from the back of the house to take his horse.

A glass door, while it is pleasant and cheerful in summer, has the advantage in winter of letting a guest see who is coming, and the bright burning oil lamp discovered our friends host, now attired in a comfortable suit of plaid instead of the cloth and leather of the fox-hunter.

How we pity people who lived before tweeds, railways, and writing directions on newspapers, were invented!

The gentleman shaded his eyes with his hand and shut them, as some people do who want to have a good look at one; but a momentary glance produced an Oh, Mr. Scott, is it you?

Im glad to see you, confirmed by a cordial shake of the hand.

Scott then proceeded to hang up his hat.

Youve brought your nightcap, I hope, observed the gentleman as he helped Scott off with his paletot.

While this was going on in the passage Scott overheard the following nursery dialogue in the parlour:  



Little Jack Horner Sat in the  ?

Where did little Jack sit, my pet?



Pie, lisped the child.

No, my darling, not in the pie responded the questioner.

Let me introduce my friend Mr. Scott, my dear, interrupted the host, throwing open the door of a cheerful-looking room, and disclosing a beautiful dark-eyed lady, with a lovely little child half on her lap, half on the table, studying the interesting career of the gentleman aforesaid.

An attempted rise, with a sweet smile mingling with a half-suppressed laugh, at Jack Homers novel position, made Scott feel quite at home, and he readily accepted his hosts offer of an arm-chair by the brightly burning fire.

As Scott looked at him he thought it was lucky he had been able to give some other account of him beyond a mere description of his person, for hunting things make such a difference in mens appearance that it is not always easy to recognise them in others. The gentleman, however, speedily touched on the grand icebreaker of conversation the run of the morning, and his wife having gathered up the childs toys, consisting of a jumping mouse, a Macassar oil bottle, a tin kettle, a tatterd doll, and an illuminated copy of Jack Horner, departed with her treasure in her arms.

Scott soon found he was in capital quarters. Indeed he recollected to have heard from some of their hunt who had strayed so far out of the world as Mr. Nevilles men consider the hill country, that there were some capital fellows in it, which, in current sporting phraseology, means, men who are glad to see their friends without any fuss; or, as in Scotts case, men who are glad to see fox-hunters at any time.

There certainly is a wonderful freemasonry among fox-hunters. There is no letter of introduction equal to the few words, This mans a sportsman. It is far superior to any formal application to be allowed to recommend ones particular friend Mr. Augustus Fitznoodle, eldest son of Sir Augustus and Lady Fitznoodle, who was a daughter of Hugh fifth Earl of Bigacres, to their attention in the way of a ticket for soup, as these unfortunate documents are sometimes termed. But we are getting off the line, and must be running into our subject. They had a capital dinner, some famous mutton broth, with meat in it, thick and strong; a well-crimped piece of cod with oyster sauce, a leg of dark-gravied four-year-old Welsh mutton, followed by a woodcock and a dish of nice hot mince pies, assisted by sherry and iced champagne at dinner, and a bottle of fine old port and a devilled biscuit after.

The next morning, as they sat at an equally good breakfast, Scott saw a fustian-clad groom arrive on a horse at exercise, and presently a note was brought in, which his host, after perusing, presented to him with a smile, saying, This refers to you. Thus it ran:  



DEAR JONES, 

Have you seen any thing of Mr. Scott of Hawbuck Grange? He promised to come to me yesterday, and has never cast up.



Yours truly, 

JONES JENKINS.



Good God, aint I at Mr. Jones Jenkinss now? exclaimed our friend.

Why, no, replied his host, laughing; my name is Jenkins Jones, his is Jones Jenkins. I saw you had made the common mistake last night when you came, but was not going to deprive myself of the pleasure of your society by telling you.

You are extremely kind, Im sure, replied Scott. I did think, when I saw you, that your hair had got darker, but I attributed it to the shade of the lamp, or to not having seen you with your hat off.

Oh, I assure you, its nothing uncommon, replied his host, nothing uncommon at all; we get each others letters and parcels, and papers, and all sorts of things. A Frenchman brought a bill for a musical clock here the other day, and insisted upon my paying it. It was directed à Monsieur Jones Jenkins. In vain I protested that my name was Jenkins Jones. Vel, sare, said he, it shall be all de same  dey have jost put de Jones before de Jenkins, you are de man. Nonsense! said I, sporting the old joke, theres just as much difference between Mr. Jenkins Jones and Mr. Jones Jenkins, as there is between a chestnut horse and a horse chestnut.


CHAP. X.

HOMEWARD BOUND.
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TAKING LEAVE OF his kind host and hostess at the Down House, Tom Scott again mounted the old mare, homeward bound, as Captain Cashbox would say.

He had not got above a couple of miles on the high road before he was overtaken by a man on foot, going at a pace known only to fugitives, servants who have been loitering at public-houses, or people in pursuit of sport. Urgent or exciting must be the cause that spurs a pedestrian past a horse. Nevertheless the individual shot ahead, and that without look or observation.

Hes a goodun to go, said Scott to himself, eyeing the quick short steps with which he got away from the old mare. He was a square-built, bowlegged, stiff little fellow, not at all of the cut that one would imagine a Hookey Walker. His dress was puzzling, as well as his pace. It consisted of a brown duffle frock coat, black and white plaid trousers, with drab gaiters, and he carried an oilskin-covered umbrella under his arm; quite a town turn-out  at all events, not a week-day one in the country.

I wonder what the buffer is, said Scott, watching him as he stepped along. Ill be bound to say he cant keep that pace up long, continued he. Still he trudged on, and Scott followed, thinking, as he rode, that he had the best of it.

Presently the pedestrian began to look about him, first over one hedge, then over another, as though he wanted his nurse, or an excuse for bolting.

What now, old boy? said Scott, eyeing the proceeding; you surely have no business in the fields.

He seemed to be of a contrary opinion though, and, coming to a weak place in the hedge on the left, he popped over the rail that protected it, and forthwith commenced a rapid ascent of the hill.

He was quickly out of sight, leaving Tom to pursue his road and ruminations together.

About a mile further on, where a mountain pass runs into the Netherdew turnpike, our traveller was struck with a vast concourse of people coming down, some on foot, some on horseback, some in gigs, some on mules. A foot-race, said he to himself, eyeing the numbers; the Llandogget Stag against the Bob-Daniel Flyer, or some such fun; and he fancied he saw the poles and ropes with which they were going to stake off the turnpike.

Ord, hang it, no! they are a set of dancing-dogs or monkeys, exclaimed he, as the red and gaudy jackets of the animals and the yellow flag of one of the leaders became apparent. What queer creatures they must be in these parts! continued he only fancy a bevy of great men turning out after such animals!

Notwithstanding this denunciation, he pulled up to have a look at them himself, and he was so lost in astonishment at seeing that the whole party were English, instead of the white-teethed, olive-complexioned Italians, the general attendants of monkeys and dancing-dogs, that he was right in the middle of the cavalcade before he saw the animals were greyhounds  greyhounds in all the pomp and paraphernalia of race-horses, coloured hoods, quarter-pieces, and bottle-carrying leaders. Gad, thought he, what ago it would be if they were to bring a pack of foxhounds to the cover side in clothing!

Its odd if a fox-hunter gets into a crowd of sportsmen, within half a hundred miles of home, without being recognised by some one; and from the heterogeneous assemblage of shooting-jacketed, and great-coated, and duffle-coated, and cloaked, and shawled, and paletoted, and trousered, and Taglionied, and jack-booted, and overalled, and fiddle-case booted, and gambadoed, and umbrellahanded horsemen, a voice from a complete mountain of mackintosh exclaimed, Halloa, Tom Scott! is that you?

Its me! sure enough, exclaimed our friend; but who the deuce you are beats my comprehension?  

Dont you remember Charley Travis? replied the questioner, lowering his comforter, and raising a puddingy plaid cap off his brow, so as to display a pair of large boiled-gooseberry-looking eyes staring out of agreat red harvest-moon of a face.

Charley, my boy! exclaimed Scott, starting at the familiar name and the change that time had effected on its bearer. Charley, my boy, how are you? Im delighted to see you, and thereupon they rung a requiem over the twenty years that had elapsed since they met, and aroused the spirits of no end of larks that had flown with the time.

Upon the evidence of so much cordiality, divers of the sporting gents lifted their hats and caps to the stranger, indicating that our travellers friend Charley was somebody, and that a portion of his greatness was reflected upon Tom.

I shouldnt have known you, said Scott, looking at the man mountain he now rode beside, and recalling the smart slim youth he had parted with.

Nobody does, replied he, nobody does  my legs as big as my whole body used to be, shoving out a great woollen-clad mackintosh-cased limb, terminating in a black and red list slipper. Do you remember when I squeezed through the pot of Miss Gammons chimney, and descended amongst all the bread and butter misses at their tea? asked he. Couldnt do that now, by jingo; no, nor ride 8 st. 7 lb as I used to do. However, never mind; I am delighted to see you again, old fellow. Tell me now whats brought you into this part of the world?

Ah! still as fond of hunting, still as fond of hunting as ever, are you? observed he, after listening to a narrative of where Scott had been.

Just the same, replied Scott, just the same. If any thing, the older I get, the bigger fool I get. I should think hunting couldnt do you any harm, added he, looking at his friends puffy face.

Bless you, my dear Scott, shivered he, would kill me. Consider, my dear fellow, what a mass of complaints, what a lump of corruption I am. Look at the chalk stones in my hands, continued he, pulling off a sable glove. It takes two men to put me on horseback. Hunt! Suppose I should be spilt! I should never get up again  I should lie kicking on the broad of my back like a sheep or a bull frog!

But whats made you gouty, old boy? asked Scott. Your parents were healthy, and you had nothing of that sort in your youth.

Had I! exclaimed he, earnestly, you know I hadnt  never a moments illness of any sort. As long as I was starving on a hundred a year I was the healthiest and happiest mortal alive; but the moment the money came, down came a whole bevy of ills, and I became one mass of disorders. Stevens! exclaimed he, is it time to take my pills?

While the individual thus appealed to was supplying his wants, it flashed across Scotts mind that the hero he was addressing had been changed into a baronet, and that Charley Travis of former days was now Sir Charles Munchington, having been most unexpectedly metamorphosed one morning while shaving by a fourpenny glass in a barrack-room at Gibraltar.

Im afraid you live too well, Sir Charles, said Scott, as the Baronet gulped down the last of the pills.

Live! my dear fellow, I wish you saw me live; if rice puddings and soda water are living, then I do live. But, talking of that, come to me to-day after coursing.

Thank you, said Scott, but Im expected at home.

What, youre married, are you? asked he.

Why, no! yes! no! not exactly; but the fact is, Im out of linen  got my last shirt on.

Oh, Ill find you linen, and be shot if I dont take a glass of wine, too, for auld lang syne. Ill lend you shirts and shoes, and every thing, for I have them of all sizes since I began to magnify, till I think Daniel Lambert and I might now go partners in a wardrobe.

We trust the reader will believe Mr. Scott sincere in saying that he had every intention of going home that day. Indeed he wished it; for, independently of being out of linen, he was extremely short of other things, and a man feels the want of trifles that he does not appreciate when at hand. Besides, he wanted to see how things were going on, whether the red cow had calved, or any of the young horses got lamed. Still, what could he do? Here was an old friend whom he had not seen for twenty years, gouty and unwell, yet willing to take a glass of wine with him. Prudence said No, but inclination said Ay, and accordingly ay had it.

Come and see a course, said Sir Charles, as the cavalcade turned off the road through a gate into some extensive pastures; you dont know what fun it is, and we are getting near a tie, added he.

Tom had a pretty good idea though, for he once kept a greyhound himself, and a more daft, mischievous, useless beggar was never seen. It used to do nothing but run a muck at the poultry, and sheep, and foals, and practise feats of agility through the windows. Worse still, the insensate brute was continually losing itself, and cost him no end of half-crowns for casting up, until he was fortunate enough to see the animal enticed away by a mugger-man, from whose care there is seldom much escape. The fellow thought hed got a prize.

Scott followed the motley group, which had now been joined by his pedestrian friend, into the field, and a couple of dogs were stripped of their hoods, and spectacles, and quarter-pieces, and put in the slips. They then made a circuit of the enclosure, following the important Mr. Marksman, the judge, with the rear brought up by a most miscellaneous rabble of foot people, interspersed with brandy-ball and lollypop merchants, the usual concomitants of pedestrian crowds.

They ranged that field and another, and beat a bank-side, and then crossed a nice trout-stream on to some water meadows beyond.

Let us stand here and see the course, said Sir Charles, sheltering under the lee of a tumbledown building, from one of those heavy, cutting, rattling hail-storms that so disconcert lazy housemaids with bright grates. Patter, patter, patter it came, rattling down upon the harsh dry mackintosh, making the large bullets bound again.

Before it was well over, at least before they had fairly opened their daylights again, a shout proclaimed the course begun, and, looking across the water, Scott saw two great snake-like animals stretching and striding away over the plain after an unfortunate little driblet of a thing, that evidently had a very poor chance with them. It went away stoutly at first, to be sure, and there was little sensible advantage so long as it ran straight; but the moment it began to swerve, the superiority of the followers was evident.

So it went twisting and turning, the efforts becoming smaller by degrees and beautifully less.

Sir Charles was in ecstasies! He jerked, and he jumped, and he worked his arms, and bit his lips, and hung to one side, just as a cockney does in a cab that he thinks is about to capsise. Beautiful course! exclaimed he; beautiful course! as the dark dog turned the poor drab thing to the left, and the light dog sent it right ahead again. Finest course I ever saw in my life!  finest course I ever saw in my life! ejaculated he, as the hare made straight for a gate.

By Jove, thats well done! said he, as the dogs cleared it together. Now for the tug of war!

They were now upon a seed field, and gaining painfully upon poor puss. First one strider turned her, then the other, the poor things energy contracting with each effort, till the dark dog shot a length in advance, and chucked her right up in the air.

Then up hurried the field, the victor all glee, the loser all glum, while water-bottles and clothing were produced, and another brace of dogs had their spectacles taken off and were put in the slips.

So they went on from field to field, coursing and killing, and losing and missing, amid the betting and cheering of the company.

At last the course came on deciding whether the owner of the dark dog or a red one was to have the honour of keeping a pewtery-looking cup for the year, and of sacking a certain number of sovereigns in the shape of stakes. We dare say there was as much as ten pounds at issue; and if there had been a million, there couldnt have been more noise. Five shillings on the Dusty Miller! exclaimed a great, fat, butcherified-looking fellow, in blue woollens or tweeds, mopping the perspiration from his brow, which he had managed to acquire in the trot of the last course  a thing that none but a twenty-stoner could accomplish with such an atmosphere.

Ill lay a shilling on the Miller! Ill lay two! Ill lay three! Ill take three to two! exclaimed another.

Ill lay you half-a-crown to two shillings, Jubbins, replied Popkins; and the quantity and nature of the betting showed that there would be a great demand for silver after the course.

The awkward part of betting on a course seems to be that there is no way of regulating the race. It isnt like a trial of speed between horses, for twisting and turning seems to have quite as much to do with winning as the straightforward fly. So it was here. After much to do they at length got a satisfactory hare; but, after the usual bowling about, the victory was declared in favour of Bright Star, Dusty Miller, for some unapparent cause, being non-suited, though an inexperienced courser would have said that he followed suit quite as stoutly as his competitor.

Amidst cheers for the victor the scene closed, and many of the field availed themselves of the opportunity afforded by pulling out their purses to pull out their pocket-handkerchiefs too, for it was intensely cold.

On reaching the village of Leighford, Sir Charles abandoned his cob, and a brougham, with post horses, was presently at the Greyhound Inn door, in which he insisted on seating Scott, and carrying him off to his residence.

It requires a strongish intimacy to accompany an invalid with no better prospect than what the baronet had held out; but friends decrease so, as we get on in life, that it is cheering to put ones hand into the back shelf of time, and pull out an old one, altered, dusted, and damaged though he may be. If a chap is a good fellow at twenty, theres little chance of his being a bad one at forty; and, barring his ailments, Sir Charles was just the same hearty cock Scott had parted with twenty years before, when he sailed for India. Alas! the then gay stripling was now the premature old man.

It was just light enough, as they dashed across the ornamental bridge, over the swan and fowl-swarming water, and dived among the undulations of the deer-stocked park, for Scott to see that his friend had lit on his legs; and when they stopped, with a jerk, under the wood-paved Gothic porch of the ancient edifice, and two neatly dressed footmen responded to the sound of the bell, it was evident there was what a literary appraiser would estimate at thousand a year.

Nobody that has any thing has less, thanks to the liberal talent of Mr. Warren.

I dont keep these fellows to look at, said Sir Charles, as he sidled from his seat in the brougham on to their crossed arms, and was carried bather-woman fashion into the house, ordering one to get the room next his ready for Scott, and the other to tell the groom to see after our friends mare, which was coming with his cob.  

Oh, doctor! groaned the baronet, as they placed him on a couch, in a perfect snuggery of a room; ah, doctor! groaned he, to a little whiteheaded old man, in knee-breeches and buckles, who Scott could have sworn was the doctor if he hadnt been so addressed; Im dreadfully exhausted  very ill indeed!

Indeed, Sir Chorles, Im sorry to hear that, Sir Chorles, replied the little gentleman, advancing solemnly to his patient, at the same time pulling up a great noisy watch by a sort of jack-chain, to which was appended many seals, as if he was going to feel his pulse.

Oh, no; its not physic I want  its not physic I want! Ive taken all your pills and the blue draught into the bargain, exclaimed the invalid. I want something to restore me  to revive me, in fact.

Well, Sir Chorles, mouthed the man of medicine, suppose you have a little water gruel, looking mysteriously at Scott.

D  n your water gruel! screamed the invalid; why, what an inhuman monster you must be to want me to take water gruel on the day Ive fallen in with Tom Scott, after an absence of nearly twenty years!

Well, Sir Chorles, responded little black-legs, taken rather aback, what would you like to have, Sir Chorles?

  Hang it; I want you to recommend, man! continued he, precisely in the tone that he used to blow up the waiters and landlords of the inns when they didnt please him. I want you to recommend, man. Whats the use of being a doctor if you cant tell whats good for me?

The little man was quite abashed.

Do you think a glass of maraschino would do me any harm? at last asked Sir Charles.

Oh, not the least  none whatever, replied the doctor, glad of the suggestion at least, thats to say if you dont take more than a glass, or two added he, seeing the brow begin to lour.

And a slice of patê de foie, perhaps? continued Sir Charles.

You might find benefit from it, replied the doctor, especially if your stomachs empty, and it wants an hour yet to dinner, continued he, looking at the watch, which he still fumbled in his hand.

Stomach empty, growled Sir Charles; why, now, is it likely a man would eat if his stomach wasnt empty? At least I know I wouldnt.

And bring two or three dozen oysters, and some pale ale, exclaimed Sir Charles, as the servant was going, after receiving the above orders; adding to the doctor, Oysters are wholesome enough, at all events, I hope?

Nothing more so, Sir Chorles, replied the man of medicine.

A beaker of burgundy would be right after the paté, wouldnt it? asked he in continuation.

It would give tone to the stomach, Sir Chorles, especially if you have rather overdone yourself with exercise.

Well, then, my good fellow, interrupted the patient, will you have the kindness to go into the cellar for it yourself, and see and wrap it properly up in flannel, so that it maynt get chilled by the way?

With such a whet the reader will conjecture what the dinner was like; nor will it, perhaps, be necessary to point out why Sir Charles is not as healthy as he was with his hundred a year, to prevent rich people parting with their money for fear of getting like him. Should there be any alarmists, however, Mr. Scott says he can take a few sackfuls, which may either be sent to Hawbuck Grange, or left with the Publishers of this work. The accommodating reader will now have the kindness to suppose our friend Tom Scott returned to the former place.


CHAP. XI.

THE DOUBTFUL DAY.
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DOUBTFUL DAYS  that is to say, days on which one does not know whether to go to hounds or stay at home  are great bores. To be sure, a native has no great business to be bothered by them, seeing that he has no need to turn out on other than undoubted days, and can chop over to his other occupations should a day seem unpropitious; but in a sport-stinting season, even natives are very apt to try and get a day that, in a favourable winter, would be rejected. Gentlemen who leave their homes for the purpose of hunting are fairly excusable for going sliding and slipping to a meet. Not but that even they had better stay at their lodgings and read the Annual Register, or whatever work of light reading they have brought with them.  

Speaking of the season, 1846-7, our friend Scott, after prefacing his observations by declaring that he doesnt wish to say any thing unhandsome of the weather, or of anybody, denounces it as the most tricky, capricious, unhandsome season he ever remembers.

It is not the frost and snow that I complain of, says he, though we had enough of them in all conscience, but it was the dirty, deceitful, delusive sort of changing that kept raising mens hopes, apparently for no other purpose than dashing them to spinage.

Of course he spoke of the weather in Mr. Nevilles country, but we believe it was pretty much the same all over. After an inordinate quantity of frost and snow, from the end of November to the beginning of January, there was a slight cessation, and the wide-awake ones actually got a few days hunting in some countries. At the end of the first week, however, just as all the packs were again blooming into advertisement, back came the frost, harder, if possible, than ever, accompanied by a fresh fall of snow and again, about the last week of the month, they both disappeared, and hunting was resumed with all the advantages of first-rate scent, to be again stopped on the 31st, by the return of frost and snow. Then look at that little snuffling, shabby month of February, one that in ordinary seasons we reckon as the second best hunting one of the year. It came in, of course, with a white coat and an icicled nose, when all of a sudden, on the night of the 4th, it turned to a thaw, the west wind got up and cleared the country of snow in an incredible short space of time, when lo! as all the snow-broth yet floated on the fields, back came the frost on the 7th, caking it on the top, to the damage, if not the destruction of the wheat crops, and then a fall of snow succeeded to keep all snug. Now that we call very unhandsome  unworthy of the great and enlightened eighteen hundred and forty-seven; its as bad as kicking a man when hes down.

Not being fond of doubtful days, Tom Scott missed a run or two during the first interregnum, and paid dearly for it by the persecution of Muff and Co., who happened to be out. Indeed he could hardly get their township books through at the next meeting of the board of guardians, from first Muff, and then Tinhead, and then Tinhead, and then Muff, bursting into exclamations about it.

Thomas Felix Badman, relieved in kind  two kicks and a basin of barley water, read the clerk.

Major! do you recollect that splendid cast the hounds made of themselves at the four cross roads? Just as we came to Briarly Dell, where the fox had met the sheep in the face, and made them right about wheel? inquired Muff (Tarquinius), who was in the chair, of his docile friend Tinhead, who stood warming himself before the fire.

Ellen Draggletail told she must behave herself better, or shell get no more ginger, continued the clerk.

Ah, but did you see them at Heathbanger Bridge? asked the major: I dont think I ever saw hounds behave better.

January 3  Mark Scrimagour received into the house at four oclock without any hat, and a pair of shocking bad breeches  lent him a cap and a pair of union trousers, read the clerk.

The fox had run the parapet, observed Tin-head, and when the hounds came up of course they

January 4.  Mark Scrimagour refused to scour the candlesticks, because he had not had enough sugar in his milk at breakfast.

Hang his sugar, snapped Tinhead.

By the way, Mr. Scott, what got you? inquired the all-important Tarquinius Muff, throwing open his blue paletot, and displaying an acre of chest, bespangled with studs and encircled with chains. I thought you were one of the never-say-die sort, continued he a regular sacré matin man for the chasse, as the French say.

The hounds had had good sport, an hour and twenty minutes one day, and a very sharp twenty minutes the second; and if Tom had had an hour and twenty minutes to compose it in, hed have said something to Muff as sharp as the last run; as it was, he parried his importunities by pretending to be desperately busy with the accounts, inwardly resolving not to give him a chance of crowing over him another time.

The foregoing took place on a Wednesday, and an opportunity was afforded on the Friday. Mr. Neville always advertises his hounds, in doubtful times, putting weather permitting at the top of the advertisement. This is a good plan, for though masters may say that it is always understood they hunt the last advertised meets, or meet at the kennel the first hunting day, we can assure them there is no such regular understanding in the world, and people dont like running the double chance of weather permitting, and hounds being somewhere else too. Advertising costs nothing; the trouble to masters is a mere trifle, while the convenience to the country is very great. Localities vary so. The frost sometimes strikes a particular district, while a neighbouring one is wholly untouched. We have seen a difference of three weeks hunting between adjoining countries  hounds being at a stand-still in the one, while they were going on, with sport too, in the other. Sea-side tracts are often quite huntable, while inland and particularly upland regions, are perfectly unrideable. Again we have seen the reverse of this. We have seen a sea-side country bound up in iron frost, while hounds met, hunted, had sport, ay and killed their fox, ten miles inland. At least we were told so, for we didnt go to see. It was rather a singular circumstance, for we got within four miles of the meet before we turned back, having got our horse from the groom, who had turned too. The ground certainly was so hard where we changed that we could scarcely find fault with the man for turning; but being so far on the road, and the horse wanting work, we thought we might as well go on, which we did, till we came to the house of a friend, who persuaded us it was perfectly ridiculous going; the meet being the highest, coldest, bleakest, most frost-catching place in the world. He wouldnt go for any money. So we sat an hour or two with him, in the course of which the horse caught cold, and we returned home with a sore throat.

These sudden changes and capricious visitations defy all calculation. The only serviceable observation that can be made, is the situation of the kennel, and whether it is in a country liable to be suddenly frost-stricken or not, so as to prevent hounds leaving it, for though hounds may be entrapped into a frosty country out of a soft one, yet there is seldom much chance of their leaving a frosty one in search of a soft one. Too hard the huntsman will say the first thing in the morning, and that settles the business of the day.  

It is odd that few days are so bad but that some one will appear at an advertised meet. Even though they go sliding and skating at the imminent risk of their limbs, if they mount their scarlets, they will mount their horses too. They get their rides at all events, and their horses exercised; and even should the hounds come, they know they have no occasion to ride a yard unless they like. It is another matter, however, with the huntsman and whips. They must follow their hounds, and despite the cavillings and grumblings of fault-pickers and hole-finders, we maintain that hounds far oftener throw off when they should not than refuse when they ought.

There is no pleasure in hunting in a frost. None whatever. Far better stay at home, and read the Post Office Directory,

Annual Register, or any work that is not encumbered with a plot, than go picking ones ground so as to keep where the sun has struck, leaving a yard measure behind each hoof on pulling up. Men who leave their homes for the purpose of hunting must occupy their time in some way or other, and those who cant read are perhaps excusable in accompanying hounds. It is of no use contending with the elements. It is poor work shivering at a meet, calculating whether hounds will come or not  magnifying old womens red petticoats into pinks, and flocks of sheep into hounds.

There is a sort of desolation attending doubtful days, unlike the concomitants of regular seasonable hunting ones. Long before one gets to the meet  whatever country it may be in  one sees something indicative of hunting on a real hunting day. A lad riding faster than his horse, a countryman with a stick pacing along at a very different rate to what he would be going if he were carrying a message from his master; the imprints of light-shod horses on the grassy road sidings, or careful grooms clustering at the doors of the Red Lion or Barleymow, taking their early glasses as they loiter to cover; but on a doubtful frosty morning, all doors are closed, no one turns out that can help it; master rides his own horse on, and saunters round by the farm, or the factotums, or some place or other to kill time and see what effect the sun has as he goes. If you arrive at the meet at the right time, the chances are there is nobody there, and you begin to fear you have mistaken the day. The children stare with astonishment; and one urchin bolder than the rest at length ventures to ask if the hunds be a coomin to-day? Thats just what you want to know. A quarter of an hour elapses and still no symptoms of hunting. Your watch perhaps may have stolen a march, or the clocks may vary. If its at a village, however, the clocks presently undeceive you. A miller comes past, riding on his sacks; you ask him where the hounds come to when they meet there, and he assures you he knows nothing about them  millers never do  they are the most uninformed race of men under the sun. Some people, however, have the knack of knowing nothing, and the way they preserve their ignorance is truly astonishing: they should have a patent for it. Ar doant know Ar carnt tell  are the invariable drawls after a good stare. Ask a cockney boy where such a street is, and he tells you in a minute, or slangs you well; but a yokel cant declare his ignorance without exposing his stupidity.

But we are reversing the order of things, and converting a real Tom Scott day into an imaginary one, instead of making an imaginary day look as much like a real one as possible. We began by deprecating doubtful days, and showed how Tom had missed two runs during the brief interregnum of January by adhering to the doctrine, and now we propose showing, a very common case if people would but admit it, how Tom was piqued into going by a man  a gentleman we should say  of whose hunting capabilities he has no great opinion. Mr. Nevilles Hounds met on this day at the village of Thornfield, on the north side of their country, not a bad rough sort of meet, and one whose woodlands are favourable and accommodating for hounds, especially in frosty weather. Still it is a place Tom very seldom goes to, nor would he have thought of it, but for the crowings of Tarquinius Muff, and the fear of giving him another opportunity. Independently of that, Tom had employed some of his leisure frost in riding over to Snailswell once or twice, and though we are not at liberty to mention (except in strict confidence of course) what passed between the fair Lydia and him, yet we may say, that it had been so far satisfactory as to induce him to make a fresh appointment at each leaving. Ill ride over again on Sunday, or Ill look in upon you again as Im passing to Edge-Hill on Monday, he would say, for he carried on the courtship more by innuendo than by the old point blank, If you love me as I love you, &c. Indeed, to tell the truth, Tom is rather a cautious cock, and thought if he could but get his own consent, that of the lady would follow as a matter of course. We have already hinted that she would not have any money, but this deficiency Tom had at length induced himself to overlook, but thinking that a woman who was to be a fortune in herself, ought to be sound and all right, he had lately stuck at the matter of her teeth, whose beautiful pearly whiteness he thought too good to stand. Upon this point he determined to take the opinion of his friend Mrs. Sylvanus Bluff, a lady great in the medical, art, and it was until her decision was obtained that he now hung off. All that, however, will hereafter more fully and at large appear, as the lawyers say, though we believe if the frost had lasted steadily, Tom would have dropped quietly into an engagement, an offer at all events, for the visits were getting both more frequent and longer, when the upbraidings of Muff nettled him into taking advantage of an apparent change in the weather.

So now to the day named at the head of the page. The previous one felt like frost, and the morning of this one was decidedly frosty, but having been called for hunting Tom got up, and having got up he got breakfast, and having got breakfast he got on to his horse, and though his hoofs made that ringing sort of sound peculiar to horses and well-built London carriages on hard roads, he speculated on the influence of the sun and the favourableness of the woodland bottoms, and proceeded on his road as we have described up to the conversation with the miller. Therefore that part of the sketch may stand as part of the bill.

As the miller slouched out of sight, and Scott rode backwards and forwards on the village bridge, a pair of leather breeches hove in sight, not the genteel cream-coloured things of modern times, but a pair of good old-fashioned yellow ochres, whose owner was further encased in a black dress coat, a black satin stock, and dingy lack lustre boots.

It was our old friend Doctor Podgers, on his fat black pony, master and nag counterparts of each other.  

On ordinary occasions a doctor may be in boots and breeches without signifying a hunt, but a rich grandfather-looking silver-mounted hunting-whip, and a ribbon to his shaved black hat, committed him beyond all extrication.

Good morning, Doctor, said Scott; do you think the hounds will come?

Doctor (raising his hat to the extremity of the ribbon). Upon my word, sir, I dont know. What do you think?

Why I think so of course, or I shouldnt be here.

Its very cold. Do you think the frost is going to hold? at length Scott asked, rather ashamed of his tartness.

Doctor. Upon my word, sir, I dont know. What do you think?

Though a man may trot himself into a belief that there will be hunting, the sad reality of standing generally produces a candid opinion.

Scott could not but admit that the ground about was very hard, that the atmosphere was very, frosty, and the only chance there was of hounds coming seemed to be the possibility that it might not be quite so hard or so frosty in the neighbourhood of the kennel.

The only alleviating circumstance there is in a case of non-hunting is the coming of the hounds, which shows that a man is not so wide of the mark as he would otherwise appear. Indeed, it almost amounts to a case of big foolism being there without them, and Scott strained his eyes and cocked his ears up the Gunnerton-road, in hopes of seeing them or of hearing one of those knowing notes that fall so musically on the ear, so symptomatic of hunting, so unmistakeable for any thing else.

It was all in vain.

There was a crack of a whip, but it was a cartmans  there was a holloa, but it was from a boy frightening crows. There is no more similarity between these and the genmine thing than there is between the jovial mirth of the village school broke loose upon the green and the determined tallyho of the man who has been thrown into convulsions by viewing the fox.

Scott began to be rather ashamed of having come, especially as he could not but feel (though of course he would not admit it to anybody) that he had been rather talked into it by Tarquinius Muff.

Just as he thought of Muff, his other greatest abhorrence of life, Dolores Brown of Bleakhope, cast up.

There are some people in the world whose looks or whose manners are so melancholily lugubrious as to make one unhappy to see them, and Dolores combines both these unfortunate qualities. He is the most unhappy-looking wretch that ever was seen. He is a sort of ill-omened bird, for people say they never have sport when he is out. Some peoples jolly good-natured phizzes set one agog and cheer one up, but Dolores never does any thing but depress the spirits. It isnt his nasty looks alone, but he is an ill conditioned creature into the bargain. Nobody ever heard him say a good word of any one without his adding as much spite as counteracted the praise. He may be called a praising detractor, only he does much more in the detracting than in the praising line. He is a grumbling, dissatisfied, cantankerous animal, never happy but when hes miserable. He has always some fault to find, some hole to pick, or some misfortune to forbode. The master of the hounds is generally his stock victim. He, poor man! never does any thing right. After the master, the huntsman comes in for his maledictions, and then the whip. It is gratifying to know that Mrs. Brown takes her change out of him at home. There, he darent say his souls his own, and we have often heard it suggested that he comes out hunting to escape her. Whatever his motive may be, it is a frequent observation that Dolores Brown never brings luck. A doubtful day seems just the sort of one for him to cast upon.

If we had a Daguerreotype machine we would sketch him as he sits under the stunted, crooked, decaying ash tree, and impale him on our page; but that not being practicable, and our friend Phiz not being at hand, we will just do what we can with the pen.



Dolores is a farmer  a large fanner  he keeps four or five draughts, and has two or three thousand sheep herding on the downs about his appropriately-named residence of Bleakhope; one of the highest, coldest, most exposed places in the country. Still, as if by a frolic of nature, there is some good land upon it, and, cold as he looks, Dolores is supposed to be warm. To look at his nasty, lank, straggling, sandy-coloured hair, impoverished whiskers, and clay-coloured cheeks, you would fancy he was the follower of some noisome trade instead of a wholesome out-of-door living framer. He may be any age from thirty to fifty; indeed, one often sees far fresher looking men at sixty or even seventy. His features are harsh and sharp, and there is a cunning watchfulness about his little watery grey eyes.

His clothes are as unwholesome looking as his person. His napless, low-crowned hat is all glue stained round the band, the marks widening out in front into a thing like a chimney-sweepers badge. The frost makes the hats browning hue more apparent. A good hat is about the only thing that looks well on a frosty day, and if any thing will bring a thaw it surely is the temptation a new one offers to Jupiter Pluvious. Doloress coarse draggling gills are guileless of starch, and his washed-out, blue-striped neckcloth, dirty, twisted, and knotted into what the French call a Tyburn tye, exposes, rather than covers, his long scraggy neck. The greasy collar of a browning black cutaway coat, and the frayed top of a shabby striped waistcoat, appear above a seedy, well-worn brown tweed, slightly slit up behind for the saddle, and covering the greater part of the hard, crackey-looking patent cords, and almost black top-boots in which his spindle shanks are shrouded.

His horse was a bay, until it was clipped and singed into a dun-duckety sort of mud colour. The cold makes the uneven jagging of the scissors and the blotches of the singer more apparent, for badly clipped greys are the only horses that will stand the searching investigation of a frosty day. This horse is a sour-headed, sunk-eyed, cock-throppled, ewe-necked, ragged-maned beggar, though with some apparent breeding about him. Light feeding seems the order of the day both with horse and master, and despite the laziness of the season, Dolores has contrived, by the substitution of bran mashes and boiled turnips for corn, to keep his horses girth in much the same moderate compass as his own. Between its ragged, rubbed-out tail and Doloress shabby, straggling locks there is a striking resemblance, and altogether, what with the bother of the little doctor, the nastiness of Dolores, and the unpromising appearance of the day, we hope the considerate reader will excuse Tom Scott slipping up to the sign of the Haymaker to get a glass of brandy and water.

* * * * *

Hark! here come horses! Three red coats heave in sight on the sheep-walk road, visible as they pass the gaps and bits of walls built into the ragged hedge, where the village and pedestrian depredations have extinguished all hopes of the quicks being permitted to grow.

The sight of red coats is cheering. No knowing but the hounds may come yet, said Scott to himself, as he returned, feeling like a giant refreshed, throw off, have a glorious run, old Dolores be trundled into a black bog, and the hounds run into their fox on the hill above Hawbuck Grange.

The horses hoofs sound louder than I like, continued he, cocking his ear to the east wind, forbiddingly keen; but no sportsman ever forgets that the celebrated Billesden Coplow run took place under similar unfavourable circumstances.

The tramp of horses approaches.

What a noise the riders make! Their jabber sounds on the clear frosty air as if they were close by, though they are still a quarter of a mile off. Hah! hah! hah! what a laugh. There it is again! Haw! haw! haw! deeper and deeper still. He! he! he! a third volley. The hounds must be coming, and they know it. There goes the baccy! Smoking and all. How clear that puff by the gate curled up in the pure air: Lord how they laugh! That must be a capital joke, for they are all haw! haw! hawing! together. Who can they be?

As I live, exclaimed our friend Scott, the Muffs, and old Tom Tinhead!  

Fortunately Scott made the discovery just in time to enable him to slip back to the sign of the Haymaker, from the cowshed at the end of which he surveyed the scene and overheard the conversation.

Up came great Muff Tarquinius, as Trumper calls him, full fig, in a spick and span hat, new bright scarlet coat, with the corner of a white cambric handkerchief peeping out of the breast pocket, a sky blue satin cravat, embroidered with roses and lilies, a roll collar waistcoat, most unexceptionable leathers, and shining jack boots, set off with bright heavy spurs, running most desperately to neck. Tarquinius Muff is an immense man; we dare say he rides eighteen stone, and sits full souse on his horse, for all the world like a five thousand a year man, as he is. Could he have been certain that the hounds would not come he would not have had a care, in the world, for he was got up for the drawing-room and not for the cover side. Just the man for a frosty day.

Bad as old Muff is we really think he is better than his brother, Blatheremskite. Blatheremskite affects the coachman; but his favourite Rover and Telegraph being off the road, he mourns their glories in the dress of a coachman, which he cleverly adapts to all the pursuits of life. His shining silk hat is as round as a cheese, and as flat as a flounder. His hair is close-cropped, and his white shawl cravat is secured by a massive gold coach-and-four pin, forcing its way above the step collar of his long, coachman-cut, rough, drab velvety-looking, waistcoat, with a double row of flap pockets. His stout, India rubber cloth, strait-cut, cuffless scarlet, is a compound of stitching, back strapping, and flaps. The narrow collar has a strong double hem, the seams behind are back strapped, and there is a curious device of strength just above the waist buttons, looking as though he expected a trial of strength with the garment generally, or a game of pull devil, pull baker, with the laps. The outside pockets are guarded with ample double-stitched flaps, out of the mouth of one of which what he would call a birds eye fogle appears, while the other has got a decided drag downwards from the frequent occupation of his hand. The front buttons are firmly set in on a separate strip of cloth, and about the centre of the breast is a small sort of watch-pocket, as if he had to time himself constantly. The broad greenish-coloured patent cord breeches, buttoning in front with mother-of-pearl buttons, come a long way down the leg, where they at last meet a pair of receding tops, the length of the breeches and the shortness of the boots producing the observation from Tom Bowles, the first whip and wag of the hunt, that he supposed Mr. Blatheremskite paid double price for one and half price for the other. The long tops are of the roseate tint, and the thick double soles are of a texture to resist any quantity of wet; all very well for a coachman paddling about a coach in sloppy weather, but perfectly unnecessary for even the most inveterate leader over of a fox-hunter. His action, as well as his dress, is that of the oachman. He holds his reins, and works his arms, as if he were on the box; and, altogether, he is about as great a snob as the great historian of Snobs himself could wish to draw.

Hallo, doctor! exclaimed Muff to our friend of the yellow ochres as the trio turned into the road, halloo, doctor! at it again; keen dog, keen dog, very.

Doctor Podgers acknowledged the compliment by raising his hat to the limit of the hunting string.

Where are the hounds? asked Muff.

Not come, replied the doctor.

Not come! retorted Muff; why whats happened?

I think it will be the frost, observed an earthstopping gamekeeper, touching his hat, and cracking an ice-star with his staff.

Frost? exclaimed Muff; theres no frost to hurt.

None whatever! assented Blatheremskite, breaking an upshot column of smoke against his hat brim.

Oh, theyre sure to come, rejoined Muff, after a pause, hoping they wouldnt, adding, theres no frost in the ground, none whatever.

Its hard here, observed the gamekeeper, tapping his hob-nailed shoes against the ground.

Oh, but that will give by twelve oclock; see what a sun there is overhead, continued Muff, looking up at the heavens.

They cant plough, observed the keeper, thinking to clench the argument.

Ah, thats because they wont, replied Muff, turning to Brown with a what do you think of the matter, Mr Brown?

Of course Brown, like all men at a meet, thought hounds were sure to come but mere opinion not having the effect of drawing them, after about ten minutes consumed in smoking and flopping their arms, the conversation began to take a downhill turn, derogatory to the hounds and their management.

Well, this is the slowest thing I ever saw in my life, exclaimed Muff, as his fears were quieted on recognising Tom Muffinmouths face under a hunting cap, instead of that of one of the servants coining as he feared with the dread intelligence that the hounds would be there at twelve.

Well, this is the slowest thing I ever saw in my life, repeated he, tendering Tom the unusual compliment of a hand; for Muff tries to combine the courtesy of the candidate with the open frankness of the fox-hunter.

What? inquired Tom, blushing, thinking Muff meant that his new sugar-loaf-shaped cap was the slowest thing he ever saw in his life; nor would it have been far from the mark if he had said so.

The hounds not coming, replied Muff, with ill-feigned disgust; Tom Muffinmouth assented, notwithstanding his blue nose and red-rimmed ears give striking evidence of the severity of the frost.

Nevilles getting too old, observed Muff, with a toss of the head and flourish of the hand. One doesnt like to say any thing in disparagement of an old man who has been a good one in his time, continued he, but, between you and I, its about time he was laid on the shelf.

Old Bens all bedavered, too, observed Dolores Brown with a sneer; he never rides over a fence if he can get any one to pull it down. He set all my South Downs wrong the other day merely because he wouldnt ride over a hurdle.

With this and similar conversation the next quarter of an hour was beguiled, the perfect incompetence of the whole establishment becoming - more clearly developed as the discussion proceeded, until, like Gil Blass mule, it seemed all faults. A successor, who lived more in the centre of the country (like Muff), was faintly hinted at, and having allowed the discussion to run up to appropriating point, Muff adjourned the meeting, and attended by his staff, Blatheremskite and Tinhead, proceeded to Honeybower Hall to lunch and flirt with the Miss Oglebys  for, shocking to relate, such is the lamentable destitution of country society, that these fine girls are forced to tolerate the Muffs, while Tinhead is pawned off on the old lady.

As they disappeared in the distance, Scott came sneaking out of his hiding-place, intending to be off too, when a joyous Yonder they come! yonder they come! diffused pleasure over the faces of the hitherto disappointed-looking countrymen who had been losing a day in hopes of a hunt. We always pity a countryman under such circumstances. Strong must be the passion for hunting that induces a man to sacrifice his total income for that day for the pleasure of the chase. Little think the great men, as Mr. Cannings friend of humanity said to the needy knife-grinder, when interrogating him about his misfortunes, little think the great men, say we, mounted on their spicy steeds, with cigars in their mouths, and good dinners in view at the end of the day, how much better they are off than the poor pedestrian, who returns leg-weary and worn to his home, without even the usual humble fare his labour would have procured him. The cynic may say he had no business out hunting; but sportsmen will take a kinder view of the case, and feel for the man whose ardour has carried him into a pleasure that he cannot afford. Let sportsmen do more! Let them put their hands in their pockets and give them a shilling.

Money thus bestowed is not always wasted, as we will prove by an incident that happened to our friend Scott last season. He was riding over a half-finished bridge on the Grand Gammon and Spinach Junction Railway, when the taskmaster, timekeeper, overlooker, or whatever they call the man in authority, exclaimed, as the hounds caused the navvies to pause and look up from their work, Come! drop it at once, or stick to it! causing a struggle between duty and inclination, ending, however, in the general triumph of duty, and return to the digging. Two men only out of above forty threw down their spades, and, mounting their flannels, set off after the hounds.

You are fond of a hunt then? said Scott, as they came running past him.

Deed am I, your honour! replied the first, whose good-natured, open countenance proclaimed him an Emeralder, even before he spoke.

Well, then, Ill give you a shilling, said Scott, handing them each one.

Long life to your honour! exclaimed one.

Sure youre a worshipful jontleman, observed the other.

After crossing the railway they came upon the rich vale of Grassmere, rich in agricultural possessions, lavish in black bogs, and renowned for the width and bottomlessness of its drains. What persuaded old Ben, who was merely going from cover to cover, to cross it, we dont know, but the field were presently at a cut that set the funkers nerves a-shaking, as the song says. It wasnt a large place, but it was a deep one, and the three or four first horses breaking the somewhat undermined banks, it began to look wider and wider, till Tarquinius Muffs famous water-jumper, Harlequin, coming up full tilt, made a regular stand and deliver, shooting his luckless rider overhead in the muddy water.

Splash, splash, blob, blob, up and down, backwards and forwards, Muff went, now calling out for help, now emptying his hat, now fishing for his whip, now feeling for his gloves, in the dripping, forlorn, drowned-rat, pitiable-looking state of an extinguished exquisite, setting those who had got across laughing, and those who were on the wrong side wishing they were well over.

There wasnt a man there but whose horse would have taken the cut (according to their own accounts), if Tarquiniuss had not set them the example of refusing, and diverting it was to see the half resolute, half timid way some of them rode at it, pretending to shove, but in reality holding for a crane.

None but the bold deserve to clear the brook, and unless horse and rider are well agreed upon the point and go at it resolutely, it is far better to tie the whipthong to the snaffle rein, and lead over, or to blob in and out, any thing rather than a stand and deliver, or a mutual recumbency in the bottom. We dont know a more humiliating sight than a man rocking-horsing it in a brook  now the head up, now the tail, now the tail, and now the head  till they either struggle out (perhaps on the wrong side), or part company, the horse perhaps setting off on an expedition of its own to discover the source or defluxion of the stream.

Scott was riding the young-un, the chestnut, a sweet horse, well worth a hundred to any of our readers, but with the common complaint of well-bred, young-uns  rayther given to bucking at water. In getting away from Coldbrook Gorse one day after just two rounds that showed there was a rare scent, and the crash and music of the bitches had raised any little remnant of pluck to its highest pitch, when, careering down the grass-field on the north side of the cover, Scott came upon Tarquinius Muffs former bed of roses before he knew where he was. He was up in his stirrups though, and seeing master Reynard travelling away at a very business-like pace over a famous large pasture, he dropped the Vincents into the young-un, giving him a shake of the head, as much as to say, Look what youre after.

Down they came upon the brook.

Tom thought nothing in the world could prevent their being over, when, lo! up bucked the young-un, Tom doesnt know how high, and dropped right into the middle of it. If he had only stretched himself to the extent that he rose, he would have cleared two such places.

But we will draw the curtain over the remainder of that scene, and proceed to Brook No. 2.

With a lively recollection of the misfortunes of No. 1. Tom contemplated the scene at No. 2. with any thing but pleasurable emotions.

The young-un had not seen water since his immersion, though he set up his back and snorted as he came up as if he had a perfect recollection of it. Cold-blooded water leaping, especially on a cold day, is always to be deprecated, and Tom was just going to practise what we preach, by knotting the point of his whip to the rein, and leading over, with lots of line, when his Irish friend nudged his elbow.

Sure, your honour, Ill ride him over for you, said Paddy.

Will you? said Scott; but are you sure you can ride?

Arrah, by Jasus, and is it myself you ax that question on? Sure I was groom to the great Squire O something, of O something Castle, who kept a stud of forty horses, besides milch cows, and a dacent sprinkling of pigs.

With this his friend began poking his high-low into the stirrup, and having got the reins clubbed in his hand, in the true hang-on-by-the-head style, he was presently in the saddle, and turned away to get a run at the brook, so as to take it flying. And very flying-like he looked, his wild hair straggling away from beneath a muffin cap, his loose flannel jacket filling with wind, and his red and green garter ends flowing about the saddle flaps as he went.

Having taken a liberal distance, he forthwith began kicking and talking to the horse, increasing his speed and raising his voice as he went till he got him full gallop, when, with a flourish of his arm and a wild hier-r-r-o-s-h sort of shout, he sent him flying many feet beyond the foremost hoof-mark across the cut.

Ride mine over, Paddy! and Ill give you a shilling!

Ride mine over, Paddy, and Ill give you half-a-crown! shouted several.

Sure but Ill be losing the hunt if I do, replied. Pat, dismounting and running away.

Theres a long story by way of parenthesis, supposed to be told on a frosty morning while waiting for hounds. We had just got to the outburst of joy that proceeded from the group of pedestrians as old Ben and the hounds appeared, rounding Wenburg Hill in the distance, after giving the field a somewhat long wait, that looked very like not coming. The bustling pace at which they approached, while it looked very like business, would have cut our story through in the middle, if we had been allowed no longer time for the telling it than intervened between the view and the arrival.

Gently Rantipole! hie back! rated Tom Bowles, as Rantipole dashed in advance to seek for her master in the crowd.

Here again, hounds, here again! exclaimed old Ben, with a whistle and wave of his hand, pulling up short at a gate to take the hounds into a grass field.

Good morning, Ben, said Scott, thinking that looked like throwing off What are you going to do?

Oh, I suppose we shall hunt, Sir, said Ben quite gaily, with a touch of his cap as he spoke.

Is Mr. Neville coming? asked Scott.

No, Sir, but he said we had to hunt, if we could. Itll do the hounds no harm.

Foxes nouther, observed Tom Bowles.

Tom Scott nouther, added our hero cheered by the intelligence.

We havnt been here since cub-hunting, observed Ben, and the foxes want routing out sadly. There were three litters hereabouts, and the farmers are beginning to complain of the poultry. In such a season as this we must just take every day we can get.



Its a bad season, observed Scott.

Shocking! rejoined Ben, with a solemn look and shake of the head.

I see the sessions are coming on, observed Tom Bowles, and they are advertising for people to send instructions for indicting prisoners. I wish some one would send instructions for indicting the weather. Talk about ether, added he, for cutting folks heads off when theyre asleep, without hurtin of them, I wish theyd etherise me, and let me sleep during a frost.

It is odd how people turn up at a meet of hounds, let the hour be what it will. The select party had not consumed above five minutes in this sort of conversation before half-a-dozen horsemen of one sort and another appeared.

Tom Griston and Giles Clapgate, both farmers, turned out of the Falcon, while Mr. Sheepskin of Bossall and Mr. Randall of Reay came riding together, and then there was Tom Muffinmouth, and Podgers, and the earth-stopping gamekeeper, who had now got upon his pony. Best of all, Dolores Brown had taken his departure in the wake of the Muffs, the whole swearing that hounds not coming was the slowest thing they ever saw in their lives.

Well I suppose we may as well be going, observed Ben, eyeing the workpeople going home to their dinners, adding, its twelve oclock by these clocks, it seems, though I should say it was half past twelve by the day.

So saying, he whistled his hounds together, and trotted out of the field to the cover.

This was a chain of woodlands, beginning at the village of Thornfield, and stretching into a wider range about two miles further on, where a wild and broken sort of country intervenes between the vales. Rossington Wood comes in here, a sort of amphitheatre, formed of wooded hills round an area of warm, well-cultivated land, just the sort of place for a doubtful day. In went the hounds.

They had not been in cover ten minutes before Tom Scott saw by the increased motion of Bens shoulders and heels, that there was a scent afloat, though no hound as yet having spoke, Ben did not care to break the silence.

At last, a low short whimper, more of a catch than a note, brought out a at him, Brilliant, old boy, and presently Brilliant threw his tongue in a downright Ill stake-my-reputation-theres-a-fox sort of way, that convinced Ben there was one, though none of the others taking it up, Mr. Sheepskin, the solicitor, hinted that it was in consequence of Bens cheer, and muttered something about its not being right to lead hounds in that way.

Brilliant presently dropped another note still deeper, that old Ben cheered to the echo; and first one and then another joined in the proclamation, upon which Sheepskin observed, if there wasnt a fox they ought all to be sits, per col.

Hoic l hoic! forrard! forrard! screamed old Ben, and with one twang of the horn he went scrambling and tearing through the wood regardless of branches, briars, breeches, and boots.

What a crash they made! There were five-and-twenty couple of hounds, and every hound throwing his tongue, making the woods echo and re-echo to their music.

They soon got to where the full width of the woods made it advisable to keep inside, when the softness and splashiness of the rides satisfied Tom Scott that old Ben had done right in throwing off. The horses sunk in the ground as they went, and threw the clay and mud about in a manner that was quite delightful considering the frost. Scott got stained in a way that would have done credit to November, and Sheepskins great splay-footed black horse put his foot in a trod that sent the yellow water squirting up into his masters face, and nearly blinded him.

Youve got six-and-eight pence worth there, I think, Sir, said Tom Bowles, cantering past, as Sheepskin sat mopping his face, dying a cheap white silk handkerchief yellow.

How much finer, wilder, and more natural is the cry of hounds in a large, resounding wood, than the close, suppressed muffle from a small, confined gorse. Artificial covers are doubtless useful, but they detract sadly from the fine, riotous spirit of hunting. Our friends had a rare chivey to-day. We dont know how many foxes they viewed, but if the hounds changed they must have done it very quickly, for they were never off their noses. It takes a good deal of persuasion to induce a fox to leave a wood of several hundred acres, especially a wood where the travelling is more favourable to him than to the hounds, and possibly nothing but the fact of his having been hunted before, and being about as good a judge of pace as a Newmarket tout, could have induced him to be satisfied with the two rings that he made of the amphitheatrish ground before he proceeded up the Dean to the west of it.

There he was viewed by the foot people, an enormous big-un! and dead beat, of course; and as he was getting into more circumventable covers, and the scent was first-rate, Mr. Sheepskin expressed his opinion that he was as good as realised.

It is seldom that anybody says a good word for a fox, but this certainly was a most accommodating one; for instead of taking the high ground, and sending the field skating and sliding about at the risk of their limbs, he ran the bottoms, and those he selected with considerable judgment. He took them up Apedale Dean, through the Buckland Bog, and past the Decoy at Casterton, scarcely crossing a dozen enclosures the whole way. His line was then Swinbrook Plantations, where he hung a bit, having been headed by some shooters, and probably driven from his point, for he took down the little valley of the Dingle, and was presently into Hardingham Plantation.

One loses ones latitude and longitude so desperately out hunting, especially in cover, that Scott had no idea which side of the plantations they came out at, or where they were going, further than that some well-hung green gates, and better cultivated land, betokened prosperity.

They clattered through the gates, making the hard ground resound with their horses hoofs, while the frosty air was filled with the cry of the pack, now running frantic for blood.

The nimble and accommodatingly disposed reader will now perhaps have the kindness to transport him or herself to Honeybower Hall, and imagine the Muffs palavering the young ladies, while old Tom Tinhead is billeted on mamma.

We need not trouble them with their balderdash; howthey abused old Neville, and ridiculed the idea of hounds not coming, and how Tarquinius talked of taking the country himself if they didnt make him represent it, and so on, as being matter quite as easily imagined as described. For that piece of leniency, however, we must request the reader  non-luncheon eater though he maybe  to accompany the party to the parlour, where the usual savoury hashes are commingled with jellies, roast potatoes, and cold fowls  Hie-sos-sos-sos-sos!

  Hark! exclaimed Muff in the middle of a merry-thought: I thought I heard the horn, continued he, rising and going to the bay window which opens to the ground.

Muff was right. It was old Ben sounding a requiem over his fox in the park on the east side of the hall, a view that never having taken of it before caused Scott not to recognise it, till Muff stepped out of the window on to the lawn.

Why, theres Mr. Muff! exclaimed our friend, as he recognised Muffs great white stomach between his black jacks and red coat.

So it is! replied Ben. This will be Honey-bower Hall, I dare say, observed he, looking at the house, with the right of entry air of a Fox-hunter.

Ben had now got the brush and head in hand, and the pads being distributed, up went the fox and down it came rolling right into the jaws of the whole fifty hounds.

  Who-hoop! tear him and eat him! Who-hoop!

Ill tell you what, Tom, said Scott to the whip as soon as the latter had satisfied himself with hooping and screeching while the hounds worried the fox, Ill tell you what, Ill give you a guinea if youll go and present Mr. Tarquinius Muff with the brush, pointing to Muff as he stood at the window, surrounded by the ladies, like a cock of the midden.

Ill soon do that for nothing, replied Tom, taking the brush from the huntsman, and shuffling away in the crab-like fashion of a whipper-in, up to the house.  

Please, sir, said he, touching his cap, as he saw a frown oerspreading Muffs ample face instead of the smile that usually irradiates a man about to be honoured. Please, sir, Ben has made free to send you the brush, and is sorry youve missed the run.

Is he? sneered Muff. I feel much flattered by his condescension, at the same time sticking his hands under his coat-tails to remove all idea of his accepting the offer.  

Pray where is Mr. Neville? asked he, after a pause.

Hes not out, sir, replied Tom, with another touch of the cap.

Not out! exclaimed Muff. You dont mean to say youve thrown off without him?

Master said we were to hunt if we could, and there was anybody there.

Well, and who have you had? asked Muff.
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Oh, theres Mr. Scott, and Mr. Sheepskin, and Mr. Brown, and Mr. Randall of Reay, and several others, replied Tom.

They are not owners of covers, I think, snapped Muff.  

Hazelhanger belongs to Mr. Scott, observed Bowles.  

Well, you know your orders best, observed Muff pompously, but if you were my servants, I should say you had done extremely wrong in throwing off on such a day, especially to such a field, disturbing such an extent of country whereupon he gave a loud hem, and returned with the ladies to the luncheon, repeating as he went, extremely wrong,  indeed!

Vain his attempt who strives to please them all!


CHAP. XII.

THE BAD MEET.
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OH! YAU  au  Nevilles at the chase. Monday, puffed great Captain Rasher through a mouthful of mustachios in his barrack-room at Scrapetin, as he read the county paper. Shant go  never get a run  confounded woodland place  up to ones horses hocks all the day in mud and clay  bad for curbs  with which observation the man of war settled the matter; and being the hunting authority of the regiment, of course all the subs followed suit. Lieutenant Scrimagour denounced it as the most uncivilised place that ever was seen; and little Comet Muttonjaw, who is just weaned and entered to hunting, swore he wouldnt go if anybody would lend him a horse and give him five pounds into the bargain.

So they settled the matter in barracks.

I shant hunt to-morrow, William, said Tarquinius Muff, strutting into his stable at the four oclock feeding time, with his friend old Major Tin-head, to show off his stud. Its the most confounded nasty place to get away from that ever was seen, and a very likely one for an accident. Strip that horse, Tom, said Muff to helper No 1., who had just replaced the clothing, and let the major see him.

There! exclaimed Muff, as the lad swept the highly-finished richly-lettered clothing over the horses quarters again. There repeated he, extending his right arm, I call that shape. You may go up to him, continued he, seeing the major stand in the vacant way people do when called upon to admire a horse in a stable, you may go up to him  hes quite quiet; whereupon Tinhead availed himself of Muffs liberality, and squeezed up the stall till he got beside the servant, when he underwent the usual penalty of spanning the horses knee, grasping his pastern, admiring his loins, and criticising his colour.

Muff then rewarded him by making him do ditto by another, and so on through the five; four hunters and a hack being Muffs complement, though one would do all his work. We need scarcely say that Tinhead is Muffs toadey. He looks like a toadey  a little shrivelled, parchment-faced, precise, old-maidish sort of animal, that nine men out of ten would take a dislike to at first sight without knowing why.

You may exercise the horse to-morrow, as well as the mare, said Tom Talkington to his half groom, half flunkey, I shant go to that beastly Chase  was nearly smothered in a bog the last time I was there.  

What horse will you ride to-morrow, sir? asked Joe Beans of his master, Mr. Muffinmouth as the latter came in from coursing. To-morrow! exclaimed Muffinmouth, to-morrow  whats tomorrow?

The Chase, replied Beans.

The Chase be hanged, replied Muffinmouth, turning on his heel as though it were not worth a thought.

Every country has its proscribed meet  its place that nobody thinks of going to, which redeems itself every now and then by some tremendous run, drawing all the chatterers back, to be choked off by degrees, and Abbeycroft Chase is the beastly place of Mr. Nevilles hunt; not that it is a bad place, looking at it as far as the interests of hounds are concerned, for it is sporting-like and spacious, and lying on the verge of two countries, is always full of foxes belonging to each. In short, it is one of those sort of places that requires routing out every fortnight or so, in order to be sure of finding foxes in the smaller ones. Its great imperfection undoubtedly is the absence of fences and leaps, which are hardly compensated for by sundry terrific bogs that dye a red coat black in no time. Still that is not the sort of excitement Capt. Rasher, Cornets Muttonjaw and Shaver, or such like cocks, delight in; they want a cutting whip, and a line of flags through four miles of stiff country, with a break-back brook in the middle.

Long life and two necks to each of them, say we!

Neither is the out-of-the-way locality of the Chase, nor the wild sylvan beauty of its scenery, attractive to men like the Muffs, who prefer basking in the sunshine of sloping lawns, or the gentle undulations of the deer-stocked parks of turreted towers.

If a large extent of rideable woodland, with wildness and boldness at every step, has any charms for fox hunters, Abbeycroft Chase ought to rank high; and though too many foxes undoubtedly lead to changing, still if hounds have the luck to get settled to a good one at starting, and there is anything of a scent, he must either fly or be twisted up in cover.

If it were a favourite place its situation would be convenient for the commingling of the apricot-coloured coats of the Dazzlegoose Hunt with the British scarlet of Mr. Nevilles; but save just after some redeeming run, which is most likely magnified to stag-hunters measure who, we are sorry to say, often lie (under a mistake, of course, as Lord Byron said), they seldom muster more than ten or a dozen, independently of farmers.

But we will take Mondays meet as a sample.

It was almost the first real hunting day our friend Tom Scott and Co had had after the most disreputable season of 1846-7, turned the Tattenham Corner of 1847, and as Tom got on to his hack, he felt the sort of spring glow that almost persuades one into growing. The colts coat had a kindly glossy hue, which underwent no change on opening the stable door, though he stood immediately opposite. A horses coat furnishes a pretty good criterion of the state of the atmosphere, far better than one of those curious old instruments in bottles which profess to show everything, though, if they are all like ours, they only show the purchasers stupidity in buying them.

The Chase is an unmeasured fourteen miles from Hawbuck Grange, to do which Tom allows himself two hours and a half. When he got to where the Galton cross-road joins the Hardingham turnpike, he saw, by the great splay footmarks on the lifting mud, that the hounds were on, and he presently got a glimpse of a red coat passing a gap in a plantation beyond. Hounds feet certainly do not show to advantage in sticky soil, and nobody would have thought that Mr. Nevilles round ball-footed dog pack would have left such great slovenly-looking imprints behind them.

The meet was at a beggarly farmhouse just on the confines of the Chase; a farm that has brought more people on the parish than all the rest of the township put together.

When our friend arrived he found even Mr. Trumpers attention was drawn from the powerful pack, now stretching and rolling about on the soundest part of the much plunged green, to the picture of misery and desolation before him.

Did you ever see such a place, Mr. Scott? asked Trumper, pointing to the dilapidated house, with the windows pasted over with paper, or stuffed full of straw and old hats. Just look at those stacks, added he, pointing to three or four crooked half-covered corn stacks, slipping out of their ropes, on which the pigeons, poultry, and sparrows were regaling.

Good morning, Mr. Trumper, exclaimed Mr. Neville, bustling up on his hack, and shaking hands with our hero; adding, Im very glad to see you out with my hounds.

Thank you, sir, replied Mr. Trumper, making his obeisance.

And how are your hounds going on? asked Mr. Neville, for he is one of the few masters of foxhounds who are not jealous of harriers.

Oh, middling well, sir, thank you, replied Trumper; we began our season early, and had some good running up to the end of November, but weve done nothing almost since.  

Nor we, replied Mr. Neville, nor we; nothing, at least, to speak of. Runs that we should have thought nothing of last year are magnified into splendid ones this.

Ay, thatll be your fine pen-and-ink gentleman, I presume, said Trumper; adding, Ive been suffering a little in that way myself. Ill goose and dumplin them, continued he, with a shake of the head.  

Youve got the old horse still, I see, said Mr. Neville, eyeing our friend Golumpus.

Ay, the Yorkshire horse, replied Trumper, lifting his long green lap up so as to show the horses great round barrel, adding, good horse, varry.

What a size he is! observed Mr. Neville.

I dont like to be stinted, replied Trumper, quite incontinently.

I know you dont, rejoined Mr. Neville, with a smile.

What age is that horse, now? inquired Mr. Neville, after a pause.

Hell be seventeen this grass, replied Trumper. This is his tenth season, and hes as fresh as a four-year old.

You didnt begin riding him till he was seven, I think, observed Mr. Neville.

He wasnt broke till he was six, replied Trumper, but then he comes of a good sort  a MOrville  all the MOrvilles are natural hunters, and you save a season or two that way. Mr. Muff Tarquinius wanted to buy him, added Trumper; indeed he sent his groom for him with a blank cheque for me to fill up, and very much astonished the man was at not getting him away. Do you think he is strong enough to carry your master? asked I.

Indeed I think he is, replied the man, cautiously.

Then I think hes strong enough to carry me, added I; so I wont part with him. Tarquinius has never been quite friendly with me since, added Trumper.

Whose horses are those? asked Mr. Neville of a diminutive tiger who now rode round the corner of the stackyard with a couple of splendid animals, just as Mr. Neville had exchanged his hack for his hunter.

My Lord Lazytongs, replied the lad with a touch of his hat.

And whose are those? asked Mr. Neville, as two more hove in sight.

My Lord Lazytongs, too, replied the speaker.

Whats his lordship going to ride four? asked Mr. Neville, with a smile.

No, sir, those are for Captain Windeyhash, replied the lad.

And where are they coming from? asked Mr. Neville.

From Dawdle Court, sir, replied the lad. We are from Newbolt this morning.

Dawdle Court! exclaimed Mr. Neville why, thats thirty miles off.

Five-and-twenty, sir, replied the groom, who had now come up, having given the benefit of his superior weight to the Windeyhash detachment.

Theyll never come, whispered Scott, remembering the Ecclesford Green day.

We must wait a few minutes, observed Mr. Neville, for gentlemen who are coming so far.

Is his lordship riding? asked Mr. Neville of the groom, after a pause.

He comes in the carriage as far as Danebury Hill, sir, replied the man, where there are hacks waiting to bring him on to Newbolt, and there are fresh ones again at Newbolt.

Humph, considered Mr. Neville, meditating how long he ought to wait for gentlemen who had made so much preparation.

Do you think theyll come? asked he, after a pause and a lapse of some minutes.

Why, I should think so, sir, replied the groom. Our orders were very particular  half-past ten to a minute; its a quarter to eleven now, added he, pulling out his watch.

Is there any one at Dawdle Court? asked Mr. Neville.

Oh yes, sir; the house is full of company. Indeed, I know his lordship wants to be back at half-past two, to shoot a match.

The deuce he does! exclaimed Mr. Neville; then I think Id better throw off, and have a fox on foot for him against he comes. So saying, he gave the usual jerk of his head to old Ben, and the glad pack at length bounded away to Bens whistle.

Shoot! said Mr. Trumper to Scott, as the latter came alongside, adding Thats the queerest style of hunting I ever heard of. I should have thought fox-hunting was amusement enough for any man for one day.

Before they reached the first straggling brushwood on the rising ground of the Chase that the hounds condescend to draw, a brimstone-coloured coat was seen sailing through the fields below at a very first-rate pace.

Crash the wearer went through a rotten wattled hurdle; swich he divided a live thorn fence; down he sent a row of rails, and so the wearer went careering triumphantly on till he was most ignominiously brought up by a sheep net.

Thatll be my lord, said Mr. Trumper, eyeing his lordships long legs working away at the nag to make it face the nets. Hed better leave that game alone, added he, with a shake of the head, as the animal turned tail to the stakes.

Tootle, tootle, tootle! blew Mr. Neville on his horn, to let his lordship see where the hounds were; for there was a direct way up from the enclosures into the Chase, through a most conspicuous new white gate, but Mr. Nevilles intimation had just a contrary effect to what was intended, and converted the affair of the nets into a sort of eyes-of-England-are-upon-you point of honour. Seeing he was observed, his lordship was more determined to take the nets, and making a considerable semicircle, he again charged them most stoutly.

No; deuce a bit! the horse wouldnt have them, and round went the tail as before.

A third charge ended in a similar result.

Just as his lordships hack turned tail for the fourth time, the biggest fox without any exception, that Tom Scott ever sat eyes on, crossed the glade towards which they were riding in the most haughty, disdainful, arrogant manner imaginable. He had his head in the air, and his brush in the air, and went careering along just like a colt turned into a strange field. He sniffed the air, and threw his head about, as much as to say, What the deuce do you mean, you disorderly dogs, by disturbing a gentleman in this way? As yet nothing but the horn had been heard.

Tallyho! screamed Mr. Neville, enlightening him on the subject, when down went the brush, and away shot the owner across the open, amid the tallyhos, and screams, and screeches of the field, till a friendly copse screened him from view.

How the dog pack made the welkin ring, as they scored to cry, and every hound owned the scent! Echo answered echo, till one might have thought there were a hundred couple of hounds at work.  

Moy O-oies! exclaimed old Trumper, sucking in the melody, but thats.

Screech! screech! went the horn, crack, crack, went the whips, but there wasnt the slightest occasion for either, only servants are afraid if they dont make a noise, people may think the hounds kill the fox and not them.

They now dived into the thick of the Chase, where lofty forest trees supplied the place of stunted oaks, and crags and rocks appeared hurled promiscuously around.

The riding, though not bad, at least not bad for woodland riding, required a sharp eye both above and below to keep the riders heads on their shoulders for the trees, and their horses on their legs for the bogs.

The Chase bogs are a very peculiar kind of bog; not that nervous, protracted blob, blob, blob, deeper and deeper still, of moors and heaths, but deep, black, over-head-and-ears-at-once sort of places that a horse should clear in his stride. Some of them are awfully deep, though not very holding, a late occupant looking more like a man out of an inkstand than out of a mud cart. To be sure the places are tolerably marked by the unhealthy green, and yellow, and grey moss on the stunted birch trees, as also by the hassocky ground and coarse reedy grass about, but strangers are seldom satisfied of the real importance of a Chase bog until they have fathomed one. After that they ride to a leader, as they all did to-day. That leader was old Ben, who has a sort of map of the bogs in his head. How he sailed away to be sure, hopping over them just like water furrows, trusting as much to his voice as his reins for making his old mare leap. Horses are much like sheep in the leaping line, when one begins, the rest generally follow; much in the same strain, too, as will often have been observed by men whose horses have made tremendous leaps over nothings, merely because the one before them leapt wide. Ben had the best of it, barring the risk, for before they had gone very far, the black daubs, and spots, and stains on the white breeches and ties showed who rode behind and who didnt. It was no time for stopping, however; indeed we question that any horse worthy the name of a hunter would have submitted to be pulled up with such ravishing music before him. If he did, we are sure the man on his back wouldnt deserve to be called a sportsman. Forrard! they went, making every bunny on the ground and torn-tit in the trees quiver with fear.

We often wondered whether there is such a thing in the world as a man whose heart wouldnt leap into his mouth at the sound of a pack of hounds in full cry. We should think not; at least, if there is, we should be very sorry to back a bill for him. To-day would have been a grand one to try him.

None of the field who were out seemed deficient in sporting spirit, for they went at a pace that might be called truly awful  awful considering the squire traps, trees, and other contingencies.

There was no time for politeness  no time for saying, Take care, sir, or youll be getting your eyes scratched out, or, Mind what youre after, sir, or youll be getting your head in your hand; it was every man for himself and the mud take the hindmost. If the hounds ran musically, the field rode mute. And here let us pause to pay a tribute of respect to dog packs generally. There is something fine and noble in the appearance of the great strong animals, and theirs is a far honester, more substantial, John Bullish style of hunting, than the quick sharp whimper and cut away of the bitches. The dogs seem to say to the horses, Come along, my hearties, and let us enjoy ourselves together, while the bitches seem as if they were always wanting to steal a march upon the nags, and to have all the sport to themselves. The dogs look grand and noble; something to fill the eye, as Trumper says.  

Away, away, away the field went, now alongside of the hounds, now behind, now perhaps a leetle before. Reynard picked his ground with judgment.

A check at last ensued.

Hes into the enclosure! said old Ben, eyeing Brilliant jumping at the high palings  over they go, hallooed he as a whole bevy of hounds charged the palings in line.

Hes down! cried Ben, holding his hand in the air for silence whilst he listened for the sound of their tongues in the dean.

There on him again! (added he, as a slight whimper burst into full cry).

Get together hounds! get together! hallooed Tom Bowles, cracking his whip, though there wasnt a straggler to he seen.

We must be inside, observed Mr. Neville, hustling along with a great patch of black mud on the side of his hat that looked for all the world like a cockade.  

Theres a bridle-gate just below, observed Ben, who knows every point and pass in the country.

They were presently at it;  a nasty place it was, too, as most wood bridle-gates are  boggy and plungy, with a pair of most resolute posts for a hot horse to dash his riders legs against.

One at a time, and itll last the longer! exclaimed Mr. Neville, cocking up his knees to avoid a collision.

Ill lead observed Mr. Trumper, throwing himself from the now lathered Golumpus.

Why, what a mess youre in, Beaney! observed Trumper, eyeing Beanstacks desperately bespattered front.  

Am I? replied the now purple-faced Bean-stack; I cant be much worse than yourself; look at your breeches!

The time for estimating dilapidations, however, was not yet come, and having all blobbed through the gateway in some fashion or other, and Mr. Trumper having climbed on to Golumpus again, they now found themselves in a better managed part of the Chase. In lieu of the natural straggling glades and rotten inundations of land, they were among regular grassy rides, diverging in all directions through thriving plantations, whose open bottom afforded every facility to the chase.

The hounds pushed their fox through as straight as an arrow.

If theres half such a scent in the open as there is in cover, observed Mr. Neville, we shall have him in hand in ten minutes.

Hark! hes down, exclaimed he, as a sudden burst of melody to the left proclaimed the fox had turned at last.

He must break, said Mr. Neville, turning too, or be killed in cover. Hark! I believe they have him, added he, as a sudden lull ensued.

No, hell be away, said old Ben, spurring his horse into a canter, and making for the spot; adding, Ill be bund hes just slipped back at the woodmans cottage below.

A loud, long, shrill tallyho! almost instantly confirmed Bens surmise, and on scuttling away to the gate they found the second whip with his cap in the air, in the high state of excitement lads are generally in who have viewed the fox.

Hoop! hoop! hoop! screamed he, turning his horse, and sweeping his cap towards the ground on the line the fox had gone.

Out poured the hounds; crash came Ben, horn in hand, through the wattled fence; and the scene shifter having changed the slides, the second act of the drama commenced in the open.

What an open it was, too! And how the top of the rising ground, up which the fox had gone, favoured the view! After hugging and holding up the hill, they looked upon the rich vale of Bright-well, the vaunted crack of the Dazzlegoose country. Large grazing grounds stretched away in fertile greenness, while what arable land there was showed sound and brown on the surface. There is something fine in running slap into an adjoining country. It is a sort of sporting foray, which enables us to compliment our friends on the sport they unwillingly afford us. The old spirit, in fact, that instigated the Pytchley man of old to exclaim to his horse, as the fox went away into Leicestershire  



 Now, Contract, said Dick, 

But well show these d  d Quornites the trick.



Loving and sociable as fox hunters undoubtedly are in the aggregate, still there is always a strong feeling of jealousy between neighbouring packs. On this occasion the Dazzlegoose men began to hustle their horses and show in front as the hounds pointed for their vale, as though they thought it incumbent on them to do the honours of the country. Recumbent  one of them  Dick Jellyhead  very soon was, for his trouble. The fox having taken the old Swinbrook road, for a couple of hundred yards, which runs parallel with the hills from whence they had all just descended, and the hounds, after running that distance nearly mute, suddenly burst into chorus on the grassy side of the road next the vale, and in another instant they flew over the fence, formed of a bank with a hedge on the top, into the adjoining pasture.

The fox had run the inside of the fence, and there was a gate from the road into the field a little before, but Jellyhead, disdaining such chicken-hearted work, pulled his hairy-heeled steed across, and shoved him at the bank.

Perhaps there is not a more promising way of getting a fall than pulling a horse up short, and shoving him away from his companions. Independently of this, Jellys horse didnt look like a flyer. We dont want to buy him, therefore we have no interest in disparaging him; but we shall convey an idea of the style of the animal when we say that he was a sort of horse that a dealer would declare looked solitary without the gig at his tail  a good machiner; thirty pounds worth, perhaps.

One sometimes sees an affinity between rider and horse; indeed we have seen them alike in the face, and between Jellyhead and his there was a decided similarity of cut. They were both stout, square, clumsy-made looking creatures, and the broad cut of Jellyheads laps corresponded with the square dock of the horses tail. This resemblance was painfully apparent when, having mounted the fence, the laps flew up in response to the tail, the master spread-eagling as the horse went down on his head on the far side  a melancholy example of disappointed show off. Fortunately the ground was soft, or there is no saying but such a head as Jellys even might have suffered.

When the rest of the sportsmen got into the field by the gate, they found him busy pulling his head out of his hat, with the unconcerned air men assume when the crown lies at their feet. The insensate author of the misfortune was grazing quietly at the hedge-row, just as if nothing had happened. This, too, in spite of the hounds pouring up the side of the field, pointing straight into the vale in defiance of all conjectures that the fox was back to the Chase.  

Leaving the open for the vale is like leaving the camp for the thick of the fight; but no one seemed at all concerned at the change. Even Mr. Trumper, who declines leaping altogether, pounded along on Golumpus, as though he had perfect confidence in getting through. Indeed the field soon resolved themselves into a sort of mutual assistance society, and keeping with the hounds was all they looked to. The rest of the apricot coats took warning by their fellow, and discontinued the pioneering trade.

Good farming is certainly a great promoter of hunting. Instead of high, rough, ragged, briar-choked, water-soughed fences, through which a horse can scarcely bore, and which occupy no end of ground, our friends now got among nice, level, well-laid, well-pleached fences, that a horse could both see his way on and off. The total absence of hedge-row timber, too, aided the sight, which would otherwise have been rather impeded by the extreme flatness of the land. What a change of opinion we have seen in the matter of hedge-row timber! We remember when the wise ones used to counsel a man to stick trees in his fences at every yard, and used to calculate to a fraction what they would be worth at the end of the world; whereas now Mechi and Co. teach us to shave our fences as close as our faces. All fox hunters are Mechiites in that matter.

The burst of the early part of the chase had now settled down into a good hunting run  not a scent-diminishing run, but a good holding steady pace, that looked like mischief. Every hound threw his tongue, and first one and then another took the lead  a most sporting, mud-stained, varmint-looking, working-like pack they were, as they bustled and carried the scent amongst them  not one would go a yard without it.

When they got upon grass, they ran hard; but master Reynard seemed to have preferred the light land of the fallows, indeed rather to have gone out of his way for them.

This caused a division of opinion as to his point, Mr, Neville fixing Linton Woods, while Ben and Mr. Trumper stood up for the main earths at Castlebar.

These main earths are a drawback upon running a fox into a neighbouring country; for if he reaches them, theres an end of the matter so far as his brush is concerned; and a fellow sitting, straddling, and whohooping, cap in hand, as though he were full of delight, over a main earth, is a poor substitute for the joyous, upstanding, baying of the fox in hand of a kill.

Mr. Neville was right, and Trumper gladly acknowledged the superiority of his judgment. If the fox had had any doubt on the point himself, it would appear to have been settled in his mind in the course of his progress up a long slip of rubbishing wood, between a turnip-field and a fallow; for on getting to the end of it, he put his head straight for the woods, despite the rising ground over which he had to travel.

Yonder he goes! exclaimed Mr. Neville, viewing him somewhere, though where, nobody could tell but himself.

Some people have a wonderful knack at viewing foxes, and think those desperately dunch who dont see them.

Where? exclaims one.

Why there  there to be sure! replies the viewer, as if the foxs line was set out like a railway.

Our friend hadnt much where-ing to-day, everybody being satisfied that Mr. Neville knew a fox from a cur, and the hunting of the hounds held out every expectation that they would shortly have a closer inspection of the one they were after. Moreover, a few of the nags had begun to sob, and Mr. Trumper thought it well to take the castle off the elephant, and lead up the hill.

On reaching the rising ground, after easing their horses, grinning and holding on by the manes up the hill, they all saw the fox sailing away down the other side towards the river. Nor did his pace and action give much prospect of speedy relief to the now panting and perspiring steeds. On the contrary, he went high, and though he had lowered his standard, he kept on at an even pace that looked very like lasting.

The hounds hunted him as true as beagles over the wretched starvation land that he had now chosen for his course, stuff that one would be sorry to take at two-and-sixpence an acre. Little advantage was perceptible on either side, so long as they kept on the high land, but when the fox descended, and ran the river margin, the hounds evidently gained upon him, until Dangerous and Hannibal caught view, when, as if by magic, the whole pack flew from their noses to the worry, and rolled one over another with their victim into the river.

God bless us, what a f-o-i-n-e run! exclaimed Mr. Trumper, pulling up, his horse and himself all running down with sweat. The lathered Golumpus gave himself a hearty shake, as much as to say to his master, Why dont you get off, you great slush-bucket?

Mr. Trumper then plumped down, and the scraping of his whip-stick under the horses belly was followed by a regular flow of water.

How different the poor dripping rat-like fox looked as he was brought out of the river to the dashing, staring, brush-whisking, high-going flyer they had started with an hour or so before  an hour, a glorious hour! What a deal had been compressed into that time! The field had done a weeks work in it.

How variously we estimate time! We knew a man who went to a dentists to get his dinner set overhauled, and after haying been some twenty minutes in the chair he went away declaring he had been three hours. And he was a man of veracity too, but doubtless calculated the time by the pain. So with a run. The ground we go over, the incidents of each moment, the change of scene, the varieties of pace, all tend to magnify the time  especially if there happen to be two or three checks, when every minute is like a half hour, except when ones nag is rather blown, or there is a big leap that we dont yet see how to avoid.

One hour and ten minutes, exactly, observed Mr. Neville, shutting his gold hunter against his cheek.  

So, replied Mr. Trumper, I thought it had been more.

Well hunted he was, said Mr. Neville, alighting from his horse.

Oh well! rejoined Trumper in ecstasies.

What an old villain he is! exclaimed Ben, opening the foxs mouth as he lay distended on the ground. Hes hardly a tooth in his head. Hes had many a turkey poult, Ill be bound.

Ben then proceeded to the usual ceremony of decapitation, de-paditation, and brush-i-tation.

Give me that l said Mr. Neville, as Ben was proceeding to pocket the yet dripping brush.

Now, Mr. Trumper, said he, wringing it out, you often send me a very fine hunted hare  let me present you with the brush of the animal I hunt.

Thank you, sir, said Mr. Trumper, receiving it with a low bow. Ill put this in a glass case, and write the particklars below it.

Ay, you may say it was a tickler, observed Mr. Neville.

So it was! replied Trumper, a reglar one.

The pads were then distributed to Jellyhead and the Dazzlegoose gentlemen, who in the harmony of the kill buried the jealousies of country.

It was carried unanimously that he was a good fox, had shown them a good run, over a good country, and Ben very truly observed, that he was just as likely to be one of Mr. Nevilles foxes as one belonging to the Dazzlegoose country.

So the mixed field parted in the greatest harmony.

Let us now take a glance at the absentees.

Aw  yaw  aw  they say Nevilles had a run, said Captain Rasher, throwing his cap into the corner, as he rolled into the mess-room in the tight-laced ease of a full-figged heavy.

I dont believe it! exclaimed Lieutenant Scrimagour.

Aw  yaw  aw  why I dont much, said Rasher, twirling his resolute mustachios, a process that he generally has recourse to when short of ideas.

People tell such lies about hunting, observed Major Tinhead, who had done somebody out of a dinner, it being band day.

They do, exclaimed little Comet Mutton-jaw.

There isnt one man in fifty knows what a run ought to be, said Tinhead.

Aw  yaw  aw  I defy them to have a run from such a place as that Chase, observed Rasher; adding, It suits old Neville and old Ben, and a few old potterers of that sort; but who the deuce could take any pleasure in such riding?
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Captain Rasher then resolved the mess table into a model of the country, making the plateau-stand in the centre do duty for the Chase, and the lamps and wine-coolers to represent the Linton Woods, Castlebar earths, and covers generally, from which premises he made the most satisfactory deduction that it was utterly impossible for hounds to have a run  a position that he established to the satisfaction of all, just as the tawdry mess-waiter came in with the soup.  

Next day Tarquinius Muff having come into town to see his aunt, get his hair cut, or something of that sort, met Rasher in the High Street, sabretache swinging, heel-spur ringing, bonnet staring under, as usual, and confirmed the opinion.

The verdicts of the others, our readers will perhaps excuse our entering on the record.

They were generally delivered in the laconics, Oh my!

No go!

Not-possible!

Wont believe it!

Hookey Walker!

Tell it to the marines! and so on.

We may, however, add, that our friend Tom was so delighted with it, that he wrote a long account of it to his lady love, instead of one of the three-cornered laconics with which he generally favoured her.


CHAP. XIII.

THE BLANK DAT.
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ITS FOUR YEARS since last February, though our friend Tom says he remembers it as if it were but yesterday, so rare are the calamities of blank days in the catalogue of his misfortunes.

The Duke of Tergiversation, having the Prince of Spankerhausen, Mynheer Von Cled, and several other great Dutch swells, whom he wanted galvanizing, had written to Lord Harry Harkaway to bring his unrivalled hounds to Fast-and-Loose Castle, on that most forlorn of all forlorn speculations, the chance of finding a fox.

Dukes are people that generally have their own way, let them be ever so unreasonable; and even if Lord Harry had been inclined to object to trashing his hounds and horses such a distance, the offer of hospitality to himself and establishment would have caused him to think that he might as well avail himself of the opportunity for paying the duke and duchess a visit.

Accordingly the hounds were advertised to meet at Fast-and-Loose Castle on their day of the week, with a non-hunting one on each side of it, though what that day was, we dont pretend to say, dates and distances being things we seldom trouble our head about.

It was the first season of Lord Harrys hunting the country, the hounds having just come out of Yarnshirewith the usual high-flown renown of new packs.

Fast-and-Loose Castle, indeed the whole Tergiversation territory, had long been looked upon as extra-parochial in the hunting line, neither Sir Charles Wildblood nor his predecessor Lord Heavy-sop, ever having thought it worth while to play at drawing his graces covers a second time. Not but that his grace is a patron of fox-hunting, a patron in his own peculiar way,  just as he is a patron of racing, to uphold which, he keeps two or three wooden-limbed brutes that go the rounds of the district. Fox-hunting he looks upon in much the same light as racing; a sort of amusement of the hour, that requires no care or consideration during the rest of the year. He therefore gives hounds leave to draw his covers, on certain set days of the season  the 15th of December, the 15th of February, and again on the 15 th of April, provided none of those days fall on a Sunday, in which case, the hunt stands adjourned to the Monday.

But the system will develop itself with the narrative.

The talk people make about anything new, especially anything new in the hands of a nobleman, made Tom Scott take a fancy for seeing Lord Hark-aways hounds, and though the distance from Hawbuck Grange is great, five and thirty miles to the kennel, yet the town of Barkeston being within easy distance of the castle, by lying out a couple of nights, he could easily accomplish his object, especially as like Lord Harry, he could kill two birds with one stone  get a hunt, and pay a visit to his old friend the Rev. Peter Blackcoat, the worthy rector of Barkeston.

Accordingly Tom arranged it so.

It was not until he got to Barkeston that he heard the exact state of the fox question. His grace having lately made one of his periodical changes of politics, Tom thought he had very likely turned over a new leaf in the hunting book too, and that things were going to be different.

I am afraid youve come on a forlorn hope, observed Peter Blackcoat, wringing Toms hand, as he met him at his neat parsonage gate.

How so? asked Tom, fearing the whole thing was put off. The duke hasnt changed his mind, has he?

Oh no, replied his friend; the thing is to take place; thats to say, theres to be a grand spread of a breakfast, cherry brandy  cheese, and so on  but as to finding a fox, there isnt such a thing in the parish.

The deuce there isnt! exclaimed Tom; then what are the hounds there for?

Oh, just for the duke to show them to his friends. Hes got a lot of great barge-built Dutchmen there, who cant speak a word of English, and hell persuade them that the hounds are his, and that Lord Harry is a sort of retainer of the castle, and so theyll go back to the place from whence they come, and tell all the great boundless burgomasters and fellows what a tremendous great man the Duke of Tergiversation is.

The deuce! exclaimed Tom, wishing himself home again.

Nay, dont look glum, replied the parson, patting the mares neck. I dare say the gamekeeper will manage something in the shape of a fox. All the world will be there, and it wont do to disappoint a whole country side.

Manage something in the shape of a foxy mg dear Peter! exclaimed our friend, in disgust. You dont think a fox is like a coat, that you can have to order and turn out when you want it. Believe me, my dear fellow, a fox is very like what the young ladies, bless them! say of love; there is but one real love, though there may be a hundred different copies of it; so there is but one right sort of fox, though there may be a hundred imitation ones.

This very philosophical observation brought Tom to his friends stable door, a comfortable three-stalld edifice, with a gig and harness room adjoining.

We never get into a parsonage house without thinking if it wasnt for writing the weary sermons, wed like to be a parson ourself. They are always so snug, and have such capital port wine!

But we will pass over the feeding and friendship, and proceed at once to the festival.

Toms friend said the thing that was true. As he rode away in the morning through the usually quiet little town of Barkeston, all heads were at the windows, those who were to be left behind looking wistfully after those who were going, and one-horse chaises and two-horse chaises were loading and driving away with mirthful parties, to say nothing of an omnibus full inside and out. There were Mrs and the two Miss Sugarlips in their yellow phaeton, driven by young Mr. Whateley, the rising apothecary; and there were Mr. Luxford, the bookseller, and his lady, as the genteel ones call their wives; Mr. Kidd, the hosier, rode with Mr. Holmes the saddler, while their respective ladies, with some seven or eight children between them, followed in the public private landau of the dukes arms. The duchess  that is to say, the landlady  had just been confined, and couldnt show. Nevertheless, every horse they had, both from the hotel and the farm, were in requisition, and great was the demand for saddles, bridles, and tackle generally.

The plot thickened as Tom proceeded, until the road swarmed again. More gigs, more horsemen, more horsemen, more gigs, and pedestrians without end.

The most astonishing thing, however, was the appearance of a troop of yeomanry that came jingling and clattering down the Heckfield-lane on to the turnpike, in all the pomp and terror of carthorse cavalry.

Whos dead, and whafs to pay? exclaimed Tom Scott, as a most insignificant little officer, almost extinguished by his horse-tailed helmet, was borne against him by a great pulling powerful black mare, who seemed fully intent upon running away with him.

Co-o-o-m-e and s-s-e-e, old b-o-y, ejaculated the victim, pretending to be quite at his ease.

Why, Billy Bobbinson! is that you? you little unfortunate devil; what have you been about now, that they have dressed you up in that way? exclaimed Tom. Who looks after the shop when you are out soldiering? but Billy was deaf to the inquiry, and the troop rattled on as if they were going to quell a rebellion or extinguish a fire at the least. Little thought Tom that they were the Duke of Tergiversations cavalry going to form a hunting guard of honour on Mynheer Von Cled and Co.!

Our friend Tom had never seen Tergiversation Castle except from the Cockington Fort road, where it is visible in the usual style of castle visibility, towers above trees, and a flag above towers. Its ground dimensions he had no idea of, neither did he care much, seeing he was not likely to be wanted inside.

The castle certainly had a very imposing appearance, when he got the whole concern mustered in one grand view  body, wings, giblets and all. There was great liveliness and animation apparent, both inside and out, quite relieving the austere frownings of the cloisters, and the heavy Gothic architecture of the building.

Powdered footmen, in gorgeous plum-coloured liveries, bedizened with silver lace, with massive covered dishes, pushed their way among gentlemens gentlemen and heavy-looking moustached Dutchmen, who seemed as if they had nothing whatever to do but smoke; while occasional glimpses of the real quality might be caught through the plate-glass windows of the receiving rooms, and good steady studies made of ladies maids staring out of the windows or disporting themselves on the leads and turrets above.

The spacious court-yard behind presented a curious medley of war and pastime, soldiers and fox-hunters. The yeomanry had dismounted, and were busy rectifying the little derangements of dress and appointments incident to the march. Those whose saddles had threatened to come over their horses ears for want of the crupper were now slamming them back in their places; others were scraping the frothy sweat off the stinking, hairy-heeled brutes, while some were combing out the manes and tails of theirs, by way of trying to make them look a little decent. There was a strange contrast between the cumbrous, misfitting uniforms of the ploughman soldiers, and the trim neatness of the hunting and stable servants. Nevertheless, the former seemed very well pleased with themselves, and clamped and strutted about the yard in their heavy jack-boots, dragging their noisy swords after them, looking about for admiration from the maids.

The hounds were advertised for eleven, but that hour had long passed without any indications of a move. To be sure, a little after eleven, sundry footmen emerged from the castle, bearing trays, covered with cakes and biscuits, with bottles of Sherry and glass jugs full of water for the schedule B people outside, while bread and cheese and ale, with something in a most profane looking black bottle, circulated freely among the troopers and trampers at the back. The servants of the hunt, being billeted in the castle, surveyed the scene in easy indolent attitudes from the stone steps leading from the offices into the court-yard, and criticised each corner just as the first-class company criticised the outsiders from the windows in front.

Little Billy Bobbinson, with his face all flushed with liquor and tight girthing, conveyed the first symptoms of active animation by floundering along the stone passage in his iron-heeled jacks, with his spurs draggling and his sword banging and nearly tripping him up as he went, to give the word of command for the men to prepare to mount. Billy is the most unfortunate-looking little object that ever was manufactured into a heavy dragoon, being split up far too high  all legs, and no body. Still Billy was in great force. He would not have exchanged figures with Hercules, nor his rusty, misfitting, dragging, lace-tarnished scarlet with green facings, or his parchment-looking leathers and lack-lustre jacks, for the outfit of the youngest and smartest officer in the Life Guards.

Prepare to mount! hallooed little Billy from the top of the steps, standing on one leg and putting his right hand to his mouth, so as to convey the sound right among the soldiers. PREPARE TO MOUNT! repeated he in a still louder tone.

Hurrah for the cornet! exclaimed Tom Curlin, the half-drunken farrier, tossing off a third potation from the black bottle, and Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! was shouted and repeated from all parts of the yard.

Billy the hatter and Billy the soldier are very different people, and he does in his red coat what he would never think of doing in his black. Seeing Scott standing in the desolate way a man does outside a great house waiting for hounds, he came with a patronising air of one with the entree, and asked if our friend wouldnt walk in adding his conviction, that the duke would be extremely happy to see him.

Tom didnt think the duke would; and not knowing what practical jokes some of Billys halfdrunken heavies might play on the old mare if he went to try the experiment, he Contented himself by saying, that he had breakfasted, and was anxious to know whether it was to be a fox-hunt or a review?

Oh, its a fox-hunt, replied Billy, quite gravely, adding, confidentially, the fact is, we are here as a guard of honour on the prince.

To prevent the fox eating him, I suppose, said Scott, as puss-in-boots waddled away to get his men mounted.

All this gathering, and quartering, and liquoring, and soldiering, so unlike the real thing, was any thing but encouraging; nor did the prospect appear brighter when sundry postilions in bullion-laced, plum-coloured jackets, spic and span leathers, with tasseled caps, and glass-blown wigs, emerged from the servants hall, whips in hand, and wended their ways to the coach-house department in the adjoining court to where the soldiers were.

Presently the tramp of horse announced something coming, and a light-blue landau, drawn by six blood bays with their manes full of ribbons, followed by a barouche and four, drew up in the inner court, for the army, as the Irish call a handful of recruits, to arrange themselves around, so as to proceed in proper form to the front.

This was no easy matter; for few of the honest Dobbinss being accustomed to such lord mayors shows, they flew in all directions as the postilion wormed his leaders among them; and more than one heavy dragoon measured his length on the ground. A wicked wag, too, whom Billy Bobbinson had rather done in the matter of a hat, had figged the old black, who began lifting her hind quarters as he mounted in a sort of cross between a kick and the action of a dancing horse at Astleys. Drink! all glorious drink, however, had strung Billys nerves, and he rebuked her, and jagged her in a way that plainly said, he wasnt the Billy he was when he came.

At last they all got mounted and under weigh, and a brandy-nosed trumpeter having made the castle courts echo with his battered instrument, Billy Bobbinson gave the order to draw swords, and having got his own great cheese toaster hoisted over his shoulder, the cavalcade proceeded to join the greatly-increased crowd in front.

It was now twelve oclock our great-grandfathers dinner hour, as Nimrod said in The Quarterly  and they had not yet started to find the fox. The day, we should observe, though bright, was clear and cold, with certain indications of frost in the air, just sufficient to make people thump their hands against their thighs, and urge their horses into little backwards and forwards trots before the castle, by way of giving the inmates a hint that they ought to be coming.

After numerous false alarms, at last one of those unmistakeable moves was perceptible in the castle, and ere the lumbering heavies had got themselves into attention, a rush of servants threw back the great doors, and the Prince of Spankerhausen appeared, with the Duchess of Tergiversation, in feathers and sky-blue satin, on his arm. The prince was a full-sized, stout, heavy-shouldered, enormously big-chested man, with a great meaningless yellow face, little ferrety blue eyes, straight sandy-coloured hair, and bushy moustachios. He was dressed in a half-uniform, half-hunting sort of costume, a cocked hat and feather, a doublebreasted red hunting coat, buttoned up to the neck, with leather breeches and jack-boots, and wore a small couteau de chasse at his side. The Duke of Tergiversation was dressed in the costume he used to pretend to hunt in when a young man, a loose bed-gowny frock coat, yellow-ochre leathers, coming low down the calf, and very short mahogany-coloured top-boots.  

Having stood on the stone step inside the portico for a few seconds to show themselves becomingly to the crowd, the prince handed the duchess into the landau, in which she was followed by Mynheer Von Cled, who, as our readers are aware, is encumbered with a cork leg. Two other swells having filled the back seats, the landau moved on, to allow the barouche to take up the ladies, Chop and Change, and a party of juveniles. The prince having seen them all in, mounted his Flemish prancer, sheep-skinned, netted, tasseled, and caparisoned according to the custom of his country, and the duke taking his place on the right, and Lord Harry Harkaway on the left, the army placed itself so as to keep a space open for the great guns to ride at their ease. The brandy-nosed trumpeter announced their departure on his instrument; the emblazoned flag on the tower was lowered, so that all the country round might know that the Duke of Tergiversation and Co had gone forth to give battle to the foxes. Minute guns began to boom from the battlements. Amid all this sporting magnificence, the party proceeded in state up to Tower Hill, which commands an extensive view of the park and neighbouring country.

Lord Harry Harkaway quitted the curious cavalcade as it reached the foot of the hill, to join his poor neglected hounds, now wending their way with the servants in the bottom, his lordship wearing the dejected air of a man under orders to make a fool of himself.

Well, this is the rummest go I ever saw, observed his lordship to Tom Tiptop, his huntsman, as he reached the latter.

Oh, its all my eye, my lord, replied Tom, taking off his cap; there hasnt been a fox here these five years; adding, they are going to turn down a brace of things on the other side of the hill that have been in a sack these three days, poor things.

The best thing would be to make a drag of one of them, observed his lordship.

I believe it would, replied the huntsman, and so be done with it at once, and then we might draw homewards, for itll be night before we get away, if we dont.

The humbug then commenced by drawing several belts of plantations, and clumps of trees and tufts of brushwood, scattered and dotted about the park, from whence issued hares, pheasants, rabbits, deer, wood pigeons, partridges, tomtits, every thing except a fox. Meanwhile, his grace availed himself of the opportunity for pointing out to the prince and Mynheer Von Cled the vast extent of his park and territory, and the most remarkable of the distant views.

Here, there, and every where, Lord Harkaway tried with a patience and perseverance deserving of a better fate. At length he neared Gullington Wood, where fox No. 1. had to be turned down. Turned down he had been; but the supine keepers having omitted to spring the rabbit traps, they found poor reynard in one of them, when a hound very quietly finished him.

Clumps and belts intervening between Gullington Wood and Poppington Dean, and his lordship anticipating no better luck with the second fox, desired his pad-grooin to drag the carcass of the one they had killed at the back of the hill, while the company were staring and gaping in front. Just drag him alongside your horse, said his lordship, keeping on the far side of all the plantations and places, so that they maynt see you, and after making a good round of the park, finish in old Absolom Brown, the keepers garden, by the South Lodge, where we can bury him, if the hounds wont eat him, and come out with the brush and pads, and all things proper.

This was a very good instruction; for though No. 2. did raise a cry in cover, the melody was very soon terminated by a kill, which his lordship seeing, he out with his horn and blew for hard life, while Tiptop and the three whippers-in set up such screeches and yells, and made such cracky with their whips, that the whole cavalcade seemed to be suddenly electrified, and soldiers, and fox-hunters, and gigs, and carriages, and omnibus, and grooms, and prince, and duke and duchess, and Mynheer Von Cled, were all mixed up in a minute in one glorious state of indescribable confusion.

Yonder he goes, roared Jemmy Fitznoodle.

Hold hard! screamed Tom Crawley Halt! roared Billy Bobbinson.

Go it, ye shavers! exclaimed Jack Hobler, pushing through the crowd, as all eyes were strained after his lordship, in hopes of viewing the fox.

The hounds poured out of cover, down went their sterns, and out came the music, as they crossed the line of the drag, and settled like a swarm of bees on the scent.

Away! away! away! went the field, the bold dragoons mixing up with the rest, leaving the prince to look after himself, while gigs, and cars, and phaetons, and landau, and all strained over the green sward as best they could. It was a splendid burst!

The princes Flemish punch even seemed to catch a little of the infection, and gave two or three squeals and hoists up behind, indicative of what he might do if his highness did not loose his head a little. This the nag accomplished just as the Duke of Tergiversation, who had been nearly capsized by a dog-cart, came alongside, and suggested that they ought to be getting forward if they meant to see the sport.

On then they bumped together in about equal enjoyment of the run, which was dexterously prolonged by sundry doubles, that would have led the knowing ones to think it was a hare if Jemmy Fitznoodle had not had ocular demonstration of the brush.

At last the conical roof of old Absoloms thatched cottage was seen peering from among the laurels and evergreens in which it is stuck; and when the great guns arrived, it was announced to the duke, who put it into French for the prince, that the fox was at bay in the garden.

Great were the rejoicings thereat, great the exultations of each party on coming up piping hot to the finish. Glorious run! splendid sport! finest sight that ever was seen.

Who shall say there are no foxes at Fast-and-Loose Castle! exclaimed his grace, wiping the perspiration from his brow.

Who, indeed! echoed Jemmy Fitznoodle, adding, this is the biggest one I ever set eyes on!

WHO-HOOP! screeched Lord Harry Harkaway at last, poking his way under the ivy-twined arch of the little garden-gate, with the brush and pads high in hand.

Who-hoop! echoed half a hundred outside.

Give the brush to the prince, my lord! exclaimed the duke, as the outburst of joy subsided give the brush to the prince, my lord: he rode like a hero and deserves it!

His grace then interpreted the compliment, while the great phlegmatic Dutchman sat on his horse looking as unconcerned as a cow. Mynheer Von Cled got a pad, (rather an equivocal compliment, considering his deficiency in that line,) and the compliments and congratulations being at length exhausted, the duke capped the performance by exclaiming, My Lord Harry! youd better come to the castle and have a little refreshment after your fatigue.

Lord Harry thought otherwise, and having paid the last tribute of respect to poor reynards remains in the garden, he groped his way through the now squeezing and jostling crowd to his horse, which having mounted, the brass music of the horn and bugle drew off their respective cohorts, the hunters passing outside the park, while the soldiers again formed into something like line to conduct the heroes back to the castle.

In ten minutes the lately distracted park had resumed its usual placid grandeur. The grey-headed, green-coated gate-keeper rolled the heavy iron gates back as the last donkey cart took its departure, closing the fox-hunting scene, let us hope, forever and for aye!

Well, but wheres your blank? we fancy we hear the reader say. Youve killed a brace of foxes! hows that? thats no blank!

Gentle reader, we admit it; it wouldnt be a blank to some, but it was to Lord Harkaway and many of the gentleman who hark, away with him. Will you, however, take it seriously amiss if we tell you that all this is merely preliminary to the blank day? We hope not, for unless you close the book, you have all your medicine to take yet.

Perhaps, however, unlike Lord Harry Harkaway, the reader may require a little refreshment after such a run, so we will reserve the real blank for another chapter.


CHAP. XIV.

THE BLANK DAY  (continued).
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THE DUKE OF Tergiversations park-wall encroaches so on the township road outside, that the field was lengthened into something like military line until they cleared its precincts. Indeed it was not until they got upon the liberal width and grass-sidings of the Cockington Fort road, that Tom Scott had an opportunity of diving into the melée, and seeing who was who. Others had been in the same predicament, for Tom had not advanced far into the crowd of horsemen, ere he was hailed by some of the best fellows under the sun, exclaiming, in the wild outburst of surprise, Damme, heres Tom Scott!

What the deuce has brought you here, old boy?

Well, Tom, did you ever? No, I never! and so on, alluding to the recent Fox and Goose exhibition in the park.  

Despite the retirement of the prince, and the carriages, and the cavalry, and the costermongers, there was still an immense field: from a hundred and fifty to two hundred horsemen at least. The country papers of the next week, who devoted three columns and a half each to the details of the pageant, Grand Sporting Pageant at Fast-and-Loose Castle, in honour of his Serene Highness the Prince of Spankerhausen and the great Dutch merchant Mynheer Von Cled, declared there were a thousand  a thousand, exclusive of the handful of yeomanry, whom they magnified into two hundred of the flower of the country.

And here we may observe, how much better it is for a respectable paper to have a regular cut-along correspondent, who sticks to the truth, and tells what he sees, calling things by their proper names  fools, fools  humbugs, humbugs  and so on, instead, of one of your word-sprawling gentry, who are perfectly bewildered when they come to handle a hunt, and who only make absurdity more ridiculous.

Who doesnt remember the mess they made when her Majesty went out at Belvoir, and again when glorious Tom Smith revisited the green haunts of Leicestershire!

But to the adjourned hunt.

Why didnt you come in to breakfast at the castle, Mr. Scott? asked Sir George Stiffenecke, who had got straggled all the way down to the dukes, and was still prosecuting the chase, notwithstanding his graces return, in hopes of gaining an appetite for dinner. Why didnt you come in to breakfast at the castle? repeated he, adding, The duke would have been happy to see you.

I dare say would he, replied our uncourteous Tom; just as happy as I am when I find a straw. Dukes are only for such great men as yourself, Sir George, added he, thinking to smooth over the roughness of the former part of the speech.

Well, but his grace is extremely affable and condescending, Im sure, rejoined Sir George.

Oh! devilish affable  especially about election times, replied Tom. Then one may expect a visit from his agent, Mr. Saucyjaw, with his forty-horse power of impudence, reminding one of the breakfast, and his graces condescension, and saying that his grace having just discovered blacks white, hopes Mr. Scott wont object to voting in the affirmative; and if one refuses, the duke storms and fumes as if he had been robbed of his birthright. I dont buy my groceries quite so dear, Sir George, added Tom: if great men wish to retain their influence over little ones they must be consistent.

Sir George was rather posed, for hes a short-noticed Jem Crower himself.

The Stiffenecke conversation was here interrupted by a most dislocating thump on the shoulder from Toms very sincere, but very heavy-fisted friend, Foxey Wollop, of Tod House, a ginger-haired gentlemen, with a coarse cane-coloured beard, and a strong cross of the fox in his face.

Why, what the deuce has brought you to this scene of absurdity? inquired Wollop, after he had followed up the blow by nearly crushing Toms fingers in his vice of a hand.

You may ask that, replied Tom, wringing his tingling hand against his horses side: I came to hunt, but we dont always get what we come for.

Indeed we dont, replied Foxey Wollop. However, if youll come home with me, Ill tell you what youll get, and no mistake  youll get a cut off a beautiful round of beef, three weeks in the salt, with the gravy springing out of the centre, like a fountain, and a pie or a pudding, or something of that sort.

Thats a very good offer, said Tom, but at present Im for the fox, et preter nihil.

Oh, fox! we shall find no fox, replied Wollop, with a smile, unless it is such another as we had in the park.

Thats a pity, said our friend, for Ive come a long way to see these hounds, and should like to have a round with them of some sort.

Ah! then you must come another day; or, Ill tell you what do  stay over to-morrow with me, and hunt Saturday at Crashington brake; a sure find, and a capital country.

Cant, replied Tom with a shake of the head; got to be at home; but tell me, added he, what are they going to draw now? as a whip opened a gate on the left of the road, for the hounds to pass into a field.

Oh! it will be Thorneyhalf Dean, one of the dukes, replied Wollop; one of the dukes  might as well draw the turnpike  Lord Harry, I suppose, thinks he may as well make a day of it, and go through the form.

 Nevertheless, a lively-faithed field ranged themselves orthodoxly for reynard to break: the whips scuttled to their respective points, and the swell huntsman yoicked his hounds into cover, and stood erect in his stirrups eyeing the Dean, as though he really expected to find.

Have at him there, good dogs! holloaed he; yoicks, wind him! yoicks, push him up! and then he gave his own patent note, something between a screech and a demi view-holloa; a cheer, however, that we are sorry to say is not reduceable to paper.

Most huntsmen have a pet noise of their own, and that was Mr. Tiptops.

While this make-believe work was going on, Gurney Sadlad came up grinning from ear to ear, with a I say, Scott, old boy, theyve been hoaxing the cretur that you are the Duke of Devonshire, and we want you to carry on the joke.

Theyve been what! exclaimed Tom in astonishment.

Hoaxing the cretur: you know the cretur, dont you? inquired Sadlad. Everybody knows the cretur, Toe Tugtail. Well, theyve been hoaxing the cretur that you are the Duke of Devonshire, and we want you to let us introduce him to you in form.

Nonsense, replied Tom; adding, I cant do Duke at short notice  I cant personate the Duke of Devonshire, a man I never saw in my life.

Oh! thats nothing, rejoined Sadlad; the cretur never saw him either; therefore youll be matched in that respect.

The gentleman thus indicated, although then a perfect stranger to Tom, was so well known by the field as to make them suppose he must at all events have heard of him; and so, lest we should fall into a similar error with the reader, we will here give a slight sketch of him from the knowledge Tom afterwards obtained.

Toe Tugtail, whose real name is Anthony, Anthony Tugtail, Esq., derives his appellation, either from the natural abbreviation of his name, or from a propensity the unkind ones say he has of making peoples acquaintance through the medium of their toes. He is a watering-place bird, and has mustered an extensive acquaintance by a dexterous application of his foot. If he sees a ring formed round a quadrille, or a staring circle environing a set of petticoat-whirling waltzers, Toe elbows his way in till he gets beside the party he wants to know, when dropping his hat, or his glove, or his handkerchief, he contrives to touch the person, which is immediately followed up by ten thousand apologies, and a sort of imperceptible glide into conversation respecting the performances, the lights, the music, the any thing that happens to be handy. The foundation of the acquaintance is thus laid. If it is a don, off goes the hat the first time Toe meets him alone; but if Toe is in company, he tries the familiar half nod of a bow, and says, Thats my friend, Sir John, or Sir Tom, or Lord Harry.

Before Tom Scott had time to arrange his thoughts or ideas, he saw a move among the horsemen about twenty yards lower down the hedge, and presently a little wizened, ugly old man, in a rusty, old scarlet coat and moleskin breeches, backed a mealy-legged, mealy-muzzled, fiddle-case headed, bay horse out of the rank, in answer to Sadlads summons, who had gone half way back to give it.

Scott had a good view of him as he came primming himself up, and certainly he did not seem undeserving of the name of the cretur. It was visible at a glance that he dyed his hair; indeed it does not require a conjurer to see that, for a practised eye may almost tell what oclock it is by the various shades a dyed head assumes during the day. The pheasant-coloured tint of the creturs showed that it was long past noon.

Scott had observed Mr. Tugtail in the park; indeed he saw him come out of the castle close on the Prince of Spankerhausens heels, but from seeing him running a muck, first at one great man, and then at another, Scott had concluded he was either a great man himself, or an attaché to one at all events. That birds of a feather flock together holds as good with peers as with pigeons.

Sadlad, we should observe, is one of those harum-scarum creatures whom it is no use being angry with. He will have his joke, let what will be the consequence; and even if our friend Tom had had presence of mind to ride away, we dare say Sadlad would have followed with Tugtail at his back. It was, therefore, perhaps best to surrender at discretion. Sadlads was the fault, Toms the misfortune.  

My lord duke, will you allow me to present my particular friend, Mr. Tugtail, said Sadlad in a sonorous voice, and the most respectful manner, extending his right arm a little behind to where his particular friend came creeping along.

The creturs hat made an aerial sweep, finishing at the spur.

Great pleasure in making Mr. Tugtails acquaintance, replied Tom, raising his hat, string high.

Your grace is very fortunate in the day, observed the cretur, after a grin.

Very, replied Tom, not knowing whether he meant in the sport or the weather.

It was a splendid run, indeed, said Tugtail.

Oh, splendid, rejoined Tom, looking at the creases in Tugtails coat and the moth holes at his breeches knee, and wondering how long it was since they had been aired.

Twang  twang  twang! went Lord Harrys horn; screech  screech  screech! went Mr. Tiptops too, who was not to be done out of his blow.

To him, hounds  to him!  get away! hallooed the men, cracking their heavy thonged whips.

No go, here, Im afraid, my lord duke, observed the cretur, with pretended concern.

Im afraid not, replied Tom, gathering his reins, thinking to escape from the listening, laughing, gaping, giggling, crowd.

Yain hope! Whenever Tom turned, the cretur was at his heels; worse still, the crowd followed to hear the fun. How he did be-duke, and be-grace and be-lord him!

From Thorneyhalf Dean they went to Cressingham Copse, another cover of Toms noble brother Tergiversations. As they proceeded, the wicked author of his misfortune rode up alongside, and whispered into his ear, Pitch into him.

  Darent, replied Tom; hed have me up for an assault.

I dont mean that, said Sadlad, but cram him well.

Your grace hasnt much hunting in Derbyshire, I think, interposed the cretur, crushing up on the other side of Toms horse.  

Not much, replied Tom, thinking the cretur might know more of Derbyshire than he did.

Noble place, Chatsworth! observed Tugtail, confirming Toms worst suspicions that he had been there.

Why, yes it is; and yet I dont know, replied Tom, doubtfully, as if there were things he didnt like about it, or his modesty prevented his praising what was his own.

Oh, splendid place! rejoined Tugtail encouragingly; splendid place, indeed!

Youve been there, have you? asked Tom.

Oh yes, replied Tugtail; as a sight-seer I mean  merely to see the place, you know, your grace.

I hope I shall have the pleasure of seeing you there as a guest next time, observed Tom, with true ducal condescension.

The cretur nearly kissed his ugly horses ears.

Having done the polite, Tom made him a sort of half bow, as if going to talk to some one else, and got his mare jogged into a trot, which, by dint of spurring, he worked far into the yet remaining crowd, ere he again ventured to look over his shoulder.

By gar, there was Monsieur Tonson again! Tonson, followed by a longer tail than before, all laughing,  he-he-he-ing, haw-haw-haw-ing, you dont say so-ing, as if they would split their sides.

Your grace was building your pointer kennels the last time I was at Chatsworth, said the cretur, bringing his horse alongside again to the displacement of. Gurney Sadlad, Foxey Wollop, and some other wicked wags who had crowded round Tom Scott to prompt him. Let me see, when would it be! I was staying at Matlock. Ah, well, its immaterial; but I ventured to suggest that the floors should be made of asphalte, which was then just coming into vogue.

And they are made of asphalte, replied Tom, and very much obliged I was to the gentleman who made the suggestion, and most happy I am to have an opportunity of thanking him personally, continued Tom, tendering him his hand, to try if he couldnt shake him off that way.

No go; the cretur stuck to him like a leech and shoved poor Sir George Stiffenecke aside, as if he were the veriest plebeian under the sun. Ungrateful man! There are times when even the knight is ardently worshipped.

Your grace has splendid shooting at Chatsworth, observed the cretur.

Pretty well, replied our newly-jumped up duke; pretty well; nothing compared to what I shall have adding confidentially, I have an idea in my head that, if carried out, will make the sporting at Chatsworth one of the finest things under the sun.

Indeed, your grace, observed Tugtail with well assumed interest.

Im going to substitute peacocks, ostriches, cassiowaries, and other eastern birds, for our common-place pheasants and partridges. What think you of a peacock battue or an ostrich hunt? asked Tom.

Splendid! magnificent! exclaimed Toe, as though he could hardly contain himself.

I will tell you what my idea is, continued Tom, lowering his voice, but this, of course, is between ourselves, and in strict confidence; but my idea with regard to Chatsworth is this  its a fine place, no doubt, and the present mansion has its advantages, but I think I could orientalise the whole thing, and combine every English comfort with eastern magnificence.

Indeed, your grace, said Tugtail, all attention.

My idea is this  but of course it goes no further  to buy the Pavilion at Brighton, and place it on the site of the present house, or to take the Pavilion for a model, and try to improve upon it.

It would have, a very fine effect, indeed, your grace, interrupted the cretur.

You know the Pavilion, then? asked Tom.

Oh yes, your grace, replied he; I frequently go to Brighton; was there last summer  stay at the York, on the Esplanade, close by the Pavilion, you know.

The cretur had the advantage of poor Tom again, for he has never been there, and his only acquaintance with the Pavilion is through a picture on his old housekeepers workbox, where it certainly looks like a most gingerbread affair.

Well, said Tom, determined to brazen it out, Im in treaty for the thing, and I think I shall get it too. The Queen evidently doesnt like it; but it doesnt do for a purchaser to appear too keen. We all like good bargains, and royalty is not exempt from the feeling.

I should think her Majesty would be too happy to give it to your grace, observed the cretur,

especially to ornament so fine a site as Chatsworth.

I dont know that, replied Tom. You see if she was to give me the Pavilion some one else might take a fancy to Buckingham Palace, or St. Jamess; not that I think any one is likely to trouble either of those; but still the principle is the same, and she might be left houseless, which would be unbecoming the Queen of a great nation of foxhunters like this.

It would so, assented the cretur.

However, said Tom, if the worst comes to the worst, and she tries to Jew me, I can always build a similar thing, and perhaps improve upon it too. The hounds had now got to Cressingham Copse. It is an oval dean, with a strongish stream, fringed with sedgy banks, the water running into the large reservoir of the Dusty Binn Mills, a little below. After the usual make believe drawing, Lord Harry crossed the mill race at the sluice, and scrambling up a rough brush-woody bank, horn in hand, surveyed the scene below.

It requires a steady horse to insure your safe transit over a mill dam, and some of the field did not seem to fancy giving theirs a chance of tumbling them in; among the number the cretur, who, sliding down the bank below the dam, began exploring a south-east passage.

DUKE! exclaimed he at the top of his voice, as he saw a footpath winding up the bank from the road he was now taking, DUKE! repeated he, though Tom answered at the first shot, Heres a better way! heres a better way!

Oh, your grace, Im not going to draw any more! halloaed Lord Harry Harkaway, fit to drop out of his saddle with laughing. So saying he took off his hat with great deference, and having acknowledged his courtesy, Tom cut away as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground.

Well its four years ago, as we said before, and Tom had forgotten all about the cretur, and the duke, and the Pavilion, and all the nonsense he had talked, until they were most unpleasantly forced on his recollection last season.

Mr. Nevilles hounds met at Scruffington Clump, one of the wildest and most out-of-the-way places they have; but proscribed meets being rather in vogue since the Chase day, there was a fairish sprinkling of sportsmen, including our unfortunate friend, the duke for a day. Why he went we dont know, save that oats were very dear, and he had had very little hunting for his money; for Scruffington Clump, independently of being a most uninviting place, is only an uncertain draw, especially in the spring. It lies handier for the Dazzle-goose hounds; but Mr. Neville, who is one of the old, hard-bitten, uncompromising order of masters, and would as soon part with an inch off his nose as an acre off his country, keeps it as a sort of Botany Bay to send his hounds to in bad weather, or on days that he doesnt mean to go out himself. When asked to give it up, as it is of no use to him, he always says, I dont blow how soon I want it, and muttering something about railways he closes the discourse. Its a nasty place  a landmark clump of Scotch firs, that havent grown an inch these twenty years, placed on the summit of the swelling Whitcliffe Hills. The land around is of the poorest, most impoverished order; the wretched water weeds, the yellow moss, the unhealthy rushes, and the scattered broom and brushwood scarcely covering the thin water-gruelly-looking soil. It seems to grow every thing but what it should. Some enterprising individuals enclosed a considerable portion of it some years ago, and the weak hedges are in that delightful state of mossy rottenness as to make gates superfluous articles. The cattle just walk through the hedges where they like. The country indeed is fast returning to its pristine, goose an acre, state. Its fox-hunting feature is not amiss, and if it were a sure find it would not be a bad place; but there is no regular holding cover in the draw, and Mr. Nevilles hounds are generally indebted to the Dazzlegoose people for a run when they get one. Such was the place which our friend Tom Scott cast up at, and not having been there for five years, he got such a fright, that we dont think he will venture there again.

Unpromising as the place was, they had a field  Trumper was there, also the Hobbletrots, and one or two other Goose and Dumpling men.

Of red coats they had Muffinmouth, Colonel Buckskin, Mr. Palmer of Walford, Mr. Moulden of Bradfield, Mr. Harford and his son, Mr. Murray of Hadham, a few Dazzlegoose men in apricot colour, and some of the great unshaved from the barracks.

Judge of our poor friends horror on leaving the clump to draw some loose-bottomed belts of plantations below, at seeing Tarquinius Muffs great white stomach coming along with a diminutive-looking companion, who, at a glance, Scott saw was the cretur.

He had hardly time to shove his great Graham-like gills into his cravat, push his coat collar up, Sir James Graham is very liberal in the matter of shirt collars, as used to be ably depicted by Punch during the virtuous administration that did so much for the farmers.  and stick his hat on sideways, (à la Jerry, the race-list seller,) make himself as unlike himself as possible, ere they were within descrying distance of each other.

Scott pretended not to see Tugtail, but with a sidelong sort of glance watched the first view strike his frame, and saw that if revolving years had deepened the wrinkles in his old cheeks, the day had not yet taken the lustre out of the hair dye, his precise locks being as black and as trim as a ravens wing.

Moreover, Scott saw Tugtail point him out to Muff, and could almost tell by their manner what each said.

Theres the Duke of Devonshire! exclaimed Tugtail.

Not a bit of it, replied Muff.

Who is it, then? inquired Tugtail.

Which do you mean? asked Muff.

The man on the chestnut.

Oh! thats  haw  Mr. Scott  haw  a sort of a  haw  gentleman  haw  farmer  haw  lives at a place called Haw  Buck Grange  haw.

Muff was the great man of the day, and the poor cretur who doats upon titles,. was absolutely high and dry for want of one. In this sad dilemma he actually sought the acquaintance of our friend Tom at the hands of Tarquinius Muff, all because Tom looked like the Duke of Devonshire, or a man he had been told was the duke, for he is no more like him than we are.

Tom had dodged them for nearly an hour, till they pinned him in the corner of a field from whence there was no escape but over a high stone wall.

Scott, let me introduce my friend Mr. Tugtail, said Muff, bringing Tuggey up.

Happy to make the acquaintance of Mr. Scott, said the cretur with a most patronising bow, just such a bow as Tom made to him on the former occasion.

Tom sky-scraped in return.

After a common-place or two, the cretur thus began:  

Do you know, Mr. Scott, I was very nearly making a most ridiculous mistake just now? observed he.

What was that, Sir? asked Tom, with a pretty good idea of what was coming.

Why, do you know when I first saw you, I absolutely took you for my friend the Duke of Devonshire.

That would have been a mistake, indeed, observed Tom.

Well, I assure you it was so, replied he. Our friend Muff will tell you the same. Thats the Duke of Devonshire! said I, as you rode up. Nonsense! said Muff; its Mr. Scott. By the way, may I ask if you are any way related to the great Sir Walter?

Not that I know of, replied Tom.

Most likely, I should think, observed the cretur, anxious to make the best of our friend. Most likely, I should think, repeated he. Pray do you spell your name with two ts?

Yes, replied Scott.

You dont know my friend the Duke of Devonshire, then, observed Tugtail, after a minute scrutiny of Toms features.

No, replied Tom; I never saw him.

Ah! well, youd know him if you were to see him, for theres certainly a resemblance between you, observed he; and your voice is something similar. It must be so, indeed, or I couldnt have mistaken you for a man I know so well.

Does his grace hunt? asked Tom, thinking to trot Tuggey out a little.  

Oh, yes, replied he; rides well, too; I should say, but his mind inclines more to shooting.

Hell have good shooting, I suppose, observed Scott.

Capital, replied his  not friend, but persecutor.

Hes great with his gun, added he. Indeed it is in the shooting way that I see most of him. Ive a room at Chatsworth whenever I like to go, added Tugtail.

Which you will occupy pretty often, I imagine, observed Tom; adding, at least I would, I know.

Ive many other friends, replied Tugtail, desirous of my company.

Ay, but Id always go to the biggest, observed Tom.

Well, theres something in that, replied Tug-tail, with a sagacious nod of his now puice-coloured head.

Here Tom managed to shove in between old Trumper and Tom Hobbletrot, and escaped the cretur for half an hour or so.

After the usual promiscuous rambling about of a wild draw, going first to one nameless place and then to another, just as they turned up, and seemed likely for a fox, the field arrived at Willowby Brake, the first really plausible-looking place they had been at.

Here the cretur pinned poor Tom again.

You dont know Chatsworth, I think you say, Mr. Scott? observed Tugtail.

No I dont, grunted Tom.

Beautiful place, observed Tugtail; at least will be, when the duke makes his grand alterations.

Tugtail then entered into a long and confidential communication with Tom respecting the Pavilion, which, singular enough, was then lately stated in the papers to have been sold, or for sale, detailing how, by his advice, the duke, having held off for some years, had now got it at his own price, and how his grace was going to establish an ostrich hunt, and have battues of peacocks; a rechauffé, in short, of the information Tom had given him four years ago, with a few variations tending to Tuggeys own glorification and exemplification of his intimacy with the Duke.

So the cretur persecuted poor Tom from cover to cover, throughout a long blank day, who declares that if everybody suffers as much for telling a lie as he did, hes sure they wont tell any more.

Now, if that isnt a blank day, we dont know what a blank day is.


CHAP. XV.

THE SEASON 1846-7.
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WHAT QUEER BOOKS you write! observed our excellent but rather matter-of-fact friend, Sylvanus Bluff, the other day, who seeing us doubling up a sheet of paper in a rather unceremonious way, concluded we were at what he calls our old tricks.

I buy all your books, added he with a solemn shake of the head, as though we were beggaring him I bought your Jorrocks, Jaunts, and Jollities, I bought Handley Cross, or the Spa Hunt, I bought Hillingdon Hall, or the Cockney Squire; but I dont understand them. I dont see the wit of them. I dont see the me of them. I wonder you dont write something useful. I should think now, added he seriously, you could do something better. I should say now you would be quite equal to writing a dictionary, or a book upon draining, and those would be really useful works, and your friends would get something for their money.

Gentle reader! we plead guilty to the charge of writing most egregious nonsense. Nay, we are sometimes surprised how such stuff can ever enter our head, astonished that we should be weak enough to commit it to paper, amazed that there should be publishers rash enough to print it, and lost in utter bewilderment that there should be good, honest, sane, nay sensible folks, not only idle enough to read it, but, oh wonder! of all wonders! extravagant enough to part with their good current coin to buy it!

And talking of friends buying our books out of politeness, we may here avail ourself of the opportunity to say that there is nothing we dislike more; nay, so great is our objection, that if we knew any honest, mistaken man about to commit such an absurdity, we would absolutely forestall our own market by offering him a copy. At least we think we would.

We dont know why any one should do so, we are sure, for neither by name, dedication, or date, do we ever provoke so suicidal an act. We may say, with our excellent friend Peter Morris, that if putting our Christian name and surname at the beginning of a book were necessary conditions to the dignity of authorship, we should never be one while we live. Like Peter, we want nerves for this. We rejoice in the privilege of writing and printing incognito, and think with him that it is the finest discovery that ever was made. Peter, to be sure, got bolder with age, but then he felt that he was somebody.

Writing, we imagine, is something like snuffing or smoking  men get into the way of it, and cant well leave it off. Like smoking, it serves to beguile an idle hour. Individually speaking, writing makes us tolerably independent, both of the world and the weather. We are never regularly high and dry for want of a companion so long as we can get pen, ink, and paper; and though we should not like to back ourself against such a winter as the last (1846-7), yet writing enables us to contend with a tolerable amount of bad weather. An author has pretty much the same pleasure in seeing his ugly cramped hand turned into neat print that a traveller has in receiving five and twenty francs for a sovereign on landing in France. Revising is something like returning to the realities of English money again. But we are getting into the mysteries of authorship.

Next to buying our books out of politeness, our greatest objection is to having them exposed to view. If the great Lord Mayor was to look us up, and invite us to one of those gorgeous feasts that annihilate so many turtles, and if on the table in his reception room we were to see one of our books  Hawbuck Grange, for instance  (and what author does not recognise his own works at a glance!) our appetite would immediately fail us, and his lordship would save both his meat and his mense, as they say in the country.

Some men stand fire better than others.

We remember once dining at a great Russian Jews, whose drawing-room table was garnished with nothing but New Monthly Magazines  New Monthly Magazines in every stage of life, from the well-thumbed yearling, down to the newly-issued number of yesterday.

Presently the door opened, and Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer, the avowed editor, was announced.

Shir Edward Shir, said our host, taking up a number as soon as the baronets back had subsided into still life, Shir Edward Shir, I do not like dis article of yours, on de state of parties, it is far too something, we forget what, and so he went on lecturing and commenting on the numbers in succession, till dinner put an end to the scene.

Our former admiration of Sir Edwards talents was now divided at the heroic way in which he stood fire.

This digression will have told the reader two things, first, that we dont want any body to buy this book on the Bluff principle; secondly, that we shall consider it a greater compliment of those friends who do buy it, if they will keep it out of sight, than if they were to parade it before us.

We now come to the more immediate purport of this chapter. Our friend Bluffs reproof has made us anxious to give this volume a flavour of usefulness, were it only to save us from the labour of writing a dictionary, but the difficulty is, how to give a work relating so entirely to a pleasurable pursuit a flavour of usefulness.

In the course of our cogitations, it has occurred to us that the only possible way of doing it is to give a sort of meteorological register of the season in which our friend Tom Scotts adventures are laid. Toms adventures will do as well for one season as another, because, generally speaking, they refer to the sport and not to the weather; but an actual matter-of-fact register may be useful hereafter, and perhaps save some from supposing that future seasons are the worst that ever were known. To do the full measure of usefulness we will begin with a glance at the season which preceded it.

The season of 1844-5 was perhaps the best hunting one of modern times. The harvest was late, and some packs got little or no cub hunting, but from November up to the last week in March, there was a continuous ran of fine hunting weather, and generally speaking first-rate sport. A snow storm then intruded, but like all spring storms it was of short duration, and April again presented a fine moist favourable month to those who live in countries where hunting can be pursued so late. The summer of 1846 was unusually hot, and the harvest remarkably early. Cub hunting began correspondingly early, as we have shown in Chapter I. of this work, yet, with such a favourable commencement, what an apology of a season it was! What a hoperaising, spirit-crushing affair all through! If we look back upon it from the commencement, have we any pleasing recollection of it, any run of the season, any joyous reminiscencè, any realised pleasure, any greenest or reddest spot on memorys hunting waste, any thing handsome to say of it? Is there anybody to speak to its character? as the judge asks prior to trouncing a prisoner. No one. Let us review it.

We will begin with November. What was November like? More like a bad March than the glorious, sloppy, poachy, wet-me-through month we have long known by that name. We contend that a free-born fox-hunter has a perfect indefeasible right to have his feet well wet every day he goes out hunting in the month of November. Yet we know we didnt get ours wet once, and as to a general good soaking, a sort of return when one first sends a shower from the hat by running the finger round the rim, down to the squeeze out of the purply coat tails, and the sucking, corkdrawing blob of the boots, our garments are none the worse for any thing they did last year.

In fact, we dont feel as if we had any hunting. True we saw a stud of boots standing ranged like Major Pontos library, and a pink folded lining outwards, lying atop of the drawers, but they were so seldom used, that the whole thing appears more like those occasional visits that one makes to fairs or country races throughout the year than the compact three or four months into which we compress as much hunting and pleasure as lasts us the twelvemonth. We have had no such winter these ten years. The season of 1836-7 was unfavourable in some countries, and was well cut through in the middle, particularly in the south, by a tremendous snow storm, but it did not arrive till Christmas Day, a period when nobody has any right to object. The papers of that day said, that On the twenty-fourth and twenty-fifth of December the country generally was visited by a fall of snow, heavier and more serious in its consequence than has been experienced for many years, which not only put a stop to hunting, but interrupted the internal communication of the country. The great storm, however, was only of short duration, and hunting was resumed in the course of January, and continued in a catching sort of way, now on, now off, according to the arrival of the floods, the frosts, the falls of snow, and the gales with which it was interspersed. Indeed the seasons of 1836-7 and 1846-7 have been somewhat alike, with the qualification, that the latter being the freshest in our recollection, of course appears the worst of the two. There was snow in the middle of April, 1837, but we have had snow at Epsom races since then, which of course throws the April performance into the shade. There was a long stop to hunting in 1838, but we had better say nothing about it, lest we should rouse young 1848 to retaliate. We will therefore just stick to our text, the season 1846-7.

November we have seen through. We now come to December. What shall we say of December? Oh lauk! up to the hocks in snow all the month. But we will take the rough outline as booked in our pocket-book. Thus it stands. We should, however, premise that November went out with snow. The twenty-ninth and thirtieth have that ominous word opposite their dates. December entered with a hard frost atop of the snow, which continued throughout the first week. On the seventh there was a thaw, which lasted till the ninth. The tenth brought a hard frost with more snow; the eleventh ditto with more ditto; the thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenth, ditto in the way of frost; on the eighteenth came another thaw, which on the nineteenth was very rapid, and continued on to the twenty-third, when, with Thursday the twenty-fourth, came a hard frost, backed on the twenty-fifth by more snow, and so the month continued to the end, with the trifling variation of a make-believe thaw on the twenty-eighth and twenty-ninth. Not a days hunting throughout a month!

The new year opened doubtfully. We had alternate snow and thaw for the first week. The seventh of January we have booked as wet. But what ominous words follow!  Ninth, frosty; tenth, frost; eleventh, hard frost; twelfth, very hard  and so on from the twelfth to the twentieth without variation, save that the words and snow are added to the last day. Twenty-first was frost and snow, twenty-second ditto and sleet, twenty-third ditto, twenty-fourth very cold rain and high wind, twenty-fifth thaw, twenty-sixth thaw continued, with the usual ominous predictions resulting from the snow still lying on the hill tops, the twenty-seventh was very fine, and hounds began to stir again, but the month closed with a white frost and snow on the evening of the thirty-first. So much for January.

February the first has the word snow booked opposite to it; the second has more snow and frost affixed to it; the third and fourth have frost; the fifth, thaw; the sixth, thaw, changing to frost at night; the seventh the ominous words hard frost; the eighth is distinguished by the words bitter frost; the ninth ditto; the tenth has snow to it; the eleventh, more snow; the twelfth, frost; which appears to have continued to the fourteenth, when there came a thaw, followed on the fifteenth by a frost, succeeded again on the sixteenth by a thaw, which lasted till about the end of the month  the twenty-seventh  the day on which our pocket book says hare-hunting ends, though Mr. Trumper says it does nothing of the sort, for he reckons a March hare as good as most foxes. March we do not expect much from, and therefore have not much right to find fault with it. It is generally a worse month than either January or April, supposing all countries admitted of hunting in April. This year we had snow in the second week, making the fourth winter of the season, and there was frost enough to stop hounds in many parts about the middle of the month. In the third week the fallows were flying, and the ground was too dry for any thing but farming towards the end. April, however, rectified that, for the smiling month, entered with another fall of snow, the fifth, winter of the season, which continued to fall at night and clear off during the day for the first three or four days. So we think we may say the season was a very bad one.

And now having said our utilitarian say, we will conclude this chapter, and finish our volume with a description of Tom Scotts visit to the man who provoked it.


CHAP. XVI.

THE MORNING MEET.

[image: img97.jpg]

OUR FRIEND TOM had put his red coat to bed, that is to say, in the topmost drawer of the wardrobe, and had commenced stripping his horses, when he got the following note from his friend, Sylvanus Bluff:  



DEAR SCOTT, Cavil House.



Im worried alive with Mr. Nevilles foxes, and heartily wish youd come over and kill me some of them, for I really think they wont leave me a lamb, or a goose, or a head of game about the place. I have written to Mr. Neville and Old Ben till Im tired, and its perfectly ridiculous expecting me to preserve foxes, which I do most sedulously, when they never come near to hunt them. I have therefore got the Scratchley dogs coming over on Thursday, and we are going to turn out by daybreak to see what we can do with a drag. I wish you would come over and assist, as you know more about these things than I do. Dinner at six.  



Yours sincerely, 

S. BLUFF.

Bluff  like a great many of us  is a capital fellow in his way  that is to say, if he has his own way  but he doesnt like to be thwarted; least of all to have any of his live stock injured, or destroyed. Still he preserves foxes; indeed, he calls himself a sportsman  a sportsman who is content with two hunts a year, one in the spring, the other in the autumn. When among non-hunting men, he talks big about hunting, and his doings with the hounds; but when among members of the hunt, he always parades his patriotism in preserving what are a downright nuisance to him. Like a good many other men, he never makes allowances for the seasons, and if he has not the hounds at his house when he wants them he considers himself slighted. Mr. Neville not having got to him, had caused him to worry and fidget himself into a belief that he was in danger of being eaten up by foxes; and, partly as an act of self-preservation, and partly, perhaps, by way of what he calls keeping Mr. Neville in order, he had invited Sam Jubberknowl of Badstock to bring over the Scratchley dogs. Jubberknowl is a loose fish of a brewing, inn-keeping saddler at Badstock, who, what they call, heads the Scratchley dogs; that is to say, is answerable to the tax-gatherer for the ten couple which they return as seven. It is generally observed that half the Scratchley dogs disappear about taxing time.

When we see a pack of hounds advertised to meet at half-past eight or nine oclock in the morning, or hear them spoken of in the country as dogs, one has a pretty good idea what to expect; and, even if Scott had not known Jubberknowl and his establishment, he would have had little difficulty in picturing the concern. As it was, our friend Tom had often been puzzled to make out whether Jubberknowl is a sportsman, or merely one who busies himself about the dogs for the purpose of furthering his other callings of saddler, publican, and sinner. The few times Tom had seen him out with Mr. Neville, he observed that he always came very late, and went away very early, and never passed a public-house without stopping to refresh himself. The latter, however, might be on the reciprocity principle.

It so happened that Scott was going over on the afternoon of the day on which he got Mr. Bluffs letter to have a field day on the flags with the entry, and he took an early opportunity of telling Mr. Neville about it, expecting nothing but that he would give Bluff, and Jubberknowl, and the Scratchley dogs, a good blessing for their intended unceremonious intrusion.

Im very glad youve mentioned it, observed Mr. Neville, for it reminds me that Ive had two letters from Mr. Bluff about the damage the foxes are doing him, which I have quite forgotten to answer, and Ben has had no end of complaints from Steeltrap his keeper. What can I do? You know, added he, with a shrug of the shoulders, I cant make the season. I should only have been too glad to have gone over and hunted his foxes for him; but we couldnt go in the snow  we couldnt go in the frost  we couldnt go in the wind  and it was no use going when the country got as dry and as hard as these flags, continued he, stamping upon them as he spoke.

But what do you say about the Scratchley dogs? asked Tom, expecting to get Mr. Nevilles bristles up at the very idea of any one invading his country.

Why, as to that, replied our master, shaking his head and looking very solemn, I suppose Mr. Bluff must just do as he thinks right. Its true he always preserves foxes for us, and he has some good covers in the centre of our country, so that it wouldnt be prudent to quarrel with him. One cant tell a non-hunting man like him that he shall not do what he likes with his own, and if he does not kill a vixen, he maynt do us any great harm.

Perhaps, added he after a pause, the best thing you could do would be to go over and see what they do do, and if you should have such a misfortune as to kill a vixen, which is almost the only chance Bluff has of getting blood this dry weather, you could secure the cubs at all events. We are short on the Cannonbridge side of the country, notwithstanding we have killed so few there this season.

So unexpected a permission completely staggered our friend Tom, and it was not until he was on his way home that it occurred to him that a visit to Cavil House would again enable him to kill two birds with one stone  see the fun, and consult Mrs. Bluff about the teeth. Accordingly, he so arranged it, and on the Wednesday rode over, bags and all, trusting to chance for getting his horse taken care of.

It was a fine afternoon, the weather every thing that a farmer could wish, and a fox-hunter object to  warm sun, cold east wind, cracking clays, flying fallows, and parched roads.

When Tom got to Cavil House, he found Mr. Bluff with the now common accompaniment of a country gentleman, a draining-pipe, in his hand, which he flourished about like a fiddlestick, or a field-marshals baton. He was in the usual stew of people who have got hold of something they dont quite understand. We dont mean his draining-pipe, for with these he is quite at home, but he found that boarding and lodging the Scratchley dogs was not quite so convenient as having Mr. Nevilles well-appointed pack trotted on to his lawn at twenty minutes past ten.

Most ravenous devils! most ravenous devils! exclaimed he, grasping Toms hand, and flourishing the draining-pipe like the leader of a band, with his face as red as a turkey-cocks thropple, and his green cut-away thrown back, displaying not only his striped calamanco waistcoat, but his cotton braces at the arm-holes. Have lapped up all the skim milk! have lapped up all the skim milk! and now they want porridge! and they want porridge! Glad to see you, however! glad to see you! and thereupon he again shook Scott heartily by the hand.

Tom was just going to say, What theyve come, have they? when a most appalling chorus from the back yard saved the question, and caused Bluff to point his draining-pipe towards it.

By gad, what a row they make! said he; by gad, what a row they make! I really think theyll drive Mrs. Bluff mad, for she hates dogs any-how, and our youngest boys just out of the hooping-cough, and shell swear that this will throw him back! and shell swear that this will throw him back.

Another chorus more riotous than its predecessor filled the air, and echo prolonged the sound. If we are to stand this all night, observed Bluff, with a solemn shake of the head, grounding his draining-pipe as he spoke, we might as well have a menagerie at our door.

Lets have them out, said Scott, getting off his horse, and see if we cant quiet them by walking them about a bit.

  Out! screamed Bluff. Out! repeated he; but how do you expect to get them in again? We have had to carry them in one by one as it is, and theyve bitten two of my men desperately. Mrs. Bluff declares they are all mad, and has locked herself into her room, and wont come out at any price.  

Well, but wheres Jubberknowl? asked Scott, seeing poor Bluffs perturbation he can quiet them, at all events.

Jubberknowl be hanged, responded Bluff, Jubberknowl be hanged repeated he with greater emphasis hes behaved very ill! hes behaved very ill! See what hes sent! see what hes sent! added he, producing a dirty slip of paper with the following:  



DEAR SIR, 

I send the dogs, and hop they will answer your purpose. Am sorry he cant come myself, having got for to go to Croppydock Fair, but Joshua knows all their names, and is very bidly. They had better be coupled before they leave the kennel.  



Your dutiful Servant, 

SAMUEL JUBBERKNOWL.



The bidly gentleman now appeared, carrying two pig pails in a stable hoop.

By Jove, there goes all my pigs meat! ejaculated poor Bluff, inwardly wishing he had let the whole alone. Might as well have a regiment of soldiers billeted on one  might as well have a regiment of soldiers billeted on one adding, Its to be hoped hell get them pacified at last  its to be hoped hell get them pacified at last.

Joshua was a stout-set, square-built, drayman-like fellow, of a uniform breadth from the shoulders to the heels; he was dressed in a sort of third-hand suit of hunting things, the cap being a rusty brown, the scanty coat deep purple, the abundant breeches very dirty, and the almost black boots so short and scant as to keep the majority of his swelling calves above the tops. His square, coarse-featured, freckled face was indicative of little except drink.

We will now take a glance at the internal arrangements of Cavil House.

Mrs. Bluff is any thing but what the name indicates. Indeed she seems to have made a serious mistake in changing her maiden one of Green  Rosamond Green  for that of Bluff. The roses and lilies of youth having fled, she is left the most nervous, pallid, washed-out looking creature that ever was seen. The slightest thing throws her into convulsions. She is one of those ailing sort of bodies with whom nothing is really ever the matter. Still she always lives in dread; and whatever ailment happens to be uppermost, she immediately invests herself and family with it. When the cholera was astir, she had it many times; typhus fever is a standing dish with her, and meazles, hooping-cough, influenza, are all frequent visiters. She buys all the quack books that are published, and all the quack medicines that are sold, and experimentalises upon the poor people in the neighbourhood.

No sooner did the news of the men having been bit reach her than she conjured up all sorts of horrors respecting hydrophobia, and resolutely barricadoed herself and children into her room. Even poor Bluff was only permitted to hold communion sweet through the key-hole. Of course the party at Cavil House had not her company at dinner; and almost equally of course, Bluff, Tom Scott, and the few neighbours Bluff had assembled, drank more wine than they ought. We dont mean to say they got drunk; but having no break, caused either by the retirement of the ladies or by their summoning them to tea, they settled more determinedly to the bottle, added to which, they drank the first three bottles as two, without finding out the mistake. Indeed it was not until he got three quarters of a bottle aboard, that Bluff could fairly be said to be himself again, when, having got his waistcoat loose all but the two bottom buttons, they gradually got his conversation coaxed through the medium of his favourite subject, draining, on to that of fox-hunting itself. It was plain, however, that his inclination was for the destruction, and not the pursuit, of the animal. He was uncommonly blood-thirsty. The blood of his lambs and his leverets seemed to call for vengeance, and the number of victims increased as the evening advanced, until he got the lambs up from ten to near thirty. The shepherd told Tom in confidence that they had lost three, but one he believed had been worried by a greyhound. The neighbours gradually dropt off until Bluff and Tom were at last left alone, when, having fixed the time for turning out, said every thing they could think of, and some things twice over, they both seemed to think they might as well save the fatigue of further conversational effort by going to bed; and pulling out their watches simultaneously, they found it was on the point of striking twelve.

Accordingly off they bundled.

Tom had scarcely got into bed when the violent bang of the door in the next room, which was only separated from his by a thin lath and plaster wall, followed by a heavy footstep, and an ejaculation that sounded very like D  d fool, announced that his host was hard by. Bluff stumped and banged about, hitting this, knocking that, occasionally letting fall an oath or an observation, such as, Curse the table Absurd nonsense Women such fools D  n the boot-jack!  until at length a creak and a heavy souse proclaimed that he had turned into bed.

The poor man was condemned to sleep in his dressing-room, for fear he might be mad. Tom Scott might be included in the list of unfortunates, for he was victimised by the arrangement. His room, though an extremely good one, was not that terrible bugbear, the best one, with a lofty bed as big as a field, but a cozey, comfortable, easily-got-ready one, looking to the north, or back of the house. It so happened that the Scratchley dogs were lodged in the brewhouse just below; and these unruly spirits, unused to the restraint of civilised packs, kept howling and yelling throughout the night. It was not the cheery chorus of hounds in kennel filling the air with their merry voices, but a sort of melancholy drawl resembling what is called the death howl. This they set up about every half hour, bursting out in full chorus at first, with the sound of scratching and gnawing at the door and wood-work, until the howl gradually died out in a moan. Nor was this the worst; for Toms host could hear them also, though not so distinctly as Tom did; and what with the drink, the noise of the hounds, and the strange bed he was in, Bluff evidently could not get to sleep. This was plainly indicated by his tossings and talkings. First he began calculating the number of draining tiles to an acre, at various distances, a calculation that was interrupted every now and then by abusing the hounds, wishing they were all in a warmer place than the brewhouse; then he banged over against the wall, and snorted, as if trying to get to sleep with a shore. The next thing Tom heard was, Curse the thing, and apparently stripping off the counterpane. Then there was another lull, and the dogs had their turn; after which Tom heard his friend at the novel recreation of saying his multiplication table  twice twos four, twice threes six, twice fours eight, and so on. This Bluff carried on very perseveringly till he got into the fifth column, when, after boggling at five times six, he was regularly brought up at five times eight, and the multiplication table seemed to die away in a mutter. Tom really thought they would both accomplish a sleep about this time, and he was as near dropping off as could be, when the vagabonds in the lock-up fell a fighting, and if there had been fifty couple they could not have made a greater noise. They yelled, and they tore, and they bit, and they worried, and they howled, and they growled, and they rattled and knocked the butts, and tubs, and casks about, as if they would destroy every thing in the place.

Fortunately their din had the effect of waking Joshua, and presently he began clattering with a broomstick at the door, and rating and calling to them by name. Miscreant! shouted he; Miscreant! he repeated in a still louder tone. MIS-CREANT! roared he, with a tremendous rat, tat,  tat,  tat tan, of the broomstick against the door, adding, Ord, dom ye, ha don! Ord, dom ye, be quiet! Oh! PROWLER, its you, is it! PROWLER! ar say, ha don! PROWLER, for shame of yoursel! PLUNDERER! what are you after there? inquired he, as the scene of action shifted to another quarter. Whistler! WHISTLER! ar say, Flasher! for shame! TOWLER, be quiet! GUIDER, ha don! ord dom ye! arll hang ye all, and put the rest i the small debts coourt! added he, with a kick at the door that made it shake again; and after rating, and rat, tat, tanning, and kicking and clattering for some quarter of an hour, peace was at length restored.

Still Bluff couldnt get to sleep. He, however, abandoned the multiplication table, and tried another tack: he took to saying over the kings and queens of England  William the Conqueror, William Rufus, William Rufus, William the Conqueror, and so on down to Stephen, where he stuck. He then skipped on to Edward the Fourth, from whom he-brought them on with a very fair hunting scent down to Queen Victoria. Still that wouldnt do. He then began spouting My name is Norval! on the Grampian hills, &c., but that did not seem to answer any better, and he presently struck off with  



The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herds wind slowly oer the lea; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to  



D  n those hounds! roared he, as the brutes again fell a fighting. Tom then heard him groping for his bell, which having found, he gave such a pull as left the rope in his hand. This presently went smash through the window.

Bluff then lay quiet for some time, and Tom was in hopes he had fallen asleep; but he had most likely only been listening if his footman was coming, for in less than ten minutes he was back at his multiplication table, trying to put his memory over the leap it had stuck at before. It wouldnt do, however, so he at last turned away from it again, and began spouting; and two oclock found him most appropriately rehearsing Henry the Fourths soliloquy to sleep:  



How many thousands of my poorest subjects 

Are at this hour asleep! O, gentle sleep, 

Natures soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, &c.



which really seemed to operate beneficially, for a few incoherent noises were followed by a deep snore; and having got rid of his nearest persecutor, our friend dropped asleep too, though when the servant called him at five, he was ready to swear that he hadnt had a wink of sleep.

Poor Sylvanus looked ten years older when he came down the next morning than he did when he went to bed. Instead of the healthy, ruddy complexion he generally has, and the full bright eye, he was a sort of a bad green, much of the colour of the cushions in the library of the Conservative Club, with eyes like boiled gooseberries. His chin was all jagged and hacked with the scrapings of a blunt razor, or the shakings of an unsteady hand. Nevertherless he had got himself into the old swallow-tailed scarlet and yellow ochres that Tom Scott remembers ever since he (Tom) was a boy. A red coat is a red coat with some people, and year after year we see them putting themselves into the most old-fashioned, extraordinary articles with the most self-satisfied air. Sylvanuss had been made when mother-of-pearl buttons were the fashion, and he had great black animals engraved upon them that might pass either for wolves or foxes. The collar stood right up, in a sort of Gothic - arch, half way up his head, and the closely set on waist-buttons were about half way between his shoulder blades and where the small of his back would be, if it had any small  Bluffs outline is pretty straight.

Well Scott, old boy, how are you? exclaimed he, with ill-assumed gaiety, extending a feverish hand as they met in the passage leading into the breakfast-room; hope you slept well.

Pretty well, thank you, replied Tom, adding, the hounds rather disturbed me at one time.

He sunk my name is Norval, the kings and queens,

multiplication table, and all that sort of thing.

Curse the hounds! muttered Bluff, adding, they disturbed me too. One would have thought all that pigs meat would have kept them quiet; however, lets to breakfast, and go and take our change out of them.

Very little breakfast did for Bluff. A devild kidney and two cups of coffee were all he could master, though, as Tom slipped up the back stairs for his gloves, he detected him in the butlers pantry, getting a bottle of soda water on the sly.

It was fortunate Mrs. Bluffs room did not command a view of the back yard; for if she had seen the great bloody, dirty, sooty, unruly devils rush out full cry, and scour the yards and courts, and outhouses, tearing here, there, and every where, regardless of Joshuas yells and threats, and screams and tootles, and the cracks of his great flail-like whip, she might well have thought they were mad.

Give us a leg up! exclaimed Joshua, as, after shooting the bolt of the brewhouse door, he stood beside a wretched, iron marked, bay Rosinante, whose galled back was protected from the puddingy saddle by a piece of old green and yellow Scotch carpeting.



Which ways the cover? inquired he as he thrust his great feet into the rusty stirrup irons.

Up the hill, replied the gardener, telegraphing with his arm; and forthwith Joshua tickled the old nag with his solitary spur, and hobbled off the stones at a most woe-begone shuffle, blowing, and hooping, and hallooing as he went. It was, hard, to say which leg the old nag was lamest on.

They certainly are very unsteady, those hounds, I should say, observed Mr. Bluff, whose black cob seemed to have caught the infection, and began kicking and capering, regardless of Bluffs remonstrances and the diggings of his spurless heels.  

Quick was the word, and having mounted, our friends hurried after the noise made by Jos as he led the charge.

D  n the fellow! hes not going to put them into Reislip plantation, surely! exclaimed poor Bluff, as, on clearing the well-wooded avenue, they saw Joshua careering over the turf in that direction with some six or seven couple of hounds apparently hunting his horse, for they were going full cry  

Oh my God! exclaimed Bluff, looking the very picture of misery: theyll kill every hare in the place. Oh dear! oh dear! whatever shall I do! Scott, my good fellow! Scott, my good fellow! your horse can gallop! do get forward and turn them, or theyll utterly ruin me.

Tom shot off at best pace, and just got within ear-shot of Joshua, as the resolute devils tore past his horse, and rushed full cry into cover. Stopping them was quite out of the question; half a dozen Joss couldnt have done it; no, not even a Jos to each hound, mounted at least as this Jos was.

In they went as if they would eat it.

A! they gan in bonny! exclaimed Jos, pulling up his cripple, apparently pleased at the feat. If hes there, theyll soon rout him out. Forrard in! forrard in, Tapster, old boy! continued he, as a great black and white devil came lobbing along, fowling and howling as he went.

Theyll all be here enow, added Jos, looking down upon the surrounding country, where one hound was baying the cows, another chasing a jackass, a third running a muck at the geese, and a couple of beagles that had been beat by the pace of their great four and twenty inch cousins were establishing a little rabbit hunt of their own.

Poor Bluffs prophecy was speedily fulfilled; for the hounds had not been in cover a minute ere the most lamentable screams and cries began to issue from all parts, as first one poor hare and then another was chopped by the savage invaders. Pheasants rose in clouds with noisy whir, and hares streamed wildly out in all directions, some rushing into the very jaws of the arriving stragglers; and when Bluffs cob got him to the scene, every dog had his hare, either dead or alive.

Steeltrap, the keeper, was frantic. He abused Joshua like a pickpocket, asking him in the most open way if Joshua thought he was such a fool as to allow a fox to set foot in the preserves? It was, however, no time for talking. The screams of the hares still continued; and the keeper and the foot people having armed themselves with sticks and rails, and whatever they could lay hands on, rushed to the rescue, and presently there was a rare battering, and scrambling, and howling, and fighting in the plantation, as the savage hounds disputed the possession of the mangled pussey remains with the assailants.

At length, by dint of blows from the cudgels and blows from the horn, some six or seven couple of hounds were got out of cover; and the only plan with scratch packs being to keep moving when you get a majority, Joshua again set off over the downs in the direction of Hailweston Woods, which were pointed to him in the distance as the place where he ought to have gone to throw off.

When they got to Hailweston Woods they found the field consisting of a few neighbouring farmers, a keeper, and a blacksmith or two, who had been waiting some time for the hounds, each man, according to his own account, having winded a fox as he came. Some of them were ardent admirers of the Scratchley dogs, and anticipated their throwing Mr. Nevilles completely into the shade. Mr. Nevilles dogs are very good when there is a scent, observed Willie Wanderhead, but they cant work a fox in dry weather like these, said he, eyeing the great bloody-faced savages as they passed.

Thats Rollocker! exclaimed Toby Butcher, as a great mastiff-headed creature, half foxhound half bloodhound, came throwing his tongue as he travelled. Ah, what a fine note he has! and so they were severally criticised in detail as they passed into cover. Joshua was already in, yoicking and cheering such as were inclined to listen to his voice.

Several of the stanch dogs giving tongue as they drew, and all being desperately addicted to hare, they had kept up a pretty continuous noise in different parts of the cover before a decided stream of melody indicated any thing better than riot, when a loud, oft-repeated, most masterly TALLYHO! to the south, announced that reynard had been seen. Away they all cut to the place, where they found a young ploughman, purple with shouting, in the act of loosing a horse from the harrows to join in the chase, leaving tother ard nag to follow with the harrows, if it liked. The ground was very dry, but there was a good scent in cover, and not a bad one out; indeed, if truth must be told, wet is not indispensable to scent, and one of the best scenting days we ever saw was when the ground was as dry as in summer. But to the hunt.

The great business of a huntsman to a scratch pack is to lay his dogs on the scent casting, and lifting, and throwing in at head all scientific manoeuvres, in short, are only for your fifteen hundred, or two thousand a year packs. What can you expect for eight pound ten? The scratch gentleman puts his hounds on the scent, and it is their business to tell which way the owner of the scent goes, and not his. So it was with Joshua. His poor, half-starved, broken-down steed was quite done by the time it got to the holloa, and, instead of setting to, and riding in the naughty way Mr. Holyoake did in the Quarterly, with a couple of hounds or so on the scent, Joshua very deliberately got off, and sitting astride the fence rails, began puffing and blowing his horn to get all the redoubtable dogs out of cover that he could. That feat being accomplished, at least as far as he could judge by the absence of noise, he shifted his saddle back off the poor galled jades withers, re-adjusted the piece of carpeting, and proceeded at a gentle trot along the higher ground of the line they had gone; his next business being to catch and couple the dogs at the end, for which purpose he carried two most formidable bunches of couples at his saddle. So he hobbled and jingled away at his leisure.  
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The majority of our readers, we dare say, will have had experience enough of the elongated, straggling style in which scratch packs do their splendid work the difficulty there is in telling which field has the head, and which the tail. Perhaps some of them may have unpleasant reminiscences connected therewith, so, as our paper is short, and our dinner we sincerely hope nearly ready, we will wind up this part of our sketch by describing the scene that burst on Joshuas astonished vision as, on rounding Fourburrow Hill, he came all at once upon Woolridge Valley.

What strange confusion there was in the vale below! as the poet sings.

First and foremost were Mr. Sylvanus Bluffs swallow tails flying out, as, horsewhip in hand, he hurried from one upturned ewe to another, rescuing herself or her lamb from the fury of the savage pack. Others were similarly engaged, while their horses fled or grazed at their leisure. Dead ewes and lambs were scattered around, while some of the more depraved of the pack actually did battle with the rescuers for the bodies of their victims. Others sneaked stealthily around, diving up to the very eyes in blood as opportunity offered, and those that had gorged themselves with tender lamb, curved their distended sides, and sought repose among the bushes on the hill.

So the last state of Mr. Sylvanus Bluff was a deal worse than the first.





MORAL.

All you kindly disposed, generous-minded, country gentlemen who encourage fox-hunting without partaking of it yourselves, make allowances for masters, and beware, oh! beware, of the Scratchley dogs.

And now we really think, what with the chapter on the weather and this moral on the muttons, we have done something to rescue our work from the charge of utter uselessness. It is somewhat singular that we should extract a moral from the misfortunes of the man who made the complaint; but truth is stronger than fiction, and performs far more unaccountable feats. The obligations we were under to Mr. Bluff for buying all our works, without wanting them, made us desirous of showing him some little civility in return; accordingly, we despatched our friend Phiz to make the sketch illustrative of the scene we have described, and which we hope the worthy man will like. We have kept a proof before letter on India paper, which we purpose framing and presenting to Mrs. Bluff, for her boudoir or physic-room rather. Phiz, when down on this errand, made a sketch of Hawbuck Grange on speculation, which, as things have turned out, was fortunate.

Our friend Scott doffed his red coat on his return to Hawbuck Grange with very different feelings to what sportsmen generally experience on parting with their pinks, and as he replaced the breeches with tweed trowsers and the dusty tops with good honest double-soled shoes, he felt rather glad than otherwise that there was at last an end to the humbug of hunting.

I wouldnt give twopence to have any day over again, said he, running the winter quickly through his mind as he sat changing his stockings, when his thoughts were suddenly directed into another, channel by the protrudance of a big toe through a great hole.

Confound the thing! exclaimed he, pulling the stocking off again and throwing it from him, thats the care ones housekeeper takes of one; whereupon his thoughts immediately flew to Snailswell and matrimony, and if he had not wanted most particularly to see how his drainers were getting on, and whether Jack Hoggers had harrowed out the oat field or not, we have little doubt he would have trotted over to Snailswell, and finished the day with a little tea and courtship.

Ill go to-morrow, any-how, said he: Ill not bother mother Bluff about her teeth: at all events Ill go over and see her, continued he, relapsing into cautiousness, and thinking he could make the old excuse of trying the brothers three-year-old serve again, as it had already served him very often.

Having at length equipped himself for country exercise, he broke cover and proceeded down stairs.

On the centre of a most bachelor-like little table in the middle of the parlour, conspicuous on the green baize cover, lay a note  pink paper with a blue seal, a womans all over!  

Why heres a letter from! exclaimed Tom, darting to where he lay.  

He opened and read it. Thus it ran:  



Snailswell, Friday.



MY DEAR MR. SCOTT, 



The kind, I may say fatherly, interest you have ever taken in my welfare makes me anxious to give you the earliest intelligence of a matter deeply affecting my future prospects. My cousin, Harry Crow, to whom you doubtless know I have long been deeply attached, has at length made sufficient money to enable him to quit the sea, and we are about to be married forthwith. I would not for the world that you should hear of this from any one but myself. I have therefore sent the boy over on the young horse at exercise; and with the repeated expression of my sincere gratitude for all your kindness, believe me to remain, my dear Mr. Scott, ever yours most sincerely,  



LYDIA CLIFTON.



P. S. Would you have the kindness to ask your housekeeper for her receipt for making gooseberry fool, and send it by post as the boy must not wait.

Curse those cousins! exclaimed Tom, dropping the note and sinking into his easy chair.



No mans safe with them, I declare! continued he, thumping the stuffed arm as he rose. This young vagabonds been running about the house just like a domestic cat when he was ashore, for I dont know how many years, without ever raising the slightest suspicion, and now it turns out  

Fatherly interest, indeed, muttered he, eyeing himself in the glass, thats a precious piece of impudence too.  Not so old as all that comes to, either. D  n all cousins, say I! exclaimed he, pacing hurriedly up and down the room, adding No mans safe where they are.  

Gooseberry fool, indeed! exclaimed he, tearing up the note and committing it to the flames. I wonder whos been the fool in this business. Dare say she wants to feed that young water-rat upon it adding, as he turned away, I hope shell make him sick if she does.

But we will not pursue the painful subject  

The old ladies will doubtless say sarved him right, while the young ones  to whom we now address ourself  will, we hope, take a kinder view of the case, especially as our friend Tom is now in the market. We alluded to the fortunate circumstance of Phiz having made a sketch of Hawbuck Grange, and the little dears will see why we thought it so. Addressing ourself personally to them we may say, it is all very well for you to give yourselves airs among other girls,  say I wouldnt have this man, I wouldnt think of that, and so on; but when it comes to a downright case of tangible matrimony, few of you are such fools as to throw away a chance. Here then is a chance. Our young friend, and we are confident your mammas will tell you that all men are young till they are married, our young friend Tom Scott wants a wife, and, as we have shown, he is not imperative about money. That is putting the case we believe in its true light. He doesnt say, No girl with money need apply far from it.

He would rather have one with money, but money is not a sine quâ non  which is French for indispensable.

Up then and at him! as the Duke of Wellington said to the Guards at Waterloo.

Of Hawbuck Grange we need not say much; indeed Phiz has saved us the trouble of saying any thing, for as poor Hood sang of Tom Rounding the huntsman, when he exhibited him as a frontispiece to his Epping Hunt, 

Here shall the muse frame no excuse, 

But frame the man himself; so Phiz serves up Hawbuck Grange in a similar way.

N.B.  Only purchasers of this work will be entitled to view Hawbuck Grange. They must come, Hawbuck Grange in hand, in fact.


Mr Sponges Sporting Tour
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Illustrated by John Leech

Surtees first major success, Mr Sponges Sporting Tour was serialised in the New Monthly Magazine in 1849-1851 as Soapey Sponges Sporting Tour. It was then released again in twelve monthly numbers during 1853, in which year it was also published in book form. Another episodic comic novel, it relates the adventures of Soapey Sponge, an eccentric London dealer in horses, who specialises in selling bad-tempered or otherwise un-ideal specimens to credulous customers. His tour of Britains country estates is undertaken with one eye on the hunt, another on the possibility of a dodgy sale and another on the chance to bag a wealthy heiress. The novel is rich in comical, satirical depictions of the wealthy country set and the class structure underpinning Victorian country life.
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The first monthly part in the serial publication
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Frontispiece and title page of the first edition
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One of the few extant portraits of Surtees


TO

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD ELCHO,

IN GRATITUDE

FOR MANY SEASONS OF EXCELLENT SPORT WITH HIS HOUNDS,

ON THE BORDER.

THIS VOLUME IS INSCRIBED,

BY HIS

OBLIGED AND FAITHFUL SERVANT,

THE AUTHOR.


PREFACE
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THE AUTHOR GLADLY avails himself of the convenience of a Preface for stating, that it will be seen at the close of the work why he makes such a characterless character as Mr. Sponge the hero of his tale.

He will be glad if it serves to put the rising generation on their guard against specious, promiscuous acquaintance, and trains them on to the noble sport of hunting, to the exclusion of its mercenary, illegitimate off-shoots.

November 1852


CHAPTER I

OUR HERO
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IT WAS A murky October day that the hero of our tale, Mr. Sponge, or Soapey Sponge, as his good-natured friends call him, was seen mizzling along Oxford Street, wending his way to the West. Not that there was anything unusual in Sponge being seen in Oxford Street, for when in town his daily perambulations consist of a circuit, commencing from the Bantam Hotel in Bond Street into Piccadilly, through Leicester Square, and so on to Aldridges, in St. Martins Lane, thence by Moores sporting-print shop, and on through some of those ambiguous and tortuous streets that, appearing to lead all ways at once and none in particular, land the explorer, sooner or later, on the south side of Oxford Street.

Oxford Street acts to the north part of London what the Strand does to the south: it is sure to bring one up, sooner or later. A man can hardly get over either of them without knowing it. Well, Soapey having got into Oxford Street, would make his way at a squarey, in-kneed, duck-toed, sort of pace, regulated by the bonnets, the vehicles, and the equestrians he met to criticize; for of women, vehicles, and horses, he had voted himself a consummate judge. Indeed, he had fully established in his own mind that Kiddey Downey and he were the only men in London who really knew anything about horses, and fully impressed with that conviction, he would halt, and stand, and stare, in a way that with any other man would have been considered impertinent. Perhaps it was impertinent in Soapey  we dont mean to say it wasnt  but he had done it so long, and was of so sporting a gait and cut, that he felt himself somewhat privileged. Moreover, the majority of horsemen are so satisfied with the animals they bestride, that they cock up their jibs and ride along with a find any fault with either me or my horse, if you can sort of air.

Thus Mr. Sponge proceeded leisurely along, now nodding to this man, now jerking his elbow to that, now smiling on a phaeton, now sneering at a bus. If he did not look in at Shackells or Bartleys, or any of the dealers on the line, he was always to be found about half-past five at Cumberland Gate, from whence he would strike leisurely down the Park, and after coming to a long check at Rotten Row rails, from whence he would pass all the cavalry in the Park in review, he would wend his way back to the Bantam, much in the style he had come. This was his summer proceeding.

Mr. Sponge had pursued this enterprising life for some seasons  ten at least  and supposing him to have begun at twenty or one-and-twenty, he would be about thirty at the time we have the pleasure of introducing him to our readers  a period of life at which men begin to suspect they were not quite so wise at twenty as they thought. Not that Mr. Sponge had any particular indiscretions to reflect upon, for he was tolerably sharp, but he felt that he might have made better use of his time, which may be shortly described as having been spent in hunting all the winter, and in talking about it all the summer. With this popular sport he combined the diversion of fortune-hunting, though we are concerned to say that his success, up to the period of our introduction, had not been commensurate with his deserts. Let us, however, hope that brighter days are about to dawn upon him.

Having now introduced our hero to our male and female friends, under his interesting pursuits of fox and fortune-hunter, it becomes us to say a few words as to his qualifications for carrying them on.

Mr. Sponge was a good-looking, rather vulgar-looking man. At a distance  say ten yards  his height, figure, and carriage gave him somewhat of a commanding appearance, but this was rather marred by a jerky, twitchy, uneasy sort of air, that too plainly showed he was not the natural, or what the lower orders call the real gentleman. Not that Sponge was shy. Far from it. He never hesitated about offering to a lady after a three days acquaintance, or in asking a gentleman to take him a horse in over-night, with whom he might chance to come in contact in the hunting-field. And he did it all in such a cool, off-hand, matter-of-course sort of way, that people who would have stared with astonishment if anybody else had hinted at such a proposal, really seemed to come into the humour and spirit of the thing, and to look upon it rather as a matter of course than otherwise. Then his dexterity in getting into peoples houses was only equalled by the difficulty of getting him out again, but this we must waive for the present in favour of his portraiture.

In height, Mr. Sponge was above the middle size  five feet eleven or so  with a well borne up, not badly shaped, closely cropped oval head, a tolerably good, but somewhat receding forehead, bright hazel eyes, Roman nose, with carefully tended whiskers, reaching the corners of a well-formed mouth, and thence descending in semicircles into a vast expanse of hair beneath the chin.

Having mentioned Mr. Sponges groomy gait and horsey propensities, it were almost needless to say that his dress was in the sporting style  you saw what he was by his clothes. Every article seemed to be made to defy the utmost rigour of the elements. His hat (Lincoln and Bennett) was hard and heavy. It sounded upon an entrance-hall table like a drum. A little magical loop in the lining explained the cause of its weight. Somehow, his hats were never either old or new  not that he bought them second-hand, but when he got a new one he took its long-coat off, as he called it, with a singeing lamp, and made it look as if it had undergone a few probationary showers.

When a good London hat recedes to a certain point, it gets no worse; it is not like a country-made thing that keeps going and going until it declines into a thing with no sort of resemblance to its original self. Barring its weight and hardness, the Sponge hat had no particular character apart from the Sponge head. It was not one of those punty ovals or Cheshire-cheese flats, or curly-sided things that enables one to say who is in a house and who is not, by a glance at the hats in the entrance, but it was just a quiet, round hat, without anything remarkable, either in the binding, the lining, or the band, but still it was a very becoming hat when Sponge had it on. There is a great deal of character in hats. We have seen hats that bring the owners to the recollection far more forcibly than the generality of portraits. But to our hero.

That there may be a dandified simplicity in dress, is exemplified every day by our friends the Quakers, who adorn their beautiful brown Saxony coats with little inside velvet collars and fancy silk buttons, and even the severe order of sporting costume adopted by our friend Mr. Sponge is not devoid of capability in the way of tasteful adaptation. This Mr. Sponge chiefly showed in promoting a resemblance between his neck-cloths and waistcoats. Thus, if he wore a cream-coloured cravat, he would have a buff-coloured waistcoat, if a striped waistcoat, then the starcher would be imbued with somewhat of the same colour and pattern. The ties of these varied with their texture. The silk ones terminated in a sort of coaching fold, and were secured by a golden fox-head pin, while the striped starchers, with the aid of a pin on each side, just made a neat, unpretending tie in the middle, a sort of miniature of the flagrant, flyaway, Mile-End ones of aspiring youth of the present day. His coats were of the single-breasted cut-away order, with pockets outside, and generally either Oxford mixture or some dark colour, that required you to place him in a favourable light to say what it was.

His waistcoats, of course, were of the most correct form and material, generally either pale buff, or buff with a narrow stripe, similar to the undress vests of the servants of the Royal Family, only with the pattern run across instead of lengthways, as those worthies mostly have theirs, and made with good honest step collars, instead of the make-believe roll collars they sometimes convert their upright ones into. When in deep thought, calculating, perhaps, the value of a passing horse, or considering whether he should have beefsteaks or lamb chops for dinner, Sponges thumbs would rest in the arm-holes of his waistcoat; in which easy, but not very elegant, attitude he would sometimes stand until all trace of the idea that elevated them had passed away from his mind.

In the trouser line he adhered to the close-fitting costume of former days; and many were the trials, the easings, and the alterings, ere he got a pair exactly to his mind. Many were the customers who turned away on seeing his manly figure filling the swing mirror in Snip and Sneiders, a monopoly that some tradesmen might object to, only Mr. Sponges trousers being admitted to be perfect triumphs of the art, the more such a walking advertisement was seen in the shop the better. Indeed, we believe it would have been worth Snip and Co.s while to have let him have them for nothing. They were easy without being tight, or rather they looked tight without being so; there wasnt a bag, a wrinkle, or a crease that there shouldnt be, and strong and storm-defying as they seemed, they were yet as soft and as supple as a ladys glove. They looked more as if his legs had been blown in them than as if such irreproachable garments were the work of mans hands. Many were the nudges, and many the look at this chaps trousers, that were given by ambitious men emulous of his appearance as he passed along, and many were the turnings round to examine their faultless fall upon his radiant boot. The boots, perhaps, might come in for a little of the glory, for they were beautifully soft and cool-looking to the foot, easy without being loose, and he preserved the lustre of their polish, even up to the last moment of his walk. There never was a better man for getting through dirt, either on foot or horseback, than our friend.

To the frequenters of the corner, it were almost superfluous to mention that he is a constant attendant. He has several volumes of catalogues, with the prices the horses have brought set down in the margins, and has a rare knack at recognizing old friends, altered, disguised, or disfigured as they may be Ive seen that rip before, he will say, with a knowing shake of the head, as some woe-begone devil goes, best leg foremost, up to the hammer, or, What! is that old beast back? why hes here every day. No man can impose upon Soapy with a horse. He can detect the rough-coated plausibilities of the straw-yard, equally with the metamorphosis of the clipper or singer. His practised eye is not to be imposed upon either by the blandishments of the bang-tail, or the bereavements of the dock. Tattersall will hail him from his rostrum with Heres a horse will suit you, Mr. Sponge! cheap, good, and handsome! come and buy him. But it is needless describing him here, for every out-of-place groom and dog-stealers man knows him by sight.


CHAPTER II

MR. BENJAMIN BUCKRAM
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HAVING DRESSED AND sufficiently described our hero to enable our readers to form a general idea of the man, we have now to request them to return to the day of our introduction. Mr. Sponge had gone along Oxford Street at a somewhat improved pace to his usual wont  had paused for a shorter period in the bus perplexed Circus, and pulled up seldomer than usual between the Circus and the limits of his stroll. Behold him now at the Edgeware Road end, eyeing the buses with a wanting-a-ride like air, instead of the contemptuous sneer he generally adopts towards those uncouth productions. Red, green, blue, drab, cinnamon-colour, passed and crossed, and jostled, and stopped, and blocked, and the cads telegraphed, and winked, and nodded, and smiled, and slanged, but Mr. Sponge regarded them not. He had a sort of bus panorama in his head, knew the run of them all, whence they started, where they stopped, where they watered, where they changed, and, wonderful to relate, had never been entrapped into a sixpenny fare when he meant to take a threepenny one. In cab and bus geography there is not a more learned man in London.

Mark him as he stands at the corner. He sees what he wants, its the chequered one with the red and blue wheels that the Bayswater ones have got between them, and that the St. Johns Wood and two Western Railway ones are trying to get into trouble by crossing. What a row! how the ruffians whip, and stamp, and storm, and all but pick each others horses teeth with their poles, how the cads gesticulate, and the passengers imprecate! now the bonnets are out of the windows, and the row increases. Six coachmen cutting and storming, six cads sawing the air, sixteen ladies in flowers screaming, six-and-twenty sturdy passengers swearing they will fine them all, and Mr. Sponge is the only cool person in the scene. He doesnt rush into the throng and jump in, for fear the bus should extricate itself and drive on without him; he doesnt make confusion worse confounded by intimating his behest; he doesnt soil his bright boots by stepping off the kerb-stone; but, quietly waiting the evaporation of the steam, and the disentanglement of the vehicles, by the smallest possible sign in the world, given at the opportune moment, and a steady adhesion to the flags, the bus is obliged either to come to, or lose the fare, and he steps quietly in, and squeezes along to the far end, as though intent on going the whole hog of the journey.

Away they rumble up the Edgeware Road; the gradual emergence from the brick and mortar of London being marked as well by the telling out of passengers as by the increasing distances between the houses. First, it is all close huddle with both. Austere iron railings guard the subterranean kitchen areas, and austere looks indicate a desire on the part of the passengers to guard their own pockets; gradually little gardens usurp the places of the cramped areas, and, with their humanizing appearance, softer looks assume the place of frowning anti swell-mob ones.

Presently a glimpse of green country or of distant hills may be caught between the wider spaces of the houses, and frequent settings down increase the space between the passengers; gradually conservatories appear and conversation strikes up; then come the exclusiveness of villas, some detached and others running out at last into real pure green fields studded with trees and picturesque pot-houses, before one of which latter a sudden wheel round and a jerk announces the journey done. The last passenger (if there is one) is then unceremoniously turned loose upon the country.

Our readers will have the kindness to suppose our hero, Mr. Sponge, shot out of an omnibus at the sign of the Cat and Compasses, in the full rurality of grass country, sprinkled with fallows and turnip-fields. We should state that this unwonted journey was a desire to pay a visit to Mr. Benjamin Buckram, the horse-dealers farm at Scampley, distant some mile and a half from where he was set down, a space that he now purposed travelling on foot.

Mr. Benjamin Buckram was a small horse-dealer  small, at least, when he was buying, though great when he was selling. It would do a youngster good to see Ben filling the two capacities. He dealt in second hand, that is to say, past mark of mouth horses; but on the present occasion, Mr. Sponge sought his services in the capacity of a letter rather than a seller of horses. Mr. Sponge wanted to job a couple of plausible-looking horses, with the option of buying them, provided he (Mr. Sponge) could sell them for more than he would have to give Mr. Buckram, exclusive of the hire. Mr. Buckrams job price, we should say, was as near twelve pounds a month, containing twenty-eight days, as he could screw, the hirer, of course, keeping the animals.

Scampley is one of those pretty little suburban farms, peculiar to the north and north-west side of London  farms varying from fifty to a hundred acres of well-manured, gravelly soil; each farm with its picturesque little buildings, consisting of small, honey-suckled, rose-entwined brick houses, with small, flat, pan-tiled roofs, and lattice-windows; and, hard by, a large hay-stack, three times the size of the house, or a desolate barn, half as big as all the rest of the buildings. From the smallness of the holdings, the farmhouses are dotted about as thickly, and at such varying distances from the roads, as to look like inferior villas, falling out of rank; most of them have a half-smart, half-seedy sort of look.

The rustics who cultivate them, or rather look after them, are neither exactly town nor country. They have the clownish dress and boorish gait of the regular chaws, with a good deal of the quick, suspicious, sour sauciness of the low London resident. If you can get an answer from them at all, it is generally delivered in such a way as to show that the answerer thinks you are what they call chaffing them, asking them what you know.

These farms serve the double purpose of purveyors to the London stables, and hospitals for sick, overworked, or unsaleable horses. All the great job-masters and horse-dealers have these retreats in the country, and the smaller ones pretend to have, from whence, in due course, they can draw any sort of an animal a customer may want, just as little cellarless wine-merchants can get you any sort of wine from real establishments  if you only give them time.

There was a good deal of mystery about Scampley. It was sometimes in the hands of Mr. Benjamin Buckram, sometimes in the hands of his assignees, sometimes in those of his cousin, Abraham Brown, and sometimes John Doe and Richard Roe were the occupants of it.

Mr. Benjamin Buckram, though very far from being one, had the advantage of looking like a respectable man. There was a certain plump, well-fed rosiness about him, which, aided by a bright-coloured dress, joined to a continual fumble in the pockets of his drab trousers, gave him the air of a well-to-do-in-the-world sort of man. Moreover, he sported a velvet collar to his blue coat, a more imposing ornament than it appears at first sight. To be sure, there are two sorts of velvet collars  the legitimate velvet collar, commencing with the coat, and the adopted velvet collar, put on when the cloth one gets shabby.

Buckrams was always the legitimate velvet collar, new from the first, and, we really believe, a permanent velvet collar, adhered to in storm and in sunshine, has a very money-making impression on the world. It shows a spirit superior to feelings of paltry economy, and we think a person would be much more excusable for being victimized by a man with a good velvet collar to his coat, than by one exhibiting that spurious sign of gentility  a horse and gig.

The reader will now have the kindness to consider Mr. Sponge arriving at Scampley.

Ah, Mr. Sponge! exclaimed Mr. Buckram, who, having seen our friend advancing up the little twisting approach from the road to his house through a little square window almost blinded with Irish ivy, out of which he was in the habit of contemplating the arrival of his occasional lodgers, Doe and Roe. Ah, Mr. Sponge! exclaimed he, with well-assumed gaiety; you should have been here yesterday; sent away two sich osses  perfect unters  the werry best I do think I ever saw in my life; either would have bin the werry oss for your money. But come in, Mr. Sponge, sir, come in, continued he, backing himself through a little sentry-box of a green portico, to a narrow passage which branched off into little rooms on either side.

As Buckram made this retrograde movement, he gave a gentle pull to the wooden handle of an old-fashioned wire bell-pull in the midst of buggy, four-in-hand, and other whips, hanging in the entrance, a touch that was acknowledged by a single tinkle of the bell in the stable-yard.

They then entered the little room on the right, whose walls were decorated with various sporting prints chiefly illustrative of steeple-chases, with here and there a stunted fox-brush, tossing about as a duster. The ill-ventilated room reeked with the effluvia of stale smoke, and the faded green baize of a little round table in the centre was covered with filbert-shells and empty ale-glasses. The whole furniture of the room wasnt worth five pounds.

Mr. Sponge, being now on the dealing tack, commenced in the poverty-stricken strain adapted to the occasion. Having deposited his hat on the floor, taken his left leg up to nurse, and given his hair a backward rub with his right hand, he thus commenced:

Now, Buckram, said he, Ill tell you how it is. Im deuced hard-up  regularly in Shorts Gardens. I lost eighteen undred on the Derby, and seven on the Leger, the best part of my years income, indeed; and I just want to hire two or three horses for the season, with the option of buying, if I like; and if you supply me well, I may be the means of bringing grist to your mill; you twig, eh?

Well, Mr. Sponge, replied Buckram, sliding several consecutive half-crowns down the incline plane of his pocket. Well, Mr. Sponge, I shall be happy to do my best for you. I wish youd come yesterday, though, as I said before, I jest had two of the neatest nags  a bay and a grey  not that colour makes any matter to a judge like you; theres no sounder sayin than that a good oss is not never of a bad colour; only to a young gemman, you know, its well to have em smart, and the ticket, in short; howsomever, I must do the best I can for you, and if theres nothin in that tickles your fancy, why, you must give me a few days to see if I can arrange an exchange with some other gent; but the present is like to be a werry haggiwatin season; had more happlications for osses nor ever I remembers, and Ive been a dealer now, man and boy, turned of eight-and-thirty years; but young gents is whimsical, and it was a young un wot got these, and theres no sayin but he maynt like them  indeed, ones rayther difficult to ride  thats to say, the grey, the neatest of the two, and he may come back, and if so, you shall have him; and a safer, sweeter oss was never seen, or one more like to do credit to a gent: but you knows what an oss is, Mr. Sponge, and can do justice to me, and I should like to put summut good into your hands  that I should.

With conversation, or rather with balderdash, such as this, Mr. Buckram beguiled the few minutes necessary for removing the bandages, hiding the bottles, and stirring up the cripples about to be examined, and the heavy flap of the coach-house door announcing that all was ready, he forthwith led the way through a door in a brick wall into a little three-sides of a square yard, formed of stables and loose boxes, with a dilapidated dove-cote above a pump in the centre; Mr. Buckram, not growing corn, could afford to keep pigeons.


CHAPTER III

PETER LEATHER
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NOTHING BESPEAKS THE character of a dealers trade more than the servants and hangers-on of the establishment. The civiler in manner, and the better they are put on, the higher the standing of the master, and the better the stamp of the horses.

Those about Mr. Buckrams were of a very shady order. Dirty-shirted, sloggering, baggy-breeched, slangey-gaitered fellows, with the word gin indelibly imprinted on their faces. Peter Leather, the head man, was one of the fallen angels of servitude. He had once driven a duke  the Duke of Dazzleton  having nothing whatever to do but dress himself and climb into his well-indented richly fringed throne, with a helper at each horses head to let go at a nod from his broad laced three-cornered hat. Then having got in his cargo (or rubbish, as he used to call them), he would start off at a pace that was truly terrific, cutting out this vehicle, shooting past that, all but grazing a third, anathematizing the buses, and abusing the draymen. We dont know how he might be with the queen, but he certainly drove as though he thought nobody had any business in the street while the Duchess of Dazzleton wanted it. The duchess liked going fast, and Peter accommodated her. The duke jobbed his horses and didnt care about pace, and so things might have gone on very comfortably, if Peter one afternoon hadnt run his pole into the panel of a very plain but very neat yellow barouche, passing the end of New Bond Street, which having nothing but a simple crest  a stags head on the panel  made him think it belonged to some bulky cit, taking the air with his rib, but who, unfortunately, turned out to be no less a person than Sir Giles Nabem, Knight, the great police magistrate, upon one of whose myrmidons in plain clothes, who came to the rescue, Peter committed a most violent assault, for which unlucky casualty his worship furnished him with rotatory occupation for his fat calves in the H. of C., as the clerk shortly designated the House of Correction. Thither Peter went, and in lieu of his lace-bedaubed coat, gold-gartered plushes, stockings, and buckled shoes, he was dressed up in a suit of tight-fitting yellow and black-striped worsteds, that gave him the appearance of a wasp without wings. Peter Leather then tumbled regularly down the staircase of servitude, the greatness of his fall being occasionally broken by landing in some inferior place. From the Duke of Dazzletons, or rather from the tread-mill, he went to the Marquis of Mammon, whom he very soon left because he wouldnt wear a second-hand wig. From the marquis he got hired to the great Irish Earl of Coarsegab, who expected him to wash the carriage, wait at table, and do other incidentals never contemplated by a London coachman. Peter threw this place up with indignation on being told to take the letters to the post. He then lived on his means for a while, a thing that is much finer in theory than in practice, and having about exhausted his substance and placed the bulk of his apparel in safe keeping, he condescended to take a place as job coachman in a livery-stable  a horses let by the hour, day, or month one, in which he enacted as many characters, at least made as many different appearances, as the late Mr. Mathews used to do in his celebrated At Homes. One day Peter would be seen ducking under the mews entrance in one of those greasy, painfully well-brushed hats, the certain precursors of soiled linen and seedy, most seedy-covered buttoned coats, that would puzzle a conjuror to say whether they were black, or grey, or olive, or invisible green turned visible brown. Then another day he might be seen in old Mrs. Gadabouts sky-blue livery, with a tarnished, gold-laced hat, nodding over his nose; and on a third he would shine forth in Mrs. Major-General Flareups cockaded one, with a worsted shoulder-knot, and a much over-daubed light drab livery coat, with crimson inexpressibles, so tight as to astonish a beholder how he ever got into them. Humiliation, however, has its limits as well as other things; and Peter having been invited to descend from his box  alas! a regular country patent leather one, and invest himself in a Quaker-collared blue coat, with a red vest, and a pair of blue trousers with a broad red stripe down the sides, to drive the Honourable old Miss Wrinkleton, of Harley Street, to Court in a one oss pianoforte-case, as he called a Clarence, he could stand it no longer, and, chucking the nether garments into the fire, he rushed frantically up the area-steps, mounted his box, and quilted the old crocodile of a horse all the way home, accompanying each cut with an imprecation such as me make a guy of myself! (whip) me put on sich things! (whip, whip) me drive down Sin Jimses-street! (whip, whip, whip), Id see her  fust! (whip, whip, whip), cutting at the old horse just as if he was laying it into Miss Wrinkleton, so that by the time he got home he had established a considerable lather on the old nag, which his master resenting a row ensued, the sequel of which may readily be imagined. After assisting Mrs. Clearstarch, the Kilburn laundress, in getting in and taking out her washing, for a few weeks, chance at last landed him at Mr. Benjamin Buckrams, from whence he is now about to be removed to become our hero Mr. Sponges Sancho Panza, in his fox-hunting, fortune-hunting career, and disseminate in remote parts his doctrines of the real honour and dignity of servitude. Now to the inspection.

Peter Leather, having a peep-hole as well as his master, on seeing Mr. Sponge arrive, had given himself an extra rub over, and covered his dirty shirt with a clean, well-tied, white kerchief, and a whole coloured scarlet waistcoat, late the property of one of his noble employers, in hopes that Sponges visit might lead to something. Peter was about sick of the suburbs, and thought, of course, that he couldnt be worse off than where he was.

Heres Mr. Sponge wants some osses, observed Mr. Buckram, as Leather met them in the middle of the little yard, and brought his right arm round with a sort of military swing to his forehead; what ave we in? continued Buckram, with the air of a man with so many horses that he didnt know what were in and what were out.

Vy we ave Rumbleton in, replied Leather, thoughtfully, stroking down his hair as he spoke, and we ave Jack oLanthorn in, and we ave the Camel in, and theres the little Hirish oss with the sprig tail  Jack-a-Dandy, as I calls him, and the Flyer will be in to-night, hes just out a hairing, as it were, with old Mr. Callipash.

Ah, Rumbleton wont do for Mr. Sponge, observed Buckram, thoughtfully, at the same time letting go a tremendous avalanche of silver down his trouser pocket, Rumbleton wont do, repeated he, nor Jack-a-Dandy nouther.

Why, I wouldnt commend neither on em, replied Peter, taking his cue from his master, only ven you axes me vot theres in, you knows vy I must give you a cor-rect answer, in course.

In course, nodded Buckram.

Leather and Buckram had a good understanding in the lying line, and had fallen into a sort of tacit arrangement that if the former was staunch about the horses he was at liberty to make the best terms he could for himself. Whatever Buckram said, Leather swore to, and they had established certain signals and expressions that each understood.

Ive an unkimmon nice oss, at length observed Mr. Buckram, with a scrutinizing glance at Sponge, and an oss in hevery respect werry like your work, but hes an oss Ill candidly state, I wouldnt put in every ones ands, for, in the fust place, hes wery walueous, and in the second, he requires an ossman to ride; howsomever, as I knows that you can ride, and if you doesnt mind taking my ead man, jerking his elbow at Leather, to look arter him, I wouldnt mind commodatin on you, prowided we can gree upon terms.

Well, lets see him, interrupted Sponge, and we can talk about terms after.

Certainly, sir, certainly, replied Buckram, again letting loose a reaccumulated rush of silver down his pocket. Here, Tom! Joe! Harry! wheres Sam? giving the little tinkler of a bell a pull as he spoke.

Sam be in the straw ouse, replied Leather, passing through a stable into a wooden projection beyond, where the gentleman in question was enjoying a nap.

Sam! said he, Sam! repeated he, in a louder tone, as he saw the object of his searchs nose popping through the midst of the straw.

What now? exclaimed Sam, starting up, and looking wildly around; what now? repeated he, rubbing his eyes with the backs of his hands.

Get out Ercles, said Leather, sotto voce.

The lad was a mere stripling  some fifteen or sixteen, years, perhaps  tall, slight, and neat, with dark hair and eyes, and was dressed in a brown jacket  a real boys jacket, without laps, white cords, and top-boots. It was his business to risk his neck and limbs at all hours of the day, on all sorts of horses, over any sort of place that any person chose to require him to put a horse at, and this he did with the daring pleasure of youth as yet undaunted by any serious fall. Sam now bestirred himself to get out the horse. The clambering of hoofs presently announced his approach.

Whether Hercules was called Hercules on account of his amazing strength, or from a fanciful relationship to the famous horse of that name, we know not; but his strength and his colour would favour either supposition. He was an immense, tall, powerful, dark brown, sixteen hands horse, with an arched neck and crest, well set on, clean, lean head, and loins that looked as if they could shoot a man into the next county. His condition was perfect. His coat lay as close and even as satin, with cleanly developed muscle, and altogether he looked as hard as a cricket-ball. He had a famous switch tail, reaching nearly to his hocks, and making him look less than he would otherwise have done.

Mr. Sponge was too well versed in horse-flesh to imagine that such an animal would be in the possession of such a third-rate dealer as Buckram, unless there was something radically wrong about him, and as Sam and Leather were paying the horse those stable attentions that always precede a show out, Mr. Sponge settled in his own mind that the observation about his requiring a horseman to ride him, meant that he was vicious. Nor was he wrong in his anticipations, for not all Leathers whistlings, or Sams endearings and watchings, could conceal the sunken, scowling eye, that as good as said, youd better keep clear of me.

Mr. Sponge, however, was a dauntless horseman. What man dared he dared, and as the horse stepped proudly and freely out of the stable, Mr. Sponge thought he looked very like a hunter. Nor were Mr. Buckrams laudations wanting in the animals behalf.

Theres an orse! exclaimed he, drawing his right hand out of his trouser pocket, and flourishing it towards him. If that orse were down in Leicestersheer, added he, hed fetch three underd guineas. Sir Richard would ave him in a minnit  that he would! added he, with a stamp of his foot as he saw the animal beginning to set up his back and wince at the approach of the lad. (We may here mention by way of parenthesis, that Mr. Buckram had brought him out of Warwicksheer for thirty pounds, where the horse had greatly distinguished himself, as well by kicking off sundry scarlet swells in the gaily thronged streets of Leamington, as by running away with divers others over the wide-stretching grazing grounds of Southam and Dunchurch.)
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But to our story. The horse now stood staring on view: fire in his eye, and vigour in his every limb. Leather at his head, the lad at his side. Sponge and Buckram a little on the left.

W  h  o  a  a  y, my man, w  h  o  a  a  y, continued Mr. Buckram, as a liberal show of the white of the eye was followed by a little wince and hoist of the hind quarters on the nearer approach of the lad.

Look sharp, boy, said he, in a very different tone to the soothing one in which he had just been addressing the horse. The lad lifted up his leg for a hoist. Leather gave him one as quick as thought, and led on the horse as the lad gathered up his reins. They then made for a large field at the back of the house, with leaping-bars, hurdles, on and offs, ins and outs, all sorts of fancy leaps scattered about. Having got him fairly in, and the lad having got himself fairly settled in the saddle he gave the horse a touch with the spur as Leather let go his head, and after a desperate plunge or two started off at a gallop.

Hes fresh, observed Mr. Buckram confidentially to Mr. Sponge, hes fresh  wants work, in short  short of work  wouldnt put every one on him  wouldnt put one o your timid cocknified chaps on him, for if ever he were to get the hupper and, vy I doesnt know as ow that we might get the hupper and o him, agen, but the playful rogue knows ven hes got a workman on his back  see how he gives to the lad though hes only fifteen, and not strong of his hage nouther, continued Mr. Buckram, and I guess if he had sich a consternation of talent as you on his back, hed wery soon be as quiet as a lamb  not that hes wicious  far from it, only play  full of play, I may say, though to be sure, if a man gets spilt it dont argufy much whether its done from play or from wice.

During this time the horse was going through his evolutions, hopping over this thing, popping over that, making as little of everything as practice makes them do.

Having gone through the usual routine, the lad now walked the glowing coated snorting horse back to where the trio stood. Mr. Sponge again looked him over, and still seeing no exception to take to him, bid the lad get off and lengthen the stirrups for him to take a ride. That was the difficulty. The first two minutes always did it. Mr. Sponge, however, nothing daunted, borrowed Sams spurs, and making Leather hold the horse by the head till he got well into the saddle, and then lead him on a bit; he gave the animal such a dig in both sides as fairly threw him off his guard, and made him start away at a gallop, instead of standing and delivering, as was his wont.

Away Mr. Sponge shot, pulling him about trying all his paces, and putting him at all sorts of leaps.

Emboldened by the nerve and dexterity displayed by Mr. Sponge, Mr. Buckram stood meditating a further trial of his equestrian ability, as he watched him bucketing Ercles about. Hercules had spang-hewed so many triers, and the hideous contraction of his resolute back had deterred so many from mounting, that Buckram had begun to fear he would have to place him in the only remaining school for incurables, the bus. Hack-horse riders are seldom great horsemen. The very fact of their being hack-horse riders shows they are little accustomed to horses, or they would not give the fee-simple of an animal for a few weeks work.

Ive a wonderful clever little oss, observed Mr. Buckram, as Sponge returned with a slack-rein and a satisfied air on the late resolute animals back. Little I can ardly call im, continued Mr. Buckram, only hes low; but you knows that the eight of an oss has nothin to do with his size. Now this is a perfect dray-oss in miniature. An Arrow gent, lookin at him tother day christend him Multum in Parvo. But though hes so ter-men-dous strong, he has the knack o goin, specially in deep; and if youre not a-goin to Sir Richard, but into some o them plough sheers (shires), Id commend him to you.

Lets have a look at him, replied Mr. Sponge, throwing his right leg over Hercules head and sliding from the saddle on to the ground, as if he were alighting from the quietest shooting pony in the world.

All then was hurry, scurry, and scamper to get this second prodigy out. Presently he appeared. Multum in Parvo certainly was all that Buckram described him. A long, low, clean-headed, clean-necked, big-hocked, chestnut, with a long tail, and great, large, flat white legs, without mark or blemish upon them. Unlike Hercules, there was nothing indicative of vice or mischief about him. Indeed, he was rather a sedate, meditative-looking animal; and, instead of the watchful, arms-length sort of way Leather and Co. treated Hercules, they jerked and punched Parvo about as if he were a cow.

Still Parvo had his foibles. He was a resolute, head-strong animal, that would go his own way in spite of all the pulling and hauling in the world. If he took it into his obstinate head to turn into a particular field, into it he would be; or against the gate-post he would bump the riders leg in a way that would make him remember the difference of opinion between them. His was not a fiery, hot-headed spirit, with object or reason for its guide, but just a regular downright pig-headed sort of stupidity, that nobody could account for. He had a mouth like a bull, and would walk clean through a gate sometimes rather than be at the trouble of rising to leap it; at other times he would hop over it like a bird. He could not beat Mr. Buckrams men, because they were always on the look-out for objects of contention with sharp spur rowels, ready to let into his sides the moment he began to stop; but a weak or a timid man on his back had no more chance than he would on an elephant. If the horse chose to carry him into the midst of the hounds at the meet, he would have him in  nay, he would think nothing of upsetting the master himself in the middle of the pack. Then the provoking part was, that the obstinate animal, after having done all the mischief, would just set to to eat as if nothing had happened. After rolling a sportsman in the mud, he would repair to the nearest hay-stack or grassy bank, and be caught. He was now ten years old, or a leetle more perhaps, and very wicked years some of them had been. His adventures, his sellings and his returning, his lettings and his unlettings, his bumpings and spillings, his smashings and crashings, on the road, in the field, in single and in double harness, would furnish a volume of themselves; and in default of a more able historian, we purpose blending his future fortune with that of Ercles, in the service of our hero Mr. Sponge, and his accomplished groom, and undertaking the important narration of them ourselves.
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CHAPTER IV

LAVERICK WELLS
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WE TRUST OUR opening chapters, aided by our friend Leechs pencil, will have enabled our readers to embody such a Sponge in their minds eye as will assist them in following us through the course of his peregrinations. We do not profess to have drawn such a portrait as will raise the same sort of Sponge in the minds of all, but we trust we have given such a general outline of style, and indication of character, as an ordinary knowledge of the world will enable them to imagine a good, pushing, free-and-easy sort of man, wishing to be a gentleman without knowing how.

Far more difficult is the task of conveying to our readers such information as will enable them to form an idea of our heros ways and means. An accommodating world  especially the female portion of it  generally attribute ruin to the racer, and fortune to the fox-hunter; but though Mr. Sponges large losses on the turf, as detailed by him to Mr. Buckram on the occasion of their deal or job, would bring him in the category of the unfortunates; still that representation was nearly, if not altogether, fabulous. That Mr. Sponge might have lost a trifle on the great races of the year, we dont mean to deny, but that he lost such a sum as eighteen hundred on the Derby, and seven on the Leger, we are in a condition to contradict, for the best of all possible reasons, that he hadnt it to lose. At the same time we do not mean to attribute falsehood to Mr. Sponge  quite the contrary  it is no uncommon thing for merchants and traders  men who talk in thousands, to declare that they lost twenty thousand by this, or forty thousand by that, simply meaning that they didnt make it, and if Mr. Sponge, by taking the longest of the long odds against the most wretched of the outsiders, might have won the sums he named, he surely had a right to say he lost them when he didnt get them.

It never does to be indigenously poor, if we may use such a term, and when a man gets to the end of his tether, he must have something or somebody to blame rather than his own extravagance or imprudence, and if there is no rascally lawyer who has bolted with his title-deeds, or fraudulent agent who has misappropriated his funds, why then, railroads, or losses on the turf, or joint-stock banks that have shut up at short notice, come in as the scapegoats. Very willing hacks they are, too, railways especially, and so frequently ridden, that it is no easy matter to discriminate between the real and the fictitious loser.

But though we are able to contradict Mr. Sponges losses on the turf, we are sorry we are not able to elevate him to the riches the character of a fox-hunter generally inspires. Still, like many men of whom the common observation is, nobody knows how he lives, Mr. Sponge always seemed well to do in the world. There was no appearance of want about him. He always hunted: sometimes with five horses, sometimes with four, seldom with less than three, though at the period of our introduction he had come down to two. Nevertheless, those two, provided he could but make them go, were well calculated to do the work of four. And hack horses, of all sorts, it may be observed, generally do double the work of private ones; and if there is one man in the world better calculated to get the work out of them than another, that man most assuredly is Mr. Sponge. And this reminds us, that we may as well state that his bargain with Buckram was a sort of jobbing deal. He had to pay ten guineas a month for each horse, with a sort of sliding scale of prices if he chose to buy  the price of Ercles (the big brown) being fixed at fifty, inclusive of hire at the end of the first month, and gradually rising according to the length of time he kept him beyond that; while, Multum in Parvo, the resolute chestnut, was booked at thirty, with the right of buying at five more, a contingency that Buckram little expected. He, we may add, had got him for ten, and dear he thought him when he got him home.

The world was now all before Mr. Sponge where to choose; and not being the man to keep hack horses to look at, we must be setting him a-going.

Leicesterscheer swells, as Mr. Buckram would call them, with their fourteen hunters and four hacks, will smile at the idea of a man going from home to hunt with only a couple of screws, but Mr. Sponge knew what he was about and didnt want any one to counsel him. He knew there were places where a man can follow up the effect produced by a red coat in the morning to great advantage in the evening; and if he couldnt hunt every day in the week, as he could have wished, he felt he might fill up his time perhaps quite as profitably in other ways. The ladies, to do them justice, are never at all suspicious about men  on the nibble  always taking it for granted, they are all they could wish, and they know each other so well, that any cautionary hint acts rather in a mans favour than otherwise. Moreover, hunting men, as we said before, are all supposed to be rich, and as very few ladies are aware that a horse cant hunt every day in the week, they just class the whole genus fourteen-horse power men, ten-horse power men, five-horse power men, two-horse power men, together, and tying them in a bunch, label it very rich, and proceed to take measures accordingly.

Let us now visit one of the strongholds of fox and fortune-hunting.

A sudden turn of a long, gently rising, but hitherto uninteresting road, brings the posting traveller suddenly upon the rich, well-wooded, beautifully undulating vale of Fordingford, whose fine green pastures are brightened with occasional gleams of a meandering river, flowing through the centre of the vale. In the far distance, looking as though close upon the blue hills, though in reality several miles apart, sundry spires and taller buildings are seen rising above the grey mists towards which a straight, undeviating, matter-of-fact line of railway passing up the right of the vale, directs the eye. This is the famed Laverick Wells, the resort, as indeed all watering-places are, according to newspaper accounts, of

Knights and dames,
And all that wealth and lofty lineage claim.

At the period of which we write, however, Laverick Wells was in great feather  it had never known such times. Every house, every lodging, every hole and corner was full, and the great hotels, which more resemble Lancashire cotton-mills than English hostelries, were sending away applicants in the most offhand, indifferent way.

The Laverick Wells hounds had formerly been under the management of the well-known Mr. Thomas Slocdolager, a hard-riding, hard-bitten, hold-harding sort of sportsman, whose whole soul was in the thing, and who would have ridden over his best friend in the ardour of the chase.
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MR. THOMAS SLOCDOLAGER, LATE MASTER OF THE LAVERICK WELLS HOUNDS

In some countries such a creature may be considered an acquisition, and so long as he reigned at the Wells, people made the best they could of him, though it was painfully apparent to the livery-stable keepers, and others, who had the best interest of the place at heart, that such a red-faced, gloveless, drab-breeched, mahogany-booted buffer, who would throw off at the right time, and who resolutely set his great stubbly-cheeked face against all show meets and social intercourse in the field, was not exactly the man for a civilized place. Whether time might have enlightened Mr. Slocdolager as to the fact, that continuous killing of foxes, after fatiguingly long runs, was not the way to the hearts of the Laverick Wells sportsmen, is unknown, for on attempting to realize as fine a subscription as ever appeared upon paper, it melted so in the process of collection, that what was realized was hardly worth his acceptance; saying so, in his usual blunt way, that if he hunted a country at his own expense he would hunt one that wasnt encumbered with fools, he just stamped his little wardrobe into a pair of old black saddle-bags, and rode out of town without saying tar, tar, good-bye, carding, or P.P.C.-ing anybody.

This was at the end of a season, a circumstance that considerably mitigated the inconvenience so abrupt a departure might have occasioned, and as one of the great beauties of Laverick Wells is, that it is just as much in vogue in summer as in winter, the inhabitants consoled themselves with the old aphorism, that there is as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it, and cast about in search of some one to supply his place at as small cost to themselves as possible. In a place so replete with money and the enterprise of youth, little difficulty was anticipated, especially when the old bait of a name being all that was wanted, an ample subscription, to defray all expenses figuring in the background, was held out.


CHAPTER V

MR. WAFFLES
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AMONG A HOST of most meritorious young men  (any of whom would get up behind a bill for five hundred pounds without looking to see that it wasnt a thousand)  among a host of most meritorious young men who made their appearance at Laverick Wells towards the close of Mr. Slocdolagers reign, was Mr. Waffles; a most enterprising youth, just on the verge of arriving of age, and into the possession of a very considerable amount of charming ready money.

Were it not that a proud aristocracy, as Sir Robert Peel called them, have shown that they can get over any little deficiency of birth if there is sufficiency of cash, we should have thought it necessary to make the best of Mr. Waffles pedigree, but the tide of opinion evidently setting the other way, we shall just give it as we had it, and let the proud aristocracy reject him if they like. Mr. Waffles father, then, was either a great grazier or a great brazier  which, we are unable to say, for a small drop of ink having fallen, not like dew, but like a black beetle, on the first letter of the word in our correspondents communication, it may do for either  but in one of which trades he made a mint of money, and latish on in life married a lady who hitherto had filled the honourable office of dairy-maid in his house; she was a fine handsome woman and a year or two after the birth of this their only child, he departed this life, nearer eighty than seventy, leaving an inconsolable, &c., who unfortunately contracted matrimony with a master pork-butcher, before she got the fine flattering white monument up, causing young Waffles to be claimed for dry-nursing by that expert matron the High Court of Chancery; who, of course, had him properly educated  where, it is immaterial to relate, as we shall step on till we find him at college.

Our friend, having proved rather too vivacious for the Oxford Dons, had been recommended to try the effects of the Laverick Wells, or any other waters he liked, and had arrived with a couple of hunters and a hack, much to the satisfaction of the neighbouring master of hounds and his huntsman; for Waffles had ridden over and maimed more hounds to his own share, during the two seasons he had been at Oxford, than that gentleman had been in the habit of appropriating to the use of the whole university. Corresponding with that gentlemans delight at getting rid of him was Mr. Slocdolagers dismay at his appearance, for fully satisfied that Oxford was the seat of fox-hunting as well as of all the other arts and sciences, Mr. Waffles undertook to enlighten him and his huntsman on the mysteries of their calling, and Old Sloc, as he was called, being a very silent man, while Mr. Waffles was a very noisy one. Sloc was nearly talked deaf by him.

Mr. Waffles was just in the hey-day of hot, rash, youthful indiscretion and extravagance. He had not the slightest idea of the value of money, and looked at the fortune he was so closely approaching as perfectly inexhaustible. His rooms, the most spacious and splendid at that most spacious and splendid hotel, the Imperial, were filled with a profusion of the most useless but costly articles. Jewellery without end, pictures innumerable, pictures that represented all sorts of imaginary sums of money, just as they represented all sorts of imaginary scenes, but whose real worth or genuineness would never be tested till the owner wanted to convert them.

Mr. Waffles was a pretty man. Tall, slim, and slight, with long curly light hair, pink and white complexion, visionary whispers, and a tendency to moustache that could best be seen sideways. He had light blue eyes; while his features generally were good, but expressive of little beyond great good-humour. In dress, he was both smart and various; indeed, we feel a difficulty in fixing him in any particular costume, so frequent and opposite were his changes. He had coats of every cut and colour. Sometimes he was the racing man with a bright-buttond Newmarket brown cut-away, and white-cord trousers, with drab cloth-boots; anon, he would be the officer, and shine forth in a fancy forage cap, cocked jauntily over a profusion of well-waxed curls, a richly braided surtout, with military overalls strapped down over highly varnished boots, whose hypocritical heels would sport a pair of large rowelled long-necked, ringing, brass spurs. Sometimes he was a Jack tar, with a little glazed hat, a once-round tie, a checked shirt, a blue jacket, roomy trousers, and broad-stringed pumps; and, before the admiring ladies had well digested him in that dress, he would be seen cantering away on a long-tailed white barb, in a pea-green duck-hunter, with cream-coloured leather and rose-tinted tops. He was

All things by turns, and nothing long.

Such was the gentleman elected to succeed the silent, matter-of-fact Mr. Slocdolager in the important office of Master of the Laverick Wells Hunt; and whatever may be the merits of either  upon which we pass no opinion  it cannot be denied that they were essentially different. Mr. Slocdolager was a man of few words, and not at all a ladies man. He could not even talk when he was crammed with wine, and though he could hold a good quantity, people soon found out they might just as well pour it into a jug as down his throat, so they gave up asking him out. He was a man of few coats, as well as of few words; one on, and one off, being the extent of his wardrobe. His scarlet was growing plum-colour, and the rest of his hunting costume has been already glanced at. He lodged above Smallbones, the veterinary surgeon, in a little back street, where he lived in the quietest way, dining when he came in from hunting,  dressing, or rather changing, only when he was wet, hunting each fox again over his brandy-and-water, and bundling off to bed long before many of his field had left the dining-room. He was little better than a better sort of huntsman.

Waffles, as we said before, had made himself conspicuous towards the close of Mr. Slocdolagers reign, chiefly by his dashing costume, his reckless riding, and his off-hand way of blowing up and slanging people.

Indeed, a stranger would have taken him for the master, a delusion that was heightened by his riding with a formidable-looking sherry-case, in the shape of a horn, at his saddle. Save when engaged in sucking this, his tongue was never at fault. It was jabber, jabber, jabber; chatter, chatter, chatter; prattle, prattle, prattle; occasionally about something, oftener about nothing, but in cover or out, stiff country or open, trotting or galloping, wet day or dry, good scenting day or bad, Waffles clapper never was at rest. Like all noisy chaps, too, he could not bear any one to make a noise but himself. In furtherance of this, he called in the aid of his Oxfordshire rhetoric. He would halloo at people, designating them by some peculiarity that he thought he could wriggle out of, if necessary, instead of attacking them by name. Thus, if a man spoke, or placed himself where Waffles thought he ought not to be (that is to say, anywhere but where Waffles was himself), he would exclaim, Pray, sir, hold your tongue!  you, sir!  no, sir, not you  the man that speaks as if he had a brush in his throat!  or, Do come away, sir!  you, sir!  the man in the mushroom-looking hat!  or, that gentleman in the parsimonious boots! looking at some one with very narrow tops.
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MR. WAFFLES, THE PRESENT MASTER OF THE LAVERICK WELLS HOUNDS

Still, he was a rattling, good-natured, harum-scarum fellow; and masterships of hounds, memberships of Parliament  all expensive unmoney-making offices,  being things that most men are anxious to foist upon their friends, Mr. Waffles big talk and interference in the field procured him the honour of the first refusal. Not that he was the man to refuse, for he jumped at the offer, and, as he would be of age before the season came round, and would have got all his money out of Chancery, he disdained to talk about a subscription, and boldly took the hounds as his own. He then became a very important personage at Laverick Wells.

He had always been a most important personage among the ladies, but as the men couldnt marry him, those who didnt want to borrow money of him, of course, ran him down. It used to be, Look at that dandified ass, Waffles, I declare the sight of him makes me sick; or, What a barbers apprentice that fellow is, with his ringlets all smeared with Macassar.

Now it was Waffles this, Waffles that, Who dines with Waffles? Waffles is the best fellow under the sun! By Jingo, I know no such man as Waffles! Most deserving young man!

In arriving at this conclusion, their judgement was greatly assisted by the magnificent way he went to work. Old Tom Towler, the whip, who had toiled at his calling for twenty long years on fifty pounds and what he could pick up, was advanced to a hundred and fifty, with a couple of men under him. Instead of riding worn-out, tumble-down, twenty-pound screws, he was mounted on hundred-guinea horses, for which the dealers were to have a couple of hundred, when they were paid. Everything was in the same proportion.

Mr. Waffles succession to the hunt made a great commotion among the fair  many elegant and interesting young ladies, who had been going on the pious tack against the Reverend Solomon Winkeyes, the popular bachelor preacher of St. Margarets, teaching in his schools, distributing his tracts, and collecting the penny subscriptions for his clothing club, now took to riding in fan-tailed habits and feathered hats, and talking about leaping and hunting, and riding over rails. Mr. Waffles had a pound of hat-strings sent him in a week, and muffatees innumerable. Some, we are sorry to say, worked him cigar-cases. He, in return, having expended a vast of toil and ingenuity in inventing a button, now had several dozen of them worked up into brooches, which he scattered about with a liberal hand. It was not one of your matter-of-fact story-telling buttons  a fox with tally-ho, or a foxs head grinning in grim death  making a red coat look like a miniature butchers shamble, but it was one of your queer-twisting lettered concerns, that may pass either for a military button or a naval button, or a club button, or even for a livery button. The letters, two Ws, were so skilfully entwined, that even a compositor  and compositors are people who can read almost anything  would have been puzzled to decipher it. The letters were gilt, riveted on steel, and the wearers of the button-brooches were very soon dubbed by the non-recipients, Mr. Waffles sheep.

A fine button naturally requires a fine coat to put it on, and many were the consultations and propositions as to what it should be. Mr. Slocdolager had done nothing in the decorative department, and many thought the failure of funds was a good deal attributable to that fact. Mr. Waffles was not the man to lose an opportunity of adding another costume to his wardrobe, and after an infinity of trouble, and trials of almost all the colours of the rainbow, he at length settled the following uniform, which, at least, had the charm of novelty to recommend it. The morning, or hunt-coat, was to be scarlet, with a cream-coloured collar and cuffs; and the evening, or dress coat, was to be cream-colour, with a scarlet collar and cuffs, and scarlet silk facings and linings, looking as if the wearer had turned the morning one inside out. Waistcoats, and other articles of dress, were left to the choice of the wearer, experience having proved that they are articles it is impossible to legislate upon with any effect.

The old ladies, bless their disinterested hearts, alone looked on the hound freak with other than feelings of approbation.

They thought it a pity he should take them. They wished he mightnt injure himself  hounds were expensive things  led to habits of irregularity  should be sorry to see such a nice young man as Mr. Waffles led astray  not that it would make any difference to them, but  (looking significantly at their daughters). No fox had been hunted by more hounds than Waffles had been by the ladies; but though he had chatted and prattled with fifty fair maids  any one of whom he might have found difficult to resist, if pinned single-handed by, in a country house, yet the multiplicity of assailants completely neutralized each other, and verified the truth of the adage that there is safety in a crowd.

If pretty, lisping Miss Wordsworth thought she had shot an arrow home to his heart over night, a fresh smile and dart from little Mary Oglebys dark eyes extracted it in the morning, and made him think of her till the commanding figure and noble air of the Honourable Miss Letitia Amelia Susannah Jemimah de Jenkins, in all the elegance of first-rate millinery and dressmakership, drove her completely from his mind, to be in turn displaced by some one more bewitching. Mr. Waffles was reputed to be made of money, and he went at it as though he thought it utterly impossible to get through it. He was greatly aided in his endeavours by the fact of its being all in the funds  a great convenience to the spendthrift. It keeps him constantly in cash, and enables him to cut and come again, as quick as ever he likes. Land is not half so accommodating; neither is money on mortgage. What with time spent in investigating a title, or giving notice to pay in, an industrious man wants a second loan by the time, or perhaps before, he gets the first. Acres are not easy of conversion, and the mere fact of wanting to sell implies a deficiency somewhere. With money in the funds, a man has nothing to do but lodge a power of attorney with his broker, and write up for four or five thousand pounds, just as he would write to his bootmaker for four or five pairs of boots, the only difference being, that in all probability the money would be down before the boots. Then, with money in the funds, a man keeps up his credit to the far end  the last thousand telling no more tales than the first, and making just as good a show.

We are almost afraid to say what Mr. Waffles means were, but we really believe, at the time he came of age, that he had 100,000l. in the funds, which were nearly at par  a term expressive of each hundred being worth a hundred, and not eighty-nine or ninety pounds as is now the case, which makes a considerable difference in the melting. Now a real bona fide 100,000l. always counts as three in common parlance, which latter sum would yield a larger income than gilds the horizon of the most mercenary mothers mind, say ten thousand a-year, which we believe is generally allowed to be v  a  a  ry handsome.

No wonder, then, that Mr. Waffles was such a hero. Another great recommendation about him was, that he had not had time to be much plucked. Many of the young men of fortune that appear upon town have lost half their feathers on the race-course or the gaming-table before the ladies get a chance at them; but here was a nice, fresh-coloured youth, with all his downy verdure full upon him. It takes a vast of clothes, even at Oxford prices, to come to a thousand pounds, and if we allow four or five thousand for his other extravagances, he could not have done much harm to a hundred thousand.

Our friend, soon finding that he was cock of the walk, had no notion of exchanging his greatness for the nothingness of London, and, save going up occasionally to see about opening the flood-gates of his fortune, he spent nearly the whole summer at Laverick Wells. A fine season it was, too  the finest season the Wells had ever known. When at length the long London season closed, there was a rush of rank and fashion to the English watering-places, quite unparalleled in the recollection of the oldest inhabitants. There were blooming widows in every stage of grief and woe, from the becoming cap to the fashionable corset and ball flounce  widows who would never forget the dear deceased, or think of any other man  unless he had at least five thousand a year. Lovely girls, who didnt care a farthing if the man was only handsome; and smiling mammas egging them on, who would look very different when they came to the horrid £ s. d. And this mercantile expression leads us to the observation that we know nothing so dissimilar as a trading town and a watering-place. In the one, all is bustle, hurry, and activity; in the other, people dont seem to know what to do to get through the day. The city and west-end present somewhat of the contrast, but not to the extent of manufacturing or sea-port towns and watering-places. Bathing-places are a shade better than watering-places in the way of occupation, for people can sit staring at the sea, counting the ships, or polishing their nails with a shell, whereas at watering-places, they have generally little to do but stare at and talk of each other, and mark the progress of the day, by alternately drinking at the wells, eating at the hotels, and wandering between the library and the railway station. The ladies get on better, for where there are ladies there are always fine shops, and what between turning over the goods, and sweeping the streets with their trains, making calls, and arranging partners for balls, they get through their time very pleasantly; but what is life to them is often death to the men.


CHAPTER VI

LAVERICK WELLS
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THE FLATTERING ACCOUNTS Mr. Sponge read in the papers of the distinguished company assembled at Laverick Wells, together with details of the princely magnificence of the wealthy commoner, Mr. Waffles, who appeared to entertain all the world at dinner after each days hunting made Mr. Sponge think it would be a very likely place to suit him. Accordingly, thither he despatched Mr. Leather with the redoubtable horses by the road, intending to follow in as many hours by the rail as it took them days to trudge on foot.

Railways have helped hunting as well as other things, and enables a man to glide down into the grass sheers, as Mr. Buckram calls them, with as little trouble, and in as short a time almost, as it took him to accomplish a meet at Croydon, or at the Magpies at Staines. But to our groom and horses.

Mr. Sponge was too good a judge to disfigure the horses with the miserable, pulpy, weather-bleached job-saddles and bridles of livery, but had them properly turned out with well-made, slightly-worn London ones of his own, and nice, warm brown woollen rugs, below broadly bound, blue-and-white-striped sheeting, with richly braided lettering, and blue and white cordings. A good saddle and bridle makes a difference of ten pounds in the looks of almost any horse. There is no need because a man rides a hack horse to proclaim it to all the world; a fact that few hack horse letters seem to be aware of. Perhaps, indeed, they think to advertise them by means of their inferior appointments.

Leather, too, did his best to keep up appearances, and turned out in a very stud-groomish-looking, basket-buttond, brown cutaway, with a clean striped vest, ample white cravat, drab breeches and boots, that looked as though they had brushed through a few bullfinches; and so they had, but not with Leathers legs in them, for he had bought them second-hand of a pad groom in distress. His hands were encased in cats-skin sable gloves, showing that he was a gentleman who liked to be comfortable. Thus accoutred, he rode down Broad Street at Laverick Wells, looking like a fine, faithful old family servant, with a slight scorbutic affection of the nose. He had everything correctly arranged in true sporting marching order. The collar-shanks were neatly coiled under the headstalls, the clothing tightly rolled and balanced above the little saddle-bags on the led horse, Multum in Parvos back, with the story-telling whip sticking through the roller.

Leather arrived at Laverick Wells just as the first shades of a November night were drawing on, and anxious mammas and careful chaperons were separating their fair charges from their respective admirers and the dreaded night air, leaving the streets to the gaslight men and youths who love the moon. The girls having been withdrawn, licentious youths linked arms, and bore down the broad pavé, quizzing this person, laughing at that, and staring the pin-stickers and straw-chippers out of countenance.

Heres an arrival! exclaimed one. Dash my buttons, who have we here? asked another, as Leather hove in sight. Thats not a bad looking horse, observed a third. Bid him five pounds for it for me, rejoined a fourth.

I say, old Bardolph! who do them ere quadrupeds belong to? asked one, taking a scented cigar out of his mouth.

Leather, though as impudent a dog as any of them, and far more than a match for the best of them at a tournament of slang, being on his preferment, thought it best to be civil, and replied, with a touch of his hat, that they were Mr. Sponges.

Ah! old sponge biscuits!  I know him! exclaimed a youth in a Tweed wrapper. My father married his aunt. Give my love to him, and tell him to breakfast with me at six in the morning  he! he! he!

I say, old boy, that copper-coloured quadruped hasnt got all his shoes on before, squeaked a childish voice, now raised for the first time.

Thats intended, govnor, growled Leather, riding on, indignant at the idea of any one attempting to sell him with such an old stable joke. So Leather passed on through the now splendidly lit up streets, the large plate-glass windowed shops, radiant with gas, exhibiting rich, many-coloured velvets, silver gauzes, ribbons without end, fancy flowers, elegant shawls labelled Very chaste, Patronized by Royalty, Quite the go! and white kid-gloves in such profusion that there seemed to be a pair for every person in the place.

Mr. Leather established himself at the Eclipse Livery and Bait Stables, in Pegasus Street, or Peg Street, as it is generally called, where he enacted the character of stud-groom to perfection, doing nothing himself, but seeing that others did his work, and strutting consequentially with the corn-sieves at feeding time.

After Leathers long London experience, it is natural to suppose that he would not be long in falling in with some old acquaintance at a place like the Wells, and the first night fortunately brought him in contact with a couple of grooms who had had the honour of his acquaintance when in all the radiance of his glass-blown wigged prosperity as body-coachman to the Duke of Dazzleton, and who knew nothing of the treadmill, or his subsequent career. This introduction served with his own easy assurance, and the deference country servants always pay to London ones, at once to give him standing, and it is creditable to the etiquette of servitude to say, that on joining the Mutton Chop and Mealy Potato Club, at the Cat and Bagpipes, on the second night after his arrival, the whole club rose to receive him on entering, and placed him in the post of honour, on the right of the president.

He was very soon quite at home with the whole of them, and ready to tell anything he knew of the great families in which he had lived. Of course, he abused the dukes place, and said he had been obliged to give him hup at last, bein quite an unpossible man to live with; indeed, his only wonder was, that he had been able to put hup with him so long. The duchess was a good cretur, he said, and, indeed, it was mainly on her account that he stayed, but as to the duke, he was  everything that was bad, in short.

Mr. Sponge, on the other hand, had no reason to complain of the colours in which his stud-groom painted him. Instead of being the shirtless strapper of a couple of vicious hack hunters. Leather made himself out to be the general superintendent of the opulent owner of a large stud. The exact number varied with the number of glasses of grog Leather had taken, but he never had less than a dozen, and sometimes as many as twenty hunters under his care. These, he said, were planted all over the kingdom; some at Melton, to unt with the Quorn; some at Northampton, to unt with the Pytchley; some at Lincoln, to unt with Lord Enry; and some at Louth, to unt with  he didnt know who. What a fine flattering, well-spoken world this is, when the speaker can raise his own consequence by our elevation! One would think that envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness had gone to California. A weak-minded man might have his head turned by hearing the description given of him by his friends. But hear the same party on the running-down tack!  when either his own importance is not involved, or dire offence makes it worth his while to cut off his nose to spite his face. No one would recognize the portrait then drawn as one of the same individual.

Mr. Leather, as we said before, was in the laudatory strain, but, like many indiscreet people, he overdid it. Not content with magnifying the stud to the liberal extent already described, he must needs puff his masters riding, and indulge in insinuations about showing them all the way, and so on. Now nothing aggrawates other grooms so much as this sort of threat, and few things travel quicker than these sort of vapourings to their masters ears. Indeed, we can only excuse the lengths to which Leather went, on the ground of his previous coaching career not having afforded him a due insight into the delicacies of the hunting stable; it being remembered that he was only now acting as stud-groom for the first time. However, be that as it may, he brewed up a pretty storm, and the longer it raged the stronger it became.

Ord dash it! exclaimed young Spareneck, the steeple-chase rider, bursting into Scorers billiard-room in the midst of a full gathering, who were looking on at a grand game of poule, Ord dash it! theres a fellow coming who swears by Jove that hell take the shine out of us all, cut us all down!

Ill play him for what he likes! exclaimed the cool, coatless Captain Macer, striking his ball away for a cannon.

Hang your play! replied Spareneck; youre always thinking of play  its hunting Im talking of. bringing his heavy, silver-mounted jockey-whip a crack down his leg.

You dont say so! exclaimed Sam Shortcut, who had been flattered into riding rather harder than he liked, and feared his pluck might be put to the test.

What a ruffian!  (puff)  observed Mr. Waffles, taking his cigar from his mouth as he sat on the bench, dressed as a racket-player, looking on at the game, he shallnt ride roughshod over us.

That he shallnt! exclaimed Caingey Thornton, Mr. Waffless premier toady, and constant trencherman.

Ill ride him! rejoined Mr. Spareneck, jockeying his arms, and flourishing his whip as if he was at work, adding: his old brandy-nosed, frosty-whiskered trumpeter of a groom says hes coming down by the five oclock train. I vote we go and meet him  invite him to a steeple-chase by moonlight.

I vote we go and see him, at all events, observed Frank Hoppey, laying down his cue and putting on his coat, adding, I should like to see a man bold enough to beard a whole hunt  especially such a hunt as ours.

Finish the game first, observed Captain Macer, who had rather the best of it.

No, leave the balls as they are till we come back, rejoined Ned Stringer; we shall be late. See, its only ten to, now, continued he, pointing to the timepiece above the fire; whereupon there was a putting away of cues, hurrying on of coats, seeking of hats, sorting of sticks, and a general desertion of the room for the railway station.
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MR. SPONGE ARRIVES AT LAVERICK WELLS


CHAPTER VII

OUR HERO ARRIVES AT LAVERICK WELLS
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PUNCTUAL TO THE moment, the railway train, conveying the redoubtable genius, glid into the well-lighted, elegant little station of Laverick Wells, and out of a first-class carriage emerged Mr. Sponge, in a down the road coat, carrying a horse-sheet wrapper in his hand. So small and insignificant did the station seem after the gigantic ones of London, that Mr. Sponge thought he had wasted his money in taking a first-class ticket, seeing there was no one to know. Mr. Leather, who was in attendance, having received him hat in hand, with all the deference due to the master of twenty hunters, soon undeceived him on that point. Having eased him of his wrapper, and inquired about his luggage, and despatched a porter for a fly, they stood together over the portmanteau and hat-box till it arrived.

How are the horses? asked Sponge.

Oh, the osses be nicely, sir, replied Leather; they travelled down uncommon well, and Ive had em both removed sin they comd, so either on em is fit to go i the mornin that you think proper.

Where are the hounds? asked our hero.

Ounds be at Whirleypool Windmill, replied Leather, thats about five miles off.

What sort of country is it? inquired Sponge.

It be a stiffish country from all accounts, with a good deal o water jumpin; that is to say, the Liffey runs twistin and twinin about it like a HEel.

Then Id better ride the brown, I think, observed Sponge, after a pause: he has size and stride enough to cover anything, if he will but face water.

Ill warrant him for that, replied Leather; only let the Latchfords well into him, and hell go.

Are there many hunting-men down? inquired our friend casually.

Great many, replied Leather, great many; some good ands among em too; at least to say their grums, though I never believe all these jockeys say. There be some on em ere now, observed Leather, in an undertone, with a wink of his roguish eye, and jerk of his head towards where a knot of them stood eyeing our friend most intently.

Which? inquired Sponge, looking about the thinly peopled station.

There, replied Leather, those by the book-stall. That be Mr. Waffles, continued he, giving his master a touch in the ribs as he jerked his portmanteau into a fly, that be Mr. Waffles, repeated he, with a knowing leer.

Which? inquired Mr. Sponge eagerly.

The gent in the green wide-awake at, and big-buttond overcoat, replied Leather, jest now a speakin to the youth in the tweed and all tweed; that be Master Caingey Thornton, as big a little blackguard as any in the place  lives upon Waffles, and yet never has a good word to say for him, no, nor for no one else  and yet to ear the little devil a-talkin to him, youd really fancy he believed there wasnt not never sich another man i the world as Waffles  not another sich rider  not another sich racket-player  not another sich pigeon-shooter  not another sich fine chap altogether.

Has Thornton any horses? asked Sponge.

Not he, replied Leather, not he, nor the genlman next him nouther  he, in the pilot coat, with the whip sticking out of the pocket, nor the one in the coffee-coloured at, nor none on em in fact; adding, they all live on Squire Waffles  breakfast with him  dine with him  drink with him  smoke with him  and if any on em appen to ave an orse, why they sell to him, and so ride for nothin themselves.

A convenient sort of gentleman, observed Mr. Sponge, thinking he, too, might accommodate him.

The fly-man now touched his hat, indicative of a wish to be off, having a fare waiting elsewhere. Mr. Sponge directed him to proceed to the Brunswick Hotel, while, accompanied by Leather, he proceeded on foot to the stables.

Mr. Leather, of course, had the valuable stud under lock and key, with every crevice and air-hole well stuffed with straw, as if they had been the most valuable horses in the world. Having produced the ring-key from his pocket, Mr. Leather opened the door, and having got his master in, speedily closed it, lest a breath of fresh air might intrude. Having lighted a lucifer, he turned on the gas, and exhibited the blooming-coated horses, well littered in straw, showing that he was not the man to pay four-and-twenty shillings a week for nothing. Mr. Sponge stood eyeing them for some seconds with evident approbation.

If any one asks you about the horses, you can say they are mine, you know, at length observed he casually, with an emphasis on the mine.

In course, replied Leather.

I mean, you neednt say anything about their being jobs, observed Sponge, fearing Leather mightnt exactly take.

You trust me, replied Leather, with a knowing wink and a jerk of his elbow against his masters side; you trust me, repeated he, with a look as much as to say, we understand each other.

Ive hadded a few to them, indeed, continued Leather, looking to see how his master took it.

Have you? observed Mr. Sponge inquiringly.

Ive made out that youve as good as twenty, one way or another, observed Leather; some ere, some there, all over in fact, and that you jest run about the country, and unt with oever comes huppermost.

Well, and whats the upshot of it all? inquired Mr. Sponge, thinking his groom seemed wonderfully enthusiastic in his interest.

Why, the hupshot of it is, replied Leather, that the men are all mad, and the women all wild to see you. I hear at my club, the Mutton Chop and Mealy Potato Club, which is frequented by flunkies as well as grums, that theres nothin talked of at dinner or tea, but the terrible rich stranger thats a comin, and the gals are all pulling caps, whos to have the first chance.

Indeed, observed Mr. Sponge, chuckling at the sensation he was creating.

The Miss Shapsets, there be five on em, have had a game at fly loo for you, continued Leather, at least so their little maid tells me.

Fly what? inquired Mr. Sponge.

Fly loo, repeated Leather, fly loo.

Mr. Sponge shook his head. For once he was not fly.

You see, continued Leather, in explanation, their father is one of them tight-laced candlestick priests wot abhors all sorts of wice and himmorality, and wont stand card playin, or gamblin, or nothin o that sort, so the young ladies when they want to settle a point, whos to be married first, or whos to have the richest usband, play fly loo. Sposing its at breakfast time, they all sit quiet and sober like round the table, lookin as if butter wouldnt melt in their mouths, and each has a lump o sugar on her plate, or by her cup, or somewhere, and whoever can tice a fly to come to her sugar first, wins the wager, or whatever it is they play for.

Five on em, as Leather said, being a hopeless number to extract any good from, Mr. Sponge changed the subject by giving orders for the morrow.

Mr. Sponges appearance being decidedly of the sporting order, and his horses maintaining the character, did not alleviate the agitated minds of the sporting beholders, ruffled as they were with the threatening, vapouring insinuations of the coachman-groom, Peter Leather. There is nothing sets mens backs up so readily, as a hint that any one is coming to take the shine out of them across country. We have known the most deadly feuds engendered between parties who never spoke to each other by adroit go-betweens reporting to each what the other said, or, perhaps, did not say, but what the go-betweens knew would so rouse the British lion as to make each ride to destruction if necessary.

Hes a varmint-looking chap, observed Mr. Waffles, as the party returned from the railway station; shouldnt wonder if he can go  dare say hell try  shouldnt wonder if hes floored  awfully stiff country this for horses that are not used to it  most likely his are Leicestershire nags, used to fly  wont do here. If he attempts to take some of our big banked bullfinches in his stride, with a yawner on each side, will get into grief.

Hang him, interrupted Caingey Thornton, there are good men in all countries.

So there are! exclaimed Mr. Spareneck, the steeple-chase rider.

Ive no notion of a fellow lording it, because he happens to come out of Leicestershire, rejoined Mr. Thornton.

Nor I! exclaimed Mr. Spareneck.

Why doesnt he stay in Leicestershire? asked Mr. Hoppey, now raising his voice for the first time  adding, Who asked him here?

Who, indeed? sneered Mr. Thornton.

In this mood our friends arrived at the Imperial Hotel, where there was always a dinner the day before hunting  a dinner that, somehow, was served up in Mr. Waffless rooms, who was allowed the privilege of paying for all those who did not pay for themselves; rather a considerable number, we believe.

The best of everything being good enough for the guests, and profuse liberality the order of the day, the cloth generally disappeared before a contented audience, whatever humour they might have set down in. As the least people can do who dine at an inn and dont pay their own shot, is to drink the health of the man who does pay, Mr. Waffles was always lauded and applauded to the skies  such a master  such a sportsman  such knowledge  such science  such a pattern-card. On this occasion the toast was received with extra enthusiasm, for the proposer, Mr. Caingey Thornton, who was desperately in want of a mount, after going the rounds of the old laudatory course, alluded to the threatened vapourings of the stranger, and expressed his firm belief that he would meet with his match, a taking of the bull by the horns, that met with very considerable favour from the wine-flushed party, the majority of whom, at that moment, made very small, in their own minds, of the biggest fence that ever was seen.

There is nothing so easy as going best pace over the mahogany.

Mr. Waffles, who was received with considerable applause, and patting of the table, responded to the toast in his usual felicitous style, assuring the company that he lived but for the enjoyment of their charming society, and that all the money in the world would be useless, if he hadnt Laverick Wells to spend it in. With regard to the vapourings of a certain gentleman, he thought it would be very odd if some of them could not take the shine out of him, observing that Brag was a good dog, but Holdfast was a better, with certain other sporting similes and phrases, all indicative of showing fight. The steam is soon got up after dinner, and as they were all of the same mind, and all agreed that a gross insult had been offered to the hunt in general, and themselves in particular, the only question was, how to revenge it. At last they hit upon it. Old Slocdolager, the late master of the hunt, had been in the habit of having Tom Towler, the huntsman, to his lodgings the night before hunting, where, over a glass of gin-and-water, they discussed the doings of the day, and the general arrangements of the country.

Mr. Waffles had had him in sometimes, though for a different purpose  at least, in reality for a different purpose, though he always made hunting the excuse for sending for him, and that purpose was, to try how many silver foxes heads full of port wine Tom could carry off without tumbling, and the old fellow being rather liquorishly inclined, had never made any objection to the experiment. Mr. Waffles now wanted him, to endeavour, under the mellowing influence of drink, to get him to enter cordially into what he knew would be distasteful to the old sportsmans feelings, namely, to substitute a drag for the legitimate find and chase of the fox. Fox-hunting, though exciting and exhilarating at all times, except, perhaps, when the fallows are flying, and the sportsman feels that in all probability, the further he goes the further he is left behind  Fox-hunting, we say, though exciting and exhilarating, does not, when the real truth is spoken, present such conveniences for neck-breaking, as people, who take their ideas from Mr. Ackermanns print-shop window, imagine. That there are large places in most fences is perfectly true; but that there are also weak ones is also the fact, and a practised eye catches up the latter uncommonly quick. Therefore, though a madman may ride at the big places, a sane man is not expected to follow; and even should any one be tempted so to do, the madman having acted pioneer, will have cleared the way, or at all events proved its practicability for the follower.

In addition to this, however, hounds having to smell as they go, cannot travel at the ultra steeple-chase pace, so opposed to looking before you leap, and so conducive to danger and difficulty, and as going even at a fair pace depends upon the state of the atmosphere, and the scent the fox leaves behind, it is evident that where mere daring hard riding is the object, a fox-hunt cannot be depended upon for furnishing the necessary accommodation. A drag-hunt is quite a different thing. The drag can be made to any strength; enabling hounds to run as if they were tied to it, and can be trailed so as to bring in all the dangerous places in the country with a certain air of plausibility, enabling a man to look round and exclaim, as he crams at a bullfinch or brook, hes leading us over a most desperate country  never saw such fencing in all my life! Drag-hunting, however, as we said before, is not popular with sportsmen, certainly not with huntsmen, and though our friends with their wounded feelings determined to have one, they had yet to smooth over old Tom to get him to come into their views. That was now the difficulty.


CHAPTER VIII

OLD TOM TOWLER
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THERE ARE FEW more difficult persons to identify than a huntsman in undress, and of all queer ones perhaps old Tom Towler was the queerest. Tom in his person furnished an apt illustration of the right appropriation of talent and the fitness of things, for he would neither have made a groom, nor a coachman, nor a postillion, nor a footman, nor a ploughman, nor a mechanic, nor anything we know of, and yet he was first-rate as a huntsman. He was too weak for a groom too small for a coachman, too ugly for a postillion, too stunted for a footman, too light for a ploughman, too useless-looking for almost anything.

Any one looking at him in mufti would exclaim, what an unfortunate object! and perhaps offer him a penny, while in his hunting habiliments lords would hail him with, Well, Tom, how are you? and baronets ask him how he was? Commoners felt honoured by his countenance, and yet, but for hunting, Tom would have been wasted  a cypher  an inapplicable sort of man. Old Tom, in his scarlet coat, black cap, and boots, and Tom in his undress  say, shirt-sleves, shorts, grey stockings and shoes, bore about the same resemblance to each other that a three months dead jay nailed to a keepers lodge bears to the bright-plumaged bird when flying about. On horseback, Tom was a cockey, wiry-looking, keen-eyed, grim-visaged, hard-bitten little fellow, sitting as though he and his horse were all one, while on foot he was the most shambling, scambling, crooked-going crab that ever was seen. He was a complete mash of a man. He had been scalped by the branch of a tree, his nose knocked into a thing like a button by the kick of a horse, his teeth sent down his throat by a fall, his collar-bone fractured, his left leg broken and his right arm ditto, to say nothing of damage to his ribs, fingers, and feet, and having had his face scarified like pork by repeated brushings through strong thorn fences.

But we will describe him as he appeared before Mr. Waffles, and the gentlemen of the Laverick Wells Hunt, on the night of Mr. Sponges arrival. Toms spirit being roused at hearing the boastings of Mr. Leather, and thinking, perhaps, his master might have something to say, or thinking, perhaps, to partake of the eleemosynary drink generally going on in large houses of public entertainment, had taken up his quarters in the bar of the Imperial, where he was attentively perusing the meets in Bells Life, reading how the Atherstone met at Gopsall, the Bedale at Hornby, the Cottesmore at Tilton Wood, and so on, with an industry worthy of a better cause; for Tom neither knew country, nor places, nor masters, nor hounds, nor huntsmen, nor anything, though he still felt an interest in reading where they were going to hunt. Thus he sat with a quick ear, one of the few undamaged organs of his body, cocked to hear if Tom Towler was asked for; when a waiter dropping his name from the landing of the staircase to the hall porter, asking if anybody had seen anything of him, Tom folded up his paper, put it in his pocket, and passing his hand over the few straggling bristles yet sticking about his bald head, proceeded, hat in hand, upstairs to his masters room.

His appearance called forth a round of view halloos! Who-hoops! Tally-hos! Hark forwards! amidst which, and the waving of napkins, and general noises, Tom proceeded at a twisting, limping, halting, sideways sort of scramble up the room. His crooked legs didnt seem to have an exact understanding with his body which way they were to go; one, the right one, being evidently inclined to lurch off to the side, while the left one went stamp, stamp, stamp, as if equally determined to resist any deviation.

At length he reached the top of the table, where sat his master, with the glittering Foxs head before him. Having made a sort of scratch bow, Tom proceeded to stand at ease, as it were, on the left leg, while he placed the late recusant right, which was a trifle shorter, as a prop behind. No one, to look at the little wizend old man in the loose dark frock, baggy striped waistcoat, and patent cord breeches, extending below where the calves of his bow legs ought to have been, would have supposed that it was the noted huntsman and dashing rider, Tom Towler, whose name was celebrated throughout the country. He might have been a village tailor, or sexton, or barber; anything but a hero.

Well, Tom, said Mr. Waffles, taking up the Foxs head, as Tom came to anchor by his side, how are you?

Nicely, thank you, sir, replied Tom, giving the bald head another sweep.

Mr. Waffles. Whatll you drink?

Tom. Port, if you please, sir.

There it is for you, then, said Mr. Waffles, brimming the Foxs head, which held about the third of a bottle (an inn bottle at least), and handing it to him.

Gentlemen all, said Tom, passing his sleeve across his mouth, and casting a side-long glance at the company as he raised the cup to drink their healths.

He quaffed it off at a draught.

Well, Tom, and what shall we do to-morrow? asked Mr. Waffles, as Tom replaced the Foxs head, nose uppermost, on the table.
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Why, we must draw Ribston Wood fust, I spose, replied Tom, and then on to Bradwell Grove, unless you thought well of tryin Chesterton Common on the road, or

Aye, aye, interrupted Waffles, I know all that; but what I want to know is, whether we can make sure of a run. We want to give this great metropolitan swell a benefit. You know who I mean?

The genleman as is comd to the Brunswick, I spose, replied Tom; at least as is comin, for Ive not heard that hes comd yet.

Oh, but he has, replied Mr. Waffles, and I make no doubt will be out to-morrow.

S  o  o, observed Tom, in a long drawled note.

Well, now! do you think you can engage to give us a run? asked Mr. Waffles, seeing his huntsman did not seem inclined to help him to his point.

Ill do my best, replied Tom, cautiously running the many contingencies through his mind.

Take another drop of something, said Mr. Waffles, again raising the Foxs head. Whatll you have?

Port, if you please, replied Tom.

There, said Mr. Waffles, handing him another bumper; drink Fox-hunting.

Fox-huntin, said old Tom, quaffing off the measure, as before. A flush of life came into his weather-beaten face, just as a glow of heat enlivens a blacksmiths hearth, after a touch of the bellows.

You must never let this bumptious cock beat us, observed Mr. Waffles.

No  o  o, replied Tom, adding, theres no fear of that.

But he swears he will! exclaimed Mr. Caingey Thornton. He swears there isnt a man shall come within a field of him.

Indeed, observed Tom, with a twinkle of his little bright eyes.

I tell you what, Tom, observed Mr. Waffles, we must sarve him out, somehow.

Oh! hell sarve hissel out, in all probability, replied Tom; carelessly adding, these boastin chaps always do.

Couldnt we contrive something, asked Mr. Waffles, to draw him out?

Tom was silent. He was a hunting huntsman, not a riding one.

Have a glass of something, said Mr. Waffles, again appealing to the Foxs head.

Thank you, sir, Ive had a glass, replied Tom, sinking the second one.

What will you have? asked Mr. Waffles.

Port, if you please, replied Tom.

Here it is, rejoined Mr. Waffles, again handing him the measure.

Up went the cup, over went the contents; but Tom set it down with a less satisfied face than before. He had had enough. The left leg prop, too, gave way, and he was nearly toppling on the table.

Having got a chair for the dilapidated old man, they again essayed to get him into their line, with better success than before. Having plied him well with port, they now plied him well with the stranger, and what with the one and the other, and a glass or two of brandy-and-water, Tom became very tractable, and it was ultimately arranged that they should have a drag over the very stiffest parts of the country, wherein all who liked should take part, but that Mr. Caingey Thornton and Mr. Spareneck should be especially deputed to wait upon Mr. Sponge, and lead him into mischief. Of course it was to be a profound secret, and equally, of course, it stood a good chance of being kept, seeing how many were in it, the additional number it would have to be communicated to before it could be carried out, and the happy state old Tom was in for arranging matters. Nevertheless, our friends at the Imperial congratulated themselves on their success; and after a few minutes spent in discussing old Tom on his withdrawal, the party broke up, to array themselves in the splendid dress uniform of the Hunt, to meet again at Miss Jumpheavys ball.


CHAPTER IX

THE MEET  THE FIND, AND THE FINISH
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EARLY TO BED and early to rise being among Mr. Sponges maxims, he was enjoying the view of the pantiles at the back of his hotel shortly after daylight the next morning, a time about as difficult to fix in a November day as the age of a lady of a certain age. It takes even an expeditious dresser ten minutes or a quarter of an hour extra the first time he has to deal with boots and breeches; and Mr. Sponge being quite a pattern card in his peculiar line, of course took a good deal more to get himself up.

An accustomed eye could see a more than ordinary stir in the streets that morning. Riding-masters and their assistants might be seen going along with strings of saddled and side-saddled screws; flys began to roll at an earlier hour, and natty tigers to kick about in buckskins prior to departing with hunters, good, bad, and indifferent.

Each man had told his partner at Miss Jumpheavys ball of the capital trick they were going to play the stranger; and a desire to see the stranger, far more than a desire to see the trick, caused many fair ones to forsake their downy couches who had much better have kept them.

The world is generally very complaisant with regard to strangers, so long as they are strangers, generally making them out to be a good deal better than they really are, and Mr. Sponge came in for his full share of stranger credit. They not only brought all the twenty horses Leather said he had scattered about to Laverick Wells, but made him out to have a house in Eaton Square, a yacht at Cowes, and a first-rate moor in Scotland, and some said a peerage in expectancy. No wonder that he drew, as theatrical people say.

Let us now suppose him breakfasted, and ready for a start.

He was got up with uncommon care in the most complete style of the severe order of sporting costume. It being now the commencement of the legitimate hunting season  the first week in November  he availed himself of the privileged period for turning out in everything new. Rejecting the now generally worn cap, he adhered to the heavy, close-napped hat, described in our opening chapter, whose connexion with his head, or back, if it came off, was secured by a small black silk cord, hooked through the band by a foxs tooth, and anchored to a button inside the haven of his low coat-collar. His neck was enveloped in the ample folds of a large white silk cravat, tied in a pointing diamond tie, and secured with a large silver horse-shoe pin, the shoe being almost large enough for the foot of a young donkey.

His low, narrow-collared coat was of the infinitesimal order; that is to say, a coat, and yet as little of a coat as possible  very near a jacket, in fact. The seams, of course, were outside, and were it not for the extreme strength and evenness of the sewing and the evident intention of the thing, an ignorant person might have supposed that he had had his coat turned. A double layer of cloth extended the full length of the outside of the sleeves, much in the fashion of the stage-coachmens greatcoats in former times; and instead of cuffs, the sleeves were carried out to the ends of the fingers, leaving it to the fancy of the wearer to sport a long cuff or a short cuff, or no cuff at all  just as the weather dictated. Though the coat was single-breasted, he had a hole made on the button side, to enable him to keep it together by means of a miniature snaffle, instead of a button. The snaffle passed across his chest, from whence the coatee, flowing easily back, displayed the broad ridge and furrow of a white cord waistcoat, with a low step collar, the vest reaching low down his figure, with large flap pockets and a nick out in front, like a coachmans. Instead of buttons, the waistcoat was secured with foxes tusks and catgut loops, while a heavy curb chain, passing from one pocket to the other, raised the impression that there was a watch in one and a bunch of seals in the other. The waistcoat was broadly bound with white binding, and, like the coat, evinced great strength and powers of resistance. His breeches were of a still broader furrow than the waistcoat, looking as if the ploughman had laid two ridges into one. They came low down the leg, and were met by a pair of well-made, well put on, very brown topped boots, a colour then unknown at Laverick Wells. His spurs were bright and heavy, with formidable necks and rowels, whose slightest touch would make a horse wince, and put him on his good behaviour.

Nor did the great slapping brown horse, Hercules, turn out less imposingly than his master. Leather, though not the man to work himself, had a very good idea of work, and right manfully he made the helpers at the Eclipse livery and bait stables strap and groom his horses. Hercules was a fine animal. It did not require a man to be a great judge of a horse to see that. Even the ladies, though perhaps they would rather have had him a white or a cream colour, could not but admire his nut-brown muzzle, his glossy coat, his silky mane, and the elegant way in which he carried his flowing tail. His step was delightful to look at  so free, so accurate, and so easy. And that reminds us that we may as well be getting Mr. Sponge up  a feat of no easy accomplishment. Few hack hunters are without their little peculiarities. Some are runaways  some kick  some bite  some go tail first on the road  some go tail first at their fences  some rush as if they were going to eat them, others baulk them altogether  and few, very few, give satisfaction. Those that do, generally retire from the public stud to the private one. But to our particular quadruped, Hercules.

Mr. Sponge was not without his misgivings that, regardless of being on his preferment, the horse might exhibit more of his peculiarity than would forward his masters interests, and, independently of the disagreeableness of being kicked off at the cover side, not being always compensated for by falling soft, Mr. Sponge thought, as the meet was not far off, and he did not sport a cover hack, it would look quite as well to ride his horse quietly on as go in a fly, provided always he could accomplish the mount  the mount  like the man walking with his head under his arm  being the first step to everything.

Accordingly, Mr. Leather had the horse saddled and accoutred as quietly as possible  his warm clothing put over the saddle immediately, and everything kept as much in the usual course as possible, so that the noble animals temper might not be ruffled by unaccustomed trouble or unusual objects. Leather having seen that the horse could not eject Mr. Sponge even in trousers, had little fear of his dislodging him in boots and breeches; still it was desirable to avoid all unseemly contention, and maintain the high character of the stud, by which means Leather felt that his own character and consequence would best be maintained. Accordingly, he refrained from calling in the aid of any of the stable assistants, preferring for once to do a little work himself, especially when the rider was up to the trick, and not a gent to be cajoled into trying a horse. Mr. Sponge, punctual to his time, appeared at the stable, and after much patting, whistling, so  so  ing, my man, and general ingratiation, the redoubtable nag was led out of the stable into a well-littered straw-yard, where, though he might be gored by a bull if he fell, the eyes of England at all events would not witness the floorer. Horses, however, have wonderful memories and discrimination. Though so differently attired to what he was on the occasion of his trial, the horse seemed to recognize Mr. Sponge, and independently of a few snorts as he was led out, and an indignant stamp or two of his foot as it was let down, after Mr. Sponge was mounted he took things very quietly.

Now, said Leather, in an undertone, patting the horses arched neck, Ill give you a hint; theyre a goin to run a drag to try what hes made on, so be on the look-out.

How do you know? asked Mr. Sponge, in surprise, drawing his reins as he spoke.

I know, replied Mr. Leather with a wink.

Just then the horse began to plunge, and paw, and give symptoms of uneasiness, and not wishing to fret or exhibit his weak points, Mr. Sponge gave him his head, and passing through the side-gate was presently in the street. He didnt exactly understand it, but having full confidence in his horsemanship, and believing the one he was on required nothing but riding, he was not afraid to take his chance.

Not being the man to put his candle under a bushel, Mr. Sponge took the principal streets on his way out of town. We are not sure that he did not go rather out of his way to get them in, but that is neither here nor there, seeing he was a stranger who didnt know the way. What a sensation his appearance created as the gallant brown stepped proudly and freely up Coronation Street, showing his smart, clean, well-put-on head up and down on the unrestrained freedom of the snaffle.

Oh, d  n it, there he is! exclaimed Mr. Spareneck, jumping up from the breakfast-table, and nearly sweeping the contents off by catching the cloth with his spur.

Where? exclaimed half-a-dozen voices, amid a general rush to the windows.

What a fright! exclaimed little Miss Martindale, whispering into Miss Beauchamps ear: Im sure anybody may have him for me, though she felt in her heart that he was far from bad looking.

I wonder how long hes taken to put on that choker, observed Mr. Spareneck, eyeing him intently, not without an inward qualm that he had set himself a more difficult task than he imagined, to cut him down, especially when he looked at the noble animal he bestrode, and the masterly way he sat him.

What a pair of profligate boots, observed Captain Whitfield, as our friend now passed his lodgings.

It would be the duty of a right-thinking man to ride over a fellow in such a pair, observed his friend, Mr. Cox, who was breakfasting with him.

Ride over a fellow in such a pair! exclaimed Whitfield. No well-bred horse would face such things, I should think.

He seems to think a good deal of himself! observed Mr. Cox, as Sponge cast an admiring eye down his shining boot.

Shouldnt wonder, replied Whitfield; perhaps hell have the conceit taken out of him before night.

Well, I hope youll be in time, old boy! exclaimed Mr. Waffles to himself, as looking down from his bedroom window, he espied Mr. Sponge passing up the street on his way to cover. Mr. Waffles was just out of bed, and had yet to dress and breakfast.

One man in scarlet sets all the rest on the fidget, and without troubling to lay that or that together, they desert their breakfasts, hurry to the stables, get out their horses and rattle away, lest their watches should be wrong or some arrangement made that they are ignorant of. The hounds too, were on, as was seen as well by their footmarks, as by the bob, bob, bobbing of sundry black caps above the hedges, on the Borrowdon road as the huntsman and whips proceeded at that pleasant post-boy trot, that has roused the wrath of so many riders against horses that they could not get to keep in time.

Now look at old Tom, cocked jauntily on the spicey bay and see what a different Tom he is to what he was last night. Instead of a battered, limping, shabby-looking little old man, he is all alive and rises to the action of his horse, as though they were all one. A fringe of grey hair protrudes beneath his smart velvet cap, which sets off a weather-beaten but keen and expressive face, lit up with little piercing black eyes. See how chirpy and cheery he is; how his right arm keeps rising and falling with his whip, beating responsive to the horses action with the butt-end against his thigh. His new scarlet coat imparts a healthy hue to his face, and good boots and breeches hide the imperfections of his bad legs. His hounds seem to partake of the old mans gaiety, and gather round his horse or frolic forward on the grassy sidings of the road, till, getting almost out of earshot, a single yooi doit!  Arrogant!  or here again, Brusher! brings them cheerfully back to whine and look in the old mans face for applause. Nor is he chary of his praise. G  oood betch!  Arrogant!  g  oood betch! says he, leaning over his horses shoulder towards her, and jerking his hand to induce her to proceed forward again. So the old man trots gaily on, now making of his horse, now coaxing a hound, now talking to a whip, now touching or taking off his cap as he passes a sportsman, according to the estimation in which he holds him.

As the hounds reach Whirleypool Windmill, there is a grand rush of pedestrians to meet them. First comes a velveteen-jacketed, leather-legginged keeper, with whom Tom (albeit suspicious of his honesty) thinks it prudent to shake hands; the miller and he, too, greet; and forthwith a black bottle with a single glass make their appearance, and pass current with the company. Then the earth-stopper draws nigh, and, resting a hand on Toms horses shoulder, whispers confidentially in his ear. The pedestrian sportsman of the country, too, has something to say; also a horse-breaker; while groups of awe-stricken children stand staring at the mighty Tom, thinking him the greatest man in the world.

Railways and fox-hunting make most people punctual, and in less than five minutes from the halting of the hounds by the Windmill, the various roads leading up to it emit dark-coated grooms, who, dismounting, proceed to brush off the mud sparks, and rectify any little derangement the horses or their accoutrements may have contracted on the journey. Presently Mr. Sponge, and such other gentlemen as have ridden their own horses on, cast up, while from the eminence the road to Laverick Wells is distinctly traceable with scarlet coats and flys, with furs and flaunting feathers. Presently the foremost riders begin to canter up the hill, when

All around is gay, men, horses, dogs,
And in each smiling countenance appears
Fresh blooming health and universal joy.

Then the ladies mingle with the scene, some on horseback, some in flys, all chatter and prattle as usual, some saying smart things, some trying, all making themselves as agreeable as possible, and of course as captivating. Some were in ecstasies at dear Miss Jumpheavys ball  she was such a nice creature  such a charming ball, and so well managed, while others were anticipating the delights of Mrs. Tom Hoppeys, and some again were asking which was Mr. Sponge. Then up went the eye-glasses, while Mr. Sponge sat looking as innocent and as killing as he could. Dear me! exclaimed one, hes younger than I thought. Thats him, is it? observed another; I saw him ride up the street; while the propriety-playing ones praised his horse, and said it was a beauty.

The hounds, which they all had come to see, were never looked at.

Mr. Waffles, like many men with nothing to do, was most unpunctual. He never seemed to know what oclock it was, and yet he had a watch, hung in chains, and gewgaws, like a ladys chatelaine. Hunting partook of the general confusion. He did not profess to throw off till eleven, but it was often nearly twelve before he cast up. Then he would come up full tilt, surrounded by scarlets, like a general with his staff; and once at the meet, there was a prodigious hurry to begin, equalled only by the eagerness to leave off. On this auspicious day he hove in sight, coming best pace along the road, about twenty minutes before twelve, with a more numerous retinue than usual. In dress, Mr. Waffles was the light, butterfly order of sportsman  once-round tie, French polish, paper boots, and so on. On this occasion he sported a shirt-collar with three or four blue lines, and then a white space followed by three or more blue lines, the whole terminating in blue spots about the size of fourpenny pieces at the points; a once-round blue silk tie, with white spots and flying ends. His coat was a light, jackety sort of thing, with little pockets behind, something in the style of Mr. Sponges (a docked dressing-gown), but wanting the outside seaming, back strapping, and general strength that characterized Mr. Sponges. His waistcoat, of course, was a worked one  hearts-ease mingled with foxes heads, on a true blue ground, the gift of  well not say who  his leathers were of the finest doe-skin, and his long-topped, pointed-toed boots so thin as to put all idea of wet or mud out of the question.

Such was the youth who now cantered up and took off his cap to the rank, beauty, and fashion, assembled at Whirleypool Windmill. He then proceeded to pay his respects in detail. At length, having exhausted his nothings, and said the same thing over again in a dozen different ways to a dozen different ladies, he gave a slight jerk of the head to Tom Towler, who forthwith whistled his hounds together, and attended by the whips, bustled from the scene.
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CAPTAIN GREATGUN

Epping Hunt, in its most palmy days could not equal the exhibition that now took place. Some of the more lively of the horses, tired of waiting, perhaps pinched by the cold, for most of them were newly clipped, evinced their approbation of the move, by sundry squeals and capers, which being caught by others in the neighbourhood, the infection quickly spread, and in less than a minute there was such a scene of rocking, and rearing, and kicking, and prancing, and neighing and shooting over heads, and rolling over tails, and hanging on by manes, mingled with such screamings from the ladies in the flys, and such hearty-sounding kicks against splash boards and fly bottoms, from sundry of the vicious ones in harness, as never was witnessed. One gentleman, in a bran-new scarlet, mounted on a flourishing piebald, late the property of Mr. Batty, stood pawing and fighting the air, as if in the saw-dust circle, his unfortunate rider clinging round his neck, expecting to have the beast back over upon him. Another little wiry chestnut, with abundance of rings, racing martingale, and tackle generally, just turned tail on the crowd and ran off home as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground; while a good steady bay cob, with a barrel like a butt, and a tail like a hearth-brush, having selected the muddiest, dirtiest place he could find, deliberately proceeded to lie down, to the horror of his rider, Captain Greatgun, of the royal navy, who, feeling himself suddenly touch mother earth, thought he was going to be swallowed up alive, and was only awoke from the delusion by the shouts of the foot people, telling him to get clear of his horse before he began to roll.
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Hercules would fain have joined the truant set, and, at the first commotion, up went his great back, and down went his ears, with a single lash out behind that meant mischief, but Mr. Sponge was on the alert, and just gave him such a dig with his spurs as restored order, without exposing anything that anybody could take notice of.

The sudden storm was quickly lulled. The spilt ones scrambled up; the loose riders got tighter hold of their horses; the screaming fair ones sank languidly in their carriages; and the late troubled ocean of equestrians fell into irregular line en route for the cover.

Bump, bump, bump; trot, trot, trot; jolt, jolt, jolt; shake, shake, shake; and carriages and cavalry got to Ribston Wood somehow or other. It is a long cover on a hill-side, from which parties, placing themselves in the green valley below, can see hounds draw, that is to say, run through with their noses to the ground, if there are any men foolish enough to believe that ladies care for seeing such things. However, there they were.

Eu leu, in! cries old Tom, with a wave of his arm, finding he can no longer restrain the ardour of the pack as they approach, and thinking to save his credit, by appearing to direct. Eu leu, in! repeats he, with a heartier cheer, as the pack charge the rotten fence with a crash that echoes through the wood. The whips scuttle off to their respective points, gentlemen feel their horses girths, hats are thrust firmly on the head, and the sherry and brandy flasks begin to be drained.

Tally ho! cries a countryman at the top of the wood, hoisting his hat on a stick. At the magic sound, fear comes over some, joy over others, intense anxiety over all. What commotion! What indecision! What confusion! Which way?  Which way? is the cry.

Twang, twang, twang, goes old Toms horn at the top of the wood, whither he seems to have flown, so quick has he got there.

A dark-coated gentleman on a good family horse solves the important question Which way?  by diving at once into the wood, crashing along till he comes to a cross-road that leads to the top, when the scene opening to open fresh fields and pastures new, discloses divers other sections struggling up in long drawn files, following other leaders, all puffing, and wheezing and holding on by the manes, many feeling as if they had had enough already Quick! is the word, for the tail-hounds are flying the fence out of the first field over the body of the pack, which are running almost mute at best pace beyond, looking a good deal smaller than is agreeable to the eyes of a sportsman.

F  o  o  r  rard! screams old Tom, flying the fence after them, followed by jealous jostling riders in scarlet and colours, some anxious, some easy, some wanting to be at it, some wanting to look as if they did, some wishing to know if there was anything on the far side.

Now Tom tops another fence, rising like a rocket and dropping like a bird; still F  o  o  r  rard! is the cry  away they go at racing pace.

The field draws out like a telescope, leaving the largest portion at the end, and many  the fair and fat ones in particular  seeing the hopelessness of the case, pull up their horses, while yet on an eminence that commands a view. Fifteen or twenty horsemen enter for the race, and dash forward, though the hounds rather gain on old Tom, and the further they go the smaller the point of the telescope becomes. The pace is awful; many would give in but for the ladies. At the end of a mile or so, the determined ones show to the front, and the spirters and make-believes gladly avail themselves of their pioneering powers.

Mr. Sponge, who got well through the wood, has been going at his ease, the great striding brown throwing the large fields behind him with ease, and taking his leaps safely and well. He now shows to the front, and old Tom, who is still F  o  o  r  rarding to his hounds, either rather falls back to the field or the field draws upon him. At all events they get together somehow. A belt of Scotch fir plantation, with a stiffish fence on each side, tries their mettle and the stoutness of their hats: crash they get through it, the noise they make among the thorns and rotten branches resembling the outburst of a fire. Several gentlemen here decline under cover of the trees.

F  o  o  r  rard! screams old Tom, as he dives through the stiff fence and lands in the field outside the plantation. He might have saved his breath, for the hounds were beating him as it was. Mr. Sponge bores through the same place, little aided, however, by anything old Tom has done to clear the way for him, and the rest follow in his wake.

The field is now reduced to six, and two of the number, Mr. Spareneck and Caingey Thornton, become marked in their attention to our hero. Thornton is riding Mr. Waffles crack steeple-chaser Dare-Devil, and Mr. Spareneck is on a first-rate hunter belonging to the same gentleman, but they have not been able to get our friend Sponge into grief. On the contrary, his horse, though lathered goes as strong as ever, and Mr. Sponge, seeing their design, is as careful of him as possible, so as not to lose ground. His fine, strong, steady seat, and quiet handling, contrasts well with Thorntons rolling bucketing style, who has already begun to ply a heavy cutting whip, in aid of his spurs at his fences, accompanied with a half frantic g  u  r  r  r along! and inquires of the horse if he thinks he stole him?

The three soon get in front; fast as they go, the hounds go faster, and fence after fence is thrown behind them, just as a girl throws her skipping-rope.

Tom and the whips follow, grinning with their tongues in their cheeks, Tom still screeching F  o  o  o  rard!  F  o  o  o  rard! at intervals.

A big stone wall, built with mortar, and coped with heavy blocks of stone, is taken by the three abreast, for which they are rewarded by a gallop up Stretchfurrow pasture, from the summit of which they see the hounds streaming away to a fine grass country below, with pollard willows dotted here and there in the bottom.

Water! says our friend Sponge to himself, wondering whether Hercules would face it. A desperate black bullfinch, so thick that they could hardly see through it, is shirked by consent, for a gate which a countryman opens, and another fence or two being passed, the splashing of some hounds in the water, and the shaking of others on the opposite bank, show that, as usual, the willows are pretty true prophets.

Caingey, grinning his coarse red face nearly double, and getting his horse well by the head, rams in the spurs, and flourishes his cutting whip high in air, with a g  u  u  ur along! do you think I  the stole you being lost under water just as Sponge clears the brook a little lower down. Spareneck then pulls up.

When Nimrod had Dick Christian under water in the Whissendine in his Leicestershire run, and someone more humane than the rest of the field observed, as they rode on,

But hell be drowned.

Shouldnt wonder, exclaimed another.

But the pace, Nimrod added, was too good to inquire.

Such, however, was not the case with our watering-place cock, Mr. Sponge. Independently of the absurdity of a man risking his neck for the sake of picking up a bunch of red herrings, Mr. Sponge, having beat everybody, could afford a little humanity, more especially as he rode his horse on sale, and there was now no one left to witness the further prowess of the steed. Accordingly, he availed himself of a heavy, newly-ploughed fallow, upon which he landed as he cleared the brook, for pulling up, and returned just as Mr. Spareneck, assisted by one of the whips, succeeded in landing Caingey on the taking-off side. Caingey was not a pretty boy at the best of times  none but the most partial parents could think him one  and his clumsy-featured, short, compressed face, and thick, lumpy figure, were anything but improved by a sort of pea-green net-work of water-weeds with which he arose from his bath. He was uncommonly well soaked, and had to be held up by the heels to let the water run out of his boots, pockets, and clothes. In this undignified position he was found by Mr. Waffles and such of the field as had ridden the line.

Why, Caingey, old boy! you look like a boiled porpoise with parsley sauce! exclaimed Mr. Waffles, pulling up where the unfortunate youth was spluttering and getting emptied like a jug. Confound it! added he, as the water came gurgling out of his mouth, but you must have drunk the brook dry.

Caingey would have censured his inhumanity, but knowing the imprudence of quarrelling with his bread and butter, and also aware of the laughable, drowned-rat figure he must then be cutting, he thought it best to laugh, and take his change out of Mr. Waffles another time. Accordingly, he chuckled and laughed too, though his jaws nearly refused their office, and kindly transferred the blame of the accident from the horse to himself.
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MR. CAINGEY THORNTON DOESNT PUT ON STEAM ENOUGH

He didnt put on steam enough, he said.

Meanwhile, old Tom, who had gone on with the hounds, having availed himself of a well-known bridge, a little above where Thornton went in, for getting over the brook, and having allowed a sufficient time to elapse for the proper completion of the farce, was now seen rounding the opposite hill, with his hounds clustered about his horse, with his mind conning over one of those imaginary runs that experienced huntsmen know so well how to tell, when there is no one to contradict them.

Having quartered his ground to get at his old friend the bridge again, he just trotted up with well-assumed gaiety as Caingey Thornton spluttered the last piece of green weed out from between his great thick lips.

Well, Tom! exclaimed Mr. Waffles, what have you done with him?

Killed him, sir, replied Tom, with a slight touch of his cap, as though killing was a matter of every-day occurrence with them.

Have you, indeed! exclaimed Mr. Waffles, adopting the lie with avidity.

Yes, sir, said Tom gravely; he was nearly beat afore he got to the brook. Indeed, I thought Vanquisher would have had him in it; but, however, he got through, and the scent failed on the fallow, which gave him a chance; but I held them on to the hedgerow beyond, where they hit it off like wildfire, and they never stopped again till they tumbled him over at the back of Mr. Plummeys farm-buildings, at Shapwick. Ive got his brush, added Tom, producing a much tattered one from his pocket, if youd like to have it?

Thank you, no  yes  no, replied Waffles, not wanting to be bothered with it; yet stay, continued he, as his eye caught Mr. Sponge, who was still on foot beside his vanquished friend; give it to Mr. What-de-ye-call-em, added he, nodding towards our hero.

Sponge, observed Tom, in an undertone, giving the brush to his master.

Mr. Sponge, will you do me the favour to accept the brush? asked Mr. Waffles, advancing with it towards him; adding, I am sorry this unlucky bather should have prevented your seeing the end.

Mr. Sponge was a pretty good judge of brushes, and not a bad one of camphire; but if this one had smelt twice as strong as it did  indeed, if it had dropped to pieces in his hand, or the moths had flown up in his face, he would have pocketed it, seeing it paved the way to what he wanted  an introduction.

Im very much obliged, Im sure, observed he, advancing to take it very much obliged, indeed; been an extremely good run, and fast.

Very fair  very fair, observed Mr. Waffles, as though it were nothing in their way; seven miles in twenty minutes, I suppose, or something of that sort.

One-and-twenty, interposed Tom, with a laudable anxiety for accuracy.

Ah! one-and-twenty, rejoined Mr. Waffles. I thought it would be somewhere thereabouts. Well, I suppose weve all had enough, added he, may as well go home and have some luncheon, and then a game at billiards, or rackets, or something. Hows the old water-rat? added he, turning to Thornton, who was now busy emptying his cap and mopping the velvet.

The water-rat was as well as could be expected, but did not quite like the new aspect of affairs. He saw that Mr. Sponge was a first-rate horseman, and also knew that nothing ingratiated one man with another so much as skill and boldness in the field. It was by that means, indeed, that he had established himself in Mr. Waffles good graces  an ingratiation that had been pretty serviceable to him, both in the way of meat, drink, mounting, and money. Had Mr. Sponge been, like himself, a needy, penniless adventurer, Caingey would have tried to have kept him out by some of those plausible, admonitory hints, that poverty makes men so obnoxious to; but in the case of a rich, flourishing individual, with such an astonishing stud as Leather made him out to have, it was clearly Caingeys policy to knock under and be subservient to Mr. Sponge also. Caingey, we should observe, was a bold, reckless rider, never seeming to care for his neck, but he was no match for Mr. Sponge, who had both skill and courage.

Caingey being at length cleansed from his weeds, wiped from his mud, and made as comfortable as possible under the circumstances, was now hoisted on to the renowned steeple-chase horse again, who had scrambled out of the brook on the taking-off side, and, after meandering the banks for a certain distance, had been caught by the bridle in the branch of a willow  Caingey, we say, being again mounted, Mr. Sponge also, without hindrance from the resolute brown horse, the first whip put himself a little in advance, while old Tom followed with the hounds, and the second whip mingled with the now increasing field, it being generally understood (by the uninitiated, at least) that hounds have no business to go home so long as any gentleman is inclined for a scurrey, no matter whether he has joined early or late. Mr. Waffles, on the contrary, was very easily satisfied, and never took the shine off a run with a kill by risking a subsequent defeat. Old Tom, though keen when others were keen, was not indifferent to his comforts, and soon came into the way of thinking that it was just as well to get home to his mutton-chops at two or three oclock, as to be groping his way about bottomless bye-roads on dark winter nights.

As he retraced his steps homeward, and overtook the scattered field of the morning, his talent for invention, or rather stretching, was again called into requisition.

What have you done with him, Tom? asked Major Bouncer, eagerly bringing his sturdy collar-marked cob alongside of our huntsman.

Killed him, sir, replied Tom, with the slightest possible touch of the cap. (Bouncer was no tip.)

Indeed! exclaimed Bouncer, gaily, with that sort of sham satisfaction that most people express about things that cant concern them in the least. Indeed! Im deuced glad of that! Where did you kill him?

At the back of Mr. Plummeys farm-buildings, at Shapwick, replied Tom; adding, but, my word, he led us a dance afore we got there  up to Ditchington, down to Somerby, round by Temple Bell Wood, cross Goosegreen Common, then away for Stubbington Brooms, skirtin Sanderwick Plantations, but scarce goin into em, then by the round hill at Camerton leavin great Heatherton to the right, and so straight on to Shapwick, where we killed, with every hound up

God bless me! exclaimed Bouncer, apparently lost in admiration, though he scarcely knew the country; God bless me! repeated he, what a run! The finest run that ever was seen.

Nine miles in twenty-five minutes, replied Tom, tacking on a little both for time and distance.

B-o-y jove! exclaimed the major.

Having shaken hands with, and congratulated Mr. Waffles most eagerly and earnestly, the major hurried off to tell as much as he could remember to the first person he met, just as the cheese-bearer at a christening looks out for some one to give the cheese to. The cheese-getter on this occasion was Doctor Lotion, who was going to visit old Jackey Thompson, of Woolleyburn. Jackey being then in a somewhat precarious state of health, and tolerably advanced in life, without any very self-evident heir, was obnoxious to the attentions of three distinct litters of cousins, some one or other of whom was constantly baying him. Lotion, though a sapient man, and somewhat grinding in his practice, did not profess to grind old people young again, and feeling he could do very little for the body corporate, directed his attention to amusing Jackeys mind, and anything in the shape of gossip was extremely acceptable to the doctor to retail to his patient. Moreover, Jackey had been a bit of a sportsman, and was always extremely happy to see the hounds  on anybodys land but his own.

So Lotion got primed with the story, and having gone through the usual routine of asking his patient how he was, how he had slept, looking at his tongue, and reporting on the weather, when the old posing question, Whats the news? was put, Lotion replied, as he too often had to reply, for he was a very slow hand at picking up information.

Nothin particklar, I think, sir, adding, in an off-hand sort of way, youve heard of the greet run, I spose, sir?

Great run! exclaimed the octogenarian, as if it was a matter of the most vital importance to him; great run, sir; no, sir, not a word!

The doctor then retailed it.

Old Jackey got possessed of this one idea  he thought of nothing else. Whoever came, he out with it, chapter and verse, with occasional variations. He told it to all the cousins in waiting; Jackey Thompson, of Carrington Ford; Jackey Thompson, of Houndesley; Jackey Thompson, of the Mill; and all the Bobs, Bills, Sams, Harrys, and Peters, composing the respective litters;  forgetting where he got it from, he nearly told it back to Lotion himself. We sometimes see old people affected this way  far more enthusiastic on a subject than young ones. Few dread the aspect of affairs so much as those who have little chance of seeing how they go.

But to the run. The cousins reproduced the story according to their respective powers of exaggeration. One tacked on two miles, another ten, and so it went on and on, till it reached the ears of the great Mr. Seedeyman, the mighty WE of the country, as he sat in his den penning his stunners for his market-day Mercury. It had then distanced the great sea-serpent itself in length, having extended over thirty-three miles of country, which Mr. Seedeyman reported to have been run in one hour and forty minutes.

Pretty good going, we should say.


CHAPTER X

THE FEELER
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BAG FOX-HUNTS, BE they ever so good, are but unsatisfactory things; drag runs are, beyond all measure, unsatisfactory. After the best-managed bag fox-hunt, there is always a sort of suppressed joy, a deadly liveliness in the field. Those in the secret are afraid of praising it too much, lest the secret should ooze out, and strangers suppose that all their great runs are with bag foxes, while the mere retaking of an animal that one has had in hand before is not calculated to arouse any very pleasurable emotions. Nobody ever goes frantic at seeing an old donkey of a deer handed back into his carriage after a canter.

Our friends on this occasion soon exhausted what they had to say on the subject.

Thats a nice horse of yours, observed Mr. Waffles to Mr. Sponge, as the latter, on the strength of the musty brush, now rode alongside the master of the hounds.

I think he is, replied Sponge, rubbing some of the now dried sweat from his shoulder and neck; I think he is; I like him a good deal better to-day than I did the first time I rode him.

What, hes a new one, is he? asked Mr. Waffles, taking a scented cigar from his mouth, and giving a steady sidelong stare at the horse.

Bought him in Leicestershire, replied Sponge. He belonged to Lord Bullfrog, who didnt think him exactly up to his weight.

Up to his weight! exclaimed Mr. Caingey Thornton, who had now ridden up on the other side of his great patron, why, he must be another Daniel Lambert.

Rather so, replied Mr. Sponge; rides nineteen stun.

What a monster! exclaimed Thornton, who was of the pocket order.

I thought he didnt go fast enough at his fences the first time I rode him, observed Mr. Sponge, drawing the curb slightly so as to show the horses fine arched neck to advantage; but he went quick enough to-day, in all conscience, added he.

He did that, observed Mr. Thornton, now bent on a toadying match. I never saw a finer lepper.

He flew many feet beyond the brook, observed Mr. Spareneck, who, thinking discretion was the better part of valour, had pulled up on seeing his comrade Thornton blobbing about in the middle of it, and therefore was qualified to speak to the fact.

So they went on talking about the horse, and his points, and his speed, and his action, very likely as much for want of something to say, or to keep off the subject of the run, as from any real admiration of the animal.

The true way to make a man take a fancy to a horse is to make believe that you dont want to sell him  at all events, that you are easy about selling. Mr. Sponge had played this game so very often, that it came quite natural to him. He knew exactly how far to go, and having expressed his previous objection to the horse, he now most handsomely made the amende honorable by patting him on the neck, and declaring that he really thought he should keep him.

It is said that every man has his weak or do-able point, if the sharp ones can but discover it. This observation does not refer, we believe, to men with an innocent penchant for play, or the turf, or for buying pictures, or for collecting china, or for driving coaches and four, all of which tastes proclaim themselves sooner or later, but means that the most knowing, the most cautious, and the most careful, are all to be come over, somehow or another.

There are few things more surprising in this remarkable world than the magnificent way people talk about money, or the meannesses they will resort to in order to get a little. We hear fellows flashing and talking in hundreds and thousands, who will do almost anything for a five-pound note. We have known men pretending to hunt countries at their own expense, and yet actually living out of the hounds. Next to the accomplishment of that  apparently almost impossible feat  comes the dexterity required for living by horse-dealing.

A little lower down in the scale comes the income derived from the profession of a go-between  the gentleman who can buy the horse cheaper than you can. This was Caingey Thorntons trade. He was always lurking about peoples stables talking to grooms and worming out secrets  whose horse had a cough, whose was a wind-sucker, whose was lame after hunting, and so on  and had a price current of every horse in the place  knew what had been given, what the owners asked, and had a pretty good guess what they would take.

Waffles would have been an invaluable customer to Thornton if the formers groom, Mr. Figg, had not been rather too hard with his reglars. He insisted on Caingey dividing whatever he got out of his master with him. This reduced profits considerably; but still, as it was a profession that did not require any capital to set up with, Thornton could afford to be liberal, having only to tack on to one end to cut off at the other.

After the opening Sponge gave as they rode home with the hounds, Thornton had no difficulty in sounding him on the subject.

Youll not think me impertinent, I hope, observed Caingey, in his most deferential style, to our hero when they met at the News-room the next day youll not think me impertinent, I hope; but I think you said as we rode home, yesterday, that you didnt altogether like the brown horse you were on?

Did I? replied Mr. Sponge, with apparent surprise; I think you must have misunderstood me.

Why, no; it wasnt exactly that, rejoined Mr. Thornton, but you said you liked him better than you did, I think?

Ah! I believe I did say something of the sort, replied Sponge casually I believe I did say something of the sort; but he carried me so well that I thought better of him. The fact was, continued Mr. Sponge, confidentially, I thought him rather too light mouthed; I like a horse that bears more on the hand.

Indeed! observed Mr. Thornton; most people think a light mouth a recommendation.

I know they do, replied Mr. Sponge, I know they do; but I like a horse that requires a little riding. Now this is too much of a made horse  too much of what I call an old mans horse, for me. Bullfrog, whom I bought him of, is very fat  eats a great deal of venison and turtle  all sorts of good things, in fact  and cant stand much tewing in the saddle; now, I rather like to feel that I am on a horse, and not in an arm-chair.

Hes a fine horse, observed Mr. Thornton.

So he ought, replied Mr. Sponge; I gave a hatful of money for him  two hundred and fifty golden sovereigns, and not a guinea back. Bullfrogs the biggest screw I ever dealt with.

That latter observation was highly encouraging to Thornton. It showed that Mr. Sponge was not one of your tight-laced dons, who take offence at the mere mention of drawbacks, but, on the contrary, favoured the supposition that he would do the genteel, should he happen to be a seller.

Well, if you should feel disposed to part with him, perhaps you will have the kindness to let me know, observed Mr. Thornton; adding, hes not for myself, of course, but I think I know a man he would suit, and who would be inclined to give a good price for him.

I will, replied Mr. Sponge; I will, repeated he, adding, if I were to sell him, I wouldnt take a farthing under three underd for him  three underd guineas, mind, not punds.

Thats a vast sum of money, observed Mr. Thornton.

Not a bit ont, replied Mr. Sponge. Hes worth it all, and a great deal more. Indeed, I havent said, mind that, Ill take that for him; all Ive said is, that I wouldnt take less.

Just so, replied Mr. Thornton.

Hes a horse of high character, observed Mr. Sponge. Indeed he has no business out of Leicestershire; and I dont know what set my fool of a groom to bring him here.

Well, Ill see if I can coax my friend into giving what you say, observed Mr. Thornton.

Nay, never mind coaxing, replied Mr. Sponge, with the utmost indifference; never mind coaxing; if hes not anxious, my names easy. Only mind ye, if I ride him again, and he carries me as he did yesterday, I shall clap on another fifty. A horse of that figure cant be dear at any price, added he. Put him in a steeple-chase, and youd get your money back in ten minutes, and a bagful to boot.

True, observed Mr. Thornton, treasuring that fact up as an additional inducement to use to his friend.

So the amiable gentlemen parted.


CHAPTER XI

THE DEAL, AND THE DISASTER
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IF PEOPLE ARE inclined to deal, bargains can very soon be struck at idle watering-places, where anything in the shape of occupation is a godsend, and bargainers know where to find each other in a minute. Everybody knows where everybody is.

Have you seen Jack Sprat?

Oh yes; hes just gone into Muddles Bazaar with Miss Flouncey, looking uncommon sweet. Or  

Can you tell me where I shall find Mr. Slowman?

Answer. Youll find him at his lodgings, No. 15, Belvidere Terrace, till a quarter before seven. Hes gone home to dress, to dine with Major and Mrs. Holdsworthy, at Grunton Villa, for I heard him order Jenkinss fly at that time.

Caingey Thornton knew exactly when he would find Mr. Waffles at Miss Lollypops, the confectioner, eating ices and making love to that very interesting much-courted young lady. True to his time, there was Waffles, eating and eyeing the cherry-coloured ribbons, floating in graceful curls along with her raven-coloured ringlets, down Miss Lollypops nice fresh plump cheeks.

After expatiating on the great merits of the horse, and the certainty of getting all the money back by steeple-chasing him in the spring, and stating his conviction that Mr. Sponge would not take any part of the purchase-money in pictures or jewellery, or anything of that sort, Mr. Waffles gave his consent to deal, on the terms the following conversation shows.

My friend will give you your price, if you wouldnt mind taking his cheque and keeping it for a few months till hes into funds, observed Mr. Thornton, who now sought Mr. Sponge out at the billiard-room.

Why, observed Mr. Sponge, thoughtfully, you know horses are always ready money.

True, replied Thornton; at least thats the theory of the thing; only my friend is rather peculiarly situated at present.

I suppose Mr. Waffles is your man? observed Mr. Sponge, rightly judging that there couldnt be two such flats in the place.

Just so, said Mr. Thornton.

[image: img119.png]

MR. WAFFLES AT MISS LOLLYPOPS

Id rather take his stiff than his cheque, observed Mr. Sponge, after a pause. I could get a bit of stiff done, but a cheque, you see  especially a post-dated one  is always objected to.

Well, I dare say that will make no difference, observed Mr. Thornton, stiff, if you prefer it  say three months; or perhaps youll give us four?

Threes long enough, in all conscience, replied Mr. Sponge, with a shake of the head, adding, Bullfrog made me pay down on the nail.

Well, so be it, then, assented Mr. Thornton; you draw at three months, and Mr. Waffles will accept, payable at Couttss.

After so much liberality, Mr. Caingey expected that Mr. Sponge would have hinted at something handsome for him; but all Sponge said was, So be it, too, as he walked away to buy a bill-stamp.

Mr. Waffles was more considerate, and promised him the first mount on his new purchase, though Caingey would rather have had a ten, or even a five-pound note.

Towards the hour of ten on that eventful day, numerous gaitered, trousered, and jacketed grooms began to ride up and down the High Street, most of them with their stirrups crossed negligently on the pommels of the saddles, to indicate that their masters were going to ride the horses, and not them. The street grew lively, not so much with people going to hunt, as with people coming to see those who were. Tattered Hibernians, with rags on their backs and jokes on their lips; young English chevaliers dindustrie, with their hands ready to dive into anybodys pockets but their own; stablemen out of place, servants loitering on their errands, striplings helping them, ladies-maids with novels or three-cornerd notes, and a good crop of beggars.

What, Spareneck, do you ride the grey to-day? I thought youd done Gooseman out of a mount, observed Ensign Downley, as a line of scarlet-coated youths hung over the balcony of the Imperial Hotel, after breakfast and before mounting for the day.

Spareneck. No, thats for Tuesday. He wouldnt stand one to-day. What do you ride?

Downley. Oh, Ive a hack, one of Screwmans, Perpetual Motion they call him, because he never gets any rest. Thats him, I believe, with the lofty-actioned hind-legs, added he, pointing to a weedy string-halty bay passing below, high in bone and low in flesh.

Whos o the gaudy chestnut? asked Caingey Thornton, who now appeared, wiping his fat lips after his second glass of eau de vie.

Thats Mr. Sponges, replied Spareneck in a low tone, knowing how soon a man catches his own name.

A deuced fine horse he is, too, observed Caingey, in a louder key; adding, Sponge has the finest lot of horses of any man in England  in the world, I may say.

Mr. Sponge himself now rose from the breakfast table, and was speedily followed by Mr. Waffles and the rest of the party, some bearing sofa-pillows and cushions to place on the balustrades, to loll at their ease, in imitation of the Coventry Club swells in Piccadilly. Then our friends smoked their cigars, reviewed the cavalry, and criticised the ladies who passed below in the flys on their way to the meet.

Come, old Bolter! exclaimed one, heres Miss Bussington coming to look after you  got her mamma with her, too  so you may as well knock under at once, for shes determined to have you.

A devil of a woman the old un is, too, observed Ensign Downley; she nearly frightened Jack Simpers of ours into fits, by asking what he meant after dancing three dances with her daughter one night.

My word, but Miss Jumpheavy must expect to do some execution to-day with that fine floating feather and her crimson satin dress and ermine, observed Mr. Waffles, as that estimable lady drove past in her Victoria phaeton. She looks like the Queen of Sheba herself. But come, I suppose, he added, taking a most diminutive Geneva watch out of his waistcoat-pocket, we should be going. See! theres your nag kicking up a shindy, he said to Caingey Thornton, as the redoubtable brown was led down the street by a jean-jacketed groom, kicking and lashing out at everything he came near.

Ill kick him, observed Thornton, retiring from the balcony to the brandy-bottle, and helping himself to a pretty good-sized glass. He then extricated his large cutting whip from the confusion of whips with which it was mixed, and clonk, clonk, clonked downstairs to the door.

Multum in Parvo stopped the doorway, across whose shoulder Leather passed the following hints, in a low tone of voice, to Mr. Sponge, as the latter stood drawing on his dogskin gloves, the observed, as he flattered himself, of all observers.

Mind now, said Leather, this oss as a will of his own; though he seems so quiet like, hes not always to be depended on; so be on the look-out for squalls.

Sponge, having had a glass of brandy, just mounted with the air of a man thoroughly at home with his horse, and drawing the rein, with a slight feel of the spur, passed on from the door to make way for the redoubtable Hercules. Hercules was evidently not in a good humour. His ears were laid back, and the rolling white eye showed mischief. Sponge saw all this, and turned to see whether Thorntons clumsy, wash-ball seat, would be able to control the fractious spirit of the horse.

Whoay! roared Thornton, as his first dive at the stirrup missed, and was answered by a hearty kick out from the horse, the whoay being given in a very different tone to the gentle, coaxing style of Mr. Buckram and his men. Had it not been for the brandy within and the lookers-on without, there is no saying but Caingey would have declined the horses further acquaintance. As it was, he quickly repeated his attempt at the stirrup with the same sort of domineering whoay, adding, as he landed in the saddle and snatched at the reins, Do you think I stole you?

Whatever the horses opinion might be on that point, he didnt seem to care to express it, for finding kicking alone wouldnt do, he immediately commenced rearing too, and by a desperate plunge, broke away from the groom, before Thornton had either got him by the head or his feet in the stirrups. Three most desperate bounds he gave, rising at the bit as though he would come back over if the hold was not relaxed, and the fourth effort bringing him to the opposite kerb-stone, he up again with such a bound and impetus that he crashed right through Messrs. Frippery and Flummerys fine plate-glass window, to the terror and astonishment of their elegant young counter-skippers, who were busy arranging their ribbons and finery for the day. Right through the window Hercules went, switching through book muslins and barèges as he would through a bullfinch, and attempting to make his exit by a large plate-glass mirror against the wall of the cloak-room beyond, which he dashed all to pieces with his head. Worse remains to be told. Multum in Parvo, seeing his old comrades hind-quarters disappearing through the window, just took the bit between his teeth, and followed, in spite of Mr. Sponges every effort to turn him; and when at length he got him hauled round, the horse was found to have decorated himself with a sky-blue visite trimmed with Honiton lace, which he wore like a charger on his way to the Crusades, or a steed bearing a knight to the Eglinton tournament.

Quick as it happened, and soon as it was over, all Laverick Wells seemed to have congregated in the street as our heroes rode out of the folding glass-doors.
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CHAPTER XII

AN OLD FRIEND
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ABOUT A FORTNIGHT after the above catastrophe, and as the recollection of it was nearly effaced by Miss Jumpheavys abduction of Ensign Downley, our friend, Mr. Waffles, on visiting his stud at the four oclock stable-hour, found a most respectable, middle-aged, rosy-gilled, better-sort-of-farmer-looking man, straddling his tight drab-trousered legs, with a twisted ash plant propping his chin, behind the redoubtable Hercules. He had a bran-new hat on, a velvet-collared blue coat with metal buttons, that anywhere but in the searching glare and contrast of London might have passed for a spic-and-span new one; a small, striped, step-collared toilanette vest; and the aforesaid drab trousers, in the right-hand pocket of which his disengaged hand kept fishing up and slipping down an avalanche of silver, which made a pleasant musical accompaniment to his monetary conversation. On seeing Mr. Waffles, the stranger touched his hat, and appeared to be about to retire, when Mr. Figg, the stud-groom, thus addressed his master:

This be Mr. Buckram, sir, of London, sir; says he knows our brown orse, sir.

Ah, indeed, observed Mr. Waffles, taking a cigar from his mouth; knows no good of him, I should think. What part of London do you live in, Mr. Buckram? asked he.

Why, I doesnt exactly live in London, my lord  thats to say, sir  a little way out of it, you know  have a little hindependence of my own, you understand.

Hang it, how should I understand anything of the sort  never set eyes on you before, replied Mr. Waffles.

The half-crowns now began to descend singly in the pocket, keeping up a protracted jingle, like the notes of a lazy, undecided musical snuff-box. By the time the last had dropped, Mr. Buckram had collected himself sufficiently to resume.

Taking the ash-plant away from his mouth, with which he had been barricading his lips, he observed  

I knowd that oss when Lord Bullfrog had him, nodding his head at our old friend as he spoke.

The deuce you did! observed Mr. Waffles; where was that?

In Leicestersheer, replied Mr. Buckram. I have a haunt as lives at Mount Sorrel; she has a little hindependence of her own, and I goes down casionally to see her  in fact, I believes Im her hare. Well, I was down there just at the beginnin of the season, the ounds met at Kirby Gate  a mile or two to the south, you know, on the Leicester road  it was the fust day of the season, in fact  and there was a great crowd, and I was one; and havin a heye for an oss, I was struck with this one, you understand, bein as I thought, a ticklar nice un. Lord Bullfrogs man was a ridin of him, and he kept him outside the crowd, showin off his pints, and passin him backwards and forwards under peoples noses, to tract the notish of the nobs  parsecutin, what I call  and I seed Mr. Sponge struck  Ive known Mr. Sponge many years, and a ticklar nice gent he is  well, Mr. Sponge pulled hup, and said to the grum, Whos o that oss? My Lor Bullfrogs, sir, said the man. Hes a deuced nice un, observed Mr. Sponge, thinkin, as he was a lords, he might praise im, seein, in all probability, he werent for sale. He is that, said the grum, patting him on the neck, as though he were special fond on him. Is my lord out? asked Mr. Sponge. No, sir; hes not come down yet, replied the man, nor do I know when he will come. Hes been down at Bath for some time sociatin with the aldermen o Bristol and has thrown up a vast o bad flesh  two stun sin last season  and hes afeared this oss wont be able to carry im, and so he writ to me to take im out to-day, to show im. Hed carry me, I think, said Mr. Sponge, making hup his mind on the moment, jist as he makes hup his mind to ride at a fence  not that I think its a good plan for a gent to show that hes sweet on an oss, for theyre sure to make him pay for it. Howsomever, thats nouther here nor there. Well, jist as Mr. Sponge said this, Sir Richard driv hup, and havin got his oss, away we trotted to the goss jist below, and the next thing I seed was Mr. Sponge leadin the ole field on this werry nag. Well, I heard no more till I got to Melton, for I didnt go to my haunts at Mount Sorrel that night, and I saw little of the run, for my oss was rather puffy, livin principally on chaff, bran mashes, swedes, and soft food; and when I got to Melton, I heard ow Mr. Sponge had bought this oss, Mr. Buckram nodding his head at the horse as he spoke, and ow that hed given the matter o two underd  or Im not sure it werent two underd-and-fifty guineas for im, and

Well, interrupted Mr. Waffles, tired of his verbosity, and what did they say about the horse?

Why, continued Mr. Buckram, thoughtfully, propping his chin up with his stick, and drawing all the half-crowns up to the top of his pocket again, the fust spicious thing I heard was Sir Digby Snaffles grum, Sam, sayin to Captain Screwleys bat-man grum, jist afore the George Inn door,  

Well, Jack, Tommys sold the brown oss!

N  o  o  r! exclaimed Jack, starin is eyes out, as if it were unpossible.

He as though, said Sam.

Well, then, I ope the gemmans fond o walkin, exclaimed Jack, bustin out a laughin and runnin on.

This rayther set me a thinkin, continued Mr. Buckram, dropping a second half-crown, which jinked against the nest-egg one left at the bottom, and fearin that Mr. Sponge had fallen mong the Philistines  which I was werry concerned about, for hes a real nice gent, but thoughtless, as many young gents are who ave plenty of tin  I made it my business to inquire bout this oss; and if he is the oss that I saw in Leicestersheer, and I ave little doubt about it (dropping two consecutive half-crowns as he spoke), though Ive not seen him out, I

Ah! well, I bought him of Mr. Sponge, who said he got him from Lord Bullfrog, interrupted Mr. Waffles.

Ah! then he is the oss, in course, said Mr. Buckram, with a sort of mournful chuck of the chin; he is the oss, repeated he; well, then, hes a dangerous hanimal, added he, letting slip three half-crowns.

What does he do? asked Mr. Waffles.

Do! repeated Mr. Buckram, do! hell do for anybody.

Indeed, responded Mr. Waffles; adding, how could Mr. Sponge sell me such a brute?

I doesnt mean to say, mind ye, observed Mr. Buckram, drawing back three half-crowns, as though he had gone that much too far, I doesnt mean to say, mind, that hes wot you call a misteched, runaway, rear-backwards-over-hanimal  but I mean to say hes a difficultish oss to ride  himpetuous  and one that, if he got the hupper and, would be werry likely to try and keep the hupper and  you understand me? said he, eyeing Mr. Waffles intently, and dropping four half-crowns as he spoke.

Im tellin you nothin but the truth, observed Mr. Buckram, after a pause, adding, in course its nothin to me, only bein down here on a visit to a friend, and earin that the oss were ere, I made bold to look in to see whether it was im or no. No offence, I opes, added he, letting go the rest of the silver, and taking the prop from under his chin, with an obeisance as if he was about to be off.

Oh, no offence at all, rejoined Mr. Waffles, no offence  rather the contrary. Indeed, Im much obliged to you for telling me what you have done. Just stop half a minute, added he, thinking he might as well try and get something more out of him. While Mr. Waffles was considering his next question, Mr. Buckram saved him the trouble of thinking by leading the gallop himself.

I believe im to be a good oss, and I believe im to be a bad oss, observed Mr. Buckram, sententiously. I believe that oss, with a bold rider on his back, and well away with the ounds, would beat most osses goin, but its the start thats the difficulty with him; for if, on the other and, he dont incline to go, all the spurrin, and quiltin, and leatherin in the world wont make im. Itll be a mercy o Providence if he dont cut out work for the crowner some day.

Hang the brute! exclaimed Mr. Waffles, in disgust; Ive a good mind to have his throat cut.

Nay, replied Mr. Buckram, brightening up, and stirring the silver round and round in his pocket like a whirlpool, nay, replied he, hes fit for summat better nor that.

Not much, I think, replied Mr. Waffles, pouting with disgust. He now stood silent for a few seconds.

Well, but what did they mean by hoping Mr. Sponge was fond of walking? at length asked he.

Oh, vy, replied Mr. Buckram, gathering all the money up again, I believe it was this ere, beginning to drop them to half-minute time, and talking very slowly; the oss, I believe, got the better of Lord Bullfrog one day, somewhere a little on this side of Thrussinton  that, you know, is where Sir Arry built his kennels  between Mount Sorrel and Melton in fact  and havin got his Lordship off, who, I should tell you, is an uncommon fat un, he wouldnt let him on again, and he ad to lead him the matter of I dont know ow many miles; Mr. Buckram letting go the whole balance of silver in a rush, as if to denote that it was no joke.

The brute! observed Mr. Waffles, in disgust, adding, Well, as you seem to have a pretty good opinion of him, suppose you buy him; Ill let you have him cheap.

Ord bless you  my lord  thats to say, sir! exclaimed Buckram, shrugging up his shoulders, and raising his eyebrows as high as they would go, hed be of no use to me, none votsomever  shouldnt know what to do with him  never do for arness  besides, I ave a werry good machiner as it is  at least, he sarves my turn, and thats everything, you know. No, sir, no, continued he, slowly and thoughtfully, dropping the silver to half-minute time; no, sir, no; if I might make free with a genleman o your helegance, continued he, after a pause, Id say, sell im to a post-master or a buss-master, or some sich cattle as those, but I doesnt think Id put im into the ands of no genleman, thats to say if I were you, at least, added he.

Well, then, will you speculate on him yourself for the buss-masters? asked Mr. Waffles, tired alike of the colloquy and the quadruped.
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Oh, vy, as to that, replied Mr. Buckram, with an air of the most perfect indifference, vy, as to that  not bein nouther a post-master nor a buss-master  but aving, as I said before, a little hindependence o my own, vy, I couldnt in course give such a bountiful price as if I could turn im to account at once; but if it would be any commodation to you, added he, working the silver up into full cry, I wouldnt mind givin you the with (worth) of im  say, deductin expenses hup to town, and standin at livery afore I finds a customer  expenses hup to town, continued Mr. Buckram, muttering to himself in apparent calculation, standin at livery  three-and-sixpence a night, grum, and so on  I wouldnt mind, continued he briskly, givin of you twenty pund for im  if youd throw me back a sov., continued he, seeing Mr. Waffles brow didnt contract into the frown he expected at having such a sum offered for his three-hundred-guinea horse.

In the course of an hour, that wonderful invention of modern times,  the Electric Telegraph  conveyed the satisfactory words All right to our friend Mr. Sponge, just as he was sitting down to dinner in a certain sumptuously sanded coffee-room in Conduit Street, who forthwith sealed and posted the following ready-written letter:

BANTAM HOTEL, BOND STREET.

SIR,

I have been greatly surprised and hurt to hear that you have thought fit to impeach my integrity, and insinuate that I had taken you in with the brown horse. Such insinuations touch one in a tender point  ones self-respect. The bargain, I may remind you, was of your own seeking, and I told you at the time I knew nothing of the horse, having only ridden him once, and I also told you where I got him. To show how unjust and unworthy your insinuations have been, I have now to inform you that, having ascertained that Lord Bullfrog knew he was vicious, I insisted on his lordship taking him back, and have only to add that, on my receiving him from you, I will return you your bill.

I am, Sir, your obedient servant,

H. SPONGE.

To w. waffles, Esq.,
Imperial Hotel, Laverick Wells.

Mr. Waffles was a good deal vexed and puzzled when he got this letter. He had parted with the horse, who was gone no one knew where, and Mr. Waffles felt that he had used a certain freedom of speech in speaking of the transaction. Mr. Sponge having left Laverick Wells, had, perhaps, led him a little astray with his tongue  slandering an absent man being generally thought a pretty safe game; it now seemed Mr. Waffles was all wrong, and might have had his money back if he had not been in such a hurry to part with the horse. Like a good many people, he thought he had best eat up his words, which he did in the following manner:

IMPERIAL HOTEL, LAVERICK WELLS.

DEAR MR. SPONGE,

You are quite mistaken in supposing that I ever insinuated anything against you with regard to the horse. I said he was a beast, and it seems Lord Bullfrog admits it. However, never mind anything more about him, though I am equally obliged to you for the trouble you have taken. The fact is, I have parted with him.

We are having capital sport; never go out but we kill, sometimes a brace, sometimes a leash of foxes. Hoping you are recovered from the effects of your ride through the window, and will soon rejoin us, believe me, dear Mr. Sponge,

Yours very sincerely,

W. WAFFLES.

To which Mr. Sponge shortly after rejoined as follows:

BANTAM HOTEL, BOND STREET.

DEAR WAFFLES,

Yours to hand  I am glad to receive a disclaimer of any unworthy imputations respecting the brown horse. Such insinuations are only for horse-dealers, not for men of high gentlemanly feeling.

I am sorry to say we have not got out of the horse as I hoped. Lord Bullfrog, who is a most cantankerous fellow, insists upon having him back, according to the terms of my letter; I must therefore trouble you to hunt him up, and let us accommodate his lordship with him again. If you will say where he is, I may very likely know some one who can assist us in getting him. You will excuse this trouble, I hope, considering that it was to serve you that I moved in the matter, and insisted on returning him to his lordship, at a loss of £50 to myself, having only given £250 for him.

I remain, dear Waffles,

Yours sincerely,

H. SPONGE.

To w. waffles, Esq.,
Imperial Hotel, Laverick Wells.

LAVERICK WELLS.

DEAR SPONGE,

Im afraid Bullfrog will have to make himself happy without his horse, for I havnt the slightest idea where he is. I sold him to a cockneyfied, countryfied sort of a man, who said he had a small hindependence of his own  somewhere, I believe, about London. He didnt give much for him, as you may suppose, when I tell you he paid for him chiefly in silver. If I were you, I wouldnt trouble myself about him.

Yours very truly,

W. WAFFLES.

To H. SPONGE, Esq.

Our hero addressed Mr. Waffles again, in the course of a few days, as follows:

dear waffles,

I am sorry to say Bullfrog wont be put off without the horse. He says I insisted on his taking him back, and now he insists on having him. I have had his lawyer, Mr. Chousam, of the great firm of Chousam, Doem, and Co., of Throgmorton Street, at me, who says his lordship will play old gooseberry with us if we dont return him by Saturday. Pray put on all steam, and look him up.

Yours in haste,

H. SPONGE.

To W. WAFFLES, Esq.

Mr. Waffles did put on all steam, and so successfully that he ran the horse to ground at our friend Mr. Buckrams. Though the horse was in the box adjoining the house, Mr. Buckram declared he had sold him to go to Hireland; to what county he really couldnt say, nor to what hunt; all he knew was, the gentleman said he was a captin, and lived in a castle.

Mr. Waffles communicated the intelligence to Sponge, requesting him to do the best he could for him, who reported what his best was in the following letter:

dear waffles,

My lawyer has seen Chousam, and deuced stiff he says he was. It seems Bullfrog is indignant at being accused of a do; and having got me in the wrong box, by not being able to return the horse as claimed, he meant to work me. At first Chousam would hear of nothing but l  a  w. Bullfrogs wounded honour could only be salved that way. Gradually, however, we diverged from l  a  w to £  s.  d.; and the upshot of it is, that he will advise his lordship to take £250 and be done with it. Its a bore; but I did it for the best, and shall be glad now to know your wishes on the subject. Meanwhile, I remain,

Yours very truly,

H. SPONGE.

To w. waffles, Esq.

Formerly a remittance by post used to speak for itself. The tender-fingered clerks could detect an enclosure, however skilfully folded. Few people grudged double postage in those days. Now one letter is so much like another, that nothing short of opening them makes one any wiser. Mr. Sponge received Mr. Waffles answer from the hands of the waiter with the sort of feeling that it was only the continuation of their correspondence. Judge, then, of his delight, when a nice, clean, crisp promissory note, on a five-shilling stamp, fell quivering to the floor. A few lines, expressive of Mr. Waffles gratitude for the trouble our hero had taken, and hopes that it would not be inconvenient to take a note at two months, accompanied it. At first Mr. Sponge was overjoyed. It would set him up for the season. He thought how hed spend it. He had half a mind to go to Melton. There were no heiresses there, or else he would. Leamington would do, only it was rather expensive. Then he thought he might as well have done Waffles a little more.

Confound it! exclaimed Sponge, I dont do myself justice! Im too much of a gentleman! I should have had five underd  such an ass as Waffles deserves to be done!


CHAPTER XIII

A NEW SCHEME
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Our friend Soapey was now in good feather; he had got a large price for his good-for-nothing horse, with a very handsome bonus for not getting him back, making him better off than he had been for some time. Gentlemen of his calibre are generally extremely affluent in everything except cash. They have bills without end  bills that nobody will touch, and book debts in abundance  book debts entered with metallic pencils in curious little clasped pocket-books, with such utter disregard of method that it would puzzle an accountant to comb them into anything like shape.

It is true, what Mr. Sponge got from Mr. Waffles were bills  but they were good bills, and of such reasonable date as the most exacting of the Jew tribe would do for twenty per cent. Mr. Sponge determined to keep the game alive, and getting Hercules and Multum in Parvo together again, he added a showy piebald hack, that Buckram had just got from some circus people who had not been able to train him to their work.

The question now was, where to manœuvre this imposing stud  a problem that Mr. Sponge quickly solved.

Among the many strangers who rushed into indiscriminate friendship with our hero at Laverick Wells, was Mr. Jawleyford, of Jawleyford Court, in  shire. Jawleyford was a great humbug. He was a fine, off-hand, open-hearted, cheery sort of fellow, who was always delighted to see you, would start at the view, and stand with open arms in the middle of the street, as though quite overjoyed at the meeting. Though he never gave dinners, nor anything where he was, he asked everybody, at least everybody who did give them, to visit him at Jawleyford Court. If a man was fond of fishing, he must come to Jawleyford Court, he must, indeed; he would take no refusal, he wouldnt leave him alone till he promised. He would show him such fishing  no waters in the world to compare with his. The Shannon and the Tweed were not to be spoken of in the same day as his waters in the Swiftley.

Shooting, the same way. By Jove! are you a shooter? Well, Im delighted to hear it. Well, now, we shall be at home all September, and up to the middle of October, and you must just come to us at your own time, and I will give you some of the finest partridge and pheasant shooting you ever saw in your life; Norfolk can show nothing to what I can. Now, my good fellow, say the word; do say youll come, and then it will be a settled thing, and I shall look forward to it with such pleasure!

He was equally magnanimous about hunting, though, like a good many people who have had their hunts, he pretended that his day was over, though he was a most zealous promoter of the sport. So he asked everybody who did hunt to come and see him; and what with his hearty, affable manner, and the unlimited nature of his invitations, he generally passed for a deuced hospitable, good sort of fellow, and came in for no end of dinners and other entertainments for his wife and daughters, of which he had two  daughters, we mean, not wives. His time was about up at Laverick Wells when Mr. Sponge arrived there; nevertheless, during the few days that remained to them, Mr. Jawleyford contrived to scrape a pretty intimate acquaintance with a gentleman whose wealth was reported to equal, if it did not exceed, that of Mr. Waffles himself. The following was the closing scene between them:
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Jawleyford of Jawleyford Court

Mr. Sponge, said he, getting our hero by both hands in Culeyfords Billiard Room, and shaking them as though he could not bear the idea of separation; my dear Mr. Sponge, added he, I grieve to say were going to-morrow; I had hoped to have stayed a little longer, and to have enjoyed the pleasure of your most agreeable society. (This was true; he would have stayed, only his banker wouldnt let him have any more money.) But, however, I wont say adieu, continued he; no, I wont say adieu! I live, as you perhaps know, in one of the best hunting countries in England  my Lord Scamperdales  Scamperdale and I are like brothers; I can do whatever I like with him  he has, I may say, the finest pack of hounds in the world; his huntsman. Jack Frostyface, I really believe, cannot be surpassed. Come, then, my dear fellow, continued Mr. Jawleyford, increasing the grasp and shake of the hands, and looking most earnestly in Sponges face, as if deprecating a refusal; come, then, my dear fellow, and see us; we will do whatever we can to entertain and make you comfortable. Scamperdale shall keep our side of the country till you come; there are capital stables at Lucksford, close to the station, and you shall have a stall for your hack at Jawleyford, and a man to look after him, if you like; so now, dont say nay  your time shall be ours  we shall be at home all the rest of the winter, and I flatter myself, if you once come down, you will be inclined to repeat your visit; at least, I hope so.

There are two common sayings; one, that birds of a feather flock together; the other, that two of a trade never agree; which often seem to us to contradict each other in the actual intercourse of life. Humbugs certainly have the knack of drawing together, and yet they are always excellent friends, and will vouch for the goodness of each other in a way that few straight-forward men think it worth their while to adopt with regard to indifferent people. Indeed, humbugs are not always content to defend their absent brother humbugs when they hear them abused, but they will frequently lug each other in neck and crop, apparently for no other purpose than that of proclaiming what excellent fellows they are, and see if anybody will take up the cudgels against them.

Mr. Sponge, albeit with a considerable cross of the humbug himself, and one who perfectly understood the usual worthlessness of general invitations, was yet so taken with Mr. Jawleyfords hail-fellow-well-met, earnest sort of manner, that, adopting the convenient and familiar solution in such matters, that there is no rule without an exception, concluded that Mr. Jawleyford was the exception, and really meant what he said.

Independently of the attractions offered by hunting, which were both strong and cogent, we have said there were two young ladies, to whom fame attached the enormous fortunes common in cases where there is a large property and no sons. Still Sponge was a wary bird, and his experience of the worthlessness of most general invitations made him think it just possible that it might not suit Mr. Jawleyford to receive him now, at the particular time he wanted to go; so after duly considering the case, and also the impressive nature of the invitation, so recently given, too, he determined not to give Jawleyford the chance of refusing him, but just to say he was coming, and drop down upon him before he could say no. Accordingly, he penned the following epistle:

BANTAM HOTEL, BOND-STREET, LONDON.

DEAR JAWLEYFORD,

I purpose being with you to-morrow, by the express train, which I see, by Bradshaw, arrives at Lucksford a quarter to three. I shall only bring two hunters and a hack, so perhaps you could oblige me by taking them in for the short time I shall stay, as it would not be convenient for me to separate them. Hoping to find Mrs. Jawleyford and the young ladies well, I remain, dear sir,

Yours very truly,

H. SPONGE.

To  jawleyford, Esq., Jawleyford Court, Lucksford.

Curse the fellow! exclaimed Jawleyford, nearly choking himself with a fish bone, as he opened and read the foregoing at breakfast. Curse the fellow! he repeated, stamping the letter under foot, as though he would crush it to atoms. Who ever saw such a piece of impudence as that!

Whats the matter, my dear? inquired Mrs. Jawleyford, alarmed lest it was her dunning jeweller writing again.

Matter! shrieked Jawleyford, in a tone that sounded through the thick wall of the room, and caused the hobbling old gardener on the terrace to peep in at the heavy-mullioned window. Matter! repeated he, as though he had got his coup de grâce; look there, added he, handing over the letter.

Oh, my dear, rejoined Mrs. Jawleyford soothingly, as soon as she saw it was not what she expected. Oh, my dear, Im sure theres nothing to make you put yourself so much out of the way. No! roared Jawleyford, determined not to be done out of his grievance. No! repeated he; do you call that nothing?

Why, nothing to make yourself unhappy about, replied Mrs. Jawleyford, rather pleased than otherwise; for she was glad it was not from Rings, the jeweller, and, moreover, hated the monotony of Jawleyford Court, and was glad of anything to relieve it. If she had had her own way, she would have gadded about at watering-places all the year round.

Well, said Jawleyford, with a toss of the head and a shrug of resignation, youll have me in gaol; I see that.

Nay, my dear J., rejoined his wife, soothingly; Im sure youve plenty of money.

Have I! ejaculated Jawleyford. Do you suppose, if I had, Id have left Laverick Wells without paying Miss Bustlebey, or given a bill at three months for the house-rent?

Well, but, my dear, youve nothing to do but tell Mr. Screwemtight to get you some money from the tenants.

Money from the tenants! replied Mr. Jawleyford. Screwemtight tells me he cant get another farthing from any man on the estate.

Oh, pooh! said Mrs. Jawleyford; youre far too good to them. I always say Screwemtight looks far more to their interest than he does to yours.
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Jawleyford, we may observe, was one of the rather numerous race of paper-booted, pen-and-ink landowners. He always dressed in the country as he would in St. Jamess Street, and his communications with his tenantry were chiefly confined to dining with them twice a year in the great entrance-hall, after Mr. Screwemtight had eased them of their cash in the stewards room. Then Mr. Jawleyford would shine forth the very impersonification of what a landlord ought to be. Dressed in the height of the fashion, as if by his clothes to give the lie to his words, he would expatiate on the delights of such meetings of equality; declare that, next to those spent with his family, the only really happy moments of his life were those when he was surrounded by his tenantry; he doated on the manly character of the English farmer. Then he would advert to the great antiquity of the Jawleyford family, many generations of whom looked down upon them from the walls of the old hall; some on their war-steeds, some armed cap-à-pie, some in court-dresses, some in Spanish ones, one in a white dress with gold brocade breeches and a hat with an enormous plume, old Jawleyford (father of the present one) in the Windsor uniform, and our friend himself, the very prototype of what then stood before them. Indeed, he had been painted in the act of addressing his hereditary chawbacons in the hall in which the picture was suspended. There he stood, with his bright auburn hair (now rather badger-pied, perhaps, but still very passable by candlelight)  his bright auburn hair, we say, swept boldly off his lofty forehead, his hazy grey eyes flashing with the excitement of drink and animation, his left hand reposing on the hip of his well-fitting black pantaloons, while the right one, radiant with rings, and trimmed with upturned wristband, sawed the air, as he rounded off the periods of the well-accustomed saws.

Jawleyford, like a good many people, was very hospitable when in full fig  two soups, two fishes, and the necessary concomitants; but he would see any one far enough before he would give him a dinner merely because he wanted one. That sort of ostentatious banqueting has about brought country society in general to a deadlock. People tire of the constant revision of plate, linen, and china.

Mrs. Jawleyford, on the other hand, was a very rough-and-ready sort of woman, never put out of her way; and though she constantly preached the old doctrine that girls are much better single than married, she was always on the look-out for opportunities of contradicting her assertions.

She was an Irish lady, with a pedigree almost as long as Jawleyfords, but more compressible pride, and if she couldnt get a duke, she would take a marquis or an earl, or even put up with a rich commoner.

The perusal, therefore, of Sponges letter, operated differently upon her to what it did upon her husband, and though she would have liked a little more time, perhaps, she did not care to take him as they were. Jawleyford, however, resisted violently. It would be most particularly inconvenient to him to receive company at that time. If Mr. Sponge had gone through the whole three hundred and sixty-five days in the year, he could not have hit upon a more inconvenient one for him. Besides, he had no idea of people writing in that sort of a way, saying they were coming, without giving him the chance of saying no. Well, but, my dear, I dare say you asked him, observed Mrs. Jawleyford.

Jawleyford was silent, the scene in the billiard-room recurring to his mind.

Ive often told you, my dear, continued Mrs. Jawleyford, kindly, that you shouldnt be so free with your invitations if you dont want people to come; things are very different now to what they were in the old coaching and posting days, when it took a day and a night and half the next day to get here, and I dont know how much money besides. You might then invite people with safety, but it is very different now, when they have nothing to do but put themselves into the express train and whisk down in a few hours.

Well, but, confound him, I didnt ask his horses, exclaimed Jawleyford; nor will I have them either, continued he, with a jerk of the head, as he got up and rang the bell, as though determined to put a stop to that at all events.

Samuel, said he, to the dirty page of a boy who answered the summons, tell John Watson to go down to the Railway Tavern directly, and desire them to get a three-stalled stable ready for a gentlemans horses that are coming to-day  a gentleman of the name of Sponge, added he, lest any one else should chance to come and usurp them and tell John to meet the express train, and tell the gentlemans groom where it is.


CHAPTER XIV

JAWLEYFORD COURT
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TRUE TO A minute, the hissing engine drew the swiftly gliding train beneath the elegant and costly station at Lucksford  an edifice presenting a rare contrast to the wretched old red-tiled, five-windowed house, called the Red Lion, where a brandy-faced blacksmith of a landlord used to emerge from the adjoining smithy, to take charge of any one who might arrive per coach for that part of the country. Mr. Sponge was quickly on the platform, seeing to the detachment of his horse-box.

Just as the cavalry was about got into marching order, up rode John Watson, a ragamuffin-looking gamekeeper, in a green plush coat, with a very tarnished laced hat, mounted on a very shaggy white pony, whose hide seemed quite impervious to the visitations of a heavily-knotted dogwhip, with which he kept saluting his shoulders and sides.

Please, sir, said he, riding up to Mr. Sponge, with a touch of the old hat, Ive got you a capital three-stall stable at the Railway Tavern, here, pointing to a newly built brick house standing on the rising ground.

Oh! but Im going to Jawleyford Court, responded our friend, thinking the man was the tout of the tavern.

Mr. Jawleyford dont take in horses, sir, rejoined the man, with another touch of the hat.

Hell take in mine, observed Mr. Sponge, with an air of authority.

Oh, I beg pardon, sir, replied the keeper, thinking he had made a mistake; it was Mr. Sponge whose horses I had to bespeak stalls for, touching his hat profusely as he spoke.

Well, this be Mister Sponge, observed Leather, who had been listening attentively to what passed.

Deed! said the keeper, again turning to our hero with an I beg pardon, sir, but the stable is for you then, sir  for Mr. Sponge, sir.

How do you know that? demanded our friend.

Cause Mr. Spigot, the butler, says to me, says he, Mr. Watson, says he  my names Watson, you see, continued the speaker, sawing away at his hat, my names Watson, you see, and Im the head gamekeeper. Mr. Watson, says he, you must go down to the tavern and order a three-stall stable for a gentleman of the name of Sponge, whose horses are a comin to-day; and in course Ive come cordingly, added Watson. A three-stalld stable! observed Mr. Sponge, with an emphasis.

A three-stalld stable, repeated Mr. Watson.

Confound him, but he said hed take in a hack at all events, observed Sponge, with a sideway shake of the head; and a hack he shall take in, too he added. Are your stables full at Jawleyford Court? he asked.

Ord bless you, no, sir, replied Watson with a leer; theres nothin in them but a couple of weedy hacks and a pair of old worn-out carriage-horses.

Then I can get this hack taken in, at all events, observed Sponge, laying his hand on the neck of the piebald as he spoke.

Why, as to that, replied Mr. Watson, with a shake of the head, I cant say nothin.

I must, though, rejoined Sponge, tartly; he said hed take in my hack, or I wouldnt have come.

Well, sir, observed the keeper, you know best, sir.

Confounded screw! muttered Sponge, turning away to give his orders to Leather. Ill work him for it, he added. He shant get rid of me in a hurry  at least, not unless I can get a better billet elsewhere.

Having arranged the parting with Leather, and got a cart to carry his things, Mr. Sponge mounted the piebald, and put himself under the guidance of Watson to be conducted to his destination. The first part of the journey was performed in silence, Mr. Sponge not being particularly well pleased at the reception his request to have his horses taken in had met with. This silence he might perhaps have preserved throughout had it not occurred to him that he might pump something out of the servant about the family he was going to visit.

Thats not a bad-like old cob of yours, he observed, drawing rein so as to let the shaggy white come alongside of him.

He belies his looks, then, replied Watson, with a grin of his cadaverous face, for hes just as bad a beast as ever looked through a bridle. Its a parfect disgrace to a gentleman to put a man on such a beast.

Sponge saw the sort of man he had got to deal with, and proceeded accordingly.

Have you lived long with Mr. Jawleyford? he asked.

No, nor will I, if I can help it, replied Watson, with another grin and another touch of the old hat. Touching his hat was about the only piece of propriety he was up to.

What, hes not a brick, then? asked Sponge.

Mean man, replied Watson with a shake of the head; mean man, he repeated. Youre nowise connected with the famly, I spose? he asked with a look of suspicion lest he might be committing himself.

No, replied Sponge; no; merely an acquaintance. We met at Laverick Wells, and he pressed me to come and see him.

Indeed! said Watson, feeling at ease again.

Who did you live with before you came here? asked Mr. Sponge, after a pause.

I lived many years  the greater part of my life, indeed  with Sir Harry Swift. He was a real gentleman now, if you like  free, open-handed gentleman  none of your close-shavin, cheese-parin sort of gentlemen, or imitation gentlemen, as I calls them, but a man who knew what was due to good servants and gave them it. We had good wages, and all the proper reglars. Bless you, I could sell a new suit of clothes there every year, instead of having to wear the last keepers cast-offs, and a hat that would disgrace anything but a flay-crow. If the linin wasnt stuffed full of gun-waddin it would be over my nose, he observed, taking it off and adjusting the layer of wadding as he spoke.

You should have stuck to Sir Harry, observed Mr. Sponge.

I did, rejoined Watson. I did, I stuck to him to the last. Id have been with him now, only he couldnt get a manor at Boulogne, and a keeper was of no use without one.

What, he went to Boulogne, did he? observed Mr. Sponge.

Aye, the mores the pity, replied Watson. He was a gentleman, every inch of him, he added, with a shake of the head and a sigh, as if recurring to more prosperous times. He was what a gentleman ought to be, he continued, not one of your poor, pryin, inquisitive critturs, whats always fancyin themselves cheated. I ordered everything in my department, and paid for it too; and never had a bill disputed or even commented on. I might have charged for a ton of powder, and never had nothin said.

Mr. Jawleyfords not likely to find his way to Boulogne, I suppose? observed Mr. Sponge.

Not he! exclaimed Watson, not he!  safe bird  very.

Hes rich, I suppose? continued Sponge, with an air of indifference.

Why, I should say he was; though others say hes not, replied Watson, cropping the old pony with the dog-whip, as it nearly fell on its nose. He cant fail to be rich, with all his property; though theyre desperate hands for gaddin about; always off to some waterin-place or another, lookin for husbands, I suppose. I wonder, he continued, that gentlemen cant settle at home, and amuse themselves with coursin and shootin. Mr. Watson, like many servants, thinking that the bulk of a gentlemans income should be spent in promoting the particular sport over which they preside.

With this and similar discourse, they beguiled the short distance between the station and the Court  a distance, however, that looked considerably greater after the flying rapidity of the rail. But for these occasional returns to terra firma, people would begin to fancy themselves birds. After rounding a large but gently swelling hill, over the summit of which the road, after the fashion of old roads, led, our traveller suddenly looked down upon the wide vale of Sniperdown, with Jawleyford Court glittering with a bright open aspect, on a fine, gradual elevation, above the broad, smoothly gliding river. A clear atmosphere, indicative either of rain or frost, disclosed a vast tract of wild, flat, ill-cultivated-looking country to the south, little interrupted by woods or signs of population; the whole losing itself, as it were, in an indistinct grey outline, commingling with the fleecy white clouds in the distance.

Here we be, observed Watson, with a nod towards where a tarnished red-and-gold flag, floated, or rather flapped lazily in the winters breeze, above an irregular mass of towers, turrets, and odd-shaped chimneys.
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Jawleyford Court was a fine old mansion, partaking more of the character of a castle than a Court, with its keep and towers, battlements, heavily grated mullioned windows, and machicolated gallery. It stood, sombre and grey, in the midst of gigantic but now leafless sycamores  trees that had to thank themselves for being sycamores; for, had they been oaks, or other marketable wood, they would have been made into bonnets or shawls long before now. The building itself was irregular, presenting different sorts of architecture, from pure Gothic down to some even perfectly modern buildings; still, viewed as a whole, it was massive and imposing; and as Mr. Sponge looked down upon it, he thought far more of Jawleyford and Co. than he did as the mere occupants of a modest, white-stuccoed, green-verandahed house, at Laverick Wells. Nor did his admiration diminish as he advanced, and, crossing by a battlemented bridge over the moat, he viewed the massive character of the buildings rising grandly from their rocky foundation. An imposing, solemn-toned old clock began striking four, as the horsemen rode under the Gothic portico, whose notes re-echoed and reverberated, and at last lost themselves among the towers and pinnacles of the building. Sponge, for a moment, was awe-stricken at the magnificence of the scene, feeling that it was what he would call a good many cuts above him; but he soon recovered his wonted impudence.

He would have me, thought he, recalling the pressing nature of the Jawleyford invitation.

If youll hold my nag, said Watson, throwing himself off the shaggy white, Ill ring the bell, added he, running up a wide flight of steps to the hall-door. A riotous peal announced the arrival.


CHAPTER XV

THE JAWLEYFORD ESTABLISHMENT
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THE LOUD PEAL of the Jawleyford Court door-bell, announcing Mr. Sponges arrival, with which we closed the last chapter, found the inhabitants variously engaged preparing for his reception.

Mrs. Jawleyford, with the aid of a very indifferent cook, was endeavouring to arrange a becoming dinner; the young ladies, with the aid of a somewhat better sort of maid, were attractifying themselves, each looking with considerable jealousy on the efforts of the other; and Mr. Jawleyford was trotting from room to room, eyeing the various pictures of himself, wondering which was now the most like, and watching the emergence of curtains, carpets, and sofas from their brown holland covers.

A gleam of sunshine seemed to reign throughout the mansion; the long-covered furniture appearing to have gained freshness by its retirement, just as a newly done-up hat surprises the wearer by its goodness; a few days, however, soon restores the defects of either.

All these arrangements were suddenly brought to a close by the peal of the door-bell, just as the little stage-tinkle of a theatre stops preparation, and compels the actors to stand forward as they are. Mrs. Jawleyford threw aside her silk apron, and took a hasty glance of her face in the old eagle-topped mirror in the still-room; the young ladies discarded their coarse dirty pocket-handkerchiefs, and gently drew elaborately fringed ones through their taper fingers to give them an air of use, as they took a hasty review of themselves in the swing mirrors; the housemaid hurried off with a whole armful of brown holland; and Jawleyford threw himself into attitude in an elaborately carved, richly cushioned, easy-chair, with a Disraelis Life of Lord George Bentinck in his hand. But Jawleyfords thoughts were far from his book. He was sitting on thorns lest there might not be a proper guard of honour to receive Mr. Sponge at the entrance.

Jawleyford, as we said before, was not the man to entertain unless he could do it properly; and, as we all have our pitch-notes of propriety up to which we play, we may state that Jawleyfords note was a butler and two footmen. A butler and two footmen he looked upon as perfectly indispensable to receiving company. He chose to have two footmen to follow the butler, who followed the gentleman to the spacious flight of steps leading from the great hall to the portico, as he mounted his horse. The world is governed a good deal by appearances. Mr. Jawleyford started life with two most unimpeachable Johns. They were nearly six feet high, heads well up, and legs that might have done for models for a sculptor. They powdered with the greatest propriety, and by two oclock each day were silk-stockinged and pumped in full-dress Jawleyford livery; sky-blue coats with massive silver aiguillettes, and broad silver seams down the front and round their waistcoat-pocket flaps; silver garters at their crimson plush breeches knees: and thus attired, they were ready to turn out with the butler to receive visitors, and conduct them back to their carriages. Gradually they came down in style, but not in number, and, when Mr. Sponge visited Mr. Jawleyford, he had a sort of out-of-door man-of-all-work who metamorphosed himself into a second footman at short notice.

My dear Mr. Sponge!  I am delighted to see you! exclaimed Mr. Jawleyford, rising from his easy-chair, and throwing his Disraelis Bentinck aside, as Mr. Spigot, the butler, in a deep, sonorous voice, announced our worthy friend. This is, indeed, most truly kind of you, continued Jawleyford, advancing to meet him; and getting our friend by both hands, he began working his arms up and down like the under man in a saw-pit. This is, indeed, most truly kind, he repeated; I assure you I shall never forget it. Its just what I like  its just what Mrs. Jawleyford likes  its just what we all like  coming without fuss or ceremony. Spigot! he added, hailing old Pomposo as the latter was slowly withdrawing, thinking what a humbug his master was Spigot! he repeated in a louder voice; let the ladies know Mr. Sponge is here. Come to the fire, my dear fellow, continued Jawleyford, clutching his guest by the arm, and drawing him towards where an ample grate of indifferent coals was crackling and spluttering beneath a magnificent old oak mantelpiece of the richest and costliest carved work. Come to the fire, my dear fellow, he repeated, for you feel cold; and I dont wonder at it, for the day is cheerless and uncomfortable, and youve had a long ride. Will you take anything before dinner?

What time do you dine? asked Mr. Sponge, rubbing his hands as he spoke.

Six oclock, replied Mr. Jawleyford, six oclock  say six oclock  not particular to a moment  days are short, you see  days are short.

I think I should like a glass of sherry and a biscuit, then, observed Mr. Sponge.

And forthwith the bell was rung, and in due course of time Mr. Spigot arrived with a tray, followed by the Miss Jawleyfords, who had rather expected Mr. Sponge to be shown into the drawing-room to them, where they had composed themselves very prettily; one working a parrot in chenille, the other with a lapful of crochet.

The Miss Jawleyfords  Amelia and Emily  were lively girls; hardly beauties  at least, not sufficiently so to attract attention in a crowd; but still, girls well calculated to bring a man to book, in the country. Mr. Thackeray, who bound up all the home truths in circulation, and many that exist only in the inner chambers of the heart, calling the whole Vanity Fair, says, we think (though we dont exactly know where to lay hand on the passage), that it is not your real striking beauties who are the most dangerous  at all events, that do the most execution  but sly, quiet sort of girls, who do not strike the beholder at first sight, but steal insensibly upon him as he gets acquainted. The Miss Jawleyfords were of this order. Seen in plain morning gowns, a man would meet them in the street, without either turning round or making an observation, good, bad, or indifferent; but in the close quarters of a country house, with all the able assistance of first-rate London dresses, well flounced and set out, each bent on doing the agreeable, they became dangerous. The Miss Jawleyfords were uncommonly well got up, and Juliana, their mutual maid, deserved great credit for the impartiality she displayed in arraying them. There wasnt a halfpennys worth of choice as to which was the best. This was the more creditable to the maid, inasmuch as the dresses  sea-green glacés  were rather dashed; and the worse they looked, the likelier they would be to become her property. Half-dashed dresses, however, that would look rather seedy by contrast, come out very fresh in the country, especially in winter, when day begins to close in at four. And here we may observe, what a dreary time is that which intervenes between the arrival of a guest and the dinner hour, in the dead winter months in the country. The English are a desperate people for overweighting their conversational powers. They have no idea of penning up their small talk, and bringing it to bear in generous flow upon one particular hour; but they keep dribbling it out throughout the live-long day, wearying their listeners without benefiting themselves  just as a careless waggoner scatters his load on the road. Few people are insensible to the advantage of having their champagne brisk, which can only be done by keeping the cork in; but few ever think of keeping the cork of their own conversation in. See a Frenchman  how light and buoyant he trips into a drawing-room, fresh from the satisfactory scrutiny of the looking-glass, with all the news, and jokes, and tittle-tattle of the day, in full bloom! How sparkling and radiant he is, with something smart and pleasant to say to every one! How thoroughly happy and easy he is; and what a contrast to phlegmatic John Bull, who stands with his great red fists doubled, looking as if he thought whoever spoke to him would be wanting him to endorse a bill of exchange! But, as we said before, the dread hour before dinner is an awful time in the country  frightful when there are two hours, and never a subject in common for the company to work upon. Laverick Wells and their mutual acquaintance was all Sponge and Jawleyfords stock-in-trade; and that was a very small capital to begin upon, for they had been there together too short a time to make much of a purse of conversation. Even the young ladies, with their inquiries after the respective flirtations  how Miss Sawney and Captain Snubnose were getting on? and whether the rich Widow Spankley was likely to bring Sir Thomas Greedey to book?  failed to make up a conversation; for Sponge knew little of the ins and outs of these matters, his attention having been more directed to Mr. Waffles than any one else. Still, the mere questions, put in a playful, womanly way, helped the time on, and prevented things coming to that frightful deadlock of silence, that causes an involuntary inward exclamation of How am I to get through the time with this man? There are people who seem to think that sitting and looking at each other constitutes society. Women have a great advantage over men in the talking way; they have always something to say. Let a lot of women be huddled together throughout the whole of a livelong day, and they will yet have such a balance of conversation at night, as to render it necessary to convert a bedroom into a clearing-house, to get rid of it. Men, however, soon get high and dry, especially before dinner; and a host ought to be at liberty to read the Riot Act, and disperse them to their bedrooms, till such times as they wanted to eat and drink.

A most scientifically sounded gong, beginning low, like distant thunder, and gradually increasing its murmur till it filled the whole mansion with its roar, at length relieved all parties from the labour of further efforts; and, looking at his watch, Jawleyford asked Mrs. Jawleyford, in an innocent, indifferent sort of way, which was Mr. Sponges room; though he had been fussing about it not long before, and dusting the portrait of himself in his green-and-gold yeomanry uniform, with an old pocket-handkerchief.

The crimson room, my dear, replied the well-drilled Mrs. Jawleyford; and Spigot coming with candles, Jawleyford preceded Mr. Sponge up a splendid richly carved oak staircase, of such gradual and easy rise that an invalid might almost have been drawn up it in a garden-chair.

Passing a short distance along a spacious corridor, Mr. Jawleyford presently opened a door to the right, and led the way into a large gloomy room, with a little newly lighted wood fire crackling in an enormous grate, making darkness visible, and drawing the cold out of the walls. We need scarcely say it was that terrible room  the best; with three creaking, ill-fitting windows, and heavy crimson satin-damask furniture, so old as scarcely to be able to sustain its own weight. Ah! here you are, observed Mr. Jawleyford, as he nearly tripped over Sponges luggage as it stood by the fire. Here you are, repeated he, giving the candle a flourish, to show the size of the room, and draw it back on the portrait of himself above the mantelpiece. Ah! I declare heres an old picture of myself, said he, holding the candle up to the face, as if he hadnt seen it for some time a picture that was done when I was in the Bumperkin yeomanry, continued he, passing the light before the facings. That was considered a good likeness at the time, said he, looking affectionately at it, and feeling his nose to see if it was still the same size. Ours was a capital corps  one of the best, if not the very best in the service. The inspecting officer always spoke of it in the highest possible terms  especially of my company, which really was just as perfect as anything my Lord Cardigan, or any of your crack disciplinarians, can produce. However, never mind, continued he, lowering the candle, seeing Mr. Sponge didnt enter into the spirit of the thing; youll be wanting to dress. Youll find hot water on the table yonder, pointing to the far corner of the room, where the outline of a jug might just be descried; theres a bell in the bed if you want anything; and dinner will be ready as soon as you are dressed. You neednt make yourself very fine, added he, as he retired; for we are only ourselves: hope we shall have some of our neighbours to-morrow or next day, but we are rather badly off for neighbours just here  at least, for short-notice neighbours. So saying, he disappeared through the dark doorway.

The latter statement was true enough, for Jawleyford, though apparently such a fine open-hearted, sociable sort of man, was in reality a very quarrelsome, troublesome fellow. He quarrelled with all his neighbours in succession, generally getting through them every two or three years; and his acquaintance were divided into two classes  the best and the worst fellows under the sun. A stranger revising Jawleyford after an absence of a year or two, would very likely find the best fellows of former days transformed into the worst ones of that. Thus, Parson Hobanob, that pet victim of country caprice, would come in and go out of season like lamb or asparagus; Major Moustache and Jawleyford would be as thick as thieves one day, and at daggers drawn the next; Squire Squaretoes, of Squaretoes House, and he, were continually kissing or cutting; and even distance  nine miles of bad road, and, of course, heavy tolls  could not keep the peace between lawyer Seedywig and him. What between rows and reconciliations, Jawleyford was always at work.


CHAPTER XVI

THE DINNER
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NOTWITHSTANDING JAWLEYFORDS RECOMMENDATION to the contrary, Mr. Sponge made himself an uncommon swell. He put on a desperately stiff starcher, secured in front with a large gold fox-head pin with carbuncle eyes; a fine, fancy-fronted shirt, with a slight tendency to pink, adorned with mosaic-gold-tethered studs of sparkling diamonds (or French paste, as the case might be); a white waistcoat with fancy buttons; a blue coat with bright plain ones, and a velvet collar, black tights, with broad black-and-white Cranbourne-alley-looking stockings (socks rather), and patent leather pumps with gilt buckles  Sponge was proud of his leg. The young ladies, too, turned out rather smart; for Amelia, finding that Emily was going to put on her new yellow watered silk, instead of a dyed satin she had talked of, made Juliana produce her broad-laced blue satin dress out of the wardrobe in the green dressing-room, where it had been laid away in an old tablecloth; and bound her dark hair with a green-beaded wreath, which Emily met by crowning herself with a chaplet of white roses.

Thus attired, with smiles assumed at the door, the young ladies entered the drawing-room in the full fervour of sisterly animosity. They were very much alike in size, shape, and face. They were tallish and full-figured. Miss Jawleyfords features being rather more strongly marked, and her eyes a shade darker than her sisters; while there was a sort of subdued air about her  the result, perhaps, of enlarged intercourse with the world  or maybe of disappointments. Emilys eyes sparkled and glittered, without knowing perhaps why.

Dinner was presently announced. It was of the imposing order that people give their friends on a first visit, as though their appetites were larger on that day than on any other. They dined off plate; the sideboards glittered with the Jawleyford arms on cups, tankards, and salvers; Brecknel and Turners flamed and swealed in profusion on the table; while every now and then an expiring lamp on the sideboards or brackets proclaimed the unwonted splendour of the scene, and added a flavour to the repast not contemplated by the cook. The room, which was large and lofty, being but rarely used, had a cold, uncomfortable feel; and, if it hadnt been for the looks of the thing, Jawleyford would, perhaps, as soon that they had dined in the little breakfast parlour. Still there was everything very smart; Spigot in full fig, with a shirt frill nearly tickling his nose, an acre of white waistcoat, and glorious calves swelling within his gauze-silk stockings. The improvised footman went creaking about, as such gentlemen generally do.

The style was perhaps better than the repast: still they had turtle-soup (Shell and Tortoise, to be sure, but still turtle-soup); while the wines were supplied by the well-known firm of Wintle & Co. Jawleyford sank where he got it, and pretended that it had been ages in his cellar: he really had such a stock that he thought he should never get through it  to wit, two dozen old port at 36s. a dozen, and one dozen at 48s.; two dozen pale sherry at 36s., and one dozen brown ditto at 48s.; three bottles of Bucellas, of the finest quality imported, at 38s. a dozen; Lisbon rich and dry, at 32s.; and some marvellous creaming champagne at 48s., in which they were indulging when he made the declaration: dont wait of me, my dear Mr. Sponge! exclaimed Jawleyford, holding up a long needle-case of a glass with the Jawleyford crests emblazoned about; dont wait of me, pray, repeated he, as Spigot finished dribbling the froth into Sponges glass; and Jawleyford, with a flourishing bow and waive of his empty needle-case, drank Mr. Sponges very good health, adding, Im extremely happy to see you at Jawleyford Court.

It was then Jawleyfords turn to have a little froth; and having sucked it up with the air of a man drinking nectar, he set down his glass with a shake of the head, saying:

Theres no such wine as that to be got now-a-days.

Capital wine!  Excellent! exclaimed Sponge, who was a better judge of ale than of champagne. Pray, where might you get it?

Impossible to say!  Impossible to say! replied Jawleyford, throwing up his hands with a shake, and shrugging his shoulders. I have such a stock of wine as is really quite ridiculous.

Quite ridiculous, thought Spigot, who, by the aid of a false key, had been through the cellar.

Except the Shell and Tortoise and Wintle, the estate supplied the repast. The carp was out of the home-pond; the tench, or whatever it was, was out of the mill-pond; the mutton was from the farm; the carrot-and-turnip-and-beet-bedaubed stewed beef was from ditto; while the garden supplied the vegetables that luxuriated in the massive silver side-dishes. Watsons gun furnished the old hare and partridges that opened the ball of the second course; and tarts, jellies, preserves, and custards made their usual appearances. Some first-growth Chateaux Margaux Wintle, again at 66s., in very richly cut decanters accompanied the old 36s. port; and apples, pears, nuts, figs, preserved fruits, occupied the splendid green-and-gold dessert set. Everything, of course, was handed about  an ingenious way of tormenting a person that has dined. The ladies sat long, Mrs. Jawleyford taking three glasses of port (when she could get it); and it was a quarter to eight when they rose from the table.

Jawleyford then moved an adjournment to the fire; which Sponge gladly seconded, for he had never been warm since he came into the house, the heat from the fires seeming to go up the chimneys. Spigot set them a little round table, placing the port and claret upon it, and bringing them a plate of biscuits in lieu of the dessert. He then reduced the illumination on the table, and extinguished such of the lamps as had not gone out of themselves. Having cast an approving glance around, and seen that they had what he considered right, he left them to their own devices.

Do you drink port or claret, Mr. Sponge? asked Jawleyford, preparing to push whichever he preferred over to him.

Ill take a little port, first, if you please, replied our friend  as much as to say, Ill finish off with claret.
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Youll find that very good, I expect, said Mr. Jawleyford, passing the bottle to him; its 20 wine  very rare wine to get now  was a very rich fruity wine, and was a long time before it came into drinking. Connoisseurs would give any money for it.

It has still a good deal of body, observed Sponge, turning off a glass and smacking his lips, at the same time holding the glass up to the candle to see the oily mark it made on the side.

Good sound wine  good sound wine, said Mr. Jawleyford. Have plenty lighter, if you like. The light wine was made by watering the strong.

Oh no, thank you, replied Mr. Sponge, oh no, thank you. I like good strong military port.

So do I, said Mr. Jawleyford, so do I; only unfortunately it doesnt like me  am obliged to drink claret. When I was in the Bumperkin yeomanry we drank nothing but port. And then Jawleyford diverged into a long rambling dissertation on messes and cavalry tactics, which nearly sent Mr. Sponge asleep.

Where did you say the hounds are to-morrow? at length asked he, after Mr. Jawleyford had talked himself out.

To-morrow, repeated Mr. Jawleyford, thoughtfully, to-morrow  they dont hunt to-morrow  not one of their days  next day. Scrambleford Green  Scrambleford Green  no, no, Im wrong  Dundleton Tower  Dundleton Tower.

How far is that from here? asked Mr. Sponge.

Oh, ten miles  say ten miles, replied Mr. Jawleyford. It was sometimes ten, and sometimes fifteen, depending upon whether Mr. Jawleyford wanted the party to go or not. These elastic places, however, are common in all countries  to sight-seers as well as to hunters. Close by  close by, one day. Oh! a lo-o-ng way from here, another.

It is difficult, for parties who have nothing in common, to drive a conversation, especially when each keeps jibbing to get upon a private subject of his own. Jawleyford was all for sounding Sponge as to where he came from, and the situation of his property; for as yet, it must be remembered, he knew nothing of our friend, save what he had gleaned at Laverick Wells, where certainly all parties concurred in placing him high on the list of desirables, while Sponge wanted to talk about hunting, the meets of the hounds, and hear what sort of a man Lord Scamperdale was. So they kept playing at cross-purposes, without either getting much out of the other. Jawleyfords intimacy with Lord Scamperdale seemed to have diminished with propinquity, for he now no longer talked of him Scamperdale this, and Scamperdale that  Scamperdale, with whom he could do anything he liked; but he called him My Lord Scamperdale, and spoke of him in a reverent and becoming way. Distance often lends boldness to the tongue, as the poet Campbell says it:

Lends enchantment to the view,
And robes the mountain in its azure hue.

There are few great men who havent a dozen people, at least, who keep them right, as they call it. To hear some of the creatures talk, one would fancy a lord was a lunatic as a matter of course.

Spigot at last put an end to their efforts by announcing that tea and coffee were ready! just as Mr. Sponge buzzed his bottle of port. They then adjourned from the gloom of the large oak-wainscoted dining-room, to the effulgent radiance of the well-lit, highly gilt, drawing-room, where our fair friends had commenced talking Mr. Sponge over as soon as they retired from the dining-room.


CHAPTER XVII

THE TEA
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AND WHAT DO you think of him? asked mamma.

Oh, I think hes very well, replied Emily gaily.

I should say he was very toor-lerable, drawled Miss Jawleyford, who reckoned herself rather a judge, and indeed had had some experience of gentlemen.

Tolerable, my dear! rejoined Mrs. Jawleyford, I should say hes very well  rather distingué, indeed.

I shouldnt say that, replied Miss Jawleyford; his height and figure are certainly in his favour, but he isnt quite my idea of a gentleman. He is evidently on good terms with himself; but I should say, if it wasnt for his forwardness, hed be awkward and uneasy.

Hes a fox-hunter, you know, observed Emily.

Well, but I dont know that that should make him different to other people, rejoined her sister. Captain Curzon, and Mr. Lancaster, and Mr. Preston, were all fox-hunters; but they didnt stare, and blurt, and kick their legs about, as this man does.

Oh, you are so fastidious! rejoined her mamma; you must take men as you find them.

I wonder where he lives? observed Emily, who was quite ready to take our friend as he was.

I wonder where he does live? chimed in Mrs. Jawleyford, for the suddenness of the descent had given them no time for inquiry. Somebody said Manchester, observed Miss Jawleyford drily.

So much the better, observed Mrs. Jawleyford, for then he is sure to have plenty of money.

Law, ma! but you dont spose pa would ever allow such a thing, retorted Miss, recollecting her papas frequent exhortations to them to look high.

If hes a landowner, observed Mrs. Jawleyford well soon find him out in Burke. Emily, my dear, added she, just go into your pas room, and bring me the Commoners  youll find it on the large table between the Peerage and the Wellington Despatches.

Emily tripped away to do as she was bid. The fair messenger presently returned, bearing both volumes, richly bound and lettered, with the Jawleyford crests studded down the backs, and an immense coat of arms on the side.

A careful search among the Ss produced nothing in the shape of Sponge.

Not likely, I should think, observed Miss Jawleyford, with a toss of her head, as her mamma announced the fact.

Well, never mind, replied Mrs. Jawleyford, seeing that only one of the girls could have him, and that one was quite ready; never mind, I dare say I shall be able to find out something from himself, and so they dropped the subject.

In due time in swaggered our hero, himself, kicking his legs about as men in tights or tops generally do.

May I give you tea or coffee? asked Emily, in the sweetest tone possible, as she raised her finely turned gloveless arm towards where the glittering appendages stood on the large silver tray.

Neither, thank you, said Sponge, throwing himself into an easy-chair beside Mrs. Jawleyford. He then crossed his legs, and cocking up a toe for admiration, began to yawn.

You feel tired after your journey? observed Mrs. Jawleyford.

No, Im not, said Sponge, yawning again  a good yawn this time.

Miss Jawleyford looked significantly at her sister  a long pause ensued. I knew a family of your name, at length observed Mrs. Jawleyford, in the simple sort of way women begin pumping men. I knew a family of your name, repeated she, seeing Sponge was half asleep the Sponges of Toadey Hall. Pray are they any relation of yours?

Oh  ah  yes, blurted Sponge: I suppose they are. The fact is  the  haw  Sponges  haw  are a rather large family  haw. Meet them almost everywhere.

You dont live in the same county, perhaps? observed Mrs. Jawleyford.

No, we dont, replied he, with a yawn.

Is yours a good hunting country? asked Jawleyford, thinking to sound him in another way.

No; a devilish bad un, replied Sponge, adding with a grunt, or I wouldnt be here.

Who hunts it? asked Mr. Jawleyford.

Why, as to that  haw,  replied Sponge, stretching out his arms and legs to their fullest extent, and yawning most vigorously why, as to that, I can hardly say which you would call my country, for I have to do with so many; but I should say, of all the countries I am  haw  connected with  haw  Tom Scratchs is the worst.

Mr. Jawleyford looked at Mrs. Jawleyford as a counsel who thinks he has made a grand hit looks at a jury before he sits down, and said no more.

Mrs. Jawleyford looked as innocent as most jurymen do after one of these forensic exploits.  Mr. Sponge beginning his nasal recreations, Mrs. Jawleyford motioned the ladies off to bed  Mr. Sponge and his host presently followed.


CHAPTER XVIII

THE EVENINGS REFLECTIONS

[image: img131.jpg]

WELL, I THINK hell do, said our friend to himself, as having reached his bedroom, in accordance with modern fashion, he applied a cedar match to the now somewhat better burnt-up fire, for the purpose of lighting a cigar  a cigar! in the state-bedroom of Jawleyford Court. Having divested himself of his smart blue coat and white waistcoat, and arrayed himself in a grey dressing-gown, he adjusted the loose cushions of a recumbent chair, and soused himself into its luxurious depths for a think over.

He has money, mused Sponge, between the copious whiffs of the cigar, splendid style he lives in, to be sure (puff), continued he, after another long draw, as he adjusted the ash at the end of the cigar. Two men in livery (puff), one out, cant be done for nothing (puff). What a profusion of plate, too! (whiff) declare I never (puff) saw such (whiff, puff) magnificence in the whole course of my (whiff, puff) life.

The cigar being then well under way, he sucked and puffed and whiffed in an apparently vacant stupor, his legs crossed, and his eyes fixed on a projecting coal between the lower bars, as if intent on watching the alternations of flame and gas; though in reality he was running all the circumstances through his mind, comparing them with his past experience, and speculating on the probable result of the present adventure.

He had seen a good deal of service in the matrimonial wars, and was entitled to as many bars as the most distinguished peninsular veteran. No woman with money, or the reputation of it, ever wanted an offer while he was in the way, for he would accommodate her at the second or third interview: and always pressed for an immediate fulfilment, lest the cursed lawyers should interfere and interrupt their felicity. Somehow or other, the cursed lawyers always had interfered; and as sure as they walked in, Mr. Sponge walked out. He couldnt bear the idea of their coarse, inquisitive inquiries. He was too much of a gentleman!

Love, light as air, at sight of human ties
Spreads his light wings and in a moment flies.

So Mr. Sponge fled, consoling himself with the reflection that there was no harm done, and hoping for better luck next time.

He roved from flower to flower like a butterfly, touching here, alighting there, but always passing away with apparent indifference. He knew if he couldnt square matters at short notice, he would have no better chance with an extension of time; so, if he saw things taking the direction of inquiry he would just laugh the offer off, pretend he was only feeling his way  saw he was not acceptable  sorry for it  and away he would go to somebody else. He looked upon a woman much in the light of a horse; if she didnt suit one man, she would another, and there was no harm in trying. So he puffed and smoked, and smoked and puffed  gliding gradually into wealth and prosperity.
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MR. SPONGE AS HE APPEARED IN THE BEST BEDROOM

A second cigar assisted his comprehension considerably  just as a second bottle of wine not only helps men through their difficulties, but shows them the way to unbounded wealth. Many of the bright railway schemes of former days, we make no doubt, were concocted under the inspiring influence of the bottle. Sponge now saw everything as he wished. All the errors of his former days were apparent to him. He saw how indiscreet it was confiding in Miss Trickerys cousin, the major; why the rich widow at Chesterfield had chasséed him; and how he was done out of the beautiful Miss Rainbow, with her beautiful estate, with its lake, its heronry, and its perpetual advowson. Other mishaps he also considered.

Having disposed of the past, he then turned his attention to the future. Here were two beautiful girls apparently full of money, between whom there wasnt the toss-up of a halfpenny for choice. Most exemplary parents, too, who didnt seem to care a farthing about money.

He then began speculating on what the girls would have. Great house  great establishment  great estate, doubtless. Why, confound it, continued he, casting his heavy eye lazily around, heres a room as big as a field in a cramped country! Cant have less than fifty thousand a-piece, I should say, at the least. Jawleyford, to be sure, is young, thought he; may live a long time (puff). If Mrs. J. were to die (Curse  the cigars burnt my lips), added he, throwing the remnant into the fire, and rolling out of the chair to prepare for turning into bed.

If any one had told Sponge that there was a rich papa and mamma on the look-out merely for amiable young men to bestow their fair daughters upon, he would have laughed them to scorn, and said, Why, you fool, they are only laughing at you; or Dont you see they are playing you off against somebody else? But our hero, like other men, was blind where he himself was concerned, and concluded that he was the exception to the general rule.

Mr. and Mrs. Jawleyford had their consultation too.

Well, said Mr. Jawleyford, seating himself on the high wire fender immediately below a marble bust of himself on the mantelpiece; I think hell do.

Oh, no doubt, replied Mrs. Jawleyford, who never saw any difficulty in the way of a match; I should say he is a very nice young man, continued she.

Rather brusque in his manner, perhaps, observed Jawleyford, who was quite the lady himself. I wonder what he was? added he, fingering away at his whiskers.

Hes rich, Ive no doubt, replied Mrs. Jawleyford.

What makes you think so? asked her loving spouse.

I dont know, replied Mrs. Jawleyford; somehow I feel certain he is  but I cant tell why  all fox-hunters are.

I dont know that, replied Jawleyford, who knew some very poor ones. I should like to know what he has, continued Jawleyford musingly, looking up at the deeply corniced ceiling as if he were calculating the chances among the filagree ornaments of the centre.

A hundred thousand, perhaps, suggested Mrs. Jawleyford, who only knew two sums  fifty and a hundred thousand.

Thats a vast of money, replied Jawleyford, with a slight shake of the head.

Fifty at least, then, suggested Mrs. Jawleyford, coming down half-way at once.

Well, if he has that, hell do, rejoined Jawleyford, who also had come down considerably in his expectations since the vision of his railway days, at whose bright light he had burnt his fingers.

He was said to have an immense fortune  I forget how much  at Laverick Wells, observed Mrs. Jawleyford.

Well, well see, said Jawleyford, adding, I suppose either of the girls will be glad enough to take him?

Trust them for that, replied Mrs. Jawleyford, with a knowing smile and nod of the head: trust them for that, repeated she. Though Amelia does turn up her nose and pretend to be fine, rely upon it she only wants to be sure that hes worth having.

Emily seems ready enough, at all events, observed Jawleyford.

Shell never get the chance, observed Mrs. Jawleyford. Amelia is a very prudent girl, and wont commit herself, but she knows how to manage the men.

Well, then, said Jawleyford, with a hearty yawn, I suppose we may as well go to bed.

So saying, he took his candle and retired.


CHAPTER XIX

THE WET DAY
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WHEN THE DIRTY slip-shod housemaid came in the morning with her blacksmiths-looking tool-box to light Mr. Sponges fire, a riotous winters day was in the full swing of its gloomy, deluging power. The wind howled, and roared, and whistled, and shrieked, playing a sort of æolian harp amongst the towers, pinnacles, and irregular castleisations of the house; while the old casements rattled and shook, as though some one were trying to knock them in.

Hang the day! muttered Sponge from beneath the bedclothes. What the deuce is a man to do with himself on such a day as this, in the country? thinking how much better he would be flattening his nose against the coffee-room window of the Bantam, or strolling through the horse-dealers stables in Piccadilly or Oxford Street.

Presently the over-night chair before the fire, with the picture of Jawleyford in the Bumperkin yeomanry, as seen through the parted curtains of the spacious bed, recalled his over-night speculations, and he began to think that perhaps he was just as well where he was. He then backed his ideas to where he had left off, and again began speculating on the chances of his position. Deuced fine girls, said he, both of em: wonder what hell give em down?  recurring to his over-night speculations, and hitting upon the point at which he had burnt his lips with the end of the cigar  namely, Jawleyfords youth, and the possibility of his marrying again if Mrs. Jawleyford were to die. It wont do to raise up difficulties for ones self, however, mused he; so, kicking off the bedclothes, he raised himself instead, and making for a window, began to gaze upon his expectant territory.

It was a terrible day; the ragged, spongy clouds drifted heavily along, and the lowering gloom was only enlivened by the occasional driving rush of the tempest. Earth and sky were pretty much the same grey, damp, disagreeable hue.

Well, said Sponge to himself, having gazed sufficiently on the uninviting landscape, its just as well its not a hunting day  should have got terribly soused. Must get through the time as well as I can  girls to talk to  house to see. Hope Ive brought my Mogg, added he, turning to his portmanteau, and diving for his Ten Thousand Cab Fares. Having found the invaluable volume, his almost constant study, he then proceeded to array himself in what he considered the most captivating apparel; a new wide-sleeved dock-tail coatee, with outside pockets placed very low, faultless drab trousers, a buff waistcoat, with a cream-coloured once-round silk tie, secured by red cornelian cross-bars set in gold, for a pin. Thus attired, with Mogg in his pocket, he swaggered down to the breakfast-room, which he hit off by means of listening at the doors till he heard the sound of voices within.

Mrs. Jawleyford and the young ladies were all smiles and smirks, and there were no symptoms of Miss Jawleyfords hauteur perceptible. They all came forward and shook hands with our friend most cordially. Mr. Jawleyford, too, was all flourish and compliment; now tilting at the weather, now congratulating himself upon having secured Mr. Sponges society in the house.

That leisurely meal of protracted ease, a country-house breakfast, being at length accomplished, and the ladies having taken their departure, Mr. Jawleyford looked out on the terrace, upon which the angry rain was beating the standing water into bubbles, and observing that there was no chance of getting out, asked Mr. Sponge if he could amuse himself in the house.

Oh yes, replied he, got a book in my pocket.

Ah, I suppose  the New Monthly, perhaps? observed Mr. Jawleyford.

No, replied Sponge.

Dizzeys Life of Bentinck, then, I dare say, suggested Jawleyford; adding, Im reading it myself.

No, nor that either, replied Sponge, with a knowing look; a much more useful work, I assure you, added he, pulling the little purple-backed volume out of his pocket, and reading the gilt letters on the back: Moggs Ten Thousand Cab Fares. Price one shilling!

Indeed, exclaimed Mr. Jawleyford, well, I should never have guessed that.

I dare say not, replied Sponge, I dare say not, its a book I never travel without. Its invaluable in town, and you may study it to great advantage in the country. With Mogg in my hand, I can almost fancy myself in both places at once. Omnibus guide, added he, turning over the leaves, and reading, Acton five, from the end of Oxford Street and the Edger Road  see Ealing; Edmonton seven, from Shoreditch Church Green Man and Still Oxford Street  Shepherds Bush and Starch Green, Bank, and Whitechapel  Tooting  Totteridge  Wandsworth; in short, every place near town. Then the cab fares are truly invaluable; you have ten thousand of them here, said he, tapping the book, and you may calculate as many more for yourself as ever you like. Nothing to do but sit in an arm-chair on a wet day like this, and say, If from the Mile End turnpike to the Castle on the Kingsland Road is so much, how much should it be to the Yorkshire Stingo, or Pine-Apple-Place, Maida Vale? And you measure by other fares till you get as near the place you want as you can, if it isnt set down in black and white to your hand in the book.

Just so, said Jawleyford, just so. It must be a very useful work indeed, very useful work. Ill get one  Ill get one. How much did you say it was  a guinea? a guinea?

A shilling, replied Sponge, adding, you may have mine for a guinea if you like.

By Jove, what a day it is! observed Jawleyford, turning the conversation, as the wind dashed the hard sleet against the window like a shower of pebbles. Lucky to have a good house over ones head, such weather; and, by the way, that reminds me, Ill show you my new gallery and collection of curiosities  pictures, busts, marbles, antiques, and so on; therell be fires on, and we shall be just as well there as here. So saying, Jawleyford led the way through a dark, intricate, shabby passage, to where a much gilded white door, with a handsome crimson curtain over it announced the entrance to something better. Now, said Mr. Jawleyford, bowing as he threw open the door, and motioned, or rather flourished, his guest to enter now, said he, you shall see what you shall see.

Mr. Sponge entered accordingly, and found himself at the end of a gallery fifty feet by twenty, and fourteen high, lighted by skylights and small windows round the top. There were fires in handsome Caen-stone chimney-pieced fireplaces on either side, a large timepiece and an organ at the far end, and sundry white basins scattered about, catching the drops from the skylights.

Hang the rain! exclaimed Jawleyford, as he saw it trickling over a river scene of Van Goyens (gentlemen in a yacht, and figures in boats), and drip, drip, dripping on to the head of an infant Bacchus below.

He wants an umbrella, that young gentleman, observed Sponge, as Jawleyford proceeded to dry him with his handkerchief.

Fine thing, observed Jawleyford, starting off to a side, and pointing to it; fine thing  Italian marble  by Frère  cost a vast of money  was offered three hundred for it. Are you a judge of these things? asked Jawleyford; are you a judge of these things?

A little, replied Sponge, a little; thinking he might as well see what his intended father-in-laws personal property was like.

Theres a beautiful thing! observed Jawleyford, pointing to another group. I picked that up for a mere nothing  twenty guineas  worth two hundred at least. Lipsalve, the great picture-dealer in Gammon Passage, offered me Murillos Adoration of the Virgin and Shepherds, for which he showed me a receipt for a hundred and eighty-five, for it.

Indeed! replied Sponge, what is it?

Its a Bacchanal group, after Poussin, sculptured by Marin. I bought it at Lord Breakdowns sale; it happened to be a wet day  much such a day as this  and things went for nothing. This youll know, I presume? observed Jawleyford, laying his hand on a life-size bust of Diana, in Italian marble.

No, I dont, replied Sponge.

No! exclaimed Jawleyford; I thought everybody had known this: this is my celebrated Diana, by Noindon  one of the finest things in the world. Louis Philippe sent an agent over to this country expressly to buy it.

Why didnt you sell it him? asked Sponge.

Didnt want the money, replied Jawleyford, didnt want the money. In addition to which, though a king, he was a bit of a screw, and we couldnt agree upon terms. This, observed Jawleyford, is a vase of the Cinque Cento period  a very fine thing; and this, laying his hand on the crown of a much frizzed, barbers-window-looking bust, of course you know?

No, I dont, replied Sponge.

No! exclaimed Jawleyford, in astonishment.

No, repeated Sponge.

Look again, my dear fellow; you must know it, observed Jawleyford.

I suppose its meant for you, at last replied Sponge, seeing his hosts anxiety.

Meant! my dear fellow; why, dont you think it like?

Why, theres a resemblance, certainly, said Sponge, now that one knows. But I shouldnt have guessed it was you.

Oh, my dear Mr. Sponge! exclaimed Jawleyford, in a tone of mortification, Do you really mean to say you dont think it like?

Why, yes, its like, replied Sponge, seeing which way his host wanted it; its like, certainly; the want of expression in the eye makes such a difference between a bust and a picture.

True, replied Jawleyford, comforted true, repeated he, looking affectionately at it; I should say it was very like  like as anything can be. You are rather too much above it there, you see; sit down here, continued he, leading Sponge to an ottoman surrounding a huge model of the column in the Place Vendôme, that stood in the middle of the room sit down here now, and look, and say if you dont think it like?
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THIS, OF COURSE, YOU KNOW?

Oh, very like, replied Sponge, as soon as he had seated himself. I see it now, directly; the mouth is yours to a T.

And the chin. Its my chin, isnt it? asked Jawleyford.

Yes; and the nose, and the forehead, and the whiskers, and the hair, and the shape of the head, and everything. Oh! I see it now as plain as a pikestaff, observed Sponge.

I thought you would, rejoined Jawleyford comforted I thought you would; its generally considered an excellent likeness  so it should, indeed, for it cost a vast of money  fifty guineas! to say nothing of the lotus-leafed pedestal its on. Thats another of me, continued Jawleyford, pointing to a bust above the fireplace, on the opposite side of the gallery; done some years since  ten or twelve, at least  not so like as this, but still like. That portrait up there, just above the Finding of Moses, by Poussin, pointing to a portrait of himself attitudinizing, with his hand on his hip, and frock-coat well thrown back, so as to show his figure and the silk lining to advantage, was done the other day, by a very rising young artist; though he has hardly done me justice, perhaps  particularly in the nose, which hes made far too thick and heavy; and the right hand, if anything, is rather clumsy; otherwise the colouring is good, and there is a considerable deal of taste in the arrangement of the background, and so on.

What book is it you are pointing to? asked Sponge.

Its not a book, replied Mr. Jawleyford, its a plan  a plan of this gallery, in fact. I am supposed to be giving the final order for the erection of the very edifice we are now in.

And a very handsome building it is, observed Sponge, thinking he would make it a shooting-gallery when he got it.

Yes, its a handsome thing in its way, assented Jawleyford; better if it had been water-tight, perhaps, added he, as a big drop splashed upon the crown of his head.

The contents must be very valuable, observed Sponge.

Very valuable, replied Jawleyford. Theres a thing I gave two hundred and fifty guineas for  that vase. Its of Parian marble, of the Cinque Cento period, beautifully sculptured in a dance of Bacchanals, arabesques, and chimera figures; it was considered cheap. Those fine monkeys in Dresden china, playing on musical instruments, were forty; those bronzes of scaramouches on ormolu plinths were seventy; that ormolu clock, of the style of Louis Quinze, by Le Roy, was eighty; those Sèvres vases were a hundred  mounted, you see, in ormolu, with lily candelabra for ten lights. The handles, continued he, drawing Sponges attention to them, are very handsome  composed of satyrs holding festoons of grapes and flowers, which surround the neck of the vase; on the sides are pastoral subjects, painted in the highest style  nothing can be more beautiful or more chaste.

Nothing, assented Sponge.

The pictures I should think are most valuable, observed Jawleyford. My friend Lord Sparklebury said to me the last time he was here  hes now in Italy, increasing his collection Jawleyford, old boy, said he, for we are very intimate  just like brothers, in fact; Jawleyford, old boy, I wonder whether your collection or mine would fetch most money, if they were Christie-&-Mansond. Oh, your lordship, said I, your Guidos, and Ostades, and Poussins, and Velasquez, are not to be surpassed. True, replied his lordship, they are fine  very fine; but you have the Murillos. Id like to give you a good round sum, added he, to pick out half-a-dozen pictures out of your gallery. Do you understand pictures? continued Jawleyford, turning short on his friend Sponge.

A little, replied Sponge, in a tone that might mean either yes or no  a great deal or nothing at all.

Jawleyford then took him and worked him through his collection  talked of light and shade, and tone, and depth of colouring, tints, and pencillings; and put Sponge here and there and everywhere to catch the light (or rain, as the case might be); made him convert his hand into an opera-glass, and occasionally put his head between his legs to get an upside-down view  a feat that Sponges equestrian experience made him pretty well up to. So they looked, and admired, and criticized, till Spigots all-important figure came looming up the gallery and announced that luncheon was ready.

Bless me! exclaimed Jawleyford, pulling a most diminutive Geneva watch, hung with pencils, pistol-keys, and other curiosities, out of his pocket; Bless me, whod have thought it? One oclock, I declare! Well, if this doesnt prove the value of a gallery on a wet day. I dont know what does. However, said he, we must tear ourselves away for the present, and go and see what the ladies are about.

If ever a man may be excused for indulging in luncheon, it certainly is on a pouring wet day (when he eats for occupation), or when he is making love; both which excuses Mr. Sponge had to offer, so he just sat down and ate as heartily as the best of the party, not excepting his host himself, who was an excellent hand at luncheon.

Jawleyford tried to get him back to the gallery after luncheon, but a look from his wife intimated that Sponge was wanted elsewhere, so he quietly saw him carried off to the music-room; and presently the notes of the grand piano, and full clear voices of his daughters, echoing along the passage, intimated that they were trying what effect music would have upon him.

When Mrs. Jawleyford looked in about an hour after, she found Mr. Sponge sitting over the fire with his Mogg in his hand, and the young ladies with their laps full of company-work, keeping up a sort of crossfire of conversation in the shape of question and answer. Mrs. Jawleyfords company making matters worse, they soon became tediously agreeable.

In course of time, Jawleyford entered the room, with:

My dear Mr. Sponge, your groom has come up to know about your horse to-morrow. I told him it was utterly impossible to think of hunting, but he says he must have his orders from you. I should say, added Jawleyford, it is quite out of the question  madness to think of it; much better in the house, such weather.

I dont know that, replied Sponge, the rains come down, and though the country will ride heavy, I dont see why we shouldnt have sport after it.

But the glass is falling, and the winds gone round the wrong way; the moon changed this morning  everything, in short, indicates continued wet, replied Jawleyford. The rivers are all swollen, and the low grounds under water; besides, my dear fellow, consider the distance  consider the distance; sixteen miles, if its a yard.

What, Dundleton Tower! exclaimed Sponge, recollecting that Jawleyford had said it was only ten the night before.

Sixteen miles, and bad road, replied Jawleyford.

The deuce it is! muttered Sponge; adding, Well, Ill go and see my groom, at all events. So saying, he rang the bell as if the house was his own, and desired Spigot to show him the way to his servant.

Leather, of course, was in the servants hall, refreshing himself with cold meat and ale, after his ride up from Lucksford.

Finding that he had ridden the hack up, he desired Leather to leave him there. Tell the groom I must have him put up, said Sponge; and you ride the chestnut on in the morning. How far is it to Dundleton Tower? asked he.

Twelve or thirteen miles, they say, from here, replied Leather; nine or ten from Lucksford.

Well, thatll do, said Sponge; you tell the groom here to have the hack saddled for me at nine oclock, and you ride Multum in Parvo quietly on, either to the meet or till I overtake you.

But how am I to get back to Lucksford? asked Leather, cocking up a foot to show how thinly he was shod.

Oh, just as you can, replied Sponge; get the groom here to set you down with his masters hacks. I dare say they havent been out to-day, and itll do them good.

So saying, Mr. Sponge left his valuable servant to do the best he could for himself.

Having returned to the music-room, with the aid of an old county map Mr. Sponge proceeded to trace his way to Dundleton Tower; aided, or rather retarded, by Mr. Jawleyford, who kept pointing out all sorts of difficulties, till, if Mr. Sponge had followed his advice, he would have made eighteen or twenty miles of the distance. Sponge, however, being used to scramble about strange countries, saw the place was to be accomplished in ten or eleven. Jawleyford was sure he would lose himself, and Sponge was equally confident that he wouldnt.

At length the glad sound of the gong put an end to all further argument; and the inmates of Jawleyford Court retired, candle in hand, to their respective apartments, to adorn for a repetition of the yesterdays spread, with the addition of the Rev. Mr. Hobanobs company, to say grace, and praise the Wintle.

An appetiteless dinner was succeeded by tea and music, as before.

The three elegant French clocks in the drawing-room being at variance, one being three-quarters of an hour before the slowest, and twenty minutes before the next, Mr. Hobanob (much to the horror of Jawleyford) having nearly fallen asleep with his Sèvres coffee-cup in his hand, at last drew up his great silver watch by its jack-chain, and finding it was a quarter past ten, prepared to decamp  taking as affectionate a leave of the ladies as if he had been going to China. He was followed by Mr. Jawleyford, to see him pocket his pumps, and also by Mr. Sponge, to see what sort of a night it was.

The sky was clear, stars sparkled in the firmament, and a young crescent moon shone with silvery brightness oer the scene.

Thatll do, said Sponge, as he eyed it; no haze there. Come, added he to his papa-in-law, as Hobanobs steps died out on the terrace, youd better go to-morrow.

Cant, replied Jawleyford; go next day, perhaps  Scrambleford Green  better place  much. You may lock up, said he, turning to Spigot, who, with both footmen, was in attendance to see Mr. Hobanob off; you may lock up, and tell the cook to have breakfast ready at nine precisely.

Oh, never mind about breakfast for me, interposed Sponge, Ill have some tea or coffee and chops, or boiled ham and eggs, or whatevers going, in my bedroom, said he; so never mind altering your hour for me.

Oh, but my dear fellow, well all breakfast together (Jawleyford had no notion of standing two breakfasts), well all breakfast together, said he; no trouble, I assure you  rather the contrary. Say half-past eight  half-past eight. Spigot! to a minute, mind.

And Sponge, seeing there was no help for it, bid the ladies good night, and tumbled off to bed with little expectation of punctuality.
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MR. SPONGES RAPID BREAKFAST


CHAPTER XX

THE F.H.H.
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NOR WAS SPONGE wrong in his conjecture, for it was a quarter to nine ere Spigot appeared with the massive silver urn, followed by the train-band bold, bearing the heavy implements of breakfast. Then, though the young ladies were punctual, smiling, and affable as usual, Mrs. Jawleyford was absent, and she had the keys; so it was nearly nine before Mr. Sponge got his fork into his first mutton chop. Jawleyford was not exactly pleased; he thought it didnt look well for a young man to prefer hunting to the society of his lovely and accomplished daughters. Hunting was all very well occasionally, but it did not do to make a business of it. This, however, he kept to himself.

Youll have a fine day, my dear Mr. Sponge, said he, extending a hand, as he found our friend brown-booted and red-coated, working away at the breakfast.

Yes, said Sponge, munching away for hard life. In less than ten minutes, he managed to get as much down as, with the aid of a knotch of bread that he pocketed, he thought would last him through the day; and, with a hasty adieu, he hurried off to find the stables, to get his hack. The piebald was saddled, bridled, and turned round in the stall; for all servants that are worth anything like to further hunting operations. With the aid of the grooms instructions, who accompanied him out of the courtyard, Sponge was enabled to set off at a hard canter, cheered by the grooms observation, that he thought he would be there in time. On, on he went; now speculating on a turn; now pulling a scratch map he had made on a bit of paper out of his waistcoat-pocket; now inquiring the name of any place he saw of any person he met. So he proceeded for five or six miles without much difficulty; the road, though not all turnpike, being mainly over good sound township ones, It was at the village of Swineley, with its chubby-towered church and miserable hut-like cottages, that his troubles were to begin. He had two sharp turns to make  to ride through a straw-yard, and leap over a broken-down wall at the corner of a cottage  to get into Swaithing Green Lane, and so cut off an angle of two miles. The road then became a bridle one, and was, like all bridle ones, very plain to those who know them, and very puzzling to those who dont. It was evidently a little-frequented road; and what with looking out for footmarks (now nearly obliterated by the recent rains) and speculating on what queer corners of the fields the gates would be in, Mr. Sponge found it necessary to reduce his pace to a very moderate trot. Still he had made good way; and supposing they gave a quarter-of-an-hours law, and he had not been deceived as to distance, he thought he should get to the meet about the time. His horse, too, would be there, and perhaps Lord Scamperdale might give a little extra law on that account. He then began speculating on what sort of a man his lordship was, and the probable nature of his reception. He began to wish that Jawleyford had accompanied him, to introduce him. Not that Sponge was shy, but still he thought that Jawleyfords presence would do him good.

Lord Scamperdales hunt was not the most polished in the world. The hounds and the horses were a good deal better bred than the men. Of course his lordship gave the tone to the whole; and being a coarse, broad, barge-built sort of man, he had his clothes to correspond, and looked like a drayman in scarlet. He wore a great round flat-brimmed hat, which being adopted by the hunt generally, procured it the name of the F.H.H., or Flat Hat Hunt. Our readers, we dare say, have noticed it figuring away, in the list of hounds during the winter, along with the H.H.s, V.W.H.s, and other initialized packs. His lordships clothes were of the large, roomy, baggy, abundant order, with great pockets, great buttons, and lots of strings flying out. Instead of tops, he sported leather leggings, which at a distance gave him the appearance of riding with his trousers up to his knees. These the hunt too adopted; and his particular, Jack (Jack Spraggon), the man whom he mounted, and who was made much in his own mould, sported, like his patron, a pair of great broad-rimmed, tortoise-shell spectacles of considerable power. Jack was always at his lordships elbow; and it was Jack this, Jack that, Jack something, all day long. But we must return to Mr. Sponge, whom we left working his way through the intricate fields. At last he got through them, and into Red Pool Common, which, by leaving the windmill to the right, he cleared pretty cleverly, and entered upon a district still wilder and drearier than any he had traversed. Peewits screamed and hovered over land that seemed to grow little but rushes and water-grasses, with occasional heather. The ground poached and splashed as he went; worst of all, time was nearly up.

In vain Sponge strained his eyes in search of Dundleton Tower. In vain he fancied every high, sky-line-breaking place in the distance was the much-wished-for spot. Dundleton Tower was no more a tower than it was a town, and would seem to have been christened by the rule of contrary, for it was nothing but a great flat open space, without object or incident to note it.

Sponge, however, was not destined to see it.

As he went floundering along through an apparently interminable and almost bottomless lane, whose sunken places and deep ruts were filled with clayey water, which played the very deuce with the cords and brown boots, the light note of a hound fell on his ear, and almost at the same instant, a something that he would have taken for a dog had it not been for the note of the hound, turned, as it were, from him, and went in a contrary direction.

Sponge reined in the piebald, and stood transfixed. It was, indeed, the fox!  a magnificent full-brushed fellow, with a slight tendency to grey along the back, and going with the light spiry ease of an animal full of strength and running.

I wish I maynt ketch it, said Sponge to himself, shuddering at the idea of having headed him.

It was, however, no time for thinking. The cry of hounds became more distinct  nearer and nearer they came, fuller and more melodious; but, alas! it was no music to Sponge. Presently the cheering of hunters was heard For  rard! For  rard! and anon the rate of a whip farther back. Another second, and hounds, horses, and men were in view, streaming away over the large pasture on the left.

There was a high, straggling fence between Sponge and the field, thick enough to prevent their identifying him, but not sufficiently high to screen him altogether. Sponge pulled round the piebald, and gathered himself together like a man going to be shot. The hounds came tearing full cry to where he was; there was a breast-high scent, and every one seemed to have it. They charged the fence at a wattled pace a few yards below where he sat, and flying across the deep dirty lane, dashed full cry into the pasture beyond.

Hie back! cried Sponge. Hie back! trying to turn them; but instead of the piebald carrying him in front of the pack, as Sponge wanted, he took to rearing, and plunging, and pawing the air. The hounds meanwhile dashed jealously on without a scent, till first one and then another feeling ashamed, gave in; and at last a general lull succeeded the recent joyous cry. Awful period! terrible to any one, but dreadful to a stranger! Though Sponge was in the road, he well knew that no one has any business anywhere but with hounds, when a fox is astir.

Hold hard! was now the cry, and the perspiring riders and lathered steeds came to a standstill.

Twang  twang  twang, went a shrill horn; and a couple of whips, singling themselves out from the field, flew over the fence to where the hounds were casting.

Twang  twang  twang, went the horn again.

Meanwhile Sponge sat enjoying the following observations, which a westerly wind wafted into his ear.

Oh, d  n me! that man in the lanes headed the fox, puffed one.

Who is it? gasped another.

Tom Washball! exclaimed a third.

Heads more foxes than any man in the country, puffed a fourth.

Always nicking and skirting, exclaimed a fifth.

Never comes to the meet, added a sixth.

Come on a cow to-day, observed another.

Always chopping and changing, added another; hell come on a giraffe next.

Having commenced his career with the F.H.H. so inauspiciously and yet escaped detection, Mr. Sponge thought of letting Tom Washball enjoy the honours of his faux-pas, and of sneaking quietly home as soon as the hounds hit off the scent; but unluckily, just as they were crossing the lane, what should heave in sight, cantering along at his leisure, but the redoubtable Multum in Parvo, who, having got rid of old Leather by bumping and thumping his leg against a gate-post, was enjoying a line of his own.

Whoay! cried Sponge, as he saw the horse quickening his pace to have a shy at the hounds as they crossed. Who  o  a  y! roared he, brandishing his whip, and trying to turn the piebald round; but no, the brute wouldnt answer the bit, and dreading lest, in addition to heading the fox, he should kill the best hound in the pack, Mr. Sponge threw himself off, regardless of the mud-bath in which he lit, and caught the runaway as he tried to dart past.

For-rard!  for-rard!  for-rard! was again the cry, as the hounds hit off the scent; while the late pausing, panting sportsmen tackled vigorously with their steeds, and swept onward like the careering wind.

Mr. Sponge, albeit somewhat perplexed, had still sufficient presence of mind to see the necessity of immediate action; and though he had so lately contemplated beating a retreat, the unexpected appearance of Parvo altered the state of affairs.

Now or never, said he, looking first at the disappearing field, and then for the non-appearing Leather. Hang it! I may as well see the run, added he; so hooking the piebald on to an old stone gate-post that stood in the ragged fence, and lengthening a stirrup-leather, he vaulted into the saddle, and began lengthening the other as he went.

It was one of Parvos going days; indeed, it was that that old Leather and he had quarrelled about  Parvo wanting to follow the hounds, while Leather wanted to wait for his master. And Parvo had the knack of going, as well as the occasional inclination. Although such a drayhorse-looking animal, he could throw the ground behind him amazingly; and the deep-holding clay in which he now found himself was admirably suited to his short, powerful legs and enormous stride. The consequence was, that he was very soon up with the hindmost horsemen. These he soon passed, and was presently among those who ride hard when there is nothing to stop them. Such time as these sportsmen could now spare from looking out ahead was devoted to Sponge, whom they eyed with the utmost astonishment, as if he had dropped from the clouds.

A stranger  a real out-and-out stranger  had not visited their remote regions since the days of poor Nimrod. Who could it be? But the pace, as Nimrod used to say, was too good to inquire. A little farther on, and Sponge drew upon the great guns of the hunt  the men who ride to hounds, and not after them; the same who had criticized him through the fence  Mr. Wake, Mr. Fossick, Parson Blossomnose, Mr. Fyle, Lord Scamperdale, Jack himself, and others. Great was their astonishment at the apparition, and incoherent the observations they dropped as they galloped on.

It isnt Wash, after all, whispered Fyle into Blossomnoses ear, as they rode through a gate together.

No-o-o, replied the nose, eyeing Sponge intently.

What a coat! whispered one.

Jacket, replied the other.

Lost his brush, observed a third, winking at Sponges docked tail.

Hes going to ride over us all, snapped Mr. Fossick, whom Sponge passed at a hand-canter, as the former was blobbing and floundering about the deep ruts leading out of a turnip-field.
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Hell catch it just now, said Mr. Wake, eyeing Sponge drawing upon his lordship and Jack, as they led the field as usual. Jack being at a respectful distance behind his great patron, espied Sponge first; and having taken a good stare at him through his formidable spectacles, to satisfy himself that it was nobody he knew  a stare that Sponge returned as well as a man without spectacles can return the stare of one with  Jack spurred his horse up to his lordship, and rising in his stirrups, shot into his ear  

Why, heres the man on the cow! adding, it isnt Washey.

Who the deuce is it then? asked his lordship, looking over his left shoulder, as he kept galloping on in the wake of his huntsman.

Dont know, replied Jack; never saw him before.

Nor I, said his lordship, with an air as much as to say, It makes no matter.

His lordship, though well mounted, was not exactly on the sort of horse for the country they were in; while Mr. Sponge, in addition to being on the very animal for it, had the advantage of the horse having gone the first part of the run without a rider: so Multum in Parvo, whether Mr. Sponge wished it or not, insisted on being as far forward as he could get. The more Sponge pulled and hauled, the more determined the horse was; till, having thrown both Jack and his lordship in the rear, he made for old Frostyface, the huntsman, who was riding well up to the still-flying pack.

Hold hard, sir! For Gods sake, hold hard! screamed Frosty, who knew by intuition there was a horse behind, as well as he knew there was a man shooting in front, who, in all probability, had headed the fox.

Hold hard, sir! roared he, as, yawning and boring and shaking his head, Parvo dashed through the now yelping scattered pack, making straight for a stiff new gate, which he smashed through, just as a circus pony smashes through a paper hoop.

Hoo-ray! shouted Jack Spraggon, on seeing the hounds were safe. Hoo-ray for the tailor!

Billy Button, himself! exclaimed his lordship, adding, never saw such a thing in my life!

Who the deuce is he? asked Blossomnose, in the full glow of pulling-five-year-old exertion.

Dont know, replied Jack, adding, hes a shaver, whoever he is.

Meanwhile the frightened hounds were scattered right and left.

Ill lay a guinea hes one of those confounded waiting chaps, observed Fyle, who had been handled rather roughly by one of the tribe, who had dropped quite promiscuously upon a field where he was, just as Sponge had done with Lord Scamperdales.

Shouldnt wonder, replied his lordship, eyeing Sponges vain endeavours to turn the chestnut, and thinking how he would pitch into him when he came up. By Jove, added his lordship, if the fellow had taken the whole country round, he couldnt have chosen a worse spot for such an exploit; for there never is any scent over here. See! not a hound can own it. Old Harmony herself throws up.

The whips again are in their places, turning the astonished pack to Frostyface, who sets off on a casting expedition. The field, as usual, sit looking on; some blessing Sponge; some wondering who he was; others looking what oclock it is; some dismounting and looking at their horses feet.

Thank you, Mr. Brown Boots! exclaimed his lordship, as, by dint of bitting and spurring, Sponge at length worked the beast round, and came sneaking back in the face of the whole field. Thank you, Mr. Brown Boots, repeated he, taking off his hat and bowing very low. Very much obleged to you, Mr. Brown Boots. Most particklarly obleged to you, Mr. Brown Boots, with another low bow. Hangd obleged to you, Mr. Brown Boots! D  n you, Mr. Brown Boots! continued his lordship, looking at Sponge as if he would eat him.

Beg pardon, sir, blurted Sponge; my horse

Hang your horse! screamed his lordship; it wasnt your horse that headed the fox, was it?

Beg pardon  couldnt help it; I

Couldnt help it. Hang your helps  youre always doing it, sir. You could stay at home, sir  I spose, sir  couldnt you, sir? eh, sir?

Sponge was silent.

See, sir! continued his lordship, pointing to the mute pack now following the huntsman, youve lost us our fox, sir  yes, sir, lost us our fox, sir. Dye call that nothin, sir? If you dont, I do, you perpendicular-looking Puseyite pig-jobber! By Jove! you think because Im a lord, and cant swear, or use coarse language, that you may do what you like  but Ill take my hounds home, sir  yes, sir, Ill take my hounds home, sir. So saying, his lordship roared home to Frostyface; adding, in an undertone to the first whip, bid him go to Furzing-field gorse.


CHAPTER XXI

A COUNTRY DINNER-PARTY
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WELL, WHAT SPORT? asked Jawleyford, as he encountered his exceedingly dirty friend crossing the entrance hall to his bedroom on his return from his day, or rather his non-day, with the Flat Hat Hunt.

Why, not much  thats to say, nothing particular  I mean, Ive not had any, blurted Sponge.

But youve had a run? observed Jawleyford, pointing to his boots and breeches, stained with the variation of each soil.

Ah, I got most of that going to cover, replied Sponge; countrys awfully deep, roads abominably dirty! adding, I wish Id taken your advice, and stayed at home.

I wish you had, replied Jawleyford, youd have had a most excellent rabbit-pie for luncheon. However, get changed, and we will hear all about it after. So saying, Jawleyford waved an adieu, and Sponge stamped away in his dirty water-logged boots.

Im afraid you are very wet, Mr. Sponge, observed Amelia in the sweetest tone, with the most loving smile possible, as our friend, with three steps at a time, bounded upstairs, and nearly butted her on the landing, as she was on the point of coming down.

I am that, exclaimed Sponge, delighted at the greeting; I am that, repeated he, slapping his much-stained cords; dirty, too, added he, looking down at his nether man.

Hadnt you better get changed as quick as possible? asked Amelia, still keeping her position before him.

Oh! all in good time, replied Sponge, all in good time. The sight of you warms me more than a fire would do; adding, I declare you look quite bewitching, after all the roughings and tumblings about out of doors.

Oh! youve not had a fall, have you? exclaimed Amelia, looking the picture of despair; youve not had a fall, have you? Do send for the doctor, and be bled.

Just then a door along the passage to the left opened; and Amelia, knowing pretty well who it was, smiled and tripped away, leaving Sponge to be bled or not as he thought proper.

Our hero then made for his bedroom, where, having sucked off his adhesive boots, and divested himself of the rest of his hunting attire, he wrapped himself up in his grey flannel dressing-gown, and prepared for parboiling his legs and feet, amid agreeable anticipations arising out of the recent interview, and occasional references to his old friend Mogg, whenever he did not see his way on the matrimonial road as clearly as he could wish. Shell have me, thats certain, observed he.

Curse the water! how hot it is! exclaimed he, catching his foot up out of the bath, into which he had incautiously plunged it without ascertaining the temperature of the water. He then sluiced it with cold, and next had to add a little more hot; at last he got it to his mind, and lighting a cigar, prepared for uninterrupted enjoyment.

Gad! said he, shes by no means a bad-looking girl (whiff). Devilish good-looking girl (puff); good head and neck, and carries it well too (puff) capital eye (whiff), bright and clear (puff); no cataracts there. Shes all good together (whiff, puff, whiff). Nice size too, continued he, and well set up (whiff, puff, whiff); straight as a dairy maid (puff); plenty of substance  grand thing substance (puff). Hate a weedy woman  fifteen two and a half  thats to say, five feet fours plenty of height for a woman (puff). Height of a woman has nothing to do with her size (whiff). Wish she hadnt run off (puff); would like to have had a little more talk with her (whiff, puff). Women never look so well as when one comes in wet and dirty from hunting (puff). He then sank silently back in the easy-chair and whiffed and puffed all sorts of fantastic clouds and columns and corkscrews at his leisure. The cigar being finished, and the water in the foot-bath beginning to get cool, he emptied the remainder of the hot into it, and lighting a fresh cigar, began speculating on how the match was to be accomplished.

The lady was safe, that was clear; he had nothing to do but pop. That he would do in the evening, or in the morning, or any time  a man living in the house with a girl need never be in want of an opportunity. That preliminary over, and the usual answer Ask papa obtained, then came the question, how was the old boy to be managed?  for men with marriageable daughters are to all intents and purposes old boys, be their ages what they may.

He became lost in reflection. He sat with his eyes fixed on the Jawleyford portrait above the mantelpiece, wondering whether he was the amiable, liberal, hearty, disinterested sort of man he appeared to be, indifferent about money, and only wanting unexceptionable young men for his daughters; or if he was a worldly minded man, like some he had met, who, after giving him every possible encouragement, sent him to the right-about like a servant. So Sponge smoked and thought, and thought and smoked, till the water in the foot-bath again getting cold, and the shades of night drawing on, he at last started up like a man determined to awake himself, and poking a match into the fire, lighted the candles on the toilet-table, and proceeded to adorn himself. Having again got himself into the killing tights and buckled pumps, with a fine flower-fronted shirt, ere he embarked on the delicacies and difficulties of the starcher, he stirred the little pittance of a fire, and, folding himself in his dressing-gown, endeavoured to prepare his mind for the calm consideration of all the minute bearings of the question by a little more Mogg. In idea he transferred himself to London, now fancying himself standing at the end of Burlington Arcade, hailing a Fulham or Turnham Green bus; now wrangling with a conductor for charging him sixpence when there was a pennant flapping at his nose with the words all the way 3d. upon it; now folding the wooden doors of a hansom cab in Oxford Street, calculating the extreme distance he could go for an eightpenny fare: until at last he fell into a downright vacant sort of reading, without rhyme or reason, just as one sometimes takes a read of a directory or a dictionary Conduit Street, George Street, to or from the Adelphi Terrace, Astleys Amphitheatre, Baker Street, King Street, Bryanston Square any part, Covent Garden Theatre, Foundling Hospital, Hatton Garden, and so on, till the thunder of the gong aroused him to a recollection of his duties. He then up and at his neckcloth.

Ah, well, said he, reverting to his lady love, as he eyed himself intently in the glass while performing the critical operation, Ill just sound the old gentleman after dinner  one can do that sort of thing better over ones wine, perhaps, than at any other time: looks less formal too, added he, giving the cravat a knowing crease at the side; and if it doesnt seem to take, one can just pass it off as if it was done for somebody else  some young gentleman at Laverick Wells, for instance.

So saying, he on with his white waistcoat, and crowned the conquering suit with a blue coat and metal buttons. Returning his Mogg to his dressing-gown pocket, he blew out the candles and groped his way downstairs in the dark.

In passing the dining-room he looked in (to see if there were any champaign-glasses set, we believe), when he saw that he should not have an opportunity of sounding his intended papa-in-law after dinner, for he found the table laid for twelve, and a great display of plate, linen, and china.

He then swaggered on to the drawing-room, which was in a blaze of light. The lively Emily had stolen a march on her sister, and had just entered, attired in a fine new pale yellow silk dress with a point-lace berthe and other adornments.

High words had ensued between the sisters as to the meanness of Amelia in trying to take her beau from her, especially after the airs Amelia had given herself respecting Sponge; and a minute observer might have seen the slight tinge of red on Emilys eyelids denoting the usual issue of such scenes. The result was, that each determined to do the best she could for herself; and free trade being proclaimed, Emily proceeded to dress with all expedition, calculating that, as Mr. Sponge had come in wet, he would, very likely dress at once and appear in the drawing-room in good time. Nor was she out in her reckoning, for she had hardly enjoyed an approving glance in the mirror ere our hero came swaggering in, twitching his arms as if he hadnt got his wristbands adjusted, and working his legs as if they didnt belong to him.

Ah, my dear Miss Emley! exclaimed he, advancing gaily towards her with extended hand, which she took with all the pleasure in the world; adding, and how have you been?

Oh, pretty well, thank you, replied she, looking as though she would have said, As well as I can be without you.

Sponge, though a consummate judge of a horse, and all the minutiae connected with them, was still rather green in the matter of woman; and having settled in his own mind that Amelia should be his choice, he concluded that Emily knew all about it, and was working on her sisters account, instead of doing the agreeable for herself. And there it is where elder sisters have such an advantage over younger ones. They are always shown, or contrive to show themselves, first; and if a man once makes up his mind that the elder one will do, there is an end of the matter; and it is neither a deeper shade or two of blue, nor a brighter tinge of brown, nor a little smaller foot, nor a more elegant waist, that will make him change for a younger sister. The younger ones immediately become sisters in the mens minds, and retire, or are retired, from the field scratched, as Sponge would say.

Amelia, however, was not going to give Emily a chance; for, having dressed with all the expedition compatible with an attractive toilet  a lavender-coloured satin with broad black lace flounces, and some heavy jewellery on her well-turned arms, she came sidling in so gently as almost to catch Emily in the act of playing the agreeable. Turning the sidle into a stately sail, with a haughty sort of sneer and toss of the head to her sister, as much as to say, What are you doing with my man?  a sneer that suddenly changed into a sweet smile as her eye encountered Sponges  she just motioned him off to a sofa, where she commenced a sotto voce conversation in the engaged-couple style.
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MR. SPONGE AND THE MISSES JAWLEYFORD

The plot then began to thicken. First came Jawleyford, in a terrible stew.

Well, this is too bad! exclaimed he, stamping and flourishing a scented note, with a crest and initials at the top. This is too bad, repeated he; people accepting invitations, and then crying off at the last moment.

Who is it cant come, papa  the Foozles? asked Emily.

No  Foozles be hanged, sneered Jawleyford; they always come  the Blossomnoses! replied he, with an emphasis.

The Blossomnoses! exclaimed both girls, clasping their hands and looking up at the ceiling.

What, all of them? asked Emily.

All of them, rejoined Jawleyford.

Why, thats four, observed Emily.

To be sure it is, replied Jawleyford; five, if you count them by appetites; for old Blossom always eats and drinks as much as two people.

What excuse do they give? asked Amelia.

Carriage-horse taken suddenly ill, replied Jawleyford; as if thats any excuse when there are post-horses within half a dozen miles.

He wouldnt have been stopped hunting for want of a horse, I dare say, observed Amelia.

I dare say its all a lie, observed Jawleyford; adding, however, the invitation shall go for a dinner, all the same.

The denunciation was interrupted by the appearance of Spigot, who came looming up the spacious drawing-room in the full magnificence of black shorts, silk stockings, and buckled pumps, followed by a sheepish-looking, straight-haired, red apple-faced young gentleman, whom he announced as Mr. Robert Foozle. Robert was the hope of the house of Foozle; and it was fortunate his parents were satisfied with him, for few other people were. He was a young gentleman who shook hands with everybody, assented to anything that anybody said, and in answering a question, wherein indeed his conversation chiefly consisted, he always followed the words of the interrogation as much as he could. For instance: Well, Robert, have you been at Dulverton to-day? Answer, No, Ive not been at Dulverton to-day. Question, Are you going to Dulverton to-morrow? Answer, No, Im not going to Dulverton to-morrow. Having shaken hands with the party all round, and turned to the fire to warm his red fists, Jawleyford having stood at attention for such time as he thought Mrs. Foozle would be occupied before the glass in his study arranging her head-gear, and seeing no symptoms of any further announcement, at last asked Foozle if his papa and mamma were not coming.

No, my papa and mamma are not coming, replied he.

Are you sure? asked Jawleyford, in a tone of excitement.

Quite sure, replied Foozle, in the most matter-of-course voice.
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MR. ROBERT FOOZLE

The deuce! exclaimed Jawleyford, stamping his foot upon the soft rug, adding, it never rains but it pours!

Have you any note, or anything? asked Mrs. Jawleyford, who had followed Robert Foozle into the room.

Yes, I have a note, replied he, diving into the inner pocket of his coat, and producing one. The note was a letter  a letter from Mrs. Foozle to Mrs. Jawleyford, three sides and crossed; and seeing the magnitude thereof, Mrs. Jawleyford quietly put it into her reticule, observing, that she hoped Mr. and Mrs. Foozle were well?

Yes, they are well, replied Robert, notwithstanding he had express orders to say that his papa had the toothache, and his mamma the earache.

Jawleyford then gave a furious ring at the bell for dinner, and in due course of time the party of six proceeded to a table for twelve. Sponge pawned Mrs. Jawleyford off upon Robert Foozle, which gave Sponge the right to the fair Amelia, who walked off on his arm with a toss of her head at Emily, as though she thought him the finest, sprightliest man under the sun. Emily followed, and Jawleyford came sulking in alone, sore put out at the failure of what he meant for the grand entertainment.

Lights blazed in profusion; lamps more accustomed had now become better behaved; and the whole strength of the plate was called in requisition, sadly puzzling the unfortunate cook to find something to put upon the dishes. She, however, was a real magnanimous-minded woman, who would undertake to cook a lord mayors feast  soups, sweets, joints, entrées, and all.

Jawleyford was nearly silent during the dinner; indeed, he was too far off for conversation, had there been any for him to join in; which was not the case, for Amelia and Sponge kept up a hum of words, while Emily worked Robert Foozle with question and answer, such as:

Were your sisters out to-day?

Yes, my sisters were out to-day.

Are your sisters going to the Christmas ball?

Yes, my sisters are going to the Christmas ball, &c. &c.

Still, nearly daft as Robert was, he was generally asked where there was anything going on; and more than one young la  but we will not tell about that, as he has nothing to do with our story.

By the time the ladies took their departure, Mr. Jawleyford had somewhat recovered from the annoyance of his disappointment; and as they retired he rang the bell, and desired Spigot to set in the horse-shoe table, and bring a bottle of the green seal, being the colour affixed on the bottles of a four-dozen hamper of port (curious old port at 48s.) that had arrived from Wintle & Co. by rail (goods train of course) that morning.

There! exclaimed Jawleyford, as Spigot placed the richly cut decanter on the horse-shoe table. There! repeated he, drawing the green curtain as if to shade it from the fire, but in reality to hide the dulness the recent shaking had given it; that wine, said he, is a quarter of a century in bottle, at the very least.

Indeed, observed Sponge: time it was drunk.

A quarter of a century? gaped Robert Foozle.

Quarter of a century if its a day, replied Jawleyford, smacking his lips as he set down his glass after imbibing the precious beverage.

Very fine, observed Sponge; adding, as he sipped off his glass, its odd to find such old wine so full-bodied.

Well, now tell us all about your days proceedings, said Jawleyford, thinking it advisable to change the conversation at once. What sport had you with my lord?

Oh, why, I really cant tell you much, drawled Sponge, with an air of bewilderment. Strange country  strange faces  nobody I knew, and

Ah, true, replied Jawleyford, true. It occurred to me after you were gone, that perhaps you might not know any one. Ours, you see, is rather an out-of-the-way country; few of our people go to town, or indeed anywhere else; they are all tarry-at-home birds. But theyd receive you with great politeness, Im sure  if they knew you came from here, at least, added he.

Sponge was silent, and took a great gulp of the dull Wintle, to save himself from answering.

Was my Lord Scamperdale out? asked Jawleyford, seeing he was not going to get a reply.

Why, I can really hardly tell you that, replied Sponge. There were two men out, either of whom might be him; at least, they both seemed to take the lead, and  and he was going to say blow up the people, but he thought he might as well keep that to himself.

Stout, hale-looking men, dressed much alike, with great broad tortoise-shell-rimmed spectacles on? asked Jawleyford.

Just so, replied Sponge.

Ah, you are right, then, rejoined Jawleyford; it would be my lord.

And who was the other? inquired our friend.

Oh, that Jack Spraggon, replied Jawleyford, curling up his nose, as if he was going to be sick; one of the most odious wretches under the sun. I really dont know any man that I have so great a dislike to, so utter a contempt for, as that Jack, as they call him.

What is he? asked Sponge.

Oh, just a hanger-on of his lordships; the creature has nothing  nothing whatever; he lives on my lord  eats his venison, drinks his claret, rides his horses, bullies those his lordship doesnt like to tackle with, and makes himself generally useful.

He seems a man of that sort, observed Sponge, as he thought over the compliment he had received.

Well, who else had you out, then? asked Jawleyford. Was Tom Washball there?

No, replied Sponge: he wasnt out, I know.

Ah, thats unfortunate, observed Jawleyford, helping himself and passing the bottle. Toms a capital fellow  a perfect gentleman  great friend of mine. If hed been out youd have had nothing to do but mention my name, and hed have put you all right in a minute. Who else was there, then? continued he.

There was a tall man in black, on a good-looking young brown horse, rather rash at his fences, but a fine style of goer.

What! exclaimed Jawleyford, man in drab cords and jack-boots, with the brim of his hat rather turning upwards?

Just so, replied Sponge; and a double ribbon for a hat-string.

Thats Master Blossomnose, observed Jawleyford, scarcely able to contain his indignation. Thats Master Blossomnose, repeated he, taking a back hand at the port in the excitement of the moment. More to his credit if he were to stay at home and attend to his parish, added Jawleyford; meaning, it would have been more to his credit if he had fulfilled his engagement to him that evening, instead of going out hunting in the morning.

The two then sat silent for a time, Sponge seeing where the sore place was, and Robert Foozle, as usual, seeing nothing. Ah, well, observed Jawleyford, at length breaking silence, it was unfortunate you went this morning. I did my best to prevent you  told you what a long way it was, and so on. However, never mind, we will put all right to-morrow. His lordship, Im sure, will be most happy to see you. So help yourself, continued he, passing the Wintle, and we will drink his health and success to fox-hunting.

Sponge filled a bumper and drank his lordships health, with the accompaniment as desired; and turning to Robert Foozle, who was doing likewise, said, Are you fond of hunting?

Yes, Im fond of hunting, replied Foozle.

But you dont hunt, you know, Robert, observed Jawleyford.

No, I dont hunt, replied Robert.

The green seal being demolished, Jawleyford ordered a bottle of the other, attributing the slight discoloration (which he did not discover until they had nearly finished the bottle) to change of atmosphere in the outer cellar. Sponge tackled vigorously with the new-comer, which was better than the first; and Robert Foozle, drinking as he spoke, by pattern, kept filling away, much to Jawleyfords dissatisfaction, who was compelled to order a third. During the progress of its demolition, the hosts tongue became considerably loosened. He talked of hunting and the charms of the chase  of the good fellowship it produced: and expatiated on the advantages it was of to the country in a national point of view, promoting as it did a spirit of manly enterprise, and encouraging our unrivalled breed of horses; both of which he looked upon as national objects, well worthy the attention of enlightened men like himself.

Jawleyford was a great patron of the chase; and his keeper, Watson, always had a bag-fox ready to turn down when my lords hounds met there. Jawleyfords covers were never known to be drawn blank. Though they had been shot in the day before, they always held a fox the next  if a fox was wanted.

Sponge being quite at home on the subjects of horses and hunting, lauded all his papa-in-laws observations up to the skies; occasionally considering whether it would be advisable to sell him a horse, and thinking, if he did, whether he should let him have one of the three he had down, or should get old Buckram to buy some quiet screw that would stand a little work and yield him (Sponge) a little profit, and yet not demolish the great patron of English sports. The more Jawleyford drank, the more energetic he became, and the greater pleasure he anticipated from the meet of the morrow. He docked the lord, and spoke of Scamperdale as an excellent fellow  a real, good, hearty, honest Englishman  a man that the more you knew the more you liked; all of which was very encouraging to Sponge. Spigot at length appeared to read the tea and coffee riot-act, when Jawleyford determined not to be done out of another bottle, pointing to the nearly emptied decanter, said to Robert Foozle, I suppose youll not take any more wine? To which Robert replied, No, Ill not take any more wine. Whereupon, pushing out his chair and throwing away his napkin, Jawleyford arose and led the way to the drawing-room, followed by Sponge and this entertaining young gentleman.

A round game followed tea; which, in its turn, was succeeded by a massive silver tray, chiefly decorated with cold water and tumblers; and as the various independent clocks in the drawing-room began chiming and striking eleven, Mr. Jawleyford thought he would try to get rid of Foozle by asking him if he hadnt better stay all night.

Yes, I think Id better stay all night, replied Foozle.

But wont they be expecting you at home, Robert? asked Jawleyford, not feeling disposed to be caught in his own trap.

Yes, theyll be expecting me at home, replied Foozle.

Then, perhaps you had better not alarm them by staying, suggested Jawleyford.

No, perhaps Id better not alarm them by staying, repeated Foozle. Whereupon they all rose, and wishing him a very good night, Jawleyford handed him over to Spigot, who transferred him to one footman, who passed him to another, to button into his leather-headed shandridan.

After talking Robert over, and expatiating on the misfortune it would be to have such a boy, Jawleyford rang the bell for the banquet of water to be taken away; and ordering breakfast half-an-hour earlier than usual, our friends went to bed.


CHAPTER XXII

THE F.H.H. AGAIN
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GENTLEMEN UNACCUSTOMED TO public hunting often make queer figures of themselves when they go out. We have seen them in all sorts of odd dresses, half fox-hunters half fishermen, half fox-hunters half sailors, with now and then a good sturdy cross of the farmer.

Mr. Jawleyford was a cross between a military dandy and a squire. The green-and-gold Bumperkin foraging-cap, with the letters B.Y.C. in front, was cocked jauntily on one side of his badger-pyed head, while he played sportively with the patent leather strap  now, toying with it on his lip, now dropping it below his chin, now hitching it up on to the peak. He had a tremendously stiff stock on  so hard that no pressure made it wrinkle, and so high that his pointed gills could hardly peer above it. His coat was a bright green cut-away  made when collars were worn very high and very hollow, and when waists were supposed to be about the middle of a mans back, Jawleyfords back buttons occupying that remarkable position. These, which were of dead gold with a bright rim, represented a hare full stretch for her life, and were the buttons of the old Muggeridge hunt  a hunt that had died many years ago from want of the necessary funds (80l.) to carry it on. The coat, which was single-breasted and velvet-collared, was extremely swallow-tailed, presenting a remarkable contrast to the barge-built, roomy roundabouts of the members of the Flat Hat Hunt; the collar rising behind, in the shape of a Gothic arch, exhibited all the stitchings and threadings incident to that department of the garment.

But if Mr. Jawleyfords coat went to hare, his waistcoat was fox and all fox. On a bright blue ground he sported such an infinity of heads, that there is no saying that he would have been safe in a kennel of unsteady hounds. One thing, to be sure, was in his favour  namely, that they were just as much like cats heads as foxes. The coat and waistcoat were old stagers, but his nether man was encased in rhubarb-coloured tweed pantaloons of the newest make  a species of material extremely soft and comfortable to wear, but not so well adapted for roughing it across country. These had a broad brown stripe down the sides, and were shaped out over the foot of his fine French-polished paper boots, the heels of which were decorated with long-necked, ringing spurs. Thus attired, with a little silver-mounted whip which he kept flourishing about, he encountered Mr. Sponge in the entrance-hall, after breakfast. Mr. Sponge, like all men who are extremely natty themselves, men who wouldnt have a button out of place if it was ever so, hardly knew what to think of Jawleyfords costume. It was clear he was no sportsman; and then came the question, whether he was of the privileged few who may do what they like, and who can carry off any kind of absurdity. Whatever uneasiness Sponge felt on that score, Jawleyford, however, was quite at his ease, and swaggered about like an aide-de-camp at a review.

Well, we should be going, I suppose, said he, drawing on a pair of half-dirty, lemon-coloured kid gloves, and sabreing the air with his whip.

Is Lord Scamperdale punctual? asked Sponge.

Tol-lol, replied Jawleyford, tol-lol.

Hell wait for you, I suppose? observed Sponge, thinking to try Jawleyford on that infallible criterion of favour.

Why, if he knew I was coming, I dare say he would, replied Jawleyford slowly and deliberately, feeling it was now no time for flashing. If he knew I was coming I dare say he would, repeated he; indeed, I make no doubt he would: but one doesnt like putting great men out of their way; besides which, its just as easy to be punctual as otherwise. When I was in the Bumperkin

But your horse is on, isnt it? interrupted Sponge; hell see your horse there, you know.

Horse on, my dear fellow! exclaimed Jawleyford, horse on? No, certainly not. How should I get there myself, if my horse was on?

Hack, to be sure, replied Sponge, striking a light for his cigar.

Ah, but then I should have no groom to go with me, observed Jawleyford, adding, one must make a certain appearance, you know. But come, my dear Mr. Sponge, continued he, laying hold of our heros arm, let us get to the door, for that cigar of yours will fumigate the whole house; and Mrs. Jawleyford hates the smell of tobacco.

Spigot, with his attendants in livery, here put a stop to the confab by hurrying past, drawing the bolts, and throwing back the spacious folding doors, as if royalty or Daniel Lambert himself were coming out.

The noise they made was heard outside; and on reaching the top of the spacious flight of steps, Sponges piebald in charge of a dirty village lad, and Jawleyfords steeds with a sky-blue groom, were seen scuttling under the portoco, for the owners to mount. The Jawleyford cavalry was none of the best; but Jawleyford was pleased with it, and that is a great thing. Indeed, a thing had only to be Jawleyfords, to make Jawleyford excessively fond of it.

There! exclaimed he, as they reached the third step from the bottom. There! repeated he, seizing Sponge by the arm, thats what I call shape. You dont see such an animal as that every day, pointing to a not badly formed, but evidently worn-out, over-kneed bay, that stood knuckling and trembling for Jawleyford to mount.

One of the has beens, I should say, replied Sponge, puffing a cloud of smoke right past Jawleyfords nose; adding, Its a pity but you could get him four new legs.

Faith, I dont see that he wants anything of the sort, retorted Jawleyford, nettled as well at the smoke as the observation.

Well, where ignorance is bliss, &c., replied Sponge, with another great puff, which nearly blinded Jawleyford. Get on, and lets see how he goes, added he, passing on to the piebald as he spoke.

Mr. Jawleyford then mounted; and having settled himself into a military seat, touched the old screw with the spur, and set off at a canter. The piebald, perhaps mistaking the portico for a booth, and thinking it was a good place to exhibit it, proceeded to die in the most approved form; and not all Sponges Come-ups or kicks could induce him to rise before he had gone through the whole ceremony. At length, with a mane full of gravel, a side well smeared, and a Wilkinson & Kidd sadly scratched, the ci-devant actor arose, much to the relief of the village lad, who having indulged in a gallop as he brought him from Lucksford, expected his death would be laid at his door. No sooner was he up, than, without waiting for him to shake himself, Mr. Soapey vaulted into the saddle, and seizing him by the head, let in the Latchfords in a style that satisfied the hack he was not going to canter in a circle. Away he went, best pace; for like all Mr. Sponges horses, he had the knack of going, the general difficulty being to get them to go the way they were wanted.

Sponge presently overtook Mr. Jawleyford, who had been brought up by a gate, which he was making sundry ineffectual Briggs-like passes and efforts to open; the gate and his horse seeming to have combined to prevent his getting through. Though an expert swordsman, he had never been able to accomplish, the art of opening a gate, especially one of those gingerly balanced spring-snecked things that require to be taken at the nick of time, or else they drop just as the horse gets his nose to them.

Why arent you here to open the gate? asked Jawleyford, snappishly, as the blue boy bustled up as his masters efforts became more hopeless at each attempt.

The lad, like a wise fellow, dropped from his horse, and opening it with his hands, ran it back on foot.

Jawleyford and Sponge then rode through.

Canter, canter, canter, went Jawleyford, with an arm akimbo, head well up, legs well down, toes well pointed, as if he were going to a race, where his work would end on arriving, instead of to a fox-hunt, where it would only begin.
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JAWLEYFORD GOING TO THE HUNT

You are rather hard on the old nag, arent you? at length asked Sponge, as, having cleared the rushy, swampy park, they came upon the macadamized turnpike, and Jawleyford selected the middle of it as the scene of his further progression.

Oh no! replied Jawleyford, tit-tup-ing along with a loose rein, as if he was on the soundest, freshest-legged horse in the world; oh no! my horses are used to it. Well, but if you mean to hunt him, observed Sponge, hell be blown before he gets to cover.

Get him in wind, my dear fellow, replied Jawleyford, get him in wind, touching the horse with the spur as he spoke.

Faith, but if he was as well on his legs as he is in his wind, hed not be amiss, rejoined Sponge.

So they cantered and trotted, and trotted and cantered away, Sponge thinking he could afford pace as well as Jawleyford. Indeed, a horse has only to become a hack, to be able to do double the work he was ever supposed to be capable of.

But to the meet.

Scrambleford Green was a small straggling village on the top of a somewhat high hill, that divided the vale in which Jawleyford Court was situated from the more fertile one of Farthinghoe, in which Lord Scamperdale lived.

It was one of those out-of-the-way places at which the meet of the hounds, and a love feast or fair, consisting of two fiddlers (one for each public-house), a few unlicensed packmen, three or four gingerbread stalls, a drove of cows and some sheep, form the great events of the year among a people who are thoroughly happy and contented with that amount of gaiety. Think of that, you used up young gentlemen of twenty, who have exhausted the pleasures of the world! The hounds did not come to Scrambleford Green often, for it was not a favourite meet; and when they did come, Frosty and the men generally had them pretty much to themselves. This day, however, was the exception; and Old Tom Yarnley, whom age had bent nearly double, and who hobbled along on two sticks, declared that never in the course of his recollection, a period extending over the best part of a century, had he seen such a sight of red coats as mustered that morning at Scrambleford Green. It seemed as if there had been a sudden rising of sportsmen. What brought them all out? What brought Mr. Puffington, the master of the Hanby hounds, out? What brought Blossomnose again? What Mr. Wake, Mr. Fossick, Mr. Fyle, who had all been out the day before? Reader, the news had spread throughout the country that there was a great writer down; and they wanted to see what he would say of them  they had come to sit for their portraits, in fact. There was a great gathering, at least for the Flat Hat Hunt, who seldom mustered above a dozen. Tom Washball came, in a fine new coat and new flat-fliped hat with a broad binding; also Mr. Sparks, of Spark Hall; Major Mark; Mr. Archer, of Cheam Lodge; Mr. Reeves, of Coxwell Green; Mr. Bliss, of Boltonshaw; Mr. Joyce, of Ebstone; Dr. Capon, of Calcot; Mr. Dribble, of Hook; Mr. Slade, of Three-Burrow Hill; and several others. Great was the astonishment of each as the other cast up.

Why, heres Joe Reeves! exclaimed Blossomnose. Whod have thought of seeing you?

And whod have thought of seeing you? rejoined Reeves, shaking hands with the jolly old nose.

Heres Tom Washball in time for once, I declare! exclaimed Mr. Fyle, as Mr. Washball cantered up in apple-pie order.

Wonders will never cease! observed Fossick, looking Washy over.

So the field sat in a ring about the hounds in the centre of which, as usual, were Jack and Lord Scamperdale, looking with their great tortoise-shell-rimmed spectacles, and short grey whiskers trimmed in a curve up to their noses, like a couple of horned owls in hats.

Heres the man on the cow! exclaimed Jack, as he espied Sponge and Jawleyford rising the hill together, easing their horses by standing in their stirrups and holding on by their manes.

You dont say so! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, turning his horse in the direction Jack was looking, and staring for hard life too. So there is, I declare! observed he. And who the deuce is this with him?

That ass Jawleyford, as I live! exclaimed Jack, as the blue-coated servant now hove in sight.

So it is! said Lord Scamperdale; the confounded humbug!

This boyll be after one of the young ladies, observed Jack; not one of the writing chaps we thought he was.

Shouldnt wonder, replied Lord Scamperdale; adding, in an undertone, I vote we have a rise out of old Jaw. Ill let you in for a good thing  you shall dine with him.

Not I, replied Jack.

You shall, though, replied his lordship firmly.

Pray dont! entreated Jack.

By the powers, if you dont, rejoined his lordship, you shall not have a mount out of me for a month.

While this conversation was going on, Jawleyford and Sponge, having risen the hill, had resumed their seats in the saddle, and Jawleyford, setting himself in attitude, tickled his horse with his spur, and proceeded to canter becomingly up to the pack; Sponge and the groom following a little behind.

Ah, Jawleyford, my dear fellow! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, putting his horse on a few steps to meet him as he came flourishing up. Ah, Jawleyford, my dear fellow, Im delighted to see you, extending a hand as he spoke. Jack, here, told me that he saw your flag flying as he passed, and I said what a pity it was but Id known before; for Jawleyford, said I, is a real good fellow, one of the best fellows I know, and has asked me to dine so often that Im almost ashamed to meet him; and it would have been such a nice opportunity to have volunteered a visit, the hounds being here, you see.

Oh, thats so kind of your lordship! exclaimed Jawleyford, quite delighted thats so kind of your lordship  thats just what I like!  thats just what Mrs. Jawleyford likes!  thats just what we all like!  coming without fuss or ceremony, just as my friend Mr. Sponge, here, does. By the way, will your lordship give me leave to introduce my friend Mr. Sponge  my Lord Scamperdale. Jawleyford suiting the action to the word, and manœuvring the ceremony.

Ah, I made Mr. Sponges acquaintance yesterday, observed his lordship drily, giving a sort of servants touch of his hat as he scrutinized our friend through his formidable glasses, adding, To tell you the truth, addressing himself in an underone to Sponge, I took you for one of those nasty writing chaps, who I bominate. But, continued his lordship, returning to Jawleyford. Ill tell you what I said about the dinner. Jack, here, told me the flag was flying; and I said I only wished Id known before, and I would certainly have proposed that Jack and I should dine with you, either to-day or to-morrow; but unfortunately Id engaged myself to my Lord Barkers not five minutes before.

Ah, my lord! exclaimed Jawleyford, throwing out his hand and shrugging his shoulders as if in despair, you tantalize me  you do indeed. You should have come, or said nothing about it. You distress me  you do indeed.

Well, Im wrong, perhaps, replied his lordship, patting Jawleyford encouragingly on the shoulder; but, however, Ill tell you what, said he, Jack heres not engaged, and he shall come to you.

Most happy to see Mr.  ha  hum  haw  Jack  thats to say, Mr. Spraggon, replied Jawleyford, bowing very low, and laying his hand on his heart, as if quite overpowered at the idea of the honour.

Then, thats a bargain. Jack, said his lordship, looking knowingly round at his much disconcerted friend; you dine and stay all night at Jawleyford Court to-morrow! and mind, added he, make yourself greeable to the girls  ladies, thats to say.

Couldnt your lordship arrange it so that we might have the pleasure of seeing you both on some future day? asked Jawleyford, anxious to avert the Jack calamity. Say next week, continued he; or suppose you meet at the Court?

Ha  he  hum. Meet at the Court, mumbled his lordship meet at the Court  ha  he  ha  hum  no;  got no foxes.

Plenty of foxes, I assure you, my lord! exclaimed Jawleyford. Plenty of foxes! repeated he.

We never find them, then, somehow, observed his lordship, drily; at least, none but those three-legged beggars in the laurels at the back of the stables.

Ah! that will be the fault of the hounds, replied Jawleyford; they dont take sufficient time to draw  run through the covers too quickly.

Fault of the hounds be hanged! exclaimed Jack, who was the champion of the pack generally. Theres not a more patient, painstaking pack in the world than his lordships.

Ah  well  ah  never mind that, replied his lordship, Jaw and you can settle that point over your wine to-morrow; meanwhile, if your friend Mr. Whats-his-name here, ll get his horse, continued his lordship, addressing himself to Jawleyford, but looking at Sponge, who was still on the piebald, well throw off.

Thank you, my lord, replied Sponge; but Ill mount at the cover side. Sponge not being inclined to let the Flat Hat Hunt field see the difference of opinion that occasionally existed between the gallant brown and himself.

As you please, rejoined his lordship, as you please, jerking his head at Frostyface, who forthwith gave the office to the hounds; whereupon all was commotion. Away the cavalcade went, and in less than five minutes the late bustling village resumed its wonted quiet; the old man on sticks, two crones gossiping at a door, a rag-or-anything-else-gatherer going about with a donkey, and a parcel of dirty children tumbling about on the green, being all that remained on the scene. All the able-bodied men had followed the hounds. Why the hounds had ever climbed the long hill seemed a mystery, seeing that they returned the way they came.

Jawleyford, though sore disconcerted at having Jack pawned upon him, stuck to my lord, and rode on his right with the air of a general. He felt he was doing his duty as an Englishman in thus patronizing the hounds  encouraging a manly spirit of independence, and promoting our unrivalled breed of horses. The post-boy trot at which hounds travel, to be sure, is not well adapted for dignity; but Jawleyford nourished and vapoured as well as he could under the circumstances, and considering they were going down hill. Lord Scamperdale rode along, laughing in his sleeve at the idea of the pleasant evening Jack and Jawleyford would have together, occasionally complimenting Jawleyford on the cut and condition of his horse, and advising him to be careful of the switching raspers with which the country abounded, and which might be fatal to his nice nutmeg  coloured trousers. The rest of the field followed, the fall of the ground enabling them to see how thick Jawleyford was with my lord. Old Blossomnose, who, we should observe, had slipped away unperceived on Jawleyfords arrival, took a birds-eye view from the rear. Naughty Blossom was riding the horse that ought to have gone in the chay to Jawleyford Court.


CHAPTER XXIII

THE GREAT RUN
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OUR HERO HAVING inveigled the brown under lee of an out-house as the field moved along, was fortunate enough to achieve the saddle without disclosing the secrets of the stable; and as he rejoined the throng in all the pride of shape, action, and condition, even the top-sawyers, Fossick, Fyle, Bliss, and others, admitted that Hercules was not a bad-like horse; while the humbler-minded ones eyed Sponge with a mixture of awe and envy, thinking what a fine trade literature must be to stand such a horse.

Is your friend Whats-his-name, a workman? asked Lord Scamperdale, nodding towards Sponge as he trotted Hercules gently past on the turf by the side of the road along which they were riding.

Oh no, replied Jawleyford tartly. Oh no  gentleman, man of property

I did not mean was he a mechanic, explained his lordship drily, but a workman; a good un across country, in fact. His lordship working his arms as if he was going to set-to himself.

Oh, a first-rate man!  first-rate man! replied Jawleyford; beat them all at Laverick Wells.

I thought so, observed his lordship; adding to himself, then Jack shall take the conceit out of him.

Jack! halloaed he over his shoulder to his friend, who was jogging a little behind; Jack! repeated he, that Mr. Something

Sponge! observed Jawleyford, with an emphasis.

That Mr. Sponge, continued his lordship, is a stranger in the country: have the kindness to take care of him. You know what I mean?

Just so, replied Jack; Ill take care of him.

Most polite of your lordship, Im sure, said Jawleyford, with a low bow, and laying his hand on his breast. I can assure you I shall never forget the marked attention I have received from your lordship this day.

Thank you for nothing, grunted his lordship to himself.

Bump, bump; trot, trot; jabber, jabber, on they went as before.

They had now got to the cover, Tickler Gorse, and ere the last horsemen had reached the last angle of the long hill, Frostyface was rolling about on foot in the luxuriant evergreen; now wholly visible, now all but overhead, like a man buffeting among the waves of the sea. Save Frostys cheery voice encouraging the invisible pack to wind him! and rout him out! an injunction that the shaking of the gorse showed they willingly obeyed, and an occasional exclamation from Jawleyford, of Beautiful! beautiful!  never saw better hounds!  cant be a finer pack! not a sound disturbed the stillness of the scene. The waggoners on the road stopped their wains, the late noisy ploughmen leaned vacantly on their stilts, the turnip-pullers stood erect in air, and the shepherds boys deserted the bleating flocks;  all was life and joy and liberty Liberty, equality, and foxhunt-ity!

Yo  i  cks, wind him! Y  o  o  icks! rout him out! went Frosty; occasionally varying the entertainment with a loud crack of his heavy whip, when he could get upon a piece of rising ground to clear the thong.

Tally-ho! screamed Jawleyford, hoisting the Bumperkin Yeomanry cap in the air. Tally-ho! repeated he, looking triumphantly round, as much as to say, What a clever boy am I!

Hold your noise! roared Jack, who was posted a little below. Dont you see its a hare? added he, amidst the uproarious mirth of the company.

I havent your great staring specs on, or I should have seen he hadnt a tail, retorted Jawleyford, nettled at the tone in which Jack had addressed him.

Tail be  ! replied Jack, with a sneer; who but a tailor would call it a tail?

Just then a light low squeak of a whimper was heard in the thickest part of the gorse, and Frostyface cheered the hound to the echo. Hoick to, Pillager! H  o  o  ick! screamed he, in a long-drawn note, that thrilled through every frame, and set the horses a-capering.

Ere Frostys prolonged screech was fairly finished, there was such an outburst of melody, and such a shaking of the gorse-bushes, as plainly showed there was no safety for Reynard in cover; and great was the bustle and commotion among the horsemen. Mr. Fossick lowered his hat-string and ran the foxs tooth through the buttonhole; Fyle drew his girths; Washball took a long swig at his hunting-horn-shaped monkey; Major Mark and Mr. Archer threw away their cigar ends; Mr. Bliss drew on his dogskin gloves; Mr. Wake rolled the thong of his whip round the stick, to be better able to encounter his puller; Mr. Sparks got a yokel to take up a link of his curb; George Smith and Joe Smith looked at their watches; Sandy McGregor, the factor, filled his great Scotch nose with Irish snuff, exclaiming, as he dismissed the balance from his fingers by a knock against his thigh, Oh, my mon, aw think this tod will gie us a ran! while Blossomnose might be seen stealing gently forward, on the far side of a thick fence, for the double purpose of shirking Jawleyford and getting a good start.

In the midst of these and similar preparations for the fray, up went a whips cap at the low end of the cover; and a volley of Tallyhos burst from our friends, as the fox, whisking his white-tipped brush in the air, was seen stealing away over the grassy hill beyond. What a commotion was there! How pale some looked! How happy others!

Sing out, Jack! for heavens sake, sing out! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale; an enthusiastic sportsman, always as eager for a run as if he had never seen one. Sing out. Jack; or, by Jove, theyll override em at starting!

Hold hard, gentlemen, roared Jack, clapping spurs into his grey, or rather, into his lordships grey, dashing in front, and drawing the horse across the road to stop the progression of the field. Hold hard, one minute! repeated Jack, standing erect in his stirrups, and menacing them with his whip (a most formidable one). Whatever you do, pray let them get away! Pray dont spoil your own sport! Pray remember theyre his lordships hounds!  that they cost him five-and-twenty underd  two thousand five underd a year! And where, let me ax, with wheat down to nothing, would you get another, if he was to throw up?

As Jack made this inquiry, he took a hurried glance at the now pouring-out pack; and seeing they were safe away, he wiped the foam from his mouth on his sleeve, dropped into his saddle, and, catching his horse short round by the head, clapped spurs into his sides, and galloped away, exclaiming:

Now, ye tinkers, well all start fair!

Then there was such a scrimmage! such jostling and elbowing among the jealous ones; such ramming and cramming among the eager ones; such pardon-begging among the polite ones; such spurting of ponies, such clambering of cart-horses. All were bent on going as far as they could  all except Jawleyford, who sat curvetting and prancing in the patronizing sort of way gentlemen do who encourage hounds for the sake of the manly spirit the sport engenders, and the advantage hunting is of in promoting our unrivalled breed of horses.

His lordship having slipped away, horn in hand, under pretence of blowing the hounds out of cover, as soon as he set Jack at the field, had now got a good start, and, horse well in hand, was sailing away in their wake.

F-o-o-r-r-ard! screamed Frostyface, coming up alongside of him, holding his horse  a magnificent thoroughbred bay  well by the head, and settling himself into his saddle as he went.

F-o-r-rard! screeched his lordship, thrusting his spectacles on to his nose.

Twang  twang  twang, went the huntsmans deep-sounding horn.

Tweet  tweet  tweet, went his lordships shriller one.

In for a stinger, my lurd, observed Jack, returning his horn to the case.

Hope so, replied his lordship, pocketing his.

They then flew the first fence together.

F-o-r-r-ard! screamed Jack in the air, as he saw the hounds packing well together, and racing with a breast-high scent.

F-o-r-rard! screamed his lordship, who was a sort of echo to his huntsman, just as Jack Spraggon was echo to his lordship.

Hes away for Gunnersby Craigs, observed Jack, pointing that way, for they were a good ten miles off.

Hope so, replied his lordship, for whom the distance could never be too great, provided the pace corresponded.

F-o-o-r-rard! screamed Jack.

F-o-r-rard! screeched his lordship.

So they went flying and forrarding together; none of the field  thanks to Jack Spraggon  being able to overtake them.

Y-o-o-nder he goes! at last cried Frosty, taking off his cap as he viewed the fox, some half-mile ahead, stealing away round the side of Newington Hill.

Tallyho! screeched his lordship, riding with his flat hat in the air, by way of exciting the striving field to still further exertion.

Hes a good un! exclaimed Frosty, eyeing the foxs going.

He is that! replied his lordship, staring at him with all his might.

Then they rode on, and were presently rounding Newington Hill themselves, the hounds packing well together, and carrying a famous head.

His lordship now looked to see what was going on behind.

Scrambleford Hill was far in the rear. Jawleyford and the boy in blue were altogether lost in the distance. A quarter of a mile or so this way were a couple of dots of horsemen, one on a white, the other on a dark colour  most likely Jones, the keeper, and Farmer Stubble, on the foaly mare. Then, a little nearer, was a man in a hedge, trying to coax his horse after him, stopping the way of two boys in white trousers, whose ponies looked like rats. Again, a little nearer, were some of the persevering ones  men who still hold on in the forlorn hopes of a check  all dark-coated, and mostly trousered. Then came the last of the red-coats  Tom Washball, Charley Joyce, and Sam Sloman, riding well in the first flight of second horsemen  his lordships pad-groom, Mr. Fossicks man in drab with a green collar, Mr. Wakes in blue, also a lad in scarlet and a flat hat, with a second horse for the huntsman. Drawing still nearer came the ruck  men in red, men in brown, men in livery, a farmer or two in fustian, all mingled together; and a few hundred yards before these, and close upon his lordship, were the élite of the field  five men in scarlet and one in black. Let us see who they are. By the powers, Mr. Sponge is first!  Sponge sailing away at his ease, followed by Jack, who is staring at him through his great lamps, longing to launch out at him, but as yet wanting an excuse; Sponge having ridden with judgement  judgement, at least, in everything except in having taken the lead of Jack. After Jack comes old black-booted Blossomnose; and Messrs. Wake, Fossick, and Fyle, complete our complement of five. They are all riding steadily and well; all very irate, however, at the stranger for going before them, and ready to back Jack in anything he may say or do.

On, on they go; the hounds still pressing forward, though not carrying quite so good a head as before. In truth, they have run four miles in twenty minutes; pretty good going anywhere except upon paper, where they always go unnaturally fast. However, there they are, still pressing on, though with considerably less music than before.

After rounding Newington Hill, they got into a wilder and worse sort of country, among moorish, ill-cultivated land, with cold unwholesome-looking fallows. The day, too, seemed changing for the worse; a heavy black cloud hanging overhead. The hounds were at length brought to their noses.

His lordship, who had been riding all eyes, ears, and fears, foresaw the probability of this; and pulling-to his horse, held up his hand, the usual signal for Jack to sing out and stop the field. Sponge saw the signal, but, unfortunately, Hercules didnt; and tearing along with his head to the ground, resolutely bore our friend not only past his lordship, but right on to where the now stooping pack were barely feathering on the line.

Then Jack and his lordship sang out together.

Hold hard! screeched his lordship, in a dreadful state of excitement.

Hold Hard! thundered Jack.

Sponge was holding hard  hard enough to split the horses jaws, but the beast would go on, notwithstanding.

By the powers, hes among em again! shouted his lordship, as the resolute beast, with his upturned head almost pulled round to Sponges knee, went star-gazing on like the blind man in Regent Street. Sing out. Jack! sing out! for heavens sake sing out, shrieked his lordship, shutting his eyes, as he added, or hell kill every man jack of them.

Now, Sur! roared Jack, cant you steer that ere aggravatin quadruped of yours?

Oh, you pestilential son of a pontry-maid! screeched his lordship, as Brilliant ran yelping away from under Sponges horses feet. Sing out. Jack! sing out! gasped his lordship again.

Oh, you scandalous, hypocritical, rusty-booted, numb-handed son of a puffing corn-cutter, why dont you turn your attention to feeding hens, cultivating cabbages, or making pantaloons for small folk, instead of killing hounds in this wholesale way? roared Jack; an inquiry that set him foaming again.

Oh, you unsightly, sanctified, idolatrous, Bagnigge-Wells coppersmith, you think because Im a lord, and cant swear or use coarse language, that you may do what you like; rot you, sir, Ill present you with a testimonial! Ill settle a hundred a year upon you if youll quit the country. By the powers, theyre away again! added his lordship, who, with one eye on Sponge and the other on the pack, had been watching Frosty lifting them over the bad scenting-ground, till, holding them on to a hedgerow beyond, they struck the scent on good sound pasture, and went away at score, every hound throwing his tongue, and filling the air with joyful melody. Away they swept like a hurricane. F-o-o-rard! was again the cry.

Hang it. Jack, exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, laying his hand on his doubles shoulder, as they galloped alongside of each other, Hang it, Jack, see if you cant sarve out this unrighteous, mahogany-booted, rattle-snake. Do if you die for it!  Ill bury your remainders genteelly  patent coffin with brass nails, all to yourself  put Frosty and all the fellows in black, and raise a white marble monument to your memory, declaring you were the most spotless virtuous man under the sun.

Let me off dining with Jaw, and Ill do my best, replied Jack.

Done! screamed his lordship, flourishing his right arm in the air, as he flew over a great stone wall.

A good many of the horses and sportsmen too had had enough before the hounds checked; and the quick way Frosty lifted them and hit off the scent, did not give them much time to recruit. Many of them now sat hat in hand, mopping, and puffing, and turning their red perspiring faces to the wind. Poough, gasped one, as if he was going to be sick; Puff, went another; Oh! but its ot! exclaimed a third, pulling off his limp neckcloth; Wonder if theres any ale hereabouts, cried a fourth; Terrible run! observed a fifth; Ten miles at least, gasped another. Meanwhile the hounds went streaming on; and it is wonderful how soon those who dont follow are left hopelessly in the rear.

Of the few that did follow, Mr. Sponge, however, was one. Nothing daunted by the compliments that had been paid him, he got Hercules well in hand; and the horse dropping again on the bit, resumed his place in front, going as strong and steadily as ever. Thus he went, throwing the mud in the faces of those behind, regardless of the oaths and imprecations that followed; Sponge knowing full well they would do the same by him if they could.

All jealousy, said Sponge, spurring his horse. Never saw such a jealous set of dogs in my life.

An accommodating lane soon presented itself, along which they all pounded, with the hounds running parallel through the enclosures on the left; Sponge sending such volleys of pebbles and mud in his rear as made it advisable to keep a good way behind him. The line was now apparently for Firlingham Woods; but on nearing the thatched cottage on Gasper Heath, the fox, most likely being headed, had turned short to the right; and the chase now lay over Sheeplow Water meadows, and so on to Bolsover brick-fields, when the pack again changed from hunting to racing, and the pace for a time was severe. His lordship having got his second horse at the turn, was ready for the tussle, and plied away vigorously, riding, as usual, with all his heart, with all his mind, with all his soul, and with all his strength; while Jack, still on the grey, came plodding diligently along in the rear, saving his horse as much as he could. His lordship charged a stiff flight of rails in the brick-fields; while Jack, thinking to save his, rode at a weak place in the fence, a little higher up, and in an instant was soused overhead in a clay-hole.

Duck under, Jack! duck under! screamed his lordship, as Jacks head rose to the surface. Duck under! youll have it full directly! added he, eyeing Sponge and the rest coming up.

Sponge, however, saw the splash, and turning a little lower down, landed safe on sound ground; while poor Blossomnose, who was next, went floundering overhead also. But the pace was too good to stop to fish them out.

Dash it, said Sponge, looking at them splashing about, but that was a near go for me!

Jack being thus disposed of, Sponge, with increased confidence, rose in his stirrups, easing the redoubtable Hercules; and patting him on the shoulder, at the same time that he gave him the gentlest possible touch of the spur, exclaimed, By the powers, well show these old Flat Hats the trick! He then commenced humming:

Mister Sponge, the raspers taking,
Sets the junkers nerves a shaking;

and riding cheerfully on, he at length found himself on the confines of a wild rough-looking moor, with an undulating range of hills in the distance.

Frostyface and Lord Scamperdale here for the first time diverged from the line the hounds were running, and made for the neck of a smooth, flat, rather inviting-looking piece of ground, instead of crossing it, Sponge, thinking to get a niche, rode to it; and the deeper and deeper still sort of flounder his horse made soon let him know that he was in a bog. The impetuous Hercules rushed and reared onwards as if to clear the wide expanse; and alighting still lower, shot Sponge right overhead in the middle.
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Thats cooked your goose! exclaimed his lordship, eyeing Sponge and his horse floundering about in the black porridge-like mess.

Catch my horse! hallooed Sponge to the first whip, who came galloping up as Hercules was breasting his way out again.

Catch him yourself, grunted the man, galloping on.

A peat-cutter, more humane, received the horse as he emerged from the black sea, exclaiming, as the now-piebald Sponge came lobbing after on foot, A, sir! but ye should niver set tee to ride through sic a place as that!

Sponge, having generously rewarded the man with a fourpenny piece, for catching his horse and scraping the thick of the mud off him, again mounted, and cantered round the point he should at first have gone; but his chance was out  the farther he went, the farther he was left behind; till at last, pulling up, he stood watching the diminishing pack, rolling like marbles over the top of Rotherjade Hill, followed by his lordship hugging his horse round the neck as he went, and the huntsman and whips leading and driving theirs up before them.

Nasty jealous old beggar! said Sponge, eyeing his lessening lordship disappearing over the hill too. Sponge then performed the sickening ceremony of turning away from hounds running; not but that he might have plodded on on the line, and perhaps seen or heard what became of the fox, but Sponge didnt hunt on those terms. Like a good many other gentlemen, he would be first, or nowhere.

If it was any consolation to him, he had plenty of companions in misfortune. The line was dotted with horsemen back to the brick-fields. The first person he overtook wending his way home in the discontented, moody humour of a thrown-out man, was Mr. Puffington master of the Hanby hounds; at whose appearance at the meet we expressed our surprise.

Neighbouring masters of hounds are often more or less jealous of each other. No man in the master-of-hound world is too insignificant for censure. Lord Scamperdale was an undoubted sportsman; while poor Mr. Puffington thought of nothing but how to be thought one. Hearing the mistaken rumour that a great writer was down, he thought that his chance of immortality was arrived; and, ordering his best horse, and putting on his best apparel, had braved the jibes and sneers of Jack and his lordship for the purpose of scraping acquaintance with the stranger. In that he had been foiled: there was no time at the meet to get introduced, neither could he get jostled beside Sponge in going down to the cover; while the quick find, the quick get away, followed by the quick thing we have described, were equally unfavourable to the undertaking. Nevertheless, Mr. Puffington had held on beyond the brick-fields; and had he but persevered a little farther, he would have had the satisfaction of helping Mr. Sponge out of the bog.

Sponge now, seeing a red coat a little before, trotted on, and quickly overtook a fine nippy, satin-stocked, dandified looking gentleman, with marvellously smart leathers and boots  a great contrast to the large, roomy, bargemanlike costume of the members of the Flat Hat Hunt.

Youre not hurt, I hope? exclaimed Mr. Puffington, with well-feigned anxiety, as he looked at Mr. Sponges black-daubed clothes.

Oh no! replied Sponge. Oh no!  fell soft  fell soft. More dirt, less hurt  more dirt, less hurt.

Why, youve been in a bog! exclaimed Mr. Puffington, eyeing the much-stained Hercules.

Almost over head, replied Sponge. Scamperdale saw me going, and hadnt the grace to halloa.

Ah, thats like him, replied Mr. Puffington, thats like him: theres nothing pleases him so much as getting fellows into grief.

Not very polite to a stranger, observed Mr. Sponge.

No, it isnt, replied Mr. Puffington, no, it isnt; far from it indeed  far from it; but, low be it spoken, added he, his lordship is only a roughish sort of customer.

So he is, replied Mr. Sponge, who thought it fine to abuse a nobleman.

The fact is, said Mr. Puffington, these Flat Hat chaps are all snobs. They think there are no such fine fellows as themselves under the sun; and if ever a stranger looks near them, they make a point of being as rude and disagreeable to him as they possibly can. This is what they call keeping the hunt select.

Indeed, observed Mr. Sponge, recollecting how they had complimented him, adding, they seem a queer set.

Theres a fellow they call Jack, observed Mr. Puffington, who acts as a sort of bulldog to his lordship, and worries whoever his lordship sets him upon. He got into a clay-hole a little farther back, and a precious splashing he was making, along with the chaplain, old Blossomnose.

Ah, I saw him, observed Mr. Sponge.

You should come and see my hounds, observed Mr. Puffington.

What are they? asked Sponge.

The Hanby, replied Mr. Puffington.

Oh! then you are Mr. Puffington, observed Sponge, who had a sort of general acquaintance with all the hounds and masters  indeed, with all the meets of all the hounds in the kingdom  which he read in the weekly lists in Bells Life, just as he read Moggs Cab Fares. Then you are Mr. Puffington? observed Sponge.

The same, replied the stranger.

Ill have a look at you, observed Sponge, adding, do you take in horses?

Yours, of course, replied Mr. Puffington, bowing; adding something about great public characters, which Sponge didnt understand.

Ill be down upon you, as the extinguisher said to the rushlight, observed Mr. Sponge.

Do, said Mr. Puffington; come before the frost. Where are you staying now?

Im at Jawleyfords, replied our friend.

Indeed!  Jawleyfords, are you? repeated Mr. Puffington. Good fellow, Jawleyford  gentleman, Jawleyford. How long do you stay?

Why, I havent made up my mind, replied Sponge. Have no thoughts of budging at present.

Ah, well  good quarters, said Mr. Puffington, who now smelt a rat; good quarters  nice girls  fine fortune  fine place, Jawleyford Court. Well, book me for the next visit, added he. I will, said Sponge, and no mistake. What do they call your shop?

Hanby House, replied Mr. Puffington; Hanby House  anybody can tell you where Hanby House is.

Ill not forget, said Mr. Sponge, booking it in his mind, and eyeing his victim.

Ill show you a fine pack of hounds, said Mr. Puffington; far finer animals than those of old Scamperdales  steady, true hunting hounds, that wont go a yard without a scent  none of your jealous, flashy, frantic devils, that will tear over half a township without one, and are always looking out for halloas and assistance

Mr. Puffington was interrupted in the comparison he was about to draw between his lordships hounds and his, by arriving at the Bolsover brick-fields, and seeing Jack and Blossomnose, horse in hand, running to and fro, while sundry countrymen blobbed about in the clay-hole they had so recently occupied. Tom Washball, Mr. Wake, Mr. Fyle, Mr. Fossick, and several dark-coated horsemen and boys were congregated around. Jack had lost his spectacles, and Blossomnose his whip, and the countrymen were diving for them.

Not hurt, I hope? said Mr. Puffington, in the most dandified tone of indifference, as he rode up to where Jack and Blossomnose were churning the water in their boots, stamping up and down, trying to get themselves warm.

Hurt be hanged! replied Jack, who had a frightful squint, that turned his eyes inside out when he was in a passion: hurt be hanged! said he; might have been drownded, for anything youd have cared.

I should have been sorry for that, replied Mr. Puffington, adding, the Flat Hat Hunt could ill afford to lose so useful and ornamental a member.

I dont know what the Flat Hat Hunt can afford to lose, spluttered Jack, who hadnt got all the clay out of his mouth; but I know they can afford to do without the company of certain gentlemen who shall be nameless, said he, looking at Sponge and Puffington as he thought, but in reality showing nothing but the whites of his eyes. I told you so, said Puffington, jerking his head towards Jack, as Sponge and he turned their horses heads to ride away; I told you so, repeated he; thats a specimen of their style; adding, they are the greatest set of ruffians under the sun.

The new acquaintances then jogged on together as far as the cross-roads at Stewley, when Puffington, having bound Sponge in his own recognizance to come to him when he left Jawleyford Court, pointed him out his way, and with a most hearty shake of the hands the new-made friends parted.


CHAPTER XXIV

LORD SCAMPERDALE AT HOME
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WE FEAR OUR fair friends will expect something gay from the above heading  lamps and flambeaux outside, fiddlers, feathers, and flirters in. Nothing of the sort, fair ladies  nothing of the sort. Lord Scamperdale at home simply means that his lordship was not out hunting, that he had got his dirty boots and breeches off, and dry tweeds and tartans on.

Lord Scamperdale was the eighth earl; and, according to the usual alternating course of great English families  one generation living and the next starving  it was his lordships turn to live; but the seventh earl having been rather unreasonable in the length of his lease, the present earl, who during the lifetime of his father was Lord Hardup, had contracted such parsimonious habits, that when he came into possession he could not shake them off; and but for the fortunate friendship of Abraham Brown, the village blacksmith, who had given his young idea a sporting turn, entering him with ferrets and rabbits, and so training him on with terriers and rat-catching, badger-baiting and otter-hunting, up to the noble sport of fox-hunting itself, in all probability his lordship would have been a regular miser. As it was, he did not spend a halfpenny upon anything but hunting; and his hunting, though well, was still economically done, costing him some couple of thousand a year, to which, for the sake of euphony, Jack used to add an extra five hundred; two thousand five underd a year, five-and-twenty underd a year, sounding better, as Jack thought, and more imposing, than a couple of thousand, or two thousand, a year. There were few days on which Jack didnt inform the field what the hounds cost his lordship, or rather what they didnt cost him.

Woodmansterne, his lordships principal residence, was a fine place. It stood in an undulating park of 800 acres, with its church, and its lakes, and its heronry, and its decoy, and its racecourse, and its varied grasses of the choicest kinds, for feeding the numerous herds of deer, so well known at Temple Bar and Charing Cross as the Woodmansterne venison. The house was a modern edifice, built by the sixth earl, who, having been a liver, had run himself aground by his enormous outlay on this Italian structure, which was just finished when he died. The fourth earl, who, we should have stated, was a liver too, was a man of vertù  a great traveller and collector of coins, pictures, statues, marbles, and curiosities generally  things that are very dear to buy, but oftentimes extremely cheap when sold; and, having collected a vast quantity from all parts of the world (no easy feat in those days), he made them heirlooms, and departed this life, leaving the next earl the pleasure of contemplating them. The fifth earl having duly starved through life, then made way for the sixth; who, finding such a quantity of valuables stowed away, as he thought, in rather a confined way, sent to London for a first-rate architect. Sir Thomas Squareall (who always posted with four horses), who forthwith pulled down the old brick-and-stone Elizabethan mansion, and built the present splendid Italian structure, of the finest polished stone, at an expense of  furniture and all  say 120,000l.; Sir Thomass estimates being 30,000l. The seventh earl of course they starved; and the present lord, at the age of forty-three, found himself in possession of house, and coins, and curiosities; and, best of all, of some 90,000l. in the funds, which had quietly rolled up during the latter part of his venerable parents existence. His lordship then took counsel with himself  first, whether he should marry or remain single; secondly, whether he should live or starve. Having considered the subject with all the attention a limited allowance of brains permitted, he came to the resolution that the second proposition depended a good deal upon the first; for, said he to himself, if I marry, my lady, perhaps, may make me live; and therefore, said he, perhaps Id better remain single. At all events, he came to the determination not to marry in a hurry; and until he did, he felt there was no occasion for him to inconvenience himself by living. So he had the house put away in brown holland, the carpets rolled up, the pictures covered, the statues shrouded in muslin, the cabinets of curiosities locked, the plate secured, the china closeted, and everything arranged with the greatest care against the time, which he put before him in the distance like a target, when he should marry and begin to live.

At first he gave two or three great dinners a year, about the height of the fruit season, and when it was getting too ripe for carriage to London by the old coaches  when a grand airing of the state-rooms used to take place, and ladies from all parts of the county used to sit shivering with their bare shoulders, all anxious for the honours of the head of the table. His lordship always held out that he was a marrying man; but even if he hadnt they would have come all the same, an unmarried man being always clearly on the cards; and though he was stumpy, and clumsy, and ugly, with as little to say for himself as could well be conceived, they all agreed that he was a most engaging, attractive man  quite a pattern of a man. Even on horseback, and in his hunting clothes, in which he looked far the best, he was only a coarse, square, bull-headed looking man, with hard, dry, round, matter-of-fact features, that never looked young, and yet somehow never get old. Indeed, barring the change from brown to grey of his short stubbly whiskers, which he trained with great care into a curve almost on to his cheek-bone, he looked very little older at the period of which we are writing than he did a dozen years before, when he was Lord Hardup. These dozen years, however, had brought him down in his doings.

The dinners had gradually dwindled away altogether, and he had had all the large tablecloths and napkins rough dried and locked away against he got married; an event that he seemed more anxious to provide for the more unlikely it became. He had also abdicated the main body of the mansion, and taken up his quarters in what used to be the stewards room; into which he could creep quietly by a side door opening from the outer entrance, and so save frequent exposure to the cold and damp of the large cathedral-like hall beyond. Through the stewards room was what used to be the muniment room, which he converted into a bedroom for himself; and a little farther along the passage was another small chamber, made out of what used to be the plate-room, whereof Jack, or whoever was in office, had the possession. All three rooms were furnished in the roughest, coarsest, homeliest way  his lordship wishing to keep all the good furniture against he got married. The sitting-room, or parlour as his lordship called it, had an old grey drugget for a carpet, an old round black mahogany table on castors, that the last steward had ejected as too bad for him, four semi-circular wooden-bottomed walnut smoking-chairs; an old spindle-shanked sideboard, with very little middle, over which swung a few bookshelves, with the termination of their green strings surmounted by a couple of foxes brushes. Small as the shelves were, they were larger than his lordship wanted  two books, one for Jack and one for himself, being all they contained; while the other shelves were filled with hunting-horns, odd spurs, knots of whipcord, piles of halfpence, lucifer-match boxes, gun-charges, and such-like miscellaneous articles.

His lordships fare was as rough as his furniture. He was a great admirer of tripe, cow-heel, and delicacies of that kind; he had tripe twice a week  boiled one day, fried another. He was also a great patron of beefsteaks, which he ate half-raw, with slices of cold onion served in a saucer with water.

It was a beefsteak-and-batter-pudding day on which the foregoing run took place; and his lordship and Jack having satisfied nature off their respective dishes  for they only had vegetables in common  and having finished off with some very strong Cheshire cheese, wheeled their chairs to the fire, while Bags the butler cleared the table and placed it between them. They were dressed in full suits of flaming large-check red-and-yellow tartans, the tartan of that noble clan the Stunners, with black-and-white Shetland hose and red slippers. His lordship and Jack had related their mutual adventures by cross visits to each others bedrooms while dressing: and, dinner being announced by the time they were ready, they had fallen to, and applied themselves diligently to the victuals, and now very considerately unbuttoned their many-pocketed waistcoats and stuck out their legs, to give it a fair chance of digesting. They seldom spoke much until his lordship had had his nap, which he generally took immediately after dinner; but on this particular night he sat bending forward in his chair, picking his teeth and looking at his toes, evidently ill at ease in his mind. Jack guessed the cause, but didnt say anything. Sponge, he thought, had beat him.

At length his lordship threw himself back in his chair, and stretching his little queer legs out before him, began to breathe thicker and thicker, till at last he got the melody up to a grunt. It was not the fine generous snore of a sleep that he usually enjoyed, but short, fitful, broken naps, that generally terminated in spasmodic jerks of the arms or legs. These grew worse, till at last all four went at once, like the limbs of a Peter Waggey, when, throwing himself forward with a violent effort, he awoke; and finding his horse was not a-top of him, as he thought, he gave vent to his feelings in the following ejaculations:

Oh, Jack, Im onhappy! exclaimed he. Im distressed! continued he. Im wretched! added he, slapping his knees. Im perfectly miserable! he concluded, with a strong emphasis on the miserable.

Whats the matter? asked Jack, who was half-asleep himself.
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HIS LORDSHIP AND JACK

Oh, that Mister Something!  hell be the death of me! observed his lordship.

I thought so, replied Jack; whats the chap been after now?

I dreamt hed killed old Lablache  best hound I have, replied his lordship.

He be  , grunted Jack.

Ah, its all very well for you to say he be this and he be that, but I can tell you what, that fellow is going to be a very awkward customer  a terrible thorn in my side.

Humph! grunted Jack, who didnt see how.

Theres mischief about that fellow, continued his lordship, pouring himself out half a tumbler of gin, and filling it up with water. Theres mischief about the fellow. I dont like his looks  I dont like his coat  I dont like his boots  I dont like anything about him. Id rather see the back of him than the front. He must be got rid of, added his lordship.

Well, I did my best to-day, Im sure, replied Jack. I was deuced near wanting the patent coffin you were so good as to promise me.

You did your work well, replied his lordship; you did your work well; and you shall have my other specs till I can get you a new pair from town; and if youll serve me again, Ill remember you in my will  Ill leave you something handsome.

Im your man, replied Jack.

I never was so bothered with a fellow in my life, observed his lordship. Captain Topsawyer was bad enough, and always pressed far too close on the hounds, but he would pull up at a check; but this rusty-booted bomination seems to think the hounds are kept for him to ride over. He must be got rid of somehow, repeated his lordship; for we shall have no peace while hes here.

If hes after either of the Jawley girls, hell be bad to shake off, observed Jack.

Thats just the point, replied his lordship, quaffing off his gin with the air of a man most thoroughly thirsty; thats just the point, repeated he, setting down his tumbler. I think if he is, I could cook his goose for him.

How so? asked Jack, drinking off his glass.

Why, Ill tell you, replied his lordship, replenishing his tumbler, and passing the old gilt-labelled blue bottle over to Jack; you see, Frostys a cunning old file, picks up all the news and gossip of the country when hes out at exercise with the hounds, or in going to cover  knows everything!  who licks his wife, and whose wife licks him  whos after such a girl, and so on  and hes found out somehow that this Mr. Whats-his-name isnt the man of metal hes passing for.

Indeed, exclaimed Jack, raising his eyebrows, and squinting his eyes inside out; Jacks opinion of a man being entirely regulated by his purse.

Its a fact, said his lordship, with a knowing shake of his head. As we were toddling home with the hounds, I said to Frosty, I hope that Mr. Somethings comfortable in his bath  meaning Gobblecow Bog, which he rode into. Why, said Frosty, its no great odds what comes of such rubbage as that. Now, Frosty, you know, in a general way, is a most polite, fair-spoken man, specially before Christmas, when he begins to look for the tips; and as we are not much troubled with strangers, thanks to your sensible way of handling them, I thought Frosty would have made the most of this natural son of Dives, and been as polite to him as possible. However, he was evidently no favourite of Frostys. So I just asked  not that one likes to be familiar with servants, you know, but still this brown-booted beggar is enough to excite ones curiosity and make any one go out of ones way a little  so I just asked Frosty what he knew about him. All over the left, said Frosty, jerking his thumb back over his shoulder, and looking as knowing as a goose with one eye; all over the left, repeated he. Whats over the left? said I. Why, this Mr. Sponge, said he. How so? asked I. Why, said Frosty, hes come gammonin down here that hes a great man  full of money, and horses, and so on; but its all my eye, hes no more a great man than I am.

The deuce! exclaimed Jack, who had sat squinting and listening intently as his lordship proceeded. Well, now, hang me, I thought he was a snob the moment I saw him, continued he; Jack being one of those clever gentlemen who know everything after they are told.

Well, how do you know, Jack? said I to Frosty. Oh, I knows, replied he, as if he was certain about it. However, I wasnt satisfied without knowing too; and, as we kept jogging on, we came to the old Coach and Horses, and I said to Jack, We may as well have a drop of something to warm us. So we halted, and had glasses of brandy apiece, whips and all; and then, as we jogged on again, I just said to Jack casually, Did you say it was Mr. Blossomnose told you about old Brown Boots? No  Blossomnose  no, replied he, as if Blossom never had anything half so good to tell; it was a young woman, said he, in an undertone, who told me, and she had it from old Brown Bootss groom.

Well, thats good, observed Jack, diving his hands into the very bottom of his great tartan trouser pockets, and shooting his legs out before him; well, thats good, repeated he, falling into a sort of reverie.

Well, but what can we make of it? at length inquired he, after a long pause, during which he ran the facts through his mind, and thought they could not be much ruder to Sponge than they had been. What can we make of it? said he. The fellow can ride, and we cant prevent him hunting; and his having nothing only makes him less careful of his neck.

Why, that was just what I thought, replied Lord Scamperdale, taking another tumbler of gin; that was just what I thought  the fellow can ride, and we cant prevent him; and just as I settled that in my sleep, I thought I saw him come staring along, with his great brown horses head in the air, and crash right a-top of old Lablache. But I see my way clearer with him now. But help yourself, continued his lordship, passing the gin-bottle over to Jack, feeling that what he had to say required a little recommendation. I think I can turn Frostys information to some account.

I dont see how, observed Jack, replenishing his glass.

I do, though, replied his lordship, adding, but I must have your assistance.

Well, anything in moderation, replied Jack, who had had to turn his hand to some very queer jobs occasionally.

Ill tell you what I think, observed his lordship. I think there are two ways of getting rid of this haughty Philistine  this unclean spirit  this bomination of a man. I think, in the first place, if old Chatterbox knew that he had nothing, he would very soon bow him out of Jawleyford Court; and in the second, that we might get rid of him by buying his horses.

Well, replied Jack, I dont know but youre right. Chatterbox would soon wash his hands of him, as he has done of many promising young gentlemen before, if he has nothing; but people differ so in their ideas of what nothing consists of.

Jack spoke feelingly, for he was a gentleman who was generally spoken of as having nothing a year, paid quarterly; and yet he was in the enjoyment of an annuity of sixty pounds.

Oh, why, when I say he has nothing, replied Lord Scamperdale, I mean that he has not what Jawleyford, who is a bumptious sort of an ass, would consider sufficient to make him a fit match for one of his daughters. He may have a few hundreds a year, but Jaw, Im sure, will look at nothing under thousands.

Oh, certainly not, said Jack, theres no doubt about that.

Well, then, you see, I was thinking, observed Lord Scamperdale, eyeing Jacks countenance, that if you would dine there to-morrow, as we fixed

Oh, dash it! I couldnt do that, interrupted Jack, drawing himself together in his chair like a horse refusing a leap; I couldnt do that  I couldnt dine with Jaw, not at no price.

Why not? asked Lord Scamperdale; hell give you a good dinner  fricassees, and all sorts of good things; far finer fare than you have here.

That may all be, replied Jack, but I dont want none of his food. I hate the sight of the fellow, and detest him fresh every time I see him. Consider, too, you said youd let me off if I sarved out Sponge; and Im sure I did my best. I led him over some awful places, and then what a ducking I got! My ears are full of water still, added he, laying his head on one side to try to run it out.

You did well, observed Lord Scamperdale you did well, and I fully intended to let you off, but then I didnt know what a beggar I had to deal with. Come, say youll go, thats a good fellow.

Couldnt, replied Jack, squinting frightfully.

Youll oblige me, observed Lord Scamperdale.

Ah, well, Id do anything to oblige your lordship, replied Jack, thinking of the corner in the will. Id do anything to oblige your lordship: but the fact is, sir, Im not prepared to go. Ive lost my specs  Ive got no swell clothes  I cant go in the Stunner tartan, added he, eyeing his backgammon-board-looking chest, and diving his hands into the capacious pockets of his shooting-jacket.

Ill manage all that, replied his lordship; Ive got a pair of splendid silver-mounted spectacles in the Indian cabinet in the drawing-room, that Ive kept to be married in. Ill lend them to you, and theres no saying but you may captivate Miss Jawleyford in them. Then as to clothes, theres my new damson-coloured velvet waistcoat with the steel buttons, and my fine blue coat with the velvet collar, silk facings, and our button on it; altogether Ill rig you out and make you such a swell as theres no saying but Miss Jawleyfordll offer to you, by way of consoling herself for the loss of Sponge.

Im afraid youll have to make a settlement for me, then, observed our friend.

Well, you are a good fellow. Jack, said his lordship, and Id as soon make one on you as on any one.

I spose youll send me on wheels? observed Jack.

In course, replied his lordship. Dog-cart  name behind  Right Honourable the Earl of Scamperdale  lad with cockade  everything genteel; adding, by Jove, theyll take you for me!

Having settled all these matters, and arranged how the information was to be communicated to Jawleyford, the friends at length took their block-tin candlesticks, with their cauliflower-headed candles, and retired to bed.


CHAPTER XXV

MR. SPRAGGONS EMBASSY TO JAWLEYFORD COURT
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WHEN MR. SPONGE returned, all dirtied and stained, from the chase, he found his host sitting in an arm-chair over the study fire, dressing-gowned and slippered, with a pocket-handkerchief tied about his head, shamming illness, preparatory to putting off Mr. Spraggon. To be sure, he played rather a better knife and fork at dinner than is usual with persons with that peculiar ailment; but Mr. Sponge, being very hungry, and well attended to by the fair  moreover, not suspecting any ulterior design  just ate and jabbered away as usual, with the exception of omitting his sick papa-in-law in the round of his observations. So the dinner passed over.

Bring me a tumbler and some hot water and sugar, said Mr. Jawleyford, pressing his head against his hand, as Spigot, having placed some bottle ends on the table, and reduced the glare of light, was preparing to retire. Bring me some hot water and sugar, said he; and tell Harry he will have to go over to Lord Scamperdales, with a note, the first thing in the morning.

The young ladies looked at each other, and then at mamma, who, seeing what was wanted, looked at papa, and asked, if he was going to ask Lord Scamperdale over? Amelia, among her many presentiments, had long enjoyed one that she was destined to be Lady Scamperdale.

No  over  no, snapped Jawleyford; what should put that in your head?

Oh, I thought as Mr. Sponge was here, you might think it a good time to ask him.

His lordship knows he can come when he likes, replied Jawleyford, adding, its to put that Mr. John Spraggon off, who thinks he may do the same.

Mr. Spraggon! exclaimed both the young ladies. Mr. Spraggon!  what should set him here?

What, indeed? asked Jawleyford.

Poor man! I dare say theres no harm in him, observed Mrs. Jawleyford, who was always ready for anybody.

No good either, replied Jawleyford at all events, well be just as well without him. You know him, dont you? added he, turning to Sponge great coarse man in spectacles.

Oh yes, I know him, replied Sponge; a great ruffian he is, too, added he.

One ought to be in robust health to encounter such a man, observed Jawleyford, and have time to get a man or two of the same sort to meet him. We can do nothing with such a man. I cant understand how his lordship puts up with such a fellow.

Finds him useful, I suppose, observed Mr. Sponge.

Spigot presently appeared with a massive silver salver, bearing tumblers, sugar, lemon, nutmeg, and other implements of negus.

Will you join me in a little wine-and-water? asked Jawleyford, pointing to the apparatus and bottle ends, or will you have a fresh bottle?  plenty in the cellar, added he, with a flourish of his hand, though he kept looking steadfastly at the negus-tray.

Oh  why  Im afraid  I doubt  I think I should hardly be able to do justice to a bottle single-handed, replied Sponge. Then have negus, said Jawleyford; youll find it very refreshing; medical men recommend it after violent exercise in preference to wine. But pray have wine if you prefer it.

Ah  well, Ill finish off with a little negus, perhaps, replied Sponge, adding, meanwhile the ladies, I dare say, would like a little wine.

The ladies drink white wine  sherry, rejoined Jawleyford, determined to make a last effort to save his port. However, you can have a bottle of port to yourself, you know.

Very well, said Sponge.

One condition I must attach, said Mr. Jawleyford, which is, that you finish the bottle. Dont let us have any waste, you know.

Ill do my best, said Sponge, determined to have it; whereupon Mr. Jawleyford growled the word Port to the butler, who had been witnessing his masters efforts to direct attention to the negus. Thwarted in his endeavour, Jawleyfords headache became worse, and the ladies, seeing how things were going, beat a precipitate retreat, leaving our hero to his fate.

Ill leave a note on my writing-table when I go to bed, observed Jawleyford to Spigot, as the latter was retiring after depositing the bottle; and tell Harry to start with it early in the morning, so as to get to Woodmansterne about breakfast  nine oclock, or so, at latest, added he.

Yes, sir, replied Spigot, withdrawing with an air.

Sponge then wanted to narrate the adventures of the day; but, independently of Jawleyfords natural indifference for hunting, he was too much out of humour at being done out of his wine to lend a willing ear; and after sundry hums, indeeds, sos, &c., Sponge thought he might as well think the run over to himself as trouble to put it into words, whereupon a long silence ensued, interrupted only by the tinkling of Jawleyfords spoon against his glass, and the bumps of the decanter as Sponge helped himself to his wine.

At length Jawleyford, having had as much negus as he wanted, excused himself from further attendence, under the plea of increasing illness, and retired to his study to concoct his letter to Jack.

At first he was puzzled how to address him. If he had been Jack Spraggon, living in old Mother Nipcheeses lodgings at Starfield, as he was when Lord Scamperdale took him by the hand, he would have addressed him as Dear Sir, or perhaps in the third person, Mr. Jawleyford presents his compliments to Mr. Spraggon, &c.; but, as my lords right-hand man, Jack carried a certain weight, and commanded a certain influence, that he would never have acquired of himself.

Jawleyford spoilt three sheets of cream-laid satin-wove note-paper (crested and ciphered) before he pleased himself with a beginning. First he had it Dear Sir, which he thought looked too stiff; then he had it My dear Sir, which he thought looked too loving; next he had it Dear Spraggon, which he considered as too familiar; and then he tried Dear Mr. Spraggon, which he thought would do. Thus he wrote:

DEAR MR. SPRAGGON,  

I am sorry to be obliged to put you off; but since I came in from hunting I have been attacked with influenza, which will incapacitate me from the enjoyment of society at least for two or three days. I therefore think the kindest thing I can do is to write to put you off; and, in the hopes of seeing both you and my lord at no distant day.

I remain, dear sir, yours sincerely,

CHARLES JAMES JAWLEYFORD,

Jawleyford Court.

TO JOHN SPRAGGON, ESQ.,

&c. &c. &c.

This he sealed with the great seal of Jawleyford Court  a coat of arms containing innumerable quarterings and heraldic devices. Having then refreshed his memory by looking through a bundle of bills, and selected the most threatening of the lawyers letters to answer the next day, he proceeded to keep up the delusion of sickness, by retiring to sleep in his dressing-room. Our readers will now have the kindness to accompany us to Lord Scamperdales: time, the morning after the foregoing. Love me, love my dog, being a favourite saying of his lordships, he fed himself, his friends, and his hounds, on the same meal. Jack and he were busy with two great basins full of porridge, which his lordship diluted with milk, while Jack stirred his up with hot dripping, when the put-off note arrived. His lordship was still in a complete suit of the great backgammon-board-looking red-and-yellow Stunner tartan: but as Jack was going from home, he had got himself into a pair of his lordships yellow-ochre leathers and new top-boots, while he wore the Stunner jacket and waistcoat to save his lordships Sunday green cutaway with metal buttons, and canary-coloured waistcoat. His lordship did not eat his porridge with his usual appetite, for he had had a disturbed night, Sponge having appeared to him in his dreams in all sorts of forms and predicaments; now jumping a-top of him  now upsetting Jack  now riding over Frostyface  now crashing among his hounds; and he awoke, fully determined to get rid of him by fair means or foul. Buying his horses did not seem so good a speculation as blowing his credit at Jawleyford Court, for, independently of disliking to part with his cash, his lordship remembered that there were other horses to get, and he should only be giving Sponge the means of purchasing them. The more, however, he thought of the Jawleyford project, the more satisfied he was that it would do; and Jack and he were in a sort of rehearsal, wherein his lordship personated Jawleyford, and was showing Jack (who was only a clumsy diplomatist) how to draw up to the subject of Sponges pecuniary deficiencies, when the dirty old butler came with Jawleyfords note.

Whats here? exclaimed his lordship, fearing from its smartness, that it was from a lady. Whats here? repeated he, as he inspected the direction. Oh, its for you! exclaimed he, chucking it over to Jack, considerably relieved by the discovery.

Me! replied Jack. Who can be writing to me? said he, squinting his eyes inside out at the seal. He opened it: Jawleyford Court, read he. Who the deuce can be writing to me from Jawleyford Court when Im going there?

A put-off, for a guinea! exclaimed his lordship.

Hope so, muttered Jack.

Hope not, replied his lordship.

It is! exclaimed Jack, reading, Dear Mr. Spraggon, and so on.

The humbug! muttered Lord Scamperdale, adding, Ill be bound hes got no more influenza than I have.

Well, observed Jack, sweeping a red cotton handkerchief, with which he had been protecting his leathers, off into his pocket, theres an end of that.

Dont go so quick, replied his lordship, ladling in the porridge.

Quick! retorted Jack; why, what can you do?

Do! why, go to be sure, replied his lordship.

How can I go, asked Jack, when the sinners written to put me off?

Nicely, replied his lordship, nicely. Ill just send word back by the servant that you had started before the note arrived, but that you shall have it as soon as you return; and you just cast up there as if nothing had happened. So saying, his lordship took hold of the whipcord-pull and gave the bell a peal.

Theres no beating you, observed Jack.

Bags now made his appearance again.

Is the servant here that brought this note? asked his lordship, holding it up.

Yes, me lord, replied Bags.

Then tell him to tell his master, with my compliments, that Mr. Spraggon had set off for Jawleyford Court before it came, but that he shall have it as soon as he returns  you understand?

Yes, me lord, replied Bags, looking at Jack supping up the fat porridge, and wondering how the lie would go down with Harry, who was then discussing his masters merits and a horn of small beer with the lad who was going to drive Jack.

Jawleyford Court was twenty miles from Woodmansterne as the crow flies, and any distance anybody liked to call it by the road. The road, indeed, would seem to have been set out with a view of getting as many hills and as little level ground over which a traveller could make play as possible; and where it did not lead over the tops of the highest hills, it wound round their bases, in such little, vexatious, up-and-down, wavy dips as completely to do away with all chance of expedition. The route was not along one continuous trust, but here over a bit of turnpike and there over a bit of turnpike, with ever and anon long interregnums of township roads, repaired in the usual primitive style with mud and soft field-stones, that turned up like flitches of bacon. A man would travel from London to Exeter by rail in as short a time, and with far greater ease, than he would drive from Lord Scamperdales to Jawleyford Court. His lordship being aware of this fact, and thinking, moreover, it was no use trashing a good horse over such roads, had desired Frostyface to put an old spavined grey mare, that he had bought for the kennel, into the dog-cart, and out of which, his lordship thought, if he could get a days work or two, she would come all the cheaper to the boiler.

Thats a good-shaped beast, observed his lordship, as she now came hitching round to the door; I really think she would make a cover hack.

Sooner you ride her than me, replied Jack, seeing his lordship was coming the dealer over him  praising the shape when he could say nothing for the action.

Well, but shell take you to Jawleyford Court as quick as the best of them, rejoined his lordship, adding, the roads are wretched, and Jaws stables are a disgrace to humanity  might as well put a horse in a cellar.

Well, observed Jack, retiring from the parlour window to his little den along the passage, to put the finishing touch to his toilet  the green cutaway and buff waistcoat, which he further set off with a black satin stock Well, said he, needs must when a certain gentleman drives.

He presently reappeared full fig, rubbing a fine new eight-and-sixpenny flat-brimmed hat round and round with a substantial puce-coloured bandana. Now for the specs! exclaimed he, with the gaiety of a man in his Sundays best, bound on a holiday trip. Now for the silver specs! repeated he.

Ah, true, replied his lordship; Id forgot the specs. (He hadnt, only he thought his silver-mounted ones would be safer in his keeping than in Jacks.) Id forgot the specs. However, never mind, you shall have these, said he, taking his tortoise-shell-rimmed ones off his nose and handing them to Jack.
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You promised me the silver ones, observed our friend Jack, who wanted to be smart.

Did I? replied his lordship; I declare Id forgot. Ah yes, I believe I did, added he, with an air of sudden enlightenment the pair upstairs; but how the deuce to get at them I dont know, for the key of the Indian cabinet is locked in the old oak press in the still-room, and the key of the still-room is locked away in the linen-press in the green lumber-room at the top of the house, and the key of the green lumber-room is in a drawer at the bottom of the wardrobe in the Star-Chamber, and the

Ah, well; never mind, grunted Jack, interrupting the labyrinth of lies. I dare say these will do  I dare say these will do, putting them on; adding, Now, if youll lend me a shawl for my neck, and a mackintosh, my name shall be Walker.

Better make it Trotter, replied his lordship, considering the distance you have to go.

Good, said Jack, mounting and driving away.

It will be a blessing if we get there, observed Jack to the liveried stable-lad, as the old bag of bones of a mare went hitching and limping away.

Oh, she can go when shes warm, replied the lad, taking her across the ears with the point of the whip. The wheels followed merrily over the sound, hard road through the park, and the gentle though almost imperceptible fall of the ground giving an impetus to the vehicle, they bowled away as if they had four of the soundest, freshest legs in the world before them, instead of nothing but a belly-band between them and eternity.

When, however, they cleared the noble lodge and got upon the unscraped mud of the Deepdebt turnpike, the pace soon slackened, and, instead of the gig running away with the old mare, she was fairly brought to her collar. Being a game one, however, she struggled on with a trot, till at length, turning up the deeply spurlinged, clayey bottomed cross-road between Rookgate and Clamley, it was all she could do to drag the gig through the holding mire. Bump, bump, jolt, jolt, creak, creak, went the vehicle. Jack now diving his elbow into the lads ribs, the lad now diving his into Jacks; both now threatening to go over on the same side, and again both nearly chucked on to the old mares quarters. A sharp, cutting sleet, driving pins and needles directly in their faces, further disconcerted our travellers. Jack felt acutely for his new eight-and-sixpenny hat, it being the only article of dress he had on of his own.

Long and tedious as was the road, weak and jaded as was the mare, and long as Jack stopped at Starfield, he yet reached Jawleyford Court before the messenger Harry.

As our friend Jawleyford was stamping about his study anathematizing a letter he had received from the solicitor to the directors of the Doembrown and Sinkall Railway, informing him that they were going to indulge in the winding-up act, he chanced to look out of his window just as the contracted limits of a winters day were drawing the first folds of nights muslin curtain over the landscape, when he espied a gig drawn by a white horse, with a dot-and-go-one sort of action, hopping its way up the slumpey avenue.

Thats Buggins the bailiff, exclaimed he to himself, as the recollection of an unanswered lawyers letter flashed across his mind; and he was just darting off to the bell to warn Spigot not to admit any one, when the lads cockade, standing in relief against the sky-line, caused him to pause and gaze again at the unwonted apparition.

Who the deuce can it be? asked he of himself, looking at his watch, and seeing it was a quarter-past four. It surely cant be my lord, or that Jack Spraggon coming after all? added he, drawing out a telescope and opening a lancet-window.

Spraggon, as I live! exclaimed he, as he caught Jacks harsh, spectacled features, and saw him titivating his hair and arranging his collar and stock as he approached.

Well, that beats everything! exclaimed Jawleyford, burning with rage as he fastened the window again.

He stood for a few seconds transfixed to the spot, not knowing what on earth to do. At last resolution came to his aid, and, rushing upstairs to his dressing-room, he quickly divested himself of his coat and waistcoat, and slipped on a dressing-gown and night-cap. He then stood, door in hand, listening for the arrival. He could just hear the gig grinding under the portico, and distinguish Jacks gruff voice saying to the servant from the top of the steps, Well start directly after breakfast, mind. A tremendous peal of the bell immediately followed, convulsing the whole house, for nobody had seen the vehicle approaching, and the establishment had fallen into the usual state of undress torpor that intervenes between calling hours and dinner-time.

The bell not being answered as quickly as Jack expected, he just opened the door himself; and when Spigot arrived, with such a force as he could raise at the moment, Jack was in the act of peeling himself, as he called it.

What time do we dine? asked he, with the air of a man with the entrée.

Seven oclock, my lord  thats to say, sir  thats to say, my lord, for Spigot really didnt know whether it was Jack or his master.

Seven oclock! muttered Jack. What the deuce is the use of dinin at such an hour as that in winter?

Jack and my lord always dined as soon as they got home from hunting. Jack, having got himself out of his wraps, and run his bristles backwards with a pocket-comb, was ready for presentation.

What name shall I enounce? asked Mr. Spigot, fearful of committing himself before the ladies.

Mister Spraggon, to be sure, exclaimed Jack, thinking, because he knew who he was, that everybody else ought to know too.

Spigot then led the way to the music-room.

The peal at the bell had caused a suppressed commotion in the apartment. Buried in the luxurious depths of a well-cushioned low chair, Mr. Sponge sat, Mogg in hand, with a toe cocked up, now dipping leisurely into his work  now whispering something sweet into Amelias ear, who sat with her crochet-work at his side; while Emily played the piano, and Mrs. Jawleyford kept in the background, in the discreet way mothers do when there is a little business going on. The room was in that happy state of misty light that usually precedes the entrance of candles  a light that no one likes to call darkness, lest their eyes might be supposed to be failing. It is a convenient light, however, for a timid stranger, especially where there are not many footstools set to trip him up  an exemption, we grieve to say, not accorded to every one.

Though Mr. Spraggon was such a cool, impudent fellow with men, he was the most awkward, frightened wretch among ladies that ever was seen. His conversation consisted principally of coughing. Hem!  cough yes, mum,  hem  cough, cough the day,  hem  cough mum, is  hem  cough very,  hem  cough mum, cold. But we will introduce him to our family circle.

Mr. Spraggon! exclaimed Spigot in a tone equal to the one in which Jack had announced himself in the entrance; and forthwith there was such a stir in the twilit apartment  such suppressed exclamations of:

Mr. Spraggon!  Mr. Spraggon! What can bring him here?

Our travellers creaking boots and radiant leathers eclipsing the sombre habiliments of Mr. Spigot, Mrs. Jawleyford quickly rose from her Pembroke writing-desk, and proceeded to greet him.

My daughters I think you know, Mr. Spraggon; also Mr. Sponge? Mr. Spraggon, continued she, with a wave of her hand to where our hero was ensconced in his form, in case they should not have made each others speaking acquaintance.

The young ladies rose, and curtsied prettily; while Mr. Sponge gave a sort of backward hitch of his head as he sat in his chair, as much as to say, I know as much of Mr. Spraggon as I want.

Tell your master Mr. Spraggon is here, added Mrs. Jawleyford to Spigot, as that worthy was leaving the room. Its a cold day, Mr. Spraggon; wont you come near the fire? continued Mrs. Jawleyford, addressing our friend, who had come to a full stop just under the chandelier in the centre of the room. Hem  cough  hem  thank ye, mum, muttered Jack. Im not  hem  cough  cold, thank ye, mum. His face and hands were purple notwithstanding.

How is my Lord Scamperdale? asked Amelia, who had a strong inclination to keep in with all parties.

Hem  cough  hem  my lord  thats to say, my lady  hem  cough  I mean to say, my lords pretty well, thank ye, stuttered Jack.

Is he coming? asked Amelia.

Hem  cough  hem  my lords  hem  not well  cough  no  hem  I mean to say  hem  cough  my lords gone  hem  to dine  cough  hem  with his  cough  friend Lord Bubbley Jock  hem  cough  I mean Barker  cough.

Jack and Lord Scamperdale were so in the habit of calling his lordship by this nickname, that Jack let it slip, or rather cough out, inadvertently.

In due time Spigot returned, with Masters compliments, and he was very sorry, but he was so unwell that he was quite unable to see any one.

Oh, dear! exclaimed Mrs. Jawleyford.

Poor pa! lisped Amelia.

What a pity! observed Mr. Sponge.

I must go and see him, observed Mrs. Jawleyford, hurrying off.

Hem  cough  hem  hope hes not much  hem  damaged? observed Jack.

The old lady being thus got rid of, and Jawleyford disposed of  apparently for the night  Mr. Spraggon felt more comfortable, and presently yielded to Amelias entreaties to come near the fire and thaw himself. Spigot brought candles, and Mr. Sponge sat moodily in his chair, alternately studying Moggs Cab Fares Old Bailey, Newgate Street, to or from the Adelphi, the Terrace, 1s. 6d.; Admiralty, 2s.; and so on; and hazarding promiscuous sidelong sort of observations, that might be taken up by Jack or not, as he liked. He seemed determined to pay Mr. Jack off for his out-of-door impudence. Amelia, on the other hand, seemed desirous of making up for her suitors rudeness, and kept talking to Jack with an assiduity that perfectly astonished her sister, who had always heard her speak of him with the utmost abhorrence.

Mrs. Jawleyford found her husband in a desperate state of excitement, his influenza being greatly aggravated by Harry having returned very drunk, with the mares knees desperately broken by a fall, as Harry hiccuped out, or by his throwing her down, as Jawleyford declared. Horses fall with their masters, servants throw them down. What a happiness it is when people can send their servants on errands by coaches or railways, instead of being kept on the fidget all day, lest a fifty-pound horse should be the price of a bodkin or a basket of fish!

Amelias condescension quite turned Jacks head; and when he went upstairs to dress, he squinted at his lordships best clothes, all neatly laid out for him on the bed, with inward satisfaction at having brought them.

Dash me! said he, I really think that girl has a fancy for me. Then he examined himself minutely in the glass, brushed his whiskers up into a curve on his cheeks, the curves almost corresponding with the curve of his spectacles above; then he gave his bristly, porcupine-shaped head a backward rub with a sort of thing like a scrubbing-brush. If Id only had the silver specs, thought he, I should have done.

He then began to dress; an operation that, ever and anon was interrupted by the outburst of volleys of smoke from the little spluttering, smouldering fire in the little shabby room Jawleyford insisted on having him put into.

Jack tried all things  opening the window and shutting the door, shutting the window and opening the door; but finding that, instead of curing it, he only produced the different degrees of comparison  bad, worse, worst  he at length shut both, and applied himself vigorously to dressing. He soon got into his stockings and pumps, also his black Saxony trousers; then came a fine black laced fringe cravat, and the damson-coloured velvet waistcoat with the cut-steel buttons.

Dash me, but I look pretty well in this! said he, eyeing first one side and then the other as he buttoned it. He then stuck a chased and figured fine gold brooch, with two pendant tassel-drops, set with turquoise and agates, that he had abstracted from his lordships dressing-case, into his, or rather his lordships finely worked shirt-front, and crowned the toilet with his lordships best new blue coat with velvet collar, silk facings, and the Flat Hat Hunt button a striding fox, with the letters F.H.H. below.

Who shall say Mr. Spraggons not a gentleman? said he, as he perfumed one of his lordships fine coronetted cambric handkerchiefs with lavender-water. Scent, in Jacks opinion, was one of the criterions of a gentleman.

Somehow Jack felt quite differently towards the house of Jawleyford; and though he did not expect much pleasure in Mr. Sponges company, he thought, nevertheless, that the ladies and he  Amelia and he at least  would get on very well. Forgetting that he had come to eject Sponge on the score of insufficiency, he really began to think he might be a very desirable match for one of them himself.

The Spraggons are a most respectable family, said he, eyeing himself in the glass. If not very handsome, at all events, very genteel, added he, speaking of himself in particular. So saying, he adorned himself with his spectacles and set off to explore his way downstairs. After divers mistakes he at length found himself in the drawing-room, where the rest of the party being assembled, they presently proceeded to dinner.

Jacks amended costume did not produce any difference in Mr. Sponges behaviour, who treated him with the utmost indifference. In truth, Sponge had rather a large balance against Jack for his impudence to him in the field. Nevertheless, the fair Amelia continued her attentions, and talked of hunting, occasionally diverging into observations on Lord Scamperdales fine riding and manly character and appearance, in the roundabout way ladies send their messages and compliments to their friends.

The dinner was flat. Jawleyford had stopped the champagne tap, though the needle-case glasses stood to tantalize the party till about the time that the beverage ought to have been flowing, when Spigot took them off. The flatness then became flatter. Nevertheless, Jack worked away in his usual carnivorous style, and finished by paying his respects to all the sweets, jellies, and things in succession. He never got any of these, he said, at home, meaning at Lord Scamperdales  Amelia thought, if she was my lady, he would not get any meat there either.
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ENTER MR. JACK SPRAGGON, FULL DRESS

At length Jack finished; and having discussed cheese, porter, and red herrings, the cloth was drawn, and a hard-featured dessert, consisting principally of apples, followed. The wine having made a couple of melancholy circuits, the strained conversation about came to a full stop, and Spigot having considerately placed the little round table, as if to keep the peace between them, the ladies left the male worthies to discuss their port and sherry together. Jack, according to Woodmansterne fashion, unbuttoned his waistcoat, and stuck his legs out before him  an example that Mr. Sponge quickly followed, and each assumed an attitude that as good as said I dont care twopence for you. A dead silence then prevailed, interrupted only by the snap, snap, snapping of Jacks toothpick against his chair-edge, when he was not busy exploring his mouth with it. It seemed to be a match which should keep silence longest. Jack sat squinting his eyes inside out at Sponge, while Sponge pretended to be occupied with the fire. The wine being with Sponge, and at length wanting some, he was constrained to make the first move, by passing it over to Jack, who helped himself to port and sherry simultaneously  a glass of sherry after dinner (in Jacks opinion) denoting a gentleman. Having smacked his lips over that, he presently turned to the glass of port. He checked his hand in passing it to his mouth, and bore the glass up to his nose.

Corked, by Jove! exclaimed he, setting the glass down on the table with a thump of disgust.

It is curious what unexpected turns things sometimes take in the world, and how completely whole trains of well-preconcerted plans are often turned aside by mere accidents such as this. If it hadnt been for the corked bottle of port, there is no saying but these two worthies would have held a Quakers meeting without the spirit moving either of them.

Corked, by Jove! exclaimed Jack.

It is! rejoined Sponge, smelling at his half-emptied glass.

Better have another bottle, observed Jack.

Certainly, replied Sponge, ringing the bell. Spigot, this wines corked, observed Sponge, as old Pomposo entered the room.

Is it? said Spigot, with the most perfect innocence, though he knew it came out of the corked batch. Ill bring another bottle, added he, carrying it off as if he had a whole pipe at command, though in reality he had but another out. This fortunately was less corked than the first; and Jack having given an approving smack of his great thick lips, Mr. Sponge took it on his judgement, and gave a nod to Spigot, who forthwith took his departure.

Old trick that, observed Jack, with a shake of the head, as Spigot shut the door.

Is it? observed Mr. Sponge, taking up the observation, though in reality it was addressed to the fire.

Noted for it, replied Jack, squinting at the sideboard, though he was staring intently at Sponge to see how he took it.

Well, I thought we had a bottle with a queer smatch the other night, observed Sponge.

Old Blossomnose corked half a dozen in succession one night, replied Jack.

(He had corked three, but Jawleyford re-corked them, and Spigot was now reproducing them to our friends.)

Although they had now got the ice broken, and entered into something like a conversation, it nevertheless went on very slowly, and they seemed to weigh each word before it was uttered. Jack, too, had time to run his peculiar situation through his mind, and ponder on his mission from Lord Scamperdale  on his lordships detestation of Mr. Sponge, his anxiety to get rid of him, his promised corner in his will, and his lordships hint about buying Sponges horses if he could not get rid of him in any other way.

Sponge, on his part, was thinking if there was any possibility of turning Jack to account.

It may seem strange to the uninitiated that there should be prospect of gain to a middle-man in the matter of a horse-deal, save in the legitimate trade of auctioneers and commission stable-keepers; but we are sorry to say we have known men calling themselves gentlemen, who have not thought it derogatory to accept a trifle for their good offices in the cause. I can buy cheaper than you, they say, and we may as well divide the trifle between us.

That was Mr. Spraggons principle, only that the word trifle inadequately conveys his opinion on the point; Jacks notion being that a man was entitled to 5l. per cent. as of right, and as much more as he could get.

It was not often that Jack got a bite at my lord, which, perhaps, made him think it the more incumbent on him not to miss an opportunity. Having been told, of course he knew exactly the style of man he had to deal with in Mr. Sponge  a style of men of whom there is never any difficulty in asking if they will sell their horses, price being the only consideration. They are, indeed, a sort of unlicensed horse-dealers, from whose presence few hunts are wholly free. Mr. Spraggon thought if he could get Sponge to make it worth his while to get my lord to buy his horses, the  whatever he might get  would come in very comfortably to pay his Christmas bills.

By the time the bottle drew to a close, our friends were rather better friends, and seemed more inclined to fraternize. Jack had the advantage of Sponge, for he could stare, or rather squint, at him without Sponge knowing it. The pint of wine apiece  at least, as near a pint apiece as Spigot could afford to let them have  somewhat strung Jacks nerves as well as his eyes, and he began to show more of the pupils and less of the whites than he did. He buzzed the bottle with such a hearty good will as settled the fate of another, which Sponge rang for as a matter of course. There was but the rejected one, which, however, Spigot put into a different decanter, and brought in with such an air as precluded either of them saying a word in disparagement of it.

Where are the hounds next week? asked Sponge, sipping away at it.

Monday, Larkhall Hill; Tuesday, the cross-roads by Dallington Burn; Thursday, the Toll-bar at Whitburrow Green; Saturday, the kennels, replied Jack.

Good places? asked Sponge.

Mondays good, replied Jack; draw Thorney Gorse  sure find; second draw, Barnlow Woods, and home by Loxley, Padmore, and so on.

What sort of a place is Tuesday?

Tuesday? repeated Jack. Tuesday! Oh, thats the cross-roads. Capital place, unless the fox takes to Rumborrow Craigs, or gets into Seedywood Forest, when theres an end of it  at least, an end of everything except pulling ones horses legs off in the stiff clayey rides. Its a long way from here, though, observed Jack.

How far? asked Sponge.

Good twenty miles, replied Jack. Its sixteen from us; itll be a good deal more from here.

His lordship will lay out overnight, then? observed Sponge.

Not he, replied Jack. Takes better care of his sixpences than that. Up in the dark, breakfast by candlelight, grope our ways to the stable, and blunder along the deep lanes, and through all the by-roads in the country  get there somehow or another.

Keen hand! observed Sponge.

Mad! replied Jack.

They then paid their mutual respects to the port.

He hunts there on Tuesdays, observed Jack, setting down his glass, so that he may have all Wednesday to get home in, and be sure of appearing on Thursday. Theres no saying where he may finish with a cross-roads meet.

By the time the worthies had finished the bottle, they had got a certain way into each others confidence. The hint Lord Scamperdale had given about buying Sponges horses still occupied Jacks mind; and the more he considered the subject, and the worth of a corner in his lordships will, the more sensible he became of the truth of the old adage, that a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. My lord, thought Jack, promises fair, but it is but a chance, and a remote one. He may live many years  as long, perhaps longer, than me. Indeed, he puts me on horses that are anything but calculated to promote longevity. Then he may marry a wife who may eject me, as some wives do eject their husbands agreeable friends; or he may change his mind, and leave me nothing after all.

All things considered, Jack came to the conclusion that he should not be doing himself justice if he did not take advantage of such fair opportunities as chance placed in his way, and therefore he thought he might as well be picking up a penny during his lordships life, as be waiting for a contingency that might never occur. Mr. Jawleyfords indisposition preventing Jack making the announcement he was sent to do, made it incumbent on him, as he argued, to see what could be done with the alternative his lordship had proposed  namely, buying Sponges horses. At least, Jack salved his conscience over with the old plea of duty; and had come to that conclusion as he again helped himself to the last glass in the bottle.

Would you like a little claret? asked Sponge, with all the hospitality of a host.

No, hang your claret! replied Jack.

A little brandy, perhaps? suggested Sponge.

I shouldnt mind a glass of brandy, replied Jack, by way of a nightcap.

Spigot, at this moment entering to announce tea and coffee, was interrupted in his oration by Sponge demanding some brandy.

Sorry, replied Spigot, pretending to be quite taken by surprise, very sorry, sir  but, sir  master, sir  bed, sir  disturb him, sir.

Oh, dash it, never mind that! exclaimed Jack; tell him Mr. Sprag  Sprag  Spraggon (the bottle of port beginning to make Jack rather inarticulate) tell him Mr. Spraggon wants a little.

Dursnt disturb him, sir, responded Spigot, with a shake of his head; much as my place, sir, is worth, sir.

Havent you a little drop in your pantry, think you? asked Sponge.

The cook perhaps has, replied Mr. Spigot, as if it was quite out of his line.

Well, go and ask her, said Sponge; and bring some hot water and things, the same as we had last night, you know.

Mr. Spigot retired, and presently returned, bearing a tray with three-quarters of a bottle of brandy, which he impressed upon their minds was the cooks own.

I dare say, hiccuped Jack, holding the bottle up to the light.

Hope she wasnt using it herself, observed Sponge.

Tell her well (hiccup) her health, hiccuped Jack, pouring a liberal potation into his tumbler.

Thatll be all youll do, I dare say, muttered Spigot to himself, as he sauntered back to his pantry.

Does Jaw stand smoking? asked Jack, as Spigot disappeared.

Oh, I should think so, replied Sponge; a friend like you, Im sure, would be welcome  Sponge thinking to indulge in a cigar, and lay the blame on Jack.

Well, if you think so, said Jack, pulling out his cigar-case, or rather his lordships, and staggering to the chimney-piece for a match, though there was a candle at his elbow, Ill have a pipe.

Soll I, said Sponge, if youll give me a cigar. Much yours as mine, replied Jack, handing him his lordships richly embroidered case with coronets and ciphers on either side, the gift of one of the many would-be Lady Scamperdales.

Want a light! hiccuped Jack, who had now got a glow-worm end to his.

Thanks, said Sponge, availing himself of the friendly overture.

Our friends now whiffed and puffed away together  whiffing and puffing where whiffing and puffing had never been known before. The brandy began to disappear pretty quickly; it was better than the wine.

Thats a n  n  nice  ish horse of yours, stammered Jack, as he mixed himself a second tumbler.

Which? asked Sponge.

The bur  bur  brown, spluttered Jack.

He is that, replied Sponge; best horse in this country by far.

The che  che  chest  nuts not a ba  ba  bad un. I dare say, observed Jack.

No, hes not, replied Sponge; a deuced good un.

I know a man whos rayther s  s  s  sweet on the b  b  br  brown, observed Jack, squinting frightfully.

Sponge sat silent for a few seconds, pretending to be wrapt up in his sublime tobacco.

Is he a buyer, or just a jawer? he asked at last.

Oh, a buyer, replied Jack.

Ill sell, said Sponge, with a strong emphasis on the sell.

How much? asked Jack, sobering with the excitement.

Which? asked Sponge.

The brown, rejoined Jack.

Three hundred, said Sponge; adding, I gave two for him.

Indeed! said Jack.

A long pause then ensued. Jack thinking whether he should put the question boldly as to what Sponge would give him for effecting a sale, or should beat about the bush a little. At last he thought it would be most prudent to beat about the bush, and see if Sponge would make an offer.

Well, said Jack, Ill s  s  s  see what I can do.

Thats a good fellow, said Sponge; adding, Ill remember you if you do.

I dare say I can s  s  s  sell them both, for that matter, observed Jack, encouraged by the promise.

Well, replied Sponge, Ill take the same for the chestnut; there isnt the toss-up of a halfpenny for choice between them.

Well, said Jack, well s  s  s  see them next week.

Just so, said Sponge.

You r  r  ride well up to the h  h  hounds, continued Jack; and let his lordship s  s  see w  w  what they can do.

I will, said Sponge, wishing he was at work.

Never mind his rowing, observed Jack; he c  c  cant help it.

Not I, replied Sponge, puffing away at his cigar.

When men once begin to drink brandy-and-water (after wine) theres an end of all note of time. Our friends  for we may now call them so, sat sip, sip, sipping  mix, mix, mixing; now strengthening, now weakening, now warming, now flavouring, till they had not only finished the hot water but a large jug of cold, that graced the centre of the table between two frosted tumblers, and had nearly got through the brandy too.

May as well fi  fi  fin  nish the bottle, observed Jack, holding it up to the candle. Just a thi  thi  thim  bleful apiece, added he, helping himself to about three-quarters of what there was.

Youve taken your share, observed Sponge, as the bottle suspended payment before he got half the quantity that Jack had.

Sque  ee  eze it, replied Jack, suiting the action to the word, and working away at an exhausted lemon.

At length they finished.

Well, I spose we may as well go and have some tea, observed Jack.

Its not announced yet, said Sponge, but I make no doubt it will be ready.

So saying, the worthies rose, and, after sundry bumps and certain irregularities of course, they each succeeded in reaching the door. The passage lamp had died out and filled the corridor with its fragrance. Sponge, however, knew the way, and the darkness favored the adjustment of cravats and the fingering of hair. Having got up a sort of drunken simper, Sponge opened the drawing-room door, expecting to find smiling ladies in a blaze of light. All, however, was darkness, save the expiring embers in the grate. The tick, tick, tick, ticking of the clocks sounded wonderfully clear.

Gone to bed! exclaimed Sponge.

Who-hoop! shrieked Jack, at the top of his voice.

Whats smatter, gentlemen?  Whats smatter? exclaimed Spigot rushing in, rubbing his eyes with one hand, and holding a block tin candlestick in the other.

Nothin, replied Jack, squinting his eyes inside out; adding, get me a devilled (hiccup).

Dont know how to do them here, sir, snapped Spigot.

Devilled turkeys leg though you do, you rascal! rejoined Jack, doubling his fists and putting himself in posture.

Beg pardon, sir, replied Spigot, but the cook, sir, is gone to bed, sir. Do you know, sir, what oclock it is, sir?

No, replied Jack.

What time is it? asked Sponge.

Twenty minutes to two, replied Spigot, holding up a sort of pocket warming-pan, which he called a watch.

The deuce! exclaimed Sponge.

Whod ha thought it? muttered Jack.

Well, then, I suppose we may as well go to bed, observed Sponge.

Spose so, replied Jack; nothin more to get.

Do you know your room? asked Sponge.

To be sure I do, replied Jack; dont think Im d  d  dr  drunk, do you?

Not likely, rejoined Sponge.

Jack then commenced a very crab-like ascent of the stairs, which fortunately were easy, or he would never have got up. Mr. Sponge, who still occupied the state apartments, took leave of Jack at his own door, and Jack went bumping and blundering on in search of the branch passage leading to his piggery. He found the green baize door that usually distinguishes the entrance to these secondary suites, and was presently lurching along its contracted passage. As luck would have it, however, he got into his hosts dressing-room, where that worthy slept; and when Jawleyford jumped up in the morning, as was his wont, to see what sort of a day it was, he trod on Jacks face, who had fallen down in his clothes alongside of the bed, and Jawleyford broke Jacks spectacles across the bridge of his nose.

Rot it! roared Jack, jumping up, dont ride over a fellow that way! When, shaking himself to try whether any limbs were broken, he found he was in his dress clothes instead of in the roomy garments of the Flat Hat Hunt. Who are you? where am I? what the deuce do you mean by breaking my specs? he exclaimed, squinting frightfully at his host.

My dear sir, exclaimed Mr. Jawleyford, from the top of his night-shirt, Im very sorry, but

Hang your buts! you shouldnt ride so near a man! exclaimed Jack, gathering up the fragments of his spectacles; when, recollecting himself, he finished by saying, Perhaps Id better go to my own room.

Perhaps you had, replied Mr. Jawleyford, advancing towards the door to show him the way.

Let me have a candle, said Jack, preparing to follow.

Candle, my dear fellow! why, its broad daylight, replied his host.

Is it? said Jack, apparently unconscious of the fact. Whats the hour?

Five minutes to eight, replied Jawleyford, looking at a timepiece.

When Jack got into his own den he threw himself into an old invalid chair, and sat rubbing the fractured spectacles together as if he thought they would unite by friction, though in reality he was endeavouring to run the overnights proceedings through his mind. The more he thought of Amelias winning ways, the more satisfied he was that he had made an impression, and then the more vexed he was at having his spectacles broken: for though he considered himself very presentable without them, still he could not but feel that they were a desirable addition. Then, too, he had a splitting headache; and finding that breakfast was not till ten and might be a good deal later, all things considered, he determined to be off and follow up his success under more favourable auspices. Considering that all the clothes he had with him were his lordships, he thought it immaterial which he went home in, so to save trouble he just wrapped himself up in his mackintosh and travelled in the dress ones he had on.
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It was fortunate for Mr. Sponge that he went, for, when Jawleyford smelt the indignity that had been offered to his dining-room, he broke out in such a torrent of indignation as would have been extremely unpleasant if there had not been some one to lay the blame on. Indeed, he was not particularly gracious to Mr. Sponge as it was; but that arose as much from certain dark hints that had worked their way from the servants hall into my ladys chamber as to our friends pecuniary resources and prospects. Jawleyford began to suspect that Sponge might not be quite the great catch he was represented.

Beyond, however, putting a few searching questions  which Mr. Sponge skilfully parried  advising his daughters to be cautious, lessening the number of lights, and lowering the scale of his entertainments generally, Mr. Jawleyford did not take any decided step in the matter. Mr. Spraggon comforted Lord Scamperdale with the assurance that Amelia had no idea of Sponge, who he made no doubt would very soon be out of the country  and his lordship went to church and prayed most devoutly for him to go.


CHAPTER XXVI

MR. AND MRS. SPRINGWHEAT
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LORD SCAMPERDALES FOXHOUNDS meet on Monday at Larkhall Hill, &c. &c.  County Paper.

The Flat Hat Hunt had relapsed into its wonted quiet, and Larkhall Hill saw none but the regular attendants, men without the slightest particle of curve in their hats  hats, indeed, that looked as if the owners sat upon them when they hadnt them on their heads. There was Fyle, and Fossick, and Blossomnose, and Sparks, and Joyce, and Capon, and Dribble, and a few others, but neither Washball nor Puffington, nor any of the holiday birds.
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HIS LORDSHIP HAS IT ALL TO HIMSELF

Precisely at ten, my lord, and his hounds, and his huntsman, and his whips, and his Jack, trotted round Farmer Springwheats spacious back premises, and appeared in due form before the green rails in front. Pride attends us all, as the poet says; and if his lordship had ridden into the yard, and halloaed out for a glass of home-brewed, Springwheat would have trapped every fox on his farm, and the blooming Mrs. Springwheat would have had an interminable poultry-bill against the hunt; whereas, simply by making things pleasant  that is to say, coming to breakfast  Springwheat saw his corn trampled on, nay, led the way over it himself, and Mrs. Springwheat saw her Dorkings disappear without a murmur  unless, indeed, an inquiry when his lordship would be coming could be considered in that light.

Larkhall Hill stood in the centre of a circle, on a gentle eminence, commanding a view over a farm whose fertile fields and well-trimmed fences sufficiently indicated its boundaries, and looked indeed as if all the good of the country had come up to it. It was green and luxuriant even in winter, while the strong cane-coloured stubbles showed what a crop there had been. Turnips as big as cheeses swelled above the ground. In a little narrow dell, whose existence was more plainly indicated from the house by several healthy spindling larches shooting up from among the green gorse, was the cover  an almost certain find, with the almost equal certainty of a run from it. It occupied both sides of the sandy, rabbit-frequented dell, through which ran a sparkling stream, and it possessed the great advantage to foot-people of letting them see the fox found. Larkhall Hill was, therefore, a favourite both with horse and foot. So much good  at all events, so much well-farmed land would seem to justify a better or more imposing-looking house, the present one consisting, exclusive of the projecting garret ones in the Dutch tile roof, of the usual four windows and a door, that so well tell their own tale; passage in the middle, staircase in front, parlour on the right, best ditto on the left, with rooms to correspond above. To be sure, there was a great depth of house to the back; but this in no way contributed to the importance of the front, from which point alone the Springwheats chose to have it contemplated. If the back arrangements could have been divided, and added to the sides, they would have made two very good wings to the old red brick rose-entwined mansion. Having mentioned that its colour was red, it is almost superfluous to add that the door and rails were green.

This was a busy morning at Larkhall Hill. It was the first day of the season of my lords hounds meeting there, and the handsome Mrs. Springwheat had had as much trouble in overhauling the china and linen, and in dressing the children, preparatory to breakfast, as Springwheat had had in collecting knives and forks, and wine-glasses and tumblers for his department of the entertainment, to say nothing of looking after his new tops and cords. The Hill, as the country people call it, was full fig; and a bright, balmy winters day softened the atmosphere, and felt as though a summers day had been shaken out of its place into winter. It is not often that the English climate is accommodating enough to lend its aid to set off a place to advantage.

Be that, however, as it may, things looked smiling both without and within. Mrs. Springwheat, by dint of early rising and superintendence, had got things into such a state of forwardness as to be able to adorn herself with a little jaunty cap  curious in microscopic punctures and cherry-coloured ribbon interlardments  placed so far back on her finely-shaped head as to proclaim beyond all possibility of cavil that it was there for ornament, and not for the purpose of concealing the liberties of time with her well-kept, clearly parted, raven-black hair. Liberties of time, forsooth! Mrs. Springwheat was in the heighday of womanhood; and though she had presented Springwheat with twins three times in succession, besides an eldest son, she was as young, fresh-looking, and finely figured as she was the day she was married. She was now dressed in a very fine French grey merino, with a very small crochet-work collar, and, of course, capacious muslin sleeves. The high flounces to her dress set off her smart waist to great advantage.

Mrs. Springwheat had got everything ready, and herself too, by the time Lord Scamperdales second horseman rode into the yard and demanded a stall for his horse. Knowing how soon the balloon follows the pilot, she immediately ranged the Stunner-tartan-clad children in the breakfast-room; and as the first whips rate sounded as he rode round the corner, she sank into an easy-chair by the fire, with a lace-fringed kerchief in the one hand and the Mark Lane Express in the other.

Halloa! Springey! followed by the heavy crack of a whip, announced the arrival of his lordship before the green palings; and a loud view halloa burst from Jack, as the object of inquiry was seen dancing about the open-windowed room above, with his face all flushed with the exertion of pulling on a very tight boot.

Come in, my lord! pray, come in! The missis is below! exclaimed Springwheat, from the window; and just at the moment the pad-groom emerged from the house, and ran to his lordships horses head.

His lordship and Jack then dismounted, and gave their hacks in charge of the servant; while Wake, and Fyle, and Archer, who were also of the party, scanned the countenances of the surrounding idlers, to see in whose hands they had best confide their nags.

In Lord Scamperdale stamped, followed by his train-band bold, and Maria, the maid, being duly stationed in the passage, threw open the parlour door on the left, and discovered Mrs. Springwheat sitting in attitude.

Well, my lady, and how are you? exclaimed his lordship, advancing gaily, and seizing both her pretty hands as she rose to receive him. I declare, you look younger and prettier every time I see you.

Oh! my lord, simpered Mrs. Springwheat, you gentlemen are always so complimentary.

Not a bit of it! exclaimed his lordship, eyeing her intently through his silver spectacles, for he had been obliged to let Jack have the other pair of tortoiseshell-rimmed ones. Not a bit of it, repeated his lordship. I always tell Jack you are the handsomest woman in Christendom; dont I, Jack? inquired his lordship, appealing to his factotum.

Yes, my lord, replied Jack, who always swore to whatever his lordship said.

By Jove! continued his lordship, with a stamp of his foot, if I could find such a woman Id marry her to-morrow. Not such women as you to pick up every day. And what a lot of pretty pups! exclaimed his lordship, starting back, pretending to be struck with the row of staring, black-haired, black-eyed, half-frightened children. Now, thats what I call a good entry, continued his lordship, scrutinizing them attentively, and pointing them out to Jack; all dogs  all boys I mean! added he.

No, my lord, replied Mrs. Springwheat, laughing, these are girls, laying her hand on the heads of two of them, who were now full giggle at the idea of being taken for boys.

Well, theyre devilish handsome, anyhow, replied his lordship, thinking he might as well be done with the inspection.

Springwheat himself now made his appearance, as fine a sample of a man as his wife was of a woman. His face was flushed with the exertion of pulling on his tight boots, and his lordship felt the creases the hooks had left as he shook him by the hand.

Well, Springey, said he, I was just asking your wife after the new babby.

Oh, thank you, my lord, replied Springey, with a shake of his curly head; thank you, my lord; no new babbies, my lord, with wheat below forty, my lord.

Well, but youve got a pair of new boots, at all events, observed his lordship, eyeing Springwheats refractory calves bagging over the tops of them.

Deed have I! replied Springwheat; and a pair of uncommon awkward tight customers they are, added he, trying to move his feet about in them.

Ah! you should always have a chap to wear your boots a few times before you put them on yourself, observed his lordship. I never have a pair of tight uns, added he; Jack here always does the needful by mine.

Thats all very well for lords, replied Mr. Springwheat; but us farmers wear out our boots fast enough ourselves, without anybody to help us.

Well, but I spose we may as well fall to, observed his lordship, casting his eye upon the well-garnished table. All these good things are meant to eat, I spose, added he: cakes, and sweets, and jellies without end: and as to your sideboard, said he, turning round and looking at it, its a match for any Lord Mayors. A round of beef, a ham, a tongue, and is that a goose or a turkey?

A turkey, my lord, replied Springwheat; home-fed, my lord.

Ah, home-fed, indeed! ejaculated his lordship, with a shake of the head: home-fed: wish I could feed at home. The man who said that

Een from the peasant to the lord,
The turkey smokes on every board,

told a big un, for Im sure none ever smokes on mine.

Take a little here to-day, then, observed Mr. Springwheat, cutting deep into the white breast.

I will, replied his lordship, I will: and a slice of tongue, too, added he.

There are some hot sausingers comin, observed Mr. Springwheat.

You dont say so, replied his lordship, apparently thunderstruck at the announcement. Well, I must have all three. By Jove, Jack! said he, appealing to his friend, but youve lit on your legs coming here. Heres a breakfast fit to set before the Queen  muffins, and crumpets, and cakes. Let me advise you to make the best use of your time, for you have but twenty minutes, continued his lordship, looking at his watch, and muffins and crumpets dont come in your way every day.

Deed they dont, replied Jack, with a grin.

Will your lordship take tea or coffee? asked Mrs. Springwheat, who had now taken her seat at the top of the table, behind a richly chased equipage for the distribution of those beverages.

Pon my word, replied his lordship, apparently bewilderedpon my word, I dont know what to say. Tea or coffee? To tell you the truth, I was going to take something out of my black friend yonder, nodding to where a French bottle like a tall bully was lifting its head above an encircling stand of liqueur-glasses.

Suppose you have a little of what we call laced tea, my lord  tea with a dash of brandy in it? suggested Mr. Springwheat.

Laced tea, repeated his lordship; laced tea: so I will, said he. Deuced good idea  deuced good idea, continued he, bringing the bottle and seating himself on Mrs. Springwheats right, while his host helped him to a most plentiful plate of turkey and tongue. The table was now about full, as was the room; the guests just rolling in as they would to a public-house, and helping themselves to whatever they liked. Great was the noise of eating.

As his lordship was in the full enjoyment of his plateful of meat, he happened to look up, and, the space between him and the window being clear, he saw something that caused him to drop his knife and fork and fall back in his chair as if he was shot.

My lords ill! exclaimed Mr. Springwheat, who, being the only man with his nose up, was the first to perceive it.

Clap him on the back! shrieked Mrs. Springwheat, who considered that an infallible recipe for the ailments of children.

Oh, Mr. Spraggon! exclaimed both, as they rushed to his assistance, what is the matter with my lord?

Oh, that Mister something! gasped his lordship, bending forward in his chair, and venturing another glance through the window.

Sure enough, there was Sponge, in the act of dismounting from the piebald, and resigning it with becoming dignity to his trusty groom, Mr. Leather, who stood most respectfully  Parvo in hand  waiting to receive it.

Mr. Sponge, being of opinion that a red coat is a passport everywhere, having stamped the mud sparks off his boots at the door, swaggered in with the greatest coolness, exclaiming as he bobbed his head to the lady, and looked round at the company:

What, grubbing away! grubbing away, eh?

Wont you take a little refreshment? asked Mr. Springwheat, in the hearty way these hospitable fellows welcome everybody.

Yes, I will, replied Sponge, turning to the sideboard as though it were an inn. Thats a monstrous fine ham, observed he; why doesnt somebody cut it?

Let me help you to some, sir, replied Mr. Springwheat, seizing the buck-handled knife and fork, and diving deep into the rich red meat with the knife.

Mr. Sponge having got two bountiful slices, with a knotch of home-made brown bread, and some mustard on his plate, now made for the table, and elbowed himself into a place between Mr. Fossick and Sparks, immediately opposite Mr. Spraggon.

Good morning, said he to that worthy, as he saw the whites of his eyes showing through his spectacles.
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Mornin, muttered Jack, as if his mouth was either too full to articulate, or he didnt want to have anything to say to Mr. Sponge.

Heres a fine hunting morning, my lord, observed Sponge, addressing himself to his lordship, who sat on Jacks left.

Heres a very fine hunting morning, my lord, repeated Sponge, not getting an answer to his first assertion.

Is it? blurted his lordship, pretending to be desperately busy with the contents of his plate, though in reality his appetite was gone.

A dead pause now ensued, interrupted only by the clattering of knives and forks, and the occasional exclamations of parties in want of some particular article of food. A chill had come over the scene  a chill whose cause was apparent to every one, except the worthy host and hostess, who had not heard of Mr. Sponges descent upon the country. They attributed it to his lordships indisposition, and Mr. Springwheat endeavoured to cheer him up with the prospect of sport.

Theres a brace, if not a leash, of foxes in cover, my lord, observed he, seeing his lordship was only playing with the contents of his plate.

Is there? exclaimed his lordship, brightening up: lets be at em! added he, jumping up and diving under the side-table for his flat hat and heavy iron hammer-headed whip. Good morning, my dear Mrs. Springwheat, exclaimed he, putting on his hat and seizing both her soft fat-fingered hands and squeezing them ardently. Good morning, my dear Mrs. Springwheat, repeated he, adding, By Jove! if ever there was an angel in petticoats, youre her; Id give a hundred pounds for such a wife as you! Id give a thousand pounds for such a wife as you! By the powers! Id give five thousand pounds for such a wife as you! With which asseverations his lordship stamped away in his great clumsy boots, amidst the ill-suppressed laughter of the party.

No hurry, gentlemen  no hurry, observed Mr. Springwheat, as some of the keen ones were preparing to follow, and began sorting their hats, and making the mistakes incident to their being all the same shape. No hurry, sir  no hurry, sir, repeated Springwheat, addressing Mr. Sponge specifically; his lordship will have a talk to his hounds yet, and his horse is still in the stable.

With this assurance Mr. Sponge resumed his seat at the table, where several of the hungry ones were plying their knives and forks as if they were indeed breaking their fasts.

Well, old boy, and how are you? asked Sponge, as the whites of Jacks eyes again settled upon him, on the latters looking up from his plateful of sausages.

Nicely. How are you? asked Jack.

Nicely too, replied Sponge, in the laconic way men speak who have been engaged in some common enterprise  getting drunk, pelting people with rotten eggs, or anything of that sort.

Jaw and the ladies well? asked Jack, in the same strain.

Oh, nicely, said Sponge.

Take a glass of cherry-brandy, exclaimed the hospitable Mr. Springwheat: nothing like a drop of something for steadying the nerves.

Presently, replied Sponge, presently; meanwhile Ill trouble the missis for a cup of coffee. Coffee without sugar, said Sponge, addressing the lady.

With pleasure, replied Mrs. Springwheat, glad to get a little custom for her goods. Most of the gentlemen had been at the bottles and sideboard.

Springwheat, seeing Mr. Sponge, the only person who, as a stranger, there was any occasion for him to attend to, in the care of his wife, now slipped out of the room, and mounting his five-year-old horse, whose tail stuck out like the long horn of a coach, as his ploughman groom said, rode off to join the hunt.

By the powers, but those are capital sarsingers! observed Jack, smacking his lips and eating away for hard life. Just look if my lords on his horse yet, added he to one of the children, who had begun to hover round the table and dive their fingers into the sweets.

No, replied the child; hes still on foot, playing with the dogs.

Here goes, then, said Jack, for another plate, suiting the action to the word, and running with his plate to the sausage-dish.

Have a hot one, exclaimed Mrs. Springwheat, adding, it will be done in a minute.

No, thank ye, replied Jack, with a shake of the head, adding, I might be done in a minute too.

Hell wait for you, I suppose? observed Sponge, addressing Jack.

Not so clear about that, replied Jack, gobbling away; time and my lord wait for no man. But its hardly the half-hour yet, added he, looking at his watch.

He then fell to with the voracity of a hound after hunting. Sponge, too, made the most of his time, as did two or three others who still remained.

Now for the jumping-powder! at length exclaimed Sponge, looking round for the bottle. What shall it be, cherry or neat? continued he, pointing to the two. Cherry for me, replied Jack, squinting and eating away without looking up.

I say neat, rejoined Sponge, helping himself out of the French bottle.

Youll be hard to hold after that, observed Jack, as he eyed Sponge tossing it off.

I hope my horse wont, replied Sponge, remembering he was going to ride the resolute chestnut.
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Youll show us the way, I dare say, observed Jack.

Shouldnt wonder, replied Sponge, helping himself to a second glass.

What! at it again! exclaimed Jack, adding, Take care you dont ride over my lord.

Ill take care of the old file, said Sponge; it wouldnt do to kill the goose that lays the golden what-do-ye-call-ems, you know  he, he, he!

No, chuckled Jack; deed it wouldnt  must make the most of him.

What sort of a humour is he in to-day? asked Sponge.

Middlin, replied Jack, middlin; hell abuse you most likely, but that you mustnt mind.

Not I, replied Sponge, who was used to that sort of thing.

You mustnt mind me either, observed Jack, sweeping the last piece of sausage into his mouth with his knife, and jumping up from the table. When his lordship rows I row, added he, diving under the side-table for his flat hat.

Hark! theres the horn! exclaimed Sponge, rushing to the window.

So there is, responded Jack, standing transfixed on one leg to the spot.

By the powers, theyre away! exclaimed Sponge, as his lordship was seen hat in hand careering over the meadow, beyond the cover, with the tail hounds straining to overtake their flying comrades. Twang  twang  twang went Frostyfaces horn; crack  crack  crack went the ponderous thongs of the whips; shouts, and yells, and yelps, and whoops, and halloas, proclaimed the usual wild excitement of this privileged period of the chase. All was joy save among the gourmands assembled at the door  they looked blank indeed.

What a sell! exclaimed Sponge, in disgust, who, with Jack, saw the hopelessness of the case.

Yonder he goes! exclaimed a lad, who had run up from the cover to see the hunt from the rising ground.

Where? exclaimed Sponge, straining his eyeballs.

There! said the lad, pointing due south. Dye see Tommy Claychops pasture? Now hes through the hedge and into Mrs. Starvelands turnip field, making right for Bramblebrake Wood on the hill.

So he is, said Sponge, who now caught sight of the fox emerging from the turnips on to a grass field beyond.

Jack stood staring through his great spectacles, without deigning a word.

What shall we do? asked Sponge.

Do? replied Jack, with his chin still up; go home, I should think.

Theres a man down! exclaimed a groom, who formed one of the group, as a dark-coated rider and horse measured their length on a pasture.

Its Mr. Sparks, said another, adding, hes always rolling about.

Lor, look at the parson! exclaimed a third, as Blossomnose was seen gathering his horse and setting up his shoulders preparatory to riding at a gate.

Well done, old un! roared a fourth, as the horse flew over it, apparently without an effort.

Now for Tom! cried several, as the second whip went galloping up on the line of the gate.

Ah! he wont have it! was the cry, as the horse suddenly stopped short, nearly shooting Tom over his head. Try him again  try him again  take a good run  thats him  there, hes over! was the cry, as Tom flourished his arm in the air on landing.

Look! theres old Tommy Baker, the rat-ketcher! cried another, as a man went working his arms and legs on an old white pony across a fallow.

Ah, Tommy! Tommy! youd better shut up, observed another: a pig could go as fast as that.

And so they criticized the laggers.

How did my lord get his horse? asked Spraggon of the groom who had brought them on, who now joined the eye-straining group at the door.

It was taken down to him at the cover, replied the man. My lord went in on foot, and the horse went round the back way. The horse wasnt there half a minute before he was wanted; for no sooner were the hounds in at one end than out popped the fox at tother. Sich a whopper!  biggest fox that ever was seen.

They are all the biggest foxes that ever were seen, snapped Mr. Sponge. Ill be bound he was not a bit bigger than common.

Ill be bound not, either, growled Mr. Spraggon, squinting frightfully at the man, adding, go, get me my hack, and dont be talking nonsense there.

Our friends then remounted their hacks and parted company in very moderate humours, feeling fully satisfied that his lordship had done it on purpose.


CHAPTER XXVII

THE FINEST RUN THAT EVER WAS SEEN
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HOO-RAY, JACK! HOO-RAY! exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, bursting into his sanctum where Mr. Spraggon sat in his hunting coat and slippers, spelling away at a second-hand copy of Bells Life by the light of a melancholy mould candle. Hooray, Jack! hooray! repeated he, waving that proud trophy, a splendid foxs brush, over his grizzly head.

His lordship was the picture of delight. He had had a tremendous run  the finest run that ever was seen! His hounds had behaved to perfection; his horse  though he had downed him three times  had carried him well, and his lordship stood with his crownless flat hat in his hand, and one coat lap in the pocket of the other  a grinning, exulting, self-satisfied specimen of a happy Englishman.

Lor! what a sight you are! observed Jack, turning the light of the candle upon his lordships dirty person. Why, I declare youre an inch thick with mud, he added, mud from head to foot, he continued, working the light up and down.

Never mind the mud, you old badger! roared his lordship, still waving the brush over his head: never mind the mud, you old badger; the mudll come off, or may stay on; but such a run as weve had does not come off every day.

Well, Im glad you have had a run, replied Jack. Im glad you have had a run, adding, I was afraid at one time that your days sport was spoiled.

Well, do you know, replied his lordship, when I saw that unrighteous snob, I was near sick. If it were possible for a man to faint, I should have thought I was going to do so. At first I thought of going home, taking the hounds away too; then I thought of going myself and leaving the hounds; then I thought if I left the hounds it would only make the sinful scaramouch more outrageous, and I should be sitting on pins and needles till they came home, thinking how he was crashing among them. Next I thought of drawing all the unlikely places in the country, and making a blank day of it. Then I thought that would only be like cutting off my nose to spite my face. Then I didnt know what on earth to do. At last, when I saw the critters great pecker steadily down in his plate, I thought I would try and steal a march upon him, and get away with my fox while he was feeding; and, oh! how thankful I was when I looked back from Bramblebrake Hill, and saw no signs of him in the distance.

It wasnt likely youd see him, interrupted Jack, for he never got away from the front door. I twigged what you were after, and kept him up in talk about his horses and his ridin till I saw you were fairly away.

You did well, exclaimed Lord Scamperdale, patting Jack on the back; you did well, my old buck-o-wax; and, by Jove! well have a bottle of port  a bottle of port, as I live, repeated his lordship, as if he had made up his mind to do a most magnificent act.

But whats happened you behind?  whats happened you behind? asked Jack, as his lordship turned to the fire, and exhibited his docked tail.

Oh, hang the coat!  its neither here nor there, replied his lordship; hat neither, he added, exhibiting its crushed proportions. Old Blossomnose did the coat; and as to the hat, I did it myself  at least, old Daddy Longlegs and I did it between us. We got into a grass-field, of which they had cut a few roods of fence, just enough to tempt a man out of a very deep lane, and away we sailed, in the enjoyment of fine sound sward, with the rest of the field plunging and floundering, and holding and grinning, and thinking what fools they were for not following my example  when, lo and behold! I got to the bottom of the field, and found there was no way out  no chance of a bore through the great thick, high hedge, except at a branchy willow, where there was just enough room to squeeze a horse through, provided he didnt rise at the ditch on the far side. At first I was for getting off; indeed, had my right foot out of the stirrup, when the hounds dashed forrard with such energy  looking like running  and remembering the tremendous climb I should have to get on to old Daddys back again, and seeing some of the nasty jealous chaps in the lane eyeing me through the fence, thinking how I was floored, I determined to stay where I was; and gathering the horse together, tried to squeeze through the hole. Well, he went shuffling and sliding down to it, as though he were conscious of the difficulty, and poked his head quietly past the tree, when, getting a sight of the ditch on the far side, he rose, and banged my head against the branch above, crushing my hat right over my eyes, and in that position he carried me through blindfold.

Indeed! exclaimed Jack, turning his spectacles full upon his lordship, and adding, its lucky he didnt crack your crown.

It is, assented his lordship, feeling his head to satisfy himself that he had not done so.

And how did you lose your tail? asked Jack, having got the information about the hat.

The tail! ah, the tail! replied his lordship, feeling behind, where it wasnt; Ill tell you how that was: you see we went away like blazes from Springwheats gorse  nice gorse it is, and nice woman he has for a wife  but, however, thats neither here nor there; what I was going to tell you about was the run, and how I lost my tail. Well, we got away like winking; no sooner were the hounds in on one side than away went the fox on the other. Not a soul shouted till he was clean gone; hats in the air was all that told his departure. The fox thus had time to run matters through his mind  think whether he should go to Ravenscar Craigs, or make for the main earths at Painscastle Grove. He chose the latter, doubtless feeling himself strong and full of running; and if we had chosen his ground for him he could not have taken us a finer line. He went as straight as an arrow through Bramblebrake Wood, and then away down the hill over those great enormous pastures to Haselbury Park, which he skirted, leaving Evercreech Green on the left, pointing as if for Dormston Dean. Here he was chased by a cur, and the hounds were brought to a momentary check. Frosty, however, was well up, and a hat being held up on Hothersell Hill, he clapped forrard and laid the hounds on beyond. We then viewed the fox sailing away over Eddlethorp Downs, still pointing for Painscastle Grove, with the Hamerton Brook lighting up here and there in the distance.

The field, I should tell you, were fairly taken by surprise. There wasnt a man ready for a start; my horse had only just come down. Fossick was on foot, drawing his girths; Fyle was striking a light to smoke a cigar on his hack; Blossomnose and Capons grooms were fistling and wisping their horses; Dribble, as usual, was all behind; and altogether there was such a scene of hurry and confusion as never was seen.

As they came to the brook they got somewhat into line, and one saw who was there. Five or six of us charged it together, and two went under. One was Springwheat on his bay, who was somewhat pumped out; the other was said to be Hook. Old Daddy Longlegs skimmed it like a swallow, and, getting his hind-legs well under him, shot over the pastures beyond, as if he was going upon turf. The hounds all this time had been running, or rather racing, nearly mute. They now, however, began to feel for the scent; and, as they got upon the cold, bleak grounds above Somerton Quarries, they were fairly brought to their noses. Uncommon glad I was to see them; for ten minutes more, at the pace they had been going, would have shaken off every man Jack of us. As it was, it was bellows to mend; and Calcotts roarer roared as surely roarer never roared before. You could hear him half a mile off. We had barely time, however, to turn our horses to the wind, and ease them for a few moments, before the pace began to mend, and from a catching to a holding scent they again poured across Wallingburn pastures, and away to Roughacres Court. It was between these places that I got my head duntled into my hat, continued his lordship, knocking the crownless hat against his mud-stained knee. However, I didnt care a button, though Id not worn it above two years, and it might have lasted me a long time about home; but misfortunes seldom come singly, and I was soon to have another. The few of us that were left were all for the lanes, and very accommodating the one between Newton Bushell and the Forty-foot Bank was, the hounds running parallel within a hundred yards on the left for nearly a mile. When, however, we got to the old water-mill in the fields below, the fox made a bend to the left, as if changing his mind, and making for Newtonbroome Woods, and we were obliged to try the fortunes of war in the fields. The first fence we came to looked like nothing, and there was a weak place right in my line that I rode at, expecting the horse would easily bore through a few twigs that crossed the upper part of it. These, however, happened to be twisted, to stop the gap, and not having put on enough steam, they checked him as he rose, and brought him right down on his head in the broad ditch, on the far side. Old Blossomnose, who was following close behind, not making any allowance for falls, was in the air before I was well down, and his horse came with a forefoot, into my pocket, and tore the lap clean off by the skirt; his lordship exhibiting the lap as he spoke.

Its your new coat, too, observed Jack, examining it with concern as he spoke.

Deed, is it! replied his lordship, with a shake of the head. Deed, is it! Thats the consequence of having gone out to breakfast. If it had been to-morrow, for instance, I should have had number two on, or maybe number three, his lordship having coats of every shade and grade, from stainless scarlet down to tattered mulberry colour.

Itll mend, however, observed his lordship, taking it back from Jack; itll mend, however, he said, fitting it round to the skirt as he spoke.

Oh, nicely! replied Jack; its come off clean by the skirt. But what said Old Blossom? inquired Jack.

Oh, he was full of apologies and couldnt helps it as usual, replied his lordship; he was down, too, I should tell you, with his horse on his left leg; but there wasnt much time for apologies or explanation, for the hounds were running pretty sharp, considering how long they had been at work, and there was the chance of others jumping upon us if we didnt get out of the way, so we both scrambled up as quick as we could and got into our places again.

Which way did you go, then? asked Jack, who had listened with the attention of a man who knows every yard of the country.

Well, continued his lordship, casting back to where he got his fall, the fox crossed the Coatenburn township, picking all the plough and bad-scenting ground as he went, but it was of no use, his fate was sealed; and though he began to run short, and dodge and thread the hedge-rows, they hunted him yard by yard till he again made an effort for his life, and took over Mossingburn Moor, pointing for Penrose Tower on the hill. Here Frostys horse, Little Jumper, declined, and we left him standing in the middle of the moor with a stiff neck, kicking and staring and looking mournfully at his flanks. Daddy Longlegs, too, had begun to sob, and in vain I looked back in hopes of seeing Jack-a-Dandy coming up. Well, said I to myself, Ive got a pair of good strong boots on, and Ill finish the run on foot but Ill see it; when, just at the moment, the pack broke from scent to view and rolled the fox up like a hedgehog amongst them.

Well done! exclaimed Jack, adding, that was a run with a vengeance! Wasnt it? replied his lordship, rubbing his hands and stamping; the finest run that ever was seen  the finest run that ever was seen!

Why, it couldnt be less than twelve miles from point to point, observed Jack, thinking it over.

Not a yard, replied his lordship, not a yard, and from fourteen to fifteen as the hounds ran.

It would be all that, assented Jack. How long were you in doing it? he asked.

An hour and forty minutes, replied his lordship; an hour and forty minutes from the find to the finish; adding, Ill stick the brush and present it to Mrs. Springwheat.

Its to be hoped Springys out of the brook, observed Jack.

To be hoped so, replied his lordship, thinking, if he wasnt whether he should marry Mrs. Springwheat or not.

Well now, after all that, we fancy we hear our fair friends exclaim, Thank goodness, theres an end of Lord Scamperdale and his hunting; he has had a good run, and will rest quiet for a time; we shall now hear something of Amelia and Emily, and the doings at Jawleyford Court. Mistaken lady! If you are lucky enough to marry an out-and-out fox-hunter, you will find that a good run is only adding fuel to the fire, only making him anxious for more. Lord Scamperdales sporting fire was in full blaze. His bumps and his thumps, his rolls, and his scrambles, only brought out the beauties and perfections of the thing. He cared nothing for his hat-crown, no; nor for his coat-lap either. Nay, he wouldnt have cared if it had been made into a spencer.

Whats to-day? Monday, said his lordship, answering himself. Monday, he repeated; Monday  bubble-and-squeak, I guess  sooner its ready the better, for Im half-famished  didnt do half-justice to that nice breakfast at Springys. That nasty brown-booted buffer completely threw me off my feed. By the way, what became of the chestnut-booted animal?

Went home, replied Jack; fittest place for him.

Hope hell stay there, rejoined his lordship. No fear of his being at the roads to-morrow, is there? None, replied Jack. I told him it was quite an impossible distance from him, twenty miles at least.

Thats grand! exclaimed his lordship; thats grand! Then well have a rare, ding-dong hey  away pop. Therell be no end of those nasty, jealous, Puffington dogs out; and if we have half such a scent as we had to-day, well sew some of them up, well show em what hunting is. Now, he added, if youll go and get the bottle of port, Ill clean myself, and then well have dinner as quick as we can.


CHAPTER XXVIII

THE FAITHFUL GROOM

[image: img155.jpg]

WE LEFT OUR friend Mr. Sponge wending his way home moodily, after having lost his day at Larkhall Hill. Some of our readers will, perhaps, say, why didnt he clap on, and try to catch up the hounds at a check, or at all events rejoin them for an afternoon fox? Gentle reader! Mr. Sponge did not hunt on those terms; he was a front-rank or a nowhere man, and independently of catching hounds up being always a fatiguing and hazardous speculation, especially on a fine-scenting day, the exertion would have taken more out of his horse than would have been desirable for successful display in a second run. Mr. Sponge, therefore, determined to go home.

As he sauntered along, musing on the mishaps of the chase, wondering how Miss Jawleyford would look, and playing himself an occasional tune with his spur against his stirrup, who should come trotting behind him but Mr. Leather on the redoubtable chestnut? Mr. Sponge beckoned him alongside. The horse looked blooming and bright; his eye was clear and cheerful, and there was a sort of springy graceful action that looked like easy going.

One always fancies a horse most with another man on him. We see all his good points without feeling his imperfections  his trippings, or startings, or snatchings, or borings, or roughness of action, and Mr. Sponge proceeded to make a silent estimate of Multum in Parvos qualities as he trotted gently along on the grassy side of the somewhat wide road.

By Jove! its a pity but his lordship had seen him, thought Sponge, as the emulation of companionship made the horse gradually increase his pace, and steal forward with the lightest, freest action imaginable. If he was but all right, continued Sponge, with a shake of the head, he would be worth any money, for he has the strength of a dray-horse, with the symmetry and action of a racer.

Then Sponge thought he shouldnt have an opportunity of showing the horse till Thursday, for Jack had satisfied him that the next days meet was quite beyond distance from Jawleyford Court.

Its a bore, said he, rising in his stirrups, and tickling the piebald with his spurs, as if he were going to set-to for a race. He thought of having a trial of speed with the chestnut, up a slip of turf they were now approaching; but a sudden thought struck him, and he desisted. These horses have done nothing to-day, he said; why shouldnt I send the chestnut on for to-morrow?

Do you know where the cross-roads are? he asked his groom.

Cross-roads, cross-roads  what cross-roads? replied Leather.

Where the hounds meet to-morrow.

Oh, the cross-roads at Somethin Burn, rejoined Leather thoughtfully no, deed, I dont, he added. From all counts, they seem to be somewhere on the far side of the world.

That was not a very encouraging answer; and feeling it would require a good deal of persuasion to induce Mr. Leather to go in search of them without clothing and the necessary requirements for his horses, Mr. Sponge went trotting on, in hopes of seeing some place where he might get a sight of the map of the county. So they proceeded in silence, till a sudden turn of the road brought them to the spire and housetops of the little agricultural town of Barleyboll. It differed nothing from the ordinary run of small towns. It had a pond at one end, an inn in the middle, a church at one side, a fashionable milliner from London, a merchant tailor from the same place, and a hardware shop or two where they also sold treacle, Dartford gunpowder, pocket-handkerchiefs, sheep-nets, patent medicines, cheese, blacking, marbles, mole-traps, mens hats, and other miscellaneous articles. It was quite enough of a town, however, to raise a presumption that there would be a map of the county at the inn.

Well just put the horses up for a few minutes, I think, said Sponge, turning into the stable-yard at the end of the Red Lion Hotel and Posting House, adding, I want to write a letter, and perhaps, said he, looking at his watch, you may be wanting your dinner.

Having resigned his horse to his servant, Mr. Sponge walked in, receiving the marked attention usually paid to a red coat. Mine host left his bar, where he was engaged in the usual occupation of drinking with customers for the good of the house. A map of the county, of such liberal dimensions, was speedily produced, as would have terrified any one unaccustomed to distances and scales on which maps are laid down. For instance, Jawleyford Court, as the crow flies, was the same distance from the cross-roads at Dallington Burn as York was from London, in a map of England hanging beside it.

Its a goodish way, said Sponge, getting a lighter off the chimney-piece, and measuring the distances. From Jawleyford Court to Billingsborough Rise, say seven miles; from Billingsborough Rise to Downington Wharf, other seven; from Downington Wharf to Shapcot, which seems the nearest point, will be  say five or six, perhaps  nineteen or twenty in all. Well, thats my work, he observed, scratching his head, at least, my hacks; and from here, home, he continued, measuring away as he spoke, will be twelve or thirteen. Well, thats nothing, he said. Now for the horse, he continued, again applying the lighter in a different direction. From here to Hardington will be, say, eight miles; from Hardington to Bewley, other five; eight and five are thirteen; and there, I should say, he might sleep. That would leave ten or twelve miles for the morning; nothing for a hack hunter; specially such a horse as that, and one thats done nothing for I dont know how long.

Altogether, Mr. Sponge determined to try it, especially considering that if he didnt get Tuesday, there would be nothing till Thursday; and he was not the man to keep a hack hunter standing idle.

Accordingly he sought Mr. Leather, whom he found busily engaged in the servants apartment, with a cold round of beef and a foaming flagon of ale before him.

Leather, he said, in a tone of authority, Ill hunt to-morrow  ride the horse I should have ridden to-day.

Where at? asked Leather, diving his fork into a bottle of pickles, and fishing out an onion.

The cross-roads, replied Sponge.

The cross-roads be fifty miles from here! cried Leather.

Nonsense! rejoined Sponge; Ive just measured the distance. Its nothing of the sort.

How far do you make it, then? asked Leather, tucking in the beef.

Why, from here to Hardington is about six, and from Hardington to Bewley, four  ten in all, replied Sponge. You can stay at Bewley all night, and then it is but a few miles on in the morning.

And whativer am I to do for clothin? asked Leather, adding, Ive nothin with me  nothin nouther for oss nor man.

Oh, the ostlerll lend you what you want, replied Sponge, in a tone of determination, adding, you can make shift for one night surely?

One night surely! retorted Leather. Dye think an oss cant be ruined in one night?  humph!

Ill risk it, said Sponge.

But I wont, replied Leather, blowing the foam from the tankard, and taking a long swig at the ale. I thinks I knows my duty to my govnor better nor that, continued he, setting it down. Ill not see his waluable unters stowed away in pigsties  not I, indeed.

The fact was, Leather had an invitation to sup with the servants at Jawleyford Court that night, and he was not going to be done out of his engagement, especially as Mr. Sponge only allowed him two shillings a day for expenses wherever he was.
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MR. LEATHER AND SPONGE HAVE A DIFFERENCE OF OPINION

Well, youre a cool hand, anyhow, observed Mr. Sponge, quite taken by surprise.

Cool and, or not cool and, replied Leather, munching away, Ill do my duty to my master. Im not one o your coatless, characterless scamps wot ang about livery-stables ready to do anything theyre bid. No sir, no, he continued, pronging another onion; I have some regard for the hinterest o my master. Ill do my duty in the station o life in which Im placed, and wont be fraid to face no man. So saying, Mr. Leather cut himself a grand circumference of beef.

Mr. Sponge was taken aback, for he had never seen a conscientious livery-stable helper before, and did not believe in the existence of such articles. However, here was Mr. Leather assuming a virtue, whether he had it or not; and Mr. Sponge being in the mans power, of course durst not quarrel with him. It was clear that Leather would not go; and the question was, what should Mr. Sponge do? Why shouldnt I go myself? he thought, shutting his eyes, as if to keep his faculties free from outward distraction. He ran the thing quickly over in his mind. What Leather can do, I can do, he said, remembering that a groom never demeaned himself by working where there was an ostler. These things I have on will do quite well for to-morrow, at least among such rough-and-ready dogs as the Flat Hat men, who seem as if they had their clothes pitched on with a fork.

His mind was quickly made up, and calling for pen, ink, and paper, he wrote a hasty note to Jawleyford, explaining why he would not cast up till the morrow; he then got the chestnut out of the stable, and desiring the ostler to give the note to Leather, and tell him to go home with his hack, he just rode out of the yard without giving Leather the chance of saying nay. He then jogged on at a pace suitable to the accurate measurement of the distance.

The horse seemed to like having Sponges red coat on better than Leathers brown, and champed his bit, and stepped away quite gaily.

Confound it! exclaimed Sponge, laying the rein on its neck, and leaning forward to pat him; its a pity but you were always in this humour  youd be worth a mint of money if you were. He then resumed his seat in the saddle, and bethought him how he would show them the way on the morrow. If he doesnt beat every horse in the field, it shant be my fault, thought he; and thereupon he gave him the slightest possible touch with the spur, and the horse shot away up a strip of grass like an arrow.

By Jove, but you can go! said he, pulling up as the grass ran out upon the hard road.

Thus he reached the village of Hardington, which he quickly cleared, and took the well-defined road to Bewley  a road adorned with milestones and set out with a liberal horse-track at either side.

Day had closed ere our friend reached Bewley, but the children returning from school, and the country folks leaving their work, kept assuring him that he was on the right line, till the lights of the town, bursting upon him as he rounded the hill above, showed him the end of his journey.

The best stalls at the head inn  the Bulls Head  were all full, several trusty grooms having arrived with the usual head-stalls and rolls of clothing on their horses, denoting the object of their mission. Most of the horses had been in some hours, and were now standing well littered up with straw, while the grooms were in the tap talking over their masters, discussing the merits of their horses, or arguing whether Lord Scamperdale was mad or not. They had just come to the conclusion that his lordship was mad, but not incapable of taking care of his affairs, when the trampling of Sponges horses feet drew them out to see who was coming next. Sponges red coat at once told his tale, and procured him the usual attention.

Mr. Leathers fear of the want of clothing for the valuable hunter proved wholly groundless, for each groom having come with a plentiful supply for his own horse, all the inn stock was at the service of the stranger. The stable, to be sure, was not quite so good as might be desired, but it was warm and water-tight, and the corn was far from bad. Altogether, Mr. Sponge thought he would do very well, and, having seen to his horse, proceeded to choose between beef-steaks and mutton chops for his own entertainment, and with the aid of the old country paper and some very questionable port, he passed the evening in anticipation of the sports of the morrow.


CHAPTER XXIX

THE CROSS-ROADS AT DALLINGTON BURN
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WHEN HIS LORDSHIP and Jack mounted their hacks in the morning to go to the cross-roads at Dallington Burn, it was so dark that they could not see whether they were on bays or browns. It was a dull, murky day, with heavy spongy clouds overhead.

There had been a great deal of rain in the night, and the horses poached and squashed as they went. Our sportsmen, however, were prepared as well for what had fallen as for what might come; for they were encased in enormously thick boots, with baggy overalls, and coats and waistcoats of the stoutest and most abundant order. They had each a sack of a mackintosh strapped on to their saddle fronts. Thus they went blobbing and groping their way along, varying the monotony of the journey by an occasional spurt of muddy water up into their faces, or the more nerve-trying noise of a floundering stumble over a heap of stones by the roadside. The country people stared with astonishment as they passed, and the muggers and tinkers, who were withdrawing their horses from the farmers fields, stood trembling, lest they might be the pollis coming after them.

I think itll be a fine day, observed his lordship, after they had bumped for some time in silence without its getting much lighter. I think it will be a fine day, he said, taking his chin out of his great puddingy-spotted neckcloth, and turning his spectacled face up to the clouds.

The want of light is its chief fault, observed Jack, adding, its deuced dark!

Ah, itll get better of that, observed his lordship. Its not much after eight yet, he added, staring at his watch, and with difficulty making out that it was half-past. Days take off terribly about this time of year, he observed; Ive seen about Christmas when it has never been rightly light all day long.

They then floundered on again for some time further as before.

Shouldnt wonder if we have a large field, at length observed Jack, bringing his hack alongside his lordships.

Shouldnt wonder if Puff himself was to come  all over brooches and rings as usual, replied his lordship.

And Charley Slapp, Ill be bund to say, observed Jack. He a regular hanger-on of Puffs.

Ass, that Slapp, said his lordship; hate the sight of him!

So do I, replied Jack, adding, hate a hanger-on!

There are the hounds, said his lordship, as they now approached Culverton Dean, and a line of something white was discernible travelling the zig-zagging road on the opposite side.

Are they, think you? replied Jack, staring through his great spectacles; are they, think you? It looks to me more like a flock of sheep.

I believe youre right, said his lordship, staring too; indeed, I hear the dog. The hounds, however, cant be far ahead.

They then drew into single file to take the broken horse-track through the steep woody dean.

This is the longest sixteen miles I know, observed Jack, as they emerged from it, and overtook the sheep.

It is, replied his lordship, spurring his hack, who was now beginning to lag: the fact is, its eighteen, he continued; only if I was to tell Frosty it was eighteen, he would want to lay overnight, and that wouldnt do. Besides the trouble and inconvenience, it would spoil the best part of a five-pund note; and five-pund notes dont grow upon gooseberry-bushes  at least, not in my garden.

Rather scarce in all gardens just now, I think, observed Jack; at least, I never hear of anybody with one to spare.

Moneys like snow, said his lordship, a very meltable article; and talking of snow, he said, looking up at the heavy clouds, I wish we maynt be going to have some  I dont like the look of things overhead.

Heavy, replied Jack; heavy: however, its due about now.

Due or not due, said his lordship, its a thing one never wishes to come; anybody may have my share of snow that likes  frost too.

The road, or rather track, now passed over Blobbington Moor, and our friends had enough to do to keep their horses out of peat-holes and bogs, without indulging in conversation. At length they cleared the moor, and, pulling out a gap at the corner of the inclosures, cut across a few fields, and got on to the Stumpington turnpike.

The hounds are here, said Jack, after studying the muddy road for some time.

Theyll not be there long, replied his lordship, for Grabtintoll Gate isnt far ahead, and we dont waste our substance on pikes.

His lordship was right. The imprints soon diverged up a muddy lane on the right, and our sportsmen now got into a road so deep and bottomless as to put the idea of stones quite out of the question.

Hang the road! exclaimed his lordship, as his hack nearly came on his nose, hang the road! repeated he, adding, if Puff wasnt such an ass, I really think Id give him up the cross-road country.

Its bad to get at from us, observed Jack, who didnt like such trashing distances.

Ah! but its a rare good country when you get to it, replied his lordship, shortening his rein and spurring his steed.

The lane being at length cleared, the road became more practicable, passing over large pastures where a horseman could choose his own ground, instead of being bound by the narrow limits of the law. But though the road improved, the day did not; a thick fog coming drifting up from the south-east in aid of the general obscurity of the scene.

The days gettin wuss, observed Jack, snuffling and staring about.

Itll blow over, replied his lordship, who was not easily disheartened. Itll blow over, repeated he, adding, often rare scents such days as these. But we must put on, continued he, looking at his watch, for its half-past, and we are a mile or more off yet. So saying, he clapped spurs to his hack and shot away at a canter, followed by Jack at a long-drawn hammer and pincers trot.

A hunt is something like an Assize circuit, where certain great guns show everywhere, and smaller men drop in here and there, snatching a day or a brief, as the case may be. Sergeant Bluff and Sergeant Huff rustle and wrangle in every court, while Mr. Meeke and Mr. Sneeke enjoy their frights on the forensic arenas of their respective towns, on behalf of simple neighbours, who look upon them as thorough Solomons. So with hunts. Certain men who seem to have been sent into the world for the express purpose of hunting, arrive at every meet, far and near, with a punctuality that is truly surprising, and rarely associated with pleasure.

If you listen to their conversation, it is generally a dissertation on the previous days sport, with inquiries as to the nearest way to cover the next. Sometimes it is seasoned with censure of some other pack they have been seeing. These men are mounted and appointed in a manner that shows what a perfect profession hunting is with them. Of course, they come cantering to cover, lest any one should suppose they ride their horses on.

The Cross-roads was like two hunts or two circuits joining, for it generally drew the picked men from each, to say nothing of outriggers and chance customers. The regular attendants of either hunt were sufficiently distinguishable as well by the flat hats and baggy garments of the one, as by the dandified, Jemmy Jessamy air of the other. If a lord had not been at the head of the Flat Hats, the Puffington men would have considered them insufferable snobs. But to our day.

As usual, where hounds have to travel a long distance, the field were assembled before they arrived. Almost all the cantering gentlemen had cast up.

One cross-road meet being so much like another, it will not be worth while describing the one at Dallington Burn. The reader will have the kindness to imagine a couple of roads crossing an open common, with an armless sign-post on one side, and a rubble-stone bridge, with several of the coping-stones lying in the shallow stream below, on the other.

The country round about, if any country could have been seen, would have shown wild, open, and cheerless. Here a patch of wood, there a patch of heath, but its general aspect bare and unfruitful. The commanding outline of Beechwood Forest was not visible for the weather. Time now, let us suppose, half-past ten, with a full muster of horsemen and a fog making unwonted dulness of the scene  the old sign-pole being the most conspicuous object of the whole.

Hark! what a clamour there is about it. Its like a betting-post at Newmarket. How loud the people talk! Whats the news? Queen Anne dead, or is there another French Revolution, or a fixed duty on corn? Reader, Mr. Puffingtons hounds have had a run, and the Flat Hat men are disputing it.

Nothing of the sort! nothing of the sort! exclaims Fossick, I know every yard of the country, and you cant make more nor eight of it anyhow, if eight.

Well, but Ive measured it on the map, replied the speaker (Charley Slapp himself), and its thirteen, if its a yard.

Then the countrys grown bigger since my day, rejoins Fossick, for I was dropped at Stubgrove, which is within a mile of where you found, and Ive walked, and Ive ridden, and Ive driven every yard of the distance, and you cant make it more than eight, if its as much. Can you, Capon? exclaimed Fossick, appealing to another of the flat brims, whose luminous face now shone through the fog.

No, replied Capon, adding, not so much, I should say.

Just then up trotted Frostyface with the hounds.

Good morning, Frosty! good morning! exclaim half-a-dozen voices, that it would be difficult to appropriate from the denseness of the fog. Frosty and the whips make a general salute with their caps.

Well, Frosty, I suppose youve heard what a run we had yesterday? exclaims Charley Slapp, as soon as Frosty and the hounds are settled.

Had they, sir  had they? replies Frosty, with a slight touch of his cap and a sneer. Glad to hear it, sir  glad to hear it. Hope they killed, sir  hope they killed! with a still slighter touch of the cap.

Killed, aye!  killed in the open just below Crabstone Green, in your country, adding, It was one of your foxes, I believe.

Glad of it, sir  glad of it, sir, replies Frosty. They wanted blood sadly  they wanted blood sadly. Quite welcome to one of our foxes, sir  quite welcome. Thats a brace and a alf theyve killed.

Brace and a ha-r-r-f! drawls Slapp, in well-feigned disgust; brace and a ha-r-r-f!  why, it makes them ten brace, and six run to ground.

Oh, dont tell me, retorts Frosty, with a shake of disgust; dont tell me. I knows better  I knows better. Theyd only killed a brace since they began hunting up to yesterday. The rest were all cubs, poor things!  all cubs, poor things! Mr. Puffingtons hounds are not the sort of animals to kill foxes: nasty, skirtin, flashy, jealous divils; always starin about for holloas and assistance. Ill be d  d if Id give eighteenpence for the ole lot on em.

A loud guffaw from the Flat Hat men greeted this wholesale condemnation. The Puffington men looked unutterable things, and there is no saying what disagreeable comparisons might have been instituted (for the Puffingtonians mustered strong) had not his lordship and Jack cast up at the moment. Hats off and politeness was then the order of the day.

Mornin, said his lordship, with a snatch of his hat in return, as he pulled up and stared into the cloud-enveloped crowd; Mornin, Fyle; mornin, Fossick, he continued, as he distinguished those worthies, as much by their hats as anything else. Where are the horses? he said to Frostyface.

Just beyond there, my lord, replied the huntsman, pointing with his whip to where a cockaded servant was to-and-froing a couple of hunters  a brown and a chestnut.

Lets be doing, said his lordship, trotting up to them and throwing himself off his hack like a sack. Having divested himself of his muddy overalls, he mounted the brown, a splendid sixteen-hands horse in tip-top condition, and again made for the field in all the pride of masterly equestrianism. A momentary gleam of sunshine shot oer the scene; a jerk of the head acted as a signal to throw off, and away they all moved from the meet.

Thorneybush Gorse was a large eight-acre cover, formed partly of gorse and partly of stunted blackthorn, with here and there a sprinkling of Scotch firs. His lordship paid two pounds a year for it, having vainly tried to get it for thirty shillings, which was about the actual value of the land, but the proprietor claimed a little compensation for the trampling of horses about it; moreover, the Puffington men would have taken it at two pounds. It was a sure find, and the hounds dashed into it with a scent.

The field ranged themselves at the accustomed corner, both hunts full of their previous days run. Frostyfaces Yoicks, wind him! Yoicks, push him up! was drowned in a medley of voices.

A loud, clear, shrill TALLY-HO, AWAY! from the far side of the cover caused all tongues to stop, and all hands to drop on the reins. Great was the excitement! Each hunt was determined to take the shine out of the other.

Twang, twang, twang! Tweet, tweet, tweet! went his lordships and Frostyfaces horns, as they came bounding over the gorse to the spot, with the eager pack rushing at their horses heels. Then as the hounds crossed the line of scent, there was such an outburst of melody in cover, and such gathering of reins and thrusting on of hats outside! The hounds dashed out of cover as if somebody was kicking them. A man in scarlet was seen flying through the fog, producing the usual hold-hardings. Hold hard, sir! God bless you, hold hard, sir! with inquiries as to who the chap was that was going to catch the fox.

Its Lumpleg! exclaimed one of the Flat Hat men.

No, its not! roared a Puffingtonite; Lumplegs here.

Then its Charley Slapp; hes always doing it, rejoined the first speaker. Most jealous man in the world.

Is he! exclaimed Slapp, cantering past at his ease on a thoroughbred grey, as if he could well afford to dispense with a start.

Reader! it was neither Lumpleg nor Slapp, nor any of the Puffington snobs, or Flat Hat swells, or Puffington swells, or Flat Hat snobs. It was our old friend Sponge; Monsieur Tonson again! Having arrived late, he had posted himself, unseen, by the cover side, and the fox had broke close to him. Unfortunately, he had headed him back, and a pretty kettle of fish was the result. Not only had he headed him back, but the resolute chestnut, having taken it into his head to run away, had snatched the bit between his teeth; and carried him to the far side of a field ere Sponge managed to manœuvre him round on a very liberal semi-circle, and face the now flying sportsmen, who came hurrying on through the mist like a charge of yeomanry after a salute. All was excitement, hurry-scurry, and horse-hugging, with the usual spurring, elbowing, and exertion to get into places, Mr. Fossick considering he had as much right to be before Mr. Fyle as Mr. Fyle had to be before old Capon.

It apparently being all the same to the chestnut which way he went so long as he had his run, he now bore Sponge back as quickly as he had carried him away, and with yawning mouth, and head in the air, he dashed right at the coming horsemen, charging Lord Scamperdale full tilt as he was in the act of returning his horn to its case. Great was the collision! His lordship flew one way, his horse another, his hat a third, his whip a fourth, his spectacles a fifth; in fact, he was scattered all over. In an instant he lay the centre of a circle, kicking on his back like a lively turtle.

Oh! Im kilt! he roared, striking out as if he was swimming, or rather floating. Im kilt! he repeated. Hes broken my back  hes broken my legs  hes broken my ribs  hes broken my collar-bone  hes knocked my right eye into the heel of my left boot. Oh! will nobody catch him and kill him? Will nobody do for him? Will you see an English nobleman knocked about like a ninepin? added his lordship, scrambling up to go in pursuit of Mr. Sponge himself, exclaiming, as he stood shaking his fist at him, Rot ye, sir! hangins too good for ye! you should be condemned to hunt in Berwickshire the rest of your life!
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CHAPTER XXX

BOLTING THE BADGER
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WHEN A MAN and his horse differ seriously in public, and the man feels the horse has the best of it, it is wise for the man to appear to accommodate his views to those of the horse, rather than risk a defeat. It is best to let the horse go his way, and pretend it is yours. There is no secret so close as that between a rider and his horse.

Mr. Sponge, having scattered Lord Scamperdale in the summary way described in our last chapter, let the chestnut gallop away, consoling himself with the idea that even if the hounds did hunt, it would be impossible for him to show his horse to advantage on so dark and unfavourable a day. He, therefore, just let the beast gallop till he began to flag, and then he spurred him and made him gallop on his account. He thus took his change out of him, and arrived at Jawleyford Court a little after luncheon time.

Brief as had been his absence, things had undergone a great change. Certain dark hints respecting his ways and means had worked their way from the servants hall to my ladys chamber, and into the upper regions generally. These had been augmented by Leathers, the trusty grooms, overnight visit, in fulfilment of his engagement to sup with the servants. Nor was Mr. Leathers anger abated by the unceremonious way Mr. Sponge rode off with the horse, leaving him to hear of his departure from the ostler. Having broken faith with him, he considered it his duty to be upsides with him, and tell the servants all he knew about him. Accordingly he let out, in strict confidence of course, to Spigot, that so far from Mr. Sponge being a gentleman of fortin, as he called it, with a dozen or two hunters planted here and there, he was nothing but the hirer of a couple of hacks, with himself as a job-groom, by the week. Spigot, who was on the best of terms with the cook-housekeeper, and had his clothes washed on the sly in the laundry, could not do less than communicate the intelligence to her, from whom it went to the ladys-maid, and thence circulated in the upper regions.
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Juliana, the maid, finding Miss Amelia less indisposed to hear Mr. Sponge run down than she expected, proceeded to add her own observations to the information derived from Leather, the groom. Indeed, she couldnt say that she thought much of Mr. Sponge herself; his shirts were coarse, so were his pocket-handkerchiefs; and she never yet saw a real gent without a valet.

Amelia, without any positive intention of giving up Mr. Sponge, at least not until she saw further, had nevertheless got an idea that she was destined for a much higher sphere. Having duly considered all the circumstances of Mr. Spraggons visit to Jawleyford Court, conned over several mysterious coughs and half-finished sentences he had indulged in, she had about come to the conclusion that the real object of his mission was to negotiate a matrimonial alliance on behalf of Lord Scamperdale. His lordships constantly expressed intention of getting married was well calculated to mislead one whose experience of the world was not sufficiently great to know that those men who are always talking about it are the least likely to get married, just as men who are always talking about buying horses are the men who never do buy them. Be that, however, as it may, Amelia was tolerably easy about Mr. Sponge. If he had money she could take him; if he hadnt, she could let him alone.

Jawleyford, too, who was more hospitable at a distance, and in imagination than in reality, had had about enough of our friend. Indeed, a man whose talk was of hunting, and his reading Mogg was not likely to have much in common with a gentleman of taste and elegance, as our friend set up to be. The delicate inquiry that Mrs. Jawleyford now made, as to whether he knew Mr. Sponge to be a man of fortune, set him off at a tangent.

Me know hes a man of fortune! I know nothing of his fortune. You asked him here, not me, exclaimed Jawleyford, stamping furiously.

No, my dear, replied Mrs. Jawleyford mildly; he asked himself, you know; but I thought, perhaps, you might have said something that

Me say anything! interrupted Jawleyford. I never said anything  at least, nothing that any man with a particle of sense would think anything of, continued he, remembering the scene in the billiard-room. Its one thing to tell a man, if he comes your way, youll be glad to see him, and another to ask him to come bag and baggage, as this impudent Mr. Sponge has done, added he.

Certainly, replied Mrs. Jawleyford, who saw where the shoe was pinching her bear.

I wish he was off, observed Jawleyford, after a pause. He bothers me excessively  Ill try and get rid of him by saying we are going from home.

Where can you say we are going to? asked Mrs. Jawleyford.

Oh, anywhere, replied Jawleyford; he doesnt know the people about here: the Tewkesburys, the Woolertons, the Browns  anybody.

Before they had got any definite plan of proceeding arranged, Mr. Sponge returned from the chase. Ah, my dear sir! exclaimed Jawleyford, half-gaily, half-moodily, extending a couple of fingers as Sponge entered his study: we thought you had taken French leave of us, and were off.

Mr. Sponge asked if his groom had not delivered his note.

No, replied Jawleyford boldly, though he had it in his pocket; at least, not that Ive seen. Mrs. Jawleyford, perhaps, may have got it, added he.

Indeed! exclaimed Sponge; it was very idle of him. He then proceeded to detail to Jawleyford what the reader already knows, how he had lost his day at Larkhall Hill, and had tried to make up for it by going to the cross-roads. Ah! exclaimed Jawleyford, when he was done; thats a pity  great pity  monstrous pity  never knew anything so unlucky in my life.

Misfortunes will happen, replied Sponge, in a tone of unconcern.

Ah, it wasnt so much the loss of the hunt I was thinking of, replied Jawleyford, as the arrangements we have made in consequence of thinking you were gone.

What are they? asked Sponge.

Why, my Lord Barker, a great friend of ours  known him from a boy  just like brothers, in short  sent over this morning to ask us all there  shooting party, charades, that sort of thing  and we accepted.

But that need make no difference, replied Sponge; Ill go too.

Jawleyford was taken aback. He had not calculated upon so much coolness.

Well, stammered he, that might do, to be sure; but  if  Im not quite sure that I could take any one

But if youre as thick as you say, you can have no difficulty, replied our friend.

True, replied Jawleyford; but then we go a large party ourselves  two and twos four, said he, to say nothing of servants; besides, his lordship maynt have room  house will most likely be full.

Oh, a single man can always be put up; shake-down  anything does for him, replied Sponge. But you would lose your hunting, replied Jawleyford. Barkington Tower is quite out of Lord Scamperdales country.

That doesnt matter, replied Sponge, adding, I dont think Ill trouble his lordship much more. These Flat Hat gentlemen are not over and above civil, in my opinion.

Well, replied Jawleyford, nettled at this thwarting of his attempt, thats for your consideration. However, as youve come, Ill talk to Mrs. Jawleyford, and see if we can get off the Barkington expedition.

But dont get off on my account, replied Sponge. I can stay here quite well. I dare say youll not be away long.

This was worse still; it held out no hope of getting rid of him. Jawleyford therefore resolved to try and smoke and starve him out. When our friend went to dress, he found his old apartment, the state-room, put away, the heavy brocade curtains brown-hollanded, the jugs turned upside down, the bed stripped of its clothes and the looking-glass laid a-top of it.

The smirking housemaid, who was just rolling the fire-irons up in the hearth-rug, greeted him with a Please, sir, weve shifted you into the brown room, east, leading the way to the condemned cell that Jack had occupied, where a newly lit fire was puffing out dense clouds of brown smoke, obscuring even the gilt letters on the back of Moggs Cab Fares, as the little volume lay on the toilet-table.

Whats happened now? asked our friend of the maid, putting his arm round her waist, and giving her a hearty squeeze. Whats happened now, that youve put me into this dog-hole? asked he.

Oh! I dont know, replied she, laughing; I spose theyre afraid youll bring the old rotten curtains down in the other room with smokin. Masters a sad old wife, added she.

A great change had come over everything. The fare, the lights, the footmen, the everything, underwent grievous diminution. The lamps were extinguished, and the transparent wax gave way to Palmers composites, under the mild influence of whose unsearching light the young ladies sported their dashed dresses with impunity. Competition between them, indeed, was about an end. Amelia claimed Mr. Sponge, should he be worth having, and should the Scamperdale scheme fail; while Emily, having her mammas assurance that he would not do for either of them, resigned herself complacently to what she could not help.
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MR. SPONGE DEMANDING AN EXPLANATION

Mr. Sponge, on his part, saw that all things portended a close. He cared nothing about the old willow-pattern set usurping the place of the Jawleyford-armed china; but the contents of the dishes were bad, and the wine, if possible, worse. Most palpable Marsala did duty for sherry, and the corked port was again in requisition. Jawleyford was no longer the brisk, cheery-hearted Jawleyford of Laverick Wells, but a crusty, fidgety, fire-stirring sort of fellow, desperately given to his Morning Post.

Worst of all, when Mr. Sponge retired to his den to smoke a cigar and study his dear cab fares, he was so suffocated with smoke that he was obliged to put out the fire, notwithstanding the weather was cold, indeed inclining to frost. He lit his cigar notwithstanding; and, as he indulged in it, he ran all the circumstances of his situation through his mind. His pressing invitation  his magnificent reception  the attention of the ladies  and now the sudden change everything had taken. He couldnt make it out, somehow; but the consequences were plain enough. The fellows a humbug, at length said he, throwing the cigar-end away, and turning into bed, when the information Watson the keeper gave him on arriving recurred to his mind, and he was satisfied that Jawleyford was a humbug. It was clear Mr. Sponge had made a mistake in coming; the best thing he could do now was to back out, and see if the fair Amelia would take it to heart. In the midst of his cogitations Mr. Puffingtons pressing invitation occurred to his mind, and it appeared to be the very thing for him, affording him an immediate asylum within reach of the fair lady, should she be likely to die.

Next day he wrote to volunteer a visit.

Mr. Puffington, who was still in ignorance of our friends real character, and still believed him to be a second Nimrod out on a tour, was overjoyed at his letter; and, strange to relate, the same post that brought his answer jumping at the proposal, brought a letter from Lord Scamperdale to Jawleyford, saying that, as soon as Jawleyford was quite alone (scored under) he would like to pay him a visit. His lordship, we should inform the reader, notwithstanding his recent mishap, still held out against Jack Spraggons recommendation to get rid of Mr. Sponge by buying his horses, and he determined to try this experiment first. His lordship thought at one time of entering into an explanation, telling Mr. Jawleyford the damage Sponge had done him, and the nuisance he was entailing upon him by harbouring him; but not being a great scholar, and several hard words turning up that his lordship could not well clear in the spelling, he just confined himself to a laconic, which, as it turned out, was a most fortunate course. Indeed, he had another difficulty besides the spelling, for the hounds having as usual had a great run after Mr. Sponge had floored him  knocked his right eye into the heel of his left boot, as he said  in the course of which run his lordships horse had rolled over him on a road, he was like the railway people  unable to distinguish between capital and income  unable to say which were Sponges bangs and which his own; so, like a hard cricket-ball sort of a man as he was, he just pocketed all, and wrote as we have described.

His lordships and Mr. Puffingtons letters diffused joy into a house that seemed likely to be distracted with trouble.

So then endeth our thirtieth chapter, and a very pleasant ending it is, for we leave everyone in perfect good humour and spirits, Sponge pleased at having got a fresh billet, Jawleyford delighted at the coming of the lord, and each fair lady practising in private how to sign her Christian name in conjunction with Scamperdale.


CHAPTER XXXI

MR. PUFFINGTON; OR THE YOUNG MAN ABOUT TOWN
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MR. PUFFINGTON TOOK the Mangeysterne, now the Hanby hounds, because he thought they would give him consequence. Not that he was particularly deficient in that article; but being a new man in the county, he thought that taking them would make him popular, and give him standing. He had no natural inclination for hunting, but seeing friends who had no taste for the turf take upon themselves the responsibility of stewardships, he saw no reason why he should not make a similar sacrifice at the shrine of Diana. Indeed, Puff was not bred for a sportsman. His father, a most estimable man, and one with whom we have spent many a convivial evening, was a great starch-maker at Stepney; and his mother was the daughter of an eminent Worcestershire stone-china maker. Save such ludicrous hunts as they might have seen on their brown jugs, we do not believe either of them had any acquaintance whatever with the chase. Old Puffington was, however, what a wise heir esteems a great deal more  an excellent man of business, and amassed mountains of money. To see his establishment at Stepney, one would think the whole world was going to be starched. Enormous dock-tailed dray-horses emerged with ponderous waggons heaped up to the very skies, while others would come rumbling in, laden with wheat, potatoes, and other starch-making ingredients. Puffingtons blue roans were well known about town, and were considered the handsomest horses of the day; quite equal to Barclay and Perkins piebalds.

Old Puffington was not like a sportsman. He was a little, soft, rosy, roundabout man, with stiff resolute legs that did not look as if they could be bent to a saddle. He was great, however, in a gig, and slouched like a sack.

Mrs. Puffington, née Smith, was a tall handsome woman, who thought a good deal of herself. When she and her spouse married, they lived close to the manufactory, in a sweet little villa replete with every elegance and convenience  a pond, which they called a lake  laburnums without end; a yew, clipped into a dock-tailed waggon-horse; standing for three horses and gigs, with an acre and half of land for a cow.

Old Puffington, however, being unable to keep those dearest documents of the British merchant, his balance-sheets, to himself, and Mrs. Puffington finding a considerable sum going to the good every year, insisted, on the birth of their only child, our friend, upon migrating to the west, as she called it, and at one bold stroke they established themselves in Heathcote Street, Mecklenburgh Square. Novelists had not then written this part down as Mesopotamia, and it was quite as genteel as Harley or Wimpole Street are now. Their chief object then was to increase their wealth and make their only son a gentleman. They sent him to Eton, and in due time to Christ Church, where, of course, he established a red coat to persecute Sir Thomas Mostyns and the Duke of Beauforts hounds, much to the annoyance of their respective huntsmen, Stephen Goodall and Philip Payne, and the aggravation of poor old Griff. Lloyd.

What between the field and college, young Puffington made the acquaintance of several very dashing young sparks  Lord Firebrand, Lord Mudlark, Lord Deuceace, Sir Harry Blueun, and others, whom he always spoke of as Deuceace, Blueun, etc., in the easy style that marks the perfect gentleman. How proud the old people were of him! How they would sit listening to him, flashing, and telling how Deuceace and he floored a Charley, or Blueun and he pitched a snob out of the boxes into the pit. This was in the old Tom-and-Jerry days, when fisticuffs were the fashion. One evening, after he had indulged us with a more than usual dose, and was leaving the room to dress for an eight oclock dinner at Longs, Buzzer! exclaimed the old man, clutching our arm, as the tears started to his eyes, Buzzer! thats an amaazin instance of a poplar man! And certainly, if a large acquaintance is a criterion of popularity, young Puffington, as he was then called, had his fair share. He once did us the honour  an honour we shall never forget  of walking down Bond Street with us, in the spring-tide of fashion, of a glorious summers day, when you could not cross Conduit Street under a lapse of a quarter of an hour, and carriages seemed to have come to an interminable lock at the Piccadilly end of the street. In those days great people went about like great people, in handsome hammer-clothed, arms-emblazoned coaches, with plethoric three-corner-hatted coachmen, and gigantic, lace-bedizened, quivering-calved Johnnies, instead of rumbling along like apothecaries in pill-boxes, with a handle inside to let themselves out. Young men, too, dressed as if they were dressed  as if they were got up with some care and attention  instead of wearing the loose, careless, flowing, sack-like garments they do now.

We remember the day as if it were but yesterday; Puffington overtook us in Oxford Street, where we were taking our usual sauntering stare into the shop windows, and instead of shirking or slipping behind our back, he actually ran his arm up to the hilt in ours, and turned us into the middle of the flags, with an Ah, Buzzer, old boy, what are you doing in this debauched part of the town? Come along with me, and Ill show you Life!

So saying he linked arms, and pursuing our course at a proper kill-time sort of pace, we were at length brought up at the end of Vere Street, along which there was a regular rush of carriages, cutting away as if they were going to a fire instead of to a finery shop.

Many were the smiles, and bows, and nods, and finger kisses, and bright eyes, and sweet glances, that the fair flyers shot at our friend as they darted past. We were lost in astonishment at the sight. Verily, said we, but the old man was right. This is an amaazin instance of a poplar man.

Young Puffington was then in the heyday of youth, about one-and-twenty or so, fair-haired, fresh-complexioned, slim, and standing, with the aid of high-heeled boots, little under six feet high. He had taken after his mother, not after old Tom Trodgers, as they called his papa. At length we crossed over Oxford Street, and taking the shady side of Bond Street, were quickly among the real swells of the world  men who crawled along as if life was a perfect burden to them  men with eye-glasses fixed and tasselled canes in their hands, scarcely less ponderous than those borne by the footmen. Great Heavens! but they were tight, and smart, and shiny; and Puffington was just as tight, and smart, and shiny as any of them. He was as much in his element here as he appeared to be out of it in Oxford Street. It might be prejudice, or want of penetration on our part, but we thought he looked as high-bred as any of them. They all seemed to know each other, and the nodding, and winking, and jerking, began as soon as we got across. Puff kindly acted as cicerone, or we should not have been aware of the consequence we were encountering.

Well, Jemmy! exclaimed a debauched-looking youth to our friend, how are you?  breakfasted yet?

Going to, replied Puffington, whom they called Jemmy because his name was Tommy.

That, said he, in an undertone, is a capital fellow  Lord Legbail, eldest son of the Marquis of Loosefish  will be Lord Loosefish. We were at the Finish together till six this morning  such fun!  bonneted a Charley, stole his rattle, and broke an early breakfast-mans stall all to shivers. Just then up came a broad-brimmed hat, above a confused mass of greatcoats and coloured shawls.

Holloa, Jack! exclaimed Mr. Puffington, laying hold of a mother-of-pearl button nearly as large as a tart-plate, not off yet?

Just going, replied Jack, with a touch of his hat, as he rolled on, adding, want aught down the road?

What coachman is that? asked we.

Coachman! replied Puff, with a snort. Thats Jack Linchpin  Honourable Jack Linchpin  son of Lord Splinterbars  best gentleman coachman in England.

So Puffington sauntered along, good morninging Sir Harrys and Sir Jameses, and Lord Johns and Lord Toms, till, seeing a batch of irreproachable dandies flattening their noses against the windows of the Sailors Old Club, in whose eyes, he perhaps thought, our city coat and country gaiters would not find much favour, he gave us a hasty parting squeeze of the arm and bolted into Longs just as a mountainous hackney-coach was rumbling between us and them.

But to the old man. Time rolled on, and at length old Puffington paid the debt of nature  the only debt, by the way, that he was slow in discharging  and our friend found himself in possession, not only of the starch manufactory, but of a very great accumulation of consols  so great that, though starch is as inoffensive a thing as a man can well deal in, a thing that never obtrudes itself, or, indeed appears in a shop unless it is asked for  notwithstanding all this, and though it was bringing him in lots of money, our friend determined to cut the shop and be done with trade altogether.

Accordingly, he sold the premises and good-will, with all the stock of potatoes and wheat, to the foreman, old Soapsuds, at something below what they were really worth, rather than make any row in the way of advertising; and the name of Soapsuds, Brothers & Co. reigns on the blue-and-whitey-brown parcel-ends, where formerly that of Puffington stood supreme.

It is a melancholy fact, which those best acquainted with London society can vouch for, that her swells are a very ephemeral race. Take the last five-and-twenty years  say from the days of the Golden Ball and Pea-green Hayne down to those of Molly C  l and Mr. D-l-f-ld  and see what a succession of joyous  no, not joyous, but rattling, careless, dashing, sixty-percenting youths we have had.

And where are they all now? Some dead, some at Boulogne-sur-Mer, some in Denman Lodge, some perhaps undergoing the polite attentions of Mr. Commissioner Phillips, or figuring in Mr. Hemps periodical publication of gentlemen who are wanted.

In speaking of swells, of course we are not alluding to men with reference to their clothes alone, but to men whose dashing, and perhaps eccentric, exteriors are but indicative of their general system of extravagance. The man who rests his claims to distinction solely on his clothes will very soon find himself in want of society. Many things contribute to thin the ranks of our swells. Many, as we said before, outrun the constable. Some get fat, some get married, some get tired, and a few get wiser. There is, however, always a fine pushing crop coming on. A man like Puffington, who starts a dandy (in contradistinction to a swell), and adheres steadily to clothes  talking eternally of the cuts of coats or the ties of cravats  up to the sober age of forty, must be always falling back on the rising generation for society.

Puffington was not what the old ladies call a profligate young man. On the contrary, he was naturally a nice, steady young man; and only indulged in the vagaries we have described because they were indulged in by the high-born and gay.

Tom and Jerry had a great deal to answer for in the way of leading soft-headed young men astray; and old Puffington having had the misfortune to christen our friend Thomas, of course his companions dubbed him Corinthian Tom; by which name he has been known ever since.

A man of such undoubted wealth could not be otherwise than a great favourite with the fair, and innumerable were the invitations that poured into his chambers in the Albany  dinner parties, evening parties, balls, concerts, boxes for the opera; and as each succeeding season drew to a close, invitations to those last efforts of the desperate, boating and whitebait parties.

Corinthian Tom went to them all  at least, to as many as he could manage  always dressing in the most exemplary way, as though he had been asked to show his fine clothes instead of to make love to the ladies. Manifold were the hopes and expectations that he raised. Puff could not understand that, though it is all very well to be an amaazin instance of a poplar man with the men, that the same sort of thing does not do with the ladies.

We have heard that there were six mammas, bowling about in their barouches, at the close of his second season, innuendoing, nodding, and hinting to their friends, that, &c., when there wasnt one of their daughters who had penetrated the rhinoceros-like hide of his own conceit. The consequence was that all these ladies, all their daughters, all the relations and connexions of this life, thought it incumbent upon them to blow our friend Puff  proclaim how infamously he had behaved  all because he had danced three supper dances with one girl, brought another a fine bouquet from Covent Garden, walked a third away from her party at a picnic at Erith, begged the mamma of a fourth to take her to a Woolwich ball, sent a fifth a ticket for a Toxophilite meeting, and dangled about the carriage of the sixth at a review at the Scrubbs. Poor Puff never thought of being more than an amaazin instance of a poplar man!

Not that the ladies denunciations did the Corinthian any harm at first  old ladies know each other better than that; and each new mamma had no doubt but Mrs. Depecarde or Mrs. Mainchance, as the case might be, had been deceiving herself was always doing so, indeed; her ugly girls were not likely to attract any one  certainly not such an elegant man as Corinthian Tom.

But as season after season passed away, and the Corinthian still played the old game  still went the old rounds  the dinner and ball invitations gradually dwindled away, till he became a mere stop-gap at the one, and a landing-place appendage at the other.
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MR. PUFFINGTON, FROM THE ORIGINAL PICTURE


CHAPTER XXXII

THE MAN OF P-R-O-R-PERTY
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AND NOW BEHOLD Mr. Puffington, fat, fair, and rather more than forty  Puffington, no longer the light limber lad who patronized us in Bond Street, but Puffington a plump, portly sort of personage, filling his smart clothes uncommonly full. Men no longer hailing him heartily from bay windows, or greeting him cheerily in short but familiar terms, but bowing ceremoniously as they passed with their wives, or perhaps turning down streets or into shops to avoid him. What is the last rose of summer to do under such circumstances? What, indeed, but retire into the country? A man may shine there long after he is voted a bore in town, provided none of his old friends are there to proclaim him. Country people are tolerant of twaddle, and slow of finding things out for themselves. Puff now turned his attention to the country, or rather to the advertisements of estates for sale, and immortal George Robins soon fitted him with one of his earthly paradises; a mansion replete with every modern elegance, luxury, and convenience, situated in the heart of the most lovely scenery in the world, with eight hundred acres of land of the finest quality, capable of growing forty bushels of wheat after turnips. In addition to the estate there was a lordship or reputed lordship to shoot over, a river to fish in, a pack of fox-hounds to hunt with, and the advertisements gave a sly hint as to the possibility of the property influencing the representation of the neighbouring borough of Swillingford, if not of returning the member itself.

This was Hanby House, and though the description undoubtedly partook of Georges usual high-flown couleur-de-rose style, the manor being only a manor provided the owner sacrificed his interest in Swillingford by driving off its poachers, and the river being only a river when the tiny Swill was swollen into one, still Hanby House was a very nice attractive sort of place, and seen in the rich foliage of its summer dress, with all its roses and flowering shrubs in full blow, the description was not so wide of the mark as Robinss descriptions usually were. Puff bought it, and became what he called a man of p-r-o-r-perty. To be sure, after he got possession he found that it was only an acre here and there that would grow forty bushels of wheat after turnips, and that there was a good deal more to do at the house than he expected, the furniture of the late occupants having hidden many defects, added to which they had walked off with almost everything they could wrench down, under the name of fixtures; indeed, there was not a peg to hang up his hat when he entered. This, however, was nothing, and Puff very soon made it into one of the most perfect bachelor residences that ever was seen. Not but that it was a family house, with good nurseries and offices of every description; but Puff used to take a sort of wicked pleasure in telling the ladies who came trooping over with their daughters, pretending they thought he was from home, and wishing to see the elegant furniture, that there was nothing in the nurseries, which he was going to convert into billiard and smoking-rooms. This, and a few similar sallies, earned our friend the reputation of a wit in the country.

There was great rush of gentlemen to call upon him; many of the mammas seemed to think that first come would be first served, and sent their husbands over before he was fairly squatted. Various and contradictory were the accounts they brought home. Men are so stupid at seeing and remembering things. Old Mr. Muddle came back bemused with sherry, declaring that he thought Mr. Puffington was as old as he was (sixty-two), while Mrs. Mousetrap thought he wasnt more than thirty at the outside. She described him as painfully handsome. Mr. Slowan couldnt tell whether the drawing-room furniture was chintz, or damask, or what it was; indeed, he wasnt sure that he was in the drawing-room at all; while Mr. Gapes insisted that the carpet was a Turkey carpet, whereas it was a royal cut pile. It might be that the smartness and freshness of everything confused the bucolic minds, little accustomed to wholesale grandeur.

Mr. Puffington quite eclipsed all the old country families with their company rooms and put-away furniture. Then, when he began to grind about the country in his lofty mail-phaeton, with a pair of spanking, high-stepping bays, and a couple of arm-folded, lolling grooms, shedding his cards in return for their calls, there was such a talk, such a commotion, as had never been known before. Then, indeed, he was appreciated at his true worth.
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AN AMA-A-ZIN POPLAR MAN

Mr. Puffington was here the other day, said Mrs. Smirk to Mrs. Smooth, in the well-known great-deal-more-meant-than-said style. Oh such a charming man! Such ease! such manners! such knowledge of high life! Puff had been at his old tricks. He had resuscitated Lord Legbail, now Earl of Loosefish; imported Sir Harry Blueun from somewhere near Geneva, whither he had retired on marrying his mistress; and resuscitated Lord Mudlark, who had broken his neck many years before from his tandem in Piccadilly. Whatever was said, Puff always had a duplicate or illustration involving a nobleman. The great names might be rather far-fetched at times, to be sure, but when people are inclined to be pleased they dont keep putting that and that together to see how they fit, and whether they come naturally or are lugged in neck and heels. Puffs talk was very telling.

One great man to a house is the usual country allowance, and many are not very long in letting out who theirs are; but Puffington seemed to have the whole peerage, baronetage, and knightage at command. Old Mrs. Slyboots, indeed, thought that he must be connected with the peerage some way; his mother, perhaps, had been the daughter of a peer, and she gave herself an infinity of trouble in hunting through the matches  with what success it is not necessary to say. The old ladies unanimously agreed that he was a most agreeable, interesting young man; and though the young ones did pretend to run him down among themselves, calling him ugly, and so on, it was only in the vain hope of dissuading each other from thinking of him.

Mr. Puffington still stuck to the amaazin poplar man character; a character that is not so convenient to support in the country as it is in town. The borough of Swillingford, as we have already intimated, was not the best conducted borough in the world; indeed, when we say that the principal trade of the place was poaching, our country readers will be able to form a very accurate opinion on that head. When Puff took possession of Hanby there was a fair show of pheasants about the house, and a good sprinkling of hares and partridges over the estate and manor generally; but refusing to prosecute the first poachers that were caught, the rest took the hint, and cleared everything off in a week, dividing the plunder among them. They also burnt his river and bagged his fine Dorking fowls, and all these feats being accomplished with impunity, they turned their attention to his fat sheep.

Poacher is only a mild term for thief.

Puff was a perfect milch-cow in the way of generosity. He gave to everything and everybody, and did not seem to be acquainted with any smaller sum than a five-pound note; a five-pound note to replace Giles Jolters cart-horse (that used to carry his own game for the poachers to the poulterers at Plunderstone)  five pounds to buy Dame Doubletongue another pig, though she had only just given three pounds for the one that died  five pounds towards the fire at farmer Scratchleys, though it had taken place two years before Puff came into the country, and Scratchley had been living upon it ever since  and sundry other five pounds to other equally deserving and amiable people. He put his name down for fifty to the Mangeysterne hounds without ever being asked; which reminds us that we ought to be directing our attention to that noble establishment.

It is hard to have to go behind the scenes of an ill-supported hunt, and we will be as brief and tender with the cripples as we can. The Mangeysterne hounds wanted that great ingredient of prosperity, a large nest-egg subscriber, to whom all others could be tributary  paying or not as might be convenient. The consequence was they were always up the spout. They were neither a scratch pack nor a regular pack, but something betwixt and between. They were hunted by a saddler, who found his own horses, and sometimes he had a whip and sometimes he hadnt. The establishment died as often as old Mantalini himself. Every season that came to a close was proclaimed to be their last, but somehow or other they always managed to scramble into existence on the approach of another. It is a way, indeed, that delicate packs have of recruiting their finances. Nevertheless, the Mangeysternes did look very like coming to an end about the time that Mr. Puffington bought Hanby House. The saddler huntsman had failed; John Doe had taken one of his screws, and Richard Roe the other, and anybody might have the hounds that liked: Puffington then turned up.

Great was the joy diffused throughout the Mangeysterne country when it transpired, through the medium of his valet, Louis Bergamotte, that his lor had beaucoup habit rouge in his wardrobe. Not only habit rouge, but habit blue and buff, that he used to sport with Old Beaufort and the Badminton Hunt  coats that he certainly had no chance of ever getting into again, but still which he kept as memorials of the past  souvenirs of the days when he was young and slim. The bottle-conjurer could just as soon have got into his quart bottle as Puff could into the Beaufort coat at the time of which we are writing. The intelligence of their existence was quickly followed by the aforesaid fifty-pound cheque. A meeting of the Mangeysterne hunt was called at the sign of the Thirsty Freeman in Swillingford  Sir Charles Figgs, Knight  a large-promising but badly paying subscriber  in the chair, when it was proposed and carried unanimously that Mr. Puffington was eminently qualified for the mastership of the hunt, and that it be offered to him accordingly. Puff bit. He recalled his early exploits with Mostyn and old Beaufort, and resolved that the hunt had taken a right view of his abilities. In coming to this decision he, perhaps, was not altogether uninfluenced by a plausible subscription list, which seemed about equal to the ordinary expenses, supposing that any reliance could be placed on the figures and calculations of Sir Charles. All those, however, who have had anything to do with subscription lists  and in these days of universal testimonializing who has not?  well know that pounds upon paper and pounds in the pocket are very different things. Above all Puff felt that he was a new man in the country, and that taking the hounds would give him weight.

The Mangeysterne dogs then began to look up; Mr. Puffington took to them in earnest; bought a Beckford, and shortened his military stirrups to a hunting seat.


CHAPTER XXXIII

A SWELL HUNTSMAN
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ONE EVENING THE rattle of Puffs pole-chains brought, in addition to the usual rush of shirt-sleeved helpers, an extremely smart, dapper little man, who might be either a jockey or a gentleman, or both, or neither. He was a clean-shaved, close-trimmed, spruce little fellow; remarkably natty about the legs  indeed, all over. His close-napped hat was carefully brushed, and what little hair appeared below its slightly curved brim was of the pepper-and-salt mixture of  say, fifty years. His face, though somewhat wrinkled and weather-beaten, was bright and healthy; and there was a twinkle about his little grey eyes that spoke of quickness and watchful observation. Altogether, he was a very quick-looking little man  a sort of man that would know what you were going to say before you had well broke ground. He wore no gills; and his neatly tied starcher had a white ground with small black spots, about the size of currants. The slight interregnum between it and his step-collared striped vest (blue stripe on a canary-coloured ground) showed three golden foxes heads, acting as studs to his well-washed, neatly plaited shirt; while a sort of careless turn back of the right cuff showed similar ornaments at his wrists. His single-breasted, cutaway coat was Oxford mixture, with a thin cord binding, and very natty light kerseymere mother-o-pearl buttoned breeches, met a pair of bright, beautifully fitting, rose-tinted tops, that wrinkled most elegantly down to the Jersey-patterned spur. He was a remarkably well got up little man, and looked the horseman all over.

As he emerged from the stable, where he had been mastering the ins and outs of the establishment, learning what was allowed and what was not, what had not been found fault with and, therefore, might be presumed upon, and so on, he carried the smart dogskin leather glove of one hand in the other, while the foxs head of a massive silver-mounted jockey-whip peered from under his arm. On a ring round the foxs neck was the following inscription: FROM JACK BRAGG TO HIS COUSIN DICK.

Mr. Puffington having drawn up his mail-phaeton, and thrown the ribbons to the active grooms at the horses heads in the true coaching style, proceeded to descend from his throne, and had reached the ground ere he was aware of the presence of a stranger. Seeing him then, he made the sort of half-obeisance of a man that does not know whether he is addressing a gentleman or a servant, or, maybe, a scamp, going about with a prospectus. Puff had been bit in the matter of some maps in London, and was wary, as all people ought to be, of these birds.

The stranger came sidling up with a half-bow, half-touch of the hat, drawling out:

Sceuuse me, sir sceuuse me, sir, with another half-bow and another half-touch of the hat. Im Mister Bragg, sir  Mister Richard Bragg, sir; of whom you have most likely heard.

Bragg  Richard Bragg, repeated our friend, thoughtfully, while he scanned the mans features, and ran his sporting acquaintance through his minds eye.

Bragg, Bragg, repeated he, without hitting him off.

I was huntsman, sir, to my Lord Reynard, sir, observed the stranger, with a touch of the hat to each sir. Thought praps you might have known his ludship, sir. Before him, sir, I held office, sir, under the Duke of Downeybird, sir, of Downeybird Castle, sir, in Downeybirdshire, sir.

Indeed! replied Mr. Puffington, with a half-bow and a smile of politeness.

Hearing, sir, you had taken these Mangeysterne dogs, sir, continued the stranger, with rather a significant emphasis on the word dogs hearing, sir, you had taken these Mangeysterne dogs, sir, it occurred to me that possibly I might be useful to you, sir, in your new calling, sir; and if you were of the same opinion, sir, why, sir, I should be glad to negotiate a connexion, sir.

Hem!  hem!  hem! coughed Mr. Puffington. In the way of a huntsman do you mean? afraid to talk of servitude to so fine a gentleman.

Just so, said Mr. Bragg, with a chuck of his head, just so. The fact is, though Im used to the grass countries, sir, and could go to the Marquis of Maneylies, sir, to-morrow, sir, I should prefer a quiet place in a somewhat inferior country, sir, to a five-days-a-week one in the best. Five and six days a week, sir, is a terrible tax, sir, on the constitution, sir; and though, sir, Im thankful to say, sir, Ive pretty good ealth, sir, yet, sir, you know, sir, it dont do, sir, to take too great liberties with oneself, sir; Mr. Bragg sawing away at his hat as he spoke, measuring off a touch, as it were, to each sir, the action becoming quick towards the end.

Why, to tell you the truth, said Puff, looking rather sheepish, to tell you the truth  I intended  I thought at least of  of  of  hunting them myself.

Ah! thats another pair of shoes altogether, as we say in France, replied Bragg, with a low bow and a copious round of the hand to the hat. Thats another pair of shoes altogether, repeated he, tapping his boot with his whip.

Why, I thought of it, rejoined Puff, not feeling quite sure whether he could or not.

Well, said Mr. Bragg, drawing on his dogskin glove as if to be off.

My friend Swellcove does it, observed Puff.

True, replied Bragg, true; but my Lord Swellcove is one of a thousand. See how many have failed for one that has succeeded. Why, even my Lord Scamperdale was bliged to give it up, and no man rides harder than my Lord Scamperdale  always goes as if he had a spare neck in his pocket. But he couldnt unt a pack of ounds. Your genlmen untsmen are all very well on fine scentin days when everything goes smoothly and well, and the ounds are tied to their fox, as it were; but see them in difficulties  a failing scent, ounds pressed upon by the field, fox chased by a dog, storm in the air, big brook to get over to make a cast. Oh, sir, sir, it makes even me, with all my acknowledged science and experience, shudder to think of the ordeal one undergoes!

Indeed, exclaimed Mr. Puffington, staring, and beginning to think it mightnt be quite so easy as it looked.

I dont wish, sir, to dissuade you, sir, from the attempt, sir, continued Mr. Bragg; far from it, sir  for he, sir, who never makes an effort, sir, never risks a failure, sir, and in great attempts, sir, tis glorious to fail, sir; Mr. Bragg sawing away at his hat as he spoke, and then sticking the fox-head handle of his whip under his chin.

Puff stood mute for some seconds.

My Lord Scamperdale, continued Mr. Bragg, scrutinizing our friend attentively, was as likely a man, sir, as ever I seed, sir, to make an untsman, for he had a deal of ret (rat) ketchin cunnin about him, and, as I said before, didnt care one dim for his neck, but a more signal disastrous failure was never recognized. It was quite lamentable to witness his proceeding.

How? asked Mr. Puffington.

How, sir? repeated Mr. Bragg; why, sir, in all wayses. He had no dog language, to begin with  he had little idea of making a cast  no science, no judgement, no manner  no nothin  Im dimd if ever I seed sich a mess as he made.

Puff looked unutterable things.

He never did no good, in fact, till I fit him with Frostyface. I taught Frosty, continued Mr. Bragg. He whipped in to me when I unted the Duke of Downeybirds ounds  nice, cute, civil chap he was  of all my pupils  and Ive made some first-rate untsmen, Im dimd if I dont think Frostyface does me about as much credit as any on em. Ah, sir, continued Mr. Bragg, with a shake of his head, take my word for it, sir, theres nothin like a professional. S-c-e-u-s-e me, sir, added he, with a low bow and a sort of military salute of his hat; but dim all genlmen untsmen, say I.

Mr. Bragg had talked himself into several good places. Lord Reynards and the Duke of Downeybirds among others. He had never been able to keep any beyond his third season, his sauce or his science being always greater than the sport he showed. Still he kept up appearances, and was nothing daunted, it being a maxim of his that as one door closed another opened.

Mr. Puffingtons was the door that now opened for him.

What greater humiliation can a free-born Briton be subjected to than paying a man eighty or a hundred pounds a year, and finding him house, coals, and candles, and perhaps a cow, to be his master?

Such was the case with poor Mr. Puffington, and such, we grieve to say, is the case with nine-tenths of the men who keep hounds; with all, indeed, save those who can hunt themselves, or who are blest with an aspiring whip, ready to step into the huntsmans boots if he seems inclined to put them off in the field. How many portly butlers are kept in subjection by having a footman ready to supplant them. Of all cards in the servitude pack, however, the huntsmans is the most difficult one to play. A man may say, Im dimd if I wont clean my own boots or my own horse, before Ill put up with such a fellows impudence; but when it comes to hunting his own hounds, it is quite another pair of shoes, as Mr. Bragg would say.

Mr. Bragg regularly took possession of poor Puff; as regularly as a policeman takes possession of a prisoner. The reader knows the sort of feeling one has when a lawyer, a doctor, an architect, or any one whom we have called in to assist, takes the initiative, and treats one as a nonentity, pooh-poohing all ones pet ideas, and upsetting all ones well-considered arrangements.

Bragg soon saw he had a greenhorn to deal with, and treated Puff accordingly. If a perfect servant is only to be got out of the establishments of the great, Mr. Bragg might be looked upon as a paragon of perfection, and now combined in his own person all the bad practices of all the places he had been in. Having accepted Mr. Puffingtons situation, as the elegant phraseology of servitude goes, he considered that Mr. Puffington had nothing more to do with the hounds, and that any interference in his department was a piece of impertinence. Puffington felt like a man who has bought a good horse, but which he finds on riding is rather more of a horse than he likes. He had no doubt that Bragg was a good man, but he thought he was rather more of a gentleman than he required. On the other hand, Mr. Braggs opinion of his master may be gleaned from the following letter which he wrote to his successor, Mr. Brick, at Lord Reynards:

HANBY HOUSE, SWILLINGFORD.

DEAR BRICK,

If your old man is done daffling with your draft, I should like to have the pick of it. Im with one Mr. Puffington, a city gent. His father was a great confectioner in the Poultry, just by the Mansion House, and made his money out of Lord Mares. I shall only stay with him till I can get myself suited in the rank of life in which I have been accustomed to move; but in the meantime I consider it necessary for my own credit to do things as they should be. You know my sort of hound; good shoulders, deep chests, strong loins, straight legs, round feet, with plenty of bone all over. I hate a weedy animal; a small hound, light of bone, is only fit to hunt a kat in a kitchen.

I shall also want a couple of whips  not fellows like waiters from Crawleys hotel, but light, active men, not boys. Ill have nothin to do with boys; every boy requires a man to look arter him. No; a couple of short, light, active men  say from five-and-twenty to thirty, with bow-legs and good cheery voices, as nearly of the same make as you can find them. I shall not give them large wage, you know; but they will have opportunities of improving themselves under me, and qualifying themselves for high places. But mind, they must be steady  Ill keep no unsteady servants; the first act of drunkenness, with me, is the last.

I shall also want a second horseman; and here I wouldnt mind a mute boy who could keep his elbows down and never touch the curb; but he must be bred in the line; a huntsmans second horseman is a critical article, and the sporting world must not be put in mourning for Dick Bragg. The lad will have to clean my boots, and wait at table when I have company  yourself, for instance.

This is only a poor, rough, ungentlemanly sort of shire, as far as I have seen it; and however they got on with the things I found that they called hounds I cant for the life of me imagine. I understand they went stringing over the country like a flock of wild geese. However, I have rectified that in a manner by knocking all the fast uns and slow uns on the head; and I shall require at least twenty couple before I can take the field. In your official report of what your old file puts back, youll have the kindness to cobble us up good long pedigrees, and carry half of them at least back to the Beaufort Justice. My man has got a crochet into his head about that hound, and Im dimmed if he doesnt think half the hounds in England are descended from the Beaufort Justice. These hounds are at present called the Mangeysternes, a very proper title, I should say, from all Ive seen and heard. That, however, must be changed; and we must have a button struck, instead of the plain pewter plates the men have been in the habit of hunting in.

As to horses, Im sure I dont know what we are to do in that line. Our pastrycook seems to think that a hunter, like one of his pas pies, can be made and baked in a day. He talks of going over to Rowdedow Fair, and picking some up himself; but I should say a gentleman demeans himself sadly who interferes with the just prerogative of the groom. It has never been allowed I know in any place I have lived; nor do I think servants do justice to themselves or their order who submit to it. Howsomever the crittur has what Mr. Cobden would call the raw material for sport  that is to say, plenty of money  and I must see and apply it in such a way as will produce it. Ill do the thing as it should be, or not at all.

I hope your good lady is well  also all the little Bricks. I purpose making a little tower of some of the best kennels as soon as the drafts are arranged, and will spend a day or two with you, and see how you get on without me. Dear Brick,

Yours to the far end,

RICHARD BRAGG.

To benjamin brick, Esq.,

Huntsman to the Right Hon. the Earl of Reynard,

Turkeypout Park.

P.S.  I hope your old man keeps a cleaner tongue in his head than he did when I was premier. I always say there was a good bargeman spoiled when they made him a lord.

R.B.


CHAPTER XXXIV

THE BEAUFORT JUSTICE
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THERE IS NOTHING more indicative of real fine people than the easy indifferent sort of way they take leave of their friends. They never seem to care a farthing for parting.

Our friend Jawleyford was quite a man of fashion in this respect. He saw Sponges preparations for departure with an unconcerned air, and a sorry youre going, was all that accompanied an imitation shake, or rather touch of the hand, on leaving. There was no I hope we shall see you again soon, or Pray look in if you are passing our way, or Now that youve found your way here we hope youll not be long in being back, or any of those blarneyments that fools take for earnest and wise men for nothing. Jawleyford had been bit once, and he was not going to give Mr. Sponge a second chance. Amelia too, we are sorry to say, did not seem particularly distressed, though she gave him just as much of a sweet look as he squeezed her hand, as said, Now, if you should be a man of money, and my Lord Scamperdale does not make me my lady, you may, &c.

There is an old saying, that it is well to be off with the old love before one is on with the new, and Amelia thought it was well to be on with the new love before she was off with the old. Sponge, therefore, was to be in abeyance.

We mentioned the delight infused into Jawleyford Court by the receipt of Lord Scamperdales letter, volunteering a visit, nor was his lordship less gratified at hearing in reply that Mr. Sponge was on the eve of departure, leaving the coast clear for his reception. His lordship was not only delighted at getting rid of his horror, but at proving the superiority of his judgement over that of Jack, who had always stoutly maintained that the only way to get rid of Mr. Sponge was by buying his horses.

Well, thats good, said his lordship, as he read the letter; thats good, repeated he, with a hearty slap of his thigh. Jaws not such a bad chap after all; worse chaps in the world than Jaw. And his lordship worked away at the point till he very nearly got him up to be a good chap.

They say it never rains but it pours, and letters seldom come singly; at least, if they do they are quickly followed by others.

As Jack and his lordship were discussing their gin, after a repast of cow-heel and batter-pudding, Baggs entered with the old brown weather-bleached letter-bag, containing a county paper, the second-hand copy of Bells Life, that his lordship and Frostyface took in between them, and a very natty thick cream-laid paper note.

That must be from a woman, observed Jack, squinting ardently at the writing, as his lordship inspected the fine seal.

Not far wrong, replied his lordship. From a bitch of a fellow, at all events, said he, reading the words Hanby House in the wax.

What can old Puffey be wanting now? inquired Jack.

Some bother about hounds, most likely, replied his lordship, breaking the seal, adding, the things always amusing itself with playing at sportsman. Hang his impudence! exclaimed his lordship, as he opened the note.

Whats happened now? asked Jack.

How dye think he begins? asked his lordship, looking at his friend.

Cant tell, Im sure, said Jack, squinting his eyes inside out.

Dear Scamp! exclaimed his lordship, throwing out his arms.

Dear Scamp! repeated Jack in astonishment. It must be a mistake. It must be dear Frost, not dear Scamp.

Dear Scamp is the word, replied his lordship, again applying himself to the letter. Dear Scamp, repeated he, with a snort, adding, the impudent button-maker! Ill dear Scamp him! Dear Scamp, our friend Sponge! Bo-o-y the powers, just fancy that! exclaimed his lordship, throwing himself back in his chair, as if thoroughly overcome with disgust. Our friend Sponge! the man who nearly knocked me into the middle of the week after next  the man who, first and last, has broken every bone in my skin  the man who I hate the sight of, and detest afresh every time I see  the bomination of all bominations; and then to call him our friend Sponge! Our friend Sponge, continued his lordship, reading, is coming on a visit of inspection to my hounds, and I should be glad if you would meet him.

Shouldnt wonder! exclaimed Jack.

Meet him! snapped his lordship; Id go ten miles to avoid him.

Glad if you would meet him, repeated his lordship, returning to the letter, and reading as follows: If you bring a couple of nags or so we can put them up, and you may get a wrinkle or two from Bragg. A wrinkle or two from Bragg! exclaimed his lordship, dropping the letter and rolling in his chair with laughter. A wrinkle or two from Bragg!  he  he  he  he! The idea of a wrinkle or two from Bragg!  haw  haw  haw  haw!

That beats cockfightin, observed Jack, squinting frightfully.

Doesnt it? replied his lordship. The man whos so brimful of science that he doesnt kill above three brace of foxes in a season.

Which Puff calls thirty, observed Jack.

Th-i-r-ty! exclaimed his lordship, adding, Ill lay hell not kill thirty in ten years.

His lordship then picked the letter from the floor, and resumed where he had left off.

I expect you will meet Tom Washball, Lumpleg, and Charley Slapp.

A very pretty party, observed Jack, adding, Wouldnt be seen goin to a bull-bait with any on em.

Nor I, replied his lordship.

Birds of a feather, observed Jack.

Just so, said his lordship, resuming his reading.

I think I have a hound that may be useful to you The devil you have! exclaimed his lordship, grinding his teeth with disgust. Useful to me, you confounded haberdasher!  you havnt a hound in your pack that Id take. I think I have a hound that may be useful to you repeated his lordship.

A Beaufort Justice one, for a guinea! interrupted Jack, adding, He got the name into his head at Oxford, and has been harping upon it ever since.

I think I have a hound that may be useful to you resumed his lordship, for the third time. It is Old Merriman, a remarkably stout, true line hunting hound; but who is getting slow for me Slow for you, you beggar! exclaimed his lordship; I should have thought nothin short of a wooden un would have been too slow for you. Hes a six-season hunter, and is by Fitzwilliams Singwell out of his Darling. Singwell was by the Rutland Rallywood out of Tavistocks Rhapsody. Rallywood was by Old Lonsdales Old Lonsdales!  the snob! sneered Lord ScamperdaleOld Lonsdales Palafox, out of Ansons Ansons!  curse the fellow, again muttered his lordshipout of Ansons Madrigal. Darling was by old Graftons Bolivar, out of Blowzy. Bolivar was by the Brocklesby; thats Yarboroughs Thats Yarboroughs! sneered his lordship, as if one didnt know that as well as him by the Brocklesby; thats Yarboroughs Marmion out of Petres Matchless; and Marmion was by that undeniable hound, the the  what? asked his lordship.

Beaufort Justice, to be sure! replied Jack.

The Beaufort Justice! read his lordship, with due emphasis.

Hurrah! exclaimed Jack, waving the dirty, egg-stained, mustardy copy of Bells Life over his head. Hurrah! I told you so.

But hark to Justice! exclaimed his lordship, resuming his reading. Ive always been a great admirer of the Beaufort Justice blood

No doubt, said Jack; its the only blood you know.

It was in great repute in the Badminton country in old Beauforts time, with whom I hunted a great deal many years ago, Im sorry to say. The late Mr. Warde, who, of course, was very justly partial to his own sort, had never any objection to breeding from this Beaufort Justice. He was of Lord Egremonts blood, by the New Forest Justice; Justice by Mr. Gilberts Jasper; and Jasper bred by Egremont Oh, the hosier! exclaimed his lordship; hell be the death of me.

Is that all? asked Jack, as his lordship seemed lost in meditation.

All?  no! replied he, starting up, adding, heres something about you.

Me! exclaimed Jack.

If Mr. Spraggon is with you, and you like to bring him, I can manage to put him up too, read his lordship. What think you of that? asked his lordship, turning to our friend, who was now squinting his eyes inside out with anger.

Think of it! retorted Jack, kicking out his legs think of it!  why, I think hes a dimd impittant feller, as Bragg would say.

So he is, replied his lordship; treating my friend Jack so.

Ive a good mind to go, observed Jack, after a pause, thinking he might punish Puff, and try to do a little business with Sponge. Ive a good mind to go, repeated he; just by way of paying Master Puff off. Hes a consequential jackass, and wants taking down a peg or two.

I think you may as well go and do it, replied his lordship, after thinking the matter over; I think you may as well go and do it. Not that hell be good to take the conceit out of, but you may vex him a bit; and also learn something of the movements of his friend Sponge. If he sarves Puff out as hes sarved me, continued his lordship, rubbing his ribs with his elbows, hell very soon have enough of him.

Well, said Jack, I really think it will be worth doing. Ive never been at the beggars shop, and they say he lives well.

Well, aye! exclaimed his lordship; fat o the land  dare say that man has fish and soup every day.

And wax-candles to read by, most likely, observed Jack, squinting at the dim mutton-fats that Baggs now brought in.

Not so grand as that, observed his lordship, doubting whether any man could be guilty of such extravagance; composites, praps.

It being decided that Jack should answer Mr. Puffingtons invitation as well and saucily as he could, and a sheet of very inferior paper being at length discovered in the sideboard drawer, our friends forthwith proceeded to concoct it. Jack having at length got all square, and the black-ink lines introduced below, dipped his pen in the little stone ink-bottle, and, squinting up at his lordship, said:

How shall I begin?

Begin? replied he. Begin  oh, lets see  begin  begin, Dear Puff, to be sure.

Thatll do, said Jack, writing away.

(Dear Puff! sneered our friend, when he read it; the idea of a fellow like that writing to a man of my p-r-o-r-perty that way.)

Say Scamp, continued his lordship, dictating again, is engaged, but Ill be with you at feeding-time.

(Scamps engaged, read Puffington, with a contemptuous curl of the lip, Scamps engaged: I like the impudence of a fellow like that calling noblemen nicknames.)

The letter concluded by advising Puffington to stick to the Beaufort Justice blood, for there was nothing in the world like it. And now, having got both our friends booked for visits, we must yield precedence to the nobleman, and accompany him to Jawleyford Court.
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LORD SCAMPERDALE AS HE APPEARED IN HIS SWELL CLOTHES


CHAPTER XXXV

LORD SCAMPERDALE AT JAWLEYFORD COURT
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ALTHOUGH WE HAVE hitherto depicted Lord Scamperdale either in his great uncouth hunting-clothes or in the flare-up red and yellow Stunner tartan, it must not be supposed that he had not fine clothes when he chose to wear them, only he wanted to save them, as he said, to be married in. That he had fine ones, indeed, was evident from the rig-out he lent Jack when that worthy went to Jawleyford Court, and, in addition to those which were of the evening order, he had an uncommonly smart Stultz frock-coat, with a velvet collar, facings, and cuffs, and a silk lining. Though so rough and ready among the men, he was quite the dandy among the ladies, and was as anxious about his appearance as a girl of sixteen. He got himself clipped and trimmed, and shaved with the greatest care, curving his whiskers high on to the cheekbones, leaving a great breadth of bare fallow below.

Baggs the butler was despatched betimes to Jawleyford Court with the dog-cart freighted with clothes, driven by a groom to attend to the horses, while his lordship mounted his galloping grey hack towards noon, and dashed through the country like a comet. The people, who were only accustomed to see him in his short, country-cut hunting-coats, baggy breeches, and shapeless boots, could hardly recognize the frock-coated, fancy-vested, military-trousered swell, as Lord Scamperdale. Even Titus Grabbington, the superintendent of police, declared that he wouldnt have known him but for his hat and specs. The latter, we need hardly say, were the silver ones  the pair that he would not let Jack have when he went to Jawleyford Court. So his lordship went capering and careering along, avoiding, of course, all the turnpike-gates, of which he had a mortal aversion.

Jawleyford Court was in full dress to receive him  everything was full fig. Spigot appeared in buckled shorts and black silk stockings; while vases of evergreens and winter flowers mounted sentry on passage tables and landing-places. Everything bespoke the elegant presence of the fair.

To the credit of Dame Fortune let us record that everything went smoothly and well. Even the kitchen fire behaved as it ought. Neither did Lord Scamperdale arrive before he was wanted, a very common custom with people unused to public visiting. He cast up just when he was wanted. His ring of the door-bell acted like the little tinkling bell at a theatre, sending all parties to their places, for the curtain to rise.

Spigot and his two footmen answered the summons, while his lordships groom rushed out of a side-door, with his mouth full of cold meat, to take his hack.

Having given his flat hat to Spigot, his whip-stick to one footman, and his gloves to the other, he proceeded to the family tableau in the drawing-room.

Though his lordship lived so much by himself he was neither gauche nor stupid when he went into society. Unlike Mr. Spraggon, he had a tremendous determination of words to the mouth, and went best pace with his tongue instead of coughing and hemming, and stammering and stuttering  wishing himself well out of it, as the saying is. His seclusion only seemed to sharpen his faculties and make him enjoy society more. He gushed forth like a pent-up fountain. He was not a bit afraid of the ladies  rather the contrary; indeed, he would make love to them all  all that were good-looking, at least, for he always candidly said that he wouldnt have anything to do with the ugly uns. If anything, he was rather too vehement, and talked to the ladies in such an earnest, interested sort of way, as made even bystanders think there was something in it, whereas, in point of fact, it was mere manner.

He began as soon as ever he got to Jawleyford Court  at least, as soon as he had paid his respects all round and got himself partially thawed at the fire; for the cold had struck through his person, his fine clothes being a poor substitute for his thick double-milled red coat, blankety waistcoat, and Jersey shirt.

There are some good-natured, well-meaning people in this world who think that fox-hunters can talk of nothing but hunting, and who put themselves to very serious inconvenience in endeavouring to get up a little conversation for them. We knew a bulky old boy of this sort, who invariably, after the cloth was drawn, and he had given each leg a kick out to see if they were on, commenced with, Well, I suppose, Mr. Harkington has a fine set of dogs this season? A fine set of dogs this season! What an observation! How on earth could any one hope to drive a conversation on the subject with such a commencement?

Some ladies are equally obliging in this respect. They can stoop to almost any subject that they think will procure them husbands. Music!  if a man is fond of music, they will sing themselves into his good graces in no time. Painting!  oh, they adore painting  though in general they dont profess to be great hands at it themselves. Balls, boating, archery, racing  all these they can take a lively interest in; or, if occasion requires, can go on the serious tack and hunt a parson with penny subscriptions for a clothing-club or soup-kitchen.

Fox-hunting!  we do not know that fox-hunting is so safe a speculation for young ladies as any of the foregoing. There are many pros and cons in the matter of the chase. A man may think  especially in these hard times, with wheat below forty, as Mr. Springwheat would say  that it will be as much as he can do to mount himself. Again, he may not think a lady looks any better for running down with perspiration, and being daubed with mud. Above all, if he belongs to the worshipful company of Craners, he may not like for his wife to be seen beating him across country.

Still, there are many ways that young ladies may insinuate themselves into the good graces of sportsmen without following them into the hunting-field. Talking about their horses, above all admiring them, taking an interest in their sport, seeing that they have nice papers of sandwiches to take out with them, or recommending them to be bled when they come home with dirty faces after falls.

Miss Amelia Jawleyford, who was most elegantly attired in a sea-green silk dress with large imitation pearl buttons, claiming the usual privilege of seniority of birth, very soon led the charge against Lord Scamperdale.

Oh, what a lovely horse that is you were riding, observed she, as his lordship kept stooping with both his little red fists close into the bars of the grate.

Isnt it! exclaimed he, rubbing his hands heartily together. Isnt it! repeated he, adding, thats what I call a clipper.

Why do you call it so? asked she.

Oh, I dont mean that clipper is its name, replied he; indeed, we call her Cherry Bounce in the stable  but shes what they call a clipper  a good un to go, you know, continued he, staring at the fair speaker through his great, formidable spectacles.

We believe there is nothing frightens a woman so much as staring at her through spectacles. A barrister in barnacles is a far more formidable cross-examiner than one without. But, to his lordships back.

Will he eat bread out of your hand? asked Amelia, adding, I should so like a horse that would eat bread out of my hand.

Oh yes; or cheese either, replied his lordship, who was a bit of a wag, and as likely to try a horse with one as the other.

Oh, how delightful! what a charming horse! exclaimed Amelia, turning her fine eyes up to the ceiling.

Are you fond of horses? asked his lordship, smacking one hand against the other, making a noise like the report of a pistol.

Oh, so fond! exclaimed Amelia, with a start; for she hadnt got through her favourite, and, as she thought, most attractive attitude.

Well, now, thats nice, said his lordship, giving his other hand a similar bang, adding, I like a woman thats fond of horses.

Then Melia and youll gree nicely, observed Mrs. Jawleyford, who was always ready to give a helping hand to her own daughters, at least.

I dont doubt it! replied his lordship, with emphasis, and a third bang of his hand, louder if possible than before. And do you like horses? asked his lordship, darting sharply round on Emily, who had been yielding, or rather submitting, to the precedence of her sister.

Oh yes; and hounds, too! replied she eagerly.

And hounds, too! exclaimed his lordship, with a start, and another hearty bang of the fist, adding, well, now, I like a woman that likes hounds.

Amelia frowned at the unhandsome march her sister had stolen upon her. Just then in came Jawleyford, much to the annoyance of all parties. A host should never show before the dressing-bell rings.

When that glad sound was at length heard, the ladies, as usual, immediately withdrew; and of course the first thing Amelia did when she got to her room was to run to the glass to see how she had been looking: when, grievous to relate, she found an angry hot spot in the act of breaking out on her nose.

What a distressing situation for a young lady, especially one with a spectacled suitor. Oh, dear! she thought, as she eyed it in the glass, it will look like Vesuvius itself through his formidable inquisitors. Worst of all, it was on the side she would have next him at dinner, should he choose to sit with his back to the fire. However, there was no help for it, and the maid kindly assuring her, as she worked away at her hair, that it would never be seen, she ceased to watch it, and turned her attention to her toilette. The fine, new broad-lace flounced, light-blue satin dress  a dress so much like a ball dress as to be only appreciable as a dinner one by female eyes  was again in requisition; while her fine arms were encircled with chains and armlets of various brilliance and devices. Thus attired, with a parting inspection of the spot, she swept downstairs, with as smart a bouquet as the season would afford. As luck would have it, she encountered his lordship himself wandering about the passage in search of the drawing-room, of whose door he had not made a sufficient observation on leaving. He too, was uncommonly smart, with the identical dress-coat Mr. Spraggon wore, a white waistcoat with turquoise buttons, a lace-frilled shirt, and a most extensive once-round Joinville. He had been eminently successful in accomplishing a tie that would almost rival the sticks farmers put upon truant geese to prevent their getting through gaps or under gates.

Well, Miss Amelia having come to his lordships assistance, and eased him of his candle, now showed him into the drawing-room; and his hands being disengaged, like a true Englishman, he must be doing, and accordingly he commenced an attack on her bouquet.

Thats a fine nosegay! exclaimed he, staring and rubbing his snub nose into the midst of it.

Let me give you a piece, replied Amelia, proceeding to detach some of the best.

Do, replied his lordship, banging one hand against the other, adding, Ill wear it next my heart of hearts.

In sidled Miss Emily just as his lordship was adjusting it in his button-hole, and the inconstant man immediately chopped over to her.

Well, now, that is a beautiful nosegay! exclaimed he, turning upon her in precisely the same way, with a bang of the hand and a dive of his nose into Emilys.

She did not offer him any, and his lordship continued his attentions to her until Mrs. Jawleyford entered.

Dinner was presently announced; but his lordship, instead of choosing to sit with his back to the fire, took the single chair opposite, which gave him a commanding view of the young ladies. He did not, however, take any advantage of his position during the repast, neither did he talk much, his maxim being to let his meat stop his mouth. The preponderance of his observations, perhaps, were addressed to Amelia, though a watchful observer might have seen that the spectacles were oftener turned upon Emily. Up to the withdrawal of the cloth, however, there was no perceptible advantage on either side.
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As his lordship settled to the sweets, at which he was a great hand at dessert, Amelia essayed to try her influence with the popular subject of a ball. I wish the members of your hunt would give us a ball, my lord, observed she.

Ah, hay, hum  ball, replied he, ladling up the syrup of some preserved peaches that he had been eating; ball, ball, ball. No place to give it  no place to give it, repeated he.

Oh, give it in the town-hall, or the long room at the Angel, replied she.

Town-hall  long room at the Angel  Angel at the long room of the town-hall  oh, certainly, certainly, certainly, muttered he, scraping away at the contents of his plate.

Then thats a bargain, mind, observed Amelia significantly.

Bargain, bargain, bargain  certainly, replied he; and Ill lead off with you, or youll lead off with me  whichever way it is  meanwhile, Ill trouble you for a piece of that gingerbread.

Having supplied him with a most liberal slice, she resumed the subject of the ball.

Then well fix it so, observed she.

Oh, fix it so, certainly  certainly fix it so, replied his lordship, filling his mouth full of gingerbread.

Suppose we have it on the day of the races? continued Amelia.

Couldnt be better, replied his lordship; couldnt be better, repeated he, eyeing her intently through his formidable specs.

His lordship was quite in the assenting humour, and would have agreed to anything  anything short of lending one a five-pound note.

Amelia was charmed with her success. Despite the spot on her nose, she felt she was winning.

His lordship sat like a target, shot at by all, but making the most of his time, both in the way of eating and staring between questions.

At length the ladies withdrew, and his lordship having waddled to the door to assist their egress, now availed himself of Jawleyfords invitation to occupy an arm-chair during the enjoyment of his Wintle.

Whether it was the excellence of the beverage, or that his lordship was unaccustomed to wine-drinking, or that Jawleyfords conversation was unusually agreeable, we know not, but the summons to tea and coffee was disregarded, and when at length they did make their appearance, his lordship was what the ladies call rather elevated, and talked thicker than there was any occasion for. He was very voluble at first  told all how Sponge had knocked him about, how he detested him, and wouldnt allow him to come to the hunt ball, &c.; but he gradually died out, and at last fell asleep beside Mrs. Jawleyford on the sofa, with his little legs crossed, and a half-emptied coffee-cup in his hand, which Mr. Jawleyford and she kept anxiously watching, expecting the contents to be over the fine satin furniture every moment.

In this pleasant position they remained till he awoke himself with a hearty snore, and turned the coffee over on to the carpet. Fortunately there was little damage done, and, it being nearly twelve oclock, his lordship waddled off to bed.

Amelia, when she came to think matters over in the retirement of her own room, was well satisfied with the progress she had made. She thought she only wanted opportunity to capture him. Though she was most anxious for a good night in order that she might appear to advantage in the morning, sleep forsook her eyelids, and she lay awake long thinking what she would do when she was my lady  how she would warm Woodmansterne, and what a dashing equipage she would keep. At length she dropped off, just as she thought she was getting into her well-appointed chariot, showing a becoming portion of her elegantly turned ankles.

In the morning she attired herself in her new light blue satin robe, corsage Albanaise, with a sort of three-quarter sleeves, and muslin under ones  something, we believe, out of the last book of fashion. She also had her hair uncommonly well arranged, and sported a pair of clean primrose-coloured gloves. Now for victory, said she, as she took a parting glance at herself in general, and the hot spot in particular.

Judge of her disgust on meeting her mamma on the staircase at learning that his lordship had got up at six oclock, and had gone to meet his hounds on the other side of the county. That Baggs had boiled his oatmeal porridge in his bedroom, and his lordship had eaten it as he was dressing.

It may be asked, what was the maid about not to tell her.

The fact is, that ladies-maids are only numb hands in all that relates to hunting, and though Juliana knew that his lordship was up, she thought he had gone to have his hunt before breakfast, just as the young gentlemen in the last place she lived in used to go and have a bathe.
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Baggs, we may add, was a married man, and Juliana and he had not had much conversation.


CHAPTER XXXVI

MR. BRAGGS KENNEL MANAGEMENT
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THE READER WILL now have the kindness to consider that Mr. Puffington has undergone his swell huntsman, Dick Bragg, for three whole years, during which time it was difficult to say whether his winters service or his summers impudence was most oppressive. Either way, Mr. Puffington had had enough both of him and the honours of hound-keeping. Mr. Bragg was not a judicious tyrant. He lorded it too much over Mr. Puffington; was too fond of showing himself off, and exposing his masters ignorance before the servants, and field. A stranger would have thought that Mr. Bragg, and not Mr. Puff, as Bragg called him, kept the hounds. Mr. Puffington took it pretty quietly at first, Bragg inundating him with what they did at the Duke of Downeybirds, Lord Reynards, and the other great places in which he had lived, till he almost made Puff believe that such treatment was a necessary consequence of hound-keeping. Moreover, the cost was heavy, and the promised subscriptions were almost wholly imaginary; even if they had been paid, they would not have covered a quarter of the expense Mr. Bragg ran him to; and worst of all, there was an increasing instead of a diminishing expenditure. Trust a servant for keeping things up to the mark.

All things, however, have an end, and Mr. Bragg began to get to the end of Mr. Puffs patience. As Puff got older he got fonder of his five-pound notes, and began to scrutinize bills and ask questions; to be, as Mr. Bragg said, very little of the gentleman; Bragg, however, being quite one of your make-hay-while-the-sun-shines sort, and knowing too well the style of man to calculate on a lengthened duration of office, just put on the steam of extravagance, and seemed inclined to try how much he could spend for his master. His bills for draft hounds were enormous; he was continually chopping and changing his horses, often almost without consulting his master; he had a perfect museum of saddles and bridles, in which every invention and variety of bit was exhibited; and he had paid as much as twenty pounds to different valets and grooms for invaluable recipes for cleaning leather breeches and gloves. Altogether, Bragg overdid the thing; and when Mr. Puffington, in the solitude of a winters day, took pen, ink, and paper, and drew out a balance sheet, he found that on the average of six brace of foxes to the season, they had cost him about three hundred pounds a head killing. It was true that Bragg always returned five or six and twenty brace; but that was as between Bragg and the public, as between Bragg and his master the smaller figure was the amount.

Mr. Puffington had had enough of it, and he now thought if he could get Mr. Sponge (who he still believed to be a sporting author on his travels) to immortalize him, he might retire into privacy, and talk of when I kept hounds, when I hunted the country, when I was master of hounds I did this, and I did that, and fuss, and be important as we often see ex-masters of hounds when they go out with other packs. It was this erroneous impression with regard to Mr. Sponge that took our friend to the meet of Lord Scamperdales hounds at Scrambleford Green, when he gave Mr. Sponge a general invitation to visit him before he left the country, an invitation that was as acceptable to Mr. Sponge on his expulsion from Jawleyford Court, as it was agreeable to Mr. Puffington  by opening a route by which he might escape from the penalty of hound-keeping, and the persecution of his huntsman.

The reader will therefore now have the kindness to consider Mr. Puffington in receipt of Mr. Sponges note, volunteering a visit.

With gay and cheerful steps our friend hurried off to the kennel, to communicate the intelligence to Mr. Bragg of an intended honour that he inwardly hoped would have the effect of extinguishing that great sporting luminary.

Arriving at the kennel, he learned from the old feeder, Jack Horsehide, who, as usual, was sluicing the flags with water, though the weather was wet, that Mr. Bragg was in the house (a house that had been the stewards in the days of the former owner of Hanby House). Thither Mr. Puffington proceeded; and the front door being open he entered, and made for the little parlour on the right. Opening the door without knocking, what should he find but the swell huntsman, Mr. Bragg, full fig, in his cap, best scarlet and leathers, astride a saddle-stand, sitting for his portrait!

O, dim it! exclaimed Bragg, clasping the front of the stand as if it was a horse, and throwing himself off, an operation that had the effect of bringing the new saddle on which he was seated bang on the floor. O, sc-e-e-use me, sir, seeing it was his master, I thought it was my servant; this, sir, continued he, blushing and looking as foolish as men do when caught getting their hair curled or sitting for their portraits, this, sir, is my friend, Mr. Ruddle, the painter, sir  yes, sir  very talented young man, sir  asked me to sit for my portrait, sir  is going to publish a series of portraits of all the best huntsmen in England, sir.

And masters of hounds, interposed Mr. Ruddle, casting a sheeps eye at Mr. Puffington.
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And masters of hounds, sir, repeated Mr. Bragg; yes, sir, and masters of hounds, sir; Mr. Bragg being still somewhat flurried at the unexpected intrusion.

Ah, well, interrupted Mr. Puffington, who was still eager about his mission, well talk about that after. At present Im come to tell you, continued he, holding up Mr. Sponges note, that we must brush up a little  going to have a visit of inspection from the great Mr. Sponge.

Indeed, sir! replied Mr. Bragg, with the slightest possible touch of his cap, which he still kept on. Mr. Sponge, sir!  indeed, sir  Mr. Sponge, sir  pray who may he be, sir?

Oh  why  hay  hum  haw  hes Mr. Sponge, you know  been hunting with Lord Scamperdale, you know  great sportsman, in fact  great authority, you know. Indeed  great authority is he  indeed  oh  yes  thinks so praps  sc-e-e-use me, sir, but des-say, sir, Ive forgot more, sir, than Mr. Sponge ever knew, sir.

Well, but you mustnt tell him so, observed Mr. Puffington, fearful that Bragg might spoil sport.

Oh, tell him  no, sneered Bragg, with a jerk of the head; tell him  no; Im not exactly such a donkey as that; on the contrary, Ill make things pleasant, sir  sugar his milk for him, sir, in short, sir.

Sugar his milk! exclaimed Mr. Puffington, who was only a matter-of-fact man; sugar his milk! I dare say he takes tea.

Well, then, sugar his tea, replied Bragg, with a smile, adding, can commodate myself, sir, to circumstances, sir, at the same time taking off his cap and setting a chair for his master.

Thank you, but Im not going to stay, replied Mr. Puffington; I only came up to let you know who you had to expect, so that you might prepare, you know  have all on the square, you know  best horses  best hounds  best appearance in general, you know.

That Ill attend to, replied Mr. Bragg, with a toss of the head that Ill attend to, repeated he, with an emphasis on the Ill, as much as to say, Dont you meddle with what doesnt concern you.

Mr. Puffington would fain have rebuked him for his impertinence, as indeed he often would fain have rebuked him; but Mr. Bragg had so overpowered him with science, and impressed him with the necessity of keeping him  albeit Mr. Puffington was sensible that he killed very few foxes  that, having put up with him so long, he thought it would never do to risk a quarrel, which might lose him the chance of getting rid of him and hounds altogether; therefore, Mr. Puffington, instead of saying, You conceited humbug, get out of this, or indulging in any observations that might lead to controversy, said, with a satisfied, confidential nod of the head:

Im sure you will  Im sure you will, and took his departure, leaving Mr. Bragg, to remount the saddle-stand and take the remainder of his sitting.


CHAPTER XXXVII

MR. PUFFINGTONS DOMESTIC ARRANGEMENTS
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PERHAPS IT WAS fortunate that Mr. Bragg did take the kennel management upon himself, or there is no saying but what with that and the house department, coupled with the usual fussiness of a bachelor, the Sponge visit might have proved too much for our master. The notice of the intended visit was short; and there were invitations to send out, and answers to get, bedrooms to prepare, and culinary arrangements to make  arrangements that people in town, with all their tradespeople at their elbows, can have no idea of the difficulty of effecting in the country. Mr. Puffington was fully employed.

In addition to the parties mentioned as asked in his note to Lord Scamperdale, viz. Washball, Charley Slapp, and Lumpleg, were Parson Blossomnose; Mr. Fossick of the Flat Hat Hunt, who declined  Mr. Crane of Crane Hall; Captain Guano, late of that noble corps the Spotted Horse Marines; and others who accepted. Mr. Spraggon was a sort of volunteer, at all events an undesired guest, unless his lordship accompanied him. It so happened that the least wanted guest was the first to arrive on the all-important day.

Lord Scamperdale, knowing our friend Jack was not over affluent, had no idea of spoiling him by too much luxury, and as the railway would serve a certain distance in the line of Hanby House, he despatched Jack to the Over-shoes-over-boots station with the dog-cart, and told him he would be sure to find a bus, or to get some sort of conveyance at the Squandercash station to take him up to Puffingtons; at all events, his lordship added to himself, If he doesnt, itll do him no harm to walk, and he can easily get a boy to carry his bag.

The latter was the case; for though the station-master assured Jack, on his arrival at Squandercash, that there was a bus, or a mail gig, or a something to every other train, there was nothing in connexion with the one that brought him, nor would he undertake to leave his carpet-bag at Hanby House before breakfast-time the next morning.
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JACK PROTESTS AGAINST ALL RAILWAYS

Jack was highly enraged, and proceeded to squint his eyes inside out, and abuse all railways, and chairmen, and directors, and secretaries, and clerks, and porters, vowing that railways were the greatest nuisances under the sun  that they were a perfect impediment instead of a facility to travelling  and declared that formerly a gentleman had nothing to do but order his four horses, and have them turned out at every stage as he came up, instead of being stopped in the ridicklous manner he then was; and he strutted and stamped about the station as if he would put a stop to the whole line. His vehemence and big talk operated favourably on the Cockney station-master, who, thinking he must be a duke, or some great man, began to consider how to get him forwarded. It being only a thinly populated district  though there was a station equal to any mercantile emergency, indeed to the requirements of the whole county  he ran the resources of the immediate neighbourhood through his mind, and at length was obliged to admit  humbly and respectfully  that he really was afraid Martha Mugginss donkey was the only available article.

Jack fumed and bounced at the very mention of such a thing, vowing that it was a downright insult to propose it; and he was so bumptious that the station-master, who had nothing to gain by the transaction, sought the privacy of the electric telegraph office, and left him to vent the balance of his wrath upon the porters.

Of course they could do nothing more than the king of their little colony had suggested; and finding there was no help for it, Mr. Spraggon at last submitted to the humiliation, and set off to follow young Muggins with his bag on the donkey, in his best top-boots, worn under his trousers  an unpleasant operation to any one, but especially to a man like Jack, who preferred wearing his tops out against the flaps of his friends saddles, rather than his soles by walking upon them. However, necessity said yes; and cocking his flat hat jauntily on his head, he stuck a cheroot in his mouth, and went smoking and swaggering on, looking  or rather squinting  bumptiously at everybody he met, as much as to say, Dont suppose Im walking from necessity! Ive plenty of tin.

The third cheroot brought Jack and his suite within sight of Hanby House.

Mr. Puffington had about got through all the fuss of his preparations, arranged the billets of the guests and of those scarcely less important personages  their servants, allotted the stables, and rehearsed the wines, when a chance glance through the gaily furnished drawing-room window discovered Jack trudging up the trimly kept avenue.

Heres that nasty Spraggon, exclaimed he, eyeing Jack dragging his legs along, adding, Ill be bound to say hell never think of wiping his filthy feet if I dont go to meet him.

So saying, Puffington rushed to the entrance, and crowning himself with a white wide-awake, advanced cheerily to do so.

Jack, who was more used to cold shoulder than cordial reception, squinted and stared with surprise at the unwonted warmth, so different to their last interview, when Jack was fresh out of his clay-hole in the Brick Fields; but not being easily put out of his way, he just took Puff as Puff took him. They talked of Scamperdale, and they talked of Frostyface, and the number of foxes he had killed, the price of corn, and the difference its price made in the keep of hounds and horses. Altogether they were very thick.

And hows our friend Sponge? asked Puffington, as the conversation at length began to flag.

Oh, hes nicely, replied Jack, adding, hasnt he come yet?

Not that Ive seen, answered Puffington, adding, I thought, perhaps, you might come together.

No, grunted Jack; he comes from Jawleyfords, you know; Im from Woodmansterne.

Well go and see if hes come, observed Puffington, opening a door in the garden-wall, into which he had manœuvred Jack, communicating with the courtyard of the stable.

Here are his horses, observed Puffington, as Mr. Leather rode through the great gates on the opposite side, with the renowned hunters in full marching order.

Monstrous fine animals they are, said Jack, squinting intently at them.

They are that, replied Puffington.

Mr. Sponge seems a very pleasant, gentlemanly man, observed Mr. Puffington.

Oh, he is, replied Jack.

Can you tell me  can you inform me  thats to say, can you give me any idea, hesitated Puffington, what is the usual practice  the usual course  the usual understanding as to the treatment of those sort of gentlemen?

Oh, the best of everythings good enough for them, replied Jack, adding, just as it is with me.

Ah, I dont mean in the way of eating and drinking, but in the way of encouragement  in the way of a present, you know? adding What did my lord do? seeing Jack was slow at comprehension.

Oh, my lord bad-worded him well, replied Jack, adding, he didnt get much encouragement from him.

Ah, thats the worst of my lord, observed Puffington; hes rather coarse  rather too indifferent to public opinion. In a case of this sort, you know, that doesnt happen every day, or, perhaps, more than once in a mans life, its just as well to be favourably spoken of as not, you know; adding, as he looked intently at Jack Do you understand me?

Jack, who was tolerably quick at a chance, now began to see how things were, and to fathom Mr. Puffingtons mistake. His ready imagination immediately saw there might be something made of it, so he prepared to keep up the delusion.

Wh-o-o-y! said he, straddling out his legs, clasping his hands together, and squinting steadily through his spectacles, to try and see, by Puffingtons countenance, how much he would stand. W-h-o-o-y! repeated he, I shouldnt think  though, mind, its mere conjectur on my part  that you couldnt offer him less than  twenty or five-and-twenty punds; or, say, from that to thirty, continued Jack, seeing that Puffs countenance remained complacent under the rise.

And that you think would be sufficient? asked Puff, adding If one does the thing at all, you know, its as well to do it handsomely.

True, replied Jack, sticking out his great thick lips, true. Im a great advocate for doing things handsomely. Many a row I have with my lord for thanking fellows, and saying hell remember them instead of giving them sixpence or a shilling; but really I should say, if you were to give him forty or fifty pund  say a fifty  pund note, hed be

The rest of the sentence was lost by the appearance of Mr. Sponge, cantering up the avenue on the conspicuous piebald. Mr. Puffington and Mr. Spraggon greeted him as he alighted at the door.

Sponge was quickly followed by Tom Washball; then came Charley Slapp and Lumpleg, and Captain Guano came in a gig. Mutual bows and bobs and shakes of the hand being exchanged, amid offers of anything before dinner from the host, the guests were at length shown to their respective apartments, from which in due time they emerged, looking like so many bridegrooms.

First came the worthy master of the hounds himself, in his scarlet dress-coat, lined with white satin; Tom Washball, and Charley Slapp also sported Puffs uniform; while Captain Guano, who was proud of his leg, sported the uniform of the Muffington Hunt  a pea-green coat lined with yellow, and a yellow collar, white shorts with gold garters, and black silk stockings.

Spraggon had been obliged to put up with Lord Scamperdales second best coat, his lordship having taken the best one himself; but it was passable enough by candle light, and the seediness of the blue cloth was relieved by a velvet collar and a new set of the Flat Hat Hunt buttons. Mr. Sponge wore a plain scarlet with a crimson velvet collar, and a bright fox on the frosted ground of a gilt button, with tights as before; and when Mr. Crane arrived he was found to be attired in a dress composed partly of Mr. Puffingtons and partly of the Muggeridge Hunt uniform  the red coat of the former surmounting the white shorts and black stockings of the other. Altogether, however, they were uncommonly smart, and it is to be hoped that they appreciated each other.

The dinner was sumptuous. Puff, of course, was in the chair; and Captain Guano coming last into the room, and being very fond of office, was vice. When men run to the noble science of gastronomy, they generally outstrip the ladies in the art of dinner-giving, for they admit of no makeweight, or merely ornamental dishes, but concentrate the cooks energies on sterling and approved dishes. Everything men set on is meant to be eaten. Above all, men are not too fine to have the plate-warmer in the room, the deficiency of hot plates proving fatal to many a fine feast. It was evident that Puff prided himself on his table. His linen was the finest and whitest, his glass the most elegant and transparent, his plate the brightest, and his wines the most costly and recherché. Like many people, however, who are not much in the habit of dinner-giving, he was anxious and fussy, too intent upon making people comfortable to allow of their being so, and too anxious to get victuals and drink down their throats to allow of their enjoying either.

He not only produced a tremendous assortment of wines  Hock, Sauterne, Champagne, Barsack, Burgundy, but descended into endless varieties of sherries and Madeiras. These he pressed upon people, always insisting that the last sample was the best.

In these hospitable exertions Puffington was ably assisted by Captain Guano, who, being fond of wine, came in for a good quantity; first of all by asking everyone to take wine with him, and then in return every one asking him to do the same with them. The present absurd non-asking system was not then in vogue. The great captain, noisy and talkative at all times, began to be boisterous almost before the cloth was drawn.

Puffington was equally promiscuous with his after-dinner wines. He had all sorts of clarets, and curious old ports. The party did not seem to have any objection to spoil their digestions for the next day, and took whatever he produced with great alacrity. Lengthened were the candle examinations, solemn the sips, and sounding the smacks that preceded the delivery of their Campbell-like judgements.

The conversation, which at first was altogether upon wine, gradually diverged upon sporting, and they presently brewed up a very considerable cry. Foremost among the noisy ones was Captain Guano. He seemed inclined to take the shine out of everybody.

Oh! if they could but find a good fox that would give them a run of ten miles  say, ten miles  just ten miles would satisfy him  say, from Barnesley Wold to Chingforde Wood, or from Carleburg Clump to Wetherden Head. He was going to ride his famous horse Jack-a-Dandy  the finest horse that ever was foaled! No day too long for him  no pace too great for him  no fence too stiff for him  no brook too broad for him.

Tom Washball, too, talked as if wearing a red coat was not the only purpose for which he hunted; and altogether they seemed to be an amazing, sporting, hard-riding set.

When at length they rose to go to bed, it struck each man as he followed his neighbour upstairs that the one before him walked very crookedly.


CHAPTER XXXVIII

A DAY WITH PUFFINGTONS HOUNDS
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DAY DAWNED CHEERFULLY. If there was rather more sun than the strict rules of Beckford prescribe, still sunshine is not a thing to quarrel with under any circumstances  certainly not for a gentleman to quarrel with who wants his place seen to advantage on the occasion of a meet of hounds. Everything at Hanby House was in apple-pie order. All the stray leaves that the capricious wintry winds still kept raising from unknown quarters, and whisking about the trim lawns, were hunted and caught, while a heavy roller passed over the Kensington gravel, pressing out the hoof and wheelmarks of the previous day. The servants were up betimes, preparing the house for those that were in it, and a déjeûner à la fourchette for chance customers, from without.

They were equally busy at the stable. Although Mr. Bragg did profess such indifference for Mr. Sponges opinion, he nevertheless thought it might perhaps be as well to be condescending to the stranger. Accordingly, he ordered his whips to be on the alert, to tie their ties and put on their boots as they ought to be, and to hoist their caps becomingly on the appearance of our friend. Bragg, like a good many huntsmen, had a sort of tariff of politeness, that he indicated by the manner in which he saluted the field. To a lord, he made a sweep of his cap like the dome of St. Pauls; a baronet came in for about half as much; a knight, to a quarter. Bragg had also a sort of City or monetary tariff of politeness  a tariff that was oftener called in requisition than the Debrett one, in Mr. Puffingtons country. To a good tip he vouchsafed as much cap as he gave to a lord; to a middling tip he gave a sort of move that might either pass for a touch of the cap or a more comfortable adjustment of it to his head; a very small tip had a forefinger to the peak; while he who gave nothing at all got a good stare or a good morning! or something of that sort. A man watching the arrival of the field could see who gave the fives, who the fours, who the threes, who the twos, who the ones, and who were the great os.

But to our day with Mr. Puffingtons hounds.

Our over-night friends were not quite so brisk in the morning as the servants and parties outside. Puffingtons mixture told upon a good many of them. Washball had a headache, so had Lumpleg; Crane was seedy; and Captain Guano, sea-green. Soda-water was in great request.

There was a splendid breakfast, table and sideboard looking as if Fortnum and Mason or Morel had opened a branch establishment at Hanby House. Though the staying guests could not do much for the good things set out, they were not wasted, for the place was fairly taken by storm shortly before the advertised hour of meeting; and what at one time looked like a most extravagant supply, at another seemed likely to prove a deficiency. Each man helped himself to whatever he fancied, without waiting for the ceremony of an invitation, in the usual style of fox-hunting hospitality.

A few minutes before eleven, a gently, Rantaway, accompanied by a slight crack of a whip, drew the seedy and satisfied parties to the oriel window, to see Mr. Bragg pass along with his hounds. They were just gliding noiselessly over the green sward, Mr. Bragg rising in his stirrups, as spruce as a game-cock, with his thoroughbred bay gambolling and pawing with delight at the frolic of the hounds, some clustering around him, others shooting forward a little, as if to show how obediently they would return at his whistle. Mr. Bragg was known as the whistling huntsman, and was a great man for telegraphing and signalizing with his arms, boasting that he could make hounds so handy that they could do everything, except pay the turnpike-gates. At his appearance the men all began to shuffle to the passage and entrance-hall, to look for their hats and whips; and presently there was a great outpouring of red coats upon the lawn, all straddling and waddling of course. Then Mr. Bragg, seeing an audience, with a slight whistle and wave of his right arm, wheeled his forces round, and trotted gaily towards where our guests had grouped themselves, within the light iron railing that separated the smooth slope from the field. As he reined in his horse, he gave his cap an aerial sweep, taking off perpendicularly, and finishing at his horses ears  an example that was immediately followed by the whips, and also by Mr. Braggs second horseman, Tom Stot.

Good morning, Mister Bragg! Good morning, Mister Bragg!  Good morning, Mister Bragg! burst from the assembled spectators: for Mr. Bragg was one of those people that one occasionally meets whom everybody Misters. Mister Bragg, rising in his stirrups with a gracious smile, passed a very polite bow along the line.

Heres a fine morning, Mr. Bragg, observed Tom Washball, who thought it knowing to talk to servants.

Yas, sir, replied Bragg, yas, with a slight inclination to cap; r-a-y-ther more san, praps, than desirable, continued he, raising his face towards the heavens; but still by no means a bad day, sir  no, sir  by no means a bad day, sir.

Hounds looking well, observed Charley Slapp between the whiffs of a cigar.

Yas, sir, said Bragg, yas, looking around them with a self-satisfied smile; adding, so they ought, sir  so they ought; if I cant bring a pack out as they should be, dont know who can.

Why, heres our old Rummager, I declare! exclaimed Spraggon, who, having vaulted the iron hurdles, was now among the pack. Why, heres our old Rummager, I declare! repeated he, laying his whip on the head of a solemn-looking black and white hound, somewhat down in the toes, and looking as if he was about done.

Sc-e-e-use me, sir, replied Bragg, leaning over his horses shoulder, and whispering into Jacks ear; sc-e-e-use me, sir, but drop that, sir, if you please, sir.

Drop what? asked Jack, squinting through his great tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles up into Braggs face.

Bout knowing of that ound, sir, whispered Bragg; the fact is, sir  we call him Merryman, sir; master dont know I got him from you, sir.

O-o-o, replied Jack, squinting, if possible, more frightfully than before.

Ah, thats the hound I offered to Scamperdale, observed Puffington, seeing the movement, and coming up to where Jack stood; thats the hound I offered to Scamperdale, repeated he, taking the old dogs head between his hands. Theres no better hound in the world than this, continued he, patting and smoothing him; and no better bred hound either, added he, rubbing the dogs sides with his whip.

How is he bred? asked Jack, who knew the hounds pedigree better than he did his own.

Why, I got him from Reynard  no, I mean from Downeybird  the Duke, you know; but he was bred by Fitzwilliam  by his Singwell out of Darling. Singwell was by the Rutland Rallywood out of Tavistock Rhapsody; but to make a long story short, hes lineally descended from the Beaufort Justice.

Indeed! exclaimed Jack hardly able to contain himself; thats undeniable blood.

Well, Im glad to hear you say so, replied Puffington. Im glad to hear you say so, for you understand these things  no man better; and I confess Ive a warm side to that Beaufort Justice blood.

Dont wonder at it, replied Jack, laughing his waistcoat strings off.

The great Mr. Warde, continued Mr. Puffington, who was justly partial to his own sort, had never any objection to breeding from the Beaufort Justice.

No, nor nobody else that knew what he was about, replied Jack, turning away to conceal his laughter.

We should be moving, I think, sir, observed Bragg, anxious to put an end to the conversation; we should be moving, I think, sir, repeated he, with a rap of his forefinger against his cap peak. Its past eleven, added he, looking at his gold watch, and shutting it against his cheek.

What do you draw first? asked Jack.

Draw  draw  draw, replied Puffington. Oh, well draw Rabbitborough Gorse  thats a new cover Ive inclosed on my pro-o-r-perty.

Sc-e-e-use me, sir, replied Bragg, with a smile, and another rap of the cap: sc-e-e-use me, sir, but Im going to Hollyburn Hanger first.

Ah, well, Hollyburn Hanger, replied Puffington, complacently; either will do very well.

If Puff had proposed Hollyburn Hanger, Bragg would have said Rabbitborough Gorse.

The move of the hounds caused a rush of gentlemen to their horses, and there was the usual scramblings up, and fidgetings, and funkings, and who-o-hayings and drawing of girths, and taking up of curbs, and lengthening and shortening of stirrups.

Captain Guano couldnt get his stirrups to his liking anyhow. Ord hang these leathers, roared he, clutching up a stirrup-iron; who the devil would ever have sent one out a-huntin with a pair of new stirrup-leathers?

Hang you and the stirrup leathers, growled the groom, as his master rode away; youre always wantin sumfin to find fault with. Im blowed if it arnt a disgrace to an oss to carry such a man, added he, eyeing the chestnut fidgeting and wincing as the captain worked away at the stirrups.

Mr. Bragg trotted briskly on with the hounds, preceded by Joe Banks the first whip, and having Jack Swipes the second, and Tom Stot, riding together behind him, to keep off the crowd.

Thus the cavalcade swept down the avenue, crossed the Swillingford turnpike, and took through a well-kept field road, which speedily brought them to the cover  rough, broomy, brushwood-covered banks, of about three acres in extent, lying on either side of the little Hollyburn Brook, one of the tiny streams that in angry times helped to swell the Swill into a river.

Dim all these foot people! exclaimed Mr. Bragg, in well-feigned disgust, as he came in view, and found all the Swillingford snobs, all the tinkers and tailors, and cobblers and poachers, and sheep-stealers, all the scowling, rotten-fustianed, baggy-pocketed scamps of the country ranged round the cover, some with dogs, some with guns, some with snares, and all with sticks or staffs. Well, Im dimmed if ever I seed sich a The rest of the speech being lost amidst the exclamations of: Ah! the hunds! the hunds! hoop! tally-o the hunds! and a general rush of the ruffians to meet them.
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CAPTAIN GUANO CANT GET HIS STIRRUPS THE RIGHT LENGTH

Captain Guano, who had now come up, joined in the denunciation, inwardly congratulating himself on the probability that the first cover, at least, would be drawn blank. Tom Washball, who was riding a very troublesome tail-foremost grey, also censured the proceeding.

And Mr. Puffington, still an amaaizin instance of a poplar man, exclaimed, as he rode among them, Ah! my good fellows, Id rather youd come up and had some ale than disturbed the cover; a hint that the wily ones immediately took, rushing up to the house, and availing themselves of the absence of the butler, who had followed the hounds, to take a couple of dozen of his best fiddle-handled forks while the footman was drawing them the ale.

The whips being duly signalled by Bragg to their points  Brick to the north corner, Swipes to the south  and the field being at length drawn up to his liking, Mr. Bragg looked at Mr. Puffington for his signal (the only piece of interference he allowed him); at a nod Mr. Bragg gave a wave of his cap, and the pack dashed into cover with a cry.

Yo-o-icks  wind him! Yo-o-icks  pash him up! cheered Bragg, standing erect in his stirrups, eyeing the hounds spreading and sniffing about, now this way, now that  now pushing through a thicket, now threading and smelling along a meuse. Yo-o-icks  wind him! Yo-o-icks  pash him up! repeated he, cracking his whip, and moving slowly on. He then varied the entertainment by whistling, in a sharp, shrill key, something like the chirp of a sparrow-hawk.

Thus the hounds rummaged and scrimmaged for some minutes.

No fox here, observed Captain Guano, bringing his horse alongside of Mr. Braggs.

Not so sure o that, replied Mr. Bragg, with a sneer, for he had a great contempt for the captain. Not so sure o that, replied he, eyeing Thunderer and Galloper feathering up the brook.

Hang these stirrups! exclaimed the captain, again attempting to adjust them; adding, I declare I have no seat whatever in this saddle.

Nor in any other, muttered Bragg. Yo-icks, Galloper! Yo-icks, Thunderer! Ge-e-ntly, Warrior! continued he, cracking his whip, as Warrior pounced at a bunny.

The hounds were evidently on a scent, hardly strong enough to own, but sufficiently indicated by their feathering, and the rush of their comrades to the spot.

A fox for a thousand! exclaimed Mr. Bragg, eyeing them, and looking at his watch.

Oh, d  mn me! Ive got one stirrup longer than another now! roared Captain Guano, trying the fresh adjustment. Ive got one stirrup longer than another! added he in a terrible pucker.
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A low snatch of a whimper now proceeded from Galloper, and Bragg cheered him to the echo. In another second a great banging brown fox burst from among the broom, and dashed down the little dean. What noises, what exclamations rent the air! Talli-ho! talliho! talliho! screamed a host of voices, in every variety of intonation, from the half-frantic yell of a party seeing him, down to the shout of a mere partaker of the epidemic. Shouting is very contagious. The horsemen gathered up their reins, pressed down their hats, and threw away their cigar-ends.

Ord hang it! roared Captain Guano, still fumbling at the leathers, I shall never be able to ride with stirrups in this state.

Hang your stirrups! exclaimed Charley Slapp, shooting past him; adding, It was your saddle last time.

Braggs queer tootle of his horn, for he was full of strange blows, now sounded at the low end of the cover; and, having a pet line of gaps and other conveniences that he knew how to turn to on the minute, he soon shot so far ahead as to give him the appearance (to the slow uns) of having flown. Brick and Swipes quickly had all the hounds after him, and Stot, dropping his elbows, made for the road, to ride the second horse gently on the line. The field, as usual, divided into two parts, the soft riders and the hard ones  the soft riders going by the fields, the hard riders by the road. Messrs. Spraggon, Sponge, Slapp, Quilter, Rasper, Crasher, Smasher, and some half-dozen more, bustled after Bragg; while the worthy master Mr. Puffington, Lumpleg, Washball, Crane, Guano, Shirker, and very many others, came pounding along the lane. There was a good scent, and the hounds shot across the Fleecyhaughwater Meadows, over the hill, to the village of Berrington Roothings, where, the fox having been chased by a cur, the hounds were brought to a check on some very bad scenting-ground, on the common, a little to the left of the village, at the end of a quarter of an hour or so. The road having been handy, the hard riders were there almost as soon as the soft ones; and there being no impediments on the common, they all pushed boldly on among the now stooping hounds.

Hold hard, gentlemen! exclaimed Mr. Bragg, rising in his stirrups and telegraphing with his right arm. Hold hard!  pray do! added he, with little better success. Dim it, genlemen, hold hard! added he, as they still pressed upon the pack. Have a little regard for a huntsmans raputation, continued he. Remember that it rises and falls with the sport he shows  exhortations that seemed to be pretty well lost upon the field, who began comparing notes as to their respective achievements, enlarging the leaps and magnifying the distance into double what they had been. Puffington and some of the fat ones sat gasping and mopping their brows.

Seeing there was not much chance of the hounds hitting off the scent by themselves, Mr. Bragg began telegraphing with his arm to the whippers-in, much in the manner of the captain of a Thames steamer to the lad at the engine, and forthwith they drove the pack on for our swell huntsman to make his cast. As good luck would have it, Bragg crossed the line of the fox before he had got half-through his circle, and away the hounds dashed, at a pace and with a cry that looked very like killing. Mr. Bragg was in ecstasies, and rode in a manner very contrary to his wont. All again was life, energy, and action; and even some who hoped there was an end of the thing, and that they might go home and say, as usual, that they had had a very good run, but not killed, were induced to proceed.
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Away they all went as before.

At the end of eighteen minutes more the hounds ran into their fox in the little green valley below Mountnessing Wood, and Mr. Bragg had him stretched on the green with the pack baying about him, and the horses of the field-riders getting led about by the country people, while the riders stood glorying in the splendour of the thing. All had a direct interest in making it out as good as possible, and Mr. Bragg was quite ready to appropriate as much praise as ever they liked to give.

Ord dim him, said he, turning up the foxs grim head with his foot, but Mr. Braggs an awkward customer for genlemen of your description.

You hunted him well! exclaimed Charley Slapp, who was trumpeter general of the establishment.

Oh, sir, replied Bragg, with a smirk and a condescending bow, if Richard Bragg cant kill foxes, I dont know who can.

Just then Puffington and Co. hove in sight up the valley, their faces beaming with delight as the tableau before them told the tale. They hastened to the spot.

How many brace is that? asked Puffington, with the most matter-of-course air, as he trotted up, and reined in his horse outside the circle.

Seventeen brace, your grace, I mean to say my lord, thats to say sur, replied Bragg, with a strong emphasis on the sur, as if to say, Im not used to you snobs of commoners.

Seventeen brace! sneered Jack Spraggon to Sponge, adding, in a whisper, More like seven foxes.

And how many run to ground? asked Puffington, alighting.

Four brace, replied Bragg, stooping to cut off the brush.

We were wrong in saying that Bragg only allowed Puff the privilege of nodding his head to say when he might throw off. He let him lead the lie gallop in the kill department.

Mr. Puffington then presented Mr. Sponge with the brush, and the usual solemnities being observed, the sherry flasks were produced and drained, the biscuits munched, and, amidst the smoke of cigars, the ring broke up in great good-will.


CHAPTER XXXIX

Writing A Run
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THE FIRST FUMES of excitement over, after a run with a kill, the field begin to take things more coolly and veraciously, and ere long some of them begin to pick holes in the affair. The men of the hunt run it up, while those of the next hunt run it down. Added to this there are generally some cavilling, captious fellows in every field who extol a run to the masters face, and abuse it behind his back. So it was on the present occasion. The men of the hunt  Charley Slapp, Lumpleg, Guano, Crane, Washball, and others  lauded and magnified it into something magnificent; while Fossick, Fyle, Wake, Blossomnose, and others of the Flat Hat Hunt, pronounced it a niceish thing  a pretty burst; and Mr. Vosper, who had hunted for five-and-twenty seasons without ever subscribing one farthing to hounds, always declaring that each season was his last, or that he was going to confine himself entirely to some other pack, said it was nothing to make a row about, that he had seen fifty better things with the Tinglebury harriers, and never a word said.

Well, said Sponge to Spraggon, between the whiffs of a cigar, as they rode together; it wasnt so bad, was it?

Bad!  no, squinted Jack, devilish good  for Puff, at least, adding, I question hes had a better this season.

Well, we are in luck, observed Tom Washball, riding up and joining them; we are in luck to have a satisfactory thing with you great connoisseurs out.

A pretty thing enough, replied Jack, pretty thing enough.

Oh, I dont mean to say its equal to many weve had this season, replied Washball; nothing like the Boughton Hill day, nor yet the Hembury Forest one; but still, considering the meet and the state of the country

Hout! the countrys good enough, growled Jack, who hated Washball; adding, a good fox makes any country good; with which observation he sidled up to Sponge, leaving Washball in the middle of the road.

That reminds me, said Jack, sotto voce to Sponge, that the crittur wants his run puffed, and he thinks you can do it.

Me! exclaimed Sponge, whats put that in his head?

Why, you see, exclaimed Jack, the first time you came out with our hounds at Dundleton Tower, youll remember  or rather, the first time we saw you, when your horse ran away with you  somebody, Fyle, I think it was, said you were a literary cove; and Puff, catchin at the idea, has never been able to get rid of it since: and the fact is, hed like to be flattered  hed be uncommonly pleased if you were to soft sawder him handsomely.

Me! exclaimed Sponge; bless your heart, man, I cant write anything  nothing fit to print, at least.

Hout, fiddle! retorted Spraggon, you can write as well as any other man; see what lots of fellows write, and nobody ever finds fault.

But the spellin bothers one, replied Sponge, with a shake of his elbow and body, as if the idea was quite out of the question.

Hang the spellin, muttered Jack, one can always borrow a dictionary; or let the man of the paper  the editor, as they call him  smooth out the spellin. You say at the end of your letter, that your hands are cold, or your hand aches with holdin a pullin horse, and youll thank him to correct any inadvertencies  you neednt call them errors, you know.

But wheres the use of it? exclaimed Sponge; itll do us no good, you know, praisin Puffs pack, or himself, or anything about him.

Thats just the point, said Jack, thats just the point. I can make it answer both our purposes, said he, with a nudge of the elbow, and an inside-out squint of his eyes.

Oh, thats another matter, replied our friend; if we can turn the thing to account, well and good  Im your man for a shy.

We can turn it to account, rejoined Jack; we can turn it to account  at least I can; but then you must do it. He wouldnt take it as any compliment from me. Its the stranger that sees all things in their true lights. Dye understand? asked he eagerly.

I twig, replied Sponge.

You write the account, continued Jack, and Ill manage the rest.

You must help me, observed Sponge.

Certainly, replied Jack; well do it together, and go halves in the plunder.

Humph, mused Sponge: halves, said he to himself. And what will you give me for my half? asked he.

Give you! exclaimed Jack, brightening up. Give you! Let me see, continued he, pretending to consider Puffs rich  Puffs a liberal fellow  Puffs a conceited beggar  mix it strong, said Jack, and Ill give you ten pounds.

Make it twelve, replied Sponge, after a pause.

If Jack had said twelve. Sponge would have asked fourteen.

Couldnt, said Jack, with a shake of the head; it really isnt with (worth) the money.

The two then rode on in silence for some little distance.

Ill tell you what Ill do, said Jack, spurring his horse, and trotting up the space that the other had now shot ahead. Ill split the difference with you!

Well, give me the sov., said Sponge, holding out his hand for earnest.

Why, I havent a sov. upon me, replied Jack; but, honour bright, Ill do what I say.

Give me eleven golden sovereigns for my chance, repeated Sponge slowly, in order that there might be no mistake.

Eleven golden sovereigns for your chance, repeated Jack.

Done! replied Sponge.

Done! repeated Jack.

Lets jog on and do it at once while the things fresh in our minds, said Jack, working his horse into a trot.

Sponge did the same; and the grass-siding of Orlantire Parkwall favouring their design, they increased the trot to a canter. They soon passed the parks bounds, and entering upon one of those rarities  an unenclosed common, angled its limits so as to escape the side-bar, and turning up Farningham Green lane, came out upon the Kingsworth and Swillingford turnpike within sight of Hanby House.

Wed better pull up and walk the horses gently in, praps, observed Sponge, reining his in.

Ah! I was only wantin to get home before the rest, observed Jack, pulling up too.

They then proceeded more leisurely together.

Wed better get into one of our bedrooms to do it, observed Jack, as they passed the lodge. Just so, replied Sponge, adding, I dare say we shall want all the quiet we can get.

Oh no! said Jack; the things simple enough  met at such a place  found at such another  killed at so and so.

Well, I hope it will, said Sponge, riding into the stable-yard, and resigning his steed to the care of his groom.

Jack did the same by Sponges other horse, which he had been riding, and in reply to Leathers inquiry (who stood with his right hand ready, as if to shake hands with him), how the horse had carried him? replied:

Cursed ill, and stamped away without giving him anything.

Ah, youre a genleman, you are, muttered Leather, as he led the horse away. Now, come! exclaimed Jack to Sponge, come! lets get in before any of those bothersome fellows come; adding, as he dived into a passage, Ill show you the back way.

After passing a scullery, a root-house, and a spacious entrance-hall, upon a table in which stood the perpetual beer-jug and bread-basket, a green baize door let them into the regions of upper service, and passing the dashed carpets of the housekeepers room and butlers pantry, a red baize door let them into the far-side of the front entrance. Having deposited their hats and whips, they bounded up the richly carpeted staircase to their rooms.

Hanby House, as we have already said, was splendidly furnished. All the grandeur did not run to the entertaining rooms; but each particular apartment, from the state bedroom down to the smallest bachelor snuggery, was replete with elegance and comfort.

Like many houses, however, the bedrooms possessed every imaginable luxury except boot-jacks and pens that would write. In Sponges room for instance, there were hip-baths, and foot-baths, a shower-bath, and hot and cold baths adjoining, and mirrors innumerable; an eight-day mantel-clock, by Moline of Geneva, that struck the hours, half-hours, and quarters: cut-glass toilet candlesticks, with silver sconces; an elegant zebra-wood cabinet; also a beautiful davenport of zebra-wood, with a plate-glass back, containing a pen rug worked on silver ground, an ebony match box, a blue crystal, containing a sponge pen-wiper, a beautiful envelope-case, a white-cornelian seal, with Hanby House upon it, wax of all colours, papers of all textures, envelopes without end  every imaginable requirement of correspondence except a pen that would write. There were pens, indeed  there almost always are  but they were miserable apologies of things; some were mere crow-quills  sort of cover-hacks of pens, while others were great, clumsy, heavy-heeled, cart-horse sort of things, clotted up to the hocks with ink, or split all the way through  vexatious apologies, that throw a person over just at the critical moment, when he has got his sheet prepared and his ideas all ready to pour upon paper; then splut  splut  splutter goes the pen, and away goes the train of thought. Bold is the man who undertakes to write his letters in his bedroom with country-house pens. But, to our friends. Jack and Sponge slept next door to each other; Sponge, as we have already said, occupying the state-room, with its canopy-topped bedstead, carved and panelled sides, and elegant chintz curtains lined with pink, and massive silk-and-bullion tassels; while Jack occupied the dressing-room, which was the state bedroom in miniature, only a good deal more comfortable. The rooms communicated with double doors, and our friends very soon effected a passage.

Have you any baccy? asked Jack, waddling in in his slippers, after having sucked off his tops without the aid of a boot-jack.

Theres some in my jacket pocket, replied Sponge, nodding to where it hung in the wardrobe; but it wont do to smoke here, will it? asked he.

Why not? inquired Jack.

Such a fine room, replied Sponge, looking around.

Oh, fine be hanged! replied Jack, adding, as he made for the jacket, no place too fine for smokin in.

Having helped himself to one of the best cigars, and lighted it, Jack composed himself cross-legged in an easy, spring, stuffed chair, while Sponge fussed about among the writing implements, watering and stirring up the clotted ink, and denouncing each pen in succession, as he gave it the initiatory trial in writing the word Sponge.

Curse the pens! exclaimed he, throwing the last bright crisp yellow thing from him in disgust. Theres not one among em that can go!  all reglarly stumped up.

Havent you a penknife? asked Jack, taking the cigar out of his mouth.

Not I, replied Sponge.

Take a razor, then, said Jack, who was good at an expedient.

Ill take one of yours, said Sponge, going into the dressing-room for one. Hang it, but youre rather too sharp, exclaimed Jack, with a shake of his head.

Its more than your razor ll be when Im done with it, replied Sponge.

Having at length, with the aid of Jacks razor, succeeded in getting a pen that would write, Mr. Sponge selected a sheet of best cream-laid satin paper, and, taking a cane-bottomed chair, placed himself at the table in an attitude for writing. Dipping the fine yellow pen in the ink, he looked in Jacks face for an idea. Jack, who had now got well advanced in the cigar, sat squinting through his spectacles at our scribe, though apparently looking at the top of the bed.

Well? said Sponge, with a look of inquiry.

Well, replied Jack, in a tone of indifference.

How shall I begin? asked Sponge, twirling the pen between his fingers, and spluttering the ink over the paper.

Begin! replied Jack, begin, oh, begin, just as you usually begin.

As a letter? asked Sponge.

I spose so, replied Jack; how would you think?

Oh, I dont know, replied Sponge. Will you try your hand? added he, holding out the pen.

Why, Im busy just now, you see, said he, pointing to his cigar, and that horse of yours (Jack had ridden the redoubtable chestnut, Multum-in-Parvo, who had gone very well in the company of Hercules) pulled so confoundedly that Ive almost lost the use of my fingers, continued he, working away as if he had got the cramp in both hands; but Ill prompt you, added he, Ill prompt you.

Why dont you begin then? asked Sponge.

Begin! exclaimed Jack, taking the cigar from his lips; begin! repeated he, oh, Ill begin directly  didnt know you were ready.

Jack then threw himself back in his chair, and sticking out his little bandy legs, turned the whites of his eyes up to the ceiling, as if lost in meditation.

Begin, said he, after a pause, begin, This splendid pack had a stunning run.

But we must put what pack first, observed Sponge, writing the words Mr. Puffingtons hounds at the top of the paper. Well, said he, writing on, this stunning pack had a splendid run.

No, not stunning pack, growled Jack, splendid pack this splendid pack had a stunning run.

Stop! exclaimed Sponge, writing it down; well, said he looking up, Ive got it.

This stunning pack had a splendid run, repeated Jack, squinting away at the ceiling.

I thought you said splendid pack, observed Sponge.

So I did, replied Jack.

You said stunning just now, rejoined he.

Ah, that was a slip of the tongue, said Jack. This splendid pack had a stunning run, repeated Jack, appealing again to his cigar for inspiration; well, then, said he, after a pause, you just go on as usual, you know, continued he, with a flourish of his great red hand.

As usual! exclaimed Sponge, you dont spose ones pen goes of itself.

Why, no, replied Jack, knocking the ashes off his cigar on to the arabesque-patterned tapestry carpet why, no, not exactly; but these things, you know, are a good deal matter of course; just describe what you saw, you know, and butter Puff well, thats the main point.

But you forget, replied Sponge, I dont know the country, I dont know the people, I dont know anything at all about the run  I never once looked at the hounds.

Thats nothin, replied Jack, thered be plenty like you in that respect. However, continued he, gathering himself up in his chair as if for an effort, you can say  let me see what you can say  you can say, this splendid pack had a stunning run from Hollyburn Hanger, the property of its truly popular master, Mr. Puffington, or  stop, said Jack, checking himself, say, the property of its truly popular and sporting master, Mr. Puffington. The covers just as much mine as its his, observed Jack; it belongs to old Sir Timothy Tensthemain, whos vegetating at Boulogne-sur-Mer, but Puff says hell buy it when it comes to the hammer, so well flatter him by considering it his already, just as we flatter him by calling him a sportsman  sportsman! added Jack, with a sneer, hes just as much taste for the thing as a cow.

Well, said Sponge, looking up, Ive got truly popular and sporting master, Mr. Puffington, adding, hadnt we better say something about the meet and the grand spread here before we begin with the run?

True, replied Jack, after a long-drawn whiff and another adjustment of the end of his cigar; say that a splendid field of well-appointed sportsmen

A splendid field of well-appointed sportsmen, wrote Sponge.

Among whom we recognized several distinguished strangers and members of Lord Scamperdales hunt. That means you and I, observed Jack.

Of Lord Scamperdales hunt  that means you and I  read Sponge, as he wrote it.

But youre not to put in that; youre not to write that means you and I, my man, observed Jack.

Oh, I thought that was part of the sentence, replied Sponge.

No, no, said Jack; I meant to say that you and I were the distinguished strangers and members of Lord Scamperdales hunt; but thats between ourselves, you know.

Good, said Sponge; then Ill strike that out, running his pen through the words that means you and I. Now get on, said he, appealing to Jack, adding, weve a deal to do yet.

Say, said Jack, after partaking of the well-known profuse and splendid hospitality of Hanby House, they proceeded at once to Hollyburn Hanger, where a fine seasoned fox  though some said he was a bag one

Did they? exclaimed Sponge, adding, well, I thought he went away rather queerly.

Oh, it was only old Bung the brewer, who runs down every run he doesnt ride.

Well, never mind, replied Sponge, well make the best of it, whatever it was; writing away as he spoke, and repeating the words bag one as he penned them.

Broke away, continued Jack:

In view of the whole field, added Sponge. Just so, assented Jack.

Every hound scoring to cry, and making the   the  the  what dye call the thing? asked Jack.

Country, suggested Sponge.

No, replied Jack, with a shake of the head.

Hill and dale? tried Sponge again.

Welkin! exclaimed Jack, hitting it off himselfmakin the welkin ring with their melody! makin the welkin ring with their melody, repeated he, with exultation.

Capital! observed Sponge, as he wrote it.

Equal to Littlelegs, said Jack, squinting his eyes inside out.

Well make a grand thing of it, observed Sponge.

So we will, replied Jack, adding, if we had but a book of potry wed weave in some lines here. You havent a book o no sort with you that we could prig a little potry from? asked he.

No, replied Sponge thoughtfully. Im afraid not; indeed, Im sure not. Ive got nothin but Moggs Cab Fares.

Ah, that wont do, observed Jack, with a shake of the head. But stay, said he, there are some books over yonder, pointing to the top of an Indian cabinet, and squinting in a totally different direction. Lets see what they are, added he, rising, and stumping away to where they stood. I Promessi Sposi, read he off the back of one. What can that mean! Ah, its Latin, said he, opening the volume. Contes à ma Fille, read he off the back of another. That sounds like racin, observed he, opening the volume, its Latin too, said he, returning it. However, never mind, well sugar Puffs milk, as Mr. Bragg would say, without potry. So saying, Mr. Spraggon stumped back to his easy-chair. Well, now, said he, seating himself comfortably in it, lets see where did we go first? He broke at the lower end of the cover, and, crossing the brook, made straight for Fleecyhaugh Water Meadows, over which, you may say, theres always a ravishing scent. Have you got that? asked Jack, after what he thought a sufficient lapse of time for writing it.

Ravishing scent, repeated Sponge as he wrote the words.

Very good, said Jack, smoking and considering. From there, continued he, he made a bit of a bend, as if inclining for the plantations at Winstead, but, changing his mind, he faced the rising ground, and crossing over nearly the highest part of Shillington Hill, made direct for the little village of Berrington Roothings below.

Stop! exclaimed Sponge, I havent got half that; Ive only got to the plantations at Winstead. Sponge made play with his pen, and presently held it up in token of being done.

Well, pondered Jack, there was a check there. Say, continued he, addressing himself to Sponge, Here the hounds came to a check.

Here the hounds came to a check, wrote Sponge. Shall we say anything about distance? asked he.

Praps we may as well, replied Jack. We shall have to stretch it though a bit.

Lets see, continued he; from the cover to Berrington Roothings over by Shillington Hill and Fleecyhaugh Water Meadows will be  say, two miles and a half or three miles at the most  call it four, well, four miles  say four miles in twelve minutes, twenty miles an hour,  too quick  four miles in fifteen minutes, sixteen miles an hour; no  I think praps itll be safer to lump the distance at the end, and put in a place or two that nobody knows the name of, for the convenience of those who were not out.

But those who were out will blab, wont they? asked Sponge.

Only to each other, replied Jack. Theyll all stand up for the truth of it as against strangers. You need never be afraid of over-eggin the puddin for those that were out.

Well, then, observed Sponge, looking at his paper to report progress, weve got the hounds to a check. Here the hounds came to a check, read he. Ah! now, then, said Jack, in a tone of disgust, we must say summut handsome of Bragg; and of all conceited animals under the sun, he certainly is the most conceited. I never saw such a man! How that unfortunate, infatuated master of his keeps him, I cant for the life of me imagine. Master! faith, Braggs the master, continued Jack, who now began to foam at the mouth. He laughs at old Puff to his face; yet its wonderful the influence Bragg has over him. I really believe he has talked Puff into believing that theres not such another huntsman under the sun, and really hes as great a muff as ever walked. He can just dress the character, and thats all. So saying Jack wiped his mouth on the sleeve of his red coat preparatory to displaying Mr. Bragg upon paper.

Well, now we are at fault, said Jack, motioning Sponge to resume; we are at fault; now say, but Mr. Bragg, who had ridden gallantly on his favourite bay, as fine an animal as ever went, though somewhat past mark of mouth He is a good horse, at least was, observed Jack, adding, I sold Puff him, he was one of old Sugarlips, meaning Lord Scamperdales.

Sure to be a good un, then, replied Sponge, with a wink, adding, I wonder if hed like to buy any more?

Well talk about that after, replied Jack, at present let us get on with our run.

Well, said Sponge, Ive got it: Mr. Bragg, who had ridden gallantly on his favourite bay, as fine an animal as ever went, though somewhat past mark of mouth

Was well up with his hounds, continued Jack, and with a gently, Rantipole! and a single wave of his arm, proceeded to make one of those scientific casts for which this eminent huntsman is so justly celebrated. Justly celebrated! repeated Jack, spitting on the carpet with a hawk of disgust; the conceited self-sufficient bantam-cock never made a cast worth a copper, or rode a yard but when he thought somebody was looking at him.

Ive got it, said Sponge, who had plied his pen to good purpose.

Justly celebrated, repeated Jack, with a snort. Well, then, say, Hitting off the scent like a workman  big H, you know, for a fresh sentence they went away again at score, and passing by Moorlinch farm buildings, and threading the strip of plantation by Bexley Burn, he crossed Silverbury Green, leaving Longford Hutch to the right, and passing straight on by the gibbet at Harpen. Those are all bits of places, observed Jack, that none but the country folks know; indeed, I shouldnt have known them but for shootin over them when old Bloss lived at the Green. Well, now, have you got all that? asked he.

Gibbet at Harpen, read Sponge, as he wrote it.

Here, then, the gallant pack, breaking from scent to view, continued Jack, speaking slowly, ran into their fox in the open close upon Mountnessing Wood, evidently his point from the first, and into which a few more strides would have carried him. It was as fine a run as ever was seen, and the hunting of the hounds was the admiration of all who saw it. The distance couldnt have been less than  than  what shall we say? asked Jack.

Ten, twelve miles, as the crow flies, suggested Sponge.

No, said Jack, that would be too much. Say ten; adding, that will be four miles more than it was.

Never mind, said Sponge, as he wrote it; folks like good measure with runs as well as ribbons.

Now we must butter old Puff, observed Spraggon.

What can we say for him? asked Sponge; that he never went off the road?

No, by Jove! said Jack; youll spoil all if you do that: better leave it alone altogether than do that. Say, the justly popular owner of this most celebrated pack, though riding good fourteen stone (he rides far more, observed Jack; at least sixteen; but itll please him to make out that he can ride fourteen), led the welters, on his famous chestnut horse, Tappey Lappey.

What shall we say about the rest? asked Sponge; Lumpleg, Slapp, Guano, and all those?

Oh, say nothin, replied Jack; weve nothin to do with nobody but Puff, and we couldnt mention them without bringin in our Flat Hat men too  Blossomnose, Fyle, Fossick, and so on. Besides, it would spoil all to say that Guano was up  people would say directly it couldnt have been much of a run if Guano was there. You might finish off, observed Jack, after a pause, by saying that after this truly brilliant affair, Mr. Puffington, like a thorough sportsman, and one who never trashes his hounds unnecessarily  unlike some masters, you may say, who never know when to leave off (that will be a hit at Old Scamp, observed Jack, with a frightful squint), returned to Hanby House, where a distinguished party of sportsmen or, say, a distinguished party of noblemen and gentlemen  thatll please the ass more a large party of noblemen and gentlemen were partaking of his  his  what shall we call it?

Grub! said Sponge.

No, no  summut genteel  his  his  his splendid hospitality! concluded Jack, waving his arm triumphantly over his head.

Hard work, authorship! exclaimed Sponge, as he finished writing, and threw down the pen.

Oh, I dont know, replied Jack, adding, I could go on for an hour.

Ah, you!  thats all very well, replied Sponge, for you, squatting comfortably in your arm-chair: but consider me, toiling with my pen, bothered with the writing, and craning at the spelling.

Never mind, weve done it, replied Jack, adding, Puffll be as pleased as Punch. Weve polished him off uncommon. Thats just the sort of account to tickle the beggar. Hell go riding about the country, showing it to everybody, and wondering who wrote it.

And what shall we send it to?  the Sporting Magazine, or what? asked Sponge.

Sporting Magazine!  no, replied Jack; wouldnt be out till next year  quicks the word in these railway times. Send it to a newspaper  Bells Life, or one of the Swillingford papers. Either of them would be glad to put it in.

I hope theyll be able to read it, observed Sponge, looking at the blotched and scrawled manuscript.

Trust them for that, replied Jack, adding, If theres any word that bothers them, theyve nothing to do but look in the dictionary  these folks all have dictionaries, wonderful fellows for spellin.

Just then a little buttony page, in green and gold, came in to ask if there were any letters for the post; and our friends hastily made up their packet, directing it to the editor of the Swillingford guide to glory and freemans friend; words that in the hurried style of Mr. Sponges penmanship looked very like guide to grog, and freemans friend.


CHAPTER XL

A LITERARY BLOOMER
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TIME WAS WHEN the independent borough of Swillingford supported two newspapers, or rather two editors, the editor of the Swillingford Patriot, and the editor of the Swillingford Guide to Glory; but those were stirring days, when politics ran high and votes and corn commanded good prices. The papers were never very prosperous concerns, as may be supposed when we say that the circulation of the former at its best time was barely seven hundred, while that of the latter never exceeded a thousand.

They were both started at the reform times, when the reduction of the stamp-duty brought so many aspiring candidates for literary fame into the field, and for a time they were conducted with all the bitter hostility that a contracted neighbourhood, and a constant crossing by the editors of each others path, could engender. The competition, too, for advertisements, was keen, and the editors were continually taunting each other with taking them for the duty alone. Æneas MQuirter was the editor of the Patriot, and Felix Grimes that of the Guide to Glory.

MQuirter, we need hardly say, was a Scotsman  a big, broad-shouldered Sawney  formidable in slacks, as he called his trousers, and terrific in kilts; while Grimes was a native of Swillingford, an ex-schoolmaster and parish clerk, and now an auctioneer, a hatter, a dyer and bleacher, a paper-hanger, to which the wits said when he set up his paper, he added the trade of stainer.

At first the rival editors carried on a war to the knife sort of contest with one another, each denouncing his adversary in terms of the most unmeasured severity. In this they were warmly supported by a select knot of admirers, to whom they read their weekly effusions at their respective houses of call the evening before publication. Gradually the fire of bitterness began to pale, and the excitement of friends to die out; MQuirter presently put forth a signal of distress. To accommodate a large and influential number of its subscribers and patrons, he determined to publish on a Tuesday instead of on a Saturday as heretofore, whereupon Mr. Grimes, who had never been able to fill a single sheet properly, now doubled his paper, lowered his charge for advertisements, and hinted at his intention of publishing an occasional supplement.

However exciting it may be for a time, parties soon tire of carrying on a losing game for the mere sake of abusing each other, and Æneas MQuirter not being behind the generality of his countrymen in canniness and shrewdness of intellect, came to the conclusion that it was no use doing so in this case, especially as the few remaining friends who still applauded would be very sorry to subscribe anything towards his losses. He therefore very quietly negotiated the sale of his paper to the rival editor, and having concluded a satisfactory bargain, he placed the bulk of his property in the poke of his plaid, and walked out of Swillingford just as if bent on taking the air, leaving Mr. Grimes in undisputed possession of both papers, who forthwith commenced leading both Whig and Tory mind, the one on the Tuesday, the other on the Saturday.

The pot and pipe companions of course saw how things were, but the majority of the readers living in the country just continued to pin their faith to the printed declarations of their oracles, while Grimes kept up the delusion of sincerity by every now and then fulminating a tremendous denunciation against his trimming, vacillating, inconsistent opponent on the Tuesday, and then retaliating with equal vigour upon himself on the Saturday. He wrote his own leaders, both Whig and Tory, the arguments of one side pointing out answers for the other. Sometimes he led the way for a triumphant refutal, while the general tone of the articles was quite of the upset a ministry style. Indeed, Grimes strutted and swaggered as if the fate of the nation rested with him.

The papers themselves were not very flourishing-looking concerns, the wide-spread paragraphs, the staring type, the catching advertisements, forming a curious contrast to the close packing of The Times. The Gutta Percha Company, Lococks Female Pills, Keatings Cough Lozenges, and the Triumphs of Medicine, all with staring woodcuts and royal arms, occupied conspicuous places in every paper. A new advertisement was a novelty. However, the two papers answered a great deal better than either did singly, and any lack of matter was easily supplied from the magazines and new books. In this department, indeed, in the department of elegant light literature generally, Mr. Grimes was ably assisted by his eldest daughter, Lucy, a young lady of a certain age  say liberal thirty  an ardent Bloomer  with a considerable taste for sentimental poetry, with which she generally filled the poets corner. This assistance enabled Grimes to look after his auctioneering, bleaching, and paper-hanging concerns, and it so happened that when the foregoing run arrived at the office he, having seen the next paper ready for press, had gone to Mr. Vospers, some ten miles off, to paper his drawing-room, consequently the duties of deciding upon its publication devolved on the Bloomer. Now, she was a most refined, puritanical young woman, full of sentiment and elegance, with a strong objection to what she considered the inhumanities of the chase. At first she was for rejecting the article altogether, and had it been a run with the Tinglebury Harriers, or even, we believe, with Lord Scamperdales hounds, she would have consigned it to the Balaam box, but seeing it was with Mr. Puffingtons hounds, whose house they had papered, and who advertised with them, she condescended to read it; and though her delicacy was shocked at encountering the word stunning at the outset, and also at the term ravishing scent farther on, she nevertheless sent the manuscript to the compositors, after making such alterations and corrections as she thought would fit it for eyes polite. The consequence was that the article appeared in the following form, though whether all the absurdities were owing to Miss Lucys corrections, or the carelessness of the writer, or the printers, had anything to do with it, we are not able to say. The errors, some of them arising from the mere alteration or substitution of a letter, will strike a sporting more than a general reader. Thus it appeared in the middle of the third sheet of the Swillingford Patriot:

SPLENDID RUN WITH MR. PUFFINGTONS HOUNDS.

This splendid pack had a superb run from Hollyburn Hanger, the property of its truly popular and sporting owner, Mr. Puffington. A splendid field of well-appointed sportsmen, among whom we recognized several distinguished strangers, and members of Lord Scamperdales hunt, were present. After partaking of the well-known profuse and splendid hospitality of Hanby House, they proceeded at once to Hollyburn Hanger, where a fine seasonal fox, though some said he was a bay one, broke away in view of the whole pack, every hound scorning to cry, and making the welkin ring with their melody. He broke at the lower end of the cover, and crossing the brook, made straight for Fleecyhaugh Water Meadows, over which there is always an exquisite perfume; from there he made a slight bend, as if inclining for the plantations at Winstead, but changing his mind, he faced the rising ground, and crossing over nearly the highest point of Shillington Hill, made direct for the little village of Berrington Roothings below. Here the hounds came to a check, but Mr. Bragg, who had ridden gallantly on his favourite bay, as fine an animal as ever went, though somewhat past work of mouth, was well up with his hounds, and with a gentle rantipole! and a single wave of his arm, proceeded to make one of those scientific rests for which this eminent huntsman is so justly celebrated. Hitting off the scent like a coachman, they went away again at score, and passing by Moorlinch Farm buildings, and threading the strip of plantation by Bexley Burn, he crossed Silverbury Green, leaving Longford Hutch to the right, and passing straight on by the gibbet at Harpen. Here, then, the gallant pack, breaking from scent to view, ran into their box in the open close upon Mountnessing Wood, evidently his point from the first, and into which a few more strides would have carried him. It was as fine a run as ever was seen, and the grunting of the hounds was the admiration of all who heard it. The distance could not have been less than ten miles as a cow goes. The justly popular owner of this most celebrated pack, though riding good fourteen stones, led the Walters on his famous chestnut horse Tappy Lappey. After this truly brilliant affair, Mr. Puffington, like a thorough sportsman, and one who never thrashes his hounds unnecessarily  unlike some masters who never know when to leave off  returned to Hanby House, where a distinguished party of noblemen and gentlemen partook of his splendid hospitality.

And the considerate Bloomer added of her own accord, We hope we shall have to record many such runs in the imperishable columns of our paper.
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MISS GRIMES GIVING THE CORRECTED COPY TO THE PRINTER


CHAPTER XLI

A DINNER AND A DEAL
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ANOTHER GRAND DINNER, on a more extensive scale than its predecessor, marked the day of this glorious run.

Theres goin to be a great blow-out, observed Mr. Spraggon to Mr. Sponge, as, crossing his hands and resting them on the crown of his head, he threw himself back in his easy-chair, to recruit after the exertion of concocting the description of the run.

How dye know? asked Sponge.

Saw by the dinner table as we passed, replied Jack, adding, it reaches nearly to the door.

Indeed, said Sponge, I wonder whos coming?

Most likely Guano again; indeed, I know he is, for I asked his groom if he was going home, and he said no; and Lumpleg, you may be sure, and possibly old Blossomnose, Slapp, and, very likely, young Pacey.

Are they chaps with any go in them?  shake their elbows, or anything of that sort? asked Sponge, working away as if he had the dice-box in his hand.

I hardly know, replied Jack thoughtfully. I hardly know. Young Pacey, I think, might be made summut on; but his uncle, Major Screw, looks uncommon sharp after him, and hes a minor.

Would he pay? asked Sponge, who, keeping as he said, no books, was not inclined to do business on tick.

Dont know, replied Jack, squinting at half-cock; dont know  would depend a good deal, I should say, upon how it was done. Its a deuced unhandsome world this. If one wins a trifle of a youngster at cards, let it be ever so openly done, its sure to say ones cheated him, just because one happens to be a little older, as if age had anything to do with making the cards come right.

Its an ungenerous world, observed Sponge, and its no use being abused for nothing. What sort of a genius is Pacey? Is he inclined to go the pace?

Oh, quite, replied Jack; his great desire is to be thought a sportsman.

A sportsman or a sporting man? asked Sponge.

W-h-o-y! I should say praps a sportin man more than the sportsman, replied Jack. Hes a great lumberin lad, buttons his great stomach into a Newmarket cutaway, and carries a betting-book in his breast pocket.

Oh, hes a bettor, is he! exclaimed Sponge, brightening up.

Hes a raw poult of a chap, replied Jack; just ready for anything  in a small way, at least  a chap thats always offering two to one in half-crowns. Hell have money, though, and cant be far off age. His father was a great spectacle-maker. You have heard of Paceys spectacles?

Cant say as how I have, replied Sponge, adding, they are more in your line than mine.

The further consideration of the youth was interrupted by the entrance of a footman with hot water, who announced that dinner would be ready in half an hour.

Whos there coming? asked Jack.

Dont know xactly, sir, replied the man; believe much the same party as yesterday, with the addition of Mr. Pacey; Mr. Miller, of Newton; Mr. Fogo, of Bellevue; Mr. Brown, of the Hill; and some others whose names I forget.

Is Major Screw coming? asked Sponge.

I rayther think not, sir. I think I heard Mr. Plummey, the butler, say he declined.

So much the better, growled Jack, throwing off his purple-lapped coat in commencement of his toilette. As the two dressed they discussed the point how Pacey might be done.

When our friends got downstairs it was evident there was a great spread. Two red-plushed footmen stood on guard in the entrance, helping the arrivers out of their wraps, while a buzz of conversation sounded through the partially opened drawing-room door, as Mr. Plummey stood, handle in hand, to announce the names of the guests. Our friends, having the entrée, of course passed in as at home, and mingled with the comers and stayers. Guest after guest quickly followed, almost all making the same observation, namely, that it was a fine day for the time of year, and then each sidled off, rubbing his hands, to the fire. Captain Guano monopolized about one-half of it, like a Colossus of Rhodes, with a coat-lap under each arm. He seemed to think that, being a stayer, he had more right to the fire than the mere diners.

Mr. Puffington moved briskly among the motley throng, now expatiating on the splendour of the run, now hoping a friend was hungry, asking a third after his wife, and apologizing to a fourth for not having called on his sister. Still his real thoughts were in the kitchen, and he kept counting noses and looking anxiously at the timepiece. After the door had had a longer rest than usual, Blossomnose at last cast up: Now were all here surely! thought he, counting about; one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, thirteen, fourteen, myself fifteen  fifteen, fifteen, must be another  sixteen, eight couple asked. Oh, that Paceys wanting; always comes late, wont wait  so saying, or rather thinking, Mr. Puffington rang the bell and ordered dinner. Pacey then cast up.

He was just the sort of swaggering youth that Jack had described; a youth who thought money would do everything in the world  make him a gentleman, in short. He came rolling into the room, grinning as if he had done something fine in being late. He had both his great red hands in his tight trouser pockets, and drew the right one out to favour his friends with it all hot.

Im late, I guess, said he, grinning round at the assembled guests, now dispersed in the various attitudes of expectant eaters, some standing ready for a start, some half-sitting on tables and sofa ends, others resigning themselves complacently to their chairs, abusing Mr. Pacey and all dinner delayers.

Im late, I guess, repeated he, as he now got navigated up to his host and held out his hand.

Oh, never mind, replied Puffington, accepting as little of the proffered paw as he could; never mind, repeated he, adding, as he looked at the French clock on the mantelpiece now chiming a quarter past six, I dare say I told you we dined at half-past five.

Dare say you did, old boy, replied Pacey, kicking out his legs, and giving Puffington what he meant for a friendly poke in the stomach, but which in reality nearly knocked his wind out; dare say you did, old boy, but so you did last time, if you remember, and deuce a bite did I get before six; so I thought Id be quits with you this  he  he  he  haw  haw  haw, grinning and staring about as if he had done something very clever.
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MR. PACEY

Pacey was one of those deplorable beings  a country swell. Tomkins and Hopkins, the haberdashers of Swillingford, never exhibited an ugly out-of-the-way neckcloth or waistcoat with the words patronized by the Prince, very fashionable, or quite the go, upon them, but he immediately adorned himself in one. On the present occasion he was attired in a wide-stretching, lace-tipped, black Joinville, with recumbent gills, showing the heavy amplitude of his enormous jaws, while the extreme scooping out of a collarless, flashy-buttoned, chain-daubed, black silk waistcoat, with broad blue stripes, afforded an uninterrupted view of a costly embroidered shirt, the view extending, indeed, up to a portion of his white satin forget-me-not embroidered braces. His coat was a broad-sterned, brass-buttoned blue, with pockets outside, and of course he wore a pair of creaking highly varnished boots. He was apparently, about twenty; just about the age when a youth thinks it fine to associate with men, and an age at which some men are not above taking advantage of a youth. Perhaps he looked rather older than he was, for he was stiff built and strong, with an ample crop of whiskers extending from his great red docken ears round his harvest moon of a face. He was lumpy, and clumsy, and heavy all over. Having now got inducted, he began to stare round the party, and first addressed our worthy friend Mr. Spraggon.

Well, Sprag, how are you? asked he.

Well, Specs (alluding to his fathers trade), how are you? replied Jack, with a growl, to the evident satisfaction of the party, who seemed to regard Pacey as the common enemy.

Fortunately just at the moment Mr. Plummey restored harmony by announcing dinner; and after the usual backing and retiring of mock modesty, Mr. Puffington said he would show them the way, when there was as great a rush to get in, to avoid the bugbear of sitting with their backs to the fire, as there had been apparent disposition not to go at all. Notwithstanding the unfavourable aspect of affairs, Mr. Spraggon placed himself next Mr. Pacey, who sat a good way down the table, while Mr. Sponge occupied the post of honour by our host.

In accordance with the usual tactics of these sort of gentlemen, Spraggon and Sponge essayed to be two  if not exactly strangers, at all events gentlemen with very little acquaintance. Spraggon took advantage of a dead silence to call up the table to Mister Sponge to take wine; a compliment that Sponge acknowledged the accordance of by a very low bow into his plate, and by-and-by Mister Sponge Mistered Mr. Spraggon to return the compliment.

Do you know much of that  that  that  chap? (he would have said snob if hed thought it would be safe) asked Pacey, as Sponge returned to still life after the first wine ceremony.

No, replied Spraggon, nor do I wish.

Great snob, observed Pacey.

Shocking, assented Spraggon.

Hes got a good horse or two, though, observed Pacey; I saw them on the road coming here the other day. Pacey, like many youngsters, professed to be a judge of horses, and thought himself rather sharp at a deal.

They are good horses, replied Jack, with an emphasis on the good, adding, Id be very glad to have one of them.

Mr. Spraggon then asked Mr. Pacey to take champagne, as the commencement of a better understanding.

The wine flowed freely, and the guests, particularly the fresh infusion, did ample justice to it. The guests of the day before, having indulged somewhat freely, were more moderate at first, though they seemed well inclined to do their best after they got their stomachs a little restored. Spraggon could drink any given quantity at any time.

The conversation got brisker and brisker: and before the cloth was drawn there was a very general clamour, in which all sorts of subjects seemed to be mixed  each man addressing himself to his immediate neighbour; one talking of taxes  another of tares  a third, of hunting and the system of kennel  a fourth, of the corn-laws  old Blossomnose, about tithes  Slapp, about timber and water-jumping  Miller, about Collisons pills; and Guano, about anything that he could get a word edged in about. Great, indeed, was the hubbub. Gradually, however, as the evening advanced Pacey and Guano out-talked the rest, and at length Pacey got the noise pretty well to himself. When anything definite could be extracted from the mass of confusion, he was expatiating on steeple-chasing, hurdle-racing, weights for age, ons and offs clever  a sort of mixture of hunting, racing, and Alken.

Sponge cocked his ear, and sat on the watch, occasionally hazarding an observation, while Jack, who was next Pacey, on the left, pretended to decry Sponges judgement, asking sotto voce, with a whiff through his nose, what such a Cockney as that could know about horses? What between Jacks encouragement, and the inspiring influence of the bottle, aided by his own self-sufficiency, Pacey began to look upon Sponge with anything but admiration; and at last it occurred to him that he would be a very proper subject to, what he called, take the shine out of.

That isnt a bad-like nag, that chestnut of yours, for the wheeler of a coach, Mr. Sponge, exclaimed he, at the instigation of Spraggon, to our friend, producing, of course, a loud guffaw from the party.

No, he isnt, replied Sponge coolly, adding, very like one, I should say.

Devilish good horse, growled Jack in Paceys ear.

Oh, I dare say, whispered Pacey, pretending to be scraping up the orange syrup in his plate, adding, Im only chaffing the beggar.

He looks solitary without the coach at his tail, continued Pacey, looking up, and again addressing Sponge up the table.

He does, affirmed Sponge, amidst the laughter of the party.

Pacey didnt know how to take this; whether as a sell or a compliment to his own wit. He sat for a few seconds grinning and staring like a fool; at last after gulping down a bumper of claret, he again fixed his unmeaning green eyes upon Sponge, and exclaimed:

Ill challenge your horse, Mr. Sponge.

A burst of applause followed the announcement; for it was evident that amusement was in store.

Youll w-h-a-w-t? replied Sponge, staring, and pretending ignorance.

Ill challenge your horse, repeated Pacey with confidence, and in a tone that stopped the lingering murmur of conversation, and fixed the attention of the company on himself.

I dont understand you, replied Sponge, pretending astonishment.

Lor bless us! why, where have you lived all your life? asked Pacey.

Oh, partly in one place, and partly in another, was the answer.

I should think so, replied Pacey, with a look of compassion, adding, in an undertone, a good deal with your mother, I should think.

If you could get that horse at a moderate figure, whispered Jack to his neighbour, and squinting his eyes inside out as he spoke, hes well worth having.

The beggar wont sell him, muttered Pacey, who was fonder of talking about buying horses than of buying them.

Oh yes, he will, replied Jack; he didnt understand what you meant. Mr. Sponge, said he, addressing himself slowly and distinctly up the table to our hero Mr. Sponge, my friend Mr. Pacey here challenges your chestnut.

Sponge still stared in well-feigned astonishment.

Its a custom we have in this country, continued Jack, looking, as he thought, at Sponge, but, in reality, squinting most frightfully at the sideboard.

Do you mean he wants to buy him? asked Sponge.

Yes, replied Jack confidently.

No, I dont, whispered Pacey, giving Jack a kick under the table. Pacey had not yet drunk sufficient wine to be rash.

Yes, yes, replied Jack tartly, you do, adding, in an undertone, leave it to me, man, and Ill let you in for a good thing. Yes, Mr. Sponge, continued he, addressing himself to our hero, Mr. Pacey fancies the chestnut and challenges him.

Why doesnt he ask the price? replied Sponge, who was always ready for a deal.

Ah, the price must be left to a third party, said Jack. The principle of the thing is this, continued he, enlisting the aid of his fingers to illustrate his position: Mr. Pacey, here, said he, applying the forefinger of his right hand to the thumb of the left, looking earnestly at Sponge, but in reality squinting up at the chandelier Mr. Pacey here challenges your horse Multum-in-somethin  I forget what you said you call him  but the nag I rode to-day. Well, then, continued Jack, you (demonstrating Sponge by pressing his two forefingers together, and holding them erect) accept the challenge, but can challenge anything Mr. Pacey has  a horse, dog, gun  anything; and, having fixed on somethin then a third party (who Jack represented by cocking up his thumb), any one you like to name, makes the award. Well, having agreed upon that party (Jack still cocking up the thumb to represent the arbitrator), he says, Give me money. The two then put, say half a crown or five shillins each, into his hand, to which the arbitrator adds the same sum for himself. That being done, the arbitrator says, Hands in pockets, genlemen. (Jack diving his right hand up to the hilt in his own.) If this be an award, Mr. Paceys horse gives Mr. Sponges horse so much  draw. (Jack suiting the action to the word, and laying his fist on the table.) If each persons hand contains money, it is an award  it is a deal; and the arbitrator gets the half-crowns, or whatever it is, for his trouble; so that, in course, he has a direct interest in makin such an award as will lead to a deal. Now do you understand? continued Jack, addressing himself earnestly to Sponge.

I think I do, replied Sponge who had been at the game pretty often.

Well, then, continued Jack, reverting to his original position, my friend, Mr. Pacey here, challenges your chestnut.

No, never mind, muttered Pacey peevishly, in an undertone, with a frown on his face, giving Jack a dig in the ribs with his elbow. Never mind, repeated he; I dont care about it  I dont want the horse.

But I do, growled Jack, adding, in an undertone also, as he stooped for his napkin, dont spoil sport, man; hes as good a horse as ever stepped; and if youll challenge him, Ill stand between you and danger.

But he may challenge something I dont want to part with, observed Pacey.

Then youve nothin to do, replied Jack, but bring up your hand without any money in it.

Ah! I forgot, replied Pacey, who did not like not to appear what he called fly. Well, then, I challenge your chestnut! exclaimed he, perking up, and shouting up the table to Sponge.

Good! replied our friend. I challenge your watch and chain, then, looking at Paceys chain-daubed vest.

Name me arbitrator, muttered Jack, as he again stooped for his napkin.

Who shall handicap us? Captain Guano, Mr. Lumpleg, or who? asked Sponge.

Suppose we say Spraggon?  he says he rode the horse to-day, replied Pacey.

Quite agreeable, said Sponge.

Now, Jack! Now, Spraggon! Now, old Solomon! Now, Doctor Wiseman, resounded from different parts of the table.

Jack looked solemn; and diving both hands into his breeches pockets, stuck out his legs extensively before him.

Give me money, said he pompously. They each handed him half a crown; and Jack added a third for himself. Mr. Pacey challenges Mr. Sponges chestnut horse, and Mr. Sponge challenges Mr. Paceys gold watch, observed Jack sententiously.

Come, old Slowman, go on! exclaimed Guano, adding, have you got no further than that?

Hurry no mans cattle, replied Jack tartly, adding, you may keep a donkey yourself some day.

Mr. Pacey challenges Mr. Sponges chestnut horse, repeated Jack. How old is the chestnut, Mr. Sponge? added he, addressing himself to our friend.

Upon my word I hardly know, replied Sponge, hes past mark of mouth; but I think a hunters age has very little to do with his worth.

Who-y, that depends, rejoined Jack, blowing out his cheeks, and looking as pompous as possible that depends a good deal upon how hes been used in his youth.

Hes about nine, I should say, observed Sponge, pretending to have been calculating, though, in reality, he knew nothing whatever about the horses age. Say nine, or rising ten, and never did a days work till he was six.

Indeed! said Jack, with an important bow, adding, being easy with them at the beginnin puts on a deal to the end. Perfect hunter, I spose?

Why, you can judge of that yourself, replied Sponge.

Perfect hunter, I should say, rejoined Jack, and steady at his fences  dont know that I ever rode a better fencer. Well, continued he, having apparently pondered all that over in his mind, I must trouble you to let me look at your ticker, said he, turning short round on his neighbour.

There, said Mr. Pacey, producing a fine flash watch from his waistcoat-pocket, and holding it to Jack.

The chains included in the challenge, mind, observed Sponge.

In course, said Jack; its what the pawnbrokers call a watch with its appurts. (Jack had his watch at his uncles and knew the terms exactly.)

Its a repeater, mind, observed Pacey, taking off the chain.

The chains heavy, said Jack, running it up in his hand; and heres a pistol-key and a beautiful pencil-case, with the Pacey crest and motto, observed Jack, trying to decipher the latter. If it had been without the words, whatever they are, said he, giving up the attempt, it would have been worth more, but the golds fine, and a new stone can easily be put in.

He then pulled an old hunting-card out of his pocket, and proceeded to make sundry calculations and estimates in pencil on the back.

Well, now, said he, at length, looking up, I should say, such a watch as that and appurts, holding them up, couldnt be bought in a shop under eight-and-twenty pund.

It cost five-and-thirty, observed Mr. Pacey.

Did it! rejoined Jack, adding, then you were done.

Jack then proceeded to do a little more arithmetic, during which process Mr. Puffington passed the wine and gave as a toast Success to the handicap.

Well, at length said Jack, having apparently struck a balance, hands in pocket, genlemen. If this is an award, Mr. Paceys gold watch and appurts gives Mr. Sponges chestnut horse seventy golden sovereigns. Show money, whispered Jack to Pacey, adding, Ill stand the shot.

Stop! roared Guano, do either of you sport your hand?

Yes, I do, replied Mr. Pacey coolly.

And I, said Mr. Sponge.

Hold hard, then, genlemen! roared Jack, getting excited, and beginning to foam. Hold hard, genlemen! repeated he, just as he was in the habit of roaring at the troublesome customers in Lord Scamperdales field; Mr. Pacey and Mr. Sponge both sport their hands.

Ill lay a guinea Pacey doesnt hold money, exclaimed Guano.

Done! exclaimed Parson Blossomnose.

Ill bet it does, observed Charley Slapp.

Ill take you, replied Mr. Miller.

Then the hubbub of betting commenced, and raged with fury for a short time; some betting sovereigns, some half-sovereigns, other half-crowns and shillings, as to whether the hands of one or both held money.

Givers and takers being at length accommodated, perfect silence at length reigned, and all eyes turned upon the double fists of the respective champions.

Jack having adjusted his great tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, and put on a most consequential air, inquired, like a gambling-house keeper, if they were All done  had all made their game? And Yes! yes! yes! resounded from all quarters.

Then, genlemen, said Jack, addressing Pacey and Sponge, who still kept their closed hands on the table, show!

At the word, their hands opened, and each held money.

A deal! a deal! a deal! resounded through the room, accompanied with clapping of hands, thumping of the table, and dancing of glasses. You owe me a guinea, exclaimed one. I want half a sovereign of you, roared another. Heres my half-crown, said a third, handing one across the table to the fortunate winner. A general settlement took place, in the midst of which the watch and appurts were handed to Mr. Sponge.

Well drink Mr. Paceys health, said Mr. Puffington, helping himself to a bumper, and passing the lately replenished decanters. Hes done the thing like a sportsman, and deserves to have luck with his deal. Your good health, Mr. Pacey! continued he, addressing himself specifically to our friend, and luck to your horse.

Your good health, Mr. Pacey  your good health, Mr. Pacey  your good health, Mr. Pacey, then followed in the various intonations that mark the feelings of the speaker towards the toastee, as the bottles passed round the table.

The excitement seemed to have given fresh zest to the wine, and those who had been shirking, or filling on heel-taps, now began filling bumpers, while those who always filled bumpers now took back hands.

There is something about horse-dealing that seems to interest every one. Conversation took a brisk turn, and nothing but the darkness of the night prevented their having the horse out and trying him. Pacey wanted him brought into the dining-room, à la Briggs, but Puff wouldnt stand that. The transfer seemed to have invested the animal with supernatural charms, and those who in general cared nothing about horses wanted to have a sight of him.

Toasting having commenced, as usual, it was proceeded with. Sponges health followed that of Mr. Paceys, Mr. Puffington availing himself of the opportunity afforded by proposing it, of expressing the gratification it afforded himself and all true sportsmen to see so distinguished a character in the country; and he concluded by hoping that the diminution of his stud would not interfere with the length of his visit  a toast that was drunk with great applause.

Mr. Sponge replied by saying, That he certainly had not intended parting with his horse, though one more or less was neither here nor there, especially in these railway times, when a man had nothing to do but take a half-guineas worth of electric wire, and have another horse in less than no time; but Mr. Pacey having taken a fancy to the horse, he had been more accommodating to him than he had to his friend, Mr. Spraggon, if he would allow him to call him so (Jack squinted and bowed assent), who, continued Mr. Sponge, had in vain attempted that morning to get him to put a price upon him.

Very true, whispered Jack to Pacey, with a feel of the elbow in his ribs, adding, in an undertone, the beggar doesnt think Ive got him in spite of him, though.

The horse, Mr. Sponge continued, was an undeniable good un, and he wished Mr. Pacey joy of his bargain.

This venture having been so successful, others attempted similar means, appointing Mr. Spraggon the arbitrator. Captain Guano challenged Mr. Fogos phaeton, while Mr. Fogo retaliated upon the captains chestnut horse; but the captain did not hold money to the award. Blossomnose challenged Mr. Millers pig; but the latter could not be induced to claim anything of the worthy rectors for Mr. Spraggon to exercise his appraising talents upon. After an evening of much noise and confusion, the wine-heated party at last broke up  the staying company retiring to their couches, and the outlying ones finding their ways home as best they could.


CHAPTER XLII

THE MORNINGS REFLECTIONS
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WHEN YOUNG PACEY awoke in the morning he had a very bad headache, and his temples throbbed as if the veins would burst their bounds. The first thing that recalled the actual position of affairs to his mind was feeling under the pillow for his watch: a fruitless search that ended in recalling something of the overnights proceedings.

Pacey liked a cheap flash, and when elated with wine might be betrayed into indiscretions that his soberer moments were proof against. Indeed, among youths of his own age he was reckoned rather a sharp hand; and it was the vanity of associating with men, and wishing to appear a match for them, that occasionally brought him into trouble. In a general way, he was a very cautious hand.

He now lay tumbling and tossing about in bed, and little by little he laid together the outline of the evenings proceedings, beginning with his challenging Mr. Sponges chestnut, and ending with the resignation of his watch and chain. He thought he was wrong to do anything of the sort. He didnt want the horse, not he. What should he do with him? he had one more than he wanted as it was. Then, paying for him seventy sovereigns! confound it, it would be very inconvenient  most inconvenient  indeed, he couldnt do it, so there was an end of it. The facilities of carrying out after-dinner transactions frequently vanish with the mornings sun. So it was with Mr. Pacey. Then he began to think how to get out of it. Should he tell Mr. Sponge candidly the state of his finances, and trust to his generosity for letting him off? Was Mr. Sponge a likely man to do it? He thought he was. But, then, would he blab? He thought he would, and that would blow him among those by whom he wished to be thought knowing, a man not to be done. Altogether he was very much perplexed: seventy pounds was a vast of money; and then there was his watch gone, too! a hundred and more altogether. He must have been drunk to do it  very drunk, he should say; and then he began to think whether he had not better treat it as an after-dinner frolic, and pretend to forget all about it. That seemed feasible.

All at once it occurred to Pacey that Mr. Spraggon was the purchaser, and that he was only a middle-man. His headache forsook him for the moment, and he felt a new man. It was clearly the case, and bit by bit he recollected all about it. How Jack had told him to challenge the horse, and he would stand to the bargain; how he had whispered him (Pacey) to name him (Jack) arbitrator; and how he had done so, and Jack had made the award. Then he began to think that the horse must be a good one, as Jack would not set too high a price on him, seeing that he was the purchaser. Then he wondered that he had put enough on to induce Sponge to sell him: that rather puzzled him. He lay a long time tossing, and proing and coning, without being able to arrive at any satisfactory solution of the matter. At last he rang his bell, and finding it was eight oclock he got up, and proceeded to dress himself; which operation being accomplished, he sought Jacks room, to have a little confidential conversation with him on the subject, and arrange about paying Sponge for the horse, without letting out who was the purchaser.

Jack was snoring, with his great mouth wide open, and his grizzly head enveloped in a white cotton nightcap. The noise of Pacey entering awoke him.

Well, old boy growled he, turning over as soon as he saw who it was, what are you up to?

Oh, nothing particular, replied Mr. Pacey, in a careless sort of tone.

Then make yourself scarce, or Ill baptize you in a way you wont like, growled Jack, diving under the bedclothes.

Oh, why I just wanted to have  have half a dozen words with you about our last nights (ha  hem  haw!) handicap, you know  about the horse, you know.

About the w-h-a-w-t? drawled Jack, as if perfectly ignorant of what Pacey was talking about.

About the horse, you know  about Mr. Sponges horse, you know  that you got me to challenge for you, you know, stammered Pacey.

Oh, dash it, the chaps drunk, growled Jack aloud to himself, adding to Pacey, you shouldnt get up so soon, man  sleep the drink off.

Pacey stood nonplussed.

Dont you remember, Mr. Spraggon, at last asked he, after watching the tassel of Jacks cap peeping above the bedclothes, what took place last night, you know? You asked me to get you Mr. Sponges chestnut, and you know I did, you know.

Hout, lad, disperse!  get out of this! exclaimed Jack, starting his great red face above the bedclothes and squinting frightfully at Pacey.

Well, my dear friend, but you did, observed Pacey soothingly.

Nonsense! roared Jack, again ducking under.

Pacey stood agape.

Come! exclaimed Jack, again starting up, cut your stick!  be off!  make yourself scarce!  give your rags a gallop, in short!  dont be after disturbin a genleman of fortins rest in this way.

But, my dear Mr. Spraggon, resumed Pacey, in the same gentle tone, you surely forget what you asked me to do.

I do, replied Jack firmly.

Well, but, my dear Mr. Spraggon, if youll have the kindness to recollect  to consider  to reflect on what passed, youll surely remember commissioning me to challenge Mr. Sponges horse for you?

Me! exclaimed Jack, bouncing up in bed, and sitting squinting furiously. Me! repeated he; unpossible. How could I do such a thing? Why, I handicapd him, man, for you, man?

You told me, for all that, replied Mr. Pacey, with a jerk of the head.

Oh, by Jove! exclaimed Jack, taking his cap by the tassel, and twisting it off his head, that wont do!  downright impeachment of ones integrity. Oh, by Jingo! that wont do! motioning as if he was going to bounce out of bed; cant stand that  impeach ones integrity, you know, better take ones life, you know. Life without honours nothin, you know. Cock Pheasant at Weybridge, six oclock i the mornin!

Oh, I assure you, I didnt mean anything of that sort, exclaimed Mr. Pacey, frightened at Jacks vehemence, and the way in which he now foamed at the mouth, and flourished his nightcap about. Oh, I assure you, I didnt mean anything of that sort, repeated he, only I thought praps you mightnt recollect all that had passed, praps; and if we were to talk matters quietly over, by putting that and that together, we might assist each other and

Oh, by Jove! interrupted Jack, dashing his nightcap against the bedpost, too late for anything of that sort, sir  downright impeachment of ones integrity, sir  must be settled another way, sir.

But, I assure you, you mistake! exclaimed Pacey.

Rot your mistakes! interrupted Jack; theres no mistake in the matter. Youve reglarly impeached my integrity  blood of the Spraggons wont stand that. Death before Dishonour! shouted he, at the top of his voice, flourishing his nightcap over his head, and then dashing it on to the middle of the floor.

Whats the matter?  whats the matter?  whats the matter? exclaimed Mr. Sponge, rushing through the connecting door. Whats the matter? repeated he, placing himself between the bed in which Jack still sat upright, squinting his eyes inside out, and where Mr. Pacey stood.

Oh, Mr. Sponge! exclaimed Jack, clasping his raised hands in thankfulness, Im so glad youre here!  Im so thankful youre come! Ive been insulted!  oh, goodness, how Ive been insulted! added he, throwing himself back in the bed, as if thoroughly overcome with his feelings.

Well, but whats the matter?  what is it all about? asked Sponge coolly, having a pretty good guess what it was.

Never was so insulted in my life! ejaculated Jack, from under the bedclothes.

Well but what is it? repeated Sponge, appealing to Pacey, who stood as pale as ashes.

Oh! nothing, replied he; quite a mistake; Mr. Spraggon misunderstood me altogether.

Mistake! Theres no mistake in the matter! exclaimed Jack, appearing again on the surface like an otter; you gave me the lie as plain as a pikestaff.

Indeed! observed Mr. Sponge, drawing in his breath and raising his eyebrows right up into the roof of his head. Indeed! repeated he.

No; nothing of the sort, I assure you, asserted Mr. Pacey.

Must have satisfaction! exclaimed Jack, again diving under the bedclothes.

Well, but let us hear how matters stand, said Mr. Sponge coolly, as Jacks grizzly head disappeared.

Youll be my second, growled Jack, from under the bedclothes.

Oh! second be hanged, retorted Sponge. Youve nothing to fight about; Mr. Pacey says he didnt mean anything, that you misunderstood him, and what more can a man want?

Just so, replied Mr. Pacey, just so. I assure you I never intended the slightest imputation on Mr. Spraggon.

Im sure not, replied Mr. Sponge.

H-u-m-p-h, grunted Jack from under the bedclothes, like a pig in the straw. Not showing any disposition to appear on the surface again, Mr. Sponge, after standing a second or two, gave a jerk of his head to Mr. Pacey, and forthwith conducted him into his own room, shutting the door between Mr. Spraggon and him.

Mr. Sponge then inquired into the matter, kindly sympathizing with Mr. Pacey, who he was certain never meant anything disrespectful to Mr. Spraggon, who, Mr. Sponge thought, seemed rather quick at taking offence; though, doubtless, as Mr. Sponge observed, a man was perfectly right in being tenacious of his integrity, a position that he illustrated by a familiar passage from Shakespeare, about stealing a purse and stealing trash, &c.

Emboldened by his kindness, Mr. Pacey then got Mr. Sponge on to talk about the horse of which he had become the unwilling possessor  the renowned chestnut, Multum-in-Parvo.

Mr. Sponge spoke like a very prudent, conscientious man; said that really it was difficult to give an opinion about a horse; that what suited one man might not suit another  that he considered Multum-in-Parvo a very good horse; indeed, that he wouldnt have parted with him if he hadnt more than he wanted, and the cream of the season had passed without his meeting with any of those casualties that rendered the retention of an extra horse or two desirable. Altogether, he gave Mr. Pacey to understand that he held him to his bargain. Having thanked Sponge for his great kindness, and got an order on the groom (Mr. Leather) to have the horse out, Mr. Pacey took his departure to the stable, and Sponge having summoned his neighbour Mr. Spraggon from his bed, the two proceeded to a passage window that commanded a view of the stable-yard.

Mr. Pacey presently went swaggering across it, cracking his jockey whip against his leg, followed by Mr. Leather, with a saddle on his shoulder and a bridle in his hand.

Hed better keep his whip quiet, observed Mr. Sponge, with a shake of his head, as he watched Paceys movements.

The beggar thinks he can ride anything, observed Jack.

Hell find his mistake out just now, replied Sponge.

Presently the stable-door opened, and the horse stepped slowly and quietly out, looking blooming and bright after his previous days gallop. Pacey, running his eyes over his clean muscular legs and finely shaped form, thought he hadnt done so far amiss after all. Leather stood at the horses head, whistling and soothing him, feeling anything but the easy confidence that Mr. Pacey exhibited. Putting his whip under his arm, Pacey just walked up to the horse, and, placing the point of his foot in the stirrup, hoisted himself on by the mane, without deigning to take hold of the reins. Having soused himself into the saddle, he then began feeling the stirrups.

How are they for length, sir? asked Leather, with a hitch of his hand to his forehead.

Theyll do, replied Pacey, in a tone of indifference, gathering up the reins, and applying his left heel to the horses side, while he gave him a touch of the whip on the other. The horse gave a wince, and a hitch up behind; as much as to say, If you do that again Ill kick in right earnest, and then walked quietly out of the yard.

I took the fiery edge off him yesterday, I think, observed Jack, as he watched the horses leisurely movements.

Not so sure of that, replied Sponge, adding, as he left the passage-window, Hell be trying him in the park; lets go and see him from my window.

Accordingly, our friends placed themselves at Sponges bedroom window, and presently the clash of a gate announced that Sponge was right in his speculation. In another second the horse and rider appeared in sight  the horse going much at his ease, but Mr. Pacey preparing himself for action. He began working the bridle and kicking his sides, to get him into a canter; an exertion that produced quite a contrary effect, for the animal slackened his pace as Paceys efforts increased. When, however, he took his whip from under his arm, the horse darted right up into the air, and plunging down again, with one convulsive effort shot Mr. Pacey several yards over his head, knocking his head clean through his hat. The brute then began to graze, as if nothing particular had happened. This easy indifference, however, did not extend to the neighbourhood; for no sooner was Mr. Pacey floored than there was such a rush of grooms, and helpers, and footmen, and gardeners  to say nothing of women, from all parts of the grounds, as must have made it very agreeable to him to know how he had been watched. One picked him up  another his hat-crown  a third his whip  a fourth his gloves  while Margaret, the housemaid, rushed to the rescue with her private bottle of sal volatile  and John, the under-butler, began to extricate him from the new-fashioned neckcloth he had made of his hat.
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MR. PACEY TRIES MULTUM-IN-PARVO

Though our friend was a good deal shaken by the fall, the injury to his body was trifling compared to that done to his mind. Being kicked off a horse was an indignity he had never calculated upon. Moreover, it was done in such a masterly manner as clearly showed it could be repeated at pleasure. In addition to which everybody laughs at a man that is kicked off. All these considerations rushed to his mind, and made him determine not to brook the mirth of the guests as well as the servants.

Accordingly he borrowed a hat and started off home, and seeking his guardian, Major Screw, confided to him the position of affairs. The major, who was a man of the world, forthwith commenced a negotiation with Mr. Sponge, who, after a good deal of haggling, and not until the horse had shot the major over his head, too, at length, as a great favour, consented to take fifty pounds to rescind the bargain, accompanying his kindness by telling the major to advise his ward never to dabble in horseflesh after dinner; a piece of advice that we also very respectfully tender to our juvenile readers.

And Sponge shortly after sent Spraggon a five pound note as his share of the transaction.


CHAPTER XLIII

ANOTHER SICK HOST
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WHEN MR. PUFFINGTON read Messrs. Sponge and Spraggons account of the run with his hounds, in the Swillingford paper, he was perfectly horrified; words cannot describe the disgust that he felt. It came upon him quite by surprise, for he expected to be immortalized in some paper or work of general circulation, in which the Lords Loosefish, Sir Toms, and Sir Harrys of former days might recognize the spirited doings of their early friend. He wanted the superiority of his establishment, the excellence of his horses, the stoutness of his hounds, and the polish of his field, proclaimed, with perhaps a quiet cut at the Flat-Hat gentry; instead of which he had a mixed medley sort of a mess, whose humdrum monotony was only relieved by the absurdities and errors with which it was crammed. At first, Mr. Puffington could not make out what it meant, whether it was a hoax for the purpose of turning run-writing into ridicule, or it had suffered mutilation at the hands of the printer. Calling a good scent an exquisite perfume looked suspicious of a hoax, but then seasonal fox for seasoned fox, scorning to cry for scoring to cry, bay fox for bag fox, grunting for hunting, thrashing for trashing, rests for casts, and other absurdities, looked more like accident than design.

These are the sort of errors that non-sporting compositors might easily make, one term being as much like English to them as the other, though amazingly different to the eye or the ear of a sportsman. Mr. Puffington was thoroughly disgusted. He was sick of hounds and horses, and Bragg, and hay and corn, and kennels and meal, and saddles and bridles; and now, this absurdity seemed to cap the whole thing. He was ill-prepared for such a shock. The exertion of successive dinner-giving  above all, of bachelor dinner-giving  and that too in the country, where men sit, talk, talk, talking, sip, sip, sipping, and just another bottle-ing; more, we believe, from want of something else to do than from any natural inclination to exceed; the exertion, we say, of such parties had completely unstrung our fat friend, and ill-prepared his nerves for such a shock. Being a great man for his little comforts, he always breakfasted in his dressing-room, which he had fitted up in the most luxurious style, and where he had his newspapers (most carefully ironed out) laid with his letters against he came in. It was late on the morning following our last chapter ere he thought he had got rid of as much of his winey headache as fitful sleep would carry off, and enveloped himself in a blue and yellow-flowered silk dressing-gown and Turkish slippers. He looked at his letters, and knowing their outsides, left them for future perusal, and sousing himself into the depths of a many-cushioned easy-chair, proceeded to spell his Morning Post  Tattersalls advertisements Grosjeans Pale-tots Mr. Albert Smith Coals, best Stewart Hetton or Lambtons Police Intelligence, and such other light reading as does not require any great effort to connect or comprehend.

Then came his breakfast, for which he had very little appetite, though he relished his coffee, and also an anchovy. While dawdling over these, he heard sundry wheels grinding about below the window, and the bumping and thumping of boxes, indicative of goings away, for which he couldnt say he felt sorry. He couldnt even be at the trouble of getting up and going to the window to see who it was that was off, so weary and head-achy was he. He rolled and lolled in his chair, now taking a sip of coffee, now a bite of anchovy toast, now considering whether he durst venture on an egg, and again having recourse to the Post. At last, having exhausted all the light reading in it, and scanned through the list of hunting appointments, he took up the Swillingford paper to see that they had got his meets right for the next week. How astonished he was to find the previous days run staring him in the face, headed SPLENDID RUN WITH MR. PUFFINGTONS HOUNDS, in the imposing type here displayed. Well, thats quick work, however, said he, casting his eyes up to the ceiling in astonishment, and thinking how unlike it was the Swillingford papers, which were always a week, but generally a fortnight behindhand with information. Splendid run with Mr. Puffingtons hounds, read he again, wondering who had done it: Bardolph, the innkeeper; Allsop, the cabinet-maker; Tuggins, the doctor, were all out; so was Weatherhog, the butcher. Which of them could it be? Grimes, the editor, wasnt there; indeed, he couldnt ride, and the country was not adapted for a gig.

He then began to read it, and the further he got the more he was disgusted. At last, when he came to the seasonal fox, which some thought was a bay one, his indignation knew no bounds, and crumpling the paper up in a heap, he threw it from him in disgust. Just then in came Plummey, the butler. Plummey saw at a glance what had happened; for Mr. Bragg, and the whips, and the grooms, and the helpers, and the feeder  the whole hunting establishment  were up in arms at the burlesque, and vowing vengeance against the author of it. Mr. Spraggon, on seeing what a mess had been made of his labours, availed himself of the offer of a seat in Captain Guanos dog-cart, and was clear of the premises; while Mr. Sponge determined to profit by Spraggons absence, and lay the blame on him.

Oh, Plummey! exclaimed Mr. Puffington, as his servant entered, Im deuced unwell  quite knocked up, in short, clapping his hand on his forehead, adding, I shall not be able to dine downstairs to-day.

Deed, sir, replied Mr. Plummey, in a tone of commiserationdeed, sir; sorry to hear that, sir.

Are they all gone? asked Mr. Puffington, dropping his boiled-gooseberry-looking eyes upon the fine-flowered carpet.

All gone, sir  all gone, replied Mr. Plummey; all except Mr. Sponge.

Oh, hes still here! replied Mr. Puffington, shuddering with disgust at the recollection of the newspaper run. Is he going to-day? asked he.

No, sir  I dare say not, sir, replied Mr. Plummey. His man  his groom  his  whatever he calls him, expects theyll be staying some time.

The deuce! exclaimed Mr. Puffington, whose hospitality, like Jawleyfords, was greater in imagination than in reality.

Shall I take these things away? asked Plummey, after a pause.

Couldnt you manage to get him to go? asked Mr. Puffington, still harping on his remaining guest.

Dont know, sir. I could try, sir  believe hes bad to move, sir, replied Plummey, with a grin.

Is he really? replied Mr. Puffington, alarmed lest Sponge should fasten himself upon him for good.

They say so, replied Mr. Plummey, but I dont speak from any personal knowledge, for I know nothing of the man.

Well, said Mr. Puffington, amused at his servants exclusiveness, I wish you would try to get rid of him, bow him out civilly, you know  say Im unwell  very unwell  deuced unwell  ordered to keep quiet  say it as if from yourself, you know  it mustnt appear as if it came from me, you know.

In course not, replied Mr. Plummey, in course not, adding, Ill do my best, sir  Ill do my best. So saying, he took up the breakfast things and departed.

Mr. Sponge regaling himself with a cigar in the stables and shrubberies, it was some time before Mr. Plummey had an opportunity of trying his diplomacy upon him, it being contrary to Mr. Plummeys custom to go out of doors after any one. At last he saw Sponge coming lounging along the terrace-walk, looking like a man thoroughly disengaged, and, timing himself properly, encountered him in the entrance.

Beg pardon, sir, said Mr. Plummey, but cook, sir, wishes to know, sir, if you dine here to-day, sir?

Of course, replied Mr. Sponge, where would you have me dine?

Oh, I dont know, sir  only Mr. Puffington, sir, is very poorly, sir, and I thought praps youd be dining out.

Poorly is he? replied Mr. Sponge; sorry to hear that  whats the matter with him?

Bad bilious attack, I think, replied Plummey very subject to them, at this time of year particklarly; was laid up, at least confined to his room, three weeks last year of a similar attack.

Indeed! replied Mr. Sponge, not relishing the information.

Then I must say youll dine here? said the butler.

Yes; I must have my dinner, of course, replied Mr. Sponge. Im not ill, you know. No occasion to make a great spread for me, you know; but still I must have some victuals, you know.

Certainly, sir, certainly, replied Mr. Plummey.

I couldnt think of leaving Mr. Puffington when hes poorly, observed Mr. Sponge, half to himself and half to the butler.

Oh, master  thats to say, Mr. Puffington  always does best when left alone, observed Mr. Plummey, catching at the sentence: indeed the medical men recommend perfect quiet and moderate living as the best thing.

Do they? replied Sponge, taking out another cigar. Mr. Plummey then withdrew, and presently went upstairs to report progress, or rather want of progress, to the gentleman whom he sometimes condescended to call master.

Mr. Puffington had been taking another spell at the paper, and we need hardly say that the more he read of the run the less he liked it.

Ah, thats Mr. Sponges handiwork, observed Plummey, as with a sneer of disgust Mr. Puffington threw the paper from him as Plummey entered the room.

How do you know? asked Mr. Puffington.

Saw it, sir  saw it in the letter-bag going to the post.

Indeed! replied Mr. Puffington.

Mr. Spraggon and he did it after they came in from hunting.

I thought as much, replied Mr. Puffington, in disgust.

Mr. Plummey then related how unsuccessful had been his attempts to get rid of the now most unwelcome guest. Mr. Puffington listened with attention, determined to get rid of him somehow or other. Plummey was instructed to ply Sponge well with hints, all of which, however, Mr. Sponge skilfully parried. So, at last, Mr. Puffington scrawled a miserable-looking note, explaining how very ill he was, how he regretted being deprived of Mr. Sponges agreeable society, but hoping that it would suit Mr. Sponge to return as soon as he was better and pay the remainder of his visit  a pretty intelligible notice to quit, and one which even the cool Mr. Sponge was rather at a loss how to parry.

He did not like the aspect of affairs. In addition to having to spend the evening by himself, the cook sent him a very moderate dinner, smoked soup, sodden fish, scraggy cutlets, and sour pudding. Mr. Plummey, too, seemed to have put all the company bottle-ends together for him. This would not do. If Sponge could have satisfied himself that his host would not be better in a day or two, he would have thought seriously of leaving; but as he could not bring himself to think that he would not, and, moreover, had no place to go to, had it not been for the concluding portion of Mr. Puffingtons note, he would have made an effort to stay. That, however, put it rather out of his power, especially as it was done so politely, and hinted at a renewal of the visit. Mr. Sponge spent the evening in cogitating what he should do  thinking what sportsmen had held out the hand of good-fellowship, and hinted at hoping to have the pleasure of seeing him. Fyle, Fossick, Blossomnose, Capon, Dribble, Hook, and others, were all run through his mind, without his thinking it prudent to attempt to fix a volunteer visit upon any of them. Many people he knew could pen polite excuses, who yet could not hit them off at the moment, especially in that great arena of hospitality  the hunting-field. He went to bed very much perplexed.


CHAPTER XLIV

WANTED  A RICH GOD-PAPA!
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WHEN ONE DOOR shuts another opens, say the saucy servants; and fortune was equally favourable to our friend Mr. Sponge. Though he could not think of any one to whom he could volunteer a visit. Dame Fortune provided him with an overture from a party who wanted him! But we will introduce his new host, or rather victim.

People hunt from various motives  some for the love of the thing  some for show  some for fashion  some for health  some for appetites  some for coffee-housing  some to say they have hunted  some because others hunt.

Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey did not hunt from any of these motives, and it would puzzle a conjurer to make out why he hunted; indeed, the members of the different hunts he patronized  for he was one of the run-about, non-subscribing sort  were long in finding out. It was observed that he generally affected countries abounding in large woods, such as Stretchaway Forest, Hazelbury Chase, and Oakington Banks, into which he would dive with the greatest avidity. At first people thought he was a very keen hand, anxious to see a fox handsomely found, if he could not see him handsomely finished, against which latter luxury his figure and activity, or want of activity, were somewhat opposed. Indeed, when we say that he went by the name of the Woolpack, our readers will be able to imagine the style of man he was: long-headed, short-necked, large-girthed, dumpling-legged little fellow, who, like most fat men, made himself dangerous by compressing a most unreasonable stomach into a circumscribed coat, each particular button of which looked as if it was ready to burst off, and knock out the eye of any one who might have the temerity to ride alongside of him. He was a puffy, wheezy, sententious little fellow, who accompanied his parables with a snort into a large finely plaited shirt-frill, reaching nearly up to his nose. His hunting-costume consisted of a black coat and waistcoat, with white moleskin breeches, much cracked and darned about the knees and other parts, as nether garments made of that treacherous stuff often are. His shapeless tops, made regardless of the refinements of right and left, dangled at his horses sides like a couple of stable-buckets; and he carried his heavy iron hammer-headed whip over his shoulder like a flail. But we are drawing his portrait instead of saying why he hunted. Well, then, having married Mrs. Springwheats sister, who was always boasting to Mrs. Crowdey what a loving, doting husband Springey was after hunting, Mrs. Crowdey had induced Crowdey to try his hand, and though soon satisfied that he hadnt the slightest taste for the sport, but being a great man for what he called gibbey-sticks, he hunted for the purpose of finding them. As we said before, he generally appeared at large woodlands, into which he would ride with the hounds, plunging through the stiffest clay, and forcing his way through the strongest thickets, making observations all the while of the hazels, and the hollies, and the blackthorns, and, we are sorry to say, sometimes of the young oaks and ashes, that he thought would fashion into curious-handled walking-sticks; and these he would return for at a future day, getting them with as large clubs as possible, which he would cut into the heads of beasts, or birds, or fishes, or men. At the time of which we are writing, he had accumulated a vast quantity  thousands; the garret at the top of his house was quite full, so were most of the closets, while the rafters in the kitchen, and cellars, and out-houses, were crowded with others in a state of déshabille. He calculated his stock at immense worth, we dont know how many thousand pounds; and as he cut, and puffed, and wheezed, and modelled, with a volume of Buffon, or the picture of some eminent man before him, he chuckled, and thought how well he was providing for his family. He had been at it so long, and argued so stoutly, that Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey, if not quite convinced of the accuracy of his calculations, nevertheless thought it well to encourage his hunting predilections, inasmuch as it brought him in contact with people he would not otherwise meet, who, she thought, might possibly be useful to their children. Accordingly, she got him his breakfast betimes on hunting-mornings, charged his pockets with currant-buns, and saw to the mending of his moleskins when he came home, after any of those casualties that occur as well in the chase as in gibbey-stick hunting.

A stranger being a marked man in a rural country, Mr. Sponge excited more curiosity in Mr. Jogglebury Crowdeys mind than Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey did in Mr. Sponges. In truth, Jogglebury was one of those unsportsmanlike beings, that a regular fox-hunter would think it waste of words to inquire about, and if Mr. Sponge saw him, he did not recollect him; while, on the other hand, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey went home very full of our friend. Now, Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey was a fine, bustling, managing woman, with a large family, for whom she exerted all her energies to procure desirable god-papas and mammas; and, no sooner did she hear of this newcomer, than she longed to appropriate him for god-papa to their youngest son.

Jog, my dear, said she, to her spouse, as they sat at tea; it would be well to look after him.

What for, my dear? asked Jog, who was staring a stick, with a half-finished head of Lord Brougham for a handle, out of countenance.

What for, Jog? Why, cant you guess?

No, replied Jog doggedly.

No! ejaculated his spouse. Why, Jog, you certainly are the stupidest man in existence.

Not necessarily! replied Jog, with a jerk of his head and a puff into his shirt-frill that set it all in a flutter.

Not necessarily! replied Mrs. Jogglebury, who was what they call a spirited woman, in the same rising tone as before. Not necessarily! but I say necessarily  yes, necessarily. Do you hear me, Mr. Jogglebury?

I hear you, replied Jogglebury scornfully, with another jerk, and another puff into the frill.

The two then sat silent for some minutes, Jogglebury still contemplating the progressing head of Lord Brougham, and recalling the eye and features that some five-and-twenty years before had nearly withered him in a breach of promise action, Smiler v. Jogglebury, that being our friends name before his uncle Crowdey left him his property.
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Mrs. Jogglebury having an object in view, and knowing that, though Jogglebury might lead, he would not drive, availed herself of the lull to trim her sail, to try and catch him on the other tack.

Well, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, said she, in a passive tone of regret, I certainly thought however indifferent you might be to me (and here she applied her handkerchief  rather a coarse one  to her eyes) that still you had some regard for the interests of your (sob) children; and here the waterfalls of her beady black eyes went off in a gush.

Well, my dear, replied Jogglebury, softened, Im (puff) sure Im (wheeze) anxious for my (puff) children. You dont spose if I wasnt (puff), Id (wheeze) labour as I (puff  wheeze) do to leave them fortins?  alluding to his exertions in the gibbey-stick line.

Oh, Jog, I dare say youre very good and very industrious, sobbed Mrs. Jogglebury, but I sometimes (sob) think that you might apply your (sob) energies to a better (sob) purpose.

Indeed, my dear (puff), I dont see that (wheeze), replied Jogglebury, mildly.

Why, now, if you were to try and get this rich Mr. Sponge for a god-papa for Gustavus James, continued she, drying her eyes as she came to the point, that, I should say, would be worthy of you.

But, my (puff) dear, replied Jogglebury, I dont know Mr. (wheeze) Sponge, to begin with.

Thats nothing, replied Mrs. Jogglebury; hes a stranger, and you should call upon him.

Mr. Jogglebury sat silent, still staring at Lord Brougham, thinking how he pitched into him, and how sick he was when the jury, without retiring from the box, gave five hundred pounds damages against him.

Hes a fox-hunter, too, continued his wife; and you ought to be civil to him.

Well, but, my (puff) dear, hes as likely to (wheeze) these fifty years as any (puff, wheeze) man I ever looked at, replied Jogglebury.

Oh, nonsense, replied Mrs. Jogglebury; theres no saying when a fox-hunter may break his neck. My word! but Mrs. Slooman tells me pretty stories of Sloos doings with the harriers  jumping over hurdles, and everything that comes in the way, and galloping along the stony lanes as if the wind was a snail compared to his horse. I tell you. Jog, you should call on this gentleman

Well, replied Mr. Jogglebury.

And ask him to come and stay here, continued Mrs. Jogglebury.

Perhaps he mightnt like it (puff), replied Jogglebury. I dont know that we could (puff) entertain him as hes (wheeze) accustomed to be, added he.

Oh, nonsense, replied Mrs. Jogglebury; we can entertain him well enough. You always say fox-hunters are not ceremonious. I tell you what, Jog, you dont think half enough of yourself. You are far too easily set aside. My word! but I know some people who would give themselves pretty airs if their husband was chairman of a board of guardians, and trustee of I dont know how many of Her Majestys turnpike roads, Mrs. Jog here thinking of her sister Mrs. Springwheat, who, she used to say, had married a mere farmer. I tell you, Jog, youre far too humble, you dont think half enough of yourself.

Well, but, my (puff) dear, you dont (puff) consider that all people aint (puff) fond of (wheeze) children, observed Jogglebury, after a pause. Indeed, Ive (puff) observed that some (wheeze) dont like them.

Oh, but those will be nasty little brats, like Mrs. James Wakenshaws, or Mrs. Tom Cheeks. But such children as ours! such charmers! such delights! there isnt a man in the county, from the Lord-Lieutenant downwards, who wouldnt be proud  who wouldnt think it a compliment  to be asked to be god-papa to such children. I tell you what, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, it would be far better to get them rich god-papas and god-mammas than to leave them a whole house full of sticks.

Well, but, my (puff) dear, the (wheeze) sticks will prove very (wheeze) hereafter, replied Jogglebury, bridling up at the imputation on his hobby.

I hope so, replied Mrs. Jogglebury, in a tone of incredulity.

Well, but, my (puff) dear, I (wheeze) you that they will be  indeed (puff), I may (wheeze) say that they (puff) are. It was only the other (puff) day that (wheeze) Patrick OFogo offered me five-and-twenty (wheeze) shillings for my (puff) blackthorn Daniel OConnell, which is by no means so (puff) good as the (wheeze) wild-cherry one, or, indeed (puff), as the yew-tree one that I (wheeze) out of Spankerley Park.

Id have taken it if Id been you, observed Mrs. Jogglebury.

But hes (puff) worth far more, retorted Jogglebury angrily; why (wheeze) Lumpleg offered me as much for Disraeli.

Well, Id have taken it, too, rejoined Mrs. Jogglebury.

But I should have (wheeze) spoilt my (puff) set, replied the gibbey-stick man. Spose any (wheeze) body was to (puff) offer me five guineas a (puff) piece for the (puff) pick of my (puff) collection  my (puff) Wellingtons, my (wheeze) Napoleons, my (puff) Byrons, my (wheeze) Walter Scotts, my (puff) Lord Johns, dye think Id take it?

I should hope so, replied Mrs. Jogglebury.

I should (puff) do no such thing, snorted her husband into his frill. I should hope, continued he, speaking slowly and solemnly, that a (puff) wise ministry will purchase the whole (puff) collection for a (wheeze) grateful nation, when the (wheeze) something is no more (wheeze). The concluding words being lost in the emotion of the speaker (as the reporters say).

Well, but will you go and call on Mr. Sponge, dear? asked Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey, anxious as well to turn the subject as to make good her original point.

Well, my dear, Ive no objection, replied Joggle, wiping a tear from the corner of his eye with his coat-cuff.

Thats a good soul! exclaimed Mrs. Jogglebury soothingly. Go to-morrow, like a nice, sensible man.

Very well, replied her now complacent spouse.

And ask him to come here, continued she.

I cant (puff) ask him to (puff) come, my dear (wheeze), until he (puff  wheeze) returns my (puff) call.

Oh, fiddle, replied his wife, you always say fox-hunters never stand upon ceremony; why should you stand upon any with him?

Mr. Jogglebury was posed, and sat silent.


CHAPTER XLV

THE DISCOMFITED DIPLOMATIST
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WELL, THEN, AS we said before, when one door shuts another opens; and just as Mr. Puffingtons door was closing on poor Mr. Sponge, who should cast up but our newly introduced friend, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey. Mr. Sponge was sitting in solitary state in the fine drawing-room, studying his old friend Mogg, calculating what he could ride from Spur Street, Leicester Square, by Shorts Gardens, and across Waterloo Bridge, to the Elephant and Castle for, when the grinding of a vehicle on the gravelled ring attracted his attention. Looking out of the window, he saw a horses head in a faded-red, silk-fronted bridle, with the letters J.C. on the winkers; not J.C. writhing in the elegant contortions of modern science, but J.C. in the good, plain, matter-of-fact characters we have depicted above.

Thatll be the doctor, said Mr. Sponge to himself, as he resumed his reading and calculations, amidst a peal of the door-bell, well calculated to arouse the whole house. Hes a good un to ring! added he, looking up and wondering when the last lingering tinkle would cease.

Before the fact was ascertained, there was a hurried tramp of feet past the drawing-room door, and presently the entrance one opened and let in  a rush of wind.

Is Mr. Sponge at home? demanded a slow, pompous-speaking, deep-toned voice, evidently from the vehicle.

Yez-ur, was the immediate answer.

Who can that be? exclaimed Sponge, pocketing his Mogg.

Then there was a creaking of springs and a jingling against iron steps, and presently a high-blowing, heavy-stepping body was heard crossing the entrance-hall, while an out-stripping footman announced Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, leaving the owner to follow his name at his leisure.

Mrs. Jogglebury had insisted on Jog putting on his new black frock  a very long coat, fitting like a sack, with the well-filled pockets bagging behind, like a poor mans dinner wallet. In lieu of the shrunk and darned white moleskins, receding in apparent disgust from the dingy tops, he had got his nether man enveloped in a pair of fine cinnamon-coloured tweeds, with broad blue stripes down the sides, and shaped out over the clumsy foot.
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MR. JOGGLEBURY INTRODUCING HIMSELF TO MR. SPONGE

Puff, wheeze, puff, he now came waddling and labouring along, hat in hand, hurrying after the servant; puff, wheeze, puff, and he found himself in the room. Your servant, sir, said he, sticking himself out behind, and addressing Mr. Sponge, making a ground sweep with his woolly hat.

Yours, said Mr. Sponge, with a similar bow.

Fine day (puff  wheeze), observed Mr. Jogglebury, blowing into his large frill.

It is, replied Mr. Sponge, adding, wont you be seated?

Hows Puffington? gasped our visitor, sousing himself upon one of the rosewood chairs in a way that threatened destruction to the slender fabric.

Oh, hes pretty middling, I should say, replied Sponge, now making up his mind that he was addressing the doctor.

Pretty middlin (puff), repeated Jogglebury, blowing into his frill; pretty middlin (wheeze); I spose that means hes got a (puff) gumboil. My third (wheeze) girl, Margaret Henrietta has one.

Do you want to see him? asked Sponge, after a pause, which seemed to indicate that his friends conversation had come to a period, or full stop.

No, replied Jogglebury unconcernedly. No; Ill leave a (puff) card for him (wheeze), added he, fumbling in his wallet behind for his card-case. My (puff) object is to pay my (wheeze) respects to you, observed he, drawing a great carved Indian case from his pocket, and pulling off the top with a noise like the drawing of a cork.

Much obliged for the compliment, observed Mr. Sponge, as Jogglebury fumbled and broke his nails in attempting to get a card out.

Do you stay long in this part of the world? asked he, as at last he succeeded, and commenced tapping the corners of the card on the table.

I really dont know, replied Mr. Sponge, as the particulars of his situation flashed across his mind. Could this pudding-headed man be a chap Puffington had got to come and sound him, thought he.

Jogglebury sat silent for a time, examining his feet attentively as if to see they were pairs, and scrutinizing the bags of his cinnamon-coloured trousers.

I was going to say (hem  cough  hem), at length observed he, looking up, thats to say, I was thinking (hem  wheeze  cough  hem), or rather I should say, Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey sent me to say  I mean to say, continued he, stamping one of his ponderous feet against the floor as if to force out his words, Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey and I would be glad  happy, thats to say (hem)  if you would arrange (hem) to (wheeze) pay us a visit (hem).

Most happy, Im sure! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, jumping at the offer.

Before you go (hem), continued our visitor, taking up the sentence where Sponge had interrupted him; I (hem) live about nine miles (hem) from here (hem).

Are there any hounds in your neighbourhood? asked Mr. Sponge.

Oh yes, replied Mr. Jogglebury slowly; Mr. Puffington here draws up to Greatacre Gorse within a few (puff  wheeze) miles  say, three (puff)  of my (wheeze) house; and Sir Harry Scattercash (puff) hunts all the (puff  wheeze) country below, right away down to the (puff  wheeze) sea.

Well, youre a devilish good fellow! exclaimed Sponge; and Ill tell you what, as Im sure you mean what you say, Ill take you at your word and go at once; and thatll give our friend here time to come round.

Oh, but (puff  wheeze  gasp), started Mr. Jogglebury, the blood rushing to his great yellow, whiskerless cheeks, Im not quite (gasp) sure that Mrs. (gasp) Jogglebury (puff) Crowdey would be (puff  wheeze  gasp) prepared.

Oh, hang preparation! interrupted Mr. Sponge. Ill take you as you are. Never mind me. I hate being made company of. Just treat me like one of yourselves; toad-in-the-hole, dog-in-the-blanket, beef-steaks and oyster-sauce, rabbits and onions  anything; nothing comes amiss to me.

So saying, and while Jogglebury sat purple and unable to articulate, Mr. Sponge applied his hand to the ivory bell-knob and sounded an imposing peal. Mr. Jogglebury sat wondering what was going to happen, and thinking what a wigging he would get from Mrs. J. if he didnt manage to shake off his friend. Above all, he recollected that they had nothing but haddocks and hashed mutton for dinner.

Tell Leather I want him, said Mr. Sponge, in a tone of authority, as the footman answered the summons; then, turning to his guest, as the man was leaving the room, he said, Wont you take something after your drive  cold meat, glass of sherry, soda-water, bottled porter  anything in that line?

In an ordinary way, Jogglebury would have said, if you please, at the sound of the words cold meat, for he was a dead hand at luncheon; but the fix he was in completely took away his appetite, and he sat wheezing and thinking whether to make another effort, or to wait the arrival of Leather.

Presently Leather appeared, jean-jacketed and gaitered, smoothing his hair over his forehead, after the manner of the brotherhood.

Leather, said Mr. Sponge, in the same tone of importance, Im going to this gentlemans; for as yet he had not sufficiently mastered the name to be able to venture upon it in the owners presence. Leather, Im going to this gentlemans, and I want you to bring me a horse over in the morning; or stay, said he, interrupting himself, and, turning to Jogglebury, he exclaimed, I dare say you could manage to put me up a couple of horses, couldnt you? and then we should be all cosy and jolly together, you know.

Pon my word, gasped Jogglebury nearly choked by the proposal; pon my word, I can hardly (puff) say, I hardly (wheeze) know, but if youll (puff  wheeze) allow me, Ill tell you what Ill do: Ill (puff  wheeze) home, and see what I can (puff) do in the way of entertainment for (puff  wheeze) man as well as for (puff  wheeze) horse.

Oh, thank you, my dear fellow! exclaimed Sponge, seeing the intended dodge; thank you, my dear fellow! repeated he; but thats giving you too much trouble  far too much trouble!  couldnt think of such a thing  no, indeed, I couldnt. Ill tell you what well do  Ill tell you what well do. You shall drive me over in that shandrydan-rattle-trap thing of yours  Sponge looking out of the window, as he spoke, at the queer-shaped, jumped-together, lack-lustre-looking vehicle, with a turnover seat behind, now in charge of a pepper-and-salt attired youth, with a shabby hat, looped up by a thin silver cord to an acorn on the crown, and baggy Berlin gloves and Ill just see what there is in the way of stabling; and if I think it will do, then Ill give a boy sixpence or a shilling to come over to Leather, here, jerking his head towards his factotum; if it wont do, why then

We shall want three stalls, sir  recollect, sir, interrupted Leather, who did not wish to move his quarters.

True, I forgot, replied Sponge, with a frown at his servants officiousness; however, if we can get two good stalls for the hunters, said he, well manage the hack somehow or other.

Well, replied Mr. Leather, in a tone of resignation, knowing how hopeless it was arguing with his master.

I really think, gasped Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, encouraged by the apparent sympathy of the servant to make a last effort, I really think, repeated he, as the hashed mutton and haddocks again flashed across his mind, that my (puff  wheeze) plan is the (puff) best; let me (puff  wheeze) home and see how all (puff  wheeze) things are, and then Ill write you a (puff  wheeze) line, or send a (puff  wheeze) servant over.

Oh no, replied Mr. Sponge, oh no  thats far too much trouble. Ill just go over with you now and reconnoitre.

Im afraid Mrs. (puff  wheeze) Crowdey will hardly be prepared for (puff  wheeze) visitors, ejaculated our friend, recollecting it was washing-day, and that Mary Ann would be wanted in the laundry.

Dont mention it! exclaimed Mr. Sponge; dont mention it. I hate to be made company of. Just give me what you have yourselves  just give me what you have yourselves. Where two can dine, three can dine, you know.

Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey was nonplussed.

Well, now, said Mr. Sponge, turning again to Leather; just go upstairs and help me to pack up my things; and, addressing himself to our visitor, he said, perhaps youll amuse yourself with the paper  the Post  or Ill lend you my Mogg, continued he, offering the little gilt-lettered, purple-backed volume as he spoke.

Thankee, replied Mr. Jogglebury, who was still tapping away at the card, which he had now worked very soft.

Mr. Sponge then left him with the volume in his hand, and proceeded upstairs to his bedroom.

In less than twenty minutes, the vehicle was got under way, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey and Mr. Sponge occupying the roomy seats in front, and Bartholomew Badger, the before-mentioned tiger, and Mr. Sponges portmanteau and carpet-bag, being in the very diminutive turnover seat behind. The carriage was followed by the straining eyes of sundry Johns and Janes, who unanimously agreed that Mr. Sponge was the meanest, shabbiest gent they had ever had in their house. Mr. Leather was, therefore, roasted in the servants hall, where the sins of the masters are oft visited upon the servants.

But to our travellers.

Little conversation passed between our friends for the first few miles, for, in addition to the road being rough, the driving-seat was so high, and the other so low, that Mr. Jogglebury Crowdeys parables broke against Mr. Sponges hat-crown, instead of dropping into his ear; besides which, the unwilling hosts mind was a good deal occupied with wishing that there had been three haddocks instead of two, and speculating whether Mrs. Crowdey would be more pleased at the success of his mission, or put out of her way by Mr. Sponges unexpected coming. Above all, he had marked some very promising-looking sticks  two blackthorns and a holly  to cut on his way home, and he was intent on not missing them. So sudden was the jerk that announced his coming on the first one, as nearly to throw the old family horse on his knees, and almost to break Mr. Sponges nose against the brass edge of the cocked-up splash-board. Ere Mr. Sponge recovered his equilibrium, the whip was in the case, the reins dangling about the old screws heels, and Mr. Crowdey scrambling up a steep bank to where a very thick boundary-hedge shut out the view of the adjacent country. Presently, chop, chop, chop, was heard, from Mr. Crowdeys pocket axe, with a tug  wheeze  puff from himself; next a crash of separation; and then the purple-faced Mr. Crowdey came bearing down the bank dragging a great blackthorn bush after him.

What have you got there? inquired Mr. Sponge, with surprise.

Got! (wheeze  puff  wheeze), replied Mr. Crowdey, pulling up short, and mopping his perspiring brow with a great claret-coloured bandana. Got! Ive (puff  wheeze) got what I (wheeze) think will (puff) into a most elaborate and (wheeze) valuable walking-stick. This I (puff) think, continued he, eyeing the great ball with which he had got it up, will (wheeze) come in most valuably (puff) for my great (puff  wheeze  gasp) national undertaking  the (puff) Kings and (wheeze) Queens of Great Britain (gasp).

What are they? asked Mr. Sponge, astonished at his vehemence.

Oh! (puff  wheeze  gasp) havent you heard? exclaimed Mr. Jogglebury, taking off his great woolly hat, and giving his lank, dark hair, streaked with grey, a sweep round his low forehead with the bandana. Oh! (puff  gasp) havent you heard? repeated he, getting a little more breath. Im (wheeze) undertaking a series of (gasp) sticks, representing  (gasp)  immortalizing, I may say (puff), all the (wheeze) crowned heads of England (puff).

Indeed! replied Mr. Sponge.

Theyll be a most valuable collection (wheeze  puff), continued Mr. Jogglebury, still eyeing the knob. This, added he, shall be William the Fourth. He then commenced lopping and docking the sides, making Bartholomew Badger bury them in a sand-pit hard by, observing, in a confidential wheeze to Mr. Sponge, that he had once been county-courted for a similar trespass before. The top and lop being at length disposed of, Mr. Crowdey, grasping the club-end, struck the other forcibly against the ground, exclaiming, There!  theres a (puff) stick! Who knows what that (puff  wheeze) stick may be worth some day?

He then bundled into his carriage and drove on.

Two more stoppages marked their arrival at the other sticks, which being duly captured and fastened within the straps of the carriage-apron, Mr. Crowdey drove on somewhat more at ease in his mind, at all events somewhat comforted at the thoughts of having increased his wealth. He did not become talkative  indeed that was not his forte, but he puffed into his shirt-frill, and made a few observations, which, if they did not possess much originality, at all events showed that he was not asleep.

Those are draining-tiles, said he, after a hearty stare at a cart-load. Then about five minutes after he blew again, and said, I dont think (puff) that (wheeze) draining without (gasp) manuring will constitute high farming (puff).

So he jolted and wheezed, and jerked and jagged the old quadrupeds mouth, occasionally hissing between his teeth, and stamping against the bottom of the carriage, when other persuasive efforts failed to induce it to keep up the semblance of a trot. At last the ill-supported hobble died out into a walk, and Mr. Crowdey, complacently dropping his fat hand on his fat knees, seemed to resign himself to his fate.

So they crawled along the up-and-downy piece of road below Poplarton plantations, Mr. Jogglebury keeping a sharp eye upon the underwood for sticks. After passing these, they commenced the gradual ascent of Roundington Hill, when a sudden sweep of the road brought them in view of the panorama of the rich Vale of Butterflower.

Theres a snug-looking box, observed Sponge, as he at length espied a confused jumble of gable-ends and chimney-pots rising from amidst a clump of Scotch firs and other trees, looking less like a farmhouse than anything he had seen.

Thats my house (puff); thats Puddingpote Bower (wheeze), replied Crowdey slowly and pompously, adding an e to the syllable, to make it sound better, the haddocks, hashed mutton, and all the horrors of impromptu hospitality rushing upon his mind.

Things began to look worse the nearer he got home. He didnt care to aggravate the old animal into a trot. He again wondered whether Mrs. J. would be pleased at the success of his mission, or angry at the unexpected coming.

Where are the stables? asked Sponge, as he scanned the in-and-out irregularities of the building.

Stables (wheeze), stables (puff), repeated Crowdey  thinking of his troubles  of its being washing-day, and Mary Ann, or Murry Ann, as he called her, the under-butler, being engaged; of Bartholomew Badger having the horse and fe-a-ton to clean, &c. stables, repeated he for the third time; stables are at the back, behind, in fact; youll see a (puff) vane  a (wheeze) fox, on the top.

Ah, indeed! replied Mr. Sponge, brightening up, thinking there would be old hay and corn.

They now came to a half-Swiss, half-Gothic little cottage of a lodge, and the old horse turned instinctively into the open white gate with pea-green bands.

Heres Mrs. Crow  Crow  Crowdey! gasped Jogglebury, convulsively, as a tall woman, in flare-up red and yellow stunner tartan, with a swarm of little children, similarly attired, suddenly appeared at an angle of the road, the lady handling a great alpaca umbrella-looking parasol in the stand-and-deliver style.

Whats kept you? exclaimed she, as the vehicle got within ear-shot. Whats kept you? repeated she, in a sharper key, holding her parasol across the road, but taking no notice of our friend Sponge, who, in truth, she took for Edgebone, the butcher. Oh! youve been after your sticks, have you? added she, as her spouse drew the vehicle up alongside of her, and she caught the contents of the apron-straps.

My dear (puff) gasped her husband, Ive brought Mr. (wheeze) Sponge, said he, winking his right eye, and jerking his head over his left shoulder, looking very frightened all the time. Mr. (puff) Sponge, Mrs. (gasp) Jogglebury (wheeze) Crowdey, continued he, motioning with his hand.

Finding himself in the presence of his handsome hostess, Sponge made her one of his best bows, and offered to resign his seat in the carriage to her. This she declined, alleging that she had the children with her  looking round on the grinning, gaping group, the majority of them with their mouths smeared with lollipops. Crowdey, who was not so stupid as he looked, was nettled at Sponges attempting to fix his wife upon him at such a critical moment, and immediately retaliated with, Praps (puff) youd like to (puff) out and (wheeze) walk.

There was no help for this, and Sponge having alighted, Mr. Crowdey said, half to Mr. Sponge and half to his fine wife, Then (puff  wheeze) Ill just (puff) on and get Mr. (wheeze) Sponges room ready. So saying, he gave the old nag a hearty jerk with the bit, and two or three longitudinal cuts with the knotty-pointed whip, and jingled away with a bevy of children shouting, hanging on, and dragging behind, amidst exclamations from Mrs. Crowdey, of O Anna Maria! Juliana Jane! O Frederick James, you naughty boy! youll spoil your new shoes! Archibald John, youll be kilt! youll be run over to a certainty. O Jogglebury, you inhuman man! continued she, running and brandishing her alpaca parasol, youll run over your children! youll run over your children!

My (puff) dear, replied Jogglebury, looking coolly over his shoulder, how can they be (wheeze) run over behind?

So saying Jogglebury ground away at his leisure.


CHAPTER XLVI

PUDDINGPOTE BOWER, THE SEAT OF JOGGLEBURY CROWDEY, ESQ.
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YOUR GOOD HUSBAND, observed Mr. Sponge as he now overtook his hostess and proceeded with her towards the house, has insisted upon bringing me over to spend a few days till my friend Puffington recovers. Hes just got the gout. I said I was fraid it mightnt be quite convenient to you, but Mr. Crowdey assured me you were in the habit of receivin fox-hunters at short notice; and so I have taken him at his word, you see, and come.

Mrs. Jogglebury, who was still out of wind from her run after the carriage, assured him that she was extremely happy to see him, though she couldnt help thinking what a noodle Jog was to bring a stranger on a washing-day. That, however, was a point she would reserve for Jog.

Just then a loud outburst from the children announced the approach of the eighth wonder of the world, in the person of Gustavus James in the nurses arms, with a curly blue feather nodding over his nose. Mrs. Joggleburys black eyes brightened with delight as she ran forward to meet him; and in her minds eye she saw him inheriting a splendid mansion, with a retinue of powdered footmen in pea-green liveries and broad gold-laced hats. Great  prospectively great, at least  as had been her successes in the sponsor line with her other children, she really thought, getting Mr. Sponge for a god-papa for Gustavus James eclipsed all her other doings.

Mr. Sponge, having been liberal in his admiration of the other children, of course could not refuse unbounded applause to the evident object of a mothers regards; and, chucking the young gentleman under his double chin, asked him how he was, and said something about something he had in his box, alluding to a paper of cheap comfits he had bought at Sugarchalks, the confectioners, sale in Oxford Street, and which he carried about for contingencies like the present. This pleased Mrs. Crowdey  looking, as she thought, as if he had come predetermined to do what she wanted. Amidst praises and stories of the prodigy, they reached the house.

If a hall means a house with an entrance-hall, Puddingpote Bower did not aspire to be one. A visitor dived, in medias res, into the passage at once. In it stood an oak-cased family clock, and a large glass-case, with an alarming-looking, stuffed tiger-like cat, on an imitation marble slab. Underneath the slab, indeed all about the passage, were scattered childrens hats and caps, hoops, tops, spades, and mutilated toys  spotted horses without heads, soldiers without arms, windmills without sails, and wheelbarrows without wheels. In a corner were a bunch of gibbeys in the rough, and alongside the weather-glass hung Jogs formidable flail of a hunting-whip.

Mr. Sponge found his portmanteau standing bolt upright in the passage, with the bag alongside of it, just as they had been chucked out of the phaeton by Bartholomew Badger, who, having got orders to put the horse right, and then to put himself right to wait at dinner, Mr. Jogglebury proceeded to vociferate:

Murry Ann!  Murry Ann! in such a way that Mary Ann thought either that the cat had got young Crowdey, or the house was on fire. Oh! Murry Ann! exclaimed Mr. Jogglebury, as she came darting into the passage from the back settlements, up to the elbows in soap-suds; I want you to (puff) upstairs with me, and help to get my (wheeze) gibbey-sticks out of the best room; theres a (puff) gentleman coming to (wheeze) here.

Oh, indeed, sir, replied Mary Ann, smiling, and dropping down her sleeves  glad to find it was no worse.

They then proceeded upstairs together.

All the gibbey-sticks were bundled out, both the finished ones, that were varnished and laid away carefully in the wardrobe, and those that were undergoing surgical treatment, in the way of twistings, and bendings, and tyings in the closets. As they routed them out of hole and corner, Jogglebury kept up a sort of running recommendation to mercy, mingled with an inquiry into the state of the household affairs.

Now (puff), Murry Ann! exclaimed he; take care you dont scratch that (puff) Franky Burdett, handing her a highly varnished oak stick, with the head of Sir Francis for a handle; and how many (gasp) haddocks dye say there are in the house?

Three, sir, replied Mary Ann.

Three! repeated he, with an emphasis. I thought your (gasp) missus told me there were but (puff) two; and, Murry Ann, you must put the new (puff) quilt on the (gasp) bed, and (puff) just look under it (gasp) and youll find the (puff) old Truro rolled up in a dirty (puff) pocket hankercher; and, Murry Ann, dye think the new (wheeze) purtaters came that I bought of (puff) Billy Bloxom? If so, youd better (puff) some for dinner, and get the best (wheeze) decanters out; and, Murry Ann, there are two gibbeys on the (puff) surbase at the back of the bed, which you may as well (puff) away. Ah! here he is, added Mr. Jogglebury, as Mr. Sponges voice rose now from the passage into the room above.

Things now looked pretty promising. Mr. Sponges attentions to the children generally, and to Gustavus James in particular, coupled with his free-and-easy mode of introducing himself, made Mrs. Crowdey feel far more at her ease with regard to entertaining him than she would have done if her neighbour, Mr. Makepeace, or the Rev. Mr. Facey himself, had dropped in to take pot luck, as they called it. With either of these she would have wished to appear as if their every-day form was more in accordance with their company style, whereas Jog and she wanted to get something out of Mr. Sponge, instead of electrifying him with their grandeur. That Gustavus James was destined for greatness she had not the least doubt. She began to think whether it might not be advisable to call him Gustavus James Sponge. Jog, too, was comforted at hearing there were three haddocks, for though hospitably inclined, he did not at all like the idea of being on short commons himself. He had sufficient confidence in Mrs. Joggleburys management  especially as the guest was of her own seeking  to know that she would make up a tolerable dinner.

Nor was he out of his reckoning, for at half-past five Bartholomew announced dinner, when in sailed Mrs. Crowdey fresh from the composition of it and from the becoming revision of her own dress. Instead of the loose, flowing, gipsified, stunner tartan of the morning, she was attired in a close-fitting French grey silk, showing as well the fulness and whiteness of her exquisite bust, as the beautiful formation of her arms. Her raven hair was ably parted and flattened on either side of her well-shaped head. Sponge felt proud of the honour of having such a fine creature on his arm, and kicked about in his tights more than usual.

The dinner, though it might show symptoms of hurry, was yet plentiful and good of its kind; and if Bartholomew had not been always getting in Murry Anns way, would have been well set on and served. Jog quaffed quantities of foaming bottled porter during the progress of it, and threw himself back in his chair at the end, as if thoroughly overcome with his exertions. Scarcely were the wine and dessert set on, ere a violent outbreak in the nursery caused Mrs. Crowdey to hurry away, leaving Mr. Sponge to enjoy the company of her husband.

Youll drink (puff) fox-hunting, I spose, observed Jog after a pause, helping himself to a bumper of port and passing the bottle to Sponge.

With all my heart, replied our hero, filling up.

Fine (puff, wheeze) amusement, observed Mr. Crowdey, with a yawn after another pause, and beating the devils tattoo upon the table to keep himself awake.

Very, replied Mr. Sponge, wondering how such a thick-winded chap as Jog managed to partake of it.

Fine (puff, wheeze) appetizer, observed Jogglebury, after another pause.

It is, replied Mr. Sponge.

Presently Jog began to snore, and as the increasing melody of his nose gave little hopes of returning animation, Mr. Sponge had recourse to his old friend Mogg and amidst speculations as to time and distances, managed to finish the port. We will now pass to the next morning.

Whatever deficiency there might be at dinner was amply atoned for at breakfast, which was both good and abundant; bread and cake of all sorts, eggs, muffins, toast, honey, jellies, and preserves without end. On the side-table was a dish of hot kidneys and a magnificent red home-fed ham.

But a greater treat far, as Mrs. Jogglebury thought, was in the guests set around. There were arranged all her tulips in succession, beginning with that greatest of all wonders, Gustavus James, and running on with Anna Maria, Frederick John, Juliana Jane, Margaret Henrietta, Sarah Amelia, down to Peter William, the heir, who sat next his pa. These formed a close line on the side of the table opposite the fire, that side being left for Mr. Sponge. All the children had clean pinafores on, and their hairs plastered according to nursery regulation. Mr. Sponges appearance was a signal for silence, and they all sat staring at him in mute astonishment. Baby, Gustavus James, did more; for after reconnoitring him through a sort of lattice window formed of his fingers, he whined out, Whos that ogl-e-y man, ma? amidst the titter of the rest of the line.

Hush! my dear, exclaimed Mrs. Crowdey, hoping Mr. Sponge hadnt heard. But Gustavus James was not to be put down, and he renewed the charge as his mamma began pouring out the tea.

Send that ogl-e-y man away, ma! whined he, in a louder tone, at which all the children burst out a-laughing.

Baby (puff), Gustavus! (wheeze), exclaimed Jog, knocking with the handle of his knife against the table, and frowning at the prodigy.

Well, pa, he is a ogl-e-y man, replied the child, amid the ill-suppressed laughter of the rest.

Ah, but what have I got! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, producing a gaudily done-up paper of comfits from his pocket, opening and distributing the unwholesome contents along the line, stopping the orators mouth first with a great, red-daubed, almond comfit.

Breakfast was then proceeded with without further difficulty. As it drew to a close, and Mr. Sponge began nibbling at the sweets instead of continuing his attack on the solids, Mrs. Jogglebury began eyeing and telegraphing her husband.

Jog, my dear, said she, looking significantly at him, and then at the egg-stand, which still contained three eggs.

Well, my dear, replied Jog, with a vacant stare, pretending not to understand.

Youd better eat them, said she, looking again at the eggs.

Ive (puff) breakfasted, my (wheeze) dear, replied Jog pompously, wiping his mouth on his claret-coloured bandana.

Theyll be wasted if you dont, replied Mrs. Jog.

Well, but theyll be wasted if I eat them without (wheeze) wanting them, rejoined he.

Nonsense, Jog, you always say that, retorted his wife. Nonsense (puff), nonsense (wheeze), I say they will.

I say they wont! replied Mrs. Jog; now will they, Mr. Sponge? continued she, appealing to our friend.

Why, no, not so much as if they went out, replied our friend, thinking Mrs. Jog was the one to side with.

Then youd better (puff, wheeze, gasp) eat them between you, replied Jog, getting up and strutting out of the room.

Presently he appeared in front of the house, crowned in a pea-green wide-awake, with a half-finished gibbey in his hand; and as Mr. Sponge did not want to offend him, and moreover wanted to get his horses billeted on him, he presently made an excuse for joining him.

Although his horses were standing free gratis, as he called it, at Mr. Puffingtons, and though he would have thought nothing of making Mr. Leather come over with one each hunting morning, still he felt that if the hounds were much on the other side of Puddingpote Bower, it would not be so convenient as having them there. Despite the egg controversy, he thought a judicious application of soft sawder might accomplish what he wanted. At all events, he would try.

Jog had brought himself short up, and was standing glowering with his hands in his coat-pockets, as if he had never seen the place before.

Pretty look-out you have here, Mr. Jogglebury, observed Mr. Sponge, joining him.

Very, replied Jog, still cogitating the egg question, and thinking he wouldnt have so many boiled the next day.

All yours? asked Sponge, waving his hand as he spoke.

My (puff) ter-ri-tory goes up to those (wheeze) firs in the grass-field on the hill, replied Jogglebury, pompously.

Indeed, said Mr. Sponge, they are fine trees; thinking what a finish they would make for a steeple-chase.

My (puff) uncle, Crowdey, planted those (wheeze) trees, observed Jog. I observe, added he, that it is easier to cut down a (puff) tree than to make it (wheeze) again. I believe youre right, replied Mr. Sponge; that idea has struck me very often.

Has it? replied Jog, puffing voluminously into his frill.

They then advanced a few paces, and, leaning on the iron hurdles, commenced staring at the cows.

Where are the stables? at last asked Sponge, seeing no inclination to move on the part of his host.

Stables (wheeze)  stables (puff), replied Jogglebury, recollecting Sponges previous days proposal stables (wheeze) are behind, said he, at the back there (puff); nothin to see at them (wheeze).

Therell be the horse you drove yesterday; wont you go to see how he is? asked Mr. Sponge.

Oh, sure to be well (puff); never nothing the matter with him (wheeze), replied Jogglebury.

May as well see, rejoined Mr. Sponge, turning up a narrow walk that seemed to lead to the back.

Jog followed doggedly. He had a good deal of John Bull in him, and did not fancy being taken possession of in that sort of way; and thought, moreover, that Mr. Sponge had not behaved very well in the matter of the egg controversy.

The stables certainly were nothing to boast of. They were in an old rubble-stone, red-tiled building, without even the delicacy of a ceiling. Nevertheless, there was plenty of room even after Jogglebury had cut off one end for a cow-house.

Why, you might hunt the country with all this stabling, observed Mr. Sponge, as he entered the low door. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine. Nine stalls, I declare, added he, after counting them.

My (puff) uncle used to (wheeze) a good deal of his own (puff) land, replied Jogglebury.

Ah, well, Ill tell you what: these stables will be much better for being occupied, observed Mr. Sponge. And Ill tell you what Ill do for you.

But they are occupied! gasped Jogglebury, convulsively.

Only half, replied Mr. Sponge; or a quarter, I may say  not even that, indeed. Ill tell you what Ill do. Ill have my horses over here, and you shall find them in straw in return for the manure, and just charge me for hay and corn at market price, you know. Thatll make it all square and fair, and no obligation, you know. I hate obligations, added he, eyeing Jogs disconcerted face.

Oh, but (puff, wheeze, gasp) exclaimed Jogglebury, reddening up I dont (puff) know that I can (gasp) that. I mean (puff) that this (wheeze) stable is all the (gasp) commodation I have; and if we had (puff) company, or (gasp) anything of that sort, I dont know where we should (wheeze) their horses, continued he. Besides, I dont (puff, wheeze) know about the market price of (gasp) corn. My (wheeze) tenant, Tom Hayrick, at the (puff) farm on the (wheeze) hill yonder, supplies me with the (puff) quantity I (wheeze) want, and we just (puff, wheeze, gasp) settle once a (puff) half-year, or so.

Ah, I see, replied Mr. Sponge; you mean to say you wouldnt know how to strike the average so as to say what I ought to pay.

Just so, rejoined Mr. Jogglebury, jumping at the idea.

Ah, well, said Mr. Sponge, in a tone of indifference; its no great odds  its no great odds  more the name of the thing than anything else; one likes to be independent, you know  one likes to be independent; but as I shant be with you long, Ill just put up with it for once  Ill just put up with it for once  and let you find me  and let you find me. So saying, he walked away, leaving Jogglebury petrified at his impudence.

That husband of yours is a monstrous good fellow, observed Mr. Sponge to Mrs. Jogglebury, who he now met coming out with her tail: he will insist on my having my horses over here  most liberal, handsome thing of him, Im sure; and that reminds me, can you manage to put up my servant?

I dare say we can, replied Mrs. Jogglebury thoughtfully. Hes not a very fine gentleman, is he? asked she, knowing that servants were often more difficult to please than their masters. Oh, not at all, replied Sponge; not at all  wouldnt suit me if he was  wouldnt suit me if he was.

Just then up waddled Jogglebury, puffing and wheezing like a stranded grampus; the idea having just struck him that he might get off on the plea of not having room for the servant.

Its very unfortunate (wheeze)  thats to say, it never occurred to me (puff), but I quite forgot (gasp) that we havent (wheeze) room for your (puff) servant.

Ah, you are a good fellow, replied Mr. Sponge a devilish good fellow. I was just telling Mrs. Jogglebury  wasnt I, Mrs. Jogglebury?  what an excellent fellow you are, and how kind youd been about the horses and corn, and all that sort of thing, when it occurred to me that it mightnt be convenient, praps to put up a servant; but your wife assures me that it will; so that settles the matter, you know  that settles the matter and Ill now send for the horses forthwith.

Jog was utterly disconcerted, and didnt know which way to turn for an excuse. Mrs. Jogglebury, though she would rather have been without the establishment, did not like to peril Gustavus Jamess prospects by appearing displeased; so she smilingly said she would see and do what they could.

Mr. Sponge then procured a messenger to take a note to Hanby House, for Mr. Leather, and having written it, amused himself for a time with his cigars and his Mogg in his bedroom, and then turned out to see the stable got ready, and pick up any information about the hounds, or anything else, from anybody he could lay hold of. As luck would have it, he fell in with a groom travelling a horse to hunt with Sir Harry Scattercashs hounds, which, he said, met at Snobston Green, some eight or nine miles off, the next day, and whither Mr. Sponge decided on going.

Mr. Joggleburys equanimity returning at dinner time, Mr. Sponge was persuasive enough to induce him to accompany him, and it was finally arranged that Leather should go on with the horses, and Jog should drive Sponge to cover in the phe-a-ton.


CHAPTER XLVII

A FAMILY BREAKFAST ON A HUNTING MORNING
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MRS. JOGGLEBURY CROWDEY was a good deal disconcerted at Gustavus Jamess irreverence to his intended god-papa, and did her best, both by promises and entreaties, to bring him to a more becoming state of mind. She promised him abundance of good things if he would astonish Mr. Sponge with some of his wonderful stories, and expatiated on Mr. Sponges goodness in bringing him the nice comfits, though Mrs. Jogglebury could not but in her heart blame them for some little internal inconvenience the wonder had experienced during the night. However, she brought him to breakfast in pretty good form, where he was cocked up in his high chair beside his mamma, the rest of the infantry occupying the position of the previous day, all under good-behaviour orders.

Unfortunately, Mr. Sponge, not having been able to get himself up to his satisfaction, was late in coming down; and when he did make his appearance, the unusual sight of a man in a red coat, a green tie, a blue vest, brown boots, &c., completely upset their propriety, and deranged the order of the young gentlemans performance. Mr. Sponge, too, conscious that he was late, was more eager for his breakfast than anxious to be astonished; so, what with repressing the demands of the youngster, watching that the others did not break loose, and getting Jog and Mr. Sponge what they wanted, Mrs. Crowdey had her hands full. At last, having got them set a-going, she took a lump of sugar out of the basin, and showing it to the wonder, laid it beside her plate, whispering Now, my beauty! into his ear, as she adjusted him in his chair. The child, who had been wound up like a musical snuff-box, then went off as follows:

Bah, bah, back sheep, have ou any ool?
Ess, marry, have I, three bags full;
Un for ye master, un for ye dame,
Un for ye ittle boy ot uns about ye are.

But unfortunately, Mr. Sponge was busy with his breakfast, and the prodigy wasted his sweetness on the desert air.

Mrs. Jogglebury, who had sat listening in ecstasies, saw the offended eye and pouting lip of the boy, and attempted to make up with exclamations of That is a clever fellow! That is a wonder! at the same time showing him the sugar.

A little more (puff) tea, my (wheeze) dear, said Jogglebury, thrusting his great cup up the table.

Hush! Jog, hush! exclaimed Mrs. Crowdey, holding up her forefinger, and looking significantly first at him, and then at the urchin.

Now, Obin and Ichard, my darling, continued she, addressing herself coaxingly to Gustavus James.

No, not Obin and Ichard, replied the child peevishly.

Yes, my darling, do, thats a treasure.

Well, my (puff) darling, give me some (wheeze) tea, interposed Jogglebury, knocking with his knuckles on the table.

Oh dear. Jog, you and your tea!  youre always wanting tea, replied Mrs. Jogglebury snappishly.

Well, but, my (puff) dear, you forget that Mr. (wheeze) Sponge and I have to be at (puff) Snobston Green at a (wheeze) quarter to eleven, and its good twelve (gasp) miles off.

Well, but itll not take you long to get there, replied Mrs. Jogglebury; will it, Mr. Sponge? continued she, again appealing to our friend.

Sure I dont know, replied Sponge, eating away; Mr. Crowdey finds conveyance  I only find company.

Mrs. Jogglebury Crowdey then prepared to pour her husband out another cup of tea, and the musical snuff-box, being now left to itself, went off of its own accord with:

Diddle, diddle, doubt,
My candles out.
My ittle dames not at ome  
So saddle my hog, and bridle my
And bring my ittle dame, ome.

A poem that in the original programme was intended to come in after Obin and Ichard, which was to be the chef-dœuvre.

Mrs. Jog was delighted, and found herself pouring the tea into the sugar-basin instead of into Jogs cup.

Mr. Sponge, too, applauded. Well, that was very clever, said he, filling his mouth with cold ham.

Saddle my dog, and bridle my hog  Ill trouble you for another cup of tea, addressing Mrs. Crowdey.

No, not saddle my dog, sil-l-e-y man! drawled the child, making a pet lip: saddle my hog.

Oh! saddle my hog, was it? replied Mr. Sponge, with apparent surprise; I thought it was saddle my dog. Ill trouble you for the sugar, Mrs. Jogglebury; adding, you have devilish good cream here; how many cows have you?

Cows (puff), cows (wheeze)? replied Jogglebury; how many cows? repeated he.

Oh, two, replied Mrs. Jogglebury tartly, vexed at the interruption.

Pardon me (puff), replied Jogglebury slowly and solemnly, with a full blow into his frill; pardon me, Mrs. (puff) Jogglebury (wheeze) Crowdey, but there are three (wheeze).

Not in milk. Jog  not in milk, retorted Mrs. Crowdey.

Three cows, Mrs. (puff) Jogglebury (wheeze) Crowdey, notwithstanding, rejoined our host.

Well; but when people talk of cream, and ask how many cows you have, they mean in milk, Mister Jogglebury Crowdey.

Not necessarily. Mistress Jogglebury Crowdey, replied the pertinacious Jog, with another heavy snort. Ah, now youre coming your fine poor-law guardian knowledge, rejoined his wife. Jog was chairman of the Stir-it-stiff Union.

While this was going on, young hopeful was sitting cocked up in his high chair, evidently mortified at the want of attention.

Mrs. Crowdey saw how things were going, and turning from the cow question, endeavoured to re-engage him in his recitations.

Now, my angel! exclaimed she, again showing him the sugar; tell us about Obin and Ichard.

No  not Obin and Ichard, pouted the child.

Oh yes, my sweet, do, thats a good child; the gentleman in the pretty coat, who gives baby the nice things, wants to hear it.

Come, out with it, young man! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, now putting a large piece of cold beef into his mouth.

Not a ung man, muttered the child, bursting out a-crying, and extending his little fat arms to his mamma.

No, my angel, not a ung man yet, replied Mrs. Jogglebury, taking him out of the chair, and hugging him to her bosom.

Hell be a man before his mother for all that, observed Mr. Sponge, nothing disconcerted by the noise.

Jog had now finished his breakfast, and having pocketed three buns and two pieces of toast, with a thick layer of cold ham between them, looked at his great warming-pan of a watch, and said to his guest, When youre (wheeze), Im (puff). So saying he got up, and gave his great legs one or two convulsive shakes, as if to see that they were on.

Mrs. Jogglebury looked reproachfully at him, as much as to say, How can you behave so?

Mr. Sponge, as he eyed Jogs ill-made, queerly put on garments, wished that he had not desired Leather to go to the meet. It would have been better to have got the horses a little way off, and have shirked Jog, who did not look like a desirable introducer to a hunting field.

Ill be with you directly, replied Mr. Sponge, gulping down the remains of his tea; adding, Ive just got to run upstairs and get a cigar. So saying, he jumped up and disappeared.

Murry Ann, not approving of Sponges smoking in his bedroom, had hid the cigar-case under the toilet cover, at the back of the glass, and it was some time before he found it.

Mrs. Jogglebury availed herself of the lapse of time, and his absence, to pacify her young Turk, and try to coax him into reciting the marvellous Obin and Ichard.

As Mr. Sponge came clanking downstairs with the cigar-case in his hand, she met him (accidentally, of course) at the bottom, with the boy in her arms, and exclaimed, O Mr. Sponge, heres Gustavus James wants to tell you a little story.

Mr. Sponge stopped  inwardly hoping that it would not be a long one.

Now, my darling, said she, sticking the boy up straight to get him to begin.

Now, then! exclaimed Mr. Crowdey, in the true Jehu-like style, from the vehicle at the door, in which he had composed himself.

Coming, Jog! coming! replied Mrs. Crowdey, with a frown on her brow at the untimely interruption; then appealing again to the child, who was nestling in his mothers bosom, as if disinclined to show off, she said, Now, my darling, let the gentleman hear how nicely youll say it.

The child still slunk.

Thats a fine fellow, out with it! said Mr. Sponge, taking up his hat to be off.

Now, then! exclaimed his host again.

Coming! replied Mr. Sponge.

As if to thwart him, the child then began, Mrs. Jogglebury holding up her forefinger as well in admiration as to keep silence:

Obin and Ichard, two pretty men,
Lay in bed till e clock struck ten;
Up starts Obin, and looks at the sky

And then the brat stopped.

Very beautiful! exclaimed Mr. Sponge; very beautiful! One of Moores, isnt it? Thank you, my little dear, thank you, added he, chucking him under the chin, and putting on his hat to be off.

O, but stop, Mr. Sponge! exclaimed Mrs. Jogglebury, you havent heard it all  theres more yet.

Then turning to the child, she thus attempted to give him the cue.

O, ho! bother

Now, then! times hup! again shouted Jogglebury into the passage.

O dear, Mr. Jogglebury, will you hold your stoopid tongue! exclaimed she, adding, you certainly are the most tiresome man under the sun. She then turned to the child with:

O ho! bother Ichard again.

But the child was mute, and Mr. Sponge fearing, from some indistinct growling that proceeded from the carriage, that a storm was brewing, endeavoured to cut short the entertainment by exclaiming:

Wonderful two-year-old! Pity hes not in the Darby. Dare say hell tell me the rest when I come back.

But this only added fuel to the fire of Mrs. Joggleburys ardour, and made her more anxious that Sponge should not lose a word of it. Accordingly she gave the fat dumpling another jerk up on her arm, and repeated:

O ho! bother Ichard, the  Whats very high? asked Mrs. Jogglebury coaxingly.

Suns very high,

replied the child.

Yes, my darling! exclaimed the delighted mamma. Mrs. Jogglebury then proceeded with:

Ou go before
Child. With bottle and bag,
Mamma. And Ill follow after
Child. With ittle Jack Nag.

Well now, that is wonderful! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, hurrying on his dog-skin gloves, and wishing both Obin and Ichard farther.

Isnt it! exclaimed Mrs. Jogglebury, in ecstasies; then addressing the child, she said, Now that is a good boy  that is a fine fellow. Now couldnt he say it all over by himself, doesnt he think? Mrs. Jogglebury looking at Sponge, as if she was meditating the richest possible treat for him.

Oh, replied Mr. Sponge, quite tired of the detention, hell tell me it when I return  hell tell me it when I return, at the same time giving the child another parting chuck under the chin. But the child was not to be put off in that way, and instead of crouching, and nestling, and hiding its face, it looked up quite boldly, and after a little hesitation went through Obin and Ichard, to the delight of Mrs. Jogglebury, the mortification of Sponge, and the growling denunciations of old Jog, who still kept his place in the vehicle. Mr. Sponge could not but stay the poem out.

At last they got started, Jog driving. Sponge occupying the low seat, Jogs flail and Sponges cane whip-stick stuck in the straps of the apron. Jog was very crusty at first, and did little but whip and flog the old horse, and puff and growl about being late, keeping people waiting, over-driving the horse, and so on.

Have a cigar? at last asked Sponge, opening the well-filled case, and tendering that olive branch to his companion.

Cigar (wheeze), cigar (puff)? replied Jog, eyeing the case; why, no, praps not, I think (wheeze), thanke.

Do you never smoke? asked Sponge.

(Puff  wheeze) Not often, replied Jogglebury, looking about him with an air of indifference. He did not like to say no, because Springwheat smoked, though Mrs. Springey highly disapproved of it.

Youll find them very mild, observed Sponge, taking one out for himself, and again tendering the case to his friend.

Mild (wheeze), mild (puff), are they? said Jog, thinking he would try one.

Mr. Sponge then struck a light, and, getting his own cigar well under way, lit one for his friend, and presented it to him. They then went puffing, and whipping, and smoking in silence. Jog spoke first. Im going to be (puff) sick, observed he, slowly and solemnly.

Hope not, replied Mr. Sponge, with a hearty whiff, up into the air.

I am going to be (puff) sick, observed Jog, after another pause.

Be sick on your own side, then, replied Sponge, with another hearty whiff.

By the (puff) powers! I am (puff) sick! exclaimed Jogglebury, after another pause, and throwing away the cigar. Oh, dear! exclaimed he, you shouldnt have given me that nasty (puff) thing.

My dear fellow, I didnt know it would make you sick, replied Mr. Sponge.

Well, but (puff) if they (wheeze) other people sick, in all (puff) probability theyll (wheeze) me. There! exclaimed he, pulling up again.

The delays occasioned by these catastrophes, together with the time lost by Obin and Ichard, threw our sportsmen out considerably. When they reached Chalkerley Gate it wanted ten minutes to eleven, and they had still three miles to go.

We shall be late, observed Sponge inwardly denouncing Obin and Ichard.

Shouldnt wonder, replied Jog, adding, with a puff into his frill, consequences of making me sick, you see.

My dear fellow, if you dont know your own stomach by this time, you did ought to do, replied Mr. Sponge.

I (puff) flatter myself I do (wheeze) my own stomach, replied Jogglebury tartly.

They then rumbled on for some time in silence.

When they came within sight of Snobston Green, the coast was clear. Not a red coat, or hunting indication of any sort, was to be seen.

I told you so (puff)! growled Jog, blowing full into his frill, and pulling up short.

They be gone to Hackberry Dean, said an old man, breaking stones by the roadside.

Hackberry Dean (puff)  Hackberry Dean (wheeze)! replied Jog thoughtfully; then we must (puff) by Tollarton Mill, and through the (wheeze) village to Stewley? Y-e-a-z, drawled the man.

Jog then drove on a few paces, and turned up a lane to the left, whose finger-post directed the road to Tollarton. He seemed less disconcerted than Sponge, who kept inwardly anathematizing, not only Obin and Ichard, but Diddle, diddle, doubt Bah, bah, black sheep  the whole tribe of nursery ballads, in short.

The fact was, Jog wanted to be into Hackberry Dean, which was full of fine, straight hollies, fit either for gibbeys or whip-sticks, and the hounds being there gave him the entrée. It was for helping himself there, without this excuse, that he had been county-courted, and he did not care to renew his acquaintance with the judge. He now whipped and jagged the old nag, as if intent on catching the hounds. Mr. Sponge liberated his whip from the apron-straps, and lent a hand when Jog began to flag. So they rattled and jingled away at an amended pace. Still it seemed to Mr. Sponge as if they would never get there. Having passed through Tollarton, and cleared the village of Stewley, Mr. Sponge strained his eyes in every direction where there was a bit of wood, in hopes of seeing something of the hounds. Meanwhile Jog was shuffling his little axe from below the cushion of the driving-seat into the pocket of his great-coat. All of a sudden he pulled up, as they were passing a bank of wood (Hackberry Dean), and handing the reins to his companion, said:

Just lay hold for a minute whilst I (puff) out.

Whats happened? asked Sponge. Not sick again, are you?

No (puff), not exactly (wheeze) sick, but I want to be out all the (puff) same.

So saying, out he bundled, and, crushing through the fern-grown woodbiney fence, darted into the wood in a way that astonished our hero. Presently the chop, chop, chop of the axe revealed the mystery.

By the powers, the fools at his sticks! exclaimed Sponge, disgusted at the contretemps. Mister Jogglebury! roared he, Mister Jogglebury, we shall never catch up the hounds at this rate!

But Jog was deaf  chop, chop, chop was all the answer Mr. Sponge got.

Well, hang me if ever I saw such a fellow! continued Sponge, thinking he would drive on if he only knew the way.

Chop, chop, chop, continued the axe.

Mister Jogglebury! Mister Jogglebury Crowdey a-hooi! roared Sponge, at the top of his voice.
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MR. JOGGLEBURY CROWDEY ON HIS HOBBY

The axe stopped. Anybody comin? resounded from the wood.

You come, replied Mr. Sponge.

Presently, was the answer; and the chop, chop, chopping was resumed.

The mans mad, muttered Mr. Sponge, throwing himself back in the seat. At length Jog appeared brushing and tearing his way out of the wood, with two fine hollies under his arm. He was running down with perspiration, and looked anxiously up and down the road as he blundered through the fence to see if there was any one coming.

I really think (puff) this will make a four-in-hander (wheeze), exclaimed he, as he advanced towards the carriage, holding a holly so as to show its full length not that I (puff, wheeze, gasp) do much in that (puff, wheeze) line, but really it is such a (puff, wheeze) beauty that I couldnt (puff, wheeze, gasp) resist it.

Well, but I thought we were going to hunt, observed Mr. Sponge dryly.

Hunt (puff)! so we are (wheeze); but there are no hounds (gasp). My good (puff) man, continued he, addressing a smock-frocked countryman, who now came up, have you seen anything of the (wheeze) hounds?

E-e-s, replied the man. They be gone to Brookdale Plantin.

Then wed better (puff) after them, said Jog, running the stick through the apron-straps, and bundling into the phaeton with the long one in his hand.

Away they rattled and jingled as before.

How far is it? asked Mr. Sponge, vexed at the detention.

Oh (puff), close by (wheeze), replied Jog.

Close by, as most of our sporting readers well know to their cost, is generally anything but close by. Nor was Jogs close by, close by on this occasion.

There, said Jog, after they had got crawled up Trampington Hill; thats it (puff) to the right, by the (wheeze) water there, pointing to a plantation about a mile off, with a pond shining at the end.

Just as Mr. Sponge caught view of the water, the twang of a horn was heard, and the hounds came pouring, full cry, out of cover, followed by about twenty variously clad horsemen, and our friend had the satisfaction of seeing them run clean out of sight, over as fine a country as ever was crossed. Worst of all, he thought he saw Leather pounding away on the chestnut.


CHAPTER XLVIII

HUNTING THE HOUNDS
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TRAMPTINTON HILL, WHOSE summit they had just reached as the hounds broke cover, commanded an extensive view over the adjoining vale, and, as Mr. Sponge sat shading his eyes with his hands from a bright wintry sun, he thought he saw them come to a check, and afterwards bend to the left.

I really think, said he, addressing his still perspiring companion, that if you were to make for that road on the left (pointing one out as seen between the low hedge-rows in the distance), we might catch them up yet.

Left (puff), left (wheeze)? replied Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, staring about with anything but the quickness that marked his movements when he dived into Hackberry Dean.

Dont you see, asked Sponge tartly, theres a road by the corn-stacks yonder? Pointing them out.

I see, replied Jogglebury, blowing freely into his shirt-frill. I see, repeated he, staring that way; but I think (puff) thats a mere (wheeze) occupation road, leading to (gasp) nowhere.

Never mind, lets try! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, giving the rein a jerk, to get the horse into motion again; adding, its no use sitting here, you know, like a couple of fools, when the hounds are running.

Couple of (puff)! growled Jog, not liking the appellation, and wishing to be home with the long holly. I dont see anything (wheeze) foolish in the (puff) business.

There they are! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, who had kept his eye on the spot he last viewed them, and now saw the horsemen titt-up-ing across a grass field in the easy way that distance makes very uneasy riding look. Cut along! exclaimed he, laying into the horses hind-quarters with his hunting-whip.

Dont! the horse is (puff) tired, retorted Jog angrily, holding the horse, instead of letting him go to Sponges salute.

Not a bit ont! exclaimed Sponge; fresh as paint! Spring him a bit, thats a good fellow! added he.

Jog didnt fancy being dictated to in this way, and just crawled along at his own pace, some six miles an hour, his dull phlegmatic face contrasting with the eager excitement of Mr. Sponges countenance. If it had not been that Jog wanted to see that Leather did not play any tricks with his horse, he would not have gone a yard to please Mr. Sponge. Jog might, however, have been easy on that score, for Leather had just buckled the curb-rein of the horses bridle round a tree in the plantations where they found, and the animal, being used to this sort of work, had fallen-to quite contentedly upon the grass within reach.

Bilkington Pike now appeared in view, and Jog drew in as he spied it. He knew the damage: sixpence for carriages, and he doubted that Sponge would pay it.

Its no use going any (wheeze) farther, observed he, drawing up into a walk, as he eyed the red-brick gable end of the toll-house, and the formidable white gate across the road.

Tom Coppers had heard the hounds, and, knowing the hurry sportsmen are often in, had taken the precaution to lock the gate.

Just a leetle farther! exclaimed Mr. Sponge soothingly, whose anxiety in looking after the hounds had prevented his seeing this formidable impediment. If you would just drive up to that farmhouse on the hill, pointing to one about half a mile off, I think we should be able to decide whether its worth going on or not.

Well (puff), well (wheeze), well (gasp), pondered Jogglebury, still staring at the gate, if you (puff) think its worth (wheeze) while going through the (gasp) gate, nodding towards it as he spoke.

Oh, never mind the gate, replied Mr. Sponge, with an ostentatious dive into his breeches pocket, as if he was going to pay it.

He kept his hand in his pocket till he came close up to the gate, when, suddenly drawing it out, he said:

Oh, hang it! Ive left my purse at home! Never mind, drive on, said he to his host; exclaiming to the man, its Mr. Crowdeys carriage  Mr. Jogglebury Crowdeys carriage! Mr. Crowdey, the chairman of the Stir-it-stiff Poor-Law Union!

Sixpence! shouted the man, following the phaeton with outstretched hand.

Ord, hang it (puff)! I could have done that (wheeze), growled Jogglebury, pulling up.

You harnt got no ticket, said Coppers, coming up, and aint a-goin to not never no meetin o trustees, are you? asked he, seeing the importance of the person with whom he had to deal;  a trustee of that and other roads, and one who always availed himself of his privilege of going to the meetings toll-free.
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No, replied Jog, pompously handing Sponge the whip and reins.

He then rose deliberately from his seat, and slowly unbuttoned each particular button of the brown great-coat he had over the tight black hunting one. He then unbuttoned the black, and next the right-hand pocket of the white moleskins, in which he carried his money. He then deliberately fished up his green-and-gold purse, a souvenir of Miss Smiler (the plaintiff in the breach-of-promise action, Smiler v. Jogglebury), and holding it with both hands before his eyes, to see which end contained the silver, he slowly drew the slide, and took out a shilling, though there were plenty of sixpences in.

This gave the man an errand into the toll-house to get one, and, by way of marking his attention, when he returned he said, in the negative way that country people put a question:

Youll not need a ticket, will you?

Ticket (puff), ticket (wheeze)? repeated Jog thoughtfully. Yes, Ill take a ticket, said he.

Oh! hang it, no, replied Sponge; lets get on! stamping against the bottom of the phaeton to set the horse a-going. Costs nothin, observed Jog drily, drawing the reins, as the man again returned to the gate-house.

A considerable delay then took place; first, Pikey had to find his glasses, as he called his spectacles, to look out a one-horse-chaise ticket. Then he had to look out the tickets, when he found he had all sorts except a one-horse-chaise one ready  waggons, hearses, mourning-coaches, saddle-horses, chaises and pair, mules, asses, every sort but the one that was wanted. Well, then he had to fill one up, and to do this he had, first, to find the ink-horn, and then a pen that would mark, so that, altogether, a delay took place that would have been peculiarly edifying to a Kennington Common or Lambeth gate-keeper to witness.

But it was not all over yet. Having got the ticket Jog examined it minutely, to see that it was all right, then held it to his nose to smell it, and ultimately drew the purse slide, and deposited it among the sovereigns. He then restored that expensive trophy to his pocket, shook his leg, to send it down, then buttoned the pocket, and took the tight black coat with both hands and dragged it across his chest, so as to get his stomach in. He then gasped and held his breath, making himself as small as possible, while he coaxed the buttons into the holes; and that difficult process being at length accomplished, he stood still awhile to take breath after the exertion. Then he began to rebutton the easy, brown great-coat, going deliberately up the whole series, from the small button below, to keep the laps together, up to the one on the neck, or where the neck would have been if Jog had not been all stomach up to the chin. He then soused himself into his seat, and, snorting heavily through his nostrils, took the reins and whip and long holly from Mr. Sponge, and drove leisurely on. Sponge sat anathematizing his slowness.

When they reached the farmhouse on the hill the hounds were fairly in view. The huntsman was casting them, and the horsemen were grouped about as usual, while the laggers were stealing quietly up the lanes and by-roads, thinking nobody would see them. Save the whites or the greys, our friends in the chay were not sufficiently near to descry the colours of the horses; but Mr. Sponge could not help thinking that he recognized the outline of the wicked chestnut, Multum-in-Parvo.

By the powers, but if it is him, muttered he to himself, clenching his fist and grinding his teeth as he spoke, but Ill  Ill  Ill make sich an example of you, meaning of Leather.

Mr. Sponge could not exactly say what he would do, for it was by no means a settled point whether Leather or he were master. But to the hounds. If it had not been for Mr. Sponges shabbiness at the turnpike gate, we really believe he might now have caught them up, for the road to them was down hill all the way, and the impetus of the vehicle would have sent the old screw along. That delay, however, was fatal. Before they had gone a quarter of the distance the hounds suddenly struck the scent at a hedge-row, and, with heads up and sterns down, went straight away at a pace that annihilated all hope. They were out of sight in a minute. It was clearly a case of kill.

Well, theres a go! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, folding his arms, and throwing himself back in the phaeton in disgust. I think I never saw such a mess as weve made this morning.

And he looked at the stick in the apron, and the long holly between Jogs legs, and longed to lay them about his great back.

Well (puff), I spose (wheeze) we may as well (puff) home now? observed Jog, looking about him quite unconcernedly.

I think so, snapped Sponge, adding, weve done it for once, at all events.

The observation, however, was lost upon Jog, whose mind was occupied with thinking how to get the phaeton round without upsetting. The road was narrow at best, and the newly laid stone-heaps had encroached upon its bounds. He first tried to back between two stone-heaps, but only succeeded in running a wheel into one; he then tried the forward tack, with no better success, till Mr. Sponge seeing matters were getting worse, just jumped out, and taking the old horse by the head, executed the manœuvre that Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey first attempted. They then commenced retracing their steps, rather a long trail, even for people in an amiable mood, but a terribly long one for disagreeing ones.

Jog, to be sure, was pretty comfortable. He had got all he wanted  all he went out a-hunting for; and as he hissed and jerked the old horse along, he kept casting an eye at the contents of the apron, thinking what crowned, or great mans head, the now rough, club-headed knobs should be fashioned to represent; and indulged in speculations as to their prospective worth and possible destination. He had not the slightest doubt that a thousand sticks to each of his children would be as good as a couple of thousand pounds a-piece; sometimes he thought more, but never less. Mr. Sponge, on the other hand, brooded over the loss of the run; indulged in all sorts of speculations as to the splendour of the affair; pictured the figure he would have cut on the chestnut, and the price he might have got for him in the field. Then he thought of the bucketing Leather would give him; the way he would ram him at everything; how he would let him go with a slack rein in the deep  very likely making him over-reach  nay, there was no saying but he might stake him.

Then he thought over all the misfortunes and mishaps of the day. The unpropitious toilet; the aggravation of Obin and Ichard; the delay caused by Jog being sick with his cigar; the divergence into Hackberry Dean; and the long protracted wait at the toll-bar. Reviewing all the circumstances fairly and dispassionately, Mr. Sponge came to the determination of having nothing more to do with Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey in the hunting way. These, or similar cogitations and resolutions were, at length, interrupted by their arriving at home, as denoted by an outburst of children rushing from the lodge to receive them  Gustavus James, in his nurses arms, bringing up the rear, to whom our friend could hardly raise the semblance of a smile.

It was all that little brat! thought he.


CHAPTER XLIX

COUNTRY QUARTERS
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Sir Harry Scattercashs were only an ill-supported pack of hounds; they were not kept upon any fixed principles. We do not mean to say that they had not plenty to eat, but their management was only of the scrimmaging order. Sir Harry was what is technically called going it. Like our noble friend, Lord Hard-up, now Earl of Scamperdale, he had worked through the morning of life without knowing what it was to be troubled with money; but, unlike his lordship, now that he had unexpectedly come into some, he seemed bent upon trying how fast he could get through it. In this laudable endeavour he was ably assisted by Lady Scattercash, late the lovely and elegant Miss Spangles, of the Theatre Royal, Sadlers Wells. Sir Harry had married her before his windfall made him a baronet, having, at the time, some intention of trying his luck on the stage, but he always declared that he never regretted his choice; on the contrary, he said, if he had gone among the duchesses, he could not have suited himself better. Lady Scattercash could ride  indeed, she used to do scenes in the circle (two horses and a flag)  and she could drive, and smoke, and sing, and was possessed of many other accomplishments. Sir Harry would sometimes drink straight on end for a week, and then not taste wine again for a month; sometimes the hounds hunted, and sometimes they did not; sometimes they were advertized, and sometimes they were not; sometimes they went out on one day, and sometimes on another; sometimes they were fixed to be at such a place, and went to quite a different one. When Sir Harry was on a drinking-bout they were shut up altogether; and the huntsman, Tom Watchorn, late of the Camberwell and Balham Hill Union Harriers, an early acquaintance of Miss Spangles  indeed, some said he was her uncle  used to go away on a drinking excursion too. Altogether, they were what the country people called a very promiscuous set. The hounds were of all sorts and sizes; the horses of no particular stamp; and the men scamps and vagabonds of the first class.

With such a master and such an establishment, we need hardly say that no stranger ever came into the country for the purpose of hunting. Sir Harrys fields were entirely composed of his own choice set, and a few farmers, and people whom he could abuse and do what he liked with. Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey, to be sure, had mentioned Sir Harry approvingly, when he went to Mr. Puffingtons, to inveigle Mr. Sponge over to Puddingpote Bower; but what might suit Mr. Jogglebury, who went out to seek gibbey sticks, might not suit a person who went out for the purpose of hunting a fox in order to show off and sell his horses. In fact, Puddingpote Bower was an exceedingly bad hunting quarter, as things turned out. Sir Harry Scattercash, having had the run described in our two preceding chapters, and having just imported a few of the sock-and-buskin sort from town, was not likely to be going out again for a time; while Mr. Puffington, finding where Mr. Sponge had taken refuge, determined not to meet within reach of Puddingpote Bower, if he could possibly help it; and Lord Scamperdale was almost always beyond distance, unless horse and rider lay out over-night  a proceeding always deprecated by prudent sportsmen. Mr. Sponge, therefore, got more of Mr. Jogglebury Crowdeys company than he wanted, and Mr. Crowdey got more of Mr. Sponges than he desired. In vain Jog took him up into his attics and his closets, and his various holes and corners, and showed him his enormous stock of sticks  some tied in sheaves, like corn; some put up more sparingly; and others, again, wrapped in silver paper, with their valuable heads enveloped in old gloves. Jog would untie the strings of these, and placing the heads in the most favourable position before our friend, just as an artist would a portrait, question him as to whom he thought they were.

There, now (puff), said he, holding up one that he thought there could be no mistake about; who do you (wheeze) that is?

Deaf Burke, replied Mr. Sponge, after a stare.

Deaf Burke! (puff), replied Jog indignantly.

Who is it, then? asked Mr. Sponge.

Cant you see? (wheeze), replied Jog tartly.

No, replied Sponge, after another examination. Its not Scroggins, is it?

Napoleon (puff) Bonaparte, replied Jog, with great dignity, returning the head to the glove.

He showed several others, with little better success, Mr. Sponge seeming rather to take a pleasure in finding ridiculous likenesses, instead of helping his host out in his conceits. The stick-mania was a failure, as far as Mr. Sponge was concerned. Neither were the peregrinations about the farms, or ter-ri-to-ry, as Jog called his estate, more successful; a mans estate, like his children, being seldom of much interest to any but himself.

Jog and Sponge were soon most heartily sick of each other. Nor did Mrs. Jogs charms, nor the voluble enunciation of Obin and Ichard, followed by Bah, bah, black sheep, &c., from that wonderful boy, Gustavus James, mend matters; for the young rogue having been in Mr. Sponges room while Murry Ann was doing it out, had torn the back off Sponges Mogg, and made such a mess of his tooth-brush, by cleaning his shoes with it, as never was seen.

Mr. Sponge soon began to think it was not worth while staying at Puddingpote Bower for the mere sake of his keep, seeing there was no hunting to be had from it, and it did not do to keep hack hunters idle, especially in open weather. Leather and he, for once, were of the same opinion, and that worthy shook his head, and said Mr. Crowdey was awful mean, at the same time pulling out a sample of bad ship oats, that he had got from a neighbouring ostler, to show the stuff their osses were a eatin of. The fact was, Jogs beer was nothing like so strong as Mr. Puffingtons; added to which, Mr. Crowdey carried the principles of the poor-law union into his own establishment, and dieted his servants upon certain rules. Sunday, roast beef, potatoes, and pudding under the meat; Monday, fried beef, and stick-jaw (as they profanely called a certain pudding); Wednesday, leg of mutton, and so on. The allowance of beer was a pint and a half per diem to Bartholomew, and a pint to each woman; and Mr. Crowdey used to observe from the head of the servants dinner-table on the arrival of each cargo, Now this (puff) beer is to (wheeze) a month, and, if you choose to drink it in a (gasp) day, youll go without any for the rest of the (wheeze) time; an intimation that had a very favourable effect upon the tap. Mr. Leather, however, did not like it. Puffingtons servants, he said, had beer whenever they chose, and he thought it awful mean restricting the quantity. Mr. Jog, however, was not to be moved. Thus time crawled heavily on.

Mr. and Mrs. Jog had a long confab one night on the expediency of getting rid of Mr. Sponge. Mrs. Jog wanted to keep him on till after the christening; while Jog combated her reasons by representing the improbability of its doing Gustavus James any good having him for a godpapa, seeing Sponges age, and the probability of his marrying himself. Mrs. Jog, however, was very determined; rather too much so, indeed, for she awakened Jogs jealousy, who lay tossing and tumbling about all through the night.

He was up very early, and as Mrs. Jog was falling into a comfortable nap, she was aroused by his well-known voice hallooing as loud as he could in the middle of the entrance-passage.

Bartholo-me-e-w! the last syllable being pronounced or prolonged like a mew of a cat. Bartholo-me-e-w! repeated he, not getting an answer to the first shout.

Murry Ann! shouted he, after another pause.

Murry Ann! exclaimed he, still louder.

Just then, the iron latch of a door at the top of the house opened, and a female voice exclaimed hurriedly over the banisters:

Yes, sir! here, sir! comin sir! comin!

Oh, Murry Ann (puff), thats (wheeze) you, is it? asked Jog, still speaking at the top of his voice.

Yes, sir, replied Mary Ann.

Oh! then, Murry Ann, I wanted to (puff)  that youd better get the (puff) breakfast ready early. I think Mr. (gasp)  Sponge will be (wheezing) away to-day.

Yes, sir, replied Mary Ann.

All this was said in such a tone as could not fail to be heard all over the house; certainly into Mr. Sponges room, which was midway between the speakers.

What prevented Mr. Sponge wheezing away, will appear in the next chapter.


CHAPTER L

SIR HARRY SCATTERCASHS HOUNDS
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THE REASON MR. Sponge did not take his departure, after the pretty intelligible hint given by his host, was that, as he was passing his shilling army razor over his soapy chin, he saw a stockingless lad, in a purply coat and faded hunting-cap, making his way up to the house, at a pace that betokened more than ordinary vagrancy. It was the kennel, stable, and servants hall courier of Nonsuch House, come to say that Sir Harry hunted that day.

Presently Mr. Leather knocked at Mr. Sponges bedroom door, and, being invited in, announced the fact.

Sir Arrys ounds unt, said he, twisting the door handle as he spoke.

What time? asked Mr. Sponge, with his half-shaven face turned towards him.

Meet at eleven, replied Leather.

Where? inquired Mr. Sponge.

Nonsuch House, bout nine miles off.

It was thirteen, but Mr. Leather heard the malt liquor was good and wanted to taste it.

Take on the brown, then, said Mr. Sponge, quite pompously; and tell Bartholomew to have the hack at the door at ten  or say a quarter to. Tell him, Ill lick him for every minute hes late; and, mind, dont let old Rory OMore here know, meaning our friend Jog, or he may take a fancy to go, and we shall never get there, alluding to their former excursion.

No, no, replied Mr. Leather, leaving the room.

Mr. Sponge then arrayed himself in his hunting costume  scarlet coat, green tie, blue vest, gosling-coloured cords, and brown tops; and was greeted with a round of applause from the little Jogs as he entered the breakfast-room. Gustavus James would handle him; and, considering that his paws were all over raspberry jam, our friend would as soon have dispensed with his attentions. Mrs. Jog was all smiles, and Jog all scowls.

A little after ten our friend, cigar in mouth, was in the saddle. Mrs. Jog, with Gustavus James in her arms, and all the children clustering about, stood in the passage to see him start, and watch the capers and caprioles of the piebald, as he ambled down the avenue.

Nine miles  nine miles, muttered Mr. Sponge to himself, as he passed through the Lodge and turned up the Quarryburn road; do it in an hour well enough, said he, sticking spurs into the hack, and cantering away.

Having kept this pace up for about five miles, till he thought from the view he had taken of the map it was about time to be turning, he hailed a blacksmith in his shop, who, next to saddlers, are generally the most intelligent people about hounds, and asked how far it was to Sir Harrys?

Eight miles, replied the man, in a minute. Impossible! exclaimed Mr. Sponge. It was only nine at starting, and Ive come I dont know how many.

The next person Mr. Sponge met told him it was ten miles; the third, after asking him where he had come from, said he was a stranger in the country, and had never heard of the place; and, what with Mr. Leathers original mis-statement, misdirections from other people, and mistakes of his own, it was more good luck than good management that got Mr. Sponge to Nonsuch House in time.
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MR. SPONGE STARTING FROM THE BOWER

The fact was, the whole hunt was knocked up in a hurry. Sir Harry, and the choice spirits by whom he was surrounded, had not finished celebrating the triumphs of the Snobston Green day, and as it was not likely that the hounds would be out again soon, the people of the hunting establishment were taking their ease. Watchorn had gone to be entertained at a public supper, given by the poachers and fox-stealers of the village of Bark-shot, as a mark of respect for his abilities as a sportsman and his integrity as a man, meaning his indifference to his masters interests; while the first-whip had gone to visit his aunt, and the groom was away negotiating the exchange of a cow. With things in this state, Wily Tom of Tinklerhatch, a noted fox-stealer in Lord Scamperdales country, had arrived with a great thundering dog fox, stolen from his lordships cover near the cross roads at Dallington Burn, which being communicated to our friends about midnight in the smoking-room at Nonsuch House, it was resolved to hunt him forthwith, especially as one of the guests, Mr. Orlando Bugles, of the Surrey Theatre, was obliged to return to town immediately, and, as he sometimes enacted the part of Squire Tallyho, it was thought a little of the reality might correct the Tom and Jerry style in which he did it. Accordingly, orders were issued for a hunt, notwithstanding the hounds were fed and the horses watered. Sir Harry didnt care a rap; let them go as fast as they could.

All these circumstances conspired to make them late; added to which, when Watchorn, the huntsman, cast up, which he did on a higglers horse, he found the only sound one in his stud had gone to the neighbouring town to get some fiddlers  her ladyship having determined to compliment Mr. Bugles visit by a quadrille party. Bugles and she were old friends. When Mr. Sponge cast up at half-past eleven, things were still behind-hand.

Sir Harry and party had had a wet night of it, and were all more or less drunk. They had kept up the excitement with a champagne breakfast and various liqueurs, to say nothing of cigars. They were a sad debauched-looking set, some of them scarcely out of their teens, with pallid cheeks, trembling hands, sunken eyes, and all the symptoms of premature decay. Others  the sock-and-buskin ones  were a made-up, wigged, and padded set. Bugles was resplendent. He had on a dress scarlet coat, lined and faced with yellow satin (one of the properties, we believe, of the Victoria), a beautifully worked pink shirt-front, a pitch-plaster coloured waistcoat, white ducks, and jack-boots, with brass heel spurs. He carried his whip in the arms-length-way of a circus master following a horse. Some dozen of these curiosities were staggering, and swaggering, and smoking in front of Nonsuch House, to the edification of a lot of gaping grooms and chawbacons, when Mr. Sponge cantered becomingly up on the piebald. Lady Scattercash, with several elegantly dressed females, all with cigars in their mouths, were conversing with them from the open drawing-room windows above, while sundry good-looking damsels ogled them from the attics above. Such was the tableau that presented itself to Mr. Sponge as he cantered round the turn that brought him in front of the Elizabethan mansion of Nonsuch House.

Sir Harry, who was still rather drunk, thinking that every person there must be either one of his party, or a friend of one of his party, or a neighbour, or some one that he had seen before, reeled up to our friend as he stopped, and, shaking him heartily by the hand, asked him to come in and have something to eat. This was a godsend to Mr. Sponge, who accepted the proffered hand most readily, shaking it in a way that quite satisfied Sir Harry he was right in some one or other of his conjectures. Bugles, and all the reeling, swaggering bucks, looked respectfully at the well-appointed man, and Bugles determined to have a pair of nut-brown tops as soon as ever he got back to town.
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Sir Harry was a tall, wan, pale young man, with a strong tendency to delirium tremens; that, and consumption, appeared to be running a match for his person. He was a harum-scarum fellow, all strings, and tapes, and ends, and flue. He looked as if he slept in his clothes. His hat was fastened on with a ribbon, or rather a ribbon passed round near the band, in order to fasten it on, for it was seldom or ever applied to the purpose, and the ends generally went flying out behind like a Chinamans tail. Then his flashy, many-coloured cravats, stared and straggled in all directions, while his untied waistcoat-strings protruded between the laps of his old short-waisted swallow-tailed scarlet, mixing in glorious confusion with those of his breeches behind. The knee-strings were generally also loose; the web straps of his boots were seldom in; and, what with one set of strings and another, he had acquired the name of Sixteen-stringd Jack. Mr. Sponge having dismounted, and given his hack to the now half-drunken Leather, followed Sir Harry through a foil and four-in-hand whip-hung hall to the deserted breakfast-room, where chairs stood in all directions, and crumpled napkins strewed the floor. The litter of eggs, and remnants of muffins, and diminished piles of toast, and broken bread and empty toast racks, and cups and saucers, and half-emptied glasses, and wholly emptied champagne bottles, were scattered up and down a disorderly table, further littered with newspapers, letter backs, county court summonses, mustard pots, anchovies, pickles  all the odds and ends of a most miscellaneous meal. The side-table exhibited cold joints, game, poultry, lukewarm hashed venison, and sundry lamp-lit dishes of savoury grills.

Here you are! exclaimed Sir Harry, taking his hunting-whip and sweeping the contents of one end of the table on to the floor with a crash that brought in the butler and some theatrical-looking servants.

Take those filthy things away! (hiccup), exclaimed Sir Harry, crushing the broken china smaller under his heels; and (hiccup) bring some red-herrings and soda-water. What the deuce does the (hiccup) cook mean by not (hiccuping) things as he ought? Now, said he, addressing Mr. Sponge, and raking the plates and dishes up to him with the handle of his whip, just as a gaming-table keeper rakes up the stakes, now, said he, make your (hiccup) game. Therell be some hot (hiccup) in directly. He meant to say tea, but the word failed him.

Mr. Sponge fell to with avidity. He was always ready to eat, and attacked first one thing and then another, as though he had not had any breakfast at Puddingpote Bower.

Sir Harry remained mute for some minutes, sitting cross-legged and backwards in his chair, with his throbbing temples resting upon the back, wondering where it was that he had met Mr. Sponge. He looked different without his hat; and, though he saw it was no one he knew particularly, he could not help thinking he had seen him before.

Indeed, he thought it was clear, from Mr. Sponges manner, that they had met, and he was just going to ask him whether it was at Offleys or the Coal Hole, when a sudden move outside attracted his attention. It was the hounds.

The huntsmans horse having at length returned from the fiddler hunt, and being whisped over, and made tolerably decent, Mr. Watchorn, having exchanged the postilion saddle in which it had been ridden for a horn-cased hunting one, had mounted, and, opening the kennel-door, had liberated the pent-up pack, who came tearing out full cry and spread themselves over the country, regardless alike of the twang, twang, twang of the horn and the furious onslaught of a couple of stable lads in scarlet and caps, who, true to the title of whippers-in, let drive at all they could get within reach of. The hounds had not been out, even to exercise, since the Snobston-Green day, and were as wild as hawks. They were ready to run anything. Furious and Furrier tackled with a cow. Bountiful ran a black cart-colt, and made him leap the haw-haw. Sempstress, Singwell, and Saladin (puppies), went after some crows. Mercury took after the stable cat, while old Thunderer and Come-by-chance (supposed to be one of Lord Scamperdales) joined in pursuit of a cur. Watchorn, however, did not care for these little ebullitions of spirit, and never having been accustomed to exercise the Camberwell and Balham Hill Union Harriers, he did not see any occasion for troubling the fox-hounds. They would soon settle, he said, when they got a scent.

It was this riotous start that diverted Sixteen-stringd Jacks attention from our friend, and, looking out of the window, Mr. Sponge saw all the company preparing to be off. There was the elegant Bugles mounting her ladyships white Arab; the brothers Spangles climbing on to their cream-colours; Mr. This getting on to the postmans pony, and Mr. That on to the gamekeepers. Mr. Sponge hurried out to get to the brown ere his anger arose at being left behind, and provoked a scene. He only just arrived in time; for the twang of the horn, the cracks of the whips, the clamorous rates of the servants, the yelping of the hounds, and the general commotion, had got up his courage, and he launched out in such a way, when Mr. Sponge mounted, as would have shot a loose rider into the air. As it was, Mr. Sponge grappled manfully with him, and, letting the Latchfords into his sides, shoved him in front of the throng, as if nothing had happened. Mr. Leather then slunk back to the stables, to get out the hack to have a hunt in the distance.

The hounds, as we said before, were desperately wild; but at length, by dint of coaxing and cracking, and whooping and hallooing, they got some ten couples out of the five-and-twenty gathered together, and Mr. Watchorn, putting himself at their head, trotted briskly on, blowing most lustily, in the hopes that the rest would follow. So he clattered along the avenue, formed between rows of sombre-headed firs and sweeping spruce, out of which whirred clouds of pheasants, and scuttling rabbits, and stupid hares kept crossing and recrossing, to the derangement of Mr. Watchorns temper, and the detriment of the unsteady pack. Squeak, squeak, squeal sounded right and left, followed sometimes by the heavy retributive hand of Justice on the offenders hides, and sometimes by the snarl, snap, and worry of a couple of hounds contending for the prey. Twang, twang, twang, still went the horn; and when the huntsman reached the unicorn-crested gates, between tea-caddy looking lodges, he found himself in possession of a clear majority of his unsizable pack. Some were rather bloody to be sure, and a few carried scraps of game, which fastidious masters would as soon have seen them without; but neither Sir Harry nor his huntsman cared about appearances.

On clearing the lodges, and passing about a quarter of a mile on the Hardington road, hedge-rows ceased, and they came upon Farleyfair Downs, across which Mr. Watchorn now struck, making for a square plantation, near the first hill-top, where it had been arranged the bag-fox should be shook. It was a fine day, rather brighter perhaps, than sportsmen like, and there was a crispness in the air indicative of frost, but then there is generally a burning scent just before one. So thought Mr. Watchorn, as he turned his feverish face up to the bright, blue sky, imbibing the fine fresh air of the wide-extending downs, instead of the stale tobacco smoke of the fetid beer-shop. As he trotted over the springy sward, up the gently rising ground, he rose in his stirrups; and, laying hold of his horses mane, turned to survey the long-drawn, lagging field behind.

Youll have to look sharp, my hearties, said he to himself, as he ran them over in his eye, and thought there might be twenty or five-and-twenty horsemen; youll have to look sharp, my hearties, said he, if you mean to get away, for Wily Tom has his hat on the ground, which shows he has put him down, and if hes the sort of gemman I expect hell not be long in cover.

So saying, he resumed his seat in the saddle, and easing his horse, endeavoured, by sundry dog noises  such as, Yooi doit, Ravager! Gently, Paragon! Here again. Mercury!  to restrain the ardour of the leading hounds, so as to let the rebellious tail ones up and go into cover with something like a body. This was rather a difficult task to accomplish, for those with him being light, and consequently anxious to be doing and ready for riot, were difficult to restrain from dashing forward; while those that had taken their diversion and refreshment among the game, were easy whether they did anything more or not.

While Watchorn was thus manœuvring his forces Wily Tom beckoned him on, and old Cruiser and Marmion, who had often been at the game before, and knew what Wily Toms hat on the ground meant, flew to him full cry, drawing all their companions after them.

I think hes away to the west, said Tom in an undertone, resting his hand on Watchorns horses shoulder; back home, added he, jerking his head with a knowing leer of his roguish eye. Theyre on him! exclaimed he after a pause, as the outburst of melody proclaimed that the hounds had crossed his line. Then there was such racing and striving among the field to get up, and such squeezing and crowding, and Mind, my horse kicks! at the little white hunting wicket leading into cover. Knock down the wall! exclaimed one. Get out of the way; Ill ride over it! roared another. We shall be here all day! vociferated a third. Thats a header! cried another, as a clatter of stones was followed by a pair of white breeches summerseting in the air with a horse underneath. Its Tom Sawbones, the doctor! exclaimed one, and he can mend himself. By Jove! but hes killed! shrieked another. Not a bit of it, added a third, as the dead man rose and ran after his horse. Let Mr. Bugles through, cried Sir Harry, seeing his friend, or rather his wifes friend, was fretting the Arab.

Meanwhile, the melody of hounds increased, and each man, as he got through the little gate, rose in his stirrups and hustled his horse along the green ride to catch up those on before. The plantation was about twenty acres, rather thick and briary at the bottom; and master Reynard, finding it was pretty safe, and, moreover, having attempted to break just by where some chawbacons were ploughing, had headed short back, so that, when the excited field rushed through the parallel gate on the far side of the plantation, expecting to see the pack streaming away over the downs, they found most of the hounds with their heads in the air, some looking for halloos, others watching their companions trying to carry the scent over the fallow.

Watchorn galloped up in the frantic state half-witted huntsmen generally are, and one of the impromptu whips being in attendance, got quickly round the hounds, and commenced a series of assaults upon them that very soon sent them scuttling to Mr. Watchorn for safety. If they had been at the hares again, or even worrying sheep, he could not have rated or flogged more severely.

Marksman! Marksman! ough, ye old Divil, get to him! roared the whip, aiming a stinging cut with his heavy knotty-pointed whip, at a venerable sage who still snuffed down a furrow to satisfy himself the fox was not on before he returned to cover  an exertion that overbalanced the whip, and would have landed him on the ground, had not he caught by the spur in the old mares flank. Then he went on scrambling and rating after Marksman, the field exclaiming, as the Edmonton people did, by Johnny Gilpin:

Hes on! no, hes off, he hangs by the mane!

At last he got shuffled back into the saddle, and the cry of hounds in cover attracting the outsiders back, the scene quickly changed, and the horsemen were again overhead in wood. They now swept up the grass ride to the exposed part of the higher ground, the trees gradually diminishing in size, till, on reaching the top, they did not come much above a horses shoulder. This point commanded a fine view over the adjacent country. Behind was the rich vale of Dairylow, with its villages and spires, and trees and enclosures, while in front was nothing but the undulating, wide-stretching downs, reaching to the soft grey hills in the distance. There was not, however, much time for contemplating scenery; for Wily Tom, who had stolen to this point immediately the hounds took up the scent, now viewed the fox stealing over a gap in the wall, and, the field catching sight, there was such a hullabaloo as would have made a more composed and orderly minded fox think it better to break instead of running the outside of the wall as this one intended to do. What wind there was swept over the downs; and putting himself straight to catch it, he went away whisking his brush in the air, as if he was fresh out of his kennel instead of a sack. Then what a commotion there was! Such jumpings off to lead down, such huggings and holdings, and wooa-ings of those that sat on, such slidings and scramblings, and loosenings and rollings of stones. Then the frantic horses began to bound, and the frightened riders to exclaim:

Do get out of my way, sir.

Mind, sir! Im a-top of you!

Give him his head and let him go! exclaimed the still drunken brother Bob Spangles, sliding his horse down with a slack rein.

Thats your sort! roared Sir Harry, and just as he said it, his horse dropped on his hind-quarters like a rabbit, landing Sir Harry comfortably on his feet, amid the roars of the foot-people, and the mirth of such of the horsemen as were not too frightened to laugh.

I think Ill stay where I am, observed Mr. Bugles, preparing for a birds-eye view where he was. This hunting, said he, getting off the fidgety Arab, seems dangerous.

The parties who accomplished the descent had now some fine plain sailing for their trouble. The line lay across the open downs, composed of sound, springy, racing-like turf, extremely well adapted for trying the pace either of horses or hounds. And very soon it did try the pace of them, for they had not gone above a mile before there was very considerable tailing with both. To be sure, they had never been very well together, but still the line lengthened instead of contracting. Horses that could hardly be held downhill, and that applied themselves to the turf, on landing, as if they could never have enough of it, now began to bear upon the rein and hang back to those behind; while the hounds came straggling along like a flock of wild geese, with full half a mile between the leader and the last. However, they all threw their tongues, and each man flattered himself that the hound he was with was the first. In vain the galloping Watchorn looked back and tootled his horn; in vain he worked with his cap; in vain the whips rode at the tail hounds, cursing and swearing, and vowing they would cut them in two.

There was no getting them together. Every now and then the fox might be seen, looking about the size of a marble, as he rounded some distant hill, each succeeding view making him less, till, at last, he seemed no bigger than a pea.

Five-and-twenty minutes best pace over downs is calculated to try the mettle of anything; and, long before the leading hounds reached Cockthropple Dean, the field was choked by the pace. Sir Harry had long been tailed off; both the brothers Spangles had dropped astern; the horse of one had dropped too; Sawbones, the doctors, had got a stiff neck; Willing, the road surveyor, and Mr. Lavender, the grocer, pulled up together. Muddyman, the farmers four-year-old, had enough at the end of ten minutes; both the whips tired theirs in a quarter of an hour; and in less than twenty minutes Watchorn and Sponge were alone in their glory, or rather Sponge was in his glory, for Watchorns horse was beat.

Lend me your horn! exclaimed Sponge, as he heard by the hammer and pincering of Watchorns horse, it was all U P with him.

The horse stopped as if shot; and getting the horn, Mr. Sponge went on, the brown laying himself out as if still full of running. Cockthropple Dean was now close at hand, and in all probability the fox would not leave it. So thought Mr. Sponge as he dived into it, astonished at the chorus and echo of the hounds.
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HES AWAY!  REET CROSS TORNOPS

Tally ho! shouted a countryman on the opposite side; and the road Sponge had taken being favourable to the point, he made for it at a hand-gallop, horn in hand, to blow as soon as he got there.

Hes away! cried the man as soon as our friend appeared; reet cross tornops! added he, pointing with his hoe.

Mr. Sponge then put his horses head that way, and blew a long shrill reverberating blast. As he paused to take breath and listen, he heard the sound of horses hoofs, and presently a stentorian voice, half frantic with rage, exclaimed from behind:

Who the Dickens are you?

Who the Dickens are you? retorted Mr. Sponge, without looking round.

They commonly call me the Earl of Scamperdale, roared the same sweet voice, and those are my hounds.

Theyre not your hounds! snapped Mr. Sponge, now looking round on his big-spectacled, flat-hatted lordship, who was closely followed by his double, Mr. Spraggon.

Not my hounds! screeched his lordship. Oh, ye barbers apprentice! Oh, ye drapers assistant! Oh ye unmitigated Mahomedon! Sing out, Jack! sing out! For Heavens sake, sing out! added he, throwing out his arms in perfect despair.

Not his lordships hounds! roared Jack, now rising in his stirrups and brandishing his big whip. Not his lordships hounds! Tell me that, when they cost him five-and-twenty underd  two thousand five underd a year! Oh, by Jingo, but thats a pretty go! If theyre not his lordships hounds, I should like to know whose they are? and thereupon Jack wiped the foam from his mouth on his sleeve.

Sir Harrys! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, again putting the horn to his lips, and blowing another shrill blast.

Sir Harrys! screeched his lordship in disgust, for he hated the very sound of his name Sir Harrys! Oh, you rusty-booted ruffian! Tell me that to my very face!

Sir Harrys! repeated Jack, again standing erect in his stirrups. What! impeach his lordships integrity  oh, by Jove, theres an end of everything! Death before dishonour! Slugs in a saw-pit! Pistols and coffee for two! Cock Pheasant at Weybridge, six oclock i the mornin! And Jack, sinking exhausted on his saddle, again wiped the foam from his mouth.

His lordship then went at Sponge again.

Oh, you sanctified, putrified, pestilential, perpendicular, gingerbread-booted, counter-skippin snob, you think because Im a lord, and cant swear or use coarse language, that you may do what you like; but Ill let you see the contrary, said he, brandishing his brother to Jacks whip. Mark you, sir, Ill fight you, sir, any non-huntin day you like, sir, cept Sunday.

Just then the clatter and blowing of horses was heard, and Frostyface emerged from the wood followed by the hounds, who, swinging themselves forrard over the turnips, hit off the scent and went away full cry, followed by his lordship and Jack, leaving Mr. Sponge transfixed with astonishment.

Changed foxes, at length said Sponge, with a shake of his head; and just then the cry of hounds on the opposite bank confirmed his conjecture, and he got to Sir Harrys in time to take up his lordships fox.

His lordships hounds ran into Sir Harrys fox about two miles farther on, but the hounds would not break him up; and, on examining him, he was found to have been aniseeded; and, worst of all, by the mark on his ear to be one that they had turned down themselves the season before, being one of a litter that Sly had stolen from Sir Harrys cover at Seedeygorse  a beautiful instance of retributive justice.


CHAPTER LI

FARMER PEASTRAWS DÎNÉ-MATINÉE
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THERE ARE PLEASANTER situations than being left alone with twenty couple of even the best-mannered fox-hounds; far pleasanter situations than being left alone with such a tearing, frantic lot as composed Sir Harry Scattercashs pack. Sportsmen are so used (with some hounds at least) to see foxes in hand that they never think there is any difficulty in getting them there; and it is only a single-handed combat with the pack that shows them that the hound does not bring the fox up in his mouth like a retriever. A tyros first tête-à-tête with a half-killed fox, with the baying pack circling round, must leave as pleasing a souvenir on the memory as Mr. Gordon Cumming would derive from his first interview with a lion.

Our friend Mr. Sponge was now engaged with a game of pull devil, pull baker with the hounds for the fox, the difficulty of his situation being heightened by having to contend with the impetuous temper of a high-couraged, dangerous horse. To be sure, the gallant Hercules was a good deal subdued by the distance and severity of the pace, but there are few horses that get to the end of a run that have not sufficient kick left in them to do mischief to hounds, especially when raised or frightened by the smell of blood; nevertheless, there was no help for it. Mr. Sponge knew that unless he carried off some trophy, it would never be believed he had killed the fox. Considering all this, and also that there was no one to tell what damage he did, he just rode slap into the middle of the pack, as Marksman, Furious, Thunderer, and Bountiful were in the act of despatching the fox. Singwell and Saladin (puppies) having been sent away howling, the one bit through the jowl, the other through the foot.

Ah! leave him  leave him  leave him! screeched Mr. Sponge, trampling over Warrior and Tempest, the brown horse lashing out furiously at Melody and Lapwing. Ah, leave him! leave him! repeated he, throwing himself off his horse by the fox, and clearing a circle with his whip, aided by the hoofs of the animal. There lay the fox before him killed, but as yet little broken by the pack. He was a noble fellow; bright and brown, in the full vigour of life and condition, with a gameness, even in death, that no other animal shows. Mr. Sponge put his foot on the body, and quickly whipped off his brush. Before he had time to pocket it, the repulsed pack broke in upon him and carried off the carcass.

Ah! dash ye, you may have that, said he, cutting at them with his whip as they clustered upon it like a swarm of bees. They had not had a wild fox for five weeks.

Who-hoop! cried Mr. Sponge, in the hopes of attracting some of the field. Who-hoop! repeated he, as loud as he could halloo. Where can they all be, I wonder? said he, looking around; and echo answered  where?

The hounds had now crunched their fox, or as much of him as they wanted. Old Marksman ran about with his head, and Warrior with a haunch.

Drop it, you old beggar! cried Mr. Sponge, cutting at Marksman with his whip, and Mr. Sponge being too near to make a trial of speed prudent, the old dog did as he was bid, and slunk away.

Our friend then appended this proud trophy to his saddle-flap by a piece of whipcord, and, mounting the now tractable Hercules, began to cast about in search of a landmark. Like most down countries, this one was somewhat deceptive; there were plenty of landmarks, but they were all the same sort  clumps of trees on hill-tops, and plantations on hill-sides, but nothing of a distinguishing character, nothing that a stranger could say, I remember seeing that as I came; or, I remember passing that in the run. The landscape seemed all alike: north, south, east, and west, equally indifferent.

Curse the thing, said Mr. Sponge, adjusting himself in his saddle, and looking about; I havent the slightest idea where I am. Ill blow the horn, and see if that will bring any one.

So saying, he applied the horn to his lips, and blew a keen, shrill blast, that spread over the surrounding country, and was echoed back by the distant hills. A few lost hounds cast up from various quarters, in the unexpected way that hounds do come to a horn. Among them were a few branded with S, who did not at all set off the beauty of the rest.

Ord rot you, you belong to that old ruffian, do you? said Mr. Sponge, riding and cutting at one with his whip, exclaiming, Get away to him, ye beggar, or Ill tuck you up short.

He now, for the first time, saw them together in anything like numbers, and was struck with the queerness and inequality of the whole. They were of all sorts and sizes, from the solemn towering calf-like fox-hound down to the little wriggling harrier. They seemed, too, to be troubled with various complaints and infirmities. Some had the mange; some had blear eyes; some had but one; many were out at the elbows; and not a few down at the toes. However, they had killed a fox, and Handsome is that handsome does, said Mr. Sponge, as, with his horse surrounded by them, he moved on in quest of his way home.

At first, he thought to retrace his steps by the marks of his horses hoofs, and succeeded in getting back to the dean, where Sir Harrys hounds changed foxes with Lord Scamperdales; but he got confused with the imprints of the other horses, and very soon had to trust entirely to chance. Chance, we are sorry to say, did not befriend him; for, after wandering over the wide-extending downs, he came upon the little hamlet of Tinkler Hatch, and was informed that he had been riding in a semicircle.

He there got some gruel for his horse, and, with day closing in, now set off, as directed, on the Ribchester road, with the assurance that he couldnt miss his way. Some of the hounds here declined following him any farther, and slunk into cottages and outhouses as they passed along. Mr. Sponge, however, did not care for their company.

Having travelled musingly along two or three miles of road, now thinking over the glorious run  now of the gallant way in which Hercules had carried him  now of the pity it was that there was nobody there to see  now of the encounter with Lord Scamperdale, just as he passed a well-filled stackyard, that had shut out the view of a flaming red brick house with a pea-green door and windows, an outburst of hoo-rays! followed by one cheer more hoo-ray! made the remaining wild hounds prick up their ears, and our friend rein in his horse, to hear what was up. A bright fire in a room on the right of the door overpowered the clouds of tobacco-smoke with which the room was enveloped, and revealed sundry scarlet coats in the full glow of joyous hilarity. It was Sir Harry and friends recruiting at Fanner Peastraws after their exertions; for, though they could not make much of hunting, they were always ready to drink. They were having a rare set-to  rashers of bacon, wedges of cheese, with oceans of malt-liquor. It was the appearance of a magnificent cold round of home-fed beef, red with saltpetre and flaky with white fat, borne on high by their host, that elicited the applause and the one cheer more that broke on Mr. Sponges ear as he was passing  applause that was renewed as they caught a glimpse of his red coat, not on account of his safety or that of the hounds, but simply because being in the cheering mood, they were ready to cheer anything.

Hil-loo! theres Mr. Whats-his-name! exclaimed brother Bob Spangles, as he caught view of Sponge and the hounds passing the window.

So there is! roared another; Hoo-ray!

Hoo-ray! yelled two or three more.

Stop him! cried another.

Call him in, roared Sir Harry, and lets liquor him.

Hilloo! Mister Whats-your-name! exclaimed the other Spangles, throwing up the window. Hilloo, wont you come in and have some refreshment?

Whos there? asked Mr. Sponge, reining in the brown.

Oh, were all here, shouted brother Bob Spangles, holding up a tumbler of hot brandy-and-water; were all here  Sir Harry and all, added he.

But what shall I do with the hounds? asked Mr. Sponge, looking down upon the confused pack, now crowding about his horses head.

Oh, let the beef-eaters  the scene-shifters  I meant to say the servants  those fellows, you know, in scarlet and black caps, look after them, replied brother Bob Spangles.

But there are none of them here, exclaimed Mr. Sponge, looking back on the deserted road.

None of them here! hiccuped Sir Harry, who had now got reeled to the window. None of them here, repeated he, staring vacantly at the uneven pack. Oh (hiccup) Ill tell you what do  (hiccup) them into a barn or a stable, or a (hiccup) of any sort, and well send for them when we want to (hiccup) again. Then just you call them to you, replied Sponge, thinking they would go to their master. Just you call them, repeated he, and Ill put them to you.

(Hiccup) call to them? replied Harry. I cant (hiccup).

Oh yes! rejoined Mr. Sponge; call one or two by their names, and the rest will follow.

Names! (hiccup) I dont know any of their nasty names, replied Sir Harry, staring wildly.

Towler! Towler! Towler! here, good dog  hoop!  heres your liquor! cried brother Bob Spangles, holding the smoking tumbler of brandy-and-water out of the window, as if to tempt any hound that chose to answer to the name of Towler.

There didnt seem to be a Towler in the pack; at least, none of them qualified for the brandy-and-water.

Oh, Ill (hiccup) you what well do, exclaimed Sir Harry: Ill (hiccup) you what well do. Well just give them a (hiccup) kick a-piece and send them (hiccuping) home, Sir Harry reeling back into the room to the black horse-hair sofa, where his whip was.

He presently appeared at the door, and, going into the midst of the hounds, commenced laying about him, rating, and cutting, and kicking, and shouting.
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SIR HARRY OF NONSUCH HOUSE

Geete away home with ye, ye brutes; what are you all (hiccup)ing here about? Ah! cut off his tail! cried he, staggering after a venerable blear-eyed sage, who dropped his stern and took off.

Be off! Does your mother know youre out? cried Bob Spangles, out of the window, to old Marksman, who stood wondering what to do.

The old hound took the hint also.

Now, then, old feller, cried Sir Harry, staggering up to Mr. Sponge, who still sat on his horse, in mute astonishment at Sir Harrys mode of dealing with his hounds. Now, then, old feller, said he, seizing Mr. Sponge by the hand, get rid of your quadruped, and (hiccup) in, and make yourself oer all the (hiccups) of life victorious, as Bob Spangles says, when he (hiccups) it neat. This is old (hiccup) Peastraws, a (hiccup) tenant of mine, and hell be most (hiccup) to see you.

But what must I do with my horse? asked Mr. Sponge, rubbing some of the dried sweat off the browns shoulder as he spoke; adding, I should like to get him a feed of corn.

Give him some ale, and a (hiccup) of sherry in it, replied Sir Harry; itll do him far more good  make his mane grow, smoothing the horses thin, silky mane as he spoke.

Well, Ill put him up, replied Mr. Sponge, and then come to you, throwing himself, jockey fashion, off the horse as he spoke.

Thats a (hiccup) feller, said Sir Harry; adding, heres old Pea himself come to see after you.

So saying, Sir Harry reeled back to his comrades in the house, leaving Mr. Sponge in the care of the farmer.

This way, sir; this way, said the burly Mr. Peastraw, leading the way into his farmyard, where a line of hunters stood shivering under a long cart-shed.

But I cant put my horse in here, observed Mr. Sponge, looking at the unfortunate brutes.

No, sir, no, replied Mr. Peastraw; put yours in a stable, sir; put yours in a stable; adding, these young gents dont care much about their horses.

Does anybody know the chaps name? asked Sir Harry, reeling back into the room.

Know his name! exclaimed Bob Spangles; why, dont you?

No, replied Sir Harry, with a vacant stare.

Why, you went up and shook hands with him, as if you were as thick as thieves, replied Bob.

Did I? hiccuped Sir Harry. Well, I thought I knew him. At least, I thought it was somebody I had (hiccup)ed before; and at ones own (hiccup) house, you know, ones bliged to be (hiccup) feller well (hiccup) with everybody that comes. But surely, some of you know his (hiccup) name, added he, looking about at the company.

I think I know his (hiccup) face, replied Bob Spangles, imitating his brother-in-law.

Ive seen him somewhere, observed the other Spangles, through a mouthful of beef.

So have I, exclaimed some one else, but where I cant say.

Most likely at church, observed brother Bob Spangles.

Well, I dont think hell corrupt me, observed Captain Quod, speaking between the fumes of a cigar.

Hell not borrow much of me, observed Captain Seedeybuck, producing a much tarnished green purse, and exhibiting two fourpenny-pieces at one end, and three-halfpence at the other.

Oh, I dare say hes a good feller, observed Sir Harry; I make no doubt hes one of the right sort.

Just then in came the man himself, hat and whip in hand, waving the brush proudly over his head.

Ah, thats (hiccup) right, old feller, exclaimed Sir Harry, again advancing with extended hand to meet him, adding, youd (hiccup) all you wanted for your (hiccup) horse: mutton broth  I mean barley-water, foot-bath, everything right. Let me introduce my (hiccup) brother-in-law, Bob Spangles, my (hiccup) friend Captain Ladofwax, Captain Quod, Captain (hiccup) Bouncey, Captain (hiccup) Seedeybuck, and my (hiccup) brother-in-law, Mr. Spangles, as lushy a cove as ever was seen; arnt you, old boy? added he, grasping the latter by the arm.

All these gentlemen severally bobbed their heads as Sir Harry called them over, and then resumed their respective occupations  eating, drinking, and smoking.

These were some of the debauched gentlemen Mr. Sponge had seen before Nonsuch House in the morning. They were all captains, or captains by courtesy. Ladofwax had been a painter and glazier in the Borough, where he made the acquaintance of Captain Quod, while that gentleman was an inmate of Captain Hudsons strong house. Captain Bouncey was the too well-known betting-office keeper; and Seedeybuck was such a constant customer of Mr. Commissioner Fonblanques court, that that worthy legal luminary, on discharging him for the fifth time, said to him, with a very significant shake of the head, Youd better not come here again, sir. Seedeybuck, being of the same opinion, had since fastened himself on to Sir Harry Scattercash, who found him in meat, drink, washing, and lodging. They were all attired in red coats, of one sort or another, though some of which were of a very antediluvian, and others of a very dressing-gown cut. Bounceys had a hare on the button, and Seedeybucks coat sat on him like a sack. Still a scarlet coat is a scarlet coat in the eyes of some, and the coats were not a bit more unsportsmanlike than the men. To Mr. Sponges astonishment, instead of breaking out in inquiries as to where they had run to, the time, the distance, who was up, who was down, and so on, they began recommending the victuals and drink; and this, notwithstanding Mr. Sponge kept flourishing the brush.

Weve had a rare run, said he, addressing himself to Sir Harry.

Have you (hiccup)? Im glad of it (hiccup). Pray have something to (hiccup) after it; you must be (hiccup).

Let me help you to some of this cold round of beef? exclaimed Captain Bouncey, brandishing the great broad-bladed carving knife.

Have a slice of ot am, suggested Captain Quod.

The finest run I ever rode! observed Mr. Sponge, still endeavouring to get a hearing.

Dare say it would, replied Sir Harry; those (hiccup) hounds of mine are uncommon (hiccup). He didnt know what they were, and the hiccup came very opportunely.

The pace was terrific! exclaimed Sponge.

Dare say it would, replied Sir Harry; and thats what makes me (hiccup) youre so (hiccup). Pea, here, has some rare old October  (hiccup) bushels to the (hiccup) hogshead. Its capital! exclaimed Captain Seedeybuck, frothing himself a tumblerful out of the tall brown jug.

So is this, rejoined Captain Quod, pouring himself out a liberal allowance of gin.

That horse of mine carried me MAGnificently! observed Mr. Sponge, with a commanding emphasis on the MAG.

Dare say he would, replied Sir Harry; he looked like a (hiccup)er  a white un, wasnt he?

No; a brown, replied Mr. Sponge, disgusted at the mistake.

Ah, well; but there was somebody on a white, replied Sir Harry. Oh  ah  yes  it was old Bugles on my ladys horse. By the (hiccup) way (hiccup), gentlemen, whats got Mr. Orlando (hiccup) Bugles? asked Sir Harry, staring wildly round.

Oh! old Bugles! old Pad-the-Hoof! old Mr. Funker! the horse frightened him so, that he went home crying, replied Bob Spangles.

Hope he didnt lose him? asked Sir Harry.

Oh no, replied Bob; he gave a lad a shilling to lead him, and they trudged away very quietly together.

The old (hiccup)! exclaimed Sir Harry; he told me he was a member of the Surrey something.

The Sorry Union, replied Captain Quod. He was out with them once, and fell off on his head and knocked his hat-crown out.

Well, but I was telling you about the run, interposed Mr. Sponge, again endeavouring to enlist an audience. I was telling you about the run, repeated he.

Dont trouble yourself, my dear sir, interrupted Captain Bouncey; we know all about it  found  checked  killed, killed  found  checked.

You cant know all about it! snapped Mr. Sponge; for there wasnt a soul there but myself, much to my horror, for I had a reglar row with old Scamperdale, and never a soul to back me.

What! you fell in with that mealy-mouthed gentleman, who cant (hiccup) swear because hes a (hiccup) lord, did you? asked Sir Harry, his attention being now drawn to our friend.

I did, replied Mr. Sponge; and a pretty passage of politeness we had of it.

Indeed! (hiccup), exclaimed Sir Harry. Tell us (hiccup) all about it.

Well, said Mr. Sponge, laying the brush lengthways before him on the table, as if he was going to demonstrate upon it. Well, you see we had a devil of a run  I dont know how many miles, as hard as ever we could lay legs to the ground; one by one the field all dropped astern, except the huntsman and myself. At last he gave in, or rather his horse did, and I was left alone in my glory. Well, we went over the downs at a pace that nothing but blood could live with, and, though my horse has never been beat, and is as thorough-bred as Eclipse  a horse that I have refused three hundred guineas for over and over again, I really did begin to think I might get to the bottom of him, when all of a sudden we came to a dean.

Ah! Cockthropple that would be, observed Sir Harry.

Dare say, replied Mr. Sponge; Cock-anything-you-like-to-call-it for me. Well, when we got there, I thought we should have some breathing time, for the fox would be sure to hug it. But no; no sooner had I got there than a countryman hallooed him away on the far side. I got to the halloo as quick as I could, and just as I was blowing the horn, producing Watchorns from his pocket as he spoke; for I must tell you, said he, that when I saw the huntsmans horse was beat, I took this from him  a horn to a foot huntsman being of no more use, you know, than a side-pocket to a cow, or a frilled shirt to a pig. Well, as I was tootleing the horn for hard life, who should turn out of the wood but old mealy-mouth himself, as you call him, and a pretty volley of abuse he let drive at me.

No doubt, hiccuped Sir Harry; but what was he doing there?

Oh! I should tell you, replied Mr. Sponge, his hounds had run a fox into it, and were on him full cry when I got there.

Ill be bund, cried Sir Harry, it was all sham  that he just (hiccup) and excuse for getting into that cover. The old (hiccup) beggar is always at some trick, (hiccup)-ing my foxes or disturbing my covers or something, Sir Harry being just enough of a master of hounds to be jealous of the neighbouring ones.

Well, however, there he was, continued Mr. Sponge; and the first intimation I had of the fact was a great, gruff voice, exclaiming, Who the Dickens are you?

Who the Dickens are you? replied I.

Bravo! shouted Sir Harry.

Capital! exclaimed Seedeybuck.

Go it, you cripples! Newgates on fire! shouted Captain Quod.

Well, what said he? asked Sir Harry.

They commonly call me the Earl of Scamperdale, roared he, and those are my hounds.

Theyre not your hounds, replied I.

Whose are they, then? asked he.

Sir Harry Scattercashs, a devilish deal better fellow, replied I.

Oh, by Jove! roared he, theres an end of everything, Jack, shouted he to old Spraggon, this gentleman says these are not my hounds!

Ill tell you what it is, my lord, said I, gathering my whip and riding close up as if I was goin to pitch into him, Ill tell you what it is; you think, because youre a lord, you may abuse people as you like, but by Jingo youve mistaken your man. Ill not put up with any of your nonsense. The Sponges are as old a family as the Scamperdales, and Ill fight you any non-hunting day you like with pistols, broadswords, fists or blunder-busses.

Well done you! Bravo! thats your sort! with loud thumping of tables and clapping of hands, resounded from all parts.

By Jove, fill him up a stiffun! he deserves a good drink after that! exclaimed Sir Harry, pouring Mr. Sponge out a beaker, equal parts brandy and water.

Mr. Sponge immediately became a hero, and was freely admitted into their circle. He was clearly a choice spirit  a trump of the first water  and they only wanted his name to be uncommonly thick with him. As it was, they plied him with victuals and drink, all seeming anxious to bring him up to the same happy state of inebriety as themselves. They talked and they chattered, and they abused Old Scamperdale and Jack Spraggon, and lauded Mr. Sponge up to the skies.

Thus day closed in, with Farmer Peastraws bright fire shedding its cheering glow over the now encircling group. One would have thought that, with their hearts mellow, and their bodies comfortable, their minds would have turned to that sport in whose honour they sported the scarlet; but no, hunting was never mentioned. They were quite as genteel as Nimrods swell friends at Melton, who cut it altogether. They rambled from subject to subject, chiefly on indoor and London topics; billiards, betting-offices, Coal Holes, Cremorne, Cider Cellars, Judge and Jury Courts, there being an evident confusion in their minds between the characters of sportsmen and sporting men, or gents as they are called. Mr. Sponge tried hard to get them on the right tack, were it only for the sake of singing the praises of the horse for which he had so often refused three hundred guineas, but he never succeeded in retaining an hearing. Talkers were far more plentiful than listeners.

At last they got to singing, and when men begin to sing, it is a sign that they are either drunk, or have had enough of each others company. Sir Harrys hiccup, from which he was never wholly free, increased tenfold, and he hiccuped and spluttered at almost every word. His hand, which shook so at starting that it was odds whether he got his glass to his mouth or his ear, was now steadied, but his glazed eye and green haggard countenance showed at what a fearful sacrifice the temporary steadiness had been obtained. At last his jaw dropped on his chest, his left arm hung listlessly over the back of the chair, and he fell asleep. Captain Quod, too, was overcome, and threw himself full-length on the sofa. Captain Seedeybuck began to talk thick.

Just as they were all about brought to a standstill, the trampling of horses, the rumbling of wheels, and the shrill twang, twang, twang of the now almost forgotten mail horn, roused them from their reveries. It was Sir Harrys drag scouring the country in search of our party. It had been to all the public-houses and beer-shops within a radius of some miles of Nonsuch House, and was now taking a speculative blow through the centre of the circle.

It was a clear frosty night, and the horses hoofs rang, and the wheels rolled soundly over the hard road, cracking the thin ice, yet hardly sufficiently frozen to prevent a slight upshot from the wheels.
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MR. BUGLES PREFERS DANCING TO HUNTING

Twang, twang, twang, went the horn full upon Farmer Peastraws house, causing the sleepers to start, and the waking ones to make for the window.

Coach-a-hoy! cried Bob Spangles, smashing a pane in a vain attempt to get the window up. The coachman pulled up at the sound.

Here we are. Sir Harry! cried Bob Spangles, into his brother-in-laws ear, but Sir Harry was too far gone; he could not come to time. Presently a footman entered with furred coats, and shawls, and checkered rugs, in which those who were sufficiently sober enveloped themselves, and those who were too far gone were huddled by Peastraw and the man; and amid much hurry and confusion, and jostling for inside seats, the party freighted the coach, and whisked away before Mr. Sponge knew where he was.

When they arrived at Nonsuch House, they found Mr. Bugles exercising the fiddlers by dancing the ladies in turns.


CHAPTER LII

A MOONLIGHT RIDE
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THE POSITION, THEN, of Mr. Sponge was this. He was left on a frosty, moonlight night at the door of a strange farmhouse, staring after a receding coach, containing all his recent companions.

Youll not be goin wi em, then? observed Mr. Peastraw, who stood beside him, listening to the shrill notes of the horn dying out in the distance.

No, replied Mr. Sponge.

Rummy lot, observed Mr. Peastraw, with a shake of the head.

Are they? asked Mr. Sponge.

Very! replied Mr. Peastraw. Be the death of Sir Harry among em.

Who are they all? asked Mr. Sponge.

Rubbish! replied Peastraw with a sneer, diving his hands into the depths of his pockets. Well, wed better go in, added he, pulling his hands out and rubbing them, to betoken that he felt cold.

Mr. Sponge, not being much of a drinker, was more overcome with what he had taken than a seasoned cask would have been; added to which the keen night air striking upon his heated frame soon sent the liquor into his head. He began to feel queer.

Well, said he to his host, I think Id better be going.

Where are you bound for? asked Mr. Peastraw.

To Puddingpote Bower, replied Mr. Sponge.

S-o-o, observed Mr. Peastraw thoughtfully; Mr. Crowdeys  Mr. Jogglebury that was?

Yes, replied Mr. Sponge.

He is a deuce of a man, that, for breaking peoples hedges, observed Mr. Peastraw; after a pause, he cant see a straight stick of no sort, but hes sure to be at it.

Hes a great man for walking-sticks, replied Mr. Sponge, staggering in the direction of the stable in which he put his horse.

The house clock then struck ten.

Shes fast, observed Mr. Peastraw, fearing his guest might be wanting to stay all night.

How far will Puddingpote Bower be from here? asked Mr. Sponge.

Oh, no distance, sir, no distance, replied Mr. Peastraw, now leading out the horse. Cant miss your way, sir  cant miss your way. First turn on the right takes you to Collins Green; then keep by the side of the church, next the pond; then go straight forward for about a mile and a half, or two miles, till you come to a small village called Lea Green; turn short at the finger-post as you enter, and keep right along by the side of the hills till you come to the Winslow Woods; leave them to the left, and pass by Mr. Robys farm, at Runton  youll know Mr. Roby?

Not I, replied Mr. Sponge, hoisting himself into the saddle, and holding out a hand to take leave of his host.

Good night, sir; good night! exclaimed Mr. Peastraw, shaking it; and have the goodness to tell Mr. Crowdey from me that the next time he comes here a bush-rangin, Ill thank him to shut the gates after him. He set all my young stock wrong the last time he was here.

I will, replied Mr. Sponge, riding off.

Mr. Peastraws directions were well calculated to confuse a clearer head than Mr. Sponge then carried; and the reader will not be surprised to learn that, long before he reached the Winslow Woods, he was regularly bewildered. Indeed, there is no surer way of losing oneself than trying to follow a long train of directions in a strange country. It is far better to establish ones own landmarks, and make for them as the natural course of the country seems to direct. Our forefathers had a wonderful knack of getting to points with as little circumlocution as possible. Mr. Sponge, however, knew no points, and was quite at sea; indeed, even if he had, they would have been of little use, for a fitful and frequently obscured moon threw such bewildering lights and shades around, that a native would have had some difficulty in recognizing the country. The frost grew more intense, the stars shone clear and bright, and the cold took our friend by the nape of the neck, shooting across his shoulder-blades and right down his back. Mr. Sponge wished and wished he was anywhere but where he was  flattening his nose against the coffee-room window of the Bantam, tooling in a hansom as hard as he could go, squaring along Oxford Street criticizing horses  nay, he wouldnt care to be undergoing Gustavus James himself  anything, rather than rambling about a strange country in a cold winters night, with nothing but the hooting of owls and the occasional bark of shepherds dogs to enliven his solitude. The houses were few and far between. The lights in the cottages had long been extinguished, and the occupiers of such of the farmhouses as would come to his knocks were gruff in their answers, and short in their directions. At length, after riding, and riding, and riding, more with a view of keeping himself awake than in the expectation of finding his way, just as he was preparing to arouse the inmates of a cottage by the roadside, a sudden gleam of moonlight fell upon the building, revealing the half-Swiss, half-Gothic lodge of Puddingpote Bower.


CHAPTER LIII

PUDDINGPOTE BOWER
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WE MUST NOW back the train a little, and have a look at Jog and Co.

Mr. and Mrs. Jog had had another squabble after Mr. Sponges departure in the morning, Mr. Jog reproving Mrs. Jog for the interest she seemed to take in Mr. Sponge, as shown by her going to the door to see him amble away on the piebald hack. Mrs. Jog justified herself on the score of Gustavus James, with whom she was quite sure Mr. Sponge was much struck, and to whom, she made no doubt, he would leave his ample fortune. Jog, on the other hand, wheezed and puffed into his frill, and reasserted that Mr. Sponge was as likely to live as Gustavus James, and to marry and to have a bushel of children of his own; while Mrs. Jog rejoined that he was sure to break his neck  breaking their necks being, as she conceived, the inevitable end of fox-hunters. Jog, who had not prosecuted the sport of hunting long enough to be able to gainsay her assertion, though he took especial care to defer the operation of breaking his own neck as long as he could, fell back upon the expense and inconvenience of keeping Mr. Sponge and his three horses, and his saucy servant, who had taught their domestics to turn up their noses at his diet table; above all, at his stick-jaw and undeniable small-beer. So they went fighting and squabbling on, till at last the scene ended, as usual, by Mrs. Jogglebury bursting into tears, and declaring that Jog didnt care a farthing either for her or her children. Jog then bundled off, to try and fashion a most incorrigible-looking, knotty blackthorn into a head of Lord Chancellor Lyndhurst. He afterwards took a turn at a hazel that he thought would make a Joe Hume. Having occupied himself with these till the childrens dinner-hour, he took a wandering, snatching sort of meal, and then put on his paletot, with a little hatchet in the pocket, and went off in search of the raw material in his own and the neighbouring hedges.

Evening came, and with it came Jog, laden, as usual, with an armful of gibbeys, but the shades of night followed evening ere there was any tidings of the sporting inmates of his house. At length, just as Jog was taking his last stroll prior to going in for good, he espied a pair of vacillating white breeches coming up the avenue with a clearly drunken man inside them. Jog stood straining his eyes watching their movements, wondering whether they would keep the saddle or come off  whenever the breeches seemed irrevocably gone, they invariably recovered themselves with a jerk or a lurch  Jog now saw it was Leather on the piebald, and though he had no fancy for the man, he stood to let him come up, thinking to hear something of Sponge. Leather in due time saw the great looming outline of our friend and came staring and shaking his head, endeavouring to identify it. He thought at first it was the Squire  next he thought it wasnt  then he was sure it wasnt.

Oh! its you, old boy, is it? at last exclaimed he, pulling up beside the large holly against which our friend had placed himself, Its you, old boy, is it? repeated he, extending his right hand and nearly overbalancing himself, adding as he recovered his equilibrium, I thought it was the old Woolpack at first, nodding his head towards the house. Well, spluttered he, pulling up, and sitting, as he thought, quite straight in the saddle, weve had the finest days sport and the most equitable drink Ive enjoyed for many a long day. Ord bless us, what a gent that Sir Arry is! Hes the sort of man that should have money. Im blowed, if I were queen, but Id melt all the great blubber-headed fellows like this ere Crowdey down, and make one sich man as Sir Arry out of the ole on em. Beer! they dont know wot beer is there! nothin but the werry strongest hale, instead of the puzzon one gets at this awful mean place, that looks like nothin but the weshin o brewers haprons. Oh! I umbly begs pardon, exclaimed he, dropping from his horse on to his knees on discovering that he was addressing Mr. Crowdey I thought it was Robins, the mole-ketcher.

Thought it was Robins, the mole-catcher, growled Jog; what have you to do with (puff) Robins, the (wheeze) mole-catcher?

Jog boiled over with indignation. At first he thought of kicking Leather, a feat that his suppliant position made extremely convenient, if not tempting. Prudence, however, suggested that Leather might have him up for the assault. So he stood puffing and wheezing and eyeing the blear-eyed, brandy-nosed old drunkard with, as he thought, a withering look of contempt; and then, though the man was drunk and the night was dark, he waddled off, leaving Mr. Leather on his once white breeches knees. If Jog had had reasonable time, say an hour or an hour and twenty minutes, to improvise it in, he would have said something uncommonly sharp; as it was he left him with the pertinent inquiry we have recorded What have you to do with Robins, the mole-catcher? We need hardly say that this little incident did not at all ingratiate Mr. Sponge with his host, who re-entered his house in a worse humour than ever. It was insulting a gentleman on his own ter-ri-tory  bearding an Englishman in his own castle. Not to be borne (puff), said Jog.

It was now nearly five oclock, Jogs dinner hour, and still no Mr. Sponge. Mrs. Jog proposed waiting half an hour, indeed, she had told Susan, the cook, to keep the dinner back a little, to give Mr. Sponge a chance, who could not possibly change his tight hunting things for his evening tights in the short space of time that Jog could drop off his loose-flowing garments, wash his hands, and run the comb through his lank, candle-like hair.

Five oclock struck, and Jog was just applying his hand to the fat red-and-black worsted bell-pull, when Mrs. Jog announced what she had done.

Put off the dinner (wheeze)! put off the dinner (puff)! repeated he, blowing furiously into his clean shirt-frill, which stuck up under his nose like a hand-saw; put off the dinner (wheeze)! put off the dinner (puff), I wish you wouldnt do such (wheeze) things without consulting (gasp) me.

Well, but, my dear, you couldnt possibly sit down without him, observed Mrs. Jog mildly.

Possibly! (puff), possibly! (wheeze), repeated Jog. Theres no possibly in the matter, retorted he, blowing more furiously into the frill.

Mrs. Jog was silent.

A man should conform to the (puff) hours of the (wheeze) house, observed Jog, after a pause.

Well, but, my dear, you know hunters are always allowed a little law, observed Mrs. Jog.

Law! (puff), law! (wheeze), retorted Jog. I never want any law, thinking of Smiler v. Jogglebury.

Half-past five oclock came, and still no Sponge; and Mrs. Jog, thinking it would be better to arrange to have something hot for him when he came, than to do further battle with her husband, gave the bell the double ring indicative of bring dinner.

Nay (puff), nay (wheeze); when you have (gasp)ed so long, growled Jog, taking the other tack, you might as well have (wheez)ed a little longer  snorting into his frill as he spoke.

Mrs. Jogglebury said nothing, but slipped quietly out, as if after her keys, to tell Susan to keep so-and-so in the meat-screen, and have a few potatoes ready to boil against Mr. Sponge arrived. She then sidled back quietly into the room. Jog and she presently proceeded to that all-important meal. Jog blowing out the company candles on the side-table as he passed.

Jog munched away with a capital appetite; but Mrs. Jog, who took the bulk of her lading in at the childrens dinner, sat trifling with the contents of her plate, listening alternately for the sound of horses hoofs outside, and for nursery squalls in.

Dinner passed over, and the fruity port and sugary sherry soon usurped the places that stick-jaw pudding and cheese had occupied.

Mr. (puff) Sponge must be (wheeze), I think, observed Jog, hauling his great silver watch out, like a bucket, from his fob, on seeing that it only wanted ten minutes to seven.

Oh, Jog! exclaimed Mrs. Jog, clasping her beautiful hands, and casting her bright beady eyes up to the low ceiling.

Oh, Jog! Whats the matter now? (puff  wheeze  gasp), exclaimed our friend, reddening up, and fixing his stupid eyes intently on his wife.

Oh, nothing, replied Mrs. Jog, unclasping her hands, and bringing down her eyes.

Oh, nothin! retorted Jog. Nothin! repeated he. Ladies dont get into such tantrums for nothin.

Well, then, Jog, I was thinking if anything should have ha  ha  happened Mr. Sponge, how Gustavus Ja  Ja  James will have lost his chance. And thereupon she dived for her lace-fringed pocket-handkerchief, and hurried out of the room.

But Mrs. Jog had said quite enough to make the caldron of Jogs jealousy boil over, and he sat staring into the fire, imagining all sorts of horrible devices in the coals and cinders, and conjuring up all sorts of evils, until he felt himself possessed of a hundred and twenty thousand devils.

Ill get shot of this chap at last, said he, with a knowing jerk of his head and a puff into his frill, as he drew his thick legs under his chair, and made a semi-circle to get at the bottle. Ill get shot of this chap, repeated he, pouring himself out a bumper of the syrupy port, and eyeing it at the composite candle. He drained off the glass, and immediately filled another. That, too, went down; then he took another, and another, and another; and seeing the bottle get low, he thought he might as well finish it. He felt better after it. Not that he was a bit more reconciled to our friend Mr. Sponge, but he felt more equal to cope with him  he even felt as if he could fight him. There did not, however, seem to be much likelihood of his having to perform that ceremony, for nine oclock struck and no Mr. Sponge, and at half-past Mr. Crowdey stumped off to bed.

Mrs. Crowdey, having given Bartholomew and Susan a dirty pack of cards to play with to keep them awake till Mr. Sponge arrived, went to bed, too, and the house was presently tranquil.

It, however, happened that that amazing prodigy, Gustavus James, having been out on a sort of eleemosynary excursion among the neighbouring farmers and people, exhibiting as well his fine blue-feathered hat, as his astonishing proficiency in Bah! bah! black sheep, and Obin and Ichard, getting seed-cake from one, sponge cake from another, and toffy from a third, was troubled with a very bad stomach-ache during the night, of which he soon made the house sensible by his screams and his cries. Jog and his wife were presently at him; and, as Jog sat in his white cotton nightcap and flowing flannel dressing-gown in an easy chair in the nursery, he heard the crack of the whip, and the prolonged yeea-yu-u-p of Mr. Sponges arrival. Presently the trampling of a horse was heard passing round to the stable. The clock then struck one.

Pretty hour for a man to come home to a strange house! observed Mr. Jog, for the nurse, or Murry Ann, or Mrs. Jog, or any one that liked, to take up.

Mrs. Jog was busy with the rhubarb and magnesia, and the others said nothing. After the lapse of a few minutes, the clank, clank, clank of Mr. Sponges spurs was heard as he passed round to the front, and Mr. Jog stole out on to the landing to hear how he would get in.

Thump! thump! thump! went Mr. Sponge at the door; rap  tap  tap he went at it with his whip.

Comin, sir! comin! exclaimed Bartholomew from the inside.

Presently the shooting of bolts, the withdrawal of bands, and the opening of doors, were heard.

Not gone to bed yet, old boy? said Mr. Sponge, as he entered.

No, thir! snuffled the boy, who had a bad cold, been thitten up for you.

Old puff-and-blow gone? asked Mr. Sponge, depositing his hat and whip on a chair.

The boy gave no answer.

Is old bellows-to-mend gone to bed? asked Mr. Sponge in a louder voice.

The charmans gone, replied the boy, who looked upon his master  the chairman of the Stir-it-stiff Union  as the impersonification of all earthly greatness.

Dash your impittance, growled Jog, slinking back into the nursery; Ill pay you off! (puff), added he, with a jerk of his white night-capped head, Ill bellows-to-mend you! (wheeze).


CHAPTER LIV

FAMILY JARS
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GUSTAVUS JAMESS INTERNAL qualms being at length appeased, Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey returned to bed, but not to sleep  sleep there was none for him. He was full of indignation and jealousy, and felt suspicious of the very bolster itself. He had been insulted  grossly insulted. Three such names  the Woolpack, Old puff-and-blow, and Bellows-to-mend  no gentleman, surely, ever was called before by a guest, in his own house. Called, too, before his own servant. What veneration, what respect, could a servant feel for a master whom he heard called Old bellows-to-mend? It damaged the respect inspired by the chairmanship of the Stir-it-stiff Union, to say nothing of the trusteeship of the Sloppyhocks, Tolpuddle, and other turnpike-roads. It annihilated everything. So he fumed, and fretted, and snorted, and snored. Worst of all, he had no one to whom he could unburden his grievance. He could not make the partner of his bosom a partner in his woes, because  and he bounced about so that he almost shot the clothes off the bed, at the thoughts of the why.

Thus he lay tumbling and tossing, and fuming and wheezing and puffing, now vowing vengeance against Leather, who he recollected had called him the Woolpack, and determining to have him turned off in the morning for his impudence  now devising schemes for getting rid of Mr. Sponge and him together. Oh, could he but see them off! could he but see the portmanteau and carpet-bag again standing in the passage, he would gladly lend his phaeton to carry them anywhere. He would drive it himself for the pleasure of knowing and feeling he was clear of them. He wouldnt haggle about the pikes; nay, he would even give Sponge a gibbey, any he liked  the pick of the whole  Wellington, Napoleon Bonaparte, a crowned head even, though it would damage the set. So he lay, rolling and restless, hearing every clock strike; now trying to divert his thoughts, by making a rough calculation what all his gibbeys put together were worth; now considering whether he had forgotten to go for any he had marked in the course of his peregrinations; now wishing he had laid one about old Leather, when he fell on his knees after calling him the Woolpack; then wondering whether Leather would have had him before the County Court for damages, or taken him before Justice Slowcoach for the assault. As morning advanced, his thoughts again turned upon the best mode of getting rid of his most unwelcome guests, and he arose and dressed, with the full determination of trying what he could do.

Having tried the effects of an upstairs shout the morning before, he decided to see what a down one would do; accordingly, he mounted the stairs and climbed the sort of companion-ladder that led to the servants attics, where he kept a stock of gibbeys in the rafters. Having reached this, he cleared his throat, laid his head over the banisters, and putting an open hand on each side of his mouth to direct the sound, exclaimed with a loud and audible voice:

Bartholo  m  e  w!

Bar  tho  lo  m  e  e  w! repeated he, after a pause, with a full separation of the syllables and a prolonged intonation of the m  e  w.

No Bartholomew answered.

Murray Ann! then hallooed Jog, in a sharper, quicker key. Murray Ann! repeated he, still louder, after a pause.

Yes, sir! here, sir! exclaimed that invaluable servant, tidying her pink-ribboned cap as she hurried into the passage below. Looking up, she caught sight of her masters great sallow chaps hanging like a flitch of bacon over the garret banister.

Oh, Murry Ann, bellowed Mr. Jog, at the top of his voice, still holding his hands to his mouth, as soon as he saw her, Oh, Murry Ann, youd better get the (puff) breakfast ready; I think the (gasp) Mr. Sponge will be (wheezing) away to-day.

Yes, sir, replied Mary Ann.

And tell Bartholomew to get his washin bills in.

He harnt had no washin done, replied Mary Ann, raising her voice to correspond with that of her master.

Then his bill for postage, replied Mr. Jog, in the same tone.

He harnt had no letters neither, replied Mary Ann.

Oh, then, just get the breakfast ready, rejoined Jog, adding, hell be (wheezing) away as soon as he gets it, I (puff) expect.

Will he? said Mr. Sponge to himself, as, with throbbing head, he lay tumbling about in bed, alleviating the recollections of the previous days debauch with an occasional dive into his old friend Mogg. Corporeally, he was in bed at Puddingpote Bower, but mentally, he was at the door of the Goose and Gridiron, in St. Pauls Churchyard, waiting for the three oclock bus, coming from the Bank to take him to Isleworth Gate.

Jogs bellow to Bartholo  m  e  w interrupted the journey, just as in imagination Mr. Sponge was putting his foot on the wheel and hallooing to the driver to hand him the strap to help him on to the box.

Will he? said Mr. Sponge to himself, as he heard Jogs reiterated assertion that he would be wheezing away that day. Wish you may get it, old boy, added he, tucking the now backless Mogg under his pillow, and turning over for a snooze.

When he got down, he found the party ranged at breakfast, minus the interesting prodigy, Gustavus James, whom Sponge proceeded to inquire after as soon as he had made his obeisance to his host and hostess, and distributed a round of daubed comfits to the rest of the juvenile party.

But wheres my little friend, Augustus James? asked he, on arriving at the wonders high chair by the side of mamma. Wheres my little friend, Augustus James? asked he, with an air of concern.

Oh, Gustavus James, replied Mrs. Jog, with an emphasis on Gustavus; Gustavus James is not very well this morning; had a little indigestion during the night.

Poor little hound, observed Mr. Sponge, filling his mouth with hot kidney, glad to be rid for a time of the prodigy. I thought I heard a row when I came home, which was rather late for an early man like me, but the fact was, nothing would serve Sir Harry but I should go with him to get some refreshment at a tenants of his; and we got on talking, first about one thing, and then about another, and the time slipped away so quickly, that day was gone before I knew where I was; and though Sir Harry was most anxious  indeed, would hardly take a refusal  for me to go home with him, I felt that, being a guest here, I couldnt do it  at least, not then; so I got my horse, and tried to find my way with such directions as the farmer gave me, and soon lost my way, for the moon was uncertain, and the country all strange both to me and my horse.

What farmer was it? asked Jog, with the butter streaming down the gutters of his chin from a mouthful of thick toast. Farmer  farmer  farmer  let me see, what farmer it was, replied Mr. Sponge thoughtfully, again attacking the kidneys. Oh, farmer Beanstraw, I should say.

Peastraw, praps? suggested Jog, colouring up, and staring intently at Mr. Sponge.

Pea  Peastraw was the name, replied Mr. Sponge.

I know him, said Jog; Peastraw of Stoke.

Ah, he said he knew you. replied Mr. Sponge.

Did he? asked Jog eagerly. What did he say?

Say  let me see what he said, replied he, pretending to recollect. He said you are a deuced good feller, and Id to make his compliments to you, and to say that there were some nice young ash saplings on his farm that you were welcome to cut.

Did he? exclaimed Jog; Im sure thats very (puff) polite of him. Ill (wheeze) over there the first opportunity.

And what did you make of Sir Harry? asked Mrs. Jog.

Did you (puff) say you were going to (wheeze) over to him? asked Jog eagerly.

I told him Id go to him before I left the country, replied Mr. Sponge carelessly; adding, Sir Harry is rather too fast a man for me.

Too fast for himself, I should think, observed Mrs. Jog.

Fine (puff  wheeze) young man, growled Jog into the bottom of his cup.

Have you known him long? asked Mrs. Jogglebury.

Oh, we fox-hunters all know each other, replied Mr. Sponge evasively.

Well, now thats what I tell Mr. Jogglebury, exclaimed she. Mr. Jogs so shy, that theres no getting him to do what he ought, added the lady. No one, to hear him, would think hes the great man he is.

Ought (puff)  ought (wheeze), retorted Jog, puffing furiously into his capacious shirt-frill. Its one (puff) thing to know (puff) people out with the (wheeze) hounds, and another to go calling upon them at their (gasp) houses. Well, but, my dear, thats the way people make acquaintance, replied his wife. Isnt it, Mr. Sponge? continued she, appealing to our friend.

Oh, certainly, replied Mr. Sponge, certainly; all men are equal out hunting.

So I say, exclaimed Mrs. Jogglebury; and yet I cant get Jog to call on Sir George Stiff, though he meets him frequently out hunting.

Well, but then I cant (puff) upon him out hunting (wheeze), and then were not all equal (gasp) when we go home.

So saying, our friend rose from his chair, and after giving each leg its usual shake, and banging his pockets behind to feel that he had his keys safe, he strutted consequentially up to the window to see how the day looked.

Mr. Sponge, not being desirous of continuing the calling controversy, especially as it might lead to inquiries relative to his acquaintance with Sir Harry, finished the contents of his plate quickly, drank up his tea, and was presently alongside of his host, asking him whether he was good for a ride, a walk, or what?

A (puff) ride, a (wheeze) walk, or a (gasp) what? repeated Jog thoughtfully. No, I (puff) think Ill stay at (puff) home, thinking that would be the safest plan.

Ord, hang it, youll never lie at earth such a day as this! exclaimed Sponge, looking out on the bright, sunny landscape.

Got a great deal to do, retorted Jog, who, like all thoroughly idle men, was always dreadfully busy. He then dived into a bundle of rough sticks, and proceeded to select one to fashion into the head of Mr. Hume. Sponge, being unable to make anything of him, was obliged to exhaust the day in the stable, and in sauntering about the country. It was clear Jog was determined to be rid of him, and he was sadly puzzled what to do. Dinner found his host in no better humour, and after a sort of Quakers meeting of an evening, they parted heartily sick of each other.


CHAPTER LV

THE TRIGGER
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JOG SLEPT BADLY again, and arose next morning full of projects for getting rid of his impudent, unceremonious, free-and-easy guest.

Having tried both an up and a downstairs shout, he now went out and planted himself immediately under Mr. Sponges bedroom window, and, clearing his voice, commenced his usual vociferations.

Bartholo  m  e  w! whined he. Bartholo  m  e  w! repeated he, somewhat louder. Bar  tholo  m  e  w! roared he, in a voice of thunder.

Bartholomew did not answer.

Murry Ann! exclaimed Jog, after a pause. Murry Ann! repeated he, still louder. Murray Ann! roared he, at the top of his voice.

Comin, sir! comin! exclaimed Mary Ann, peeping down upon him from the garret-window.

Oh, Murry Ann, cried Mr. Jog, looking up, and catching the ends of her blue ribbons streaming past the window-frame, as she changed her nightcap for a day one, oh, Murry Ann, youd better be (puff)in forrard with the (gasp) breakfast; Mr. Spongell most likely be (wheeze)in away to-day.

Yes, sir, replied Mary Ann, adjusting the cap becomingly.

Confounded, puffing, wheezing, gasping, broken-winded old blockhead it is! growled Mr. Sponge, wishing he could get to his former earth at Puffingtons, or anywhere else. When he got down he found Jog in a very roomy, bright, green-plush shooting-jacket, with pockets innumerable, and a whistle suspended to a button-hole. His nether man was encased in a pair of most dilapidated white moleskins, that had been degraded from hunting into shooting ones, and whose cracks and darns showed the perils to which their wearer had been exposed. Below these were drab, horn-buttoned gaiters, and hob-nailed shoes.

Going a-gunning, are you? asked Mr. Sponge, after the morning salutation, which Jog returned most gruffly.

Ill go with you, said Mr. Sponge, at once dispelling the delusion of his wheezing away.

Only going to frighten the (puff) rooks off the (gasp) wheat, replied Jog carelessly, not wishing to let Sponge see what a numb hand he was with a gun.

I thought you told me you were going to get me a hare, observed Mrs. Jog; adding, Im sure shooting is a much more rational amusement than tearing your clothes going after the hounds, eyeing the much dilapidated moleskins as she spoke.

Mrs. Jog found shooting more useful than hunting.

Oh, if a (puff) hare comes in my (gasp) way, Ill turn her over, replied Jog carelessly, as if turning them over was quite a matter of course with him; adding, but Im not (wheezing) out for the express purpose of shooting one.

Ah, well, observed Sponge, Ill go with you, all the same.

But Ive only got one gun, gasped Jog, thinking it would be worse to have Sponge laughing at his shooting than even leaving him at home.

Then, well shoot turn and turn about, replied the pertinacious guest.

Jog did his best to dissuade him, observing that the birds were (puff) scarce and (wheeze) wild, and the (gasp) hares much troubled with poachers; but Mr. Sponge wanted a walk, and moreover had a fancy for seeing Jog handle his gun.

Having cut himself some extremely substantial sandwiches, and filled his monkey full of sherry, our friend Jog slipped out the back way to loosen old Ponto, who acted the triple part of pointer, house-dog, and horse to Gustavus James. He was a great fat, black-and-white brute, with a head like a hat-box, a tail like a clothes-peg, and a back as broad as a well-fed sheeps. The old brute was so frantic at the sight of his master in his green coat, and wide-awake to match, that he jumped and bounced, and barked, and rattled his chain, and set up such yells, that his noise sounded all over the house, and soon brought Mr. Sponge to the scene of action, where stood our friend, loading his gun and looking as consequential as possible.

I shall only just take a (puff) stroll over moy (wheeze) ter-ri-to-ry, observed Jog, as Mr. Sponge emerged at the back door.
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FRANTIC DELIGHT OF PONTO

Jogs pace was about two miles and a half an hour, stoppages included, and he thought it advisable to prepare Mr. Sponge for the trial. He then shouldered his gun and waddled away, first over the stile into Farmer Stifflands stubble, round which Ponto ranged in the most riotous, independent way, regardless of Jogs whistles and rates and the crack of his little knotty whip. Jog then crossed the old pasture into Mr. Lowlands turnips, into which Ponto dashed in the same energetic way, but these impediments to travelling soon told on his great buttermilk carcass, and brought him to a more subdued pace; still, the dog had a good deal more energy than his master. Round he went, sniffing and hunting, then dashing right through the middle of the field, as if he was out on his own account alone, and had nothing whatever to do with a master.

Why, your dogll spring all the birds out of shot, observed Mr. Sponge; and, just as he spoke, whirr! rose a covey of partridges, eleven in number, quite at an impossible distance, but Jog blazed away all the same.

Ord rot it, man! if youd only held your (something) tongue, growled Jog, as he shaded the sun from his eyes to mark them down, Id have (wheezed) half of them over.

Nonsense, man! replied Mr. Sponge. They were a mile out of shot.

I think I should know my (puff) gun better than (wheeze) you, replied Jog, bringing it down to load.

Theyre down! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, who, having watched them till they began to skim in their flight, saw them stop, flap their wings, and drop among some straggling gorse on the hill before them. Lets break the covey; we shall bag them better singly.

Take time (puff), replied Jog, snorting into his frill, and measuring out his powder most leisurely. Take time (wheeze), repeated he; theyre just on the bounds of moy ter-ri-to-ry.

Jog had had many a game at romps with these birds, and knew their haunts and habits to a nicety. The covey consisted of thirteen at first, but by repeated blazings into the brown of em, he had succeeded in knocking down two. Jog was not one of your conceited shots, who never fired but when he was sure of killing; on the contrary, he always let drive far or near; and even if he shot a hare, which he sometimes did, with the first barrel, he always popped the second into her, to make sure. The chairmans shooting afforded amusement to the neighbourhood. On one occasion a party of reapers, having watched him miss twelve shots in succession, gave him three cheers on coming to the thirteenth  but to our day. Jog had now got his gun reloaded with mischief, the cap put on, and all ready for a fresh start. Ponto, meanwhile, had been ranging, Jog thinking it better to let him take the edge off his ardour than conform to the strict rules of lying down or coming to heel. Now, lets on, cried Mr. Sponge, stepping out quickly.

Take time (puff), take time (wheeze), gasped Jog, waddling along; better let em settle a little (puff). Better let em settle a little (gasp), added he, labouring on.

Oh no, keep them moving, replied Mr. Sponge, keep them moving. Only get at em on the hill, and drive em into the fields below, and we shall have rare fun.

But the (puff) fields below are not mine, gasped Jog.

Whose are they? asked Mr. Sponge.

Oh (puff), Mrs. Mosess, gasped Jog. My stoopid old uncle, continued he, stopping, and laying hold of Mr. Sponges arm, as if to illustrate his position, but in reality to get breath, my stoopid old uncle (puff) missed buying that (wheeze) land when old Harry Griperton died. I only wanted that to make moy (wheeze) ter-ri-to-ry extend all the (gasp) way up to Cockwhistle Park there, continued he, climbing on to a stile they now approached, and setting aside the top stone. Thats Cockwhistle Park, up there  just where you see the (puff) windmill  then (puff) moy (wheeze) ter-ri-to-ry comes up to the (wheeze) fallow you see all yellow with runch; and if my old (puff) uncle (wheeze) Crowdey had had the sense of a (gasp) goose, hed have (wheezed) that when it was sold. Moy (puff) name was (wheeze) Jogglebury, added he, before my (gasp) uncle died.

Well, never mind about that, replied Mr. Sponge; let us go on after these birds.

Oh, well (puff) up to them presently, observed Jog, labouring away, with half a ton of clay at each foot, the sun having dispelled the frost where it struck, and made the land carry.

Presently! retorted Mr. Sponge. But you should make haste, man.

Well, but let me go my own (puff) pace, snapped Jog, labouring away.

Pace! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, your own crawl, you should say.

Indeed! growled Jog, with an angry snort.

They now got through a well-established cattle-gap into a very rushy, squashy, gorse-grown pasture, at the bottom of the rising ground on which Mr. Sponge had marked the birds. Ponto, whose energetic exertions had been gradually relaxing, until he had settled down to a leisurely hunting-dog, suddenly stood transfixed, with the right foot up, and his gaze settled on a rushy tuft.

P-o-o-n-to! ejaculated Jog, expecting every minute to see him dash at it. P-o-o-n-to! repeated he, raising his hand.

Mr. Sponge stood on the tip-toe of expectation; Jog raised his wide-awake hat from his eyes and advanced cautiously with the engine of destruction cocked. Up started a great hare; bang! went the gun, with the hare none the worse. Bang! went the other barrel, which the hare acknowledged by two or three stotting bounds and an increase of pace.
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Well missed! exclaimed Mr. Sponge.

Away went Ponto in pursuit.

P-o-o-n-to! shrieked Jog, stamping with rage.

I could have wiped your nose, exclaimed Mr. Sponge, covering the hare with a hedge-stake placed to his shoulder like a gun.

Could you? growled Jog; spose you wipe your own, added he, not understanding the meaning of the term.

Meanwhile, old Ponto went rolling away most energetically, the farther he went the farther he was left behind, till the hare having scuttled out of sight, he wheeled about and came leisurely back, as if he was doing all right.

Jog was very wroth, and vented his anger on the dog, which, he declared, had caused him to miss, vowing, as he rammed away at the charge, that he never missed such a shot before. Mr. Sponge stood eyeing him with a look of incredulity, thinking that a man who could miss such a shot could miss anything. They were now all ready for a fresh start, and Ponto, having pocketed his objurgation, dashed forward again up the rising ground over which the covey had dropped.

Jogs thick wind was a serious impediment to the expeditious mounting of the hill, and the dog seemed aware of his infirmity, and to take pleasure in aggravating him.

P-o-o-n-to! gasped Jog, as he slipped, and scrambled, and toiled, sorely impeded by the encumbrance of his gun.

But P-o-o-n-to heeded him not. He knew his master couldnt catch him, and if he did, that he durstnt flog him.

P-o-o-n-to! gasped Jog again, still louder, catching at a bush to prevent his slipping back. T-o-o-h-o-o! P-o-o-n-to! wheezed he; but the dog just rolled his great stern, and bustled about more actively than ever.

Hang ye! but Id cut you in two if I had you! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, eyeing his independent proceedings.

Hes not a bad (puff) dog, observed Jog, mopping the perspiration from his brow.

Hes not a good un, retorted Mr. Sponge.

Dye think not (wheeze)? asked Jog.

Sure of it, replied Sponge.

Serves me, growled Jog, labouring up the hill.

Easy served, replied Mr. Sponge, whistling, and eyeing the independent animal.

T-o-o-h-o-o! P-o-o-n-t-o! gasped Jog, as he dashed forward on reaching level ground more eagerly than ever.

P-o-o-n-to! T-o-o-h-o-o! repeated he, in a still louder tone, with the same success.

Youd better get up to him, observed Mr. Sponge, or hell spring all the birds.

Jog, however, blundered on at his own pace, growling:

Most (puff) haste, least (wheeze) speed.

The dog was now fast drawing upon where the birds lit; and Mr. Sponge and Jog having reached the top of the hill, Mr. Sponge stood still to watch the result.

Up whirred four birds out of a patch of gorse behind the dog, all presenting most beautiful shots. Jog blazed a barrel at them without touching a feather, and the report of the gun immediately raised three brace more into the thick of which he fired with similar success. They all skimmed away unhurt.

Well missed! exclaimed Mr. Sponge again. Youre what they call a good shooter but a bad hitter.

Youre what they call a (wheeze) fellow, growled Jog.

He meant to say saucy, but the word wouldnt rise. He then commenced reloading his gun, and lecturing P-o-o-n-to, who still continued his exertions, and inwardly anathematizing Mr. Sponge. He wished he had left him at home. Then recollecting Mrs. Jog, he thought perhaps he was as well where he was. Still his presence made him shoot worse than usual, and there was no occasion for that.

Let me have a shot now, said Mr. Sponge.

Shot (puff)  shot (wheeze); well, take a shot if you choose, replied he.

Just as Mr. Sponge got the gun, up rose the eleventh bird, and he knocked it over.
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MR. SPONGE GIVES PONTO A LESSON

Thats the way to do it! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, as the bird fell dead before Ponto.

The excited dog, unused to such descents, snatched it up and ran off. Just as he was getting out of shot, Mr. Sponge fired the other barrel at him, causing him to drop the bird and run yelping and howling away. Jog was furious. He stamped, and gasped, and fumed, and wheezed, and seemed like to burst with anger and indignation. Though the dog ran away as hard as he could lick, Jog insisted that he was mortally wounded, and would die. He never saw so (wheeze) a thing done. He wouldnt have taken twenty pounds for the dog. No, he wouldnt have taken thirty. Forty wouldnt have bought him. He was worth fifty of anybodys money, and so he went on, fuming and advancing his value as he spoke.

Mr. Sponge stole away to where the dog had dropped the bird; and Mr. Jog, availing himself of his absence, retraced his steps down the hill, and struck off home at a much faster pace than he came. Arrived there, he found the dog in the kitchen, somewhat sore from the visitation of the shot, but not sufficiently injured to prevent his enjoying a most liberal plate of stick-jaw pudding supplied by a general contribution of the servants. Jogs wrath was then turned in another direction, and he blew up for the waste and extravagance of the act, hinting pretty freely that he knew who it was that had set them against it. Altogether he was full of troubles, vexations, and annoyances; and after spending another most disagreeable evening with our friend Sponge, went to bed more determined than ever to get rid of him.


CHAPTER LVI

NONSUCH HOUSE AGAIN
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POOR JOG AGAIN varied his hints the next morning. After sundry prefatory Murry Anns! and Bar-tho-lo-mews! he at length got the latter to answer, when, raising his voice so as to fill the whole house, he desired him to go to the stable, and let Mr. Sponges man know his master would be (wheezing) away.

Youre wrong there, old buck, growled Leather, as he heard the foregoing; hes half-way to Sir Arrys by this time.

And sure enough, Mr. Sponge was, as none knew better than Leather, who had got him his horse, the hack being indisposed  that is to say, having been out all night with Mr. Leather on a drinking excursion, Leather having just got home in time to receive the purple-coated, bare-footed runner of Nonsuch House, who dropped in, en passant, to see if there was anything to stow away in his roomy trouser-pockets, and leave word that Sir Harry was going to hunt, and would meet before the house.

Leather, though somewhat muzzy, was sufficiently sober to be able to deliver this message, and acquaint Mr. Sponge with the impossibility of his ridin the ack. Indeed, he truly said that he had been hup with him all night, and at one time thought it was all hover with him, the all-overishness consisting of Mr. Leather being nearly all over the hacks head, in consequence of the animal shying at another drunken man lying across the road.

Mr. Sponge listened to the recital with the indifference of a man who rides hack-horses, and coolly observed that Leather must take on the chestnut, and he would ride the brown to cover.

Couldnt, sir, couldnt, replied Leather, with a shake of the head and a twinkle of his roguish, watery grey eyes.

Why not? asked Mr. Sponge, who never saw any difficulty.

Oh, sur, replied Leather, in a tone of despondency, it would be quite unpossible. Consider wot a day the last one was; why, he didnt get to rest till three the next mornin.

Itll only be walking exercise, observed Mr. Sponge; do him good.

Better valk the chestnut, replied Mr. Leather; Multum-in-Parvo hasnt ad a good day this I dont know wen, and will be all the better of a bucketin.

But I hate crawling to cover on my horse, replied Mr. Sponge, who liked cantering along with a flourish.

Youll have to crawl if you ride Ercles, observed Leather, if not walk. Bless you! Ive been a-nussin of him and the ack most the ole night.

Indeed! replied Mr. Sponge, who began to be alarmed lest his hunting might be brought to an abrupt termination.

True as Im ere, rejoined Leather. Hes just as much off his grub as he vos when he comd in; never seed an oss more reglarly dished  more

Well, well, said Mr. Sponge, interrupting the catalogue of grievances; I spose I must do as you say  I spose I must do as you say: what sort of a day is it?

Vy, the days not a bad day; at least thats to say, its not a wery haggrivatin day. Ive seen a betterer day, in course; but Ive also seen many a much worser day, and days at this time of year, you know, are apt to change  sometimes, in course, for the betterer  sometimes, in course, for the worser.

Is it a frost? snapped Mr. Sponge, tired of his loquacity.

Is it a frost? repeated Mr. Leather thoughtfully; is it a frost? Vy, no; I should say it isnt a frost  at least, not a frost to urt; there may be a little rind on the ground and a little rawness in the hair, but the general concatenation

Hout, tout! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, lets have none of your dictionary words.

Mr. Leather stood silent, twisting his hat about.

The consequence of all this was, that Mr. Sponge determined to ride over to Nonsuch House to breakfast, which would give his horse half an hour in the stable to eat a feed of corn. Accordingly, he desired Leather to bring him his shaving-water, and have the horse ready in the stable in half an hour, whither, in due time, Mr. Sponge emerged by the back door, without encountering any of the family. The ambling piebald looked so crestfallen and woebegone in all the swaddling-clothes in which Leather had got him enveloped, that Mr. Sponge did not care to look at the gallant Hercules, who occupied a temporary loose-box at the far end of the dark stable, lest he might look worse. He, therefore, just mounted Multum-in-Parvo as Leather led him out at the door, and set off without a word.

Well, hang me, but you are a good judge of weather, exclaimed Sponge to himself, as he got into the field at the back of the house, and found the horse made little impression on the grass. No frost! repeated he, breathing into the air; why its freezing now, out of the sun.

On getting into Marygold Lane, our friend drew rein, and was for turning back, but the resolute chestnut took the bit between his teeth and shook his head, as if determined to go on.

Oh, you brute! growled Mr. Sponge, letting the spurs into his sides with a hearty good-will, which caused the animal to kick, as if he meant to stand on his head. Ah, you will, will ye? exclaimed Mr. Sponge, letting the spurs in again as the animal replaced his legs on the ground. Up they went again, if possible higher than before.

The brute was clearly full of mischief, and even if the hounds did not throw off, which there was little prospect of their doing from the appearance of the weather, Mr. Sponge felt that it would be well to get some of the nonsense taken out of him; and, moreover, going to Nonsuch House would give him a chance of establishing a billet there  a chance that he had been deprived of by Sir Harrys abrupt departure from Farmer Peastraws. So saying, our friend gathered his horse together, and settling himself in his saddle, made his sound hoofs ring upon the hard road.

He may hunt, thought Mr. Sponge, as he rattled along; such a rum beggar as Sir Harry may think it fun to go out in a frost. Its hard, too, said he, as he saw the poor turnip-pullers enveloped in their thick shawls, and watched them thumping their arms against their sides to drive the cold from their finger-ends.

Multum-in-Parvo was a good, sound-constitutioned horse, hard and firm as a cricket-ball, a horse that would not turn a hair for a trifle even on a hunting morning, let alone on such a thorough chiller as this one was; and Mr. Sponge, after going along at a good round pace, and getting over the ground much quicker than he did when the road was all new to him, and he had to ask his way, at length drew in to see what oclock it was. It was only half-past nine, and already in the far distance he saw the encircling woods of Nonsuch House.

Shall be early, said Mr. Sponge, returning his watch to his waistcoat-pocket, and diving into his cutty coat-pocket for the cigar-case. Having struck a light, he now laid the rein on the horses neck and proceeded leisurely along, the animal stepping gaily and throwing its head about as if he was the quietest, most trustworthy nag in the world. If he got there at half-past ten, Mr. Sponge calculated he would have plenty of time to see after his horse, get his own breakfast, and see how the land lay for a billet.

It would be impossible to hunt before twelve; so he went smoking and sauntering along, now wondering whether he would be able to establish a billet, now thinking how he would like to sell Sir Harry a horse, then considering whether he would be likely to pay for him, and enlivening the general reflections by ringing his spurs against his stirrup-irons.

Having passed the lodges at the end of the avenue, he cocked his hat, twiddled his hair, felt his tie, and arranged for a becoming appearance. The sudden turn of the road brought him full upon the house. How changed the scene! Instead of the scarlet-coated youths thronging the gravelled ring, flourishing their scented kerchiefs and hunting-whips  instead of buxom Abigails and handsome mistresses hanging out of the windows, flirting and chatting and ogling, the door was shut, the blinds were down, the shutters closed, and the whole house had the appearance of mourning.

Mr. Sponge reined up involuntarily, startled at the change of scene. What could have happened! Could Sir Harry be dead? Could my lady have eloped? Oh, that horrid Bugles! thought he; he looked like a gay deceiver. And Mr. Sponge felt as if he had sustained a personal injury.

Just as these thoughts were passing in his mind, a drowsy, slatternly charwoman, in an old black straw bonnet and grey bed-gown, opened one of the shutters, and throwing up the sash of the window by where Mr. Sponge sat, disclosed the contents of the apartment. The last waxlight was just dying out in the centre of a splendid candelabra on the middle of a table scattered about with claret-jugs, glasses, decanters, pine-apple tops, grape-dishes, cakes, anchovy-toast plates, devilled biscuit-racks  all the concomitants of a sumptuous entertainment.

Sir Harry at home? asked Mr. Sponge, making the woman sensible of his presence, by cracking his whip close to her ear. No, replied the dame gruffly, commencing an assault upon the nearest chair with a duster.

Where is he? asked our friend.

Bed, to be sure, replied the woman, in the same tone.
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MR. SPONGES RED COAT COMMANDS NO RESPECT

Bed, to be sure, repeated Mr. Sponge. I dont think theres any sure in the case. Do you know what oclock it is? asked he.

No, replied the woman, flopping away at another chair, and arranging the crimson velvet curtains on the holders.

Mr. Sponge was rather nonplussed. His red coat did not command the respect that a red coat generally does. The fact was, they had such queer people in red coats at Nonsuch House, that a red coat was rather an object of suspicion than otherwise.

Well, but, my good woman, continued Mr. Sponge, softening his tone, can you tell me where I shall find anybody who can tell me anything about the hounds?

No, growled the woman, still flopping, and whisking, and knocking the furniture about.

Ill remember you for your trouble, observed Mr. Sponge, diving his right hand into his breeches pocket.

Mr. Bottleends be gone to bed, observed the woman, now ceasing her evolutions, and parting her grisly, disordered tresses, as she advanced and stood staring, with her arms akimbo, out of the window. She was the under-housemaids deputy; all the servants at Nonsuch House doing the rough of their work by deputy. Lady Scattercash was a real lady, and liked to have the credit of the house maintained, which of course can only be done by letting the upper servants do nothing. Mr. Bottleends be gone to bed, observed the woman.

Mr. Bottleends? repeated Mr. Sponge; whos he?

The butler, to be sure, replied she, astonished that any person should have to ask who such an important personage was.

Cant you call him? asked Mr. Sponge, still fumbling in his pocket.

Couldnt, if it was ever so, replied the dame, smoothing her dirty blue-checked apron with her still dirtier hand.

Why not? asked Mr. Sponge.

Why not? repeated the woman; why, cause Mr. Bottleends wont be disturbed by no one. He said when he went to bed that he hadnt to be called till to-morrow.

Not called till to-morrow! exclaimed Mr. Sponge; then is Sir Harry from home?

From home, no; what should put that i your head? sneered the woman.

Why, if the butlers in bed, one may suppose the masters away.

Hout! snapped the woman; Sir Harrys i bed  Captin Seedeybucks i bed  Captin Quods i bed  Captin Spangles i bed  Captin Bounceys i bed  Captin Cutitfats i bed  theyre all i bed cept me, and Ive got the house to clean and right, and high time it was cleaned and righted, for theyve not been i bed these three nights any on em. So saying, she flourished her duster as if about to set-to again.

Well, but tell me, exclaimed Mr. Sponge, can I see the footman, or the huntsman, or the groom, or a helper, or anybody?

Deary knows, replied the woman thoughtfully, resting her chin on her hand. I dare say theyll be all i bed too.

But they are going to hunt, arent they? asked our friend.

Hunt! exclaimed the woman; what should put that i your head.

Why, they sent me word they were.

Itll be i bed, then, observed she, again giving symptoms of a desire to return to her dusting.

Mr. Sponge, who still kept his hand in his pocket, sat on his horse in a state of stupid bewilderment. He had never seen a case of this sort before  a house shut up, and a master of hounds in bed when the hounds were to meet before the door. It couldnt be the case: the woman must be dreaming, or drunk, or both.

Well, but, my good woman, exclaimed he, as she gave a punishing cut at the chair, as if to make up for lost time; well, but, my good woman, I wish you would try and find somebody who can tell me something about the hounds. Im sure they must be going to hunt. Ill remember you for your trouble, if you will, added he, again diving his hand up to the wrist in his pocket.

I tell you, replied the woman slowly and deliberately, therell be no huntin to-day. Huntin! exclaimed she; how can they hunt when theyve all had to be carried to bed?

Carried to bed! had they? exclaimed Mr. Sponge; what, were they drunk?

Drunk! aye, to be sure. What would you have them be? replied the crone, who seemed to think that drinking was a necessary concomitant of hunting.

Well, but I can see the footman or somebody, surely, observed Mr. Sponge, fearing that his chance was out for a billet, and recollecting old Jogs Bartholo-m-e-ws! and Murry Anns! and intimations for him to start.

Deed you cant, replied the dame ye can see nebody but me, added she, fixing her twinkling eyes intently upon him as she spoke.

Well, thats a pretty go, observed Mr. Sponge aloud to himself, ringing his spurs against his stirrup-irons.

Pretty go or ugly go, snapped the woman, thinking it was a reflection on herself, its all youll get; and thereupon she gave the back of the chair a hearty bastinadoing as if in exemplification of the way she would like to serve Mr. Sponge out for the observation.

I came here thinking to get some breakfast, observed Mr. Sponge, casting an eye upon the disordered table, and reconnoitring the bottles and the remains of the dessert.

Did you? said the woman; I wish you may get it.

I wish I may, replied he. If you would manage that for me, just some coffee and a mutton chop or two, Id remember you, said he, still tantalizing her with the sound of the silver in his pocket.

Me manish it! exclaimed the woman, her hopes again rising at the sound; me manish it! how dye think Im to manish sich things? asked she.

Why, get at the cook, or the housekeeper, or somebody, replied Mr. Sponge.

Cook or housekeeper! exclaimed she. Therell be no cook or housekeeper astir here these many hours yet; I question, added she, they get up to-day.

What! theyve been put to bed too, have they? asked he.

W-h-y no  not zactly that, drawled the woman; but when sarvants are kept up three nights out of four, they must make up for lost time when they can.

Well, mused Mr. Sponge, this is a bother, at all events; get no breakfast, lose my hunt, and perhaps a billet into the bargain. Well, theres sixpence for you, my good woman, said he at length, drawing his hand out of his pocket and handing her the contents through the window; adding, dont make a beast of yourself with it.

Its nabbut fourpence, observed the woman, holding it out on the palm of her hand.

Ah, well, youre welcome to it whatever it is, replied our friend, turning his horse to go away. A thought then struck him. Could you get me a pen and ink, think you? asked he; I want to write a line to Sir Harry.

Pen and ink! replied the woman, who had pocketed the groat and resumed her dusting; I dont know where they keep no such things as penses and inkses.

Most likely in the drawing-room or the sitting-room, or perhaps in the butlers pantry, observed Mr. Sponge.

Well, you can come in and see, replied the woman, thinking there was no occasion to give herself any more trouble for the fourpenny-piece.

Our worthy friend sat on his horse a few seconds staring intently into the dining-room window, thinking that lapse of time might cause the fourpenny-piece to be sufficiently respected to procure him something like directions how to proceed as well to get rid of his horse, as to procure access to the house, the door of which stood frowningly shut. In this, however, he was mistaken, for no sooner had the woman uttered the words, Well, you can come in and see, than she flaunted into the interior of the room, and commenced a regular series of assaults upon the furniture, throwing the hearth-rug over one chair back, depositing the fire-irons in another, rearing the steel fender up against the Carrara marble chimney-piece, and knocking things about in the independent way that servants treat unoffending furniture, when master and mistress are comfortably esconced in bed. Flop went the duster again; bang went the furniture; knock this chair went against that, and she seemed bent upon putting all things into that happy state of sixes and sevens that characterizes a sale of household furniture, when chairs mount tables, and the whole system of domestic economy is revolutionized. Seeing that he was not going to get anything more for his money, our friend at length turned his horse and found his way to the stables by the unerring drag of carriage-wheels. All things there being as matters were in the house, he put the redoubtable nag into a stall, and helped him to a liberal measure of oats out of the well-stored unlocked corn-bin. He then sought the back of the house by the worn flagged-way that connected it with the stables. The back yard was in the admired confusion that might be expected from the womans account. Empty casks and hampers were piled and stowed away in all directions, while regiments of champagne and other bottles stood and lay about among blacking bottles, Seltzer-water bottles, boot-trees, bath-bricks, old brushes, and stumpt-up besoms. Several pair of dirty top-boots, most of them with the spurs on, were chucked into the shoe-house just as they had been taken off. The kitchen, into which our friend now entered, was in the same disorderly state. Numerous copper pans stood simmering on the charcoal stoves, and the jointless jack still revolved on the spit. A dirty slip-shod girl sat sleeping, with her apron thrown over her head, which rested on the end of a table. The open door of the servants hall hard by disclosed a pile of dress and other clothes, which, after mopping up the ale and other slops, would be carefully folded and taken back to the rooms of their respective owners.
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY OF NONSUCH HOUSE

Halloo! cried Mr. Sponge, shaking the sleeping girl by the shoulder, which caused her to start up, stare, and rub her eyes in wild affright. Halloo! repeated he, whats happened you?

Oh, beg pardon, sir! exclaimed she; beg pardon, continued she, clasping her hands; Ill never do so again, sir; no, sir, Ill never do so again, indeed I wont.

She had just stolen a shape of blanc-mange, and thought she was caught.

Then show me where Ill find pen and ink and paper, replied our friend.

Oh, sir, I dont know nothin about them, replied the girl; indeed, sir, I dont; thinking it was some other petty larceny he was inquiring about.

Well, but you can tell me where to find a sheet of paper, surely? rejoined he.

Oh, indeed, sir, I cant, replied she; I know nothin about nothin of the sort. Servants never do.

What sort? asked Mr. Sponge, wondering at her vehemence.

Well, sir, about what you said, sobbed the girl, applying the corner of her dirty apron to her eyes.

Hang it, the girls mad, rejoined our friend, brushing by, and making for the passage beyond. This brought him past the still-room, the stewards room, the housekeepers room, and the butlers pantry. All were in most glorious confusion; in the latter, Captain Cutitfats lacquer-toed, lavender-coloured dress-boots were reposing in the silver soup tureen, and Captain Bounceys varnished pumps were stuffed into a wine-cooler. The last detachment of empty bottles stood or lay about the floor, commingling with boot-jacks, knife-trays, bath-bricks, coat-brushes, candle-end boxes, plates, lanterns, lamp-glasses, oil bottles, corkscrews, wine-strainers  the usual miscellaneous appendages of a butlers pantry. All was still and quiet; not a sound, save the loud ticking of a timepiece, or the occasional creak of a jarring door, disturbed the solemn silence of the house. A nimble-handed mugger or tramp might have carried off whatever he liked.

Passing onward, Mr. Sponge came to a red-baized, brass-nailed door, which, opening freely on a patent spring, revealed the fine proportions of a light picture-gallery with which the bright mahogany doors of the entertaining rooms communicated. Opening the first door he came to, our friend found himself in the elegant drawing-room, on whose round birds-eye-maple table, in the centre, were huddled all the unequal-lengthed candles of the previous nights illumination. It was a handsome apartment, fitted up in the most costly style; with rose-colour brocaded satin damask, the curtains trimmed with silk tassel fringe, and ornamented with massive bullion tassels on cornices, Cupids supporting wreaths under an arch, with open carved-work and enrichments in burnished gold. The room, save the muster of the candles, was just as it had been left; and the richly gilt sofa still retained the indentations of the sitters, with the luxurious down pillows, left as they had been supporting their backs.

The room reeked of tobacco, and the ends and ashes of cigars dotted the tables and white marble chimney-piece, and the gilt slabs and the finely flowered Tournay carpet, just as the fires of gipsies dot and disfigure the fair face of a country. Costly china and nick-nacks of all sorts were scattered about in profusion. Altogether, it was a beautiful room.

No want of money here, said Mr. Sponge to himself, as he eyed it, and thought what havoc Gustavus James would make among the ornaments if he had a chance.

He then looked about for pen, ink, and paper. These were distributed so wide apart as to show the little request they were in. Having at length succeeded in getting what he wanted gathered together, Mr. Sponge sat down on the luxurious sofa, considering how he should address his host, as he hoped. Mr. Sponge was not a shy man, but, considering the circumstances under which he made Sir Harry Scattercashs acquaintance, together with his design upon his hospitality  above all, considering the crew by whom Sir Harry was surrounded  it required some little tact to pave the way without raising the present inmates of the house against him. There are no people so anxious to protect others from robbery as those who are robbing them themselves. Mr. Sponge thought, and thought, and thought. At last he resolved to write on the subject of the hounds. After sundry attempts on pink, blue, and green-tinted paper, he at last succeeded in hitting off the following, on yellow:

NONSUCH HOUSE.

Dear sir harry,  I rode over this morning, hearing you were to hunt, and am sorry to find you indisposed. I wish you would drop me a line to Mr. Crowdeys, Puddingpote Bower, saying when next you go out, as I should much like to have another look at your splendid pack before I leave this country, which I fear will have to be soon.  Yours in haste,

H. SPONGE.

P.S.  I hope you all got safe home the other night from Mr. Peastraws.

Having put this into a richly gilt and embossed envelope, our friend directed it conspicuously to Sir Harry Scattercash, Bart., and stuck it in the centre of the mantelpiece. He then retraced his steps through the back regions, informing the sleeping beauty he had before disturbed, and who was now busy scouring a pan, that he had left a letter in the drawing-room for Sir Harry, and if she would see that he got it, he (Mr. Sponge) would remember her the next time he came, which he inwardly hoped would be soon. He then made for the stable, and got his horse, to go home, sauntering more leisurely along than one would expect of a man who had not got his breakfast, especially one riding a hack hunter.

The truth was, Mr. Sponge did not much like the aspect of affairs. Sir Harrys was evidently a desperately fast house; added to which, the guests by whom he was surrounded were clearly of the wide-awake order, who could not spare any pickings for a stranger. Indeed, Mr. Sponge felt that they rather cold-shouldered him at Farmer Peastraws, and were in a greater hurry to be off when the drag came, than the mere difference between inside and outside seats required. He much questioned whether he got into Sir Harrys at all. If it came to a vote, he thought he should not. Then, what was he to do? Old Jog was clearly tired of him; and he had nowhere else to go to. The thought made him stick spurs into the chestnut, and hurry home to Puddingpote Bower, where he endeavoured to soothe his host by more than insinuating that he was going on a visit to Nonsuch House. Jog inwardly prayed that he might.


CHAPTER LVII

THE DEBATE
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IT WAS JUST as Mr. Sponge predicted with regard to his admission to Nonsuch House. The first person who spied his note to Sir Harry Scattercash was Captain Seedeybuck, who, going into the drawing-room, the day after Mr. Sponges visit, to look for the top of his cigar-case, saw it occupying the centre of the mantelpiece. Having mastered its contents, the Captain refolded and placed it where he found it, with the simple observation to himself of That cock wont fight.

Captain Quod saw it next, then Captain Bouncey, who told Captain Cutitfat what was in it, who agreed with Bouncey that it wouldnt do to have Mr. Sponge there.

Indeed, it seemed agreed on all hands that their party rather wanted weeding than increasing.

Thus, in due time, everybody in the house knew the contents of the note save Sir Harry, though none of them thought it worth while telling him of it. On the third morning, however, as the party were assembling for breakfast, he came into the room reading it.

This (hiccup) note ought to have been delivered before, observed he, holding it up.

Indeed, my dear, replied Lady Scattercash, who was sitting gloriously fine and very beautiful at the head of the table, I dont know anything about it.

Who is it from? asked brother Bob Spangles.

Mr. (hiccup) Sponge, replied Sir Harry.

What a name! exclaimed Captain Seedeybuck.

Who is he? asked Captain Quod.

Dont know, replied Sir Harry; he writes to (hiccup) about the hounds. Oh, itll be that brown-booted buffer, observed Captain Bouncey, that we left at old Peastraws.

No doubt, assented Captain Cutitfat, adding, what business has he with the hounds?

He wants to know when we are going to (hiccup) again, observed Sir Harry.

Does he? replied Captain Seedeybuck. That, I suppose, will depend upon Watchorn.

The party now got settled to breakfast, and as soon as the first burst of appetite was appeased, the conversation again turned upon our friend Mr. Sponge.

Who is this Mr. Sponge? asked Captain Bouncey, the billiard-marker, with the air of a thorough exclusive.

Nobody answered.

Whos your friend? asked he of Sir Harry direct.

Dont know, replied Sir Harry, from between the mouthfuls of a highly cayenned grill.

Praps a bolting betting-office keeper, suggested Captain Ladofwax, who hated Captain Bouncey.

He looks more like a glazier, I think, retorted Captain Bouncey, with a look of defiance at the speaker.

Lucky if he is one, retorted Captain Ladofwax, reddening up to the eyes; he may have a chance of repairing somebodys daylights. The captain raising his saucer, to discharge it at his opponents head.

Gently with the cheney! exclaimed Lady Scattercash, who was too much used to such scenes to care about the belligerents. Bob Spangles caught Ladofwaxs arm at the nick of time, and saved the saucer.

Hout! you (hiccup) fellows are always (hiccup)ing, exclaimed Sir Harry. I declare Ill have you both (hiccup)ed over to keep the peace.

They then broke out into wordy recrimination and abuse, each declaring that he wouldnt stay a day longer in the house if the other remained; but as they had often said so before, and still gave no symptoms of going, their assertion produced little effect upon anybody. Sir Harry would not have cared if all his guests had gone together. Peace and order being at length restored, the conversation again turned upon Mr. Sponge.

I suppose we must have another (hiccup) hunt soon, observed Sir Harry.

In course, replied Bob Spangles; its no use keeping the hungry brutes unless you work them.

Youll have a bagman, I presume, observed Captain Seedeybuck, who did not like the trouble of travelling about the country to draw for a fox.

Oh yes, replied Sir Harry; Watchorn will manage all that. Hes always (hiccup) in that line. Wed better have a hunt soon, and then, Mr. (hiccup) Bugles, you can see it. Sir Harry addressing himself to a gentleman he was as anxious to get rid of as Mr. Jogglebury Crowdey was to get rid of Mr. Sponge.

No; Mr. Bugles wont go out any more, replied Lady Scattercash peremptorily. He was nearly killed last time; her ladyship casting an angry glance at her husband, and a very loving one on the object of her solicitude.

Oh, noughts never in danger! observed Bob Spangles.

Then you can go, Bob, snapped his sister.

I intend, replied Bob.

Then (hiccup), gentlemen, I think Ill just write this Mr. (hiccup) Whats-his-name to (hiccup) over here, observed Sir Harry, and then hell be ready for the (hiccup) hunt whenever we choose to (hiccup) one.

The proposition fell still-born among the party.

Dont you think we can do without him? at last suggested Captain Seedeybuck.

I think so, observed the elder Spangles, without looking up from his plate.

Who is it? asked Lady Scattercash.

The man that was here the other morning  the man in the queer chestnut-coloured boots, replied Mr. Orlando Bugles.

Oh, I think hes rather good-looking; I vote we have him, replied her ladyship.

That was rather a damper for Sir Harry; but upon reflection, he thought he could not be worse off with Mr. Sponge and Mr. Bugles than he was with Mr. Bugles alone; so, having finished a poor appetiteless breakfast, he repaired to what he called his study, and with a feeble, shaky hand, scrawled an invitation to Mr. Sponge to come over to Nonsuch House, and take his chance of a run with his hounds. He then sealed and posted the letter without further to do.


CHAPTER LVIII

FACEY ROMFORD
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FOUR DAYS HAD now elapsed since Mr. Sponge penned his overture to Sir Harry, and each succeeding day satisfied him more of the utter impossibility of holding on much longer in his then billet at Puddingpote Bower. Not only was Jog coarse and incessant in his hints to him to be off, but Jawleyford-like he had lowered the standard of entertainment so greatly, that if it hadnt been that Mr. Sponge had his servant and horses kept also, he might as well have been living at his own expense. The company lights were all extinguished; great, strong-smelling, cauliflower-headed moulds, that were always wanting snuffing, usurped the place of Belmont wax; napkins were withdrawn; second-hand table-cloths introduced; marsala did duty for sherry; and the stickjaw pudding assumed a consistency that was almost incompatible with articulation.

In the course of this time Sponge wrote to Puffington, saying if he was better he would return and finish his visit; but the wary Puff sent a messenger off express with a note, lamenting that he was ordered to Handley Cross for his health, but poplar man like, hoping that the pleasure of Sponges company was only deferred for another season. Jawleyford, even Sponge thought hopeless; and, altogether, he was very much perplexed. He had made a little money certainly, with his horses; but a permanent investment of his elegant person, such as he had long been on the look-out for, seemed as far off as ever. On the afternoon of the fifth day, as he was taking a solitary stroll about the country, having about made up his mind to be off to town, just as he was crossing Jogs buttercup meadow on his way to the stable, a rapid bang! bang! caused him to start, and, looking over the hedge, he saw a brawny-looking sportsman in brown reloading his gun, with a brace of liver-and-white setters crouching like statues in the stubble.

Seek dead! presently said the shooter, with a slight wave of his hand; and in an instant each dog was picking up his bird.

Ill have a word with you, said Sponge, on and off-ing the hedge, his beat causing the shooter to start and look as if inclined for a run; second thoughts said Sponge was too near, and hed better brave it.

What sport? asked Sponge, striding towards him.

Oh, pretty middling, replied the shooter, a great red-headed, freckly faced fellow, with backward-lying whiskers, crowned in a drab rustic. Oh, pretty middling, repeated he, not knowing whether to act on the friendly or defensive.

Fine day! said Sponge, eyeing his fox-maskey whiskers and stout, muscular frame.

It is, replied the shooter; adding, just followed my birds over the boundary. No fence, I spose  no fence.

Oh no, said Mr. Sponge. Jog, I dessay, ll be very glad to see you.

Oh, youll be Mr. Sponge? observed the stranger, jumping to a conclusion.

I am, replied our hero; adding, may I ask who I have the honour of addressing?

My names Romford  Charley Romford; everybody knows me. Very glad to make your quaintance, tendering Sponge a great, rough, heavy hand. I was goin to call upon you, observed the stranger, as he ceased swinging Sponges arm to and fro like a pump-handle; I was goin to call upon you, to see if youd come over to Washingforde, and have some shootin at me Oncles  Oncle Gilroys, at Queercove Hill.

Most happy! exclaimed Sponge, thinking it was the very thing he wanted.

Get a day with the harriers, too, if you like, continued the shooter, increasing the temptation.

Better still! thought Sponge.

Ive only bachelor commodation to offer you; but praps youll not mind roughing it a bit? observed Romford.

Oh, faith, not I! replied Sponge, thinking of the luxuries of Puffingtons bachelor habitation. What sort of stables have you? asked our friend.

Capital stables  excellent stables! replied the shooter; stalls six feet in the clear, by twelve dip (deep), iron racks, oak stall-posts covered with zinc, beautiful oats, capital beans, splendacious hay  won without a shower!

Bravo! exclaimed Sponge, thinking he had lit on his legs, and might snap his fingers at Jog and his hints. Hed take the high hand, and give Jog up.

Im your man! said Sponge, in high glee.

When will you come? asked Romford.

To-morrow! replied Sponge firmly.

So be it, rejoined his proffered host; and, with another hearty swing of the arm, the newly made friends parted.

Charley Romford, or Facey, as he was commonly called, from his being the admitted most impudent man in the country, was a great, round-faced, coarse-featured, prize-fighting sort of fellow, who lived chiefly by his wits, which he exercised in all the legitimate lines of industry  poaching, betting, boxing, horse-dealing, cards, quoits  anything that came uppermost. That he was a man of enterprise, we need hardly add, when he had formed a scheme for doing our Sponge  a man that we do not think any of our readers would trouble themselves to try a plant upon.

This impudent Facey, as if in contradiction of terms, was originally intended for a civil engineer; but having early in life voted himself heir to his uncle, Mr. Gilroy, of Queercove Hill, a great cattle-jobber, with a small independence of his own  three hundred a year, perhaps, which a kind world called six  Facey thought he would just hang about until his uncle was done with his shoes, and then be lord of Queercove Hill.

Now, me Oncle Gilroy, of whom Facey was constantly talking, had a left-handed wife and promising family in the sylvan retirement of St. Johns Wood, whither he used to retire after his business in Smifiel was over; so that Facey, for once, was out in his calculations. Gilroy, however, being as knowing as his nevvey, as he called him, just encouraged Facey in his shooting, fishing, and idle propensities generally, doubtless finding it more convenient to have his fish and game for nothing than to pay for them.

Facey, having the apparently inexhaustible sum of a thousand pounds, began life as a fox-hunter  in a very small way, to be sure  more for the purpose of selling horses than anything else; but, having succeeded in doing all the do-able gentlemen, both with the Tip and Go and Cranerfield hounds, his occupation was gone, it requiring an extended field  such as our friend Sponge roamed  to carry on cheating in horses for any length of time. Facey was soon blown, his name in connexion with a horse being enough to prevent any one looking at him. Indeed, we question that there is any less desirable mode of making, or trying to make money, than by cheating or even dealing in horses. Many people fancy themselves cheated, whatever they get; while the man who is really cheated never forgets it, and proclaims it to the end of time. Moreover, no one can go on cheating in horses for any length of time, without putting himself in the power of his groom; and let those who have seen how servants lord it over each other say how they would like to subject themselves to similar treatment.  But to our story.

Facey Romford had now a splendid milk-white horse, well-known in Mr. Nobbingtons and Lord Leaders hunts as Mr. Hobler, but who Facey kindly rechristened the Nonpareil, which the now rising price of oats, and falling state of his finances, made him particularly anxious to get rid of, ere the horse performed the equestrian feat of eating its head off. He was a very hunter-like looking horse, but his misfortune consisted in having such shocking seedy toes, that he couldnt keep his shoes on. If he got through the first field with them on, they were sure to be off at the fence. This horse Facey voted to be the very thing for Mr. Sponge, and hearing that he had come into the country to hunt, it occurred to him that it would be a capital thing if he could get him to take Mother Overends spare bed and lodge with him, twelve shillings a week being more than Facey liked paying for his rooms. Not that he paid twelve shillings for the rooms alone; on the contrary, he had a two-stalled stable, with a sort of kennel for his pointers, and a sty for his pig into the bargain. This pig, which was eaten many times in anticipation, had at length fallen a victim to the butcher, and Faceys larder was uncommonly well found in black-puddings, sausages, spare ribs, and the other component parts of a pig: so that he was in very hospitable circumstances  at least, in his rough and ready idea of what hospitality ought to be. Indeed, whether he had or not, hed have risked it, being quite as good at carrying things off with a high hand as Mr. Sponge himself.

The invitation came most opportunely; for, worn out with jealousy and watching, Jog had made up his mind to cut to Australia, and when Sponge returned after meeting Facey, Jog was in the act of combing out an advertisement, offering all that desirable sporting residence called Puddingpote Bower, with the coach-house, stables, and offices thereunto belonging, to let, and announcing that the whole of the valuable household furniture, comprising mahogany, dining, loo, card, and Pembroke tables; sofa, couch, and chairs in hair seating; cheffonier, with plate glass; book-case; flower-stands; pianoforte, by Collard and Collard; music-stool and Canterbury; chimney and pier-glasses; mirror; ormolu time-piece; alabaster and wax figures and shades; china; Brussels carpets and rugs; fenders and fire-irons; curtains and cornices; Venetian blinds; mahogany four-post, French, and camp bedsteads; feather beds; hair mattresses; mahogany chests of drawers; dressing-glasses; wash and dressing-tables; patent shower-bath; bed and table-linen; dinner and tea-ware; warming-pans, &c., would be exposed to immediate and unreserved sale.

How gratefully Sponges inquiry if he knew Mr. Romford fell on his ear, as they sat moodily together after dinner over some very low-priced port.

Oh yes (puff)  oh yes (wheeze)  oh yes (gasp)! Know Charley Romford  Facey, as they call him. Hes (puff, wheeze, gasp) heir to old Mr. Gilroy, of Queercove Hill.

Just so, rejoined Sponge, just so; thats the man  stout, square-built fellow, with backward-growing whiskers. Im going to stay with him to shoot at old Gils. Where does Charley live?

Live! exclaimed Jog, almost choked with delight at the information; live! live! repeated he, for the third time; lives at (puff, wheeze, gasp, cough) Washingforde  yes, at Washingforde; bout ten miles from (puff, wheeze) here. When dye go?

To-morrow, replied Sponge, with an air of offended dignity.

Jog was so rejoiced that he could hardly sit on his chair.

Mrs. Jog, when she heard it, felt that Gustavus Jamess chance of independence was gone; for well she knew that Jog would never let Sponge come back to the Bower.

We need scarcely say that Jog was up betimes in the morning, most anxious to forward Mr. Sponges departure. He offered to allow Bartholomew to convey him and his traps in the phaeton  an offer that Mr. Sponge availed himself of as far as his traps were concerned, though he preferred cantering over on his piebald to trailing along in Jogs jingling chay. So matters were arranged, and Mr. Sponge forthwith proceeded to put his brown boots, his substantial cords, his superfine tights, his cuttey scarlet, his dress blue saxony, his clean linen, his heavy spurs, and though last, not least in importance, his now backless Mogg, into his solid leather portmanteau, sweeping the surplus of his wardrobe into a capacious carpet-bag. While the guest was thus busy upstairs, the host wandered about restlessly, now stirring up this person, now hurrying that, in the full enjoyment of the much-coveted departure. His pleasure was, perhaps, rather damped by a running commentary he overheard through the lattice-window of the stable, from Leather, as he stripped his horses and tried to roll up their clothing in a moderate compass.

Ord rot your great carcass! exclaimed he, giving the roll a hearty kick in its bulging-out stomach, on finding that he had not got it as small as he wanted. Ord rot your great carcass, repeated he, scratching his head and eyeing it as it lay; this is all the consequence of your nasty brewers hapron weshins  blowin of one out, like a bladder! and, thereupon, he placed his hand on his stomach to feel how his own was. Never seed sich a house, or sich an awful mean man! continued he, stooping and pommelling the package with his fists. It was of no use, he could not get it as small as he wished Must have my jacket out on you, I do believe, added he, seeing where the impediment was; sticks in your gizzard just like a lump of old Puff-and-blows puddin; and then he thrust his hand into the folds of the clothing, and pulled out the greasy garment. Now, said he, stooping again, I think we may manish ye; and he took the roll in his arms and hoisted it on to Hercules, whom he meant to make the led horse, observing aloud, as he adjusted it on the saddle, and whacked it well with his hands to make it lie right, I wish it was old Jog  wouldnt I sarve him out! He then turned his horses round in their stalls, tucked his greasy jacket under the flap of the saddle-bags, took his ash-stick from the crook, and led them out of the capacious door. Jog looked at him with mingled feelings of disgust and delight. Leather just gave his old hat flipe a rap with his forefinger as he passed with the horses  a salute that Jog did not condescend to return.

Having eyed the receding horses with great satisfaction, Jog re-entered the house by the kitchens, to have the pleasure of seeing Mr. Sponge off. He found the portmanteau and carpet-bag standing in the passage, and just at the moment the sound of the phaeton wheels fell on his ear, as Bartholomew drove round from the coach-house to the door. Mr. Sponge was already in the parlour, making his adieus to Mrs. Jog and the children, who were all assembled for the purpose.

What, are you goin? (puff) asked Jog, with an air of surprise.

Yes, replied Mr. Sponge; adding, as he tendered his hand, the best friends must part, you know.

Well (puff), but youd better have your (wheeze) horse round, observed Jog, anxious to avoid any overture for a return.

Thankee, replied Mr. Sponge, making a parting bow; Ill get him at the stable.

Ill go with you, said Jog, leading the way.

Leather had saddled, and bridled, and turned him round in the stall, with one of Mr. Jogs blanket-rugs on, which Mr. Sponge just swept over his tail into the manger, and led the horse out.

Adieu! said he, offering his hand to his host.

Good-bye!  good (puff) sport to you, said Jog, shaking it heartily.

Mr. Sponge then mounted his hack, and cocking out his toe, rode off at a canter.

At the same moment, Bartholomew drove away from the front door; and Jog, having stood watching the phaeton over the rise of Pennypound Hill, scraped his feet, re-entered his house, and rubbing them heartily on the mat as he closed the sash-door, observed aloud to himself, with a jerk of his head:

Well, now, thats the most (puff) impittent feller I ever saw in my life! Catch me (gasp) godpapa-hunting again.


CHAPTER LIX

THE ADJOURNED DEBATE
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THE FATAL INVITATION to Mr. Sponge having been sent, the question that now occupied the minds of the assembled sharpers at Nonsuch House, was, whether he was a pigeon or one of themselves. That point occupied their very deep and serious consideration. If he was a pigeon, they could clearly accommodate him, but if, on the other hand, he was one of themselves, it was painfully apparent that there were far too many of them there already. Of course, the subject was not discussed in full and open conclave  they were all highly honourable men in the gross  and it was only in the small and secret groups of those accustomed to hunt together and unburden their minds, that the real truth was elicited.

What an ass Sir Harry is, to ask this Mr. Sponge, observed Captain Quod to Captain Seedeybuck, as (cigar in mouth) they paced backwards and forwards under the flagged veranda on the west side of the house, on the morning that Sir Harry had announced his intention of asking him.

Confounded ass, assented Seedeybuck, from between the whiffs of his cigar.

Dash it! one would think he had more money than he knew what to do with, observed the first speaker, instead of not knowing where to lay hands on a halfpenny.

Soon be who-hoop, here observed Quod, with a shake of the head.

Fear so, replied Seedeybuck. Have you heard anything fresh?

Nothing particular. The County Court bailiff was here with some summonses, which, of course, he put in the fire.

Ah! thats what he always does. He got tired of papering the smoking-room with them, replied Seedeybuck.

Well, its a pity, observed Quod, spitting as he spoke; but what can you expect, eaten up as he is by such a set of rubbish.

Shockin, replied Seedeybuck, thinking how long he and his friend might have fattened there together.

Do you know anything of this Mr. Sponge? asked Captain Quod, after a pause.

Nothin, replied Seedeybuck, except what we saw of him here; but Im sure he wont do.

Well, I think not either, replied Quod; I didnt like his looks  he seems quite one of the free-and-easy sort.

Quite, observed Seedeybuck, determined to make a set against him, instead of cultivating his acquaintance.

This Mr. Sponge wont be any great addition to our party, I think, muttered Captain Bouncey to Captain Cutitfat, as they stood within the bay of the library window, in apparent contemplation of the cows, but in reality conning the Sponge matter over in their minds.

I think not, replied Captain Cutitfat, with an emphasis.

Wonder what made Sir Harry ask him! whispered Bouncey, adding, aloud, for the bystanders to hear, Thats a fine cow, isnt it?

Very, replied Cutitfat, in the same key, adding, in a whisper, with a shrug of his shoulders, Wonder what made him ask half the people that are here!

The black and white one isnt a bad un, observed Bouncey, nodding his head towards the cows, adding in an undertone, Most of them asked themselves, I should think.

Admiring the cows. Captain Bouncey? asked the beautiful and tolerably virtuous Miss Glitters, of the Astleys Royal Amphitheatre, who had come down to spend a few days with her old friend, Lady Scattercash. Admiring the cows, Captain Bouncey? asked she, sidling her elegant figure between our friends in the bay.

We were just saying how nice it would be to have two or three pretty girls, and a sillabub, under those cedars, replied Captain Bouncey.

Oh, charming! exclaimed Miss Glitters, her dark eyes sparkling as she spoke. Harriet! exclaimed she, addressing herself to a young lady, who called herself Howard, but whose real name was Brown  Jane Brown Harriet! exclaimed she, Captain Bouncey is going to give a fête champêtre under those lovely cedars.

Oh, how nice! exclaimed Harriet, clapping her hands in ecstasies  theatrical ecstasies at least.

It must be Sir Harry, replied the billiard-table man, not fancying being let in for anything.

Oh! Sir Harry will let us have anything we like, Im sure, rejoined Miss Glitters.

What is it (hiccup)? asked Sir Harry, who, hearing his name, now joined the party.

Oh, we want you to give us a dance under those charming cedars, replied the lady, looking lovingly at him.

Cedars! hiccuped Sir Harry, where do you see any cedars?

Why there, replied Miss Glitters, nodding towards a clump of evergreens.

Those are (hiccup) hollies, replied Sir Harry.
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Well, under the hollies, rejoined Miss Glitters; adding, it was Captain Bouncey who said they were cedars.

Ah, I meant those beyond, observed the captain, nodding in another direction.

Those are (hiccup) Scotch firs, rejoined Sir Harry.

Well, never mind what they are, resumed the lady; let us have a dance under them.

Certainly, replied Sir Harry, who was always ready for anything. We shall have plenty of partners, observed Miss Howard, recollecting how many men there were in the house.

And another coming, observed Captain Cutitfat, still fretting at the idea.

Indeed! exclaimed Miss Howard, raising her hands and eyebrows in delight; and who is he? asked she, with unfeigned glee.

Oh such a (hiccup) swell, replied Sir Harry; reglar Leicestershire man. A (hiccup) Quornite, in fact.

Well not have the dance till he comes, then, observed Miss Glitters.

No more we will, said Miss Howard, withdrawing from the group.


CHAPTER LX

FACEY ROMFORD AT HOME
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WE WILL NOW suppose our distinguished Sponge entering the village, or what the natives call the town of Washingforde, towards the close of a short December day, on his arrival from Mr. Jogs.

What sort of stables are there? asked he, reining up his hack, as he encountered the brandy-nosed Leather airing himself on the main street.

Stables be good enough  forage, too, replied the stud groom per-wided you likes the sittivation.

Oh, the sittivation ll be good enough, retorted Sponge, thinking that, groom-like, Leather was grumbling because he hadnt got the best stables.

Well, sir, as you please, replied the man.

Why, where are they? asked Sponge, seeing there was more in Leathers manner than met the eye.

Rose and Crown! replied Leather, with an emphasis.

Rose and Crown! exclaimed Sponge, starting in his saddle; Rose and Crown! Why, Im going to stay with Mr. Romford!

So he said. replied Leather; so he said. I met him as I comd in with the osses, and said he to me, said he, Youll find captle quarters at the Crown! The deuce! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, dropping the reins on his hacks neck; the deuce! repeated he with a look of disgust. Why, where does he live?

Bove the saddlers, thonder, replied Leather, nodding to a small bow-windowed white house a little lower down, with the gilt-lettered words:

OVEREND,
SADDLER AND HARNESS-MAKER TO THE QUEEN,

above a very meagrely stocked shop.

The devil! replied Mr. Sponge, boiling up as he eyed the cottage-like dimensions of the place.

The dialogue was interrupted by a sledge-hammer-like blow on Sponges back, followed by such a proffered hand as could proceed from none but his host.

Glad to see ye! exclaimed Facey, swinging Sponges arm to and fro. Get off! continued he, half dragging him down, and lets go in; for its beastly cold, and dinnerll be ready in no time!

So saying, he led the captive Sponge down street, like a prisoner, by the arm, and, opening the thin house-door, pushed him up a very straight staircase into a little low cabin-like room, hung with boxing-gloves, foils, and pictures of fighters and ballet girls.

Glad to see ye! again said Facey, poking the diminutive fire. Axed Nosey Nickel and Gutty Weazel to meet you, continued he, looking at the little dinner-for-two table; but Noseys gone wrong in a tooth, and Guttys away sweetheartin. However, well be very cosy and jolly together; and if you want to wash your hands, or anything afore dinner, Ill show you your bedroom, continued he, backing Sponge across the staircase landing to where a couple of little black doors opened into rooms, formed by dividing what had been the duplicate of the sitting-room into two.

There! exclaimed Facey, pointing to Sponges portmanteau and bag, standing midway between the window and door: There! there are your traps. Yonders the washhand-stand. You can put your shavin-things on the chair below the lookin-glass gainst the wall, pointing to a fragment of glass nailed against the stencilled wall, all of which Sponge stood eyeing with a mingled air of resignation and contempt; but when Facey pointed to:

The chest, contrived a double debt to pay  
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day

and said that was where Sponge would have to curl himself up, our friend shook his head, and declared he could not.

Oh, fiddle! replied Facey, Jack Weatherley slept in it for months, and hes half a hand higher than you  sixteen hands, if hes an inch. And Sponge jerked his head and bit his lips, thinking he was done for once.

W-h-o-y, ar thought youd been a fox-hunter, observed Facey, seeing his guests disconcerted look.

Well, but bein a fox-hunter wont enable one to sleep in a band-box, or to shut ones-self up like a telescope, retorted the indignant Sponge.

Ord hang it, man! youre so nasty partickler, rejoined Facey; youre so nasty partickler. Youll never do to go out duck-shootin i your shirt. Dash it, man! Oncle Gilroy would disinherit me if ar was such a chap. However, look sharp, continued he, if you are goin to clean yourself; for dinner ll be ready in no time, indeed, I hear Mrs. End dishin it up. So saying, Facey rolled out of the room, and Sponge presently heard him pulling off his clogs of shoes in the adjoining one. Dinner spoke for itself, for the house reeked with the smell of fried onions and roast pork.

Now, Sponge didnt like pork; and there was nothing but pork, or pig in one shape or another. Spare ribs, liver and bacon, sausages, black puddings, &c.  all very good in their way, but which came with a bad grace after the comforts of Jogs, the elegance of Puffingtons, and the early splendour of Jawleyfords. Our hero was a good deal put out, and felt as if he was imposed upon. What business had a man like this to ask him to stay with him  a man who dined by daylight, and ladled his meat with a great two-pronged fork?

Facey, though he saw Mr. Sponge wasnt pleased, praised and pressed everything in succession down to a very strong cheese; and as the slip-shod girl whisked away crumbs and all in the coarse tablecloth, he exclaimed in a most open-hearted air, Well, now, what shall we have to drink? adding, You smoke, of course  shall it be gin, rum, or Hollands  Hollands, rum, or gin?

Sponge was half inclined to propose wine, but recollecting what sloe-juice sort of stuff it was sure to be, and that Facey, in all probability, would make him finish it, he just replied, Oh, I dont care; spose we say gin?

Gin be it, said Facey, rising from his seat, and making for a little closet in the wall, he produced a bottle labelled Fine London Spirit; and, hallooing to the girl to get a few Captins out of the box under his bed, he scattered a lot of glasses about the table, and placed a green dessert-dish for the biscuits against they came.

Night had now closed in  a keen, boisterous, wintry night, making the pocketful of coals that ornamented the grate peculiarly acceptable.

B-o-y Jove, what a night! exclaimed Facey, as a blash of sleet dashed across the window as if some one had thrown a handful of pebbles against it. B-o-y Jove, what a night! repeated he, rising and closing the shutters, and letting down the little scanty red curtain. Let us draw in and have a hot brew, continued he, stirring the fire under the kettle, and handing a lot of cigars out of the table-drawer. They then sat smoking and sipping, and smoking and sipping, each making a mental estimate of the other.

Shall we have a game at cards? or what shall we do to pass the evenin? at length asked our host. Better have a game at cards, praps, continued he.

Thankee, no; thankee, no. Ive a book in my pocket, replied Sponge, diving into his jacket-pocket; adding, as he fished up his Mogg, always carry a book of light reading about with me.

What, youre a literary cove, are you? asked Facey, in a tone of surprise.

Not exactly that, replied Sponge; but I like to improve my mind. He then opened the valuable work, taking a dip into the Omnibus Guide Brentford, 7 from Hyde Park Corner  European Coffee House, near the Bank, daily, and so worked his way on through the Brighton Railway Station, Brixton, Bromley both in Kent and Middlesex, Bushey Heath, Camberwell, Camden Town, and Carshalton, right into Cheam, when Facey, who had been eyeing him intently, not at all relishing his style of proceeding and wishing to be doing, suddenly exclaimed, as he darted up:
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FACEY ROMFORD TREATS SPONGE TO A LITTLE MUSIC

B-o-y Jove! Youve not heard me play the flute! No more you have. Dash it, how remiss! continued he, making for the little bookshelf on which it lay; adding, as he blew into it and sucked the joints, youre musical, of course?

Oh, I can stand music, muttered Sponge, with a jerk of his head, as if a tune was neither here nor there with him.

By Jingo! you should see me Oncle Gilroy when arm playin! The old man actly sheds tears of delight  hes so pleased.

Indeed, replied Sponge, now passing on into Moggs Cab Fares Aldersgate Street, Hare Court, to or from Bagnigge Wells, and so on, when Facey struck up the most squeaking, discordant, broken-winded

Jump Jim Crow

that ever was heard, making the sensitive Sponge shudder, and setting all his teeth on edge.

Hang me, but that flute of yours wants nitre, or a dose of physic, or something most dreadful! at length exclaimed he, squeezing up his face as if in the greatest agony, as the laboured:

Jump about and wheel about

completely threw Sponge over in his calculation as to what he could ride from Aldgate Pump to the Pied Bull at Islington for.

Oh no! replied Facey, with an air of indifference, as he took off the end and jerked out the steam. Oh no  only wants work  only wants work, added he, putting it together again, exclaiming, as he looked at the now sulky Sponge, Well, what shall it be?

Whatever you please, replied our friend, dipping frantically into his Mogg.

Well, then, Ill play you me oncles favourite tune, The Merry Swiss Boy, whereupon Facey set to most vigorously with that once most popular air. It, however, came off as rustily as Jim Crow, for whose feats Facey evidently had a partiality; for no sooner did he get squeaked through me oncles tune than he returned to the nigger melody with redoubled zeal, and puffed and blew Sponges calculations as to what he could ride from Mother Redcaps at Camden Town down Liquorpond Street, up Snow Hill, and so on, to the Angel in Ratcliff Highway for, clean out of his head. Nor did there seem any prospect of relief, for no sooner did Facey get through one tune than he at the other again.

Rot it! at length exclaimed Sponge, throwing his Mogg from him in despair, youll deafen me with that abominable noise. Bless my heart! exclaimed Facey, in well-feigned surprise, Bless my heart! Why, I thought you liked music, my dear feller! adding, I was playin to please you.

The deuce you were! snapped Mr. Sponge. I wish Id known sooner: Id have saved you a deal of wind.

Why, my dear feller, replied Facey, I wished to entertain you the best in my power. One must do somethin, you know.

Id rather do anything than undergo that horrid noise, replied Sponge, ringing his left ear with his forefinger.

Lets have a game at cards, then, rejoined Facey soothingly, seeing he had sufficiently agonized Sponge.

Cards, replied Mr. Sponge. Cards, repeated he thoughtfully, stroking his hairy chin. Cards, added he, for the third time, as he conned Faceys rotund visage, and wondered if he was a sharper. If the cards were fair, Sponge didnt care trying his luck. It all depended upon that. Well, said he, in a tone of indifference, as he picked up his Mogg, thinking he wouldnt pay if he lost, Ill give you a turn. What shall it be?

Oh  w-h-o-y  spose we say écarté? replied Facey, in an off-hand sort of way.

Well, drawled Sponge, pocketing his Mogg, preparatory to action.

You havent a clean pack, have you? asked Sponge, as Facey, diving into a drawer, produced a very dirty, thumb-marked set.

W-h-o-y, no, I havent, replied Facey. W-h-o-y, no, I havent: but, honour bright, these are all right and fair. Wouldnt cheat a man, if it was ever so.

Sure you wouldnt, replied Sponge, nothing comforted by the assertion.

They then resumed their seats opposite each other at the little table, with the hot water and sugar, and Fine London Spirit bottle equitably placed between them.

At first Mr. Sponge was the victor, and by nine oclock had scored eight-and-twenty shillings against his host, when he was inclined to leave off, alleging that he was an early man, and would go to bed  an arrangement that Facey seemed to come into, only pressing Sponge to accompany the gin he was now helping himself to with another cigar. This seemed all fair and reasonable; and as Sponge conned matters over, through the benign influence of the baccy, he really thought Facey mightnt be such a bad beggar after all.

Well, then, said he, as he finished cigar and glass together, if youll give me eight-and-twenty bob, Ill be off to Bedfordshire.

Youll give me my revenge surely! exclaimed Facey, in pretended astonishment.

To-morrow night, replied Sponge firmly, thinking it would have to go hard with him if he remained there to give it.

Nay, now! rejoined Facey, adding, its quite early. Me Oncle Gilroy and I always play much later at Queercove Hill.

Sponge hesitated. If he had got the money, he would have refused point-blank; as it was, he thought, perhaps the only chance of getting it was to go on. With no small reluctance and misgivings he mixed himself another tumbler of gin and water, and, changing seats, resumed the game. Nor was our discreet friend far wrong in his calculations, for luck now changed, and Facey seemed to have the king quite at command. In less than an hour he had not only wiped off the eight-and-twenty shillings, but had scored three pound fifteen against his guest. Facey would now leave off. Sponge, on the other hand, wanted to go on. Facey, however, was firm. Ill cut you double or quits, then, cried Sponge, in rash despair. Facey accommodated him and doubled the debt.

Again! exclaimed Sponge, with desperate energy.

No! no more, thank ye, replied Facey coolly. Fair plays a jewel.

So it is, assented Mr. Sponge, thinking he hadnt had it.

Now, continued Facey, poking into the table-drawer and producing a dirty scrap of paper, with a little pocket ink-case, if youll give me an I.O.U., well shut up shop.

An I.O.U.! retorted Sponge, looking virtuously indignant. An I.O.U.! Ill give you your money i the mornin.

I know you will, replied Facey coolly, putting himself in boxing attitude, exclaiming, as he measured out a distance, just feel the biceps muscle of my arm  do believe I could fell an ox. However, never mind, continued he, seeing Sponge declined the feel. Lifes uncertain: so you give me an I.O.U. and well be all right and square. Short reckonins make long friends, you know, added he, pointing peremptorily to the paper.

Id better give you a cheque at once, retorted Sponge, looking the very essence of chivalry.

Money, if you please, replied Facey; muttering, with a jerk of his head, dont like paper.

The renowned Sponge, for once, was posed. He had the money, but he didnt like to part with it. So he gave the I.O.U. and, lighting a twelve-to-the-pound candle, sulked off to undress and crawl into the little impossibility of a bed.

Night, however, brought no relief to our distinguished friend; for, little though the bed was, it was large enough to admit lodgers, and poor Sponge was nearly worried by the half-famished vermin, who seemed bent on making up for the long fast they had endured since the sixteen-hands-man left. Worst of all, as day dawned, the eternal Jim Crow recommenced his saltations, varied only with the:

Come, arouse ye, arouse ye, my merry Swiss boy

of me Oncle Gilroy.

Well, dash my buttons! groaned Sponge, as the discordant noise shot through his aching head, but this is the worst spec I ever made in my life. Fed on pork, fluted deaf, bit with bugs, and robbed at cards  fairly, downrightly robbed. Never was a more regler plant put on a man. Thank goodness, however, I havent paid him  never will, either. Such a confounded, disreputable scoundrel deserves to be punished  big, bad, blackguard-looking fellow! How the deuce I could ever be taken in by such a fellow! Believe hes nothing but a great poaching blackleg. Hasnt the faintest outlines of a gentleman about him  not the slightest particle  not the remotest glimmerin.

These and similar reflections were interrupted by a great thump against the thin lath-and-plaster wall that separated their rooms, or rather closets, accompanied by an exclamation of:

Halloo, old boy! how goes it?  an inquiry to which our friend deigned no answer.

Ord rot ye! youre awake, muttered Facey to himself, well knowing that no one could sleep after such a Jim-Crow-ing and Swiss-boy-ing as he had given him. He therefore resumed his battery, thumping as though he would knock the partition in.

Halloo! at last exclaimed Mr. Sponge, whos there?

Well, old Sivin-Pund-Ten, how goes it? asked Facey, in a tone of the keenest irony.

You be  ! growled Mr. Sponge, in disgust.

Breakfast in half an hour! resumed Facey. Pigs-puddins and sarsingers  all ot  pipin ot! continued our host.

Wish you were pipin ot, growled Mr. Sponge, as he jerked himself out of his little berth.

Though Facey pumped him pretty hard during this second pig repast, he could make nothing out of Sponge with regard to his movements  our friend parrying all his inquiries with his Mogg, and assurances that he could amuse himself. In vain Facey represented that his Oncle Gilroy would be expecting them; that Mr. Hobler was ready for him to ride over on; Sponge wasnt inclined to shoot, but begged Facey wouldnt stay at home on his account. The fact was, Sponge meditated a bolt, and was in close confab with Leather, in the Rose and Crown stables, arranging matters, when the sound of his name in the yard caused him to look out, when  oh, welcome sight!  a Puddingpote Bower messenger put Sir Harrys note in his hand, which had at length arrived at Jogs through their very miscellaneous transit, called a post. Sponge, in the joy of his heart, actually gave the lad a shilling! He now felt like a new man. He didnt care a rap for Facey, and, ordering Leather to give him the hack and follow with the hunters, he presently cantered out of town as sprucely as if all was on the square.

When, however, Facey found how matters stood, he determined to stop Sponges things, which Leather resisted; and, Facey showing fight, Leather butted him with his head, sending him backwards downstairs and putting his shoulder out. Leather than marched off with the kit, amid the honours of war.


CHAPTER LXI

NONSUCH HOUSE AGAIN
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MR. SPONGE, MY LADY

he gallant inmates of Nonsuch House had resolved themselves into a committee of speculation, as to whether Mr. Sponge was coming or not; indeed, they had been betting upon it, the odds at first being a hundred to one that he came, though they had fallen a point or two on the arrival of the post without an answer.

Well, I say Mr. What-dye-call-him  Sponge  doesnt come! exclaimed Captain Seedeybuck, as he lay full length, with his shaggy greasy head on the fine rose-coloured satin sofa, and his legs cocked over the cushion.

Why not? asked Miss Glitters, who was beguiling the twilight half-hour before candles with knitting.

Dont know, replied Seedeybuck, twirling his moustache, dont know  have a presentiment he wont.

Sure to come! exclaimed Captain Bouncey, knocking the ashes off his cigar on to the fine Tournay carpet.

Ill lay ten to one  ten fifties to one  he does,  a thousand to ten if you like. If all the purses in the house had been clubbed together, we dont believe they would have raised fifty pounds.

What sort of a looking man is he? asked Miss Glitters, now counting her loops.

Oh  whoy  ha  hem  haw  hes just an ordinary sort of lookin man  nothin tickler any way, drawled Captain Seedeybuck, now wetting and twirling his moustache.

Two legs, a head, a back, and so on, I presume, observed the lady.

Just so, assented Captain Seedeybuck.

Hes a horsey-lookin sort o man, I should say, observed Captain Bouncey, walks as if he ought to be ridin  wears vinegar tops.

Hate vinegar tops, growled Seedeybuck.

Just then, in came Lady Scattercash, attended by Mr. Orlando Bugles, the ladies attractions having caused that distinguished performer to forfeit his engagement at the Surrey Theatre. Captain Cutitfat, Bob Spangles, and Sir Harry quickly followed, and the Sponge question was presently renewed.

Who says old brown boots comes? exclaimed Seedeybuck from the sofa.

Whos that with his nasty nob on my fine satin sofa? asked the lady.

Bob Spangles, replied Seedeybuck.

Nothing of the sort, rejoined the lady; and Ill trouble you to get off.

Cant  Ive got a bone in my leg, rejoined the captain.

Ill soon make you, replied her ladyship, seizing the squab, and pulling it on to the floor.

As the captain was scrambling up, in came Peter  one of the wageless footmen  with candles, which having distributed equitably about the room, he approached Lady Scattercash, and asked, in an independent sort of way, what room Mr. Soapsuds was to have.

Soapsuds!  Soapsuds!  thats not his name, exclaimed her ladyship.

Sponge, you fool! Soapey Sponge, exclaimed Cutitfat, who had ferreted out Sponges nomme de Londres.

Hes not come, has he? asked Miss Glitters eagerly.

Yes, my lady  thats to say, miss, replied Peter.

Come, has he! chorused three or four voices.

Well, he must have a (hiccup) room, observed Sir Harry. The green  the one above the billiard-room will do, added he.

But I have that, Sir Harry, exclaimed Miss Howard.

Oh, itll hold two well enough, observed Miss Glitters.

Then you can be the second, replied Miss Howard, with a toss of her head.

Indeed! sneered Miss Glitters, bridling up. I like that.

Well, but wheres the (hiccup) man to be put? asked Sir Harry.

Theres Ladofwaxs room, suggested her ladyship.

The captains locked the door and taken the key with him, replied the footman; he said hed be back in a day or two.

Back in a (hiccup) or two! observed Sir Harry. Where is he gone?

The man smiled.

Borrowed, observed Captain Quod, with an emphasis.

Indeed! exclaimed Sir Harry, adding, well, I thought that was Nabbums gig with the old grey.

Hell not be back in a hurry, observed Bouncey. Hell be like the Boulogne gents, who are always going to England, but never do.

Poor Wax! observed Quod; hes a big fool, to give him his due.

If you give him his due its more than he gives other people, it seems. observed Miss Howard.

Oh, fie, Miss H.! exclaimed Captain Seedeybuck.

Well, but the (hiccup) man must have a (hiccup) bed somewhere, observed Sir Harry; adding to the footman, youd better (hiccup) the door open, you know.

Perhaps youd better try what one of yours will do, observed Bob Spangles, to the convulsion of the company.

In the midst of their mirth Mr. Bottleends was seen piloting Mr. Sponge up to her ladyship.

Mr. Sponge, my lady, said he in as low and deferential a tone as if he got his wages punctually every quarter-day.

How do you do. Mr. Sponge? said her ladyship, tendering him her hand with an elegant curtsey.

How are you, Mr. (hiccup) Sponge? asked Sir Harry, offering his; I believe you know the (hiccup) company? continued he, waving his hand around; Miss (hiccup) Glitters, Captain (hiccup) Quod, Captain Bouncey, Mr. (hiccup) Bugles, Captain (hiccup) Seedeybuck, and so on; whereupon Miss Glitters curtsied, the gentlemen bobbed their heads and drew near our hero, who had now stationed himself before the fire.

Coldish to-night, said he, stooping, and placing both hands to the bars. Coldish, repeated he, rubbing his hands and looking around.

It generally is about this time of year, I think, observed Miss Glitters, who was quite ready to enter for our friend.

Hope it wont stop hunting, said Mr. Sponge.

Hope not, replied Sir Harry; would be a bore if it did.

I wonder you gentlemen dont prefer hunting in a frost, observed Miss Howard; one would think it would be just the time youd want a good warming.

I dont agree with you, there, replied Mr. Sponge, looking at her, and thinking she was not nearly so pretty as Miss Glitters.

Do you hunt to-morrow? asked he of Sir Harry, not having been able to obtain any information at the stables.

(Hiccup) to-morrow? Oh, I dare say we shall, replied Sir Harry, who kept his hounds as he did his carriages, to be used when wanted. Dare say we shall, repeated he.

But though Sir Harry spoke thus encouragingly of their prospects, he took no steps, as far as Mr. Sponge could learn, to carry out the design. Indeed, the subject of hunting was never once mentioned, the conversation after dinner, instead of being about the Quorn, or the Pytchley, or Jack Thompson with the Atherstone, turning upon the elegance and lighting of the Casinos in the Adelaide Gallery and Windmill Street, and the relative merits of those establishments over the Casino de Venise in High Holborn. Nor did morning produce any change for the better, for Sir Harry and all the captains came down in their usual flashy broken-down player-looking attire, their whole thoughts being absorbed in arranging for a pool at billiards, in which the ladies took part. So with billiards, brandy, and baccy,baccy, brandy, and billiards, varied with an occasional stroll about the grounds, the non-sporting inmates of Nonsuch House beguiled the time, much to Mr. Sponges disgust, whose soul was on fire and eager for the fray. The readers perhaps being the same, we will skip Christmas and pass on to New Years Day.


CHAPTER LXII

A FAMILY BREAKFAST
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TWERE ALMOST SUPERFLUOUS to say that new years day is always a great holiday. It is a day on which custom commands people to be happy and idle, whether they have the means of being happy and idle or not. It is a day for which happiness and idleness are booked, and parties are planned and arranged long beforehand. Some go to the town, some to the country; some take rail; some take steam; some take greyhounds; some take gigs; while others take guns and pop at all the little dicky-birds that come in their way. The rural population generally incline to a hunt. They are not very particular as to style, so long as there are a certain number of hounds, and some men in scarlet, to blow their horns, halloo, and crack their whips.

The population, especially the rising population about Nonsuch House, all inclined that way. A New Years Days hunt with Sir Harry had long been looked forward to by the little Raws, and the little Spooneys, and the big and little Cheeks, and we dont know how many others. Nay, it had been talked of by the elder boys at their respective schools  we beg pardon, academies  Dr. Switchingtons, Mr. Latheringtons, Mrs. Skelpers, and a liberal allowance of boasting indulged in, as to how they would show each other the way over the hedges and ditches. The thing had long been talked of. Old Johnny Raw had asked Sir Harry to arrange the day so long ago that Sir Harry had forgotten all about it. Sir Harry was one of those good-natured souls who cant say No to any one. If anybody had asked if they might set fire to his house, he would have said:

Oh (hiccup) certainly, my dear (hiccup) fellow, if it will give you any (hiccup) pleasure.

Now, for the hiccup day.

It is generally a frost on New Years Day. However wet and sloppy the weather may be up to the end of the year, it generally turns over a new leaf on that day. New Years Day is generally a bright, bitter, sunshiny day, with starry ice, and a most decided anti-hunting feeling about it  light, airy, ringy, anything but cheery for hunting.

Thus it was in Sir Harry Scattercashs county. Having smoked and drunk the old year out, the captains and company retired to their couches without thinking about hunting. Mr. Sponge, indeed, was about tired of asking when the hounds would be going out. It was otherwise, however, with the rising generation, who were up betimes, and began pouring in upon Nonsuch House in every species of garb, on every description of steed, by every line and avenue of approach.

Halloo! whats up now? exclaimed Lady Scattercash, as she caught view of the first batch rounding the corner to the front of the house.

Who have we here? asked Miss Glitters, as a ponderous, parti-coloured clown, on a great, curly-coated cart-horse, brought up the rear.

Early callers, observed Captain Seedeybuck, eating away complacently.

Friends of Mr. Sponges, most likely, suggested Captain Quod.

Some of the little Sponges come to see their pa, praps, lisped Miss Howard, pretending to be shocked after she had said it.

Bravo, Miss Howard! exclaimed Captain Cutitfat, clapping his hands.

I said nothing, Captain, observed the young lady with becoming prudery.

Here we are again! exclaimed Captain Quod, as a troop of various-sized urchins, in pea-jackets, with blue noses and red comforters, on very shaggy ponies, the two youngest swinging in panniers over an ass, drew up alongside of the first comers.

Whose sliding-scale of innocence is that, I wonder! exclaimed Miss Howard, contemplating the variously sized chubby faces through the window.

He, he, he! ho, ho, ho! giggled the guests.

Another batch of innocence now hove in sight.

Oh, those are the little (hiccup) Raws, observed Sir Harry, catching sight of the sky-blue collar of the servants long drab coat. Good chap, old Johnny Raw; ask them to (hiccup) in, continued he, and give them some (hiccup) cherry brandy; and thereupon Sir Harry began nodding and smiling, and making signs to them to come in. The youngsters, however, maintained their position.

The little stupexes! exclaimed Miss Howard, going to the window, and throwing up the sash. Come in, young gents! cried she, in a commanding tone, addressing herself to the last comers. Come in, and have some toffy and lollypops! Dye hear? continued she, in a still louder voice, and motioning her head towards the door.

The boys sat mute.

You little stupid monkeys, muttered she in an undertone, as the cold air struck upon her head. Come in, like good boys, added she in a louder key, pointing with her finger towards the door.

Nor, thenk ye! at last drawled the elder of the boys.

Nor, thenk ye! repeated Miss Howard, imitating the drawl. Why not? asked she sharply.

The boy stared stupidly.

Why wont you come in? asked she, again addressing him.

Dont know! replied the boy, staring vacantly at his younger brother, as he rubbed a pearl off his nose on the back of his hand.

Dont know! ejaculated Miss Howard, stamping her little foot on the Turkey carpet.

Mar said we hadnt, whined the younger boy, coming to the rescue of his brother.

Mar said we hadnt! retorted the fair interrogator. Why not?

Dont know, replied the elder.

Dont know! you little stupid animal, snapped Miss Howard, the cold air increasing the warmth of her temper. I wonder what you do know. Why did your ma say you were not to come in? continued she, addressing the younger one.

Because  because, hesitated he, she said the house was full of trumpets.

Trumpets, you little scamp! exclaimed the lady, reddening up; Ill get a whip and cut your jacket into ribbons on your back. And thereupon she banged down the window and closed the conversation.


CHAPTER LXIII

THE RISING GENERATION
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THE LULL THAT prevailed in the breakfast-room on Miss Howards return from the window was speedily interrupted by fresh arrivals before the door. The three Master Baskets in coats and lay-over collars, Master Shutter in a jacket and trousers, the two Master Bulgeys in woollen overalls with very large hunting whips, Master Brick in a velveteen shooting-jacket, and the two Cheeks with their tweed trousers thrust into fiddle-case boots, on all sorts of ponies and family horses, began pawing and disordering the gravel in front of Nonsuch House.

George Cheek was the head boy at Mr. Latheringtons classical and commercial academy, at Flagellation Hall (late the Crown and Sceptre Hotel and Posting House, on the Bankstone road), where, for forty pounds a year, eighty young gentlemen were fitted for the pulpit, the senate, the bar, the counting-house, or anything else their fond parents fancied them fit for.

George was a tall stripling, out at the elbows, in at the knees, with his red knuckled hands thrust a long way through his tight coat. He was just of that awkward age when boys fancy themselves men, and men are not prepared to lower themselves to their level. Ladies get on better with them than men: either the ladies are more tolerant of twaddle, or their discerning eyes see in the gawky youth the germ of future usefulness. George was on capital terms with himself. He was the oracle of Mr. Latheringtons school, where he was not only head boy and head swell, but a considerable authority on sporting matters. He took in Bells Life, which he read from beginning to end, and noted its contents, as they say in the city.

Ill tell you what all these little (hiccup) animals will be wanting, observed Sir Harry, as he cayenne-peppered a turkeys leg; theyll be come for a (hiccup) hunt.

Wish they may get it, observed Captain Seedeybuck; adding, why, the grounds as hard as iron.

Theres a big boy, observed Miss Howard, eyeing George Cheek through the window.

Lets have him in, and see what hes got to say for himself, said Miss Glitters.

You ask him, then, rejoined Miss Howard, who didnt care to risk another rub.

Peter, said Lady Scattercash to the footman, who had been loitering about, listening to the conversation, Peter, go and ask that tall boy with the blue neckerchief and the riband round his hat to come in.

Yes, my lady, replied Peter.

And the (hiccup) Spooneys, and the (hiccup) Bulgeys, and the (hiccup) Raws, and all the little (hiccup) rascals, added Sir Harry.

The Raws wont come. Sir H., observed Miss Howard soberly.

Bigger fools they, replied Sir Harry.

Presently Peter returned with a tail, headed by George Cheek, who came striding and slouching up the room, and stuck himself down on Lady Scattercashs right. The small boys squeezed themselves in as they could, one by Captain Seedeybuck, another by Captain Bouncey, one by Miss Glitters, a fourth by Miss Howard, and so on. They all fell ravenously upon the provisions.

Gobble, gobble, gobble was the order of the day.

Well, and how often have you been flogged this half? asked Lady Scattercash of George Cheek, as she gave him a cup of coffee.

Her ladyship hadnt much liking for youths of his age, and would just as soon vex them as not.

Well, and how often have you been flogged this half? asked she again, not getting an answer to her first inquiry.

Not at all, growled Cheek, reddening up.

Oh, flogged! exclaimed Miss Glitters. You wouldnt have a young man like him flogged; its only the little boys that get that  is it, Mister Cheek?

To be sure not, assented the youth.

Mister Cheeks a man, observed Miss Glitters, eyeing him archly, as he sat stuffing his mouth with currant-loaf plentifully besmeared with raspberry-jam. Hell be wanting a wife soon, added she, smiling across the table at Captain Seedeybuck.

I question but hes got one, observed the captain.

No, ar havent, replied Cheek, pleased at the imputation.

Then theres a chance for you. Miss G., retorted the captain. Mrs. George Cheek would look well on a glazed card with gilt edges.

What a cub! exclaimed Miss Howard, in disgust.

Youre another, replied Master Cheek, amidst a roar of laughter from the party.

Well, but you ask your master if you maynt have a wife next half, and well see if we cant arrange matters, observed Miss Glitters.

Noo, ar sharnt, replied George, stuffing his mouth full of preserved apricot.

Why not? asked Miss Howard, Because  because  arll have somethin younger, replied George.

Bravo, young Chesterfield! exclaimed Miss Howard; adding, what it is to be thick with Lord John Manners!

Arm not, growled the boy, amidst the mirth of the company.

Well, but what must we do with these little (hiccup)? asked Sir Harry, at last rising from the breakfast-table, and looking listlessly round the company for an answer.

Oh! liquor them well, and send them home to their mammas, suggested Captain Bouncey, who was all for the drink.

But they wont take their (hiccup), replied Sir Harry, holding up a Curacao bottle to show how little had disappeared.

Try them with cherry brandy, suggested Captain Seedeybuck; adding, its sweeter. Now, young man, continued he, addressing George Cheek, as he poured him out a wineglassful, this is the real Daffys elixir that you read of in the papers. Its the finest compound that ever was known. It will make your hair curl, your whiskers grow, and you a man before your mother.

N-o-a, n-o-ar, dont want any more, growled the young gentleman, turning away in disgust. Ar wont drink any more.

Well, but be sociable, observed Miss Howard, helping herself to a glass.

N-o-a, no, ar dont want to be sociable, growled he, diving into his trouser-pockets, and wriggling about on his chair.

Well, then, what will you do? asked Miss Howard.

Hunt, replied the youth.

Hunt! exclaimed Bob Spangles; why, the grounds as hard as bricks.

N-o-a, its not, replied the youth.

What a whelp! exclaimed Miss Howard, rising from the table in disgust.

My Uncle Jellyboy wouldnt let such a frost stop him, I know, observed the boy.

Whos your Uncle Jellyboy? asked Miss Glitters.

Hes a farmer, and keeps a few harriers at Scutley, observed Bob Spangles, sotto voce.

And is that your extraordinary horse with all the legs? asked Miss Howard, putting her glass to her eye, and scrutinizing a lank, woolly-coated weed, getting led about by a blue-aproned gardener. Is that your extraordinary horse, with all the legs? repeated she, following the animal about with her glass.

Hoots, it hasnt more legs than other peoples, growled George.

Its got ten, at all events, replied Miss Howard, to the astonishment of the juveniles.

Nor, it hasnt, replied George.

Yes, it has, rejoined the lady.

Nor, it hasnt, repeated George.

Come and see, said the lady; adding, perhaps its put out some since you got off.

George slouched up to where she stood at the window.

Now, said he, as the gardener turned the horse round, and he saw it had but four, how many has it?

Ten! replied Miss Howard.

Hoots, replied George, you think its April Fools Day, I dare say.

No, I dont, replied Miss Howard; but I maintain your horse has ten legs. See, now! continued she, what do you call these coming here?

His two forelegs, replied George.

Well, two fours  twice fours eight, eh? and his two hind ones make ten.

Hoots, growled George, amidst the mirth of his comrades, youre makin a fool o one.

Well, but what must I do with all these little (hiccup) creatures? asked Sir Harry again, seeing the plot still thickening outside.

Turn them out a bagman? suggested Mr. Sponge, in an undertone; adding, Watchorn has a three-legged un, I know, in the hay-loft.

Oh, Watchorn wouldnt (hiccup) on such a day as this, replied Sir Harry. New Years Day, too  most likely away, seeing his young hounds at walk.

We might see, at all events, observed Mr. Sponge.

Well, assented Sir Harry, ringing the bell. Peter, said he, as the servant answered the summons, I wish you would (hiccup) to Mr. Watchorns, and ask if hell have the kindness to (hiccup) down here. Sir Harry was obliged to be polite, for Watchorn, too, was on the free list as Miss Glitters called it.

Yes, Sir Harry, replied Peter, leaving the room.

Presently Peters white legs were seen wending their way among the laurels and evergreens, in the direction of Mr. Watchorns house; he having a house and grass for six cows, all whose milk, he declared, went to the puppies and young hounds. Luckily, or unluckily perhaps, Mr. Watchorn was at home, and was in the act of shaving as Peter entered. He was a square-built dark-faced, dark-haired, good-looking, ill-looking fellow who cultivated his face on the four-course system of husbandry. First, he had a bare fallow  we mean a clean shave; that of course was followed by a full crop of hair all over, except on his upper lip; then he had a soldiers shave, off by the ear; which in turn was followed by a Newgate frill. The latter was his present style. He had now no whiskers, but an immense protuberance of bristly black hair, rising like a wave above his kerchief. Though he cared no more about hunting than his master, he was very fond of his red coat, which he wore on all occasions, substituting a hat for a cap when off duty, as he called it. Having attired himself in his best scarlet, of which he claimed three a year  one for wet days, one for dry days, another for high days  very natty kerseymere shorts and gaiters, with a small-striped, standing-collar, toilenette waistcoat, he proceeded to obey the summons.

Watchorn, said Sir Harry, as the important gentleman appeared at the breakfast-room door Watchorn, these young (hiccup) gentlemen want a (hiccup) hunt.

Oh! want must be their master, Sir Arry, replied Watchorn, with a broad grin on his flushed face, for he had been drinking all night, and was half drunk then.

Cant you manage it? asked Sir Harry, mildly.

Ow ist possible. Sir Arry, asked the huntsman, ow ist possible? No mans fonder of untin than I am, but to turn out on sich a day as this would be a daring  a desperate violation of all the laws of registered propriety. The Popes bull would be nothin to it!

How so? asked Sir Harry, puzzled with the jumble.

How so? repeated Watchorn; how so? Why, in the fust place, its a mortal ard frost, arder nor hiron; in the second place, Ive got no arrangements made  you cant turn out a pack of igh-bred fox-ounds as you would a lot of staggers or muggers; and, in the third place, youll knock all your nags to bits, and they are a deal better in their wind than they are on their legs, as it is. No, Sir Arry  no, continued he, slowly and thoughtfully. No, Sir Arry, no. Be Cardinal Wiseman, for once. Sir Arry; be Cardinal Wiseman for once, and dont think of it.

Well, replied Sir Harry, looking at George Cheek, I suppose theres no help for it.

It was quite a thaw where I came from, observed Cheek, half to Sir Harry and half to the huntsman.

Deed, sir, deed, replied Mr. Watchorn, with a chuck of his fringed chin, it generally is a thaw everywhere but where hounds meet.

My Uncle Jollyboy wouldnt be stopped by such a frost as this, observed Cheek.

Deed, sir, deed, replied Watchorn, your Uncle Jellyboys a very fine feller, I dare say  very fine feller; no such conjurers in these parts as he is. What man dare, I dare; he who dares more, is no man, added Watchorn, giving his fat thigh a hearty slap.

Well done, old Talliho! exclaimed Miss Glitters. Well have you on the stage next.

What will you wet your whistle with after your fine speech? asked Lady Scattercash.

Take a tumbler of chumpine, if there is any, replied Watchorn, looking about for a long-necked bottle.

Fear youll come on badly, observed Captain Seedeybuck, holding up an empty one, for Bouncey and I have just finished the last; the captain chucking the bottle sideways on to the floor, and rolling it towards its companion in the corner.

Have a fresh bottle, suggested Lady Scattercash, drawing the bell-string at her chair.

Champagne, said her ladyship, as the footman answered the summons.

Two on em! exclaimed Captain Bouncey.

Three! shouted Sir Harry.

Well have a regular set-to, observed Miss Howard, who was fond of champagne.

New Years Day, replied Bouncey, and ought to be properly observed.

Presently, Fiz  z,  pop,  bang! Fiz  z,  pop,  bang! went the bottles; and, as the hissing beverage foamed over the bottle-necks, glasses were sought and held out to catch the creaming contents.

Heres a (hiccup) happy new year to us all! exclaimed Sir Harry, drinking off his wine. H-o-o-ray! exclaimed the company in irregular order, as they drank off theirs.

Well drink Mr. Watchorn and the Nonsuch hounds! exclaimed Bob Spangles, as Watchorn, having drained off his tumbler, replaced it on the sideboard.

With all the honours! exclaimed Captain Cutitfat, filling his glass and rising to give the time; Watchorn, your good health! Watchorn, your good health! sounded from all parts, which Watchorn kept acknowledging, and looking about for the means to return the compliment, his friends being more intent upon drinking his health than upon supplying him with wine. At last he caught the third of a bottle of chumpine, and, emptying it into his tumbler, held it up while he thus addressed them:

Genlemen all! said he, I thank you most ticklarly for this mark of your tention (applause); its most gratifying to my feelins to be thus remembered (applause). I could say a great deal more, but the liquor wont wait. So saying, he drained off his glass while the wine effervesced.

Well, and what dye (hiccup) of the weather now? asked Sir Harry, as his huntsman again deposited his tumbler on the sideboard.

Pon my soul! Sir Arry, replied Watchorn, quite briskly, I really think we might unt  we might try, at all events. The day seems changed, someow, added he, staring vacantly out of the window on the bright sunny landscape, with the leafless trees dancing before his eyes.

I think so, said Sir Harry. What do you think, Mr. Sponge? added he, appealing to our hero.

Half an hour may make a great difference, observed Mr. Sponge. The sun will then be at its best.

Well try, at all events, observed Sir Harry.

Thats right, exclaimed George Cheek, waving a scarlet bandana over his head.

I shall expect you to ride up to the ounds, young gent, observed Watchorn, darting an angry look at the speaker.

Wont I, old boy! exclaimed George; ride over you, if you dont get out of the way.

Deed, sneered the huntsman, whisking about to leave the room; muttering, as he passed behind the large Indian screen at the door, something about jawing jackanapes, well called Cheek.

Unt in alf an hour! exclaimed Watchorn, from the steps of the front door; an announcement that was received by the little Raws, and little Spooneys, and little Baskets, and little Bulgeys, and little Bricks, and little others, with rapturous applause.

All was now commotion and hurry-scurry inside and out; glasses were drained, lips wiped, and napkins thrown hastily away, while ladies and gentlemen began grouping and talking about hats and habits, and what they should ride.

You go with me, Orlando, said Lady Scattercash to our friend Bugles, recollecting the quantity of diachylon plaster it had taken to repair the damage of his former equestrian performance. You go with me, Orlando, said she, in the phaeton; and Ill lend Lucy, nodding towards Miss Glitters, my habit and horse.

Who can lend me a coat? asked Captain Seedeybuck, examining the skirts of a much frayed invisible-green surtout.

A coat! replied Captain Quod; I can lend you a Joinville, if that will do as well, the captain feeling his own extensive one as he spoke.

Hardly, said Seedeybuck, turning about to ask Sir Harry.

What!  you are going to give Watchorn a tussle, are you? asked Captain Cutitfat of George Cheek, as the latter began adjusting the fox-toothed riband about his hat.

I believe you, replied George, with a knowing jerk of his head; adding, it wont take much to beat him.

What! hes a slow un, is he? asked Cutitfat, in an undertone.

Slowest coach I ever saw, growled George.

Wont ride, wont he? asked the Captain.

Not if he can help it, replied George, adding, but hes such a shocking huntsman  never saw such a huntsman in all my life.

Georges experience lay between his Uncle Jellyboy, who rode eighteen stone and a half, Tom Scramble, the pedestrian huntsman of the Slowfoot hounds, near Mr. Latheringtons, and Mr. Watchorn. But critics, especially hunting ones, are all ready made, as Lord Byron said.

Well, wed better disperse and get ready, observed Bob Spangles, making for the door; whereupon the tide of population flowed that way, and the room was presently cleared.

George Cheek and the juveniles then returned to their friends in the front; and George got up pony races among the Johnny Raws, the Baskets, the Bulgeys, and the Spooneys, thrice round the carriage ring and a distance, to the detriment of the gravel and the discomfiture of the flower-bed in the centre.


CHAPTER LXIV

THE KENNEL AND THE STUD
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WE WILL NOW accompany Mr. Watchorn to the stable, whither his resolute legs carried him as soon as the champagne wrought the wonderful change in his opinion of the weather, though, as he every now and then crossed a spangled piece of ground upon which the sun had not struck, or stopped to crack a piece of ice with his toe, he shook his heated head and doubted whether he was Cardinal Wiseman for making the attempt. Nothing but the fact of his considering it perfectly immaterial whether he was with his hounds or not encouraged him in the undertaking. Dash them! said he, they must just take care of themselves. With which laudable resolution, and an inward anathema at George Cheek, he left off trying the ground and tapping the ice.

Watchorns hurried, excited appearance produced little satisfaction among the grooms and helpers at the stables, who were congratulating themselves on the opportune arrival of the frost, and arranging how they should spend their New Years Day.

Look sharp, lads! look sharp! exclaimed he, clapping his hands as he ran up the yard. Look sharp, lads! look sharp! repeated he, as the astonished helpers showed their bare arms and dirty shirts at the partially opened doors, responsive to the sound. Send Snaffle here, send Brown here, send Green here, send Snooks here, exclaimed he, with the air of a man in authority.

Now Snaffle was the stud-groom, a personage altogether independent of the huntsman, and, in the ordinary course of nature, Snaffle had just as much right to send for Watchorn as Watchorn had to send for him; but Watchorn being, as we said before, some way connected with Lady Scattercash, he just did as he liked among the whole of them, and they were too good judges to rebel.

Snaffle, said he, as the portly, well-put-on personage waddled up to him; Snaffle, said he, how many sound osses have you?

None, sir, replied Snaffle confidently.

How many three-legged uns have you that can go, then?

Oh! a good many, replied Snaffle, raising his hands to tell them off on his fingers. Theres Hop-the-twig, and Hannah Bell (Hannibal), and Ugly Jade, and Sir-danapalis  the Baronet as we calls him  and Harkaway, and Hit-me-hard, and Single-peeper, and Jacks-alive, and Groggytoes, and Greedyboy, and Puff-and-blow; thats to say two and three-legged uns, at least, observed Snaffle, qualifying his original assertion.

Ah, well! said Watchorn, thatll do  two legs are too many for some of the rips theyll have to carry  Let me see, continued he thoughtfully, Ill ride Arkaway.

Yes, sir, said Snaffle.

Sir Arry, It-me-ard.

Wont you put him on Sir-danapalis? asked Snaffle.

No, replied Watchorn, no; I wants to save the Bart.  I wants to save the Bart. Sir Arry must ride It-me-ard.

Is her ladyship going? asked Snaffle.

Her ladyship drives, replied Watchorn. And you. Snooks, addressing a bare-armed helper, tell Mr. Traces to turn her out a pony phaeton and pair, with fresh rosettes and all complete, you know.

Yes sir, said Snooks, with a touch of his forelock.

And youd better tell Mr. Leather to have a horse for his master, observed Watchorn to Snaffle, unless as how you wish to put him on one of yours.

Not I, exclaimed Snaffle; have enough to mount without him. Dye know how manyll be goin? asked he.

No, replied Watchorn, hurrying off; adding, as he went, oh, hang em, just saddle em all, and let em scramble for em.

The scene then changed. Instead of hissing helpers pursuing their vocations in stable or saddle-room, they began bustling about with saddles on their heads and bridles in their hands, the day of expected ease being changed into one of unusual trouble. Mr. Leather declared, as he swept the clothes over Multum-in-Parvos tail, that it was the most unconscionable proceeding he had ever witnessed; and muttered something about the quiet comforts he had left at Mr. Jogglebury Crowdeys, hinting his regret at having come to Sir Harrys, in a sort of dialogue with himself as he saddled the horse. The beauties of the last place always come out strong when a servant gets to another. But we must accompany Mr. Watchorn.

Though his early career with the Camberwell and Balham Hill Union harriers had not initiated him much into the delicacies of the chase, yet, recollecting the presence of Mr. Sponge, he felt suddenly seized with a desire of doing things as they should be; and he went muttering to the kennel, thinking how he would leave Dinnerbell and Prosperous at home, and how the pack would look quite as well without Frantic running half a field ahead, or old Stormer and Stunner bringing up the rear with long protracted howls. He doubted, indeed, whether he would take Desperate, who was an incorrigible skirter; but as she was not much worse in this respect than Chatterer or Harmony, who was also an inveterate babbler, and the pack would look rather short without them, he reserved the point for further consideration, as the judges say.

His speculations were interrupted by arriving at the kennel, and finding the door fast, he looked under the slate, and above the frame, and inside the window, and on the wall, for the key; and his shake, and kick, and clatter were only answered by a full chorus from the excited company within.

Hang the feller! whats got im! exclaimed he, meaning Joe Haggish, the feeder, whom he expected to find there.

Joe, however, was absent; not holiday-making, but on a diplomatic visit to Mr. Greystones, the miller, at Splashford, who had positively refused to supply any more meal, until his little bill (£430) for the three previous years was settled; and flesh being very scarce in the country, the hounds were quite light and fit to go. Joe had gone to try and coax Greystones out of a ton or two of meal, on the strength of its being New Years Day.

Dash the feller! wots gotim? exclaimed Watchorn, seizing the latch, and rattling it furiously. The melody of the hungry pack increased. Ord rot the door! exclaimed the infuriated huntsman, setting his back against it; at the first push, open it flew. Watchorn fell back, and the astonished pack poured over his prostrate body, regardless alike of his holiday coat, his tidy tie, and toilenette vest. What a scrimmage! What a kick-up was there! Away the hounds scampered, towling and howling, some up to the fleshwheel, to see if there was any meat; some to the bone heap, to see if there was any there; others down to the dairy, to try and effect an entrance in it; while Launcher, and Lightsome, and Burster, rushed to the backyard of Nonsuch House, and were presently over ears in the pig-pail.

Get me my horn! get me my whop!  get me my cap!  get me my bouts! exclaimed Watchorn, as he recovered his legs, and saw his wife eyeing the scene from the door. Get me my bouts!  get me my cap!  get me my whop!  get me my horn, woman! continued he, reversing the order of things, and rubbing the hounds feetmarks off his clothes as he spoke.

Mrs. Watchorn was too well drilled to dwell upon orders, and she met her lord and master in the passage with the enumerated articles in her hand. Watchorn having deposited himself on an entrance-hall chair  for it was a roomy, well-furnished house, having been the stewards while there was anything to take care of  Mrs. Watchorn proceeded to strip off his gaiters while he drew on his boots and crowned himself with his cap. Mrs. Watchorn then buckled on his spurs, and he hurried off, horn in hand, desiring her to have him a basin of turtle-soup ready against he came in; adding, She knew where to get it. The frosty air then resounded with the twang, twang, twang of his horn, and hounds began drawing up from all quarters, just as sportsmen cast up at a meet from no one knows where.

He-here, hounds  he-here, good dogs! cried he, coaxing and making much of the first-comers: he-here. Galloper, old boy! continued he, diving into his coat-pocket, and throwing him a bit of biscuit. The appearance of food had a very encouraging effect, for forthwith there was a general rush towards Watchorn, and it was only by rating and swinging his whop about that he prevented the pack from pawing, and perhaps downing him. At length, having got them somewhat tranquillized, he set off on his return to the stables, coaxing the shy hounds, and rating and rapping those that seemed inclined to break away. Thus he managed to march into the stable-yard in pretty good order, just as the house party arrived in the opposite direction, attired in the most extraordinary and incongruous habiliments. There was Bob Spangles, in a swallow-tailed, mulberry-coloured scarlet, that looked like an old pen-wiper, white duck trousers, and lack-lustre Napoleon boots; Captain Cutitfat, in a smart new Moses and Sons straight-cut scarlet, with bloodhound heads on the buttons, yellow-ochre leathers, and Wellington boots with drab knee-caps; little Bouncey in a tremendously baggy long-backed scarlet, whose gaping outside-pockets showed that they had carried its late owners hands as well as his handkerchief; the clumsy device on the tarnished buttons looking quite as much like sheeps-heads as foxes. Bounceys tight tweed trousers were thrust into a pair of wide fishermans boots, which, but for his little roundabout stomach, would have swallowed him up bodily. Captain Quod appeared in a venerable dresscoat of the Melton Hunt, made in the popular reign of Mr. Errington, whose much-stained and smeared silk facings bore testimony to the good cheer it had seen. As if in contrast to the light airiness of this garment, Quod had on a tremendously large shaggy brown waistcoat, with horn buttons, a double tier of pockets, and a nick out in front. With an unfair partiality his nether man was attired in a pair of shabby old black, or rather brown, dress trousers, thrust into long Wellington boots with brass heel spurs. Captain Seedeybuck had on a spruce swallow-tailed green coat of Sir Harrys, a pair of old tweed trousers of his own, thrust into long chamois-leather opera-boots, with red morocco tops, giving the whole a very unique and novel appearance. Mr. Orlando Bugles, though going to drive with my lady, thought it incumbent to put on his jack-boots, and appeared in kerseymere shorts, and a highly frogged and furred blue frock-coat, with the corner of a musked cambric kerchief acting the part of a star on his breast.

Here comes old sixteen-stringd Jack! exclaimed Bob Spangles, as his brother-in-law, Sir Harry, came hitching and limping along, all strings, and tapes, and ends, as usual, followed by Mr. Sponge in the strict and severe order of sporting costume; double-stitched, back-stitched, sleeve-strapped, pull-devil, pull-baker coat, broad corduroy vest with fox-teeth buttons, still broader corded breeches, and the redoubtable vinegar tops. Now were all ready! exclaimed Bob, working his arms as if anxious to be off, and giving a shrill shilling-gallery whistle with his fingers, causing the stable-doors to fly open, and the variously tackled steeds to emerge from their stalls.

A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! exclaimed Miss Glitters, running up as fast as her long habit, or rather Lady Scattercashs long habit, would allow her. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! repeated she, diving into the throng.

White Surrey is saddled for the field, replied Mr. Orlando Bugles, drawing himself up pompously, and waving his right hand gracefully towards her ladyships Arab palfrey, inwardly congratulating himself that Miss Glitters was going to be bumped upon it instead of him.

Give us a leg up, Seedey! exclaimed Lucy Glitters to the gent of the green coat, fearing that Miss Howard, who was a little behind, might claim the horse.

Captain Seedeybuck seized her pretty little uplifted foot and vaulted her into the saddle as light as a cork. Taking the horse gently by the mouth, she gave him the slightest possible touch with the whip, and moved him about at will, instead of fretting and fighting him as the clumsy, heavy-handed Bugles had done. She looked beautiful on horseback, and for a time riveted the attention of our sportsmen. At length they began to think of themselves, and then there were such climbings on, and clutchings, and catchings, and clingings, and gently-ings, and who-ho-ings, and who-ah-ings, and questionings if such a horse was quiet? if another could leap well? if a third had a good mouth? and whether a fourth ever ran away?

Take my port-stirrup up two oles! exclaimed Captain Bouncey from the top of high Hop-the-twig, sticking out a leg to let the groom do it.

The captain had affected the sea instead of the land service, while a betting-list keeper, and found the bluff sailor character very taking.

Avast there! exclaimed he, as the groom ran the buckle up to the desired hole. Now, said he, gathering up the reins in a bunch, how many knots an hour can this orse go?

Twenty, replied the man, thinking he meant miles.

Let her go, then! exclaimed the captain, kicking the horses sides with his spurless heels.

Mr. Watchorn now mounted Harkaway; Sir Harry scrambled on to Hit-me-hard; Miss Howard was hoisted on to Groggytoes, and all the rest being fit with horses of some sort or other, and the races in the front being over the juveniles poured into the yard. Lady Scattercashs pony-phaeton turned out, and our friends were at length ready for a start.


CHAPTER LXV

THE HUNT
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WHILE THE FOREGOING arrangements were in progress, Mr. Watchorn had desired Slarkey, the knife-boy, to go into the old hay-loft and take the three-legged fox he would find, and put him down among the laurels by the summer-house, where he would draw up to him all reglar like. Accordingly, Slarkey went, but the old cripple having mounted the rafters, Slarkey didnt see him, or rather seeing but one fox, he clutched him, with a greater regard to his not biting him than to seeing how many legs he had; consequently he bagged an uncommonly fine old dog fox, that Wiley Tom had just stolen from Lord Scamperdales new cover at Faggotfurze; and it was not until Slarkey put him down among the bushes, and saw how lively he went, that he found out his mistake. However, there was no help for it, and he had just time to pocket the bag when Watchorns half-drunken cheer, and the reverberating cracks of ponderous whips on either side of the Dean, announced the approach of the pack.

He-leu in there! cried Watchorn to the hounds. Ord, dommee, but its slippy, said he to himself. Have at him. Plunderer, good dog! I wish I may be Cardinal Wiseman for comin, added he, seeing how his breath showed on the air. Ho-o-i-cks! pash im hup! Ill be dashed if I shant be down! exclaimed he, as his horse slid a long slide. He-leu, in! Conqueror, old boy! continued he, exclaiming loud enough for Mr. Sponge who was drawing near to hear, find us a fox thatll give us five and forty minnits! the speaker inwardly hoping they might chop their bagman in cover. Y-o-o-icks! rout him out! continued he, getting more energetic. Y-o-o-icks! wind him! Y-o-o-icks! stir us hup a teaser!

No go, I think, observed George Cheek, ambling up on his leggy weed.

No go, ye young infidel, growled Watchorn, who taught you to talk about gos, I wonder? ought to be at school larnin to cipher, or ridin the globes, Mr. Watchorn not exactly knowing what the term use of the globes, meant. Dye call that nothin! exclaimed he, taking off his cap as he viewed the fox stealing along the gravel walk; adding to himself, as he saw his even action, and full, well-tagged brush, Ord rot him, hes got hold of the wrong un!

It was, however, no time for thought. In an instant the welkin rang with the outburst of the pack and the clamour of the field. Talli ho! Talli ho! Talli ho! Hoop! Hoop! Hoop! cried a score of voices, and Twang! twang! twang! went the shrill horn of the huntsman. The whips, too, stood in their stirrups, cracking their ponderous thongs, which sounded like guns upon the frosty air, and contributed their Get together! get together, hounds! Hark away! Hark away! Hark away! Hark to the general uproar. Oh, what a row, what a riot, what a racket! Watchorn being in for it, and recollecting how many saw a start who never thought of seeing a finish, immediately got his horse by the head, and singled himself out from the crowd now pressing at his horses heels, determining, if the hounds didnt run into their fox in the park, to ride them off the scent at the very first opportunity. The chumpine being still alive within him, in the excitement of the moment he leaped the hand-gate leading out of the shrubberies into the park; the noise the horse made in taking off resembling the trampling on wood-pavement.

Cuss it, but its ard! exclaimed he, as the horse slid two or three yards as he alighted on the frozen field.

George Cheek followed him; and Multum-in-Parvo, taking the bit deliberately between his teeth, just walked through the gate, as if it had been made of paper.

Ah, ye brute! groaned Mr. Sponge, in disgust, digging the Latchfords into his sides, as if he intended to make them meet in the middle. Ah, ye brute! repeated he, giving him a hearty cropper as he put up his head after trying to kick him off.

Thank you! exclaimed Miss Glitters, cantering up; adding, you cleared the way nicely for me.

Nicely he had cleared it for them all; and the pent-up tide of equestrianism now poured over the park like the flood of an irrigated water meadow. Such ponies! such horses! such hugging! such kicking! such scrambling! and so little progress with many!

The park being extensive  three hundred acres or more  there was ample space for the aspiring ones to single themselves out; and as Lady Scattercash and Orlando sat in the pony-phaeton, on the rising ground by the keepers house, they saw a dark-clad horseman (George Cheek), Old Gingerbread Boots, as they called Mr. Sponge, with Lucy Glitters alongside of him, gradually stealing away from the crowd, and creeping up to Mr. Watchorn, who was sailing away with the hounds.

What a scrimmage! exclaimed her ladyship, standing up in the carriage, and eyeing the

Strange confusion in the vale below.

Theres Bob in his old purple, said she, eyeing her brother hustling along; and theres Fat in his new Moses and Son; and Bouncey in poor Waxs coat; and theres Harry all legs and wings, as usual, added she, as her husband was seen flibberty-gibbertying it along.

And theres Lucy; and wheres Miss Howard, I wonder? observed Orlando, straining his eyes after the scrambling field.

Nothing but the inspiriting aid of chumpine, and the hope that the thing would soon terminate, sustained Mr. Watchorn under the infliction in which he so unexpectedly found himself; for nothing would have tempted him to brave such a frost with the burning scent of a game four-legged fox. The park being spacious, and enclosed by a high plank paling, he hoped the fox would have the manners to confine himself within it; and so long as his threadings and windings favoured the supposition, our huntsman bustled along, yelling and screaming in apparent ecstasy at the top of his voice. The hounds, to be sure, wanted keeping together, for Frantic as usual had shot ahead, while the gorged pigpailers could never extricate themselves from the ponies.

F-o-o-o-r-r-a-r-d! f-o-o-o-r-r-a-r-d! f-o-o-o-r-r-a-r-d! elongated Watchorn, rising in his stirrups, and looking back with a grin at George Cheek, who was plying his weed with the whip, exclaiming, Ah, you confounded young warmint, Ill give you a warmin! Ill teach you to jaw about untin!

As he turned his head straight to look at his hounds, he was shocked to see Frantic falling backwards from a first attempt to leap the park-palings, and just as she gathered herself for a second effort, Desperate, Chatterer, and Galloper, charged in line and got over. Then came the general rush of the pack, attended with the usual success  some over, some back, some a-top of others.

Oh, the devil! exclaimed Watchorn, pulling up short in a perfect agony of despair. Oh, the devil! repeated he in a lower tone, as Mr. Sponge approached.

Wheres there a gate? roared our friend, skating up.

Gate! theres never a gate within a mile, and thats locked, replied Watchorn sulkily.

Then here goes! replied Mr. Sponge, gathering the chestnut together to give him an opportunity of purging himself of his previous faux pas. Here goes! repeated he, thrusting his hard hat firmly on his head. Taking his horse back a few paces, Mr. Sponge crammed him manfully at the palings, and got over with a rap.

Well done you! exclaimed Miss Glitters in delight; adding to Watchorn, Now, old Beardey, you go next.

Beardey was irresolute. He pretended to be anxious to get the tail hounds over.

Clear the way, then! exclaimed Miss Glitters, putting her horse back, her bright eyes flashing as she spoke. She took him back as far as Mr. Sponge had done, touched him with the whip, and in an instant she was high in the air, landing safely on the far side.

Hoo-ray! exclaimed Captains Quod and Cutitfat, who now came panting up.

Now, Mr. Watchorn! cried Captain Seedeybuck, adding, Youre a huntsman!

Yooi over, Prosperous! Yooi over, Buster! cheered Watchorn, still pretending anxiety about his hounds.

Let me have a shy, squeaked George Cheek, backing his giraffe, as he had seen Mr. Sponge and Miss Glitters do.

George took his screw by the head, and, giving him a hearty rib-roasting with his whip, ran him full tilt at the palings, and carried away half a rood.

Hoo-ray! cried the liberated field.

I knew how it would be, exclaimed Mr. Watchorn, in well-feigned disgust as he rode through the gap; adding, con-founded young waggabone! Deserves to be well chaste-tized for breakin peoples palins in that way  lettin in all the rubbishin tail.

The scene then changed. In lieu of the green, though hard, sward of the undulating park, our friends now found themselves on large frozen fallows, upon whose uneven surface the heaviest horses made no impression while the shuffling rats of ponies toiled and floundered about, almost receding in their progress. Mr. Sponge was just topping the fence out of the first one, and Miss Glitters was gathering her horse to ride at it, as Watchorn and Co. emerged from the park. Rounding the turnip-hill beyond, the leading hounds were racing with a breast-high scent, followed by the pack in long-drawn file.

What a mess! said Watchorn to himself, shading the sun from his eyes with his hand; when, remembering his rôle, he exclaimed, Y-o-o-n-der they go! as if in ecstasies at the sight. Seeing a gate at the bottom of the field, he got his horse by the head, and rattled him across the fallow, blowing his horn more in hopes of stopping the pack than with a view of bringing up the tail-hounds. He might have saved his breath, for the music of the pack completely drowned the noise of the horn. Dash it! said he, thumping the broad end against his thigh; I wish I was quietly back in my parlour. Hold up, horse! roared he, as Harkaway nearly came on his haunches in pulling up at the gate. I know whos not Cardinal Wiseman, continued he, stooping to open it.

The gate was fast, and he had to alight and lift it off its hinges. Just as he had done so, and had got it sufficiently open for a horse to pass, George Cheek came up from behind, and slipped through before him.
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Oh, you unrighteous young renegade! Did ever mortal see sich an uncivilized trick? roared Watchorn; adding, as he climbed on to his horse again, and went spluttering through the frozen turnips after the offender, Youve no quaintance with Lord John Manners, I think!

Oh dear!  oh dear! exclaimed he, as his horse nearly came on his head, but this is the most punishin affair I ever was in at. Puseyisms nothin to it. And thereupon he indulged in no end of anathemas at Slarkey for bringing the wrong fox.

About time to take soundings, and cast anchor, isnt it? gasped Captain Bouncey, toiling up red-hot on his pulling horse in a state of utter exhaustion, as Watchorn stood craneing and looking at a rasper through which Mr. Sponge and Miss Glitters had passed, without disturbing a twig.

C  a  s  t anchor! exclaimed Watchorn, in a tone of derision not this half-hour yet, I hope!  not this forty minnits yet, I hope;  not this hour and twenty minnits yet, I hope! continued he, putting his horse irresolutely at the fence. The horse blundered through it, barking Watchorns nose with a branch.

Ord rot it, cut off my nose! exclaimed he, muffling it up in his hand. Cut off my nose clean by my face, I do believe, continued he, venturing to look into his hand for it. Well, said he, eyeing the slight stain of blood on his glove, this will be a lesson to me as long as I live. If ever I unt again in a frost, may I be  . Thank goodness! theyve checked at last! exclaimed he, as the music suddenly ceased, and Mr. Sponge and Miss Glitters sat motionless together on their panting, smoking steeds.

Watchorn then stuck spurs to his horse, and being now on a flat rushy pasture, with a bridle-gate into the field where the hounds were casting, he hustled across, preparing his horn for a blow as soon as he got there.

Twang  twang  twang  twang, he went, riding up the hedgerow in the contrary direction to what the hounds leant. Twang  twang  twang, he continued, inwardly congratulating himself that the fox would never face the troop of urchins he saw coming down with their guns.

Hang him!  hes never that way! observed Mr. Sponge, sotto voce, to Miss Glitters. Hes never that way, repeated he, seeing how Frantic flung to the right.

Twang  twang  twang, went the horn, but the hounds regarded it not.

Do, Mr. Sponge, put the hounds to me! roared Mr. Watchorn, dreading lest they might hit off the scent.

Mr. Sponge answered the appeal by turning his horse the way the hounds were feathering, and giving them a slight cheer.

Ord rot it! roared Watchorn, do let em alone! thats a fresh fox! ours is over the ill, pointing towards Bonnyfield Hill.

Hoop! hallooed Mr. Sponge, taking off his hat, as Frantic hit off the scent to the right, and Galloper, and Melody, and all the rest scored to cry.

Oh, you confounded brown-bouted beggar! exclaimed Mr. Watchorn, returning his horn to its case, and eyeing Mr. Sponge and Miss Glitters sailing away with the again breast-high-scent pack. Oh, you exorbitant usurer! continued he, gathering his horse to skate after them. Well now, thats the most disgraceful proceedin I ever saw in the whole course of my life. Hang me, if Ill stand such work! Dash me, but Ill quaint the Queen!  Ill tell Sir George Grey! Ill write to Mr. Walpole! Fo-orrard! fo-orrard! hallooed he, as Bob Spangles and Bouncey popped upon him unexpectedly from behind, exclaiming with well-feigned glee, as he pointed to the streaming pack with his whip, Ord dash it, but were in for a good thing!

Little Bounceys horse was still yawning and star-gazing, and Bouncey, being quite unequal to riding him and well-nigh exhausted, downed him against a rubbing-post in the middle of a field, making a cannon with his own and his horses head, and was immediately the centre of attraction for the panting tail. Bouncey got near a pint of sherry from among them before he recovered from the shock. So anxious were they about him, that not one of them thought of resuming the chase. Even the lagging whips couldnt leave him. George Cheek was presently hors de combat in a hedge, and Watchorn seeing him see-sawing, exclaimed, as he slipped through a gate:

Ill send your mar to you, you young umbug.

Watchorn would gladly have stopped too, for the fumes of the champagne were dead within him, and the riding was becoming every minute more dangerous. He trotted on, hoping each jump of brown boots would be the last, and inwardly wishing the wearer at the devil. Thus he passed through a considerable extent of country, over Harrowdale Lordship, or reputed Lordship, past Roundington Tower, down Sloppyside Banks, and on to Cheeseington Green; the severity of his affliction being alone mitigated by the intervention of accommodating roads and lines of field gates. These, however, Mr. Sponge generally declined, and went crashing on, now over high places, now over low, just as they came in his way, closely followed by the fair Lucy Glitters.

Well, I never seed sich a man as that! exclaimed Watchorn, eyeing Mr. Sponge clearing a stiff flight of rails, with a gap near at hand. Nor woman nouther! added he, as Miss Glitters did the like. Well, Im dashed if it arnt dangerous! continued he, thumping his hand against his thick thigh, as the white nearly slipped upon landing. F-o-r-r-ard! for-rard! hoop! screeched he, as he saw Miss Glitters looking back to see where he was. F-o-r-rard! for-rard! repeated he; adding, in apparent delight, My eyes, but were in for a stinger! Hold up, horse! roared he, as his horse now went starring up to the knees through a long sheet of ice, squirting the clayey water into his riders face. Hold up! repeated he, adding, Im dashed if one mightnt as well be crashin over the Christial Palace as ridin over a country froze in this way! Ord rot it, how cold it is! continued he, blowing on his finger-ends; I declare my ands are quite numb. Well done, old brown bouts! exclaimed he, as a crash on the right attracted his attention; well done, old brown bouts!  broke every bar i the gate! adding, but Ill let Mr. Buckram know the way his beautiful horses are bused. Well, continued he, after a long skate down the grassy side of Ditchburn Lane, theres no fun in this  none whatever. Who the deuce would be a huntsman that could be anything else? Dash it! Id rayther be a hosier  Id rayther be a atter  Id rayther be an undertaker  Id rayther be a Pusseyite parson  Id rayther be a pig-jobber  Id rayther be a besom-maker  Id rayther be a dogs-meat man  Id rayther be a cats-meat man  Id rayther go about a sellin of chick-weed and sparrow-grass! added he, as his horse nearly slipped up on his haunches.

Thank eavens theres relief at last! exclaimed he, as on rising Gimmerhog Hill he saw Farmer Saintfoins southdowns wheeling and clustering, indicative of the fox having passed; thank eavens, theres relief at last! repeated he, reining up his horse to see the hounds charge them.

Mr. Sponge and Miss Glitters were now in the bottom below, fighting their way across a broad mill-course with a very stiff fence on the taking-off side.

Hold up! roared Mr. Sponge, as, having bored a hole through the fence, he found himself on the margin of the water-race. The horse did hold up, and landed him  not without a scramble  on the far side. Run him at it, Lucy! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, turning his horse half round to his fair companion. Run him at it, Lucy! repeated he; and Lucy fortunately hitting the gap, skimmed oer the water like a swallow on a summers eve.

Well done! youre a trump! exclaimed Mr. Sponge, standing in his stirrups, and holding on by the mane as his horse rose the opposing hill.

He just got up in time to save the muttons; another second and the hounds would have been into them. Holding up his hand to beckon Lucy to stop, he sat eyeing them intently. Many of them had their heads up, and not a few were casting sheeps eyes at the sheep. Some few of the line hunters were persevering with the scent over the greasy ground. It was a critical moment. They cast to the right, then to the left, and again took a wider sweep in advance, returning however towards the sheep, as if they thought them the best spec after all.

Put em to me, said Mr. Sponge, giving Miss Glitters his whip; put em to me! said he, hallooing, Yor-geot, hounds!  yor-geot!  which, being interpreted, means, here again, hounds!  here again!

Oh, the conceited beggar! exclaimed Mr. Watchorn to himself, as, disappointed of his finish, he sat feeling his nose, mopping his face, and watching the proceedings. Oh, the conceited beggar! repeated he, adding, old hogany bouts is absolutely a goin to kest them.

Cast them, however, he did, proceeding very cautiously in the direction the hounds seemed to lean. They were on a piece of cold scenting ground, across which they could hardly own the scent.

Dont hurry em! cried Mr. Sponge to Miss Glitters, who was acting whipper-in with rather unnecessary vigour.

As they got under the lee of the hedge, the scent improved a little, and, from an occasional feathering stern, a hound or two indulged in a whimper, until at length they fairly broke out in a cry. Ill lose a shoe, said Watchorn to himself, looking first at the formidable leap before him, and then to see if there was any one coming up behind. Ill lose a shoe, said he. No notion of lippin of a navigable river  a downright arm of the sea, added he, getting off.

Forward! forward! screeched Mr. Sponge, capping the hounds on, when away they went, heads up and sterns down as before.

Ay, for-rard! for-rard! mimicked Mr. Watchorn; adding, youre for-rard enough, at all events.

After running about three-quarters of a mile at best pace, Mr. Sponge viewed the fox crossing a large grass field with all the steam up he could raise, a few hundred yards ahead of the pack, who were streaming along most beautifully, not viewing, but gradually gaining upon him. At last they broke from scent to view, and presently rolled him over and over among them.

Who-hoop! screamed Mr. Sponge, throwing himself off his horse and rushing in amongst them. Who-hoop! repeated he, still louder, holding the fox up in grim death above the baying pack.

Who-hoop! exclaimed Miss Glitters, reining up in delight alongside the chestnut. Who-hoop! repeated she, diving into the saddle-pocket for her lace-fringed handkerchief.

Throw me my whip! cried Mr. Sponge, repelling the attacks of the hounds from behind with his heels. Having got it, he threw the fox on the ground, and clearing a circle, he off with his brush in an instant. Tear him and eat him! cried he, as the pack broke in on the carcass. Tear him and eat him! repeated he, as he made his way up to Miss Glitters with the brush, exclaiming, Well put this in your hat, alongside the cocks feathers.
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The fair lady leant towards him, and as he adjusted it becomingly in her hat, looking at her bewitching eyes, her lovely face, and feeling the sweet fragrance of her breath, a something shot through Mr. Sponges pull-devil, pull-baker coat, his corduroy waistcoat, his Eureka shirt, Angola vest, and penetrated the very cockles of his heart. He gave her such a series of smacking kisses as startled her horse and astonished a poacher who happened to be hid in the adjoining hedge.

Sponge was never so happy in his life. He could have stood on his head, or been guilty of any sort of extravagance, short of wasting his money. Oh, he was happy! Oh, he was joyous! He was intoxicated with pleasure. As he eyed his angelic charmer, her lustrous eyes, her glowing cheeks, her pearly teeth, the bewitching fulness of her elegant tournure, and thought of the masterly way she rode the run  above all, of the dashing style in which she charged the mill-race  he felt a something quite different to anything he had experienced with any of the buxom widows or lackadaisical misses whom he could just love or not, according to circumstances, among whom his previous experience had lain. Miss Glitters, he knew, had nothing, and yet he felt he could not do without her; the puzzlement of his mind was, how the deuce they should manage matters make tongue and buckle meet, as he elegantly phrased it.

It is pleasant to hear a bachelors pros and cons on the subject of matrimony; how the difficulties of the gentleman out of love vanish or change into advantages with the one in Oh, I would never think of marrying without a couple of thousand a year at the very least! exclaims young Fastly. I cant do without four hunters and a hack. I cant do without a valet. I cant do without a brougham. I must belong to half-a-dozen clubs. Ill not marry any woman who cant keep me comfortable  bachelors can live upon nothing  bachelors are welcome everywhere  very different thing with a wife. Frightful things milliners bills  fifty guineas for a dress, twenty for a bonnet  ladies maids are the very devil  never satisfied  far worse to please than their mistresses. And between the whiffs of a cigar he hums the old saw  

Needles and pins, needles and pins,
When a man marries his sorrow begins.

Now take him on the other tack  Fast is smitten.

Ord hang it! a married man can live on very little, soliloquizes our friend. A nice lovely creature to keep one at home. Huntings all humbug; its only the flash of the thing that makes one follow it. Then the danger far more than counterbalances the pleasure. Awful places one has to ride over, to be sure, or submit to be called slow. Horrible thing to set up for a horseman, and then have to ride to maintain ones reputation. Will be thankful to give it up altogether. The bays will make capital carriage-horses, and one can often pick up a second-hand carriage as good as new. Shall save no end of money by not having to put B to my name in the assessed tax-payer. One clubs as good as a dozen  will give up the Polyanthus and the Sunflower, and the Refuse and the Rag. Ladies dresses are cheap enough. Saw a beautiful gown tother day for a guinea. Will start Master Bergamotte. Does nothing for his wages; will scarce clean my boots. Can get a chap for half what I give him, wholl do double the work. Will make Beans into coachman. What a convenience to have ones wifes maid to sew on ones buttons, and keep ones toes in ones stocking-feet! Declare I lose half my things at the washing for want of marking. Hanged if I wont marry and be respectable  marriage is an honourable state! And thereupon Tom grows a couple of inches taller in his own conceit.

Though Mr. Sponges thoughts did not travel in quite such a luxurious first-class train as the foregoing, he, Mr. Sponge, being more of a two-shirts-and-a-dicky sort of man, yet still the future ways and means weighed upon his mind, and calmed the transports of his present joy. Lucy was an angel! about that there was no dispute. He would make her Mrs. Sponge at all events. Touring about was very expensive. He could only counterbalance the extravagance of inns by the rigid rule of giving nothing to servants at private houses. He thought a nice airy lodging in the suburbs of London would answer every purpose, while his accurate knowledge of cab-fares would enable Lucy to continue her engagement at the Royal Amphitheatre without incurring the serious overcharges the inexperienced are exposed to. Where one can dine, two can dine, mused Mr. Sponge; and I make no doubt well manage matters somehow.

Twopence for your thoughts! cried Lucy, trotting up, and touching him gently on the back with her light silver-mounted riding-whip. Twopence for your thoughts! repeated she, as Mr. Sponge sauntered leisurely along, regardless of the bitter cold, followed by such of the hounds as chose to accompany him.

Ah! replied he, brightening up; I was just thinking what a deuced good run wed had.

Indeed! pouted the fair lady.

No, my darling; I was thinking what a very pretty girl you are, rejoined he, sidling his horse up, and encircling her neat waist with his arm.

A sweet smile dimpled her plump cheeks, and chased the recollection of the former answer away.

It would not be pretty  indeed, we could not pretend to give even the outline of the conversation that followed. It was carried on in such broken and disjointed sentences, eyes and squeezes doing so much more work than words, that even a reporter would have had to draw largely upon his imagination for the substance. Suffice it to say that, though the thermometer was below zero, they never moved out of a foots pace; the very hounds growing tired of the trail, and slinking off one by one as the opportunity occurred.

A dazzling sun was going down with a blood-red glare, and the partially softened ground was fast resuming its fretwork of frost, as our hero and heroine were seen sauntering up the western avenue to Nonsuch House, as slowly and quietly as if it had been the hottest evening in summer.

Heres old Coppertops! exclaimed Captain Seedeybuck, as, turning round in the billiard-room to chalk his cue, he espied them crawling along. And Lucy! added he as he stood watching them.

How slowly they come! observed Bob Spangles, going to the window.

Must have tired their horses, suggested Captain Quod.

Just the sort of man to tire a horse, rejoined Bob Spangles.

Hate that Sponge, observed Captain Cutitfat.

So do I, replied Captain Quod.

Well, never mind the beggar! Its you to play! exclaimed Bob Spangles to Captain Seedeybuck.

But Lady Scattercash, who was observing our friends from her boudoir window, saw with a womans eye that there was something more than a mere case of tired horses; and, tripping downstairs, she arrived at the front door just as the fair Lucy dropped smilingly from her horse into Mr. Sponges extended arms. Hurrying up into the boudoir, Lucy gave her ladyship one of Mr. Sponges modified kisses, revealing the truth more eloquently than words could convey.

Oh, Lady Scattercash was so glad! so delighted! so charmed!

Mr. Sponge was such a nice man, and so rich. She was sure he was rich  couldnt hunt if he wasnt. Would advise Lucy to have a good settlement, in case he broke his neck. And pin-money! pin-money was most useful! no husband ever let his wife have enough money. Must forget all about Harry Dacre and Charley Brown, and the swell in the Blues. Must be prudent for the future. Mr. Sponge would never know anything of the past. Then she reverted to the interesting subject of settlements. What had Mr. Sponge got, and what would he do? This Lucy couldnt tell. What! hadnt he told her where is estates were? No. Well, was his dad dead? This Lucy didnt know either. They had got no further than the tender prop. Ah! well; would get it all out of him by degrees. And with the reiteration of her so glads, and the repayment of the kiss Lucy had advanced, her ladyship advised her to get off her habit and make herself comfortable while she ran downstairs to communicate the astonishing intelligence to the party below.

What dye think? exclaimed she, bursting into the billiard-room, where the party were still engaged in a game at pool, all our sportsmen, except Captain Cutitfat, who still sported his new Moses and Sons scarlet, having divested themselves of their hunting-gear What dye think? exclaimed she, darting into the middle of them.

That Bob dont cannon? observed Captain Bouncey from below the bandage that encircled his broken head, nodding towards Bob Spangles, who was just going to make a stroke.

That Wax is out of limbo? suggested Captain Seedeybuck, in the same breath.

No. Guess again! exclaimed Lady Scattercash, rubbing her hands in high glee.

That the Popes got a son? observed Captain Quod.

No. Guess again! exclaimed her ladyship, laughing.

I give it up, replied Captain Bouncey.

So do I, added Captain Seedeybuck.

That Mr. Sponge is going to be married, enunciated her ladyship, slowly and emphatically, waving her arms.

Ho-o-ray! Only think of that! exclaimed Captain Quod. Old hogany-tops goin to be spliced!

Did you ever? asked Bob Spangles.

No, I never, replied Captain Bouncey.

He should be called Spooney Sponge, not Soapey Sponge, observed Captain Seedeybuck.

Well, but to whom? asked Captain Bouncey.

Ah, to whom indeed! Thats the question, rejoined her ladyship archly.

I know, observed Bob Spangles.

No, you dont.

Yes, I do.

Who is it, then? demanded her ladyship.

Lucy Glitters, to be sure, replied Bob, who hadnt had his stare out of the billiard-room window for nothing.

Pity her, observed Bouncey, sprawling along the billiard-table to play for a cannon.

Why? asked Lady Scattercash.

Reglar scamp, replied Bouncey, vexed at missing his stroke.

Dare say you know nothing about him, snapped her ladyship.

Dont I? replied Bouncey complacently; adding, thats all you know.

Hell whop her, to a certainty, observed Seedeybuck.

What makes you think that? asked her ladyship.

Oh  ha  hem  haw  why, because he whopped his poor horse  whopped him over the ears. Whop his horse, whop his wife; whop his wife, whop his horse. Reglar Rule-of-three sum.

Make her a bad husband, I dare say, observed Bob Spangles, who was rather smitten with Lucy himself.

Never mind; a bad husbands a deal better than none, Bob, replied Lady Scattercash, determined not to be put out of conceit of her man.

He, he, he!  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho! Well done you! laughed several.

Shell have to keep him, observed Captain Cutitfat, whose turn it now was to play.

What makes you think that? asked Lady Scattercash, coming again to the charge.

He has nothing, replied Fat coolly.

Deed, but he has  a very good property, too, replied her ladyship.

In Airshire, I should think, rejoined Fat.

No, in Englandshire, retorted her ladyship: and great expectations from an uncle, added she.

Ah  he looks like a man to be on good terms with his uncle, sneered Captain Bouncey.

Make no doubt he pays him many a visit, observed Seedeybuck.

Indeed! thats all you know, snapped Lady Scattercash.

Its not all I know, replied Seedeybuck.

Well, then, what else do you know? asked she.

I know he has nothing, replied Seedey.

How do you know it?

I know, said Seedey, with an emphasis, now settling to his stroke.

Well, never mind, retorted her ladyship; if he has nothing, she has nothing, and nothing can be nicer.

So saying, she hurried out of the room.


CHAPTER LXVI

MR. SPONGE AT HOME
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SPONGE WAS MOST warmly congratulated by Sir Harry and all the assembled captains, who inwardly hoped his marriage would have the effect of snuffing him out, as they said, and they had a most glorious jollification on the strength of it. They drank Lucys and his health nine times over, with nine times nine each time. The consequence was, that the footmen and shutter were in earlier requisition than usual to carry them to their respective apartments. Sponges head throbbed a good deal the next morning; nor was the pulsation abated by the recollection of his matrimonial engagement, and his total inability to keep the angel who had ridden herself into his affections. However, like all untried men, he was strong in the confidence of his own ability, and the sight of his smiling charmer chased away all prudential considerations as quickly as they arose. He made no doubt there would something turn up.

Meanwhile, he was in good quarters, and Lady Scattercash having warmly espoused his cause, he assumed a considerable standing in the establishment. Old Beardey having ventured to complain of his interference in the kennel, my lady curtly told him he might make himself scarce if he liked; a step that Beardey was quite ready to take, having heard of a desirable public-house at Newington Butts, provided Sir Harry paid him his wages. This not being quite convenient, Sir Harry gave him an order on Cabbage and Co. for three suits of clothes, and acquiesced in his taking a massive silver soup-tureen, on which, beneath the many quartered Scattercash arms, Mr. Watchorn placed an inscription, stating that it was presented to him by Sir Harry Scattercash, Baronet, and the noblemen and gentlemen of his hunt, in admiration of his talents as a huntsman and his character as a man.

Mr. Sponge then became still more at home. It was very soon my hounds, and my horses, and my whips; and he wrote to Jawleyford, and Puffington, and Guano, and Lumpleg, and Washball, and Spraggon, offering to make meets to suit their convenience, and even to mount them if required. His Mogg was quite neglected in favour of Lucy; and it says much for the influence of female charms that, before they had been engaged a fortnight, he, who had been a perfect oracle in cab fares, would have been puzzled to tell the most ordinary fare on the most frequented route. He had forgotten all about them. Nevertheless, Lucy and he went out hunting as often as they could raise hounds, and when they had a good run and killed, he saluted her; and when they didnt kill, why  he just did the same. He headed and tailed the stringing pack, drafted the skirters and babblers (which he sent to Lord Scamperdale, with his compliments), and presently had the uneven kennel in something like shape.
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Nor was this the only way in which he made himself useful, for Nonsuch House being now supported almost entirely by voluntary contributions  that is to say, by the gullibility of tradesmen  his street and shop knowledge was valuable in determining who to do. With the Post Office Directory and Mr. Sponge at his elbow, Mr. Bottleends, the butler delirius tremendous, as Bottleends called it, having quite incapacitated Sir Harry  wrote off for champagne from this man, sherry from that, turtle from a third, turbot from a fourth, tea from a fifth, truffles from a sixth, wax-lights from one, sperm from another; and down came the things with such alacrity, such thanks for the past and hopes for the future, as we poor devils of the untitled world are quite unacquainted with. Nay, not content with giving him the goods, many of the poor demented creatures actually paraded their folly at their doors in new deal packing-cases, flourishingly directed to sir harry scattercash, bart., nonsuch house, &c. By Express Train. In some cases they even paid the carriage.

And here, in the midst of love, luxury, and fox-hunting, let us for a time leave our enterprising friend, Mr. Sponge, while we take a look at a species of cruelty that some people call sport. For this purpose we will begin a fresh chapter.


CHAPTER LXVII

HOW THEY GOT UP THE GRAND ARISTOCRATIC STEEPLE-CHASE
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THERE IS NO saying what advantages railway communication may confer upon a country. But for the Granddiddle Junction,  shire never would have had a steeple-chase  an Aristocratic, at least  for it is observable that the more snobbish a thing is, the more certain they are to call it aristocratic. When it is too bad for anything, they call it Grand. Well, as we said before, but for the Granddiddle Junction,  shire would never have had a Grand Aristocratic Steeple-Chase. A few friends or farmers might have got up a quiet thing among themselves, but it would never have seen a regular trade transaction, with its swell mob, sham captains, and all the paraphernalia of odd laying, secret tips, and market rigging. Who will deny the benefit that must accrue to any locality by the infusion of all the loose fish of the kingdom?

Formerly the prize-fights were the perquisite of the publicans. They it was who arranged for Shaggy Tom to pound Harry Billys nob upon So-and-sos land, the preference being given to the locality that subscribed the most money to the fight. Since the decline of the ring, steeple-chasing, and that still smaller grade of gambling  coursing, have come to their aid. Nine-tenths of the steeple-chasing and coursing-matches are got up by inn-keepers, for the good of their houses. Some of the town publicans, indeed, seem to think that the country was just made for their matches to come off in, and scarcely condescend to ask the leave of the landowners.

We saw an advertisement the other day, where a low publican, in a manufacturing town, assured the subscribers to his coursing-club that he would take care to select open ground, with plenty of stout hares, as if all the estates in the neighbourhood were at his command. Another advertised a steeple-chase in the centre of a good hunting country amateur and gentleman riders  with a half-crown ordinary at the end! Fancy the respectability of a steeple-chase, with a half-crown ordinary at the end!

Our Aristocratic was got up on the good-of-the-house principle. Whatever benefit the Granddiddle Junction conferred upon the country at large, it had a very prejudicial effect upon the Old Duke of Cumberland Hotel and Posting House, which it left, high and dry, at an angle sufficiently near to be tantalized by the whirr and the whistle of the trains, and yet too far off to be benefited by the parties they brought. This once well-accustomed hostelry was kept by one Mr. Viney, a former butler in the Scattercash family, and who still retained the usual old and faithful servant entrée of Nonsuch House, having his beefsteak and bottle of wine in the stewards room whenever he chose to call. Viney had done good at the Old Duke of Cumberland; and no one, seeing him full fig, would recognize, in the solemn grandeur of his stately person, the dirty knife-boy who had filled the place now occupied by the still dirtier Slarkey. But the days of road travelling departed, and Viney, who, beneath the Grecian-columned portico of his country-house-looking hotel, modulated the ovations of his cauliflower head to every description of traveller  from the lordly occupant of the barouche-and-four, down to the humble sitter in a gig  was cut off by one fell swoop from all further traffic. He was extinguished like a gaslight, and the pipe was laid on a fresh line.

Fortunately Mr. Viney was pretty warm; he had done pretty well; and having enjoyed the intimacy of the great Jeames of railway times, had got a hint not to engage the hotel beyond the opening of the line. Consequently, he now had the great house for a mere nothing until such times as the owner could convert it into that last refuge for deserted houses  an academy, or a young ladies seminary. Mr. Viney now, having plenty of leisure, frequently drove his missis (once a ladys maid in a quality family) up to Nonsuch House, as well for the sake of the airing  for the road was pleasant and picturesque  as to see if he could get the little trifle Sir Harry owed him for post-horses, bottles of soda-water, and such trifles as country gentlemen run up scores for at their posting-houses  scores that seldom get smaller by standing. In these excursions Mr. Viney made the acquaintance of Mr. Watchorn; and a huntsman being a character with whom even the landlord of an inn  we beg pardon, hotel and posting-house  may associate without degradation, Viney and Watchorn became intimate. Watchorn sympathized with Viney, and never failed to take a glass in passing, either at exercise or out hunting, to deplore that such a nice-looking house, so near the station, too, should be ruined as an inn. It was after a more than usual libation that Watchorn, trotting merrily along with the hounds, having accomplished three blank days in succession, asked himself, as he looked upon the surrounding vale from the rising ground of Hammercock Hill, with the cream-coloured station and the rose-coloured hotel peeping through the trees, whether something might not be done to give the latter a lift. At first he thought of a pigeon match  a sweepstake open to all England  fifty members say, at two pound ten each, seven pigeons, seven sparrows, twenty-one yards rise, two ounces of shot, and so on. But then, again, he thought there would be a difficulty in getting guns. A coursing match  how would that do? Answer: No hares. The farmers had made such an outcry about the game, that the landowners had shot them all off, and now the farmers were grumbling that they couldnt get a course.

Dash my buttons! exclaimed Watchorn; it would be the very thing for a steeple-chase! Theres old Puffs hounds, and old Scamps hounds, and these hounds, looking down on the ill-sorted lot around him; and the deuce is in it if we couldnt give the thing such a start as would bring down the lads of the village, and a vast amount of good business might be done. Im dashed if it isnt the very country for a steeple-chase! continued Watchorn, casting his eye over Cloverly Park, round the enclosure of Langworth Grange, and up the rising ground of Lark Lodge.

The more Watchorn thought of it, the more he was satisfied of its feasibility, and he trotted over, the next day, to the Old Duke of Cumberland, to see his friend on the subject. Viney, like most victuallers, was more given to games of skill  billiards, shuttlecock, skittles, dominoes, and so on  than to the rude out-of-door chances of flood and field, and at first he doubted his ability to grapple with the details; but on Mr. Watchorns assurance that he would keep him straight, he gave Mrs. Viney a key, desiring her to go into the inner cellar, and bring out a bottle of the green seal. This was ninety-shilling sherry  very good stuff to take; and, by the time they got into the second bottle, they had got into the middle of the scheme too. Viney was cautious and thoughtful. He had a high opinion of Watchorns sagacity, and so long as Watchorn confined himself to weights, and stakes, and forfeits, and so on, he was content to leave himself in the hands of the huntsman; but when Watchorn came to talk of stewards, putting this person and that together, Vineys experience came in aid. Viney knew a good deal. He had not stood twisting a napkin negligently before a plate-loaded sideboard without picking up a good many waifs and strays in the shape of those ins and outs, those likings and dislikings, those hatreds and jealousies, that foolish people let fall so freely before servants, as if for all the world the servants were sideboards themselves; and he had kept up his stock of service-gained knowledge by a liberal, though not a dignity-compromising intercourse  for there is no greater aristocrat than your out-of-livery servant  among the upper servants of all the families in the neighbourhood, so that he knew to a nicety who would pull together, and who wouldnt, whose name it would not do to mention to this person, and who it would not do to apply to before that.

Neither Watchorn nor Viney being sportsmen, they thought they had nothing to do but apply to two friends who were; and after thinking over who hunted in couples, they were unfortunate enough to select our Flat Hat friends, Fyle and Fossick. Fyle was indignant beyond measure at being asked to be steward to a steeple-chase, and thrust the application into the fire; while Fossick just wrote below, Ill see you hanged first, and sent it back without putting even a fresh head on the envelope. Nothing daunted, however, they returned to the charge, and without troubling the reader with unnecessary detail, we think it will be generally admitted that they at length made an excellent selection in Mr. Puffington, Guano, and Tom Washball.
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MR. VINEY AND MR. WATCHORN GETTING UP THE GRAND ARISTOCRATIC

Fortune favoured them also in getting a locality to run in, for Timothy Scourgefield, of Broom Hill, whose farm commanded a good circular three miles of country, with every variety of obstacle, having thrown up his lease for a thirty-per-cent reduction  a giving up that had been most unhandsomely accepted by his landlord  Timothy was most anxious to pay him off by doing every conceivable injury to the farm, than which nothing can be more promising than having a steeple-chase run over it. Scourgefield, therefore, readily agreed to let Viney and Watchorn do whatever they liked, on condition that he received entrance-money at the gate.

The name occupied their attention some time, for it did not begin as the Aristocratic. The Great National, the Grand Naval and Military, the Sports-man, the Talli-ho, the Out-and-Outer, the Swell, were all considered and canvassed, and its being called the Aristocratic at length turned upon whether they got Lord Scamperdale to subscribe or not. This was accomplished by a deferential call by Mr. Viney upon Mr. Spraggon, with a little bill for three pound odd, which he presented, with the most urgent request that Jack wouldnt think of it then  any time that was most convenient to Mr. Spraggon  and then the introduction of the neatly-headed sheet-list. It was lucky that Viney was so easily satisfied, for poor Jack had only thirty shillings, of which he owed his washerwoman eight, and he was very glad to stuff Vineys bill into his stunner jacket-pocket, and apply himself exclusively to the contemplated steeple-chase.

Like most of us, Jack had no objection to make a little money; and as he squinted his frightful eyes inside out at the paper, he thought over what horses they had in the stable that were like the thing; and then he sounded Viney as to whether he would put him one up for nothing, if he could induce his lordship to send. This, of course, Viney readily assented to, and again requesting Jack not to think of his little bill till it was perfectly convenient to him  a favour that Jack was pretty sure to accord him  Mr. Viney took his departure, Jack undertaking to write him the result. The next days post brought Viney the document  unpaid, of course  with a great Scamperdale scrawled across the top; and forthwith it was decided that the steeple-chase should be called the Grand Aristocratic. Other names quickly followed, and it soon assumed an importance. Advertisements appeared in all the sporting and would-be sporting papers, headed with the imposing names of the stewards, secretary, and clerk of the course, Mr. Viney. The Grand Aristocratic Stakes, of 20 sovs. each, half-forfeit, and £5 only if declared, &c. The winner to give two dozen of champagne to the ordinary, and the second horse to save his stake. Gentlemen riders (titled ones to be allowed 3 lb.). Over about three miles of fine hunting country, under the usual steeple-chase conditions.

Then the game of the Peeping Toms, and Sly Sams, and Infallible Joes, and Wideawake Jems, with their tips and distribution of prints began; Tom counselling his numerous and daily increasing clients to get well on to No. 9, Sardanapalus (the Bart., as Watchorn called him), while Infallible Joe recommended his friends and patrons to be sweet on No. 6 (Hercules), and Wide-awake Jem was all for something else. A gentleman who took the trouble of getting tips from half a dozen of them, found that no two of them agreed in any particular. What information to make books upon!

But what good, as our excellent friend Thackeray eloquently asks, ever came out of, or went into, a betting book? If I could be Caliph Omar for a week, says he, I would pitch every one of those despicable manuscripts into the flames; from my-lords, who is in with Jack Snaffles stable, and is overreaching worse-informed rogues, and swindling greenhorns, down to Sams, the butchers boy, who books eighteen-penny odds in the tap-room, and stands to win five-and-twenty bob. We say ditto to that, and are not sure that we wouldnt hang a leg or a list man or two into the bargain.

Watchorn had a prophet of his own, one Enoch Wriggle, who, having tried his hand unsuccessfully first at tailoring, next as an accountant, then in the watercress, afterwards in the buy at-box, bonnet-box, and lastly in the stale lobster and periwinkle line, had set up as an oracle on turf matters, forwarding the most accurate and infallible information to flats in exchange for half-crowns, heading his advertisements, If it be a sin to covet honour, I am the most offending soul alive! Enoch did a considerable stroke of business, and couched his advice in such dubious terms, as generally to be able to claim a victory whichever way the thing went. So the offending soul prospered; and from scarcely having shoes to his feet, he very soon set up a gig.


CHAPTER LXVIII

HOW THE GRAND ARISTOCRATIC CAME OFF
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STEEPLE-CHASES ARE GENERALLY crude, ill-arranged things. Few sportsmen will act as stewards a second time; while the victim to the popular delusion of patronizing our national sports considers  like gentlemen who have served the office of sheriff, or church-warden  that once in a lifetime is enough; hence, there is always the air of amateur actorship about them. There is always something wanting or forgotten. Either they forget the ropes, or they forget the scales, or they forget the weights, or they forget the bell, or  more commonly still  some of the parties forget themselves. Farmers, too, are easily satisfied with the benefits of an irresponsible mob careering over their farms, even though some of them are attired in the miscellaneous garb of hunting and racing costume. Indeed, it is just this mixture of two sports that spoils both; steeple-chasing being neither hunting nor racing. It has not the wild excitement of the one, nor the accurate calculating qualities of the other. The very horses have a peculiar air about them  neither hunters nor hacks, nor yet exactly race-horses. Some of them, doubtless, are fine, good-looking, well-conditioned animals; but the majority are lean, lathy, sunken-eyed, woe-begone, iron-marked, desperately-abused brutes, lacking all the lively energy that characterizes the movements of the up-to-the-mark hunter. In the early days of steeple-chasing a popular fiction existed that the horses were hunters; and grooms and fellows used to come nicking and grinning up to masters of hounds at checks and critical times, requesting them to note that they were out, in order to ask for certificates of the horses having been regularly hunted  a species of regularity than which nothing could be more irregular. That nuisance, thank goodness, is abated. A steeple-chaser now generally stands on his own merits; a change for which sportsmen may be thankful.

But to our story.

The whole country was in a commotion about this Aristocratic. The unsophisticated looked upon it as a grand réunion of the aristocracy; and smart bonnets and cloaks, and jackets and parasols were ordered with the liberality incident to a distant view of Christmas. As Viney sipped his sherry-cobler of an evening, he laughed at the idea of a son-of-a-day-labourer like himself raising such a dust. Letters came pouring in to the clerk of the course from all quarters; some asking about beds; some about breakfasts; some about stakes; some about stables; some about this thing, some about that. Every room in the Old Duke of Cumberland was speedily bespoke. Post-horses rose in price, and Dobbin and Smiler, and Jumper and Cappy, and Jessy and Tumbler were jobbed from the neighbouring farmers, and converted for the occasion into posters. At last came the great and important day  day big with the fate of thousands of pounds; for the betting-list vermin had been plying their trade briskly throughout the kingdom, and all sorts of rumours had been raised relative to the qualities and conditions of the horses.

Who doesnt know the chilling feel of an English spring, or rather of a day at the turn of the year before there is any spring? Our gala-day was a perfect specimen of the order  a white frost succeeded by a bright sun, with an east wind, warming one side of the face and starving the other. It was neither a day for fishing, nor hunting, nor coursing, nor anything but farming. The country, save where there were a few lingering patches of turnips, was all one dingy drab, with abundant scalds on the undrained fallows. The grass was more like hemp than anything else. The very rushes were yellow and sickly.

Long before midday the whole country was in commotion. The same sort of people commingled that one would expect to see if there was a balloon to go up, and a man to go down, or be hung at the same place. Fine ladies in all the colours of the rainbow; and swarthy, beady-eyed dames, with their stalwart, big-calved, basket-carrying comrades; gentle young people from behind the counter; Dandy Candy merchants from behind the hedge; rough-coated dandies with their silver-mounted whips; and Shaggyford roughs, in their baggy, poacher-like coats, and formidable clubs; carriages and four, and carriages and pairs; and gigs and dog-carts, and Whitechapels, and Newport Pagnels, and long carts, and short carts, and donkey carts, converged from all quarters upon the point of attraction at Broom Hill.

If Farmer Scourgefield had made a mob, he could not have got one that would be more likely to do damage to his farm than this steeple-chase one. Nor was the assemblage confined to the people of the country, for the Granddiddle Junction, by its connection with the great network of railways, enabled all patrons of this truly national sport to sweep down upon the spot like flocks of wolves; and train after train disgorged a generous mixture of sharps and flats, commingling with coatless, baggy-breeched vagabonds, the emissaries most likely of the Peeping Toms and Infallible Joes, if not the worthies themselves.

Dear, but its a noble sight! exclaimed Viney to Watchorn as they sat on their horses, below a rickety green-baize-covered scaffold, labelled, GRAND STAND; admission, Two-and-sixpence, raised against Scourgefields stack-yard wall, eyeing the population pouring in from all parts. Dear, but its a noble sight! said he, shading the sun from his eyes, and endeavouring to identify the different vehicles in the distance. Yonders the bus comin again, said he, looking towards the station, loaded like a market-gardeners turnip-waggon. Thatll pay, added he, with a knowing leer at the landlord of the Hen Angel, Newington Butts. And who have we here, with the four horses and sky-blue flunkeys? Jawleyford, as I live! added he, answering himself; adding, The beggar had better pay me what he owes.

How great Mr. Viney was! Some people, who have never had anything to do with horses, think it incumbent upon them, when they have, to sport top-boots, and accordingly, for the first time in his life, Viney appears in a pair of remarkably hard, tight, country-made boots, above which are a pair of baggy white cords, with the dirty finger-marks of the tailor still upon them. He sports a single-breasted green cutaway coat, with basket-buttons, a black satin roll-collared waistcoat, and a new white silk hat, that shines in the bright sun like a fish-kettle. His blue-striped kerchief is secured by a butterfly brooch. Who ever saw an innkeeper that could resist a brooch?

He is riding a miserable rat of a badly clipped, mouse-coloured pony that looks like a velocipede under him.

His companion, Mr. Watchorn, is very great, and hardly condescends to know the country people who claim his acquaintance as a huntsman. He is a Hotel Keeper  master of the Hen Angel, Newington Butts. Enoch Wriggle stands beside them, dressed in the imposing style of a cockney sportsman. He has been puffing Sir Danapalus (the Bart.) in public, and taking all the odds he can get against him in private. Watchorn knows that it is easier to make a horse lose than win. The restless-looking, lynx-eyed caitiff, in the dirty green shawl, with his hands stuffed into the front pockets of the brown tarriar coat, is their jockey, the renowned Captain Hangallows; he answers to the name of Sam Slick in Mr. Spavin the horse-dealers yard in Oxford Street, when not in the country on similar excursions to the present. And now in the throng on the principal line are two conspicuous horses  a piebald and a white  carrying Mr. Sponge and Lucy Glitters. Lucy appears as she did on the frosty-day hunt, glowing with health and beauty, and rather straining the seams of Lady Scattercashs habit with the additional embonpoint she has acquired by early hours in the country. She has made Mr. Sponge a white silk jacket to ride in, which he has on under his grey tarriar coat, and a cap of the same colour is in his hard hat. He has discarded the gosling-green cords for cream-coloured leathers, and, to please Lucy, has actually substituted a pair of rose-tinted tops for the hogany bouts. Altogether he is a great swell, and very like the bridegroom.

But hark  what a crash! The leaders of Sir Harry Scattercashs drag start at a blind fiddlers dog stationed at the gate leading into the fields, a wheel catches the post, and in an instant the sham captains are scattered about the road: Bouncey on his head, Seedeyhuck across the wheelers, Quod on his back, and Sir Harry astride the gate. Meanwhile, the old fiddler, regardless of the shouts of the men and the shrieks of the ladies, scrapes away with the appropriate tune of The Devil among the Tailors! A rush to the horses heads arrests further mischief, the dislodged captains are at length righted, the nerves of the ladies composed, and Sir Harry once more essays to drive them up the hill to the stand. That feat being accomplished, then came the unloading, and consternation, and huddling of the tight-laced occupants at the idea of these female women coming amongst them, and the usual peeping and spying, and eyeing of the creatures. What impudence! Well, I think! Pon my word! What next!  exclamations that were pretty well lost upon the fair objects of them amid the noise and flutter and confusion of the scene. But hark again! Whats up now?
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Hooray! hooray! h-o-o-o-ray! Three cheers for the Squire! H-o-o-o-ray! Old Puff as we live! The amazin instance of a poplar man greeted by the Swillingford snobs. The old frost-bitten dandy is flattered by the cheers, and bows condescendingly ere he alights from the well-appointed mail phaeton. See how graciously the ladies receive him, as, having ascended the stairs, he appears among them. A man is never too old to marry is their maxim.

The cry is still, They come! they come! See at a hand-gallop, with his bay pony in a white lather, rides Pacey, grinning from ear to ear, with his red-backed betting-book peeping out of the breast pocket of his brown cutaway. He is staring and gaping to see who is looking at him.

Pacey has made such a book as none but a wooden-headed boy like himself could make. He has been surfeited with tips. Peeping Tom had advised him to back Daddy Longlegs; and, nullus error, Sneaking Joe has counselled him that the Baronet will be California without cholera, and gold without danger; while Jemmy something, the jockey, who advertises that his tongue is not for falsehood framed, though we should think it was framed for nothing else, has urged him to back Parvo to half the amount of the national debt.

Altogether, Pacey has made such a mess that he cannot possibly win, and may lose almost any sum from a thousand pounds down to a hundred and eighty. Mr. Sponge has got well on with him, through the medium of Jack Spraggon.

Pacey is now going to what he calls compare  see that he has got his bets booked right; and, throwing his right leg over his cobs neck, he blobs on to the ground; and, leaving the pony to take care of itself, disappears in the crowd.

What a hubbub! what roarings, and shoutings, and recognizings! Bless my heart! whod have thought of seeing you? and, By jingo! whats sent you here?

My dear Waffles, cries Jawleyford, rushing up to our Laverick Wells friend (who is looking very debauched), Im overjoyed to see you. Do come upstairs and see Mrs. Jawleyford and the dear girls. It was only last night we were talking about you. And so Jawleyford hurries Mr. Waffles off, just as Waffles is in extremis about his horse.

Looking around the scene there seems to be everybody that we have had the pleasure of introducing to the reader in the course of Mr. Sponges Tour. Mr. and Mrs. Springwheat in their dog-cart, Mrs. Springeys figure looking as though wheat had got above forty, my lord; old Jog and his handsome wife in the ugly old phaeton, well garnished with children, and a couple of sticks in the rough peeping out of the apron, Gustavus James held up in his mothers arms, with the curly blue feather nodding over his nose. There is also Farmer Peastraw, and faces that a patient inspection enables us to appropriate to Dribble, and Hook, and Capon, and Calcot, and Lumpleg, and Crane of Crane Hall, and Charley Slapp of red-coat times  people look so different in plain clothes to what they do in hunting ones. Here, too, is George Cheek, running down with perspiration, having run over from Dr. Latheringtons, for which he will most likely catch it when he gets back; and oh, wonder of wonders, heres Robert Foozle himself!

Well, Robert, youve come to the steeple-chase?

Yes, Ive come to the steeple-chase.

Are you fond of steeple-chases?

Yes, Im fond of steeple-chases.

I dare say you never were at one before, observes his mother.

No, I never was at one before, replies Robert.

And though last not least, heres Facey Romford, with his arm in a sling, on Mr. Hobler, come to look after that sivin-pund-ten, which we wish he may get.

Hark! theres a row below the stand, and Viney is seen in a state of excitement inquiring for Mr. Washball. Pacey has objected to a gentleman rider, and Guano and Puffington have differed on the point. A nice, slim, well-put-on lad (Buckrams rough rider) has come to the scales and claimed to be allowed 3 lb. as the Honourable Captain Boville. Finding the point questioned, he abandons the handle, and sinks into plain Captain Boville. Pacey now objects to him altogether. S-c-e-u-s-e me, sir; s-c-e-u-s-e me, sir, simpers our friend Dick Bragg, sidling up to the objector with a sort of tendency of his turn-back-wristed hand to his hat. S-c-e-u-s-e me, sir; s-c-e-u-s-e me, repeats he, but I think you was wrong, sir, in objecting to Captain Boville, sir, as a genlman rider, sir.

Why? demands Pacey, in the full flush of victory.

Oh, sir  because, sir  in fact, sir  he is a genlman, sir.

Is a gentleman! How do you know? demands Pacey, in the same tone as before.

Oh, sir, hes a genlman  an undoubted genlman. Everything about him shows that. Does nothing  breeches by Anderson  boots by Bartley; besides which, he drinks wine every day, and has a whole box of cigars in his bedroom. But dont take my word for it, pray, continued Bragg, seeing Pacey was wavering; dont take my word for it, pray. Theres a genlman, a countryman of his, somewhere about, added he, looking anxiously into the surrounding crowd  theres a genlman, a countryman of his, somewhere about, if we could but find him, Bragg standing on his tiptoes, and exclaiming, Mr. Buckram! Mr. Buckram! Has anybody seen anything of Mr. Buckram!

Here! replied a meek voice from behind; upon which there was an elbowing through the crowd, and presently a most respectable, rosy-gilled, grey-haired, hawbuck-looking man, attired in a new brown cutaway, with bright buttons and a velvet collar, with a buff waistcoat, came twirling an ash-stick in one hand, and fumbling the silver in his drab trousers pocket with the other, in front of the bystanders.

Oh! ere he is! exclaimed Bragg, appealing to the stranger with a hasty You know Captain Boville, dont you?

Why, now, as to the matter of that, replied the gentleman, gathering all the loose silver up into his hand and speaking very slowly, just as a country gentleman, who has all the live-long day to do nothing in, may be supposed to speak Why, now, as to the matter of that, said he, eyeing Pacey intently, and beginning to drop the silver slowly as he spoke, I cant say that Ive any very ticklar quaintance with the captin. I knows him, in course, just as one knows a neighbours son. The captins a good deal younger nor me, continued he, raising his new eight-and-sixpenny Parisian, as if to show his sandy grey hair. Im amost sixty; and he, I dare say, is little more nor twenty, dropping a half-crown as he said it. But the captins a nice young gent  a nice young gent, without any blandishment, I should say; and thats more nor one can say of all young gents nowadays, said Buckram, looking at Pacey as he spoke, and dropping two consecutive half-crowns.

Why, but you live near him, dont you? interrupted Bragg.

Near him, repeated Buckram, feeling his well-shaven chin thoughtfully. Why, yes  thats to say, near his dad. The fact is, continued he, Ive a little independence of my own, dropping a heavy five-shilling piece as he said it, and his father  old Bo, as I call him  adjoins me; and if either of us appen to have a battue, or a aunch of wenzun, and a few friends, we inwite each other, and wicey wersey, you know, letting off a lot of shillings and sixpences. And just at the moment the blind fiddler struck up The Devil among the Tailors, when the shouts and laughter of the mob closed the scene.

And now gentlemen, who heretofore have shown no more of the jockey than Cinderellas feet in the early part of the pantomime disclose of her ball attire, suddenly cast off the pea-jackets and bearskin wraps, and shawls and overcoats of winter, and shine forth in all the silken flutter of summer heat.

We know of no more humiliating sight than misshapen gentlemen playing at jockeys. Playing at soldiers is bad enough, but playing at jockeys is infinitely worse  above all, playing at steeple-chase jockeys, combining, as they generally do, all the worst features of the hunting-field and racecourse  unsympathizing boots and breeches, dirty jackets that never fit, and caps that wont keep on. What a farce to see the great bulky fellows go to scale with their saddles strapped to their backs, as if to illustrate the impossibility of putting a round of beef upon a pudding plate!

But the weighed-in ones are mounting. See, theres Jack Spraggon getting a hoist on to Daddy Longlegs! Did ever mortal see such a man for a jockey? He has cut off the laps of a stunner tartan jacket, and looks like a great backgammon-board. He has got his head into an old gold-banded military foraging-cap, which comes down almost on to the rims of his great tortoise-shell spectacles. Lord Scamperdale stands with his hand on the horses mane, talking earnestly to Jack, doubtless giving him his final instructions. Other jockeys emerge from various parts of the farm-buildings; some out of stables; some out of cow-houses; others from beneath cart-sheds. The scene becomes enlivened with the varied colours of the riders  red, yellow, green, blue, violet, and stripes without end. Then comes the usual difficulty of identifying the parties, many of whose mothers wouldnt know them.

Thats Captain Tongs, observes Miss Simperley, in the blue. I remember dancing with him at Bath, and he did nothing but talk about steeple-chasing.

And whos that in yellow? asks Miss Hardy.

Thats Captain Gander, replies the gentleman on her left.

Well, I think hell win, replies the lady.

Ill bet you a pair of gloves he doesnt, snaps Miss Moore, who fancies Captain Pusher, in the pink.

What a squat little jockey! exclaims Miss Hamilton, as a little dumpling of a man in Lincoln green is led past the stand on a fine bay horse, some one recognizing the rider as our old friend Caingey Thornton.

And look who comes here? whispers Miss Jawleyford to her sister, as Mr. Sponge, having accomplished a mount without derangement of temper, rides Hercules quietly past the stand, his whip-hand resting on his thigh, and his head turned to his fair companion on the white.

Oh, the wretch! sneers Miss Amelia; and the fair sisters look at Lucy and then at him with the utmost disgust.

Mr. Sponge may now be doubled up by half a dozen falls ere either of them would suggest the propriety of having him bled.

Lucys cheeks are rather blanched with the pale cast of thought, for she is not sufficiently initiated in the mysteries of steeple-chasing to know that it is often quite as good for a man to lose as to win, which it had just been quietly arranged between Sponge and Buckram should be the case on this occasion, Buckram having got uncommonly well on to the losing tune. Perhaps, however, Lucy was thinking of the peril, not the profit of the thing.

The young ladies on the stand eye her with mingled feelings of pity and disdain, while the elderly ones shake their heads, call her a bold hussy  declare shes not so pretty  adding that they wouldnt have come if theyd known, &c. &c.

But it is half-past two (an hour and a half after time), and there is at last a disposition evinced by some of the parties to go to the post. Broad-backed parti-coloured jockeys are seen converging that way, and the betting-men close in, getting more and more clamorous for odds. What a hubbub! How they bellow! How they roar! A universal deafness seems to have come over the whole of them. Seven to one gain the Bart.! screams one Ill take eight! roars another. Five to one agen Hercles! cries a third Done! roars a fourth. Twice over! rejoins the other Done! replies the taker. Arll take five to one agin the Daddy! Ill lay six! Whatll any one lay gin Parvo? And so they raise such an uproar that the squeak, squeak, squeak of the

Devil among the tailors

is hardly heard.

Then, in a partial lull, the voice of Lord Scamperdale rises, exclaiming, Oh, you hideous Hobgoblin, bull-and-mouth of a boy! you think, because Im a lord, and cant swear, or use coarse language And again the hubbub, led on by the

Devil among the tailors,

drowns the exclamations of the speaker. Its that Pacey again; hes accusing the virtuous Mr. Spraggon of handing his extra weight to Lord Scamperdale; and Jack, in the full consciousness of injured guilt, intimates that the blood of the Spraggons wont stand that  that theres only one way of settling it, and hell be ready for Pacey half an hour after the race.

At length the horses are all out  one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen  fifteen of them, moving about in all directions: some taking an up-gallop, others a down; some a spicy trot, others walking to and fro; while one has still his muzzle on, lest he should unship his rider and eat him; and anothers groom follows, imploring the mob to keep off his heels if they dont want their heads in their hands. The noisy bell at length summons the scattered forces to the post, and the variegated riders form into as good a line as circumstances will allow. Just as Mr. Sponge turns his horses head Lucy hands him her little silver sherry-flask, which our friend drains to the dregs. As he returns it, with a warm pressure of her soft hand, a pent-up flood of tears burst their bounds, and suffuse her lustrous eyes. She turns away to hide her emotion; at the same instant a wild shout rends the air W-h-i-r-r! Theyre off!

Thirteen get away, one turns tail, and our friend in the Lincoln green is left performing a pas seul, asking the rearing horse, with an oath, if he thinks he stole him? while the mob shout and roar; and one wicked wag, in coaching parlance, advises him to pay the difference, and get inside.

But what a display of horsemanship is exhibited by the flyers! Tongs comes off at the first fence, the horse making straight for a pond, while the rest rattle on in a mass. The second fence is small, but theres a ditch on the far side, and Pusher and Gander severally measure their lengths on the rushy pasture beyond. Still there are ten left, and nobody ever reckoned upon these getting to the far end.

Master wins, for a undrd! exclaims Leather, as, getting into the third field, Mr. Sponge takes a decided lead; and Lucy, encouraged by the sound, looks up, and sees her white jacket throwing the dry fallow in the faces of the field.

Oh, how I hope he will! exclaims she, clasping her hands, with upturned eyes; but when she ventures on another look, she sees old Spraggon drawing upon him, Hangallowss flaming red jacket not far off, and several others nearer than she liked. Still the tail was beginning to form. Another fence, and that a big one, draws it out. A striped jacket is down, and the horse, after a vain effort to rise, sinks lifeless on the ground. On they go all the same!

Loud yells of exciting betting burst from the spectators, and Buckram gets well on for the cross.

There are now five in front  Sponge, Spraggon, Hangallows, Boville, and another; and already the pace begins to tell. It wasnt possible to run it at the rate they started. Spraggon makes a desperate effort to get the lead; and Sponge, seeing Boville handy, pulls his horse, and lets the light-weight make play over a rough, heavy fallow with the chestnut. Jack spurs and flogs, and grins and foams at the mouth. Thus they get half round the oval course. They are now directly in front of the hill, and the spectators gaze with intense anxiety;  now vociferating the name of this horse, now of that; now shouting Red jacket! now White! while the blind fiddler perseveres with the old melody of The Devil among the Tailors.

Now they come to the brook! exclaims Leather, who has been over the ground; and as he speaks, Lucy distinctly sees Mr. Sponges gather an effort to clear it; and  oh, horror!  the horse falls  hes down  no, hes up!  and her lovers in his seat again; and she flatters herself it was her sherry that saved him. Splash!  a horse and rider duck under; three get over; two go in; now another clears it, and the rest turn tail.

What splashing and screaming, and whipping and spurring, and how hopeless the chance of any of them to recover their lost ground. The race is now clearly between five. Now for the wall! Its five feet high, built of heavy blocks, and strong in the staked-out part. As he nears it, Jack sits well back, getting Daddy Longlegs well by the head, and giving him a refresher with the whip. It is Jacks last move! His horse comes, neck and croup over, rolling Jack up like a ball of worsted on the far side. At the same moment, Multum-in-Parvo goes at it full tilt; and, not rising an inch, sends Captain Boville flying one way, his saddle another, himself a third, and the stones all ways. Mr. Sponge then slips through, closely followed by Hangallows and a jockey in yellow, with a tail of three after them. They then put on all the steam they can raise over the twenty-acre pasture that follows.

The white!  the red!  the yaller! The red!  the white!  the yaller! and anybodys race! A sheet would cover them!  crack! whack! crack! how they flog! Hercules springs at the sound.

Many of the excited spectators begin hallooing, and straddling, and working their arms as if their gestures and vociferations would assist the race. Lord Scamperdale stands transfixed. He is staring through his silver spectacles at the awkwardly lying ball that represents poor Spraggon.

By Heavens! exclaims he, in an undertone to himself, I believe hes killed! And thereupon he swung down the stand-stairs, rushed to his horse, and, clapping spurs to his sides, struck across the country to the spot.

Long before he got there the increased uproar of the spectators announced the final struggle; and looking over his shoulder, he saw white jacket hugging his horse home, closely followed by red, and shooting past the winning-post.

Dash that Mr. Sponge! growled his lordship, as the cheers of the winners closed the scene.

The brutes won, in spite of him! gasped Buckram, turning deadly pale at the sight.


CHAPTER LXIX

HOW OTHER THINGS CAME OFF
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TWERE HARD TO say whether Lucys joy at Sponges safety, or Lord Scamperdales grief at poor Spraggons death, was most overpowering. Each found relief in a copious flood of tears. Lucy sobbed and laughed, and sobbed and laughed again; and seemed as if her little heart would burst its bounds. The mob, ever open to sentiment  especially the sentiment of beauty  cheered and shouted as she rode with her lover from the winning to the weighing-post.

A, shes a bonny un! exclaimed a countryman, looking intently up in her face.

She is that! cried another, doing the same.

Three cheers for the lady! shouted a tall Shaggyford rough, taking off his woolly cap, and waving it.

Hoo-ray! hoo-ray! hoo-ray! shouted a group of flannel-clad navvies.

Three for white jacket! then roared a blue-coated butcher, who had won as many half-crowns on the race.  Three cheers were given for the unwilling winner.

Oh, my poor dear Jack! exclaimed his lordship, throwing himself off his horse, and wringing his hands in despair, as a select party of thimble-riggers, who had gone to Jacks assistance, raised him up, and turned his ghastly face, with his eyes squinting inside out, and the foam still on his mouth, full upon him. Oh, my poor dear Jack! repeated his lordship, sinking on his knees beside him, and grasping his stiffening hand as he spoke. His lordship sank overpowered upon the body.

The thimble-riggers then availed themselves of the opportunity to ease his lordship and Jack of their watches and the few shillings they had about them, and departed.

When a lord is in distress, consolation is never long in coming; and Lord Scamperdale had hardly got over the first paroxysms of grief, and gathered up Jacks cap, and the fragments of his spectacles, ere Jawleyford, who had noticed his abrupt departure from the stand and scurry across the country, arrived at the spot. His lordship was still in the full agony of woe; still grasping and bedewing Jacks cold hand with his tears.

Oh, my dear Jack! Oh, my dear Jawleyford! Oh, my dear Jack! sobbed he, as he mopped the fast-chasing tears from his grizzly cheeks with a red cotton kerchief. Oh, my dear Jack! Oh, my dear Jawleyford! Oh, my dear Jack! repeated he, as a fresh flood spread oer the rugged surface. Oh, what a tr-reasure, what a tr  tr  trump he was. Shall never get such another. Nobody could s  s  lang a fi  fi  field as he could; no hu  hu  humbug bout him  never was su  su  such a fine natural bl  bl  blackguard; and then his feelings wholly choked his utterance as he recollected how easily Jack was satisfied; how he could dine off tripe and cow-heel, mop up fat porridge for breakfast, and never grumbled at being put on a bad horse.

The news of a man being killed soon reached the hill, and drew the attention of the mob from our hero and heroine, causing such a spread of population over the farm as must have been highly gratifying to Scourgefield, who stood watching the crashing of the fences and the demolition of the gates, thinking how he was paying his landlord off.

Seeing the rude, unmannerly character of the mob, Jawleyford got his lordship by the arm, and led him away towards the hill, his lordship reeling, rather than walking, and indulging in all sorts of wild, incoherent cries and lamentations.

Sing out. Jack! sing out! he would exclaim, as if in the agony of having his hounds ridden over; then, checking himself, he would shake his head and say, Ah, poor Jack, poor Jack! shall never look upon his like again  shall never get such a man to read the riot act, and keep all square. And then a fresh gush of tears suffused his grizzly face.

The minor casualties of those few butchering spasmodic moments may be briefly dismissed, though they were more numerous than most sportsmen see out hunting in a lifetime.

One horse broke his back, another was drowned, Multum-in-Parvo was cut all to pieces, his rider had two ribs and a thumb broken, while Farmer Slyfields stackyard was fired by some of the itinerant tribe, and all its uninsured contents destroyed  so that his landlord was not the only person who suffered by the grand occasion.

Nor was this all, for Mr. Numboy, the coroner, hearing of Jacks death, held an inquest on the body; and, having empanelled a matter-of-fact jury  men who did not see the advantage of steeple-chasing, either in a political, commercial, agricultural, or national point of view, and who, having surveyed the line, and found nearly every fence dangerous, and the wall and brook doubly so, returned a verdict of manslaughter against Mr. Viney for setting it out, who was forthwith committed to the county gaol of Limbo Castle for trial at the ensuing assizes, from whence let us join the benevolent clerk of arraigns in wishing him a good deliverance.

Many of the hardy tips sounded the loud trump of victory, proclaiming that their innumerable friends had feathered their nests through their agency; but Peeping Tom and Infallible Joe, and Enoch Wriggle, the offending soul, &c., found it convenient to bolt from their respective establishments, carrying with them their large fire-screens, camp-stools, and boards for posting up their lists, and setting up in new names in other quarters; while the Hen Angel was shortly afterwards closed, and the presentation-tureen made into white soup.

So much for the small deer. We will now devote a concluding chapter to the great guns of our story.


CHAPTER LXX

HOW LORD SCAMPERDALE AND CO. CAME OFF
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OUR NOBLE MASTERS nerves were so dreadfully shattered by the lamentable catastrophe to poor Jack, that he stepped, or rather was pushed, into Jawleyfords carriage almost insensibly, and driven from the course to Jawleyford Court.

There he remained sufficiently long for Mrs. Jawleyford to persuade him that he would be far better married, and that either of her amiable daughters would make him a most excellent wife. His lordship, after very mature consideration, and many most scrutinizing stares at both of them through his formidable spectacles, wondering which would be the least likely to ruin him  at length decided upon taking Miss Emily, the youngest, though for a long time the victory was doubtful, and Amelia practised her Scamperdale singing with unabated ardour and confidence up to the last. We believe, if the truth were known, it was a slight touch of rouge, that Amelia thought would clench the matter, that decided his lordship against her. Emily, we are happy to say, makes him an excellent wife, and has not got her head turned by becoming a countess. She has improved his lordship amazingly, got him smart new clothes, and persuaded him to grow bushy whiskers right down under his chin, and is now feeling her way to a pair of moustaches.

Woodmansterne is quite another place. She has marshalled a proper establishment, and got him coaxed into the long put-a-way company rooms. Though he still indulges in his former cow-heel and other delicacies, they do not appear upon table; while he sports his silver-mounted specs on all occasions. The fruit and venison are freely distributed, and we have come in for a haunch in return for our attentions.

Best of all, Lady Scamperdale has got his lordship to erect a handsome marble monument to poor Jack, instead of the cheap country stone he intended. The inscription states that it was erected by Samuel, Eighth Earl of Scamperdale, and Viscount Hardup, in the Peerage of Ireland, to the Memory of John Spraggon, Esquire, the best of Sportsmen, and the firmest of Friends. Who or what Jack was, nobody ever knew, and as he only left a hat and eighteen pence behind him, no next of kin has as yet cast up.

Jawleyford has not stood the honour of the Scamperdale alliance quite so well as his daughter; and when our amaazin instance of a poplar man, instigated perhaps by the desire to have old Scamp for a brother-in-law, offered to Amelia, Jaw got throaty and consequential, hemmed and hawed, and pretended to be stiff about it. Puff, however, produced such weighty testimonials, as soon exercised their wonted influence. In due time Puff very magnanimously proposed uniting his pack with Lord Scamperdales, dividing the expense of one establishment between them, to which his lordship readily assented, advising Puff to get rid of Bragg by giving him the hounds, which he did; and that great sporting luminary may be seen s-c-e-u-s-e-ing himself, and offering his service to masters of hounds any Monday at Tattersalls  though he still prefers a quality place.

Benjamin Buckram, the gentleman with the small independence of his own, we are sorry to say has gone to the bad. Aggravated by the loss he sustained by his horse winning the steeple-chase, he made an ill-advised onslaught on the cash-box of the London and Westminster Bank; and at three score years and ten this distinguished turfite, who had participated with impunity in nearly all the great robberies of the last forty years, was doomed to transportation. And yet we have seen this cracksman captain  for he, too, was a captain at times  jostling and bellowing for odds among some of the highest and noblest of the land!

Leather has descended to the cab-stand, of which he promises to be a distinguished ornament. He haunts the Piccadilly stands, and has what he calls stablishd a raw on Mr. Sponge to the extent of three-and-six-pence a week, under threats of exposing the robbery Sponge committed on our friend Mr. Waffles. That volatile genius, we are happy to add, is quite well, and open to the attentions of any young lady who thinks she can tame a wild young man. His financial affairs are not irretrievable.

And now for the hero and heroine of our tale. The Sponges  for our friend married Lucy shortly after the steeple-chase  stayed at Nonsuch House until the bailiffs walked in. Sir Harry then bolted to Boulogne, where he shortly afterwards died, and Bugles very properly married my lady. They are now living at Wandsworth; Mr. Bugles and Lady Scattercash, very much thought of  as Bugles says.

Although Mr. Sponge did not gain as much by winning the steeple-chase as he would have done had Hercules allowed him to lose it, he still did pretty well; and being at length starved out of Nonsuch House, he arrived at his old quarters, the Bantam, in Bond Street, where he turned his attention very seriously to providing for Lucy and the little Sponge, who had now issued its prospectus. He thought over all the ways and means of making money without capital, rejecting Australia and California as unfit for sportsmen and men fond of their Moggs. Professional steeple-chasing Lucy decried, declaring she would rather return to her flag-exercises at Astleys, as soon as she was able, than have her dear Sponge risking his neck that way. Our friend at length began to fear fortune-making was not so easy as he thought  indeed, he was soon sure of it.

One day as he was staring vacantly out of the Bantam coffee-room window, between the gilt labels, Hot Soups and Dinners, he was suddenly seized with a fit of virtuous indignation at the disreputable frauds practised by unprincipled adventurers on the unwary public, in the way of betting offices, and resolved that he would be the St. George to slay this great dragon of abuse. Accordingly, after due consultation with Lucy, he invested his all in fitting up and decorating the splendid establishment in Jermyn Street, St. Jamess, now known as the SPONGE AND CIGAR BETTING ROOMS, whose richness neither pen nor pencil can do justice to.

We must, therefore, entreat our readers to visit this emporium of honesty, where, in addition to finding lists posted on all the great events of the day, they can have the use of a Mogg while they indulge in one of Lucys unrivalled cigars; and noblemen, gentlemen, and officers in the household troops may be accommodated with loans on their personal security to any amount. We see by Mr. Sponges last advertisements that he has £116,300 to lend at three and a half per cent.!

What a farce, we fancy we hear some enterprising youngster exclaim what a farce, to suppose that such a needy scamp as Mr. Sponge, who has been cheating everybody, has any money to lend, or to pay bets with if he loses! Right, young gentleman, right; but not a bit greater farce than to suppose that any of the plausible money-lenders, or infallible tips with whom you, perhaps, have had connection have any either, in case its called for. Nay, bad as he is, well back old Soapey to be better than any of them,  with which encomium we most heartily bid him Adieu.
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Ask Mamma
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Illustrated by John Leech

This novel, originally published in 1858, represents a change of direction for Surtees, as he abandons his usual sporting themes for a more conventional tale of love and courtship  although the country setting remains and hunting still plays an important part in the plot. The story focuses on Mrs. Emma Pringle, a seamstress turned wealthy widow and her son Billy, who is introduced to wealthy country society by the Earl of Ladythorne. Through Billys participation in local affairs and his romantic dalliances, Surtees satirises Victorian society and its topical concerns, particularly its obsession with matters of class and money.
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One of the original monthly parts
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PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION.
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IT MAY BE a recommendation to the lover of light literature to be told, that the following story does not involve the complication of a plot. It is a mere continuous narrative of an almost everyday exaggeration, interspersed with sporting scenes and excellent illustrations by Leech.

March 31, 1858.


CHAPTER I. OUR HERO AND CO.  A SLEEPING PARTNER.
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CONSIDERING THAT BILLY Pringle, or Fine Billy, as his good-natured friends called him, was only an underbred chap, he was as good an imitation of a Swell as ever we saw. He had all the airy dreaminess of an hereditary high flyer, while his big talk and off-hand manner strengthened the delusion.

It was only when you came to close quarters with him, and found that though he talked in pounds he acted in pence, and marked his fine dictionary words and laboured expletives, that you came to the conclusion that he was painfully gentlemanly. So few people, however, agree upon what a gentleman is, that Billy was well calculated to pass muster with the million. Fine shirts, fine ties, fine talk, fine trinkets, go a long way towards furnishing the character with many. Billy was liberal, not to say prodigal, in all these. The only infallible rule we know is, that the man who is always talking about being a gentleman never is one. Just as the man who is always talking about honour, morality, fine feeling, and so or never knows anything of these qualities but the name.

Nature had favoured Billys pretensions in the lady-killing way. In person he was above the middle height, five feet eleven or so, slim and well-proportioned, with a finely-shaped head and face, fair complexion, light brown hair, laughing blue eyes, with long lashes, good eyebrows, regular pearly teeth and delicately pencilled moustache. Whiskers he did not aspire to. Nor did Billy abuse the gifts of Nature by disguising himself in any of the vulgar groomy gamekeepery style of dress, that so effectually reduce all mankind to the level of the labourer, nor adopt any of the loud patterns that have lately figured so conspicuously in our streets. On the contrary, he studied the quiet unobtrusive order of costume, and the harmony of colours, with a view of producing a perfectly elegant general effect. Neatly-fitting frock or dress coats, instead of baggy sacks, with trouser legs for sleeves, quiet-patterned vests and equally quiet-patterned trousers. If he could only have been easy in them he would have done extremely well, but there was always a nervous twitching, and jerking, and feeling, as if he was wondering what people were thinking or saying of him.

In the dress department he was ably assisted by his mother, a lady of very considerable taste, who not only fashioned his clothes but his mind, indeed we might add his person, Billy having taken after her, as they say; for his father, though an excellent man and warm, was rather of the suet-dumpling order of architecture, short, thick, and round, with a neck that was rather difficult to find. His name, too, was William, and some, the good-natured ones again of course, used to say that he might have been called Fine Billy the first, for under the auspices of his elegant wife he had assumed a certain indifference to trade; and when in the grand strut at Ramsgate or Broadstairs, or any of his watering-places, if appealed to about any of the things made or dealt in by any of the concerns in which he was a Co., he used to raise his brows and shrug his shoulders, and say with a very deprecatory sort of air, Pon my life, I should say youre right, or Deed I should say it was so, just as if he was one of the other Pringles,  the Pringles who have nothing to do with trade,  and in noways connected with Pringle & Co.; Pringle & Potts; Smith, Sharp & Pringle; or any of the firms that the Pringles carried on under the titles of the original founders. He was neither a tradesman nor a gentleman. The Pringles  like the happy united family we meet upon wheels; the dove nestling with the gorged cat, and so on  all pulled well together when there was a common victim to plunder; and kept their hands in by what they called taking fair advantages of each other, that is to say, cheating each other, when there was not.

Nobody knew the ins and outs of the Pringles. If they let their own right hands know what their left hands did, they took care not to let anybody elses right hand know. In multiplicity of concerns they rivalled that great man Co., who the country-lad coming to London said seemed to be in partnership with almost everybody. The author of Whos Who? would be puzzled to post people who are Brown in one place, Jones in a second, and Robinson in a third. Still the Pringles were a most respectable family, mercantile morality being too often mere matter of moonshine. The only member of the family who was not exactly legally honest,  legal honesty being much more elastic than common honesty,  was cunning Jerry, who thought to cover by his piety the omissions of his practice. He was a fawning, sanctified, smooth-spoken, plausible, plump little man, who seemed to be swelling with the milk of human kindness, anxious only to pour it out upon some deserving object. His manner was so frank and bland, and his front face smile so sweet, that it was cruel of his side one to contradict the impression and show the cunning duplicity of his nature. Still he smirked and smiled, and bless-you, dear and hope-your-happy, deared the women, that, being a bachelor, they all thought it best to put up with his mistakes, as he called his peculations, and sought his favour by frequent visits with appropriate presents to his elegant villa at Peckham Rye. Here he passed for quite a model man; twice to church every Sunday, and to the lecture in the evening, and would not profane the sanctity of the day by having a hot potato to eat with his cold meat.

He was a ripe rogue, and had been jointly or severally, as the lawyers say, in a good many little transactions that would not exactly bear inspection; and these mistakes not tallying with the sanctified character he assumed, he had been obliged to wriggle out of them as best he could, with the loss of as few feathers as possible. At first, of course, he always tried the humbugging system, at which he was a great adept; that failing, he had recourse to bullying, at which he was not bad, declaring that the party complaining was an ill-natured, ill-conditioned, quarrelsome fellow, who merely wanted a peg to hang a grievance upon, and that Jerry, so far from defrauding him, had been the best friend he ever had in his life, and that he would put him through every court in the kingdom before he would be imposed upon, by him. If neither of these answered, and Jerry found himself pinned in a corner, he feigned madness, when his solicitor, Mr. Supple, appeared, and by dint of legal threats, and declaring that if the unmerited persecution was persisted in, it would infallibly consign his too sensitive client to a lunatic asylum, he generally contrived to get Jerry out of the scrape by some means or other best known to themselves. Then Jerry, of course, being clear, would inuendo his own version of the story as dexterously as he could, always taking care to avoid a collision with the party, but more than insinuating that he (Jerry) had been infamously used, and his well-known love of peace and quietness taken advantage of; and though men of the world generally suspect the party who is most anxious to propagate his story to be in the wrong, yet their number is but small compared to those who believe anything they are told, and who cannot put that and that together for themselves.

So Jerry went on robbing and praying and passing for a very proper man. Some called him cunning Jerry, to distinguish him from an uncle who was Jerry also; but as this name would not do for the family to adopt, he was generally designated by them as Want-nothin-but-whats-right Jerry, that being the form of words with which he generally prefaced his extortions. In the same way they distinguished between a fat Joe and a thin one, calling the thin one merely Joe, and the fat one Joe who cant get within half a yard of the table; and between two clerks, each bearing the not uncommon name of Smith, one being called Smith, the other Head-and-shoulders Smith,  the latter, of course, taking his title from his figure.

With this outline of the Pringle family, we will proceed to draw out such of its members as figure more conspicuously in our story.

With Mrs. William Pringles (née Willing) birth, parentage, and education, we would gladly furnish the readers of this work with some information, but, unfortunately, it does not lie in our power so to do, for the simple reason, that we do not know anything. We first find her located at that eminent Court milliner and dressmakers, Madame Adelaide Banboxeney, in Furbelow Street, Berkeley Square, where her elegant manners, and obliging disposition, to say nothing of her taste in torturing ribbons and wreaths, and her talent for making plain girls into pretty ones, earned for her a very distinguished reputation. She soon became first-hand, or trier-on, and unfortunately, was afterwards tempted into setting-up for herself, when she soon found, that though fine ladies like to be cheated, it must be done in style, and by some one, if not with a carriage, at all events with a name; and that a bonnet, though beautiful in Bond Street, loses all power of attraction if it is known to come out of Bloomsbury. Miss Willing was, therefore, soon sold up; and Madame Banboxeney (whose real name was Brown, Jane Brown, wife of John Brown, who was a billiard-table marker, until his wifes fingers set him up in a gig), Madame Banboxeney, we say, thinking to profit by Miss Willings misfortunes, offered her a very reduced salary to return to her situation; but Miss Willing having tasted the sweets of bed, a thing she very seldom did at Madame Banboxeneys, at least not during the season, stood out for more money; the consequence of which was, she lost that chance, and had the benefit of Madames bad word at all the other establishments she afterwards applied to. In this dilemma, she resolved to turn her hand to ladys-maid-ism; and having mastered the science of hair-dressing, she made the rounds of the accustomed servant-shops, grocers, oilmen, brushmen, and so on, asking if they knew of any one wanting a perfect ladys-maid.

As usual in almost all the affairs of life, the first attempt was a failure. She got into what she thoroughly despised, an untitled family, where she had a great deal more to do than she liked, and was grossly put upon both by the master and missis. She gave the place up, because, as she said, the master would come into the mississ room with nothing but his night-shirt and spectacles on, but, in reality, because the missis had some of her things made-up for the children instead of passing them on, as of right they ought to have been, to her. She deeply regretted ever having demeaned herself by taking such a situation. Being thus out of place, and finding the many applications she made for other situations, when she gave a reference to her former one, always resulted in the ladies declining her services, sometimes on the plea of being already suited, or of another young person having applied just before her, or of her being too young (they never said too pretty, though one elderly lady on seeing her shook her head, and said she had sons); and, being tired of living on old tea leaves, Miss Willing resolved to sink her former place, and advertise as if she had just left Madame Banboxeneys. Accordingly she drew out a very specious advertisement, headed to the nobility, offering the services of a ladys-maid, who thoroughly understood millinery, dress-making, hair-dressing, and getting up fine linen, with an address to a cheese shop, and made an arrangement to give Madame Banboxeney a lift with a heavy wedding order she was busy upon, if she would recommend her as just fresh from her establishment.

This advertisement produced a goodly crop of letters, and Miss Willing presently closed with the Honourable Mrs. Cavesson, whose husband was a good deal connected with the turf, enjoying that certain road to ruin which so many have pursued; and it says much for Miss Willings acuteness, that though she entered Mrs. Cavessons service late in the day, when all the preliminaries for a smash had been perfected, her fine sensibilities and discrimination enabled her to anticipate the coming evil, and to deposit her mistresss jewellery in a place of safety three-quarters of an hour before the bailiffs entered. This act of fidelity greatly enhanced her reputation, and as it was well known that poor dear Mrs. Cavesson would not be able to keep her, there were several great candidates for this treasure of a maid. Miss Willing had now nothing to do but pick and choose; and after some consideration, she selected what she called a high quality family, one where there was a regular assessed tax-paper establishment of servants, where the butler sold his lords wine-custom to the highest bidder, and the heads of all the departments received their reglars upon the tradesmens bills; the lady never demeaning herself by wearing the same gloves or ball-shoes twice, or propitiating the nurse by presents of raiment that was undoubtedly hers  we mean the maids. She was a real lady, in the proper acceptation of the term.

This was the beautiful, and then newly married, Countess Delacey, whose exquisite garniture will still live in the recollection of many of the now bald-headed beaux of that period. For these delightful successes, the countess was mainly indebted to our heros mother, Miss Willing, whose suggestive genius oft came to the aid of the perplexed and exhausted milliner. It was to the service of the Countess Delacey that Miss Willing was indebted for becoming the wife of Mr. Pringle, afterwards Fine Billy the first,  an event that deserves to be introduced in a separate chapter.


CHAPTER II. THE ROAD.
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IT WAS ON a cold, damp, raw December morning, before the emancipating civilisation of railways, that our heros father, then returning from a trading tour, after stamping up and down the damp flags before the Lion and Unicorn hotel and posting-house at Slopperton, waiting for the old True Blue Independent coach comin hup, for whose cramped inside he had booked a preference seat, at length found himself bundled into the straw-bottomed vehicle, to a very different companion to what he was accustomed to meet in those deplorable conveyances. Instead of a fusty old farmer, or a crumby basket-encumbered market-woman, he found himself opposite a smiling, radiant young lady, whoso elegant dress and ring-bedizened hand proclaimed, as indeed was then generally the case with ladies, that she was travelling in a coach for the first time in her life.

This was our fair friend, Miss Willing.

The Earl and Countess Delacey had just received an invitation to spend the Christmas at Tiara Castle, where the countess on the previous year had received if not a defeat, at all events had not achieved a triumph, in the dressing way, over the Countess of Honiton, whose maid, Miss Criblace, though now bribed to secrecy with a full set of very little the worse for wear Chinchilla fur, had kept the fur and told the secret to Miss Willing, that their ladyships were to meet again. Miss Willing was now on her way to town, to arrange with the Countesss milliner for an annihilating series of morning and evening dresses wherewith to extinguish Lady Honiton, it being utterly impossible, as our fair friends will avouch, for any lady to appear twice in the same attire. How thankful men ought to be that the same rule does not prevail with them!

Miss Willing was extremely well got up; for being of nearly the same size as the countess, her ladyships slightly-worn things passed on to her with scarcely a perceptible diminution of freshness, it being remarkable how, in even third and fourth-rate establishments, dresses that were not fit for the missus to be seen in come out quite new and smart on the maid.

On this occasion Miss Willing ran entirely to the dark colours, just such as a lady travelling in her own carriage might be expected to wear. A black terry velvet bonnet with a single ostrich feather, a dark brown Levantine silk dress, with rich sable cuffs, muff, and boa, and a pair of well-fitting primrose-coloured kid gloves, which if they ever had been on before had not suffered by the act.

Billy  old Billy that is to say  was quite struck in a heap at such an unwonted apparition, and after the then usual salutations, and inquiries how she would like to have the window, he popped the old question, How far was she going? with very different feelings to what it was generally asked, when the traveller wished to calculate how soon he might hope to get rid of his vis-à-vis and lay up his legs on the seat.

To town, replied the lady, dimpling her pretty cheeks with a smile. And you? asked she, thinking to have as good as she gave.

Ditto, replied the delighted Billy, divesting himself of a great coarse blue and white worsted comforter, and pulling up his somewhat dejected gills, abandoning the idea of economising his Lincoln and Bennett by the substitution of an old Gregorys mixture coloured fur cap, with its great ears tied over the top, in which he had snoozed and snored through many a long journey.

Miss Willing then drew from her richly-buckled belt a beautiful Geneva watch set round with pearls, (her ladyships, which she was taking to town to have repaired), and Billy followed suit with his substantial gold-repeater, with which he struck the hour. Miss then ungloved the other hand, and passed it down her glossy brown hair, all smooth and regular, for she had just been scrutinising it in a pocket-mirror she had in her gold-embroidered reticule.

Billys commercial soul was in ecstacies, and he was fairly over head and ears in love before they came to the first change of horses. He had never seen sich a sample of a hand before, no, nor sich a face; and he felt quite relieved when among the multiplicity of rings he failed to discover that thin plain gold one that intimates so much.

Whatever disadvantages old stage coaches possessed, and their name certainly was legion, it must be admitted that in a case of this sort their slowness was a recommendation. The old True Blue Independent did not profess to travel or trail above eight miles an hour, and this it only accomplished under favourable circumstances, such as light loads, good roads, and stout steeds, instead of the top-heavy cargo that now ploughed along the woolly turnpike after the weak, jaded horses, that seemed hardly able to keep their legs against the keen careering wind. If, under such circumstances, the wretched concern made the wild-beast-show looking place in London, called an inn, where it put up, an hour or an hour and a half or so after its time, it was said to be all very well, considering,  and this, perhaps, in a journey of sixty miles.

Posterity will know nothing of the misery their forefathers underwent in the travelling way; and whenever we hear  which we often do  unreasonable grumblings about the absence of trifling luxuries on railways, we are tempted to wish the parties consigned to a good long ride in an old stage coach. Why the worst third class that ever was put next the engine is infinitely better than the inside of the best of them used to be, to say nothing of the speed. As to the outsides of the old coaches, with their roastings, their soakings, their freezings, and their smotherings with dust, one cannot but feel that the establishment of railways was a downright prolongation of life. Then the coach refreshments, or want of refreshments rather; the turning out at all hours to breakfast, dine, or sup, just as the coach reached the house of a proprietor wot ossd it, and the cool incivility of every body about the place. Any thing was good enough for a coach passenger.

On this auspicious day, though Miss Willing had her reticule full of macaroons and sponge biscuits, and Fine Billy the first had a great bulging paper of sandwiches in his brown overcoat pocket, they neither of them felt the slightest approach to hunger, ere the lumbering vehicle, after a series of clumsy, would-be-dash-cutting lurches and evolutions over the rough inequalities of the country pavement, pulled up short at the arched doorway of the Salutation Inn  we beg pardon, hotel  in Bramfordrig, and a many-coated, brandy-faced, blear-eyed guard let in a whole hurricane of wind while proclaiming that they dined there and stopped half an hour. Then Fine Billy the first had an opportunity of showing his gallantry and surveying the figure of his innamorata, as he helped her down the perilous mud-shot iron steps of the old Independent, and certainly never countess descended from her carriage on a drawing-room day with greater elegance than Miss Willing displayed on the present occasion, showing a lettle circle of delicate white linen petticoat as she protected her clothes from the mud-begrimed wheel, and just as much fine open-worked stocking above the fringed top of her Adelaide boots. On reaching the ground, which she did with a curtsey, she gave such a sweet smile as emboldened our Billy to offer his arm; and amid the nudging of outsiders, and staring of street-loungers, and make way-ing of inn hangers-on, our Billy strutted up the archway with all the dignity of a drum-major. His admiration increased as he now became sensible of the ladys height, for like all little men he was an admirer of tall women. As he caught a glimpse of himself in the unbecoming mirror between the drab and red fringed window curtains of the little back room into which they were ushered, he wished he had had on his new blue coat and bright buttons, with a buff vest, instead of the invisible green and black spot swansdown one in which he was then attired.

The outside passengers having descended from their eminences, proceeded to flagellate themselves into circulation, and throw off their husks, while Billy strutted consequentially in with the lady on his arm, and placed her in the seat of honour beside himself at the top of the table. The outsides then came swarming in, jostling the dish-bearers and seating themselves as they could. All seemed bent upon getting as much as they could for their money.

Pork was the repast. Pork in varions shapes: roast at the top, boiled at the bottom, sausages on one side, fry on the other; and Miss Willing couldnt eat pork, and, curious coincidence! neither could Billy. The lady having intimated this to Billy in the most delicate way possible, for she had a particular reason for not wishing to aggravate the new landlord, Mr. Bouncible, Billy gladly sallied forth to give battle as it were on his own account, and by way of impressing the household with his consequence, he ordered a bottle of Teneriffe as he passed the bar, and then commenced a furious onslaught about the food when he got into the kitchen. This reading of the riot act brought Bouncible from his Times, who having been in the profession himself took Billy for a noblemans gentleman, or a house-steward at least  a class of men not so easily put upon as their masters. He therefore, after sundry regrets at the fare not being zactly to their mind, which he attributed to its being washing-day, offered to let them have a the first turn at a very nice dish of hashed venison that was then simmering on the fire for Mrs. B. and himself, provided our travellers would have the goodness to call it hashed mutton, so that it might not be devoured by the outsiders, a class of people whom all landlords held in great contempt. To this proposition Billy readily assented, and returned triumphantly to the object of his adoration. He then slashed right and left at the roast pork, and had every plate but hers full by the time the hashed mutton made its appearance. He then culled out all the delicate tit-bits for his fair partner, and decked her hot plate with sweet sauce and mealy potatoes. Billys turn came next, and amidst demands for malt liquor and the arrival of smoking tumblers of brown brandy and water, clatter, patter, clatter, patter, became the order of the day, with an occasional suspicious, not to say dissatisfied, glance of a pork-eating passenger at the savoury dish at the top of the table. Mr. Bonncible, however, brought in the Teneriffe just at the critical moment, when Billy having replenished both plates, the pork-eaters might have expected to be let in; and walked off with the dish in exchange for the decanter. Our friends then pledged each other in a bumper of Cape. The pork was followed by an extremely large strong-smelling Cheshire cheese, in a high wooden cradle, which in its turn was followed by an extremely large strong-smelling man in a mountainous many-caped greatcoat, who with a bob of his head and a kick out behind, intimated that paying time was come for him. Growls were then heard of its not being half an hour, or of not having had their full time, accompanied by dives into the pockets and reticules for the needful  each person wondering how little he could give without a snubbing.
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Quite optional of course. Billy, who was bent on doing the magnificent, produced a large green-and-gold-tasseled purse, almost as big as a stocking, and drew therefrom a great five-shilling piece, which having tapped imposingly on his plate, he handed ostentatiously to the man, saying, for this lady and me, just as if she belonged to him; whereupon down went the head even with the table, with an undertoned intimation that Billy neednt urry, for he would make it all right with the guard. The waiter followed close on the heels of the coachman, drawing every body for half-a-crown for the dinner, besides what they had had to drink, and what they pleased for himself, and Billy again anticipated the lady by paying for both. Instead, however, of disputing his right so to do, she seemed to take it as a matter of course, and bent a little forward and said in a sort of half-whisper, though loud enough to be heard by a twinkling-eyed, clayey-complexioned she-outsider, sitting opposite, dressed in a puce-coloured cloth pelisse and a pheasant-feather bonnet, I fear you will think me very troublesome, but do you think you could manage to get me a finger-glass? twiddling her pretty taper fingers as she spoke.

Certainly! replied Billy, all alacrity, certainly.

With a little tepid water, continued Miss Willing, looking imploringly at Billy as he rose to fulfil her behests.

Such airs! growled Pheasant-feathers to her next neighbour with an indignant toss of her colour-varying head.

Billy presently appeared, bearing one of the old deep blue-patterned finger-glasses, with a fine damask napkin, marked with a ducal coronet  one of the usual perquisites of servitude.

Miss then holding each pretty hand downwards, stripped her fingers of their rings, just as a gardener strips a stalk of currants of its fruit, dropping, however, a large diamond ring (belonging to her ladyship, which she was just airing) skilfully under the table, and for which fat Billy had to dive like a dog after an otter.

Oh, dear! she was quite ashamed at her awkwardness and the trouble she had given, she assured Billy, as he rose red and panting from the pursuit.

Done on purpose to show her finery, muttered Pheasant-feather bonnet, with a sneer.

Miss having just passed the wet end of the napkin across her cherry lips and pearly teeth, and dipped her fingers becomingly in the warm water, was restoring her manifold rings, when the shrill twang, twang, twang of the horn, with the prancing of some of the newly-harnessed cripples on the pavement as they tried to find their legs, sounded up the arch-way into the little room, and warned our travellers that they should be reinvesting themselves in their wraps. So declining any more Teneriffe, Miss Willing set the example by drawing on her pretty kid gloves, and rising to give the time to the rest. Up they all got.


CHAPTER III. THE ROAD RESUMED.  MISS PHEASANT-FEATHERS.
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THE ROOM, AS we said before, being crammed, and our fair friend Miss Willing taking some time to pass gracefully down the line of chair-backs, many of whose late occupants were now swinging their arms about in all the exertion of tying up their mouths, and fighting their ways into their over-coats, Mr. Pringle, as he followed, had a good opportunity of examining her exquisite tournure, than which he thought he never saw anything more beautifully perfect. He was quite proud when a little more width of room at the end of the table enabled him to squeeze past a robing, Dutch-built British-lace-vending pack-woman, and reclaim his fair friend, just as a gentleman does his partner at the end of an old country dance. How exultingly he marched her through the line of inn hangers-on, hostlers, waiters, porters, post-boys, coachmen, and insatiable Matthews-at-home of an inn establishment, Boots, a gentleman who will undertake all characters in succession for a consideration. How thankful we ought to be to be done with these harpies!

Bouncible, either mistaking the rank of his guests, or wanting to have a better look at the lady, emerged from his glass-fronted den of a bar, and salaamd them up to the dirty coach, where the highly-feed coachman stood door in hand, waiting to perform the last act of attention for his money. In went Billy and the beauty, or rather the beauty and Billy, bang went the door, the outsiders scrambled up on to their perches and shelves as best they could. All right! Sit tight! was presently heard, and whip, jip, crack, cut, three blind uns and a bolter were again bumping the lumbering vehicle along the cobble-stoned street, bringing no end of cherry cheeks and corkscrew ringlets to the windows, to mark that important epoch of the day, the coach passing by.
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Billy, feeling all the better for his dinner, and inspirited by sundry gulps of wine, proceeded to make himself comfortable, in order to open fire as soon as ever the coach got off the stones. He took a rapid retrospect of all the various angels he had encountered, those who had favoured him, those who had frowned, and he was decidedly of opinion that he had never seen anything to compare to the fair lady before him. He was rich and thriving and would please himself without consulting Want-nothin-but-whats-right Jerry, Half-a-yard-of-the-table Joe, or any of them. It wasnt like as if they were to be in Co. with him in the lady. She would never come into the balance sheets. No; she was to be all his, and they had no business with it. He believed Want-nothin-but-whats-right would be glad if he never married. Just then the coach glid from the noisy pavement on to the comparatively speaking silent macadamised road, and Billy and the lady opened fire simultaneously, the lady about the discomforts of coach-travelling, which she had never tried before, and Billy about the smack of the Teneriffe, which he thought very earthy. He had some capital wine at home, he said, as everybody has. This led him to London, the street conveniences or inconveniences as they then were of the metropolis, which subject he plied for the purpose of finding out as well where the lady lived as whether her carriage would meet her or not; but this she skilfully parried, by asking Billy where he lived, and finding it was Doughty Street, Russell Square, she observed, as in truth it is, that it was a very airy part of the town, and proceeded to expatiate on the beauty of the flowers in Covent Garden, from whence she got to the theatres, then to the opera, intimating a very considerable acquaintance as well with the capital as with that enchanted circle, the West-end, comprising in its contracted limits what is called the world. Billy was puzzled. He wished she mightnt be a cut above him  such lords, such ladies, such knowledge of the court  could she be a maid-of-honour? Well, he didnt care. No ask no have, so he proceeded with the pumping process again. Did she live in town?

Fair Lady. Part of the year.

Billy. During the season I spose?

Fair Lady. During the sitting of parliament.

There again! thought Billy, feeling the expectation-funds fall ten per cent, at least. Well, faint heart never won fair lady, continued he to himself, considering how next he should sound her. She was very beautiful  what pretty pearly teeth she had, and such a pair of rosy lips  such a fair forehead too, and such nice hair  hed give a fipun note for a kiss!  hed give a tenpun note for a kiss!  dashed if he wouldnt give a fifty-pun for a kiss. Then he wondered what Head-and-shoulders Smith would think of her. As he didnt seem to be making much progress, however, in the information way, he now desisted from that consideration, and while contemplating her beauty considered how best he should carry on the siege. Should he declare who and what he was, making the best of himself of course, and ask her to be equally explicit, or should he beat about the bush a little longer and try to fish out what he could about her.

They had a good deal of day before them yet, dark though the latter part of it would be; which, however, on second thoughts, he felt might be rather favourable, inasmuch as she wouldnt see when he was taken aback by her answers. He would beat about the bush a little longer. It was very pleasant sport.

Did you say you lived in Chelsea? at length asked Billy, in a stupid self-convicting sort of way.

No, replied the fair lady with a smile; I never mentioned Chelsea.

Oh, no; no more you did, replied Billy, taken aback, especially as the lady led up to no other place.

Did she like the country? at length asked he, thinking to try and fix her locality there, if he could not earth her in London.

Yes, she liked the country, at least out of the season  there was no place like London in the season, she thought.

Billy thought so too; it was the best place in summer, and the only place in winter.

Well, the lady didnt know, but if she had to choose either place for a permanency, she would choose London.

This sent the Billy funds up a little. He forgot his intention of following her into the country, and began to expatiate upon the luxuries of London, the capital fish they got, the cod and hoyster sauce (for when excited, he knocked his hs about a little), the cod and hoyster sauce, the turbot, the mackerel, the mullet, that woodcock of the sea, as he exultingly called it, thinking what a tuck-out he would have in revenge for his country inn abstinence. He then got upon the splendour of his own house in Doughty Street  the most agreeable in London. Its spacious entrance, its elegant stone staircase; his beautiful drawingroom, with its maroon and rose-coloured brocaded satin damask curtains, and rich Toumay carpet, its beautiful chandelier of eighteen lights, and Piccolo pianoforte, and was describing a most magnificent mirror  we dont know what size, but most beautiful and becoming  when the pace of the vehicle was sensibly felt to relax; and before they had time to speculate on the cause, it had come to a stand-still.

Stopped, observed Billy, lowering the window to look out for squalls.

No sooner was the window down, than a head at the door proclaimed mischief. The tête-à-tête was at an end. The guard was going to put Pheasant-feather bonnet inside. Open sesame  W-h-i-s-h. In came the cutting wind  oh dear what a day!





Rum for a leddy? asked the guard, raising a great half-frozen, grog-blossomy face out of the blue and white coil of a shawl-cravat in which it was enveloped, Git in continued he, shouldering the leddy up the steps, without waiting for an answer, and in popped Pheasant-feathers; when, slamming-to the door, he cried right! to the coachman, and on went the vehicle, leaving the enterer to settle into a seat by its shaking, after the manner of the omnibus cads, who seem to think all they have to do is to see people past the door. As it was, the new-comer alighted upon Billy, who cannoned her off against the opposite door, and then made himself as big as he could, the better to incommode her. Pheasant-feathers, however, having effected an entrance, seemed to regard herself as good as her neighbours, and forthwith proceeded to adjust the window to her liking, despite the eyeing and staring of Miss Willing. Billy was indignant at the nasty peppermint-drop-smelling woman intruding between the wind and his beauty, and inwardly resolved he would dock the guards fee for his presumption in putting her there. Miss Willing gathered herself together as if afraid of contamination; and, forgetting her role, declared, after a jolt received in one of her seat-shiftings, that it was just the smallest coach she had ever been in. She then began to scrutinise her female companions attire.

A cottage-bonnet, made of pheasant-feathers; was there ever such a frightful thing seen,  all the colours of the rainbow combined,  must be a poachers daughter, or a poulterers. Paste egg-coloured ribbons; what a cloth pelisse,  puce colour in some parts,  bath-brick colour in others,  nearly drab in others,  thread-bare all over. Dare say she thought herself fine, with her braided waist, up to her ears. Her glazy gloves might be any colour  black, brown, green, gray. Then a qualm shot across Miss Willings mind that she had seen the pelisse before. Yes, no, yes; she believed it was the very one she had sold to Mrs. Pickles nursery governess for eighteen shillings. So it was. She had stripped the fur edging off herself, and there were the marks. Who could the wearer be? Where could she have got it? She could not recollect ever having seen her unwholesome face before. And yet the little ferrety, white-lashed eyes settled upon her as if they knew her. Who could she be? What, if she had lived fellow  (well not say what)  with the creature somewhere. There was no knowing people out of their working clothes, especially when they set up to ride inside of coaches. Altogether, it was very unpleasant.

Billy remarked his fair friends altered mood, and rightly attributed it to the intrusion of the nasty woman, whose gaudy headgear the few flickering rays of a December sun were now lighting up, making the feathers, so beautiful on a bird, look, to Billys mind, so ugly on a bonnet, at least on the bonnet that now thatched the frightful face beside him. Billy saw the fair lady was not accustomed to these sort of companions, and wished he had only had the sense to book the rest of the inside when the coach stopped to dine. However, it could not be helped now; so, having ascertained that Pheasant-feathers was going all the way to Lunnnn, as she called it, when the sun sunk behind its massive leadeen cloud, preparatory to that long reign of darkness with which travellers were oppressed,  for there were no oil-lamps to the roofs of stage-coaches,  Billy being no longer able to contemplate the beauties of his charmer, now changed his seat, for a little confidential conversation by her side.

He then, after a few comforting remarks, not very flattering to Pheasant-feathers beauty, resumed his expatiations about his splendid house in Doughty Street, Russell Square, omitting, of course, to mention that it had been fitted up to suit the taste of another lady, who had jilted him. He began about his dining-room, twenty-five feet by eighteen, with a polished steel fender, and pictors all about the walls; for, like many people, he fancied himself a judge of the fine arts, and, of course, was very frequently fleeced.

This subject, however, rather hung fire, a dining-room being about the last room in a house that a lady cares to hear about, so she presently cajoled him into the more genial region of the kitchen, which, unlike would-be fine ladies of the present day, she was not ashamed to recognise. From the kitchen they proceeded to the store-room, which Billy explained was entered by a door at the top of the back stairs, six feet nine by two feet eight, covered on both sides with crimson cloth, brass moulded in panels and mortise latch. He then got upon the endless, but never-lady-tiring, subject of bed-rooms  his best bed-room, with a most elegant five-feet-three canopy-top, mahogany bedstead, with beautiful French chintz furniture, lined with pink, outer and inner valance, trimmed silk tassel fringe, &c., &c., &c. And so he went maundering on, paving the way most elaborately to an offer, as some men are apt to do, instead of getting briskly to the ask-mamma point, which the ladies are generally anxious to have them at.

To be sure, Billy had been bowled over by a fair, or rather unfair one, who had appeared quite as much interested about his furniture and all his belongings as Miss Willing did, and who, when she got the offer, and found he was not nearly so well off as Jack Sanderson, declared she was never so surprised in her life as when Billy proposed; for though, as she politely said, every one who knew him must respect him, yet he had never even entered her head in any other light than that of an agreeable companion. This was Miss Amelia Titterton, afterwards Mrs. Sanderson. Another lady, as we said before (Miss Bowerbank), had done worse; for she had regularly jilted him, after putting him to no end of expense in furnishing his house, so that, upon the whole, Billy had cause to be cautious. A coach, too, with its jolts and its jerks, and its brandy-and-water stoppages, is but ill calculated for the delicate performance of offering, to say nothing of having a pair of nasty white-lashed, inquisitive-looking, ferrety eyes sitting opposite, with a pair of listening ears, nestling under the thatch of a pheasant-feather bonnet. All things considered, therefore, Billy may, perhaps, stand excused for his slowness, especially as he did not know but what he was addressing a countess.

And so the close of a scarcely dawned December day, was followed by the shades of night, and still the jip, jip, jipping; whip, whip, whipping; creak, creak, creaking of the heavy lumbering coach, was accompanied by Billys maunderings about his noble ebony this, and splendid mahogany that, varied with, here and there, a judicious interpolation of an indeed, or a how beautiful, from Miss Willing, to show how interested she was in the recital; for ladies are generally good listeners, and Miss Willing was essentially so.

The demeanour of the witness was lost, to be sure, in the chancery-like darkness that prevailed; and Billy felt it might be all blandishment, for nothing could be more marked or agreeable than the interest both the other ladies had taken in his family, furniture, and effects. Indeed, as he felt, they all took much the same course, for, for cool home-questioning, there is no man can compete with an experienced woman. They get to the What-have-you-got, and What-will-you-do point, before a man has settled upon the line of inquiry  very likely before he has got done with that interesting topic  the weather.

At length, a sudden turn of the road revealed to our friends, who were sitting with their faces to the horses, the first distant curve of glow-worm-like lamps in the distance, and presently the great white invitations to try warrens, or day and martins blacking, began to loom through the darkness of the dead walls of the outskirts of London. They were fast approaching the metropolis. The gaunt elms and leafless poplars presently became fewer, while castellated and sentry-box-looking summer-houses stood dark in the little paled-off gardens. At last the villas, and semi-detached villas, collapsed into one continuous gas-lit shop-dotted street. The shops soon became better and more frequent,  more ribbons and flowers, and fewer periwinkle stalls. They now got upon the stones. Billys heart jumped into his month at the jerk, for he knew not how soon his charmer and he might part, and as yet he had not even ascertained her locality. Now or never, thought he, rising to the occasion, and, with difficulty of utterance, he expressed a hope that he might have the pleasure of seeing her ome.

Thank you, no, replied Miss Willing, emphatically, for it was just the very thing she most dreaded, letting him see her reception by the servants.

Humph! grunted Billy, feeling his funds fall five-and-twenty per cent. Miss Titterton or Miss Bowerbank over again, thought he.

Not but that I most fully appreciate your kindness, whispered Miss Willing, in the sweetest tone possible, right into his ear, thinking by Billys silence that her vehemence had offended him; but, continued she, Im only going to the house of a friend, a long way from you, and I expect a servant to meet me at the Green Man in Oxford Street.

Well, but let me see you to the  (puff, gasp) Green Man, ejaculated Billy, the funds of hope rising more rapidly than his words.

Its very kind, whispered Miss Willing, and I feel it very, very much, but  

But if your servant shouldnt come, interrupted Billy, youd never find your way to Brompton in this nasty dense yellow fog, for they had now got into the thick of a fine fat one.

Oh, but Im not going to Brompton, exclaimed Miss Willing, amused at this second bad shot of Billys at her abode.

Well, wherever you are going, I shall only be too happy to escort you, replied Billy, I know Lunnun well.

So do I, thought Miss Willing, with a sigh. And the coach having now reached that elegant hostelry, the George and Blue Badger, in High Holborn, Miss showed her knowledge of it by intimating to Billy that that was the place for him to alight; so taking off her glove she tendered him her soft hand, which Billy grasped eagerly, still urging her to let him see her home, or at all events to the Green Man, in Oxford Street.

Miss, however, firmly but kindly declined his services, assuring him repeatedly that she appreciated his kindness, which she evinced by informing him that she was going to a friends at No.  , Grosvenor Square, that she would only be in town for a couple of nights; but that if he really wished to see her again, really wished it, she repeated with an emphasis, for she didnt want to be trifled with,  she would be happy to see him to tea at eight oclock on the following evening.

Eight oclock! gasped Billy. No.  , Gruvenor Square, repeated he. I knows it  Ill be with you to a certainty  Ill be with you to a  (puff) certainty. So saying, he made a sandwich of her fair taper-fingered hand, and then responded to the inquiry of the guard, if there was any one to git oot there, by alighting. And he was so excited that he walked off, leaving his new silk umbrella and all his luggage in the coach, exclaiming, as he worked his way through the fog to Doughty Street, No.  , Gruvenor Square  eight oclock  eight oclock  No.  , Gruvenor Square  was there ever such a beauty!  be with her to a certainty, be with her to a certainty. Saying which, he gave an ecstatic bound, and next moment found himself sprawling a-top of a murder!  crying apple-woman in the gutter. Leaving him there to get up at his leisure, let us return to his late companion in the coach.

Scarcely was the door closed on his exit, ere a sharp shrill You dont know me!  you dont know me! sounded from under the pheasant-feather bonnet, and shot through Miss Willing like a thrill.

Yes, no, yes; who is it? ejaculated she, thankful they were alone.

Sarey Grimes, to be sure, replied the voice, in a semi-tone of exultation.

Sarah Grimes! exclaimed Miss Willing, recollecting the veriest little imp of mischief that ever came about a place, the daughter of a most notorious poacher. So it is! Why, Sarah, who would ever have thought of seeing you grown into a great big woman.

I thought you didnt know me, replied Sarah; I used often to run errands for you, added she.

I remember, replied Miss Willing, feeling in her reticule for her purse. Sarah had carried certain delicate missives in the country that Miss Willing would now rather have forgotten, how thankful she was that the creature had not introduced herself when her fat friend was in the coach. What are you doing now? asked Miss Willing, jingling up the money at one end of the purse to distinguish between the gold and the silver.

Sarey explained that being now out of place (she had been recently dismissed from a cheesemongers at Lutterworth for stealing a copper coal-scoop, a pound of whitening, and a pair of gold spectacles, for which a donkey-travelling general merchant had given her seven and sixpence), the guard of the coach, who was her great-uncle, had given her a lift up to town to try what she could do there again; and Miss Willings quick apprehension seeing that there was some use to be made of such a sharp-witted thing, having selected a half-sovereign out of her purse, thus addressed her:

Well, Sarah, Im glad to see you again. You are very much improved, and will be very good-looking. Theres half a sovereign for you, handing it to her, and if youll come to me at six oclock to-morrow evening in Grosvenor Square, I dare say I shall be able to look out some things that may be useful to you.

Thanke, mum; thanke! exclaimed Sarey, delighted at the idea. Ill be with you, you may depend.

You know Big Ben, continued Miss Willing, who was my lords own man; hes hall-porter now, ring and tell him you come for me, and hell let you in at the door.

Certainly, mum, certainly, assented Pheasant-feathers, thinking how much more magnificent that would be than sneaking down the area.

And the coach having now reached the Green Man, Miss Willing alighted and took a coach to Grosvenor Square, leaving Miss Grimes to pursue its peregrinations to the end of its journey.

And Billy Pringle having, with the aid of the pollis, appeased the basket-womans wrath, was presently ensconced in his beautiful house in Doughty Street.

So, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,  down goes the curtain on this somewhat long chapter.


CHAPTER IV. A GLASS COACH.  MISS WILLING (EN GRAND COSTUME)
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NEXT DAY OUR friend Billy was buried in looking after his lost luggage and burnishing up the gilt bugle-horn buttons of the coat, waist-coat, and shorts of the Royal Epping Archers, in which he meant to figure in the evening. Having, through the medium of his Boyle, ascertained the rank of the owner of the residence where he was going to be regaled, he ordered a glass-coach  not a coach made of glass, juvenile readers, in which we could see a gentleman disparting himself like a gold-fish in a glass bowl, but a better sort of hackney coach with a less filthy driver, which, by a beautiful fiction of the times, used to be considered the hirers private carriage.

It was not the thing in those days to drive up to a gentlemans door in a public conveyance, and doing the magnificent was very expensive: for the glass fiction involved a pair of gaunt raw-boned horses, which, with the napless-hatted drab-turned-up-with-grease-coated-coachman, left very little change out of a sovereign. How thankful we ought to be to railways and Mr. Fitzroy for being able to cut about openly at the rate of sixpence a mile. The first great man who drove up St. Jamess Street at high tide in a Hansom, deserves to have his portrait painted at the public expense, for he opened the door of common sense and utility.

What a follow-my-leader-world it is! People all took to street cabs simultaneously, just as they did to walking in the Park on a Sunday when Count DOrsay set up his andsomest ombrella in de vorld, being no longer able to keep a horse. But we are getting into recent times instead of attending Mr. Pringle to his party. He is supposed to have ordered his glass phenomenon.

Now Mr. Forage, the job-master, in Lambs Conduit Street, with whom our friend did his magnificence, performed funerals also, as his yard-doors indicated, and being rather full, or more properly speaking, empty, he acted upon the principle of all coaches being black in the dark, and sent a mourning one, so there was a striking contrast between the gaiety of the Royal Epping Archers uniform  pea-green coat with a blue collar, salmon-coloured vest and shorts  in which Mr. Pringle was attired, and the gravity of the vehicle that conveyed him. However, our lover was so intent upon taking care of his pumps, for the fog had made the flags both slippery and greasy, that he popped in without noticing the peculiarity, and his stuttering knock-kneed hobble-de-hoy, yclept Paul, having closed the door and mounted up behind, they were presently jingling away to the west, Billy putting up first one leg and then the other on to the opposite seat to admire his white-gauze-silk-encased calves by the gas and chemists windows as they passed. So he went fingering and feeling at his legs, and pulling and hauling at his coat,  for the Epping Archer uniform had got rather tight, and, moreover, had been made on the George-the-Fourth principle, of not being easily got into  along Oxford Street, through Hanover Square, and up Brook Street, to the spacious region that contained the object of his adoration. The coach presently drew up at a stately Italian-column porticoed mansion: down goes Paul, but before he gets half through his meditated knock, the door opens suddenly in his face, and he is confronted by Big Ben in the full livery,  we beg pardon,  uniform of the Delacey family, beetroot-coloured coat, with cherry-coloured vest and shorts, the whole elaborately bedizened with gold-lace.
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The unexpected apparition, rendered more formidable by the blazing fire in the background, throwing a lurid light over the giant, completely deprived little Paul of his breath, and he stood gaping and shaking as if he expected the monster to address him.

Who may you please to want? at length demanded Ben, in a deep sonorous tone of mingled defiance and contempt.

P  p  p  please, wo  wo  wo  want, stuttered little Paul, now recollecting that he had never been told who to ask for.

Yes, who do you wish to see? demanded Ben, in a clear explanatory tone, for though he had agreed to dress up for the occasion on the reciprocity principle of course  Miss Willing winking at his having two nephews living in the house  he by no means undertook to furnish civility to any of the undergraduates of life, as he called such apologies as Paul.

I  I  Ill ask, replied Paul, glad to escape back to the coach, out of which the Royal Archers bull-head was now protruding, anxious to be emancipated.

Who  ho  ho am I to a  a  ask for, pa  pa  per  please? stuttered Paul, trembling all over with fear and excitement, for he had never seen such a sight except in a show.

Ask for! muttered Billy, now recollecting for the first time that the fair lady and he were mutually ignorant of each others names. Ask for! What if it should be a hoax? thought he; how foolish he would look!

While these thoughts were revolving in Billys mind, Big Ben, having thrust his hands deep into the pockets of his cherry-coloured shorts, was contemplating the dismal-looking coach in the disdainful cock-up-nose sort of way that a high-life Johnny looks at what he considers a low-life equipage; wondering, we dare say, who was to be deceived by such a thing.

Billy, seeing the case was desperate, resolved to put a bold face on the matter, especially as he remembered his person could not be seen in the glass coach; so, raising his crush hat to his face, he holloaed out, I say! is this the Earl of Delaceys?

It is, replied Ben, with a slight inclination of his gigantic person.

Then, let me out, demanded Billy of Paul. And this request being complied with, Billy skipped smartly across the flags, and was presently alongside of Ben, whispering up into his now slightly-inclined ear, I say, was there a lady arrived here last night from the country? (He was going to say by the coach, but he checked himself when he got to the word country.)

There was, sir, replied Ben, relaxing into something like condescension.

Then Im come to see her, whispered Billy, with a grin.

Your name, if you please, sir? replied Ben, still getting up the steam of politeness.

Mr. Pringle  Mr. William Pringle! replied Billy with firmness.

All right, sir, replied the blood-red monster, pretending to know more than he did; and, motioning Billy onward into the black and white marble-flagged entrance hall, he was about to shut him in, when Billy, recollecting himself, holloaed, Ome! to his coachman, so that he mightnt be let in for the two days hire. The door then closed, and he was in for an adventure.

It will be evident to our fair friends that the Archer bold had the advantage over the lady, in having all his raiment in town, while she had all hers, at least all the pick of hers,  her first-class things,  in the country. Now every body knows that what looks very smart in the country looks very seedy in London, and though the country cousins of life do get their new things to take back with them there, yet regular town-comers have theirs ready, or ready at all events to try on against they arrive, and so have the advantage of looking like civilised people while they are up. London, however, is one excellent place for remedying any little deficiency of any sort, at least if a person has only either money or credit, and a lady or gentleman can soon be rigged out by driving about to the different shops.

Now it so happened that Miss Willing had nothing of her own in town, that she felt she would be doing herself justice to appear before Billy in, and had omitted bringing her ladyships keys, whereby she might have remedied the deficiency out of that wardrobe; however, with such a commission as she held, there could be no difficulty in procuring the loan of whatever was wanted from her ladyships milliner. We may mention that on accepting office under Lady Delacey, Miss Willing, with the greatest spirit of fairness, had put her ladyships custom in competition among three distinguished modistes, viz. her old friend Madame Adelaide Banboxeney, Madame Celeste de Montmorency, of Dover Street, and Miss Julia Freemantle, of Cowslip Street, May Fair; and Miss Freemantle having offered the same percentage on the bill (£15) as the other two, and £20 a year certain money more than Madame Banboxeney, and £25 more than Madame Celeste de Montmorency, Miss Freemantle had been duly declared the purchaser, as the auctioneers say, and in due time (as soon as a plausible quarrel could be picked with the then milliner) was in the enjoyment of a very good thing, for though the Countess Delacey, in the Gilpin-ian spirit of the age, tried to tie Miss Freemantle down to price, yet she overlooked the extras, the little embroidery of a bill, if we may so call it, such as four pound seventeen and sixpence for a buckle, worth perhaps the odd silver, and the surreptitious lace, at no one knows what, so long as they were not all in one item, and were cleverly scattered about the bill in broken sums, just as the lady thought the ribbon dear at a shilling a yard, but took it when the counter-skipper replied, Spose, marm, then, we say thirteen pence  Miss Willing having had a consultation with Miss Freemantle as to the most certain means of quashing the Countess of Honiton, broached her own little requirements, and Miss Freemantle, finding that she only wanted the dress for one night, agreed to lend her a very rich emerald-green Genoa velvet evening-dress, trimmed with broad Valenciennes lace, she was on the point of furnishing for Alderman Boozeys sons bran-new wife; Miss Freemantle feeling satisfied, as she said, that Miss Willing would do it no harm; indeed, would rather benefit it by the sit her fine figure would give it, in the same way as shooters find it to their advantage to let their keepers have a day or twos wear out of their new shoes in order to get them to go easy for themselves.

The reader will therefore have the goodness to consider Miss Willing arrayed in Alderman Boozeys sons bran-new wifes bran-new Genoa velvet dress, with a wreath of pure white camellias on her beautiful brown Madonna-dressed hair, and a massive true-lovers-knot brooch in brilliants at her bosom. On her right arm she wears a magnificent pearl armlet, which Miss Freemantle had on sale or return from that equitable diamond-merchant, Samuel Emanuel Moses, of the Minories, the price ranging, with Miss Freemantle, from eighty to two hundred and fifty guineas, according to the rank and paying properties of the inquirer, though as between Moses and Mantle, the price was to be sixty guineas, or perhaps pounds, depending upon the humour Moses might happen to be in, when she came with the dear £. s. d. The reader will further imagine an elegant little boudoir with its amber-coloured silk fittings and furniture, lit up with the united influence of the best wax and Wallsend, and Miss Willing sitting at an inlaid centre-table, turning over the leaves of Heaths Picturesque Annual of the preceding year. Opposite the fire are large white and gold folding-doors, opening we know not where, outside of which lurks Pheasant-feathers, placed there by Miss Willing on a service of delicacy.


CHAPTER V. THE LADYS BOUDOIR.  A DECLARATION.
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THIS WAY, SIR,  please, sir,  yes, sir, bowed the now obsequious Ben, guiding Billy by the light of a chamber candle through the intricacies of the half-lit inner entrance. Take care, sir, theres a step, sir, continued he, stopping and showing where the first stumbling-block resided. Billy then commenced the gradual accent of the broad, gently-rising staircase, each step increasing his conviction of the magnitude of the venture, and making him feel that his was not the biggest house in town. As he proceeded he wondered what Nothin-but-whats-right Jerry, or Half-a-yard-of-the-table Joe, above all Mrs. Half-a-yard-of-the-table, would say if they could see him thus visiting at a noblemans house, it seemed more like summut in a book or a play than downright reality. Still there was no reason why a fine lady should not take a fancy to him  many deuced deal uglier fellows than he had married fine ladies, and he would take his chance along with the rest of them  so he laboured up after Ben, hoping he might not come down stairs quicker than he went up.

The top landing being gained, they passed through lofty folding-doors into the suite of magnificent but now put-away drawing-rooms, whose spectral half collapsed canvas bags, and covered statues and sofas, threw a Kensal-Green-Cemetery sort of gloom over Billys spirits; speedily, however, to be dispelled by the radiance of the boudoir into which he was now passed through an invisible door in the gilt-papered wall. Mr. William Pringle, mam, whispered Ben, in a tone that one could hardly reconcile to the size of the monster: and Miss Willing having risen at the sound of the voice, bowing, Billy and she were presently locked hand in hand, smiling and teeth-showing most extravagantly. Ill ring for tea presently, observed she to Ben, who seemed disposed to fuss and loiter about the room. If you please, my lady, replied Ben, bowing himself backwards through the panel. Happy Billy was then left alone with his charmer, save that beetroot-coloured Ben was now listening at one door on his own account, and Pheasant-feathers at the other on Miss Willings.

Billy was quite taken aback. If he had been captivated in the coach what chance had he now, with all the aid of dress, scenery, and decorations. He thought he had never seen such a beauty  he thought he had never seen such a bust  he thought he had never seen such an arm! Miss Titterton  pooh!  wasnt to be mentioned in the same century  hadnt half such a waist. Wont you be seated? at length asked Miss Willing, as Billy still stood staring and making a mental inventory of her charms. Seat  (puff) seat (wheeze), gasped Billy, looking around at the shining amber-coloured magnificence by which he was surrounded, as if afraid to venture, even in his nice salmon-coloured shorts. At length he got squatted on a gilt chair by his charmers side, when taking to look at his toes, she led off the ball of conversation. She had had enough of the billing and cooing or gammon and spinach of matrimony, and knew if she could not bring him to book at once, time would not assist her. She soon probed his family circle, and was glad to find there was no mamma to ask, that dread parent having more than once been too many for her. She took in the whole range of connection with the precision of an auctioneer or an equity draftsman.

There was no occasion for much diplomacy on her part, for Billy came into the trap just like a fly to a Ketch-em-alive O! The conversation soon waxed so warm that she quite forgot to ring for the tea; and Ben, who affected early hours in the winter, being slightly asthmatical, as a hall-porter ought to be, at length brought it in of his own accord. Most polite he was; My lady and Your ladyship-ing Miss Willing with accidental intention every now and then, which raised Billys opinion of her consequence very considerably. And so he sat, and sipped and sipped, and thought what a beauty she would be to transfer to Doughty Street. Tea, in due time, was followed by the tray  Melton pie, oysters, sandwiches, anchovy toast, bottled stout, sherry and Seltzer water, for which latter there was no demand.

A profane medicine-chest-looking mahogany case then made its appearance, which, being opened, proved to contain four cut-glass spirit-bottles, labelled respectively, Rum, Brandy, Whiskey, Gin, though they were not true inscriptions, for there were two whiskeys and two brandys. A good old-fashioned black-bottomed kettle having next mounted a stand placed on the top bar, Miss intimated to Ben that if they had a few more coals, he need not trouble to sit up; and these being obtained, our friends made a brew, and then drew their chairs together to enjoy the feast of reason and the flow of soul; Miss slightly raising Alderman Boozeys sons bran-new wifes bran-new emerald-green velvet dress to show her beautiful white-satin slippered foot, as it now rested on the polished steel fender.

The awkwardness of resuming the interrupted addresses being at length overcome by sundry gulphs of the inspiring fluid, our friend Mr. Pringle was soon in full fervour again. He anathematised the lawyers and settlements, and delay, and was all for being married off-hand at the moment.

Miss, on her part, was dignified and prudent. All she would say was that Mr. William Pringle was not indifferent to her, No, sighed she, he wasnt  but there were many, many considerations, and many, many points to be discussed, and many, many questions to be asked of each other, before they could even begin to talk of such a thing as immediate hem  (she wouldnt say the word) turning away her pretty head.

Ask away, then! exclaimed Billy, helping himself to another beaker of brandy  for he saw he was approaching the Ketch-em-alive O. Miss then put the home-question whether his family knew what he was about, and finding they did not, she saw there was no time to lose; so knocking off the expletives, she talked of many considerations and points, the main one being to know how she was likely to be kept,  whether she was to have a full-sized footman, or an under-sized stripling, or a buttony boy of a page, or be waited upon by that greatest aversion to all female minds, one of her own sex. Not that she had the slightest idea of saying No, but her experience of life teaching her that all early grandeur may be mastered by footmen, she could very soon calculate what sort of a set down she was likely to have by knowing the style of her attendant. Show me your footman, and I will tell you what you are, was one of her maxims. Moreover, it is well for all young ladies to have a sort of rough estimate, at all events, of what they are likely to have,  which, we will venture to say, unlike estimates in general, will fall very far short of the reality. Our friend Billy, however, was quite in the promising mood, and if she had asked for half-a-dozen Big Bens he would have promised her them, canes, powder, and all.

Oh! she should have anything, everything she wanted! A tall man with good legs, and all right about the mouth,  an Arab horse, an Erard harp, a royal pianoforte, a silver tea-urn, a gold coffee-pot, a service of gold  eat gold, if she liked, and as he declared she might eat gold if she liked, he dropped upon his salmon-coloured knees, and with his glass of brandy in one hand, and hers in the other, looked imploringly up at her, a beautiful specimen of heavy sentimentality; and Miss, thinking she had got him far enough, and seeing it was nearly twelve oclock, now urged him to rise, and allow her maid to go and get him a coach. Saying which, she disengaged her hand, and slipping through the invisible door, was presently whispering her behests to the giggling Pheasant-feathers, on the other side of the folding ones. A good half-hour, however, elapsed before one of those drowsy vehicles could be found, during which time our suitor obtained the fair ladys consent to allow him to meet her at her friend Mrs. Freemantles, as she called her, in Cowslip Street, May Fair, at three oclock in the following afternoon; and the coach having at length arrived, Miss Willing graciously allowed Mr. Pringle to kiss her hand, and then accompanied him to the second landing of the staircase, which commanded the hall, in order to check any communication between Pheasant-feathers and him.

The reader will now perhaps accompany us to this famed milliner, dress and mantle-makers, who will be happy to execute any orders our fair ones may choose to favour her with.

Despite the anathemas of a certain law lord, match-forwarding is quite the natural prerogative and instinct of women. They all like it, from the duchess downwards, and you might as well try to restrain a cat from mousing as a woman from match-making. Miss Freemantle (who acted Mrs. on this occasion) was as fond of the pursuit as any one. She looked Billy over with a searching, scrutinising glance, thinking what a flat he was, and wondered what he would think of himself that time twelvemonths. Billy, on his part, was rather dumb-foundered. Talking before two women was not so easy as talking to one; and he did not get on with the immediate matrimony story half so well as he had done over-night. The ladies saw his dilemma, and Miss Willing quickly essayed to relieve him. She put him through his pleadings with all the skill of the great Serjeant Silvertougue, making Billy commit himself most irretrievably.

Mamma (Miss Freemantle that is to say) then had her innings.

She was much afraid it couldnt be done off-hand  indeed she was. There was a place on the Border  Gretna Green  she dare sayd hed heard of it; but then it was a tremendous distance, and would take half a lifetime to get to it. Besides, Miss praps mightnt like taking such a journey at that time of year.

Miss looked neither yes nor no. Mamma was more against it than her, Mamma feeling for the countesss coming contest and her future favours. Other difficulties were then discussed, particularly that of publicity, which Miss dreaded more than the journey to Gretna. It must be kept secret, whatever was done. Billy must be sworn to secrecy, or Miss would have nothing to say to him. Billy was sworn accordingly.

Mamma then thought the best plan was to have the banns put up in some quiet church, where no questions would be asked as to where they lived, and it would be assumed that they resided within the parish, and when they had been called out, they could just go quietly and get married, which would keep things square with the countess and everybody else. And this arrangement being perfected, and liberty given to Billy to write to his bride, whose name and address were now furnished him, he at length took his departure; and the ladies having talked him over, then resolved themselves into a committee of taste, to further the forthcoming tournament. And by dint of keeping all hands at work all night, Miss Willing was enabled to return to the countess with the first instalment of such a series of lady-killing garments as mollified her heart, and enabled her to sustain the blow that followed, which however was mitigated by the assurance that Mr. and Mrs. William Pringle were going to live in London, and that Madams taste would always be at her ladyships command.

We wish we could gratify our lady readers with a description of the brilliant attire that so completely took the shine out of the Countess of Honiton as has caused her to hide her diminished head ever since, but our pen is unequal to the occasion, and even if we had had a John Leech to supply our deficiencies, the dresses of those days would look as nothing compared to the rotatory haystacks of the present one.

What fair lady can bear the sight of her face painted in one of the old poke bonnets of former days? To keep things right, the bonnet ought to be painted to the face every year or two.

But to the lovers.

In due time Mamma (Miss Freemantle) presented her blooming daughter to the happy Billy, who was attended to the hymeneal alter by his confidential clerk, Head-and-shoulders Smith. Big Ben, who was dressed in a blue frock coat with a velvet collar, white kerseymere trousers, and varnished boots, looking very like one of the old royal dukes, was the only other person present at the interesting ceremony, save Pheasant-feathers, who lurked in one of the pews.

The secret had been well kept, for the evening papers of that day and the morning ones of the next first proclaimed to the great world, that sphere of ones own acquaintance, that William Pringle, Esquire, of Doughty Street, Russell Square, was married to Miss Emma Willing, of  the papers did not say where.


CHAPTER VI. THE HAPPY UNITED FAMILY.  CURTAIN CRESCENT.
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THE PRINGLES of course were furious when they read the announcement of Billys marriage. Such a degradation to such a respectable family, and communicated in such a way. We need scarcely say that at first they all made the worst of it, running Mrs. William down much below her real level, and declaring that Billy though hard enough in money matters, was soft enough in love affairs. Then Mrs. Half-a-yard-of-the-table Joe, who up to that time had been the belle of the family, essayed to pick her to pieces, intimating that she was much indebted to her dress  that fine feathers made fine birds  hoped that Billy would like paying for the clothes, and wondered what her figure would be like a dozen years thence. Mrs. Joe had preserved hers, never having indeed having been in the way of spoiling it. Joe looked as if he was to perpetuate the family name. By-and-by, when it became known that the Countess Delaceys yellow carriage, with the high-stepping greys and the cocked-up-nose beet-root-and-cherry-coloured Johnnies, was to be seen astonishing the natives in Doughty Street, they began to think better of it; and though they did not stint themselves for rudeness (disguised as civility of course), they treated her less like a show, more especially when Billy was present. Still, though they could not make up their minds to be really civil to her, they could not keep away from her, just as the moth will be at the candle despite its unpleasant consequences. Indeed, it is one of the marked characteristics of Snobbism, that they wont be cut. At least, if you do get a Snob cut, ten to one but he will take every opportunity of rubbing up against you, or sitting down beside you in public, or overtaking you on the road, or stopping a mutual acquaintance with you in the street, either to show his indifference or his independence, or in the hope of its passing for intimacy. There are people who cant understand any coolness short of a kick. The Pringles were tiresome people. They would neither be in with Mrs. William, nor out with her. So there was that continual knag, knag, knagging going on in the happy united family, that makes life so pleasant and enjoyable. Mrs. William well knew, when any of them came to call upon her, that her sayings and doings would furnish recreation for the rest of the cage. It is an agreeable thing to have people in ones house acting the part of spies. One day Mrs. Joe, who lived in Guildford Street, seeing the Countesss carriage-horses cold-catching in Doughty Street, while her ladyship discussed some important millinery question with Mrs. William, could not resist the temptation of calling, and not being introduced to the Countess, said to Mis. William, with her best vinegar sneer, the next time they met. She oped she had told her fine friend that the vulgar woman she saw at her ouse was no connection of hers. But enough of such nonsense. Let us on to something more pleasant.

Well, then, of course the next step in our story is the appearance of our hero, the boy Billy  Fine Billy, aforesaid. Such a boy as never was seen! All other mammas went away dissatisfied with theirs, after they had got a peep of our Billy. If baby-shows had been in existence in those days, Mrs. Billy might have scoured the country and carried away all the prizes. Everybody was struck in a heap at the sight of him, and his sayings and doings were worthy of a place in Punch. So thought his parents, at least. What perfected their happiness, of course, operated differently with the family, and eased the minds of the ladies, as to the expediency of further outward civility to Mrs. William, who they now snubbed at all points, and prophesied all sorts of uncharitableness of. Mrs., on her side, surpassed them all in dress and good looks, and bucked Billy up into a very produceable-looking article. Though he mightnt exactly do for Whites bay-window on a summer afternoon, he looked uncommonly well on Change, and capitally in the country. Of course, he came in for one of the three cardinal sources of abuse the world is always so handy with, viz., that a man either behaves ill to his wife, is a screw, or is out-running the constable, the latter, of course, being Billys crime, which admitted of a large amount of blame being laid on the lady, though, we are happy to say, Billy had no trial of speed with the constable, for his wife, by whose permission men thrive, was a capital manager, and Billy slapped his fat thigh over his beloved balance-sheets every Christmas, exclaiming, as he hopped joyously round on one leg, snapping his finger and thumb, Our Billy shall be a gent! Our Billy shall be a gent! And he half came in to the oft-expressed wish of his wife, that he might live to see him united to a quality lady: Mr. and Lady Arabella Pringle, Mr. and Lady Sophia Pringle, or Mr. and Lady Charlotte Elizabeth Pringle, as the case might be.

Vainglorious ambition! After an inordinate kidney supper, poor Billy was found dead in his chair. Great was the consternation among the Pringle family at the lamentable affliction. All except Jerry, who, speculating on his habits, had recently effected a policy on his life, were deeply shocked at the event. They buried him with all becoming pomp, and then, Jerry, who had always professed great interest in the boy Billy  so great, indeed, as to induce his brother (though with no great opinion of Jerry, but hoping that his services would never be wanted, and that it might ingratiate the nephew with the bachelor uncle,) to appoint him an executor and guardian  waited upon the widow, and with worlds of tears and pious lamentations, explained to her in the most unexplanatory manner possible, all how things were left, but begging that she would not give herself any trouble about her sons affairs, for, if she would attend to his spiritual wants, and instil high principles of honour, morality, and fine feeling into his youthful mind, he would look after the mere worldly dross, which was as nothing compared to the importance of the other. Teach him to want nothin but whats right, continued Jerry, as he thought most impressively. Teach him to want nothin but whats right, and when he grows up to manhood marry him to some nice, pious respectable young woman in his own rank of life, with a somethin of her own; gentility is all very well to talk about, but it gets you nothin at the market, added he, forgetting that he was against the mere worldly dross.

But Mrs. Pringle, who knew the value of the article, intimated at an early day, that she would like to be admitted into the money partnership as well, whereupon Jerry waxing wroth, said with an irate glance of his keen grey eyes, My dear madam, these family matters, in my opinion, require to be treated not only in a business-like way, but with a very considerable degree of delicacy, an undisputed dogma, acquiring force only by the manner in which it was delivered. So the pretty widow saw she had better hold her tongue, and hope for the best from the little fawning bully.
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The melancholy catastrophe with which we closed our last chapter found our hero at a preparatory school, studying for Eton, whither papa proposed sending him on the old principle of getting him into good society; though we believe it is an experiment that seldom succeeds. The widow, indeed, took this view of the matter, for her knowledge of high life caused her to know that though a proud aristocracy can condescend, and even worship wealth, yet that they are naturally clannish and exclusive, and tenacious of pedigree. In addition to this, Mrs. Pringles experience of men led her to think that the solemn pedantic Greek and Latin ones, as she called them, who know all about Julius Cæsar coming, summa diligentia, on the top of the diligence, were not half so agreeable as those who could dance and sing, and knew all that was going on in the present-day world; which, in addition to her just appreciation of the delicate position of her son, made her resolve not to risk him among the rising aristocracy at Eton, who, instead of advancing, might only damage his future prospects in life, but to send him to Paris, where, besides the three Rs, reading, riting, and rithmetic,  he would acquire all the elegant accomplishments and dawn fresh upon the world an unexpected meteor.

This matter being arranged, she then left Dirty Street, as she called Doughty Street, with all the disagreeable Pringle family espionage, and reminiscences, and migrated westward, taking up her abode in the more congenial atmosphere of Curtain Crescent, Pimlico, or Belgravia, as, we believe the owners of the houses wish to have it called. Here she established herself in a very handsome, commodious house, with porticoed doorway and balconied drawing-rooms  every requisite for a genteel family in short; and such a mansion being clearly more than a single lady required, she sometimes accommodated the less fortunate, through the medium of a house-agent, though both he and she always begged it to be distinctly understood that she did not let lodgings, but apartments; and she always requested that the consideration might be sent to her in a sealed envelope by the occupants, in the same manner as she transmitted them the bill. So she managed to make a considerable appearance at a moderate expense, it being only in the full season that her heart yearned towards the houseless, when of course a high premium was expected. There is nothing uncommon in people letting their whole houses; so why should there be anything strange in Mrs. Pringle occasionally letting a part of one? Clearly nothing. Though Mrs. Joe did say she had turned a lodging-house keeper, she could not refrain from having seven-and-sixpence worth of Brougham occasionally to see how the land lay.

It is but justice to our fair friend to say that she commenced with great prudence. So handsome unprotected a female being open to the criticisms of the censorious, she changed her good-looking footman for a sedate elderly man, whose name, Properjohn, John Properjohn, coupled with the severe austerity of his manners, was enough to scare away intruders, and to keep the young girls in order, whom our friend had consigned to her from the country, in the hopes that her drilling and recommendation would procure them admission into quality families.
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Properjohn had been spoiled for high service by an attack of the jaundice, but his figure was stately and good, and she sought to modify his injured complexion by a snuff-coloured, Quaker-cut coat and vest, with claret-coloured shorts, and buckled shoes. Thus attired, with his oval-brimmed hat looped up with gold cord, and a large double-jointed brass-headed cane in his hand, he marched after his mistress, a damper to the most audacious. Properjohn, having lived in good families until he got spoiled by the jaundice, had a very extensive acquaintance among the aristocracy, with whom Mrs. Pringle soon established a peculiar intercourse. She became a sort of ultimate Court of Appeal, a Cour de Cassation, in all matters of taste in apparel,  whether a bonnet should be lilac or lavender colour, a dress deeply flounced or lightly, a lady go to a ball in feathers or diamonds, or both  in all those varying and perplexing points that so excite and bewilder the female mind: Mrs. Pringle would settle all these, whatever Mrs. Pringle said the fair applicants would abide by, and milliners and dress-makers submitted to her judgment. This, of course, let her into the privacies of domestic life. She knew what husbands stormed at the milliners and dress-makers bills, bounced at the price of the Opera-box, and were eternally complaining of their valuable horses catching cold. She knew who the cousin was who was always to be admitted in Lavender Square, and where the needle-case-shaped note went to after it had visited the toy-shop in Arcadia Street. If her own information was defective, Properjohn could supply the deficiency. The two, between them, knew almost everything.

Nor was Mrs. Pringles influence confined to the heads of houses, for it soon extended to many of the junior members also. It is a well known fact that, when the gorgeous Lady Rainbow came to consult her about her daughters goings on with Captain Conquest, the Captain and Matilda saw Mamma alight from the flaunting hammer-clothed tub, as they stood behind the figured yellow tabaret curtains of Mrs. Pringles drawing-room window, whither they had been attracted by the thundering of one of the old noisy order of footmen. Blessings on the man, say we, who substituted bells for knockers  so that lovers may not be disturbed, or visitors unaccustomed to public knocking have to expose their incompetence.

We should, however, state, that whenever Mrs. Pringle was consulted by any of the juveniles upon their love affairs, she invariably suggested that they had better Ask Mamma, though perhaps it was only done as a matter of form, and to enable her to remind them at a future day, if things went wrong, that she had done so. Many people make offers that they never mean to have accepted, but still, if they are not accepted, they made them you know. If they are accepted, why then they wriggle out of them the best way they can. But we are dealing in generalities, instead of confining ourselves to Mrs. Pringles practice. If the young lady or gentleman  for Mrs. Pringle was equally accessible to the sexes  preferred asking her to Asking Mamma, Mrs. Pringle was always ready to do what she could for them; and the fine Sèvres and Dresden china, the opal vases, the Bohemian scent-bottles, the beautiful bronzes, the or-molu jewel caskets, and Parisian clocks, that mounted guard in the drawing-room when it was not in commission (occupied as apartments), spoke volumes for the gratitude of those she befriended. Mrs. Pringle was soon the repository of many secrets, but we need not say that the lady who so adroitly concealed Pheasant Feathers on her own account was not likely to be entrapped into committing others; and though she was often waited upon by pleasant conversationalists on far-fetched errands, who endeavoured to draw carelessly down wind to their point, as well as by seedy and half-seedy gentlemen, who proceeded in a more business-like style, both the pleasant conversationalists and the seedy and the half-seedy gentlemen went away as wise as they came. She never knew anything; it was the first she had heard of anything of the sort.

Altogether, Mrs. Pringle was a wonderful woman, and not the least remarkable trait in her character was that, although servants, who, like the rest of the world, are so ready to pull people down to their own level, knew her early professional career, yet she managed them so well that they all felt an interest in elevating her, from the Dukes Duke, down to old quivering-calved Jeames de la Pluche, who sipped her hop champagne, and told all he heard while waiting at table  that festive period when people talk as if their attendants were cattle or inanimate beings.

The reader will now have the goodness to consider our friend, Fine Billy, established with his handsome mother in Curtain Crescent  not Pimlico, but Belgravia  with all the airs and action described in our opening chapter. We have been a long time in working up to him, but the reader will not find the space wasted, inasmuch as it has given him a good introduction to Madam, under whose auspices Billy will shortly have to grapple with the Ask Mamma world. Moreover, we feel that if there has been a piece of elegance overlooked by novelists generally, it is the delicate, sensitive, highly-refined ladys-maid. With these observations, we now pass on to the son He had exceeded, if possible, his good mothers Parisian anticipations, for if he had not brought away any great amount of learning, if he did not know a planet from a fixed star, the difference of oratory between Cicero and Demosthenes, or the history of Cupid and the minor heathen deities, he was nevertheless an uncommonly good hand at a polka, could be matched to waltz with any one, and had a tremendous determination of words to the mouth. His dancing propensities, indeed, were likely to mislead him at starting; for, not getting into the sort of society Mrs. Pringle wished to see him attain, he took up with Cremorne and Casinos, and questionable characters generally.

Mrs. Pringles own establishment, we are sorry to say, soon furnished her with the severest cause of disquietude; for having always acted upon the principle of having pretty maids  the difference, as she said, between pretty and plain ones being, that the men ran after the pretty ones, while the plain ones ran after the men  having always, we say, acted upon the principle of having pretty ones, she forgot to change her system on the return of her hopeful son; and before she knew where she was, he had established a desperate liaison with a fair maid whose aptitude for breakage had procured for her the sobriquet of Butter Fingers. Now, Butter Fingers, whose real name was Disher  Jane Disher  was a niece of our old friend, Big Ben, now a flourishing London hotel landlord, and Butter Fingers partook of the goodly properties and proportions for which the Ben family are distinguished. She was a little, plump, fair, round-about thing, with every quality of a healthy country beauty.

Fine Billy was first struck with her one Sunday afternoon, tripping along in Knightsbridge, as she was making her way home from Kensington Gardens, when the cheap finery  the parasol, the profusely-flowered white gauze bonnet, the veil, the machinery laced cloak, the fringed kerchief, worked sleeves, &c., which she kept at Chickory the greengrocers in Sun Street, and changed there for the quiet apparel in which she left Mrs. Pringles house in Curtain Crescent  completely deceived him; as much as did the half-starting smile of recognition she involuntarily gave him on meeting. Great was his surprise to find that such a smart, neat-stepping, well-set-up, bien chaussée beauty and he came from the same quarters. We need not say what followed: how Properjohn couldnt see what everybody else saw; and how at length poor Mrs. Pringle, having changed her mind about going to hear Mr. Spurgeon, caught the two sitting together, on her richly carved sofa of chaste design, in the then non-commissioned put-away drawing room. There was Butter Fingers in a flounced book-muslin gown with a broad French sash, and her hair clubbed at the back à la crows-nest. It was hard to say which of the three got the greatest start, though the blow was undoubtedly the severest on the poor mother, who had looked forward to seeing her son entering the rank of life legitimately in which she had occupied a too questionable position. The worst of it was, she did not know what to do  whether to turn her out of the house at the moment, and so infuriate the uncle and her son also, or give her a good scolding, and get rid of her on the first plausible opportunity. She had no one to consult. She knew what Want-nothin-but-whats-right Jerry would say, and that nothing would please Mrs. Half-a-yard-of-the-table Joe more than to read the marriage of Billy and Butter Fingers.

Mrs. Pringle was afraid too of offending Big Ben by the abrupt dismissal of his niece, and dreaded if Butter Fingers had gained any ascendancy over William, that he too might find a convenient marrying place as somebody else had done.

Altogether our fair friend was terribly perplexed. Thrown on the natural resources of her own strong mind, she thought, perhaps, the usual way of getting young ladies off bad matches, by showing them something better, might be tried with her son. Billys début in the metropolis had not been so flattering as she could have wished, but then she could make allowances for town exclusiveness, and the pick and choice of dancing activity which old family connections and associations supplied. The country was very different; there, young men were always in request, and were taken with much lighter credentials.

If, thought she, sweet William could but manage to establish a good country connection, there was no saying but he might retain it in town; at all events, the experiment would separate him from the artful Butter Fingers, and pave the way for her dismissal.

To accomplish this desirable object, Mrs. Pringle therefore devoted her undivided attention.


CHAPTER VII. THE EARL OF LADYTHORNE.  MISS DE GLANCEY.
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AMONG MRS. PRINGLES many visitors was that gallant old philanthropist, the well-known Earl of Ladythorne, of Tantivy Castle, Featherbedfordshire and Belvedere House, London.

His lordship had known her at Lady Delaceys, and Mrs. Pringle still wore and prized a ruby ring he slipped upon her finger as he met her (accidentally of course) in the passage early one morning as he was going to hunt. His saddle-horses might often be seen of a summer afternoon, tossing their heads up and down Curtain Crescent, to the amusement of the inhabitants of that locality. His lordship indeed was a well-known general patron of all that was fair and fine and handsome in creation, fine women, fine houses, fine horses, fine hounds, fine pictures, fine statues, fine every thing. No pretty woman either in town or country ever wanted a friend if he was aware of it.

He had long hunted Featherbedfordshire in a style of great magnificence, and though latterly his energies had perhaps been as much devoted to the pursuit of the fair as the fox, yet, as he found the two worked well together, he kept up the hunting establishment with all the splendour of his youth. Not that he was old: as he would say, far from it! Indeed, to walk behind him down St.Jamess Street (he does not go quite so well up), his easy jaunty air, tall graceful figure, and elasticity of step, might make him pass for a man in that most uncertain period of existence the prime of life, and if uncivil, unfriendly, inexorable time has whitened his pow, his lordship carries it off with the aid of gay costume and colour. He had a great reputation among the ladies, and though they all laughed and shook their heads when his name was mentioned, from the pretty simpering Mrs. Ringdove, of Lime-Tree Grove, who said he was a naughty man, down to the buxom chambermaid of the Rose and Crown, who giggled and called him a gay old gentleman, they all felt pleased and flattered by his attentions.

Hunting a country undoubtedly gives gay old gentlemen great opportunities, for, under pretence of finding a fox, they may rummage any where from the garret to the cellar.

In this interesting pursuit, his lordship was ably assisted by his huntsman, Dicky Boggledike. Better huntsman there might be than Dicky, but none so eminently qualified for the double pursuit of the fox and the fine. He had a great deal of tact and manner, and looked and was essentially a noblemans servant. He didnt come blurting open-mouthed with Ive seen a davilish, for such was his dialect, Ive seen a davilish fine oss, my lord, or They say Mrs. Candles cow has gained another prize, but he would take an opportunity of introducing the subject neatly and delicately, through the medium of some allusion to the country in which they were to be found, some cover wanting cutting, some poacher wanting trouncing, or some puppy out at walk, so that if his lordship didnt seem to come into the humour of the thing, Dicky could whip off to the other scent as if he had nothing else in his mind. It was seldom, however, that his lordship was not inclined to profit by Dickys experience, for he had great sources of information, and was very careful in his statements. His lordship and Dicky had now hunted Featherbedfordshire together for nearly forty years, and though they might not be so Ex. gra., As we say in the classics. A Fox Run into a Ladys Dressing-Room.  The Heythrop hounds met at Rangers Lodge, within about a mile of Charlbury, found in Hazell Wood, and went away through Great Cran well, crossing the park of Cornbury, on by the old kennel to Live Oak, taking the side hill, leaving Leafield (so celebrated for clay-pipes) to his left, crossed the bottom by Five Ashes; then turned to the right, through Kings Wood. Smallstones, Knighton Copse, over the plain to Rangers Lodge, with the hounds close at his brush, where they left him in a mysterious manner. After the lapse of a little time he was discovered by a maid- servant in the ladies dressing-room, from which he immediately bolted on the appearance of the petticoats, without doing the slightest damage to person or property.  Bells Life. What a gentlemanly fox! punctual in the mornings, or so late in leaving off in the evenings, as they were; and though his lordship might come to the meet in his carriage and four with the reigning favourite by his side, instead of on his neat cover hack, and though Dicky did dance longer at his fences than he used, still there was no diminution in the scale of the establishment, or in Dickys influence throughout the country. Indeed, it would rather seem as if the now well-matured hunt ran to show instead of sport, for each succeeding year brought out either another second horseman (though neither his lordship nor Dicky ever tired one), or another man in a scarlet and cap, or established another Rose and Crown, whereat his lordship kept dry things to change in case he got wet. He was uncommonly kind to himself, and hated his heir with an intensity of hatred which was at once the best chance for longevity and for sustaining the oft-disappointed ambitious hopes of the fair.

Now Mrs. Pringle had always had a very laudable admiration of fox-hunters. She thought the best introduction for a young man of fortune was at the cover side, and though Jerry Pringle (who looked upon them as synonymous) had always denounced gamblin and huntin as the two greatest vices of the day, she could never come in to that opinion, as far as hunting was concerned.

She now thought if she could get Billy launched under the auspices of that distinguished sportsman, the Earl of Ladythorne, it might be the means of reclaiming him from Butter Fingers, and getting him on in society, for she well knew how being seen at one good place led to another, just as the umbrella-keepers at the Royal Academy try to lead people into giving them something in contravention of the rule above their heads, by jingling a few half-pence before their faces. Moreover, Billy had shown an inclination for equitation  by nearly galloping several of Mr. Spavin, the neighbouring livery-stable-keepers horses tails off; and Mrs. Pringles knowledge of hunting not being equal to her appreciation of the sport, she thought that a master of hounds found all the gentlemen who joined his hunt in horses, just as a shooter finds them in dogs or guns, so that the thing would be managed immediately.

Indeed, like many ladies, she had rather a confused idea of the whole thing, not knowing but that one horse would hunt every day in the week; or that there was any distinction of horses, further than the purposes to which they were applied. Hunters and racehorses she had no doubt were the same animals, working their ways honestly from years end to years end, or at most with only the sort of difference between them that there is between a milliner and a dressmaker. Be that as it may, however, all things considered, Mrs. Pringle determined to test the sincerity of her friend the Earl of Ladythorne: and to that end wrote him a gossiping sort of letter, asking, in the postscript, when his dogs would be going out, as her son was at home and would so like to see them.

Although we introduced Lord Ladythorne as a philanthropist, his philanthropy, we should add, was rather lop-sided, being chiefly confined to the fair. Indeed, he could better stand a dozen women than one man. He had no taste or sympathy, for the hirsute tribe, hence his fields were very select, being chiefly composed of his dependents and people whom he could d  and do what he liked with. Though the Crumpletin Railway cut right through his country, making it varry contagious, as Harry Swan, his first whip, said, for sundry large towns, the sporting inhabitants thereof preferred the money-griping propensities of a certain Baronet  Sir Moses Mainchance  whose acquaintance the reader will presently make, to the scot-free sport with the frigid civilities of the noble Earl. Under ordinary circumstances, therefore, Mrs. Pringle had made rather an unfortunate selection for her sons début, but it so happened that her letter found the Earl in anything but his usual frame of mind.

He was suffering most acutely for the hundred and twentieth time or so from one of Cupids shafts, and that too levelled by a hand against whose attacks he had always hitherto been thought impervious. This wound had been inflicted by the well-known  perhaps to some of our readers too well-known  equestrian coquette, Miss de Glancey of Half-the-watering-places-in-England-and-some-on-the-Continent, whose many conquests had caused her to be regarded as almost irresistible, and induced, it was said  with what degree of truth we know not  a party of Englands enterprising sons to fit her out for an expedition against the gallant Earl of Ladythorne under the Limited Liability Act.

Now, none but a most accomplished, self-sufficient coquette, such as Miss de Glancey undoubtedly was, would have undertaken such an enterprise, for it was in direct contravention of two of the noble Earls leading principles, namely, that of liking large ladies (fine, coarse women, as the slim ones call them.) and of disliking foxhunting ones, the sofa and not the saddle being, as he always said, the proper place for the ladies; but Miss de Glancey prided herself upon her power of subjugating the tyrant man, and gladly undertook to couch the lance of blandishment against the hitherto impracticable nobleman. In order, however, to understand the exact position of parties, perhaps the reader will allow us to show how his lordship came to be seized with his present attack, and also how he treated it.

Well, the ash was yellow, the beech was brown, and the oak ginger coloured, and the indomitable youth was again in cub-hunting costume  a white beaver hat, a green cut-away, a buff vest, with white cords and caps, attended by Boggledike and his whips in hats, and their last seasons pinks or purples, disturbing the numerous litters of cubs with which the country abounded, when, after a musical twenty minutes with a kill in Allonby Wood, his lordship joined horses with Dicky, to discuss the merits of the performance, as they rode home together.

Yas, my lord, yas, replied Dicky, sawing away at his hat, in reply to his lordships observation that they ran uncommonly well; yas, my lord, they did. I dont know that I can ever remamber bein better pleased with an entry than I am with this years. I really think in a few more seasons we shall get em as near parfection as possible. Did your lordship notish that Barbara betch, how she took to runnin to-day? The first time she has left my osss eels. Her mother, old Blossom, was jest the same. Never left my osss eels the first season, and everybody said she was fit for nothin but the halter; but my! continued he, shaking his head, what a rare betch she did become.

She did that, replied his lordship, smiling at Dickys pronunciation.

And that reminds me, continued Dicky, emboldened by what he thought the encouragement, I was down at Freestone Banks yasterday, where Barbara was walked, a seein a pup I have there now, and I think I seed the very neatest ladys pad I ever set eyes on!  Dickys light-blue eyes settling on his lordships eagle ones as he spoke. Aye! whos was that? asked the gay old gentleman, catching at the word lady.

Why, they say she belongs to a young lady from the south  a Miss Dedancey, I think they call her, with the aptitude people have for mistaking proper names.

Dedancey, repeated his lordship, Dedancey; never heard of the name before  whats set her here?

Shes styin at Mrs. Roseworths, at Lanecroft House, but her osses stand at the Spread Heagle, at Bush Dill  Old Sam Utchisons, you know.

Indomitable Youth. Horses! what, has she more than one?

Dicky. Two, a bay and a gray,  its the bay that takes my fancy most:  the neatest stepper, with the lightest month, and fairest, freeest, truest action I ever seed.

Indomitable Youth. Whats she going to do with them?

Dicky. Ride them, ride them! They say shes the finest oss-woman that ever was seen.

In-deed, mused his lordship, thinking over the pros and cons of female equestrianism,  the disagreeableness of being beat by them,  the disagreeableness of having to leave them in the lurch,  the disagreeableness of seeing them floored,  the disagreeableness of seeing them all running down with perspiration;  the result being that his lordship adhered to his established opinion that women have no business out hunting.

Dicky knew his lordships sentiments, and did not press the matter, but drew his horse a little to the rear, thinking it fortunate that all men are not of the same way of thinking. Thus they rode on for some distance in silence, broken only by the occasional flopping and chiding of Harry Swan or his brother whip of some loitering or refractory hound. His lordship had a great opinion of Dickys judgment, and though they might not always agree in their views, he never damped Dickys ardour by openly differing with him. He thought by Dickys way of mentioning the lady that he had a good opinion of her, and, barring the riding, his lordship saw no reason why he should not have a good opinion of her too. Taking advantage of the Linton side-bar now bringing them upon the Somerton-Longville road, he reined in his horse a little so as to let Dicky come alongside of him again.

What is this young lady like? asked the indomitable youth, as soon as they got their horses to step pleasantly together again.

Well now, replied Dicky, screwing up his mouth, with an apologetic touch of his hat, knowing that that was his weak point, well now, I dont mean to say that shes zactly  no, not zactly, your lordships model,  not a large full-bodied woman like Mrs. Blissland or Miss Poach, but an elegant, very elegant, well-set-up young lady, with a high-bred hair about her that one seldom sees in the country, for though we breeds our women very beautiful  uncommon andsome, I may say  we dont polish them hup to that fine degree of parfection that they do in the towns, and even if we did they would most likely spoil the ole thing by some untoward unsightly dress, jest as a country servant spoils a London livery by a coloured tie, or goin about with a great shock head of air, or some such disfigurement; but this young lady, to my mind, is a perfect pictor, self, oss, and seat,  all as neat and perfect as can be, and nothing that one could either halter or amend. She is what, savin your lordships presence, I might call the pink of fashion and the mould of form!  Dicky sawing away at his hat as he spoke.

Tall, slim, and genteel, I suppose, observed his lordship drily.

Jest so, assented Dicky, with a chuck of the chin, making a clean breast of it, jest so, adding, at least as far as one can judge of her in her abit, you know.

Thought so, muttered his lordship.

And having now gained one of the doors in the wall, they cut across the deer-studded park, and were presently back at the Castle. And his lordship ate his dinner, and quaffed his sweet and dry and twenty-five Lafitte without ever thinking about either the horse, or the lady, or the habit, or anything connected with the foregoing conversation, while the reigning favourite, Mrs. Moffatt, appeared just as handsome as could be in his eyes.


CHAPTER VIII. CUB-HUNTING.
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THOUGH his lordship, as we said before, would stoutly deny being old, he had nevertheless got sufficiently through the morning of life not to let cub-hunting get him out of bed a moment sooner than usual, and it was twelve oclock on the next day but one to that on which the foregoing conversation took place, that Mr. Boggledike was again to be seen standing erect in his stirrups, yoiking and coaxing his hounds into Crashington Gorse. There was Dicky, cap-in-hand, in the Micentre ride, exhorting the young hounds to dive into the strong sea of gorse. Y-o-o-icks! wind him! y-o-o-icks! pash him up! cheered the veteran, now turning his horse across to enforce the request. There was his lordship at the high corner as usual, ensconced among the clump of weather-beaten blackthorns  thorns that had neither advanced nor receded a single inch since he first knew them,  his eagle eye fixed on the narrow fern and coarse grass-covered dell down which Reynard generally stole. There was Harry Swan at one corner to head the fox back from the beans, and Tom Speed at the other to welcome him away over the corn-garnered open. And now the whimper of old sure-finding Harbinger, backed by the sharp yap of the terrier, proclaims that our friend is at home, and presently a perfect hurricane of melody bursts from the agitated gorse,  every hound is in the paroxysm of excitement, and there are five-and-twenty couple of them, fifty musicians in the whole!

Tally-ho! there he goes across the ride!

Cub! cries his lordship.

Cub! responded Dicky.

Crack! sounds the whip.

Now the whole infuriated phalanx dashed across the ride and dived into the close prickly gorse on the other side as if it were the softest, pleasantest quarters in the world. There is no occasion to coax, and exhort, and ride cap-in-hand to them now. Its all fury and commotion. Each hound seems to consider himself personally aggrieved,  though we will be bound to say the fox and he never met in their lives,  and to be bent upon having immediate satisfaction. And immediate, any tyro would think it must necessarily be, seeing such preponderating influence brought to bear upon so small an animal. Not so, however: pug holds his own; and, by dint of creeping, and crawling, and stopping, and listening, and lying down, and running his foil, he brings the lately rushing, clamorous pack to a more plodding, pains-taking, unravelling sort of performance.

Meanwhile three foxes in succession slip away, one at Speeds corner, two at Swans; and though Speed screeched, and screamed, and yelled, as if he were getting killed, not a hound came to see what had happened. They all stuck to the original scent.

Here he comes again! now cries his lordship from his thorn-formed bower, as the cool-mannered fox again steals across the ride, and Dicky again uncovers, and goes through the capping ceremony. Over come the pack, bristling and lashing for blood  each hound looking as if he would eat the fox single-handed. Now hes up to the high corner as though he were going to charge his lordship himself, and passing over fresh ground the hounds get the benefit of a scent, and work with redoubled energy, making the opener gorse bushes crack and bend with their pressure. Pug has now gained the rabbit-burrowed bank of the north fence, and has about made up his mind to follow the example of his comrades, and try his luck in the open, when a cannonading crack of Swans whip strikes terror into his heart, and causes him to turn tail, and run the moss-grown mound of the hedge. Here he unexpectedly meets young Prodigal face to face, who, thinking that rabbit may be as good eating as fox, has got up a little hunt of his own, and who is considerably put out of countenance by the rencontre; but pug, not anticipating any such delicacy on the part of a pursuer, turns tail, and is very soon in the rear of the hounds, hunting them instead of their hunting him. The thing then becomes more difficult, businesslike, and sedate  the sages of the pack taking upon them to guide the energy of the young. So what with the slow music of the hounds, the yap, yap, yapping of the terriers, and the shaking of the gorse, an invisible underground sort of hunt is maintained  his lordship sitting among his blackthorn bushes like a gentleman in his opera-stall, thinking now of the hunt, now of his dinner, now of what a good thing it was to be a lord, with a good digestion and plenty of cash, and nobody to comb his head.







At length pug finds it too hot to hold him. The rays of an autumnal sun have long been striking into the gorse, while a warm westerly wind does little to ventilate it from the steam of the rummaging inquisitive pack. Though but a cub, he is the son of an old stager, who took Dicky and his lordship a deal of killing, and with the talent of his sire, he thus ruminates on his uncomfortable condition.

If, says he, I stay here, I shall either be smothered or fall a prey to these noisy unrelenting monsters, who seem to have the knack of finding me wherever I go. Id better cut my stick as I did the time before, and have fresh air and exercise at all events, in the open: so saying he made a dash at the hedge near where Swan was stationed, and regardless of his screams and the cracks of his whip, cut through the beans and went away, with a sort of defiant whisk of his brush.

What a commotion followed his departure! How the screeches of the men mingled with the screams of the hounds and the twangs of the horn! In an instant his lordship vacates his opera-stall and is flying over the ragged boundary fence that separates him from the beans; while Mr. Boggledike capers and prances at a much smaller place, looking as if he would fain turn away were it not for the observation of the men. Now Dicky is over! Swan and Speed take it in their stride, just as the last hound leaves the gorse and strains to regain his distant companions. A large grass field, followed by a rough bare fallow, takes the remaining strength out of poor pug; and, turning short to the left, he seeks the friendless shelter of a patch of wretched oats. The hounds overrun the scent, but, spreading like a rocket, they quickly recover it; and in an instant, fox, hounds, horses, men, are among the standing corn,  one ring in final destruction of the beggarly crop, and poor pug is in the hands of his pursuers. Then came the grand finale, the who hoop! the baying, the blowing, the beheading, &c. Now Harry Swan, whose province it is to magnify sport and make imaginary runs to ground, exercises his calling, by declaring it was five-and-thirty minutes (twenty perhaps), and the finest young fox he ever had hold of. Now his lordship and Dicky take out their tootlers and blow a shrill reverberating blast; while Swan stands straddling and yelling, with the mangled remains high above his head, ready to throw it into the sea of mouths that are baying around to receive it. After a sufficiency of noise, up goes the carcase; the wave of hounds breaks against it as it falls, while a half-ravenous, half-indignant, growling worry succeeds the late clamourous outcry.

Tear im and eat im! cries Dicky.

Tear im and eat im! shouts his lordship.

Tear im and eat im! shrieks Speed.

Hie worry! worry! worry! shouts Swan, trying to tantalize the young hounds with a haunch, which, however, they do not seem much to care about.





[image: img239.jpg]



The old hounds, too, seem as if they had lost their hunger with their anger; and Marmion lets Warrior run off with his leg with only a snap and an indignant rise of his bristles.

Altogether the froth and effervescence of the thing has evaporated; so his lordship and Dicky turning their horses heads, the watchful hounds give a bay of obedient delight as they frolic under their noses; and Swan having reclaimed his horse from Speed, the onward procession is formed to give Brambleton Wood a rattle by way of closing the performance of the day.

His lordship and Dicky ride side by side, extolling the merits of the pack and the excellence of Crashington Gorse. Never was so good a cover. Never was a better pack. Mainchances! pooh! Not to be mentioned in the same century. So they proceed, magnifying and complimenting themselves in the handsomest terms possible, down Daisyfield lane, across Hill House pastures, and on by Duston Mills to Broomley, which is close to Brambleton Wood.

Most of our Featherbedfordshire friends will remember that after leaving Duston Mills the roads wind along the impetuous Lime, whose thorn and broom-grown banks offer dry, if not very secure, accommodation for master Reynard; and the draw being pretty, and the echo fine, his lordship thought they might as well run the hounds along the banks, not being aware that Peter Hitter, Squire Porkers keeper, had just emerged at the east end as they came up at the west. However, that was neither here nor there, Dicky got his Y-o-o-icks, his lordship got his view, Swan and Speed their cracks and canters, and it was all in the days work. No fox, of course, was the result. Tweet, tweet, tweet, went the horns, his lordship taking a blow as well as Dicky, which sounded up the valley and lost itself among the distant hills. The hounds came straggling leisurely out of cover, as much as to say, You know there never is a fox there, so why bother us?

All hands being again united, the cavalcade rose the hill, and were presently on the Longford and Aldenbury turnpike. Here the Featherbedfordshire readers local knowledge will again remind him that the Chaddleworth lane crosses the turnpike at right angles, and just as old Ringwood, who, as usual, was trotting consequentially in advance of the pack, with the foxs head in his mouth, got to the finger-post, a fair equestrian on a tall blood bay rode leisurely past with downcast eyes in full view of the advancing party. Though her horse whinnied and shied, and seemed inclined to be sociable, she took no more notice of the cause than if it had been a cart, merely coaxing and patting him with her delicate primrose-coloured kid gloves. So she got him past without even a sidelong look from herself.

But though she did not look my lord did, and was much struck with the air and elegance of everything  her mild classic features  her black-felt, Queens-patterned, wide-awake, trimmed with lightish-green velvet, and green cock-feathered plume, tipped with straw-colour to match the ribbon that now gently fluttered at her fair neck,  her hair, her whip, her gloves, her tout ensemble. Her lightish-green habit was the quintessence of a fit, and altogether there was a high-bred finish about her that looked more like Hyde Park than what one usually sees in the country.

Who the deuce is that, Dicky? asked his lordship, as she now got out of hearing.

That be her, my lord, whispered Dicky, sawing away at his hat. That be her, repeated he with a knowing leer.
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Her! who dye mean? asked his lordship, who had forgotten all Dickys preamble.

Well,  Miss  Miss  Whats her name  Dedancev, Dedancey,  the lady I told you about.

And the Earls heart smote him, for he felt that he had done injustice to Dicky, and moreover, had persevered too long in his admiration of large ladies, and in his repudiation of horsemanship. He thought he had never seen such a graceful seat, or such a piece of symmetrical elegance before, and inwardly resolved to make Dicky a most surprising present at Christmas, for he went on the principle of giving low wages, and of rewarding zeal and discretion, such as Dickys, profusely. And though he went and drew Brambleton Wood, he was thinking far more of the fair maid, her pensive, downcast look, her long eyelashes, her light silken hair, her graceful figure, and exquisite seat, than of finding a fox; and he was not at all sorry when he heard Dickys horn at the bridle-gate at the Ashburne end blowing the hounds out of cover. They then went home, and his lordship was very grumpy all that evening with his fat fair-and-forty friend, Mrs. Moffatt, who could not get his tea to his liking at all.

We dare say most of our readers will agree with us, that when a couple want to be acquainted there is seldom much difficulty about the matter, even though there be no friendly go-between to mutter the cabalistic words that constitute an introduction; and though Miss de Glancey did ride so unconcernedly past, it was a sheer piece of acting, as she had long been waiting at Carlton Clumps, which commands a view over the surrounding country, timing herself for the exact spot where she met the too susceptible Earl and his hounds.

No one knew better how to angle for admiration than this renowned young lady,  when to do the bold  when the bashful  when the timid  when the scornful and retiring, and she rightly calculated that the way to attract and win the young old Earl was to look as if she didnt want to have anything to say to him. Her downcast look, and utter indifference to that fertile source of introduction, a pack of hounds, had sunk deeper into his tender heart than if she had pulled up to up to admire them collectively, and to kiss them individually. We all know how useful a dog can be made in matters of this sort  how the fair creatures can express their feelings by their fondness. And if one dog can be so convenient, by how much more so can a whole pack of hounds be made!


CHAPTER IX. A PUP AT WALK.  IMPERIAL JOHN.
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N EXT DAY his lordship, who was of the nice old Andlesey school of dressers, was to be seen in regular St. Jamess Street attire, viz. a bright blue coat with gilt buttons, a light blue scarf, a buff vest with fawn-coloured leathers, and brass heel spurs, capering on a long-tailed silver dun, attended by a diminutive rosy-cheeked boy  known in the stables as Cupid-without-Wings  on a bay.

He was going to see a pup he had at walk at Freestone Banks, of which the reader will remember Dicky had spoken approvingly on a previous day; and the morning being fine and sunny, his lordship took the bridle-road over Ashley Downs, and along the range of undulating Heathmoor Hills, as well for the purpose of enjoying the breeze as of seeing what was passing in the vale below. So he tit-upd and tit-upd away, over the sound green sward, on his flowing-tailed steed, his keen far-seeing eye raking all the roads as he went. There seemed to be nothing stirring but heavy crushing waggons, with doctors gigs and country carts, and here and there a slow-moving steed of the grand order of agriculture.

When, however, he got to the broken stony ground where all the independent hill tracks join in common union to effect the descent into the vale, his hack pricked his ears, and looking a-head to the turn of the lane into which the tracks ultimately resolved themselves, his lordship first saw a fluttering, light-tipped feather, and then the whole figure of a horsewoman, emerge from the concealing hedge as it were on to the open space beyond. Miss, too, had been on the hills, as the Earl might have seen by her horses imprints, if he had not been too busy looking abroad; and she had just had time to effect the descent as he approached. She was now sauntering along as unconcernedly as if there was nought but herself and her horse in the world. His lordship started when he saw her, and a crimson flush suffused his healthy cheeks as he drew his reins, and felt his hack gently with his spur to induce him to use a little more expedition down the hill. Cupid-without-Wings put on also, to open the rickety gate at the bottom, and his lordship telling him, as he passed through, to shut it gently, pressed on at a well-in-hand trot, which he could ease down to a walk as he came near the object of his pursuit. Misss horse heard footsteps coming and looked round, but she pursued the even tenour of her way apparently indifferent to everything  even to a garotting. His lordship, however, was not to be daunted by any such coolness; so stealing quietly alongside of her, he raised his hat respectfully, and asked, in his mildest, blandest tone, if she had seen a man with a hound in a string?

Hound! me! see! exclaimed Miss de Glancey, with a well feigned start of astonishment. No, sir, I have not, continued she haughtily, as if recovering herself, and offended by the inquiry.

Im afraid my hounds startled your horse the other day, observed his lordship, half inclined to think she didnt know him.

Oh, no, they didnt, replied she with an upward curl of her pretty lip; my horse is not so easily startled as that; are you, Cock Robin? asked she, leaning forward to pat him.

Cock Robin replied by laying back his ears, and taking a snatch at his lordships hacks silver mane, which afforded him an opportunity of observing that Cock Robin was not very sociable.

Not with strangers, pouted Miss de Glancey, with a flash of her bright hazel eyes. So saying, she touched her horse lightly with her gold-mounted whip, and in an instant she was careering away, leaving his lordship to the care of the now grinning Cupid-without-Wings.
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And thus the mynx held the sprightly youth in tow, till she nearly drove him mad, not missing any opportunity of meeting him, but never giving him too much of her company, and always pouting at the suggestion of her marrying a mere fox-hunter. The whole thing, of course, furnished conversation for the gossips, and Mr. Boggledike, as in duty bound, reported what he heard. She puzzled his lordship more than any lady he had ever had to do with, and though he often resolved to strike and be free, he had only to meet her again to go home more subjugated than ever. And so what between Miss de Glancey out of doors and Mrs. Moffatt in, he began to have a very unpleasant time of it. His hat had so long covered his family, that he hardly knew how to set about obtaining his own consent to marry; and yet he felt that he ought to marry if it was only to spite his odious heir  old General Binks; for his lordship called him old though the General was ten years younger than himself; but still he would like to look about him a little longer. What he would now wish to do would be to keep Miss de Glancey in the country, for he felt interested in her, and thought she would be ornamental to the pack. Moreover, he liked all that was handsome, piquant, and gay, and to be joked about the Featherbedfordshire witches when he went to town. So he resolved himself into a committee of ways and means, to consider how the object was to be effected, without surrendering himself. That must be the last resource at all events, thought he.

Now upon his lordships vast estates was a most unmitigated block-head called Imperial John, from his growing one of those chin appendages. His real name was Hybrid  John Hybrid, of Barley Hill Farm; but his handsome sister, Imperial Jane, as the wags called her, having attracted his lordships attention, to the danger as it was thought of old Binks, on leaving her furnishing seminary at Turnham Green, John had been taken by the hand, which caused him to lose his head, and make him set up for what he called a gent. He built a lodge and a portico to Barley Hill Farm, rough cast, and put a pine roof on to the house, and then advertised in the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, that letters and papers were for the future to be addressed to John Hybrid, Esquire, Barley Hill Hall, and not Farm as they had hitherto been. And having done so much for the place, John next revised his own person, which, though not unsightly, was coarse, and a long way off looking anything like that of a gentleman. He first started the imperial aforesaid, and not being laughed at as much as he expected for that, he was emboldened to order a red coat for the then approaching season. Mounting the pink is a critical thing, for if a man does not land in the front rank they will not admit him again into the rear, and he remains a sort of red bat for the rest of his life,  neither a gentleman nor a farmer.

John, however, feeling that he had his lordships countenance, went boldly at it, and the first day of the season before that with which we are dealing, found him with his stomach buttoned consequentially up in a spic and span scarlet with fancy buttons, looking as bumptious as a man with a large balance at his bankers. He sat bolt upright, holding his whip like a field-marshals bâton, on his ill-groomed horse, with a tight-bearing rein chucking the Imperial chin well in the air, and a sort of half-defiant youd better not laugh at me look. And John was always proud to break a fence, or turn a hound, or hold a horse, or do anything his lordship bid him, and became a sort of hunting aide-de-camp to the great man. He was a boasting, bragging fool, always talking about m-o-y hall, and m-o-y lodge, and m-o-y plate in m-o-y drawing-room, for he had not discovered that plate was the appendage of a dining-room, and altogether he was very magnificent.

Imperial Jane kept old Binks on the fret for some time, until another of his lordships tenants, young Fred Poppyfield, becoming enamoured of her charms, and perhaps wishing to ride in scarlet too, sought her fair hand, whereupon his lordship, acting with his usual munificence, set them up on a farm at so low a rent that it acquired the name of Gift Hall Farm. This arrangement set Barley Hall free so far as the petticoats were concerned, and his lordship little knowing how well she was up in the country, thought this great gouk of a farmer, with his plate in his drawingroom, might come over the accomplished Miss de Glancey,  the lady who sneered at himself as a mere fox-hunter. And the wicked monkey favoured the delusion, which she saw through the moment his lordship brought the pompous egotist up at Newington Gorse, and begged to be allowed to introduce his friend, Mr Hybrid, and she inwardly resolved to give Mr. Hybrid a benefit. Forsaking his lordship therefore entirely, she put forth her most seductive allurements at Imperial John, talked most amazingly to him, rode over whatever he recommended, and seemed quite smitten with him.

And John, who used to boast that somehow the gals couldnt withstand him, was so satisfied with his success, that he presently blundered out an offer, when Miss de Glancey, having led him out to the extreme length of his tether, gave such a start and shudder of astonishment as Fanny Kemble, or Mrs. Siddons herself, might have envied.

O, Mr. Hybrid! O, Mr. Hybrid! gasped she, opening wide her intelligent eyes, as if she had but just discovered his meaning. O, Mr. Hybrid! exclaimed she for the third time, you  you  you, and turning aside as if to conceal her emotion, she buried her face in her laced-fringed, richly-cyphered kerchief.

John, who was rather put out by some women who were watching him from the adjoining turnip-field, construing all this into the usual misfortune of the ladies not being able to withstand him, returned to the charge as soon as he got out of their hearing, when he was suddenly brought up by such a withering Si-r-r-r! do you mean to insult me? coupled with a look that nearly started the basket-buttons of his green cut-away, and convinced him that Miss de Glancey, at all events, could withstand him. So his Majesty slunk off, consoling himself with the reflection, that riding-habits covered a multitude of sins, and that if he was not much mistaken, she would want a deal of oil-cake, or cod liver oil, or summut o that sort, afore she was fit to show.

And the next time Miss met my lord (which, of course, she did by accident), she pouted and frowned at the mere fox-hunter, and intimated her intention of leaving the country  going home to her mamma, in fact.

It was just at this juncture that Mrs. Pringles letter arrived, and his lordships mind being distracted between love on his own account, dread of matrimony, and dislike of old Binks, he caught at what he would in general have stormed at, and wrote to say that he should begin hunting the first Monday in November, and if Mrs. Pringles son would come down a day or two before, he would put him up (which meant mount him), and do for him (which meant board and lodge him), all, in fact, that Mrs. Pringle could desire. And his lordship inwardly hoped that Mr. Pringle might be more to Miss de Glanceys liking than his Imperial Highness had proved. At all events, he felt it was but a simple act of justice to himself to try. Let us now return to Curtain Crescent.


CHAPTER X. JEAN ROUGIER, OR JACK ROGERS.
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WE need not say that Mrs. Pringle was overjoyed at the receipt of the Earls letter. It was so kind and good, and so like him. He always said he would do her a good turn if he could: but there are so many fine-weather friends in this world that there is no being certain of any one. Happy are they who never have occasion to test the sincerity of their friends, say we.

Mrs. Pringle was now all bustle and excitement, preparing Billy for the great event.

His wardrobe, always grand, underwent revision in the undergarment line. She got him some magnificently embroidered dress shirts, so fine that the fronts almost looked as if you might blow them out, and regardful of the rôle he was now about to play, she added several dozen with horses, dogs, birds, and foxes upon them, suitable for fishing, shooting, boating, &c., as the advertisements said. His cambric kerchiefs were of the finest quality, while his stockings and other things were in great abundance, the whole surmounted by a splendid dressing-case, the like of which had neer been seen since the days of Pea-Green Haine. Altogether he was capitally provided, and quite in accordance with a ladys-maids ideas of gentility.

Billy, on his part, was active and energetic too, for though he had his doubts about being able to sit at the jumps, he had no objection to wear a red coat; and mysterious-looking boys, with blue bags, were constantly to be found seated on the mahogany bench, in the Curtain Crescent passage, waiting to try on his top boots; while the cheval glass up-stairs was constantly reflecting his figure in scarlet, à la Old Briggs. The concomitants of the chase, leathers, cords, whips, spurs, came pouring in apace. The next thing was to get somebody to take care of them.

It is observable that the heads of the various branches of an establishment are all in favour of master spending all his money on their particular department. Thus, the coachman would have him run entirely to carriages, the groom to horses, the cook to the cuisine, the butler to wines, the gardener to grapes, &c., and so on.

Mrs. Pringle, we need hardly say, favoured ladys-maids and valets. It has been well said, that if a man wants to get acquainted with a gentlemans private affairs, he should either go to the lawyer or else to the valet thats courting the ladys-maid; and Mrs. Pringle was quite of that opinion. Moreover, she held that no man with an efficient, properly trained valet, need ever be catspawed or jilted, because the ladys-maid would feel it a point of honour to let the valet know how the land lay, a compliment he would return under similar circumstances. To provide Billy with this, as she considered, most essential appendage to a gentleman, was her next consideration  a valet that should know enough and not too much  enough to enable him to blow his masters trumpet properly, and not too much, lest he should turn restive and play the wrong tune.

At length she fixed upon the Anglo-Frenchman, whose name stands at the head of this chapter  Jean Rougier, or Jack Rogers. Jack was the son of old Jack Rogers, so well known as the enactor of the Drunken Huzzar, and similar characters of Nutkinss Circus; and Jack was entered to his fathers profession, but disagreeing with the clown, Tom Oliver, who used to give him sundry most unqualified cuts and cuffs in the Circus, Jack, who was a tremendously strong fellow, gave Oliver such a desperate beating one night as caused his life to be despaired off. This took place at Nottingham, from whence Jack fled for fear of the consequences; and after sundry vicissitudes he was next discovered as a post-boy, at Sittingbourne, an office that he was well adapted for, being short and stout and extremely powerful. No brute was ever too bad for Jacks riding: he would tame them before the day was over. Somehow he got bumped down to Dover, when taking a fancy to go foreign, he sold his masters horses for what they would fetch; and this being just about the time that the late Mr. Probert expiated a similar mistake at the Old Bailey, Jack hearing of it, thought it was better to stay where he was than give Mr. Calcraft any trouble. He therefore accepted the situation of boots to the Albion Hotel, Boulogne-sur-mer; but finding that he did not get on half so well as he would if he were a Frenchman, he took to acquiring the language, which, with getting his ears bored, letting his hair and whiskers grow, and adopting the French costume in all its integrity, coupled with a liberal attack of the small-pox, soon told a tale in favour of his fees. After a long absence, he at length returned at the Bill Smith Revolution; and vacillating for some time between a courier and a valet, finally settled down to what we now find him.

We know not how it is, if valets are so essentially necessary, that there should always be so many out of place, but certain it is that an advertisment in a morning paper will always bring a full crop to a door.

Perhaps, being the laziest of all lazy lives, any one can turn his hand to valeting, who to dig is unable, and yet to want is unwilling.

Mrs. Pringle knew better than hold a levee in Curtain Crescent, letting all the applicants pump Properjohn or such of the maids as they could get hold of; and having advertised for written applications, stating full particulars of previous service, and credentials, to be addressed to F. P. at Chisel the bakers, in Yeast Street, she selected some half-dozen of the most promising ones, and appointed the parties to meet her, at different hours of course, at the first-class waiting-room of the great Western Station, intimating that they would know her by a bunch of red geraniums she would hold in her hand. And the second applicant, Jean Rougier, looked so like her money, having a sufficient knowledge of the English language to be able to understand all that was said, and yet at the same time sufficiently ignorant of it to invite confidential communications to be made before him; that after glancing over the testimonials bound up in his little parchment-backed passport book, she got the name and address of his then master, and sought an interview to obtain Monsieurs character. This gentleman, Sir Harry Bolter, happening to owe Jack three-quarters of a years wages, which he was not likely to pay, spoke of him in the highest possible terms, glossing over his little partiality for drink by saying that, like all Frenchmen, he was of a convivial turn; and in consequence of Sir Harrys and Jacks own recommendations, Mrs. Pringle took him.

The reader will therefore now have the kindness to consider our hero and his valet under way, with a perfect pyramid of luggage, and Monsieur arrayed in the foraging cap, the little coatee, the petticoat trowsers, and odds and ends money-bag of his long adopted country, slung across his ample chest.

Their arrival and reception at Tantivy Castle will perhaps be best described in the following letter from Billy to his mother:  

Tantivy Castle.

My dearest Mamma,

I write a line to say that I arrived here quite safe by the 5-30 train, and found the Earl as polite as possible. I should tell you that I made a mistake at starting, for it being dark when I arrived, and getting confused with a whole regiment of footmen, I mistook a fine gentleman who came forward to meet me for the Earl, and made him a most respectful bow, which the ass returned, and began to talk about the weather; and when the real Earl came in I took him for a guest, and was going to weather him. However he soon put all matters right, and introduced me to Mrs. Moffatt, a very fine lady, who seems to rule the roast here in grand style. They say she never wears the same dress twice.

There are always at least half-a-dozen powdered footmen, in cerulean blue lined with rose-coloured silk, and pink silk stockings, the whole profusely illustrated with gold lace, gold aigulets, and I dont know what, lounging about in the halls and passages, wailing for company which Rougier says never comes. This worthy seems to have mastered the ins and outs of the place already, and says, my lor has an Englishman to cook his beef-steak for breakfast, a Frenchman to cook his dinner, and an Italian confectioner; every thing that a my lord ought to have It is a splendid place,  as you will see by the above picture, * more like Windsor than anything I ever saw, and there seems to be no expense spared that could by any possibility be incurred. Ive got a beautiful bedroom with warm and cold baths and a conservatory attached.

* Our friend was writing on Castle-paper, of course.

To-morrow is the first day of the season, and all the world and his wife will be there to a grand déjeuner à la Fourchette. The hounds meet before the Castle. His lordship says he will put me on a safe, steady hunter, and I hope he will, for I am not quite sure that I can sit at the jumps. However Ill let you know how I come on. Meanwhile as the gong is sounding for dressing, believe me, my dearest mamma,

Ever your truly affectionate son,

Wm. PRINGLE.

Mrs. Pringle,

Curtain Crescent, Belgrade Square, London.


CHAPTER XI. THE OPENING DAY.  THE HUNT BREAKFAST.
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REVERSING the usual order of things, each first Monday in November saw the sporting inmates of Tantivy Castle emerge from the chrysalis into the butterfly state of existence. His lordships green-duck hunter and drab caps disappeared, and were succeeded by a spic-and-span span new scarlet and white top; Mr. Roggledikes last years pink was replaced by a new one, his hat was succeeded by a cap; and the same luck attended the garments of both Swan and Speed. The stud-groom, the pad-groom, the sending-on groom, all the grooms down to our little friend, Cupid-without-Wings, underwent renovation in their outward men. The whole place smelt of leather and new cloth. The Castle itself on this occasion seemed to participate in the general festivity, for a bright sun emblazoned the quarterings of the gaily flaunting flag, lit up the glittering vanes of the lower towers, and burnished the modest ivy of the basements. Every thing was bright and sunny, and though Dicky Boggledike did not zactly like the red sunrise, he oped the rine might keep off until they were done, specially as it was a show day. Very showy indeed it was, for all the gentlemen out of livery,  those strange puzzlers  were in full ball costume; while the standard footmen strutted like peacocks in their rich blue liveries with rose-coloured linings, and enormous bouquets under their noses, feeling that for once they were going to have something to do.

The noble Earl, having got himself up most elaborately in his new hunting garments, and effected a satisfactory tie of a hearts-ease embroidered blue satin cravat, took his usual stand before the now blazing wood and coal fire in the enormous grate in the centre of his magnificent baronial hall, ready to receive his visitors and pass them on to Mrs. Moffat in the banqueting room. This fair lady was just as fine as hands could make her, and the fit of her rich pale satin dress, trimmed with swans-down, reflected equal credit on her milliner and her maid. Looking at her as she now sat at the head of the sumptuously-furnished breakfast table, her plainly dressed hair surmounted by a diminutive point-lace cap, and her gazelle-like eye lighting up an intelligent countenance, it were hardly possible to imagine that she had ever been handsomer, or that beneath that quiet aspect there lurked what is politely called a high spirit, that is to say, a little bit of temper.

That however is more the Earls look-out than ours, so we will return to his lordship at the entrance hall fire.

Of course this sort of gathering was of rather an anomalous character,  some coming because they wanted something, some because they dirsnt stay away, some because they did not know Mrs. Moffat would be there, some because they did not care whether she was or not. It was a show day, and they came to see the beautiful Castle, not Mrs. Anybody.

The first to arrive were the gentlemen of the second class, the agents and dependents of the estate,  Mr. Cypher, the auditor, he who never audited; Mr. Easylease, the land agent; his son, Mr. John Easylease, the sucking land agent; Mr. Staple, the mining agent; Mr. James Staple, the sucking mining agent; Mr. Section, the architect; Mr. Pillerton, the doctor; Mr. Brick, the builder; &c., who were all very polite ard obsequious, your lordship and my my lording the Earl at every opportunity. These, ranging themselves on either side of the fire, now formed the nucleus of the court, with the Earl in the centre.

Presently the rumbling of wheels and the grinding of gravel was succeeded by the muffled-drum sort of sound of the wood pavement of the grand covered portico, and the powdered footmen threw back the folding-doors as if they expected Daniel Lambert or the Durham Ox to enter. It was our old friend Imperial John, who having handed his pipeclayed reins to his ploughman-groom, descended from his buggy with a clumsy half buck, half hawbuck sort of air, and entered the spacious portals of the Castle hall. Having divested himself of his paletot in which he had been doing the pride that apes humility, he shook out his red feathers, pulled up his sea-green-silk-tied gills, finger-combed his stiff black hair, and stood forth a sort of rough impersonation of the last years Earl. His coat was the same cut, his hat was the same shape, his boots and breeches were the same colour, and altogether there was the same sort of resemblance between John and the Earl that there is between a cart-horse and a race-horse.

Having deposited his whip and paletot on the table on the door-side of a tall, wide-spreading carved oak screen, which at once concealed the enterers from the court, and kept the wind from that august assembly, John was now ready for the very obsequious gentleman who had been standing watching his performances without considering it necessary to give him any assistance. This bland gentleman, in his own blue coat with a white vest, having made a retrograde movement which cleared himself of the screen, John was presently crossing the hall, bowing and stepping and bowing and stepping as if he was measuring off a drain.

His lordship, who felt grateful for Johns recent services, and perhaps thought he might require them again, advanced to meet him and gave him a very cordial shake of the hand, as much as to say, Never mind Miss de Glancey, old fellow, well make it right another time. They then fell to conversing about turnips, Johns Green Globes having turned out a splendid crop, while his Swedes were not so good as usual, though they still might improve.

A more potent wheel-roll than Johns now attracted his lordships attention, and through the far windows he saw a large canary-coloured ark of a coach, driven by a cockaded coachman, which he at once recognised as belonging to his natural enemy Major Yammerton, five-and-thirty years master of haryers, as the Major would say, without a subscription. Mr. Boggledike had lately been regaling his lordship with some of the Majors boastings about his haryars and the wonderful sport they showed, which he had had the impudence to compare with his lordships fox hounds. Besides which, he was always disturbing his lordships covers on the Roughborough side of the country, causing his lordship to snub him at all opportunities. The Major, however, who was a keen, hard-bitten, little man, not easily choked off when he wanted anything, and his present want being to be made a magistrate, he had attired himself in an antediluvian swallow-tailed scarlet, with a gothic-arched collar, and brought his wife and two pretty daughters to aid in the design. Of course the ladies were only coming to see the Castle.

The cockaded coachman having tied his reins to the rail of the driving-box, descended from his eminence to release his passengers, while a couple of cerulean-blue gentlemen looked complacently on, each with half a door in his hand ready to throw open as they approached, the party were presently at the hall table, where one of those indispensable articles, a looking-glass, enabled the ladies to rectify any little derangement incidental to the joltings of the journey, while the little Major run a pocket-comb through a fringe of carroty curls that encircled his bald head, and disposed of a cream-coloured scarf cravat to what he considered the best advantage. Having drawn a doeskin glove on to the left hand, he offered his arm to his wife, and advanced from behind the screen with his hat in his ungloved right hand ready to transfer it to the left should occasion require.

Ah Major Yammerton! exclaimed the Earl, breaking off in the middle of the turnip dialogue with Imperial John. Ah, Major Yammerton, Im delighted to see you (getting a glimpse of the girls). Mrs. Yammerton, this is indeed extremely kind, continued he, taking both her hands in his; and bringing your lovely daughters, continued he, advancing to greet them.

Mrs. Yammerton here gave the Major a nudge to remind him of his propriety speech. The gi  gi  girls and Mrs. Ya  Ya  Yammerton, for he always stuttered when he told lies, which was pretty often; the gi  gi  girls and Mrs. Ya  Ya  Yammerton have done me the honour

Another nudge from Mrs. Yammerton.

I mean to say the gi  gi  girls and Mrs. Ya  Ya  Yammerton, observed he, with a stamp of the foot and a shake of the head, for he saw that his dread enemy, Imperial John, was laughing at him, have done themselves the honour of co  co  coming, in hopes to be allowed the p  p  p  pleasure of seeing your mama  magnificent collection of pi  pi  pictors. the Major at length getting out what he had been charged to say.





[image: img247.jpg]



By all means! exclaimed the delighted Earl, by all means; but first let me have the pleasure of conducting you to the refreshment-room; saying which his lordship offered Mrs. Yammerton his arm. So passing up the long gallery, and entering by the private door, he popped her down beside Mrs. Moffatt before Mrs. Yammerton knew where she was.

Just then our friend Billy Pringle, who, with the aid of Rougier, had effected a most successful logement in his hunting things, made his appearance, to whom the Earl having assigned the care of the young ladies, now beat a retreat to the hall, leaving Mrs. Yammerton lost in astonishment as to what her Mrs. Grundy would say, and speculations as to which of her daughters would do for Mr. Pringle.

Imperial John, who had usurped the Earls place before the fire, now shied off to one side as his lordship approached, and made his most flexible obeisance to the two Mr. Fothergills and Mr. Stot, who had arrived during his absence. These, then, gladly passed on to the banqueting-room just as the Condor-like wings of the entrance hall door flew open and admitted Imperial Jane, now the buxom Mrs. Poppyfield. She came smiling past the screen, magnificently attired in purple velvet and ermine, pretending she had only come to warm herself at the All fire while Pop looked for the groom, who had brought his orse, and who was to drive her ome; but hearing from the Earl that the Yammertons were all in the banqueting-room, she saw no reason why she shouldnt go too; so when the next shoal of company broke against the screen, she took Imperial Johns arm, and preceded by a cloud of lackeys, cerulean-blue and others, passed from the hall to the grand apartment, up which she sailed majestically, tossing her plumed head at that usurper Mrs. Moffatt; and then increased the kettle of fish poor Mrs. Yammerton was in by seating herself beside her.

Impudent woman, thought Mrs. Yammerton, if Id had any idea of this I wouldnt have come; and she thought how lucky it was she had put the Major up to asking to see the pictors. It was almost a pity he was so anxious to be a magistrate. Thought he might be satisfied with being Major of such a fine regiment as the Featherbedfordshire Militia. Nor were her anxieties diminished by the way the girls took the words out of each others mouths, as it were, in their intercourse with Billy Pringle, thus preventing either from making any permanent impression.

The great flood of company now poured into the hall, red coats, green coats, black coats, brown coats, mingled with variously-coloured petticoats. The ladies of the court, Mrs. Cypher, Mrs. Pillerton, Mrs. and the Misses Easylease, Mrs. Section, and others, hurried through with a shivering sort of step as if they were going to bathe. Mr. DOrsay Davis, the we of the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, made his bow and passed on with stately air, as a ruler of the roast ought to do. The Earl of Stare, as Mr. Buckwheat was called, from the fixed protuberance of his eyes  a sort of second edition of Imperial John, but wanting his looks, and Gameboy Green, the hard rider of the hunt, came in together; and the Earl of Stare, sporting scarlet, advanced to his brother peer, the Earl, who, not thinking him an available card, turned him over to Imperial John who had now returned from his voyage with Imperial Jane, while his lordship commenced a building conversation with Mr. Brick.

A lull then ensuing as if the door had done its duty, his lordship gave a wave of his hand, whereupon the trained courtiers shot out into horns on either side, with his lordship in the centre, and passed majestically along to the banqueting-room.

The noble apartment a hundred feet long, and correspondingly proportioned, was in the full swing of hospitality when the Earl entered. The great influx of guests for which the Castle was always prepared, had at length really arrived, and from Mrs. Moffatts end of the table to the door, were continuous lines of party-coloured eaters, all engaged in the noble act of deglutition. Up the centre was a magnificent avenue of choice exotics in gold, silver, and china vases, alternating with sugar-spun Towers, Temples, Pagodas, and Rialtos, with here and there the more substantial form of massive plate, èpergnes, testimonials, and prizes of different kinds. It was a regular field day for plate, linen, and china.

The whole force of domestics was now brought to bear upon the charge, and the cerulean-blue gentlemen vied with the gentlemen out of livery in the assiduity of their attentions. Soup, game, tea, coffee, chocolate, ham, eggs, honey, marmalade, grapes, pines, melons, ices, buns, cakes, skimmed and soared, and floated about the room, in obedience to the behests of the callers. The only apparently disengaged person in the room, was Monsieur Jean Rougier, who, in a blue coat with a velvet collar and bright buttons, a rolling-collared white vest, and an amplified lace-tipped black Joinville, stood like a pouter pigeon behind Mr. Pringles chair, the beau ideal of an indifferent spectator. And yet he was anything but an indifferent spectator; for beneath his stubbly hair were a pair of little roving, watchful eyes, and his ringed ears were cocked for whatever they could catch. The clatter, patter, clatter, patter of eating, which was slightly interrupted by the entrance of his lordship was soon in full vigour again, and all eyes resumed the contemplation of the plates.

Presently, the fiz, pop, bang of a champagne cork was heard on the extreme right, which was immediately taken up on the left, and ran down either side of the table like gigantic crackers. Eighty guests were now imbibing the sparkling fluid, as fast as the footmen could supply it. And it was wonderful what a volubility that single glass a-piece (to be sure they were good large ones) infused into the meeting; how tongue-tied ones became talkative, and awed ones began to feel themselves sufficiently at home to tackle with the pines and sugar ornaments of the centre. Grottoes and Pyramids and Pagodas and Rialtos began to topple to their fall, and even a sugar Crystal Palace, which occupied the post of honour between two flower-decked Sèvres vases, was threatened with destruction. The band and the gardeners were swept away immediately, and an assault on the fountains was only prevented by the interference of Mr. Beverage, the butler. And now a renewed pop-ponading commenced, more formidable, if possible, than the first, and all glasses were eagerly drained, and prepared to receive the salute.

All being ready, Lord Ladythorne rose amid the applause so justly due to a man entertaining his friends, and after a few prefatory remarks, expressive of the pleasure it gave him to see them all again at the opening of another season, and hoping that they might have many more such meetings, he concluded by giving as a toast, Success to fox-hunting!  which, of course, was drunk upstanding with all the honours.

All parties having gradually subsided into their seats after this uncomfortable performance, a partial lull ensued, which was at length interrupted by his lordship giving Imperial John, who sat on his left, a nod, who after a loud throat-clearing hem! rose bolt upright with his imperial chin well up, and began, Gentlemen and Ladies! just as little weazeley Major Yammerton commenced Ladies and gentlemen! from Mrs. Moffatts end of the table. This brought things to a stand still  some called for Hybrid, some for Yammerton, and each disliking the other, neither was disposed to give way. The calls, however, becoming more frequent for Yammerton, who had never addressed them before, while Hybrid had, saying the same thing both times, the Earl gave his Highness a hint to sit down, and the Major was then left in that awful predicament, from which so many men would be glad to escape, after they have achieved it, namely,  the possession of the meeting.

However, Yammerton had got his speech well off, and had the heads of it under his plate; so on silence being restored, he thus went away with it:  

Ladies and gentlemen,  (cough)  ladies and gentlemen,  (hem) I rise, I assure you  (cough)  with feelings of considerable trepidation  (hem)  to perform an act  (hem)  of greater difficulty than may at first sight appear  (hem, hem, haw)  for let me ask what it is I am about to do? (You know best, growled Imperial John, thinking how ill he was doing it.) I am going to propose the health of a nobleman  (applause)  of whom, in whose presence, if I say too much, I may offend, and if I say too little, I shall most justly receive your displeasure (renewed applause). But, ladies and gentlemen, there are times when the umblest abilities become equal to the occasion, and assuredly this is one  (applause). To estimate the character of the illustrious nobleman aright, whose health I shall conclude by proposing, we must regard him in his several capacities  (applause)  as Lord-Lieutenant of the great county of Featherbedford, as a great and liberal landlord, as a kind and generous neighbour, and though last, not least, as a brilliant sportsman  (great applause, during which Yammerton looked under his plate at his notes.)  As Lord-Lieutenant, continued he, perhaps the greatest praise I can offer him, the ighest compliment I can pay him, is to say that his appointments are so truly impartial as not to disclose his own politics  (applause)  as a landlord, he is so truly a pattern that it would be a mere waste of words for me to try to recommend him to your notice,  (applause)  as a neighbour, he is truly exemplary in all the relations of life,  (applause)  and as a sportsman, having myself kept haryers five-and-thirty years without a subscription, I may be permitted to say that he is quite first-rate,  (laughter from the Earls end of the table, and applause from Mrs. Moffatts.)  In all the relations of life, therefore, ladies and gentlemen,  continued the Major, looking irately down at the laughers I beg to propose the bumper toast of health, and long life to our ost, the noble Earl of Ladythorne!

Whereupon the little Major popped down on his chair, wondering whether he had omitted any thing he ought to have said, and seeing him well down, Imperial John, who was not to be done out of his show-off, rose, glass in hand, and exclaimed in a stentorian voice,

Gentlemen and Ladies! Oi beg to propose that we drink this toast up standin with all the honours!  Featherbedfordshire fire! upon which there was a great outburst of applause, mingled with demands for wine, and requests from the ladies, that the gentlemen would be good enough to take their chairs off their dresses, or move a little to one side, so that they might have room to stand up; Crinoline, we should observe, being very abundant with many of them.

A tremendous discharge of popularity then ensued, the cheers being led by Imperial John, much to the little Majors chagrin, who wondered how he could ever have sat down without calling for them.

Now, the Earl, we should observe, had not risen in the best of moods that morning, having had a disagreeable dream, in which he saw old Binks riding his favourite horse Valiant, Mazeppa fashion, making a drag of his statue of the Greek slave, enveloped in an anise-seeded bathing-gown; a vexation that had been further increased when he arose, by the receipt of a letter from his good-natured friend in London, telling him how old Binks had been boasting at Boodles that he was within an ace of an Earldom, and now to be clumsily palavered by Yammerton was more than he could bear.

He didnt want to be praised for anything but his sporting propensities, and Imperial John knew how to do it. Having, however, a good dash of satire in his composition, when the applause and the Crinoline had subsided, he arose as if highly delighted, and assured them that if anything could enhance the pleasure of that meeting, it was to have his health proposed by such a sportsman as Major Yammerton, a gentleman who he believed had kept harriers five-and-thirty years, a feat he believed altogether unequalled in the annals of sporting  (laughter and applause)  during which the little Major felt sure he was going to conclude by proposing his health with all the honours, instead of which, however, his lordship branched off to his own department of sport, urging them to preserve foxes most scrupulously, never to mind a little poultry damage, for Mr. Boggledike would put all that right, never to let the odious word Strychnine be heard in the country, and concluded by proposing a bumper to their next merry meeting, which was the usual termination of the proceedings. The party then rose, chairs fell out of line, and flying crumpled napkins completed the confusion of the scene.


CHAPTER XII. THE MORNING FOX.  THE AFTERNOON FOX.
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THE day was quite at its best, when the party-coloured bees emerged from the sweets of Tantivy Castle, to taint the pure atmosphere with their nasty cigars, and air themselves on the terrace, letting the unadmitted world below see on what excellent terms they were with an Earl. Then Imperial John upbraided Major. Yammerton for taking the words out of his mouth, as it were, and the cockey Major turned up his nose at the farmer fellow for presuming to lector him. Then the emboldened ladies strolled through the picture-galleries and reception-rooms, regardless of Mrs. Moffatt or any one else, wondering where this door led to and where that. The hounds had been basking and loitering on the lawn for some time, undergoing the inspection and criticisms of the non-hunting portion of the establishment, the gardeners, the gamekeepers, the coachmen, the helpers, the housemaids, and so on. They all pronounced them as perfect as could be, and Mr. Hoggledike received their compliments with becoming satisfaction, saying, with a chuck of his chin, Yas, Yas, I think theyre about as good as can be! Parfaction. I may say!

Having abused the cigars, we hope our fair friends will now excuse us for saying that we know of few less agreeable scenes than a show meet with fox-hounds. The whole thing is opposed to the wild nature of hunting. Some people can eat at any time, but to a well-regulated appetite, having to undergo even the semblance of an additional meal is inconvenient; while to have to take a bonâ fide dinner in the morning, soup, toast, speeches and all, is perfectly suicidal of pleasure. On this occasion, the wine-flushed guests seemed fitted for Cremorne or Foxhall, as they used to pronounce Vauxhall, than for fox-hunting. Indeed, the cigar gentry swaggered about with a very rakish, Regent Street air. His lordship alone seemed impressed with the importance of the occasion; but his anxiety arose from indecision, caused by the Binks dream and letter, and fear lest the Yammerton girls might spoil Billy for Miss de Glancey, should his lordship adhere to his intention of introducing them to each other. Then he began to fidget lest he might be late at the appointed place, and Miss de Glancey go home, and so frustrate either design.

To horse! to horse! therefore exclaimed he, now hurrying through the crowd, lowering his Imperial Jane-made hat-string, and drawing on his Moffatt-knit mits. To horse! to horse! repeated he, flourishing his cane hunting-whip, causing a commotion among the outer circle of grooms. His magnificent black horse, Valiant (the one he had seen old Binks bucketing), faultless in shape, faultless in condition, faultless every way, stepped proudly aside, and Cupid-without-Wings dropping himself off by the neck, Mr. Beanley, the stud groom, swept the coronetted rug over the horses bang tail, as the superb and sensible animal stepped forward to receive his rider, as the Earl came up. With a jaunty air, the gay old gentleman vaulted lightly into the saddle, saying as he drew the thin rein, and felt the horse gently with his left leg, Now get Mr. Pringle his horse. His lordship then passed on a few paces to receive the sky-scraping salutes of the servants, and at a jerk of his head the cavalcade was in motion.

Our friend Billy then became the object of attention. The dismounted Cupid dived into the thick of the led horses to seek his, while Mr. Beanley went respectfully up to him, and with a touch of his flat-brimmed hat, intimated that his oss was at and.

What sort of an animal is it? asked the somewhat misgiving Billy, now bowing his adieus to the pretty Misses Yammerton.

A very nice oss, sir, replied Mr. Beanley, with another touch of hat; yes, sir, a very nice oss  a perfect unter  nothin to do but sit still, and give im is ead, hell take far better care o you than you can of im. So saying, Mr. Beanley led the way to a very sedate-looking, thorough-bred bay, with a flat flapped saddle, and a splint boot on his near foreleg, but in other respects quite unobjectionable. He was one of Swans stud, but Mr. Beanley, understanding from the under butler, who had it from Jack Rogers  we beg his pardon,  Monsieur Rougier himself, that Mr. Pringle was likely to be a good tip, he had drawn it for him. The stirrups, for a wonder, being the right length, Billy was presently astride, and in pursuit of his now progressing lordship, the gaping crowd making way for the young lord as they supposed him to be  for people are all lords when they visit at lords.

Pop, pop, bob, bob, went the black caps of the men in advance, indicating the whereabouts of the hounds, while his lordship ambled over the green turf on the right, surrounded by the usual high-pressure toadies. Thus the cavalcade passed through the large wood-studded, deer-scattered park, rousing the nearer herds from their lairs, frightening the silver-tails into their holes, and causing the conceited hares to scuttle away for the fern-browned, undulating hills, as if they had the vanity to suppose that this goodly array would condescend to have anything to do with them. Silly things! Peppercorn, the keeper, had a much readier way of settling their business. The field then crossed the long stretch of smooth, ornamental water, by the old gothic-arched bridge, and passed through the beautiful iron gates of the south lodge, now wheeled back by grey-headed porters, in cerulean-blue plush coats, and broad, gold-laced hats. Meanwhile, the whereabouts of the accustomed hunt was indicated by a lengthening line of pedestrians and small cavalry, toiling across the park by Duntler the watchers cottage and the deer sheds, to the door in the wall at the bottom of Crow-tree hill, from whence a birds-eye view of the surrounding country is obtained. The piece had been enacted so often, the same company, the same day, the same hour, the same find, the same finish, that one might almost imagine it was the same fox On this particular occasion, however, as if out of pure contradiction, Master Reynard, by a series of successful manoeuvres, lying down, running a wall, popping backwards and forwards between Ashley quarries and Warmley Gorse, varied by an occasional trip to Crow-tree hill, completely baffled Mr. Boggledike, so that it was afternoon before he brought his morning fox to hand, to the great discomfort of the Earl, who had twice or thrice signaled Swan to who hoop him to ground, when the tiresome animal popped up in the midst of the pack. At length Boggledike mastered him; and after proclaiming him a cowardly, short-running dastardly traitor, no better nor a are, he chucked him scornfully to the hounds, decorating Master Pillertons pony with the brush, while Swan distributed the pads among others of the rising generation.

The last act of the show meet being thus concluded, Mr. Boggledike and his men quickly collected their hounds, and set off in search of fresh fields and pastures new.

The Earl, having disposed of his show-meet fox  a bagman, of course  now set up his business-back, and getting alongside of Mr. Boggledike, led the pack at as good a trot as the hounds and the state of the line would allow. The newly laid whinstone of the Brittleworth road rather impeded their progress at first; but this inconvenience was soon overcome by the road becoming less parsimonious in width, extending at length to a grass siding, along which his lordship ambled at a toe in the stirrup trot, his eagle-eye raking every bend and curve, his mind distracted with visions of Binks, and anxiety for the future.

He couldnt get over the dream, and the letter had anything but cheered him.

Very odd, said he to himself, very odd, as nothing but drab-coated farmers and dark-coated grooms lounging leisurely on, with here and there a loitering pedestrian, broke the monotony of the scene. Hope shes not tired, and gone home, thought he, looking now at his watch, and now back into the crowd, to see where he had Billy Pringle. There was Billy riding alongside of Major Yammertons old flea-bitten grey, whose rider was impressing Billy with a sense of his consequence, and the excellence of his haryers, paving the way for an invitation to Yammerton Grange. D-a-ash that Yammerton, growled his lordship, thinking how he was spoiling sport at both ends; at the Castle by his uninvited eloquence, and now by his fastening on to the only man in the field he didnt want him to get acquainted with. And his lordship inwardly resolved that he would make Easylease a magistrate before he would make the Major one. So settling matters in his own mind, he gave the gallant Valiant a gentle tap on the shoulder with his whip, and shot a few paces ahead of Dicky, telling the whips to keep the crowd off the hounds  meaning off himself. Thus he ambled on through the quiet little village of Strotherdale, whose inhabitants all rushed out to see the hounds pass, and after tantalising poor Jonathan Gape, the turnpike-gate man, at the far end, who thought he was going to get a grand haul, he turned short to the left down the tortuous green lane leading to Quarrington Gorse.

Theres a footmark, said his lordship to himself, looking down at the now closely eaten sward. Ah! and theres a hat and feather, added he as a sudden turn of the lane afforded a passing glimpse. Thus inspirited, he mended his pace a little, and was presently in sight of the wearer. There was the bay, and there was the wide-awake, and there was the green trimming, and there was the feather; but somehow, as he got nearer, they all seemed to have lost caste. The slender waist and graceful upright seat had degenerated into a fuller form and lazy slouch; the habit didnt look like her habit, nor the bay horse like her bay horse, and as he got within speaking distance, the healthy, full-blown face of Miss Winkworth smiled upon him instead of the mild, placid features of the elegant de Glancey.

Ah, my dear Miss Winkworth! exclaimed his half-disgusted, half-delighted lordship, raising his hat, and then extending the right-hand of fellowship; Ah, my dear Miss Winkworth, Im charmed to see you (inwardly wondering what business women had out hunting). I hope you are all well at home, continued he (most devoutly wishing she was there); and without waiting for an answer, he commenced a furious assault upon Benedict, who had taken a fancy to follow him, a performance that enabled General Boggledike to come up with that army of relief, the pack, and engulf the lady in the sea of horsemen in the rear.

If that had been her, said his lordship to himself, old Binks would have had a better chance; and he thought what an odious thing a bad copy was.







Another bend of the land and another glimpse, presently put all matters right. The real feather now fluttered before him. There was the graceful, upright seat, the elegant air, the well-groomed horse, the tout ensemble being heightened, if possible, by the recent contrast with the coarse, country attired Miss Winkworth.

The Earl again trotted gently on, raising his hat most deferentially as he came along side of her, as usual, unaverted head.

Good morning, my Lord! exclaimed she gaily, as if agreeably surprised, tendering for the first time her pretty, little, primrose-coloured kid-gloved hand, looking as though she would condescend to notice a mere fox-hunter.

The gay old gentleman pressed it with becoming fervour, thinking he never saw her looking so well before.

They then struck up a light rapid conversation.

Miss perhaps never did look brighter or more radiant, and as his lordship rode by her side, he really thought if he could make up his mind to surrender his freedom to any woman, it would be to her. There was a something about her that he could not describe, but still a something that was essentially different to all his other flames.

He never could bear a riding-woman before, but now he felt quite proud to have such an elegant, piquant attendant on his pack.  Should like, at all events, to keep her in the country, and enjoy her society.  Would like to add her to the collection of Featherbedfordshire witches of which his friends joked him in town. Might have done worse than marry Imperial John, thought his lordship. John mightnt be quite her match in point of manner, but she would soon have polished him up, and John must be doing uncommonly well as times go  cattle and corn both selling prodigiously high, and John with his farm at a very low rent. And the thought of John and his beef brought our friend Billy to the Earls mind, and after a sort of random compliment between Miss de Glancey and her horse, he exclaimed, By the way! Ive got a young friend out I wish to introduce to you, so rising in his saddle and looking back into the crowd he hallooed out, Pringle! a name that was instantly caught up by the quick-eared Dicky, a Mister tacked to it and passed backward to Speed, who gave it to a groom; and Billy was presently seen boring his way through the opening crowd, just as a shepherds dog bores its way through a flock of sheep.

Pringle, said his lordship, as the approach of Billys horse caused Valiant to lay back his ears, Pringle! I want to introduce you to Miss de Glancey, Miss de Glancey give me leave to introduce my friend Mr. Pringle, continued he, adding soto voce, as if for Miss de Glanceys ear alone, young man of very good family and fortune  richest Commoner, in England, they say. But before his lordship got to the richest Commoner part of his speech, a dark frown of displeasure had overcast the sweet smile of those usually tranquil features, which luckily, however, was not seen by Billy; and before he got his cap restored to his head after a sky scraping salute, Miss de Glancey had resumed her wonted complacency,  inwardly resolving to extinguish the richest Commoner, just as she had done his lordships other friend Mr. Hybrid. Discarding the Earl, therefore, she now opened a most voluble battering on our good-looking Billy who, to do him justice, maintained his part so well, that a lady with less ambitious views might have been very well satisfied to be Mrs. Pringle. Indeed, when his lordship looked at the two chattering and ogling and simpering together, and thought of that abominable old Binks and the drag, and the letter from the Boodleite, his heart rather smote him for what he had done; for young and fresh as he then felt himself, he knew that age would infallibly creep upon him at last, just as he saw it creeping upon each particular friend when he went to town, and he questioned that he should ever find any lady so eminently qualified to do the double duty of gracing his coronet and disappointing the General. Not but that the same thought had obtruded itself with regard to other ladies; but he now saw that he had been mistaken with respect to all of them, and that this was the real, genuine, no mistake, right one. Moreover, Miss de Glancey was the only lady who according to his idea had not made up to him  rather snubbed him in fact. Mistaken nobleman! There are, many ways of making up to a man. But as with many, so with his lordship, the last run was always the finest, and the last lady always the fairest  the most engaging. With distracting considerations such as these, and the advantage of seeing Miss de Glancey play the artillery of her arts upon our young friend, they reached the large old pasture on the high side of Quarrington Gorse, a cover of some four acres in extent, lying along a gently sloping bank, with cross rides cut down to the brook. Mr. Boggledike pulled up near the rubbing-post in the centre of the field, to give his hounds a roll, while the second-horse gentlemen got their nags, and the new comers exchanged their hacks for their hunters. Judging by the shaking of hands, the exclamations of halloo! old boy is that you?

I say! where are you from? and similar inquiries, there were a good many of the latter  some who never went to the Castle, some who thought it too far, some who thought it poor fun. Altogether, when the field got scattered over the pasture, as a shop-keeper scatters his change on the counter, or as an old stage coachman used to scatter his passengers on the road with an upset, there might be fifty or sixty horsemen, assmen, and gigmen.

Most conspicuous was his lordships old eye-sore, Hicks, the flying hatter of Hinton (Sir Moses Mainchances best man), who seemed to think it incumbent upon him to kill his lordship a hound every year by his reckless riding, and who now came out in mufti, a hunting-cap, a Napoleon-grey tweed jacket, loose white cords, with tight drab leggings, and spurs on his shoes, as if his lordships hounds were not worth the green cut-a-way and brown boots he sported with Sir Moses. He now gave his cap-peak a sort of rude rap with his fore-finger, as his lordship came up, as much as to say, I dont know whether Ill speak to you or not, and then ran his great raking chestnut into the crowd to get at his old opponent Gameboy Green, who generally rode for the credit of the Tantivy hunt. As these sort of cattle always hunt in couples, Hicks is followed by his shadow, Tom Snowdon, the draper  or the Damper, as he is generally called, from his unhappy propensity of taking a gloomy view of everything.

To the right are a knot of half-horse, half-pony mounted Squireen-looking gentlemen, with clay pipes in their mouths, whose myrtle-green coats, baggy cords, and ill-cleaned tops, denote as belonging to the Majors haryers. And mark how the little, pompons man wheels before them, in order that Pringle may see the reverence they pay to his red coat. He raises his punt hat with all the dignity of the immortal Simpson of Vauxhall memory, and passes on in search of further compliments.

His lordship has now settled himself into the Wilkinson and Kidd of Rob Roy, a bay horse of equal beauty with Valiant, but better adapted to the country into which they are now going, Imperial John has drawn his girths with his teeth, DOrsay Davis has let down his hat-string, Mr. John Easylease has tightened his curb, Mr. Section drawn on his gloves, the Damper finished his cigar, and all things are approximating a start.

Elope, lads! Elope! cries Dicky Boggledike to his hounds, whistling and waving them together, and in an instant the rollers and wide-spreaders are frolicking and chiding under his horses nose. G-e-e-ntly, lads! g-e-ently! adds he, looking the more boisterous ones reprovingly in the face gently lads, gently, repeats he, or youll be rousin the gemlman i the gos. This movement of Dicky and the hounds has the effect of concentrating the field, all except our fair friend and Billy, who are still in the full cry of conversation, Miss putting forth her best allurements the sooner to bring Billy to book.

At a chuck of his lordships chin, Dicky turns his horse towards the gorse, just as Billy, in reply to Miss de Glanceys question, if he is fond of hunting, declares, as many a youth has done who hates it, that he doats upon it!

A whistle, a waive, and a cheer, and the hounds are away. They charge the hedge with a crash, and drive into the gorse as if each hound had a bet that he would find the fox himself.

Mr. Boggledike being now free of his pack, avails himself of this moment of ease, to exhibit his neat, newly clad person of which he is not a little proud, by riding along the pedestrian-lined hedge, and requesting that you fut people, as he calls them, will have the goodness not to alloa, but to old up your ats if you view the fox; and having delivered his charge in three several places, he turns into the cover by the little white bridle-gate in the middle, which Cupid-without-Wings is now holding open, and who touches his hat as Dicky passes.

The scene is most exciting. The natural inclination of the land affords every one a full view of almost every part of the sloping, southerly-lying gorse, while a bright sun, with a clear, rarified atmosphere, lights up the landscape, making the distant fences look like nothing. Weak must be the nerves that would hesitate to ride over them as they now appear.

Delusive view! Between the gorse and yonder fir-clad hills are two bottomless brooks, and ere the dashing rider reaches Fairbank Farm, whose tall chimney stands in bold relief against the clear, blue sky, lies a tract of country whose flat surface requires gulph-like drains to carry off the surplus water that rushes down from the higher grounds. To the right, though the country looks rougher, it is in reality easier, but foxes seem to know it, and seldom take that line; while to the left is a strongly-fenced country, fairish for hounds, but very difficult for horses, inasmuch as the vales are both narrow and deep. But let us find our fox and see what we can do among them. And as we are in for a burst, let us do the grand and have a fresh horse.


CHAPTER XIII. GONE AWAY!
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SEE! A SUDDEN thrill shoots through the field, though not a hound has spoken; no, not even a whimper been heard. It is Speeds new cap rising from the dip of the ground at the low end of the cover, and now having seen the fox right well away, as he says, he gives such a ringing view halloa as startles friend Echo, and brings the eager pack pouring and screeching to the cry  

Tweet! tweet! tweet! now goes cantering Dickys superfluous horn, only he doesnt like to be done out of his blow, and thinks the fut people may attribut the crash to his coming.

All eyes are now eagerly strained to get a view of old Reynard, some for the pleasure of seeing him, others to speculate upon whether they will have to take the stiff stake and rise in front, or the briar-tangled boundary fence below, in order to fulfil the honourable obligation of going into every field with the hounds. Others, again, who do not acknowledge the necessity, and mean to take neither, hold their horses steadily in hand, to be ready to slip down Cherry-tree Lane, or through West Hill fold-yard, into the Billinghurst turnpike, according as the line of chase seems to lie.
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Talli-ho! cries the Flying Hatter, as he views the fox whisking his brush as he rises the stubble-field over Fawley May Farm, and in an instant he is soaring over the boundary-fence to the clamorous pack just as his lordship takes it a little higher up, and lands handsomely in the next field. Miss de Glancey then goes at it in a canter, and clears it neatly, while Billy Pringles horse, unused to linger, after waiting in vain for an intimation from his rider, just gathers himself together, and takes it on his own account, shooting Billy on to his shoulder.

Hes off! no, hes on; he hangs by the mane! was the cry of the foot people, as Billy scrambled back into his saddle, which he regained with anything but a conviction that he could sit at the jumps. Worst of all, he thought he saw Miss de Glanceys shoulders laughing at his failure.

The privileged ones having now taken their unenviable precedence, the scramble became general, some going one way, some another, and the recent frowning fences are soon laid level with the fields.

A lucky lane running parallel with the line, along which the almost mute pack were now racing with a breast-high scent, relieved our friend Billy from any immediate repetition of the leaping inconvenience, though he could not hear the clattering of horses hoofs behind him without shuddering at the idea of falling and being ridden over. It seemed very different he thought to the first run, or to Hyde Park; people were all so excitcd, instead of riding quietly, or for admiration, as they do in the park. Just as Billy was flattering himself that the leaping danger was at an end, a sudden jerk of his horse nearly chucked him into Imperial Johns pocket, who happened to be next in advance. The fox had been headed by the foot postman between Hinton and Sambrook; and Dicky Boggledike, after objurgating the astonished man, demanding, What the daval business he had there? had drawn his horse short across the lane, thus causing a sudden halt to those in the rear.

The Flying Hatter and the Damper pressing close upon the pack as usual, despite the remonstrance of Gameboy Green and others, made them shoot up to the far-end of the enclosure, where they would most likely have topped the fence but for Swan and Speed getting round them, and adding the persuasion of their whips to the entreaties of Dickys horn. The hounds sweep round to the twang, lashing and bristling with excitement.

Yo doit! cries Dicky, as Sparkler and Pilgrim feather up the lane, trying first this side, then that. Sparkler speaks! Hes across the lane.

Hoop! hoop! tallio! tallio! cries Dicky cheerily, taking off his cap, and sweeping it in the direction the fox has gone, while his lordship, who has been bottling up the vial of his wrath, now uncorks it as he gets the delinquents within hearing.

Thank you, Mr. Hicks, for pressing on my hounds! Much obleged to you, Mr. Hicks, for pressing on my hounds! Hang you, Mr. Hicks, for pressing on my hounds! So saying, his lordship gathered Rob Roy together, and followed Mr. Boggledike through a very stiff bullfinch that Dicky would rather have shirked, had not the eyes of England been upon him.

S-w-ic-h! Dicky goes through, and the vigorous thorns close again like a rat-trap.

Allow me, my lord! exclaims Imperial John from behind, anxious to be conspicuous.

Thank e, no, replied his lordship, carelessly thinking it would not do to let Miss de Glancey too much into the secrets of the hunting field. Thank e, no, repeated he, and ramming his horse well at it, he gets through with little more disturbance of the thorns than Dicky had made. Miss de Glancey comes next, and riding quietly up the bank, she gives her horse a chuck with the curb and a touch with the whip that causes him to rise well on his haunches and buck over without injury to herself, her hat, or her habit. Imperial John was nearly offering his services to break the fence for her, but the S-i-r-r! do you mean to insult me? still tingling in his ears, caused him to desist. However he gives Billy a lift by squashing through before him, whose horse then just rushed through it as before, leaving Billy to take care of himself. A switched face was the result, the pain, however, being far greater than the disfigurement.

While this was going on above, DOrsay Davis, who can ride a spurt, has led a charge through a weaker place lower down; and when our friend had ascertained that his eyes were still in his head, he found two distinct lines of sportsmen spinning away in the distance as if they were riding a race. Added to this, the pent-up party behind him having got vent, made a great show of horsemanship as they passed.

Come along! screamed one.

Look alive! shouted another.

Never say die! cried a third, though they were all as ready to shut up as our friend.

Billys horse, however, not being used to stopping, gets the bit between his teeth, and scuttles away at a very overtaking pace, bringing him sufficiently near to let him see Gameboy Green and the Flying Hatter leading the honourable obligation van, out of whose extending line now a red coat, now a green coat, now a dark coat drops in the usual had enough style.

In the ride-cunning, or know-the-country detachment, Miss de Glanceys flaunting habit, giving dignity to the figure and flowing elegance to the scene, might be seen going at perfect ease beside the noble Earl, who from the higher ground surveys Gameboy Green and the Hatter racing to get first at each fence, while the close-packing hounds are sufficiently far in advance to be well out of harms way.

C  a  a  tch em, if you can! shrieks his lordship, eyeing their zealous endeavours.

C  a  a  tch em, if you can! repeats he, laughing, as the pace gets better and better, scarce a hound having time to give tongue.

Yooi, over he goes! now cries his lordship, as a spasmodic jerk of the leading hounds, on Alsike water meadow, turns Trumpeters and Wranglers heads toward the newly widened and deepened drain-cut, and the whole pack wheel to the left. What a scramble there is to get over! Some clear it, some fall back, while some souse in and out.

Now Gameboy, seeing by the newly thrown out gravel the magnitude of the venture, thrusts down his hat firmly on his brow, while Hicks gets his chesnut well by the head, and hardening their hearts they clear it in stride, and the Damper takes soundings for the benefit of those who come after. What a splash he makes!

And now the five-and-thirty years master of haryers without a subscription coming up, seeks to save the credit of his quivering-tailed grey by stopping to help the discontented Damper out of his difficulty, whose horse coming out on the wrong side affords them both a very fair excuse for shutting up shop.

The rest of the detachment, unwilling to bathe, after craning at the cut, scuttle away by its side down to the wooden cattle-bridge below, which being crossed, the honourable obligationers and the take-care-of-their-neckers are again joined in common union. It is, however, no time to boast of individual feats, or to inquire for absent friends, for the hounds still press on, though the pace is not quite so severe as it was. They are on worse soil, and the scent does not serve them so well. It soon begins to fail, and at length is carried on upon the silent system, and looks very like failing altogether.

Mr. Boggledike, who has been riding as cunning as any one, now shows to the front, watching the stooping pack with anxious eye, lest he should have to make a cast over fences that do not quite suit his convenience.

G  e  ntly, urryin! gently! cries he, seeing that a little precipitancy may carry them off the line. Yon cur dog has chased the fox, and the hounds are puzzled at the point where he has left him.

Ah, sarr, what the daval business have you out with a dog on such an occasion as this? demands Dicky of an astonished drover who thought the road was as open to him as to Dicky.

O, sar! sar! you desarve to be put i the lock-up, continues Dicky, as the pack now divide on the scent.

O, sar! sar! you should be chaasetised! added he, shaking his whip at the drover, as he trotted on to the assistance of the pack.

The melody of the majority however recalls the cur-ites, and saves Dicky from the meditated assault.

While the brief check was going on, his lordship was eyeing Miss de Glancey, thinking of all the quiet captivating women he had ever seen, she was the most so. Her riding was perfection, and he couldnt conceive how it was that he had ever entertained any objection to sports-women. It must have been from seeing some clumsy ones rolling about who couldnt ride; and old Binkss chance at that moment was not worth one farthing.

Wheres Pringle? now asked his lordship, as the thought of Binks brought our hero to his recollection.

Down, replied Miss de Glancey carelessly, pointing to the ground with her pretty amethyst-topped whip.

Down, is he! smiled the Earl, adding half to himself and half to her, thought he was a mull.

Our friend indeed has come to grief. After pulling and hauling at his horse until he got him quite savage, the irritated animal, shaking his head as a terrier shakes a rat, ran blindfold into a bullfinch, shooting Billy into a newly-made manure-heap beyond. The last of the harryer men caught his horse, and not knowing who he belonged to, just threw the bridle-rein over the next gatepost, while DOrsay Davis, who had had enough, and was glad of an excuse for stopping, pulls up to assist Billy out of his dirty dilemma.

Augh, what a figure he was!

But see! Mr. Boggledike is hitting off the scent, and the astonished drover is spurring on his pony to escape the chasetisement Dicky has promised him.

At this critical moment, Miss de Glanceys better genius whispered her to go home. She had availed herself of the short respite to take a sly peep at herself in a little pocket-mirror she carried in her saddle, and found she was quite as much heated as was becoming or as could be ventured upon without detriment to her dress. Moreover, she was not quite sure but that one of her frizettes was coming out.

So now when the hounds break out in fresh melody, and the Flying Hatter and Gameboy Green are again elbowing to the front, she sits reining in her steed, evidently showing she is done.

Oh, come along! exclaimed the Earl, looking back for her. Oh, come along, repeated he, waving her onward, as he held in his horse.

There was no resisting the appeal, for it was clear he would come back for her if she did, so touching her horse with the whip, she is again cantering by his side.

Id give the world to see you beat that impudent ugly hatter, said he, now pointing Hicks out in the act of riding at a stiff newly-plashed fence before his hounds were half over.

And his lordship spurred his horse as he spoke with a vigour that spoke the intensity of his feelings.

The line of chase then lay along the swiftly flowing Arrow banks and across Oxley large pastures, parallel with the Downton bridle-road, along which Dicky and his followers now pounded; Dicky hugging himself with the idea that the fox was making for the main earths on Bringwood moor, to which he knew every yard of the country.

And so the fox was going as straight and as hard as ever he could, but as ill luck would have it, young Mr. Nailor, the son of the owner of Oxley pastures, shot at a snipe at the west corner of the large pasture just as pug entered at the east, causing him to shift his line and thread Larchfield plantations instead of crossing the pasture, and popping down Tillington Dean as he intended.

Dicky had heard the gun, and the short turn of the hounds now showing him what had happened, he availed himself of the superiority of a well-mounted noblemans huntsman in scarlet over a tweed-clad muffin-capped shooter, for exclaiming at the top of his voice as he cantered past, horn in hand,

O ye poachin davil, what business ave ye there!

O ye nasty sneakin snarin ticket-o-leaver, go back to the place from whance you came! leaving the poor shooter staring with astonishment.

A twang of the horn now brings the hounds  who have been running with a flinging catching side-wind scent on to the line, and a full burst of melody greets the diminished field, as they strike it on the bright grass of the plantation.

For  rard! for  rard! is the cry, though there isnt a hound but what is getting on as best as he can.

The merry music reanimates the party, and causes them to press on their horses with rather more freedom than past exertions warrant.

Imperial Johns is the first to begin wheezing, but his Highness feeling him going covers a retreat of his hundred-and-fifty-guineas-worth, as he hopes he will be, under shelter of the plantation.

* * * *

I think the atters oss has about ad enough, now observes Dicky to his lordship, as he holds open the bridle-gate at the end of the plantation into the Benington Lane for his lordship and Miss de Glancey to pass.

Glad of it, replied the Earl, thinking the Hatter would not be able to go home and boast how he had cut down the Tantivy men and hung them up to dry.

Old ard, one moment! now cries Dicky, raising his right hand as the Hatter comes blundering through the quickset fence into the hard lane, his horse nearly alighting on his nose.

Old ard, please! adds he, as the Hatter spurs among the road-stooping pack.

Hooick to Challenger! Hooick to Challenger! now holloas Dicky, as Challenger, after sniffing up the grassy mound of the opposite hedge, proclaims that the fox is over; and Dicky getting his horse short by the head, slips behind the Hatters horses tail for his old familiar friend the gap in the corner, while the Hatter gathers his horse together to fulfil the honourable obligation of going with the hounds.

C  u  r  m up! cries he, with an obligato accompaniment of the spur rowels, which the honest beast acknowledges by a clambering flounder up the bank, making the descent on his head on the field side that he nearly executed before. The Hatters legs perform a sort of wands of a mill evolution.

Not hurt, I hope! holloas the Earl, who with Miss de Glancey now lands a little above, and seeing the Hatter rise and shake himself he canters on, giving Miss de Glancey a touch on the elbow, and saying with a knowing look, Thats capital! get rid of him, leggings and all!

His lordship having now seen the last of his tormentors, has time to look about him a little.

Been a monstrous fine run, observes he to the lady, as they canter together behind the pace-slackening pack.

Monstrous, replies the lady, who sees no fun in it at all.

How long has it been? asks his lordship of Swan, who now shows to the front as a whip-aspiring huntsman is wont to do.

An hour all but five minutes, my lord, replies the magnifier, looking at his watch. No  no  an hour zactly, my lord, adds he, trotting on  restoring his watch to his fob as he goes.

An hour best pace with but one slight check  cant have come less than twelve miles, observes his lordship, thinking it over.

Indeed, replied Miss de Glancey, wishing it was done.

Grand sport fox-hunting, isnt it? asked his lordship, edging close up to her.

Charming! replied Miss de Glancey, feeling her failing frizette.

The effervescence of the thing is now about over, and the hounds are reduced to a very plodding pains-taking pace. The day has changed for the worse, and heavy clouds are gathering overhead. Still there is a good holding scent, and as the old saying is, a fox so pressed must stop at last, the few remaining sportsmen begin speculating on his probable destination, one backing him for Cauldwell rocks, another for Fulford woods, a third for the Hawkhurst Hills.

Awkurst ills for a sovereign! now cries Dicky, hustling his horse, as, having steered the nearly mute pack along Sandy-well banks, Challenger and Sparkler strike a scent on the track leading up to Sorryfold Moor, and go away at an improving pace.

Awkurst ills for a fi-pun note! adds he, as the rest of the pack score to cry.

Going to have rine! now observes he, as a heavy drop beats upon his up-turned nose. At the same instant a duplicate drop falls upon Miss de Glanceys fair cheek, causing her to wish herself anywhere but where she was.

Another, and another, and another, follow in quick succession, while the dark, dreary moor offers nothing but the inhospitable freedom of space. The cold wind cuts through her, making her shudder for the result. Hes for the hills! exclaims Gameboy Green, still struggling on with a somewhat worse-for-wear looking steed.

Hes for the hills! repeats he, pointing to a frowning line in the misty distance.

At the same instant his horse puts his foot in a stone-hole, and Gameboy and he measure their lengths on the moor.

That comes of star-gazing, observed his lordship, turning his coat-collar up about his ears. That comes of star-gazing, repeats he, eyeing the loose horse scampering the wrong way.

Well see no more of him, observed Miss de Glancey, wishing she was as well out of it as Green.

Not likely, I think, replied his lordship, seeing the evasive rush the horse gave, as Speed, who was coming up with some tail hounds, tried to catch him.

The heath-brushing fox leaves a scent that fills the painfully still atmosphere with the melody of the hounds, mingled with the co-beck  co-beck  co-beck of the startled grouse. There is a solemn calm that portends a coming storm. To Miss de Clancey, for whom the music of the hounds has no charms, and the fast-gathering clouds have great danger, the situation is peculiarly distressing. She would stop if she durst, but on the middle of a dreary moor how dare she.

An ominous gusty wind, followed by a vivid flash of lightning and a piercing scream from Miss de Glancey, now startled the Earls meditations.

Lightning! exclaimed his lordship, turning short round to her assistance. Lightning in the month of November  never heard of such a thing!

But ere his lordship gets to Miss de Glanceys horse, a most terrific clap of thunder burst right over head, shaking the earth to the very centre, silencing the startled hounds, and satisfying his lordship that it was lightning.

Another flash, more vivid if possible than the first, followed by another pealing crash of thunder, more terrific than before, calls all hands to a hurried council of war on the subject of shelter.

We must make for the Punch-bowl at Rockbeer, exclaims General Boggledike, flourishing his horn in an ambiguous sort of way, for he wasnt quite sure he could find it.

You know the Punch-bowl at Rockbeer! shouts he to Harry Swan, anxious to have some one on whom to lay the blame if he went wrong.

I know it when Im there, replied Swan, who didnt consider it part of his duty to make imaginary runs to ground for his lordship.

Know it when youre there, man, retorted Dicky in disgust; why any    the remainder of his sentence being lost in a tremendously illuminating flash of lightning, followed by a long cannonading, reverberating roll of thunder.

Poor Miss de Glancey was ready to sink into the earth.
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Elope, hounds! elope! cried Dicky, getting his horse short by the head, and spurring him into a brisk trot. Elope, hounds! elope! repeated he, setting off on a speculative cast, for he saw it was no time for dallying.

And now,

From cloud to cloud the rending lightnings rage;

Till in the furious elemental war

Dissolved, the whole precipitated mass,

Unbroken floods and solid torrents pour.



Luckily for Dicky, an unusually vivid flash of lightning so lit up the landscape as to show the clump of large elms at the entrance to Rockbeer; and taking his bearings, he went swish swash, squirt spurt, swish swash, squirt spurt, through the spongy, half land, half water moor, at as good a trot as he could raise. The lately ardent, pressing hounds follow on in long-drawn file, looking anything but large or formidable. The frightened horses tucked in their tails, and looked fifty per cent. worse for the suppression. The hard, driving rain beats downways, and sideways, and frontways, and backways  all ways at once. The horses know not which way to duck, to evade the storm. In less than a minute Miss de Glancey is as drenched as if she had taken a shower-bath. The smart hat and feathers are annihilated; the dubious frizette falls out, down comes the hair; the bella-donna-inspired radiance of her eyes is quenched; the Crinoline and wadding dissolve like ice before the fire; and ere the love-cured Earl lifts her off her horse at the Punch-bowl at Rockbeer, she has no more shape or figure than an icicle. Indeed she very much resembles one, for the cold sleet, freezing as it fell, has encrusted her in a rich coat of ice lace, causing her saturated garments to cling to her with the utmost pertinacity. A more complete wreck of a belle was, perhaps, never seen.

What an object! inwardly ejaculated she, as Mrs. Hetherington, the landlady, brought a snivelling mould candle into the cheerless, fireless little inn-parlour, and she caught a glimpse of herself in the  at best  most unbecoming mirror. What would she have given to have turned back!

And as his lordship hurried up stairs in his water-logged boots, he said to himself, with a nervous swing of his arm, I was right!  women have no business out hunting. And the Binks chance improved amazingly.

The further denouement of this perishing day will be gleaned from the following letters.


CHAPTER XIV. THE PRINGLE CORRESPONDENCE.

MR WILLIAM TO HIS MAMMA.
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TANTIVY CASTLE, NOVEMBER.

My dearest Mamma,

Though I wrote to you only the other day, I take up my pen, stiff and sore as I am and scarcely able to sit, to tell you of my first days hunt, which, I assure you, was anything but enjoyable. In fact, at this moment I feel just as if I had been thumped by half the pugilists in London and severely kicked at the end. To my fancy, hunting is about the most curious, unreasonable amusement that ever was invented. The first fox was well enough, running backwards and forwards in an agreeable manner, though they all abused him and called him a cowardly beggar, though to my mind it was far pluckier to do what he did, with fifty great dogs after him, than to fly like a thief as the next one did. Indeed I saw all the first run without the slightest inconvenience or exertion, for a very agreeable gentleman, called Major Hammerton, himself an old keeper of hounds, led me about and showed me the country.

I dont mean to say that he led my horse, but he showed me the way to go, so as to avoid the jumps, and pointed out the places where I could get a peep of the fox. I saw him frequently. The Major, who was extremely polite, asked me to go and stay with him after I leave here, and I wouldnt mind going if it wasnt for the hounds, which, however, he says are quite as fine as his lordships, without being so furiously and inconveniently fast. For my part, however, I dont see the use of hunting an animal that you can shoot, as they do in France. It seems a monstrous waste of exertion. If they were all as sore as I am this morning, Im sure they wouldnt try it again in a hurry. I really think racing, where you pay people for doing the dangerous for you, is much better fun, and prettier too, for you can choose any lively colour you like for your jacket, instead of having to stick to scarlet or dark clothes.

But I will tell you about fox No. 2. I was riding with a very pretty young lady, Miss de Glancey, whom the Earl had just introduced me to, when all of a sudden everybody seemed to be seized with an uncontrollable galloping mania, and set off as hard as ever their horses could lay legs to the ground. My horse, who they said was a perfect hunter, but who, I should say, was a perfect brute, partook of the prevailing epidemic, and, though he had gone quite quietly enough before, now seized the bit between his teeth, and plunged and reared as though he would either knock my teeth down my throat, or come back over upon me. Drop your hand! cried one. Ease his head! cried another, and what was the consequence? He ran away with me and, dashing through a flock of turkeys, nearly capsized an old sow.

Then the people, who had been so civil before, all seemed to be seized with the rudes. It was nothing but g-u-u-r along, sir! g-u-u-r along! Hang it! dont you see the hounds are running! just as if I had made them run, or as if I could stop them. My good friend, the Major, seemed to be as excited as any body: indeed, the only cool person was Miss de Glancey, who cantered away in a most unconcerned manner. I am sorry to say she came in for a desperate ducking. It seems that after I had had as much as I wanted, and pulled up to come home, they encountered a most terrific thunder-storm in crossing some outlandish moor, and as his lordship, who didnt get home till long after dark, said she all at once became a dissolving view, and went away to nothing. Mrs. Moffatt, who is stout and would not easily dissolve, seemed amazingly tickled with the joke, and said she supposed she would look like a Mermaid  which his lordship said was exactly the case. When the first roll of thunder was heard here, the Earls carriage and four was ordered out, with dry things, to go in quest of him; but they tried two of his houses of call before they fell in with him. It then had to return to take the Mermaid to her home, who had to borrow the publicans wifes Sunday clothes to travel in.

After dinner, the stud-groom came in to announce the horses for to-day; and hearing one named for me, I begged to decline the honour, on the plea of having a great many letters to write, so Mrs. Moffatt accompanied his lordship to the meet, some ten miles north of this, in his carriage and four, from whence she has just returned, and says they went away with a brilliant scent from Foxlydiate Gorse, meaning, I presume, with another such clatter as we had yesterday. I am glad I didnt go, for I dont think I could have got on to a horse, let alone sit one, especially at the jumps, which all the Clods in the country seem to have clubbed their ideas to concoct. Rougier says people are always stiff after the first days hunting; but if I had thought I should be as sore and stiff as I am, I dont think I would ever have taken a day, because Major Hammerlon says it is not necessary to go out hunting in the morning to entitle one to wear the dress uniform in the evening  which is really all I care for.

The servants here seem to live like fighting-cocks, from Rougiers account; breakfasts, luncheons, dinners, teas, and suppers. They sit down, ten or a dozen at the second table, and about thirty or so in the hall, besides which there are no end of people out of doors. Rougier says they have wine at the second table, and eau de vie punch at night at discretion, of which, I think, he takes more than is discreet, for he came swaggering into my room at day-break this morning, in his evening dress, with his hat on, and a great pewter inkstand in his hand, which he set down on the dressing-table, and said, dere, sir, dere is your shavin water! Strange to say, the fellow speaks better English when hes drunk than he does when hes sober. However, I suppose I must have a valet, otherwise I should think it would be a real kindness to give the great lazy fellows here something to do, other than hanging about the passages waylaying the girls, Ill write you again when I know what Im going to do, but I dont think I shall stay here much longer, if Im obliged to risk my neck after these ridiculous dogs. Ever, my dearest Mamma your most affectionate, but excruciatingly sore, son.

Wm. PRINGLE.

The following is Mrs. Pringles answer; who, it will be seen, received Billys last letter while she was answering his first one:  

25, Curtain Crescent, Belgrave Square, London.

My own dearest William,

I was overjoyed, my own darling, to receive your kind letter, and hear that you had arrived safe, and found his lordship so kind and agreeable. I thought you had known him by sight, or I would have prevented your making the mistake by describing him to you. However, there is no harm done. In a general way, the great man of the place is oftentimes the least.  The most accessible, that is to say. The Earl is an excellent, kind-hearted man, and it will do you great good among your companions to be known to be intimate with him, for I can assure you it is not every one he takes up with. Of course, there are people who abuse him, and say he is this and that, and so on; but you must take people  especially great ones  as you find them in this world; and he is quite as good as his whites of their eyes turning-up neighbours. Dont, however presume on his kindness by attempting to stay beyond what he presses you to do, for two short visits tell better than one long one, looking as though you had been approved of. You can easily find out from the butler or the groom of the chambers, or some of the upper servants, how long you are expected to stay, or perhaps some of the guests can tell you how long they are invited for.

I had written thus far when your second welcome letter arrived, and I cant tell you how delighted I am to hear you are safe and well, though Im sorry to hear you dont like hunting, for I assure you it is the best of all possible sports, and there is none that admits of such elegant variety of costume.

Look at a shooter,  what a ragamuffin dress his is, hardly distinguishable from a keeper; and yachters and cricketers might be taken for ticket-of-leave men. I should be very sorry indeed if you were not to persevere in your hunting; for a red coat and leathers are quite your become, and there is none, in my opinion, in which a gentleman looks so well, or a snob so ill. Learning to hunt cant be more disagreeable than learning to sail or to smoke, and see how many hundreds  thousands I may say  overcome the difficulty every year, and blow their clouds, as they call them, on the quarterdeck, as though they had been born sailors with pipes in their mouths. Remember, if you cant manage to sit your horse, youll be fit for nothing but a seat in Parliament along with Captain Catlap and the other incurables. I cant think there can be much difficulty in the matter, judging from the lumpy wash-balley sort of men one hears talking about it. I should think if you had a horse of your own, you would be able to make better out. Whatever you do, however, have nothing to do with racing. Its only for rogues and people who have more money than they know what to do with, and to whom it doesnt matter whether they win or they lose. We musnt have you setting up a confidential crossing-sweeper with a gold eyeglass. No gentleman need expect to make money on the turf, for if you were to win they wouldnt pay you, whereas, if you lose its quite a different thing. One of the beauties of hunting is that people have no inducement to poison each other; whereas in racing, from poisoning horses they have got to poisoning men, besides which one party must lose if the other is to win. Mutual advantage is impossible. Another thing, if you were to win ever so, the trainer would always keep his little bill in advance of your gains, or he would be a very bad trainer.

I hope Major Hammerton is a gentleman of station, whose acquaintance will do you good, though the name is not very aristocratic  Hamilton would have been belter. Are there any Miss Hs? Remember there are always forward people in the world, who think to advance themselves by taking strangers by the hand, and that a bad introduction is far worse than none. Above all, never ask to be introduced to a great man. Great people have their eyes and ears about them just as well as little ones, and if they choose to know you, they will make the advance. Asking to be introduced only prejudices them against you, and generally insures a cut at the first opportunity.

Beware of Miss de Glancey. She is a most determined coquette, and if she had fifty suitors, wouldnt be happy if she saw another woman with one, without trying to get him from her. She hasnt a halfpenny. If you see her again, ask her if she knows Mr. Hotspur Smith, or Mr. Enoch Benson, or Mr. Woodhorn, and tell me how she looks. What is she doing down there? Surely she hasnt the vanity to think she can captivate the Earl. You neednt mention me to Mrs. Moffatt, but I should like to know what she has on, and also if there are any new dishes for dinner. Indeed, the less you talk about your belongings the better; for the world has but two ways, that of running people down much below their real level, or of extolling them much beyond their deserts. Remember, well-bred people always take breeding for granted, one of us, as they say in others when they find them at good houses, and as you have a good name, you have nothing to do but hold your tongue, and the chances are they will estimate you at far more than your real worth.

A valet is absolutely indispensable for a young gentleman. Bless you! you would be thought nothing of among the servants if you hadnt one. They are their masters trumpeters. A valet, especially a French one, putting on two clean shirts a day, and calling for Burgundy after your cheese, are about the most imposing things in the lower regions. In small places, giving as much trouble as possible, and asking for things you think they havent got, is very well; but this will not do where you now are. In a general way, it is a bad plan taking servants to great houses, for, as they all measure their own places by the best they have ever seen, and never think how many much worse ones there are, they come back discontented, and are seldom good for much until they have undergone a quarters starving or so, out of place. It is a good thing when the great man of a country sets an example of prudence and economy, for then all others can quote him, instead of having the bad practices of other places raked up as authority for introducing them into theirs. The Earl, however, would never be able to get through half his income if he was not to wink at a little prodigality, and the consumption of wine in great houses would be a mere nothing if it was not for the assistance of the servants. Indeed, the higher you get into society, the less wine you get, until you might expect to see it run out to nothing at a Dukes. I dare say Rougier will be fond of drink, and the English servants will perhaps be fond of plying him with it; but, so long as he does not get incompetent, a little jollity on his part will make them more communicative before him, and it is wonderful what servants can tell. They know everything in the kitchen  nothing in the parlour. His lordship, I believe, doesnt allow strange servants to wait except upon very full occasions, otherwise it might be well to put Rougier under the surveillance of Beverage, the butler, lest he should come into the room drunk and incompetent, which would be very disagreeable.

I enclose you a gold fox-head pin to give Mr. Boggledike, who doesnt take money, at least nothing under £5, and this only costs 18s. He is a favourite with his lordship, and it will be well to be in with him. You had better give the men who whip the hounds a trifle, say 10s. or half-a-sovereign each  gold looks better than silver. If you go to Major Hammertons you must let me know; but perhaps you will inquire further before you fix. And now, hoping that you will stick to your hunting, and be more successful on another horse after a quieter fox, believe me ever, my own dearest William, your most truly and sincerely affectionate mother,

Emma Pringle.

P.S.  Dont forget the two clean shirts.

P.S.  When you give Dicky Boggledike the pin, you can compliment him on his talents as a huntsman (as Mr. Redpath did the actor); and as they say he is a very bad one, he will be all the more grateful for it.

P.S.  I have just had another most pressing letter from your uncle Jerry, urging me to go and look through all the accounts and papers, as he says it is not fair throwing such a heavy responsibility upon him. Poor man! He need not be so pressing. He little knows how anxious I am to do it. I hope now we shall get something satisfactory, for as yet I know no more than I did before your poor father died.

P.S.  Dont forget to tell me if there are any Miss H.s, and whatever you do, take care of Dowb, that is, yourself.

But somehow Billy forgot to tell his Mamma whether there were any Miss H.s or not, though he might have said No, seeing they were Miss Y.s.

And now, while our hero is recovering from his bruises, let us introduce the reader further to his next host, Major Y.


CHAPTER XV. MAJOR YAMMERTONS COACH STOPS THE WAY.
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MAJOR YAMMERTON WAS rather a peculiar man, inasmuch as he was an Ass, without being a Fool. He was an Ass for always puffing and inflating himself, while as regarded worldly knowledge, particularly that comprised in the magic letters £. s. d., few, if any, were his equals. In the former department, he was always either on the strut or the fret, always either proclaiming the marked attention he had met with, or worrying himself with the idea that he had not had enough. At home, instead of offering people freely and hospitably what he had, he was continually boring them with apologies for what he had not. Just as if all men were expected to have things alike, or as if the Major was an injured innocent who had been defrauded of his rights. If he was not boring and apologising, then he was puffing or praising everything indiscriminately  depending, of course, upon who he had there  a great gun or a little one.

He returned from his Tantivy Castle hunt, very much pleased with our Billy, who seemed to be just the man for his money, and by the aid of his Baronetage he made him out to be very highly connected. Mrs. Yammerton and the young ladies were equally delighted with him, and it was unanimously resolved that he should be invited to the Grange, for which purpose the standing order of the house never to invite any one direct from a great house to theirs, was suspended. A very salutary rule it is for all who study appearances, seeing that what looks very well one way may look very shady the other; but this being perhaps a case of now or never, the exception would seem to have been judiciously made. The heads of the house had different objects in view; Mammas, of course, being matrimonial, the Majors, the laudable desire to sell Mr. Pringle a horse. And the mention of Mammas object leads us to the young ladies.

These, Clara, Flora, and Harriet, were very pretty, and very highly educated  that is to say, they could do everything that is useless  play, draw, sing, dance, make wax-flowers, bead-stands, do decorative gilding, and crochet-work; but as to knowing how many ounces there are in a pound of tea, or how many pounds of meat a person should eat in a day, they were utterly, entirely, and most elegantly ignorant. Towards the close of the last century, and at the beginning of the present one, ladies ran entirely to domesticity, pickling, preserving, and pressing people to eat. Corded petticoats and patent mangles long formed the staple of a mid life womans conversation. Presently a new era sprang up, which banished everything in the shape of utilitarianism, and taught the then rising generation that the less they knew of domestic matters the finer ladies they would be, until we really believe the daughters of the nobility are better calculated for wives, simply because they are generally economically brought up, and are not afraid of losing caste, by knowing what every woman ought to do. No man thinks the worse of a woman for being able to manage her house, while few men can afford to marry mere music-stools and embroidery frames. Mrs. Yammerton, however, took a different view of the matter. She had been brought up in the patent mangle and corded petticoat school, and inwardly resolved that her daughters should know nothing of the sort  should be real ladies, in the true kitchen acceptation of the term. Hence they were mistresses of all the little accomplishments before enumerated, which, with making calls and drinking tea, formed the principal occupation of their lives. Not one of them could write a letter without a copy, and were all very uncertain in their spelling  though they knew to a day when every King and Queen began to reign, and could spout all the chief towns in the kingdom. Now this might have been all very well, at least bearable, if the cockey Major had had plenty of money to give them, but at the time they were acquiring them, the contrary was the case, as the lawyers say. The Majors grandfather (his father died when he was young) had gone upon the old annexation principle of buying land and buying land simply because it joined, and not always having the cash to pay for it with, our Major came into an estate (large or small, according as the reader has more or less of his own) saddled with a good, stout, firmly setting mortgage. Land, however, being the only beast of burthen that does not show what it carries, our orphan  orphan in top-boots to be sure  passed for his best, and was speedily snapped up by the then beautiful, Italian  like Miss Winnington, who consoled herself for the collapse of his fortune, by the reflection that she had nothing of her own. Perhaps, too, she had made allowance for the exaggeration of estimates, which generally rate a man at three or four times his worth. The Winningtons, however, having made a great crow at the catch, the newly-married couple started at score as if the estate had nothing to carry but themselves.
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In due time the three graces appeared,  Clara, very fair, with large languishing blue eyes and light hair; Flora, with auburn hair and hazel eyes; and Harriet, tall, clear, and dark, like Mamma. As they grew up, and had had their heads made into Almanacs at home, they were sent to the celebrated Miss Feathereys finishing and polishing seminary at Westbourne Grove, who for £200 a-year, or as near £200 as she could get, taught them all the airs and graces, particularly how to get in and out of a carriage properly, how to speak to a doctor, how to a counter-skipper, how to a servant, and so on. The Major, we may state, had his three daughters taken as two. Well, just as Miss Harriet was supplying the place of Miss Clara (polished), that great agricultural revolution, the repeal of the corn laws, took place, and our Major, who had regarded his estate more with an eye to its hunting and shooting capabilities than to high farming, very soon found it slipping away from him, just as Miss de Glancey slipped away from her dress in the thunder-storm. Up to that time, his easy-minded agent, Mr. Bullrush, a twenty stone man of sixty years of age, had thought the perfection of management was not to let an estate go back, but now the Majors seemed likely to slip through its girths altogether. To be sure, it had not had any great assistance in the advancing line, and was just the same sour, rush-grown, poachy, snipe-shooting looking place that it was when the Major got it; but this was not his grandfathers fault, who had buried as many stones in great gulf-like drains, as would have carried off a river and walled the estate all round into the bargain; but there was no making head against wet land with stone drains, the bit you cured only showing the wetness of the rest. The blotchy March fallows looked as if they had got the small pox, the pastures were hardly green before Midsummer, and the greyhound-like cattle that wandered over them were evidently of Pharaohs lean sort, and looked as if they would never be ready for the butcher. Foreign cattle, too, were coming in free, and the old cry of down corn, down horn, frightened the fabulously famed stout British farmer out of his wits.

Then those valuable documents called leases  so binding on the landlord, were found to be wholly inoperative on the tenants, who threw up their farms as if there were no such things in existence.

If the Major wouldnt take their givings up, why then he might just do his warst; meanwhile, of course, they would do their warst, by the land. With those who had nothing (farming and beer-shop keeping being about the only trades a man can start with upon nothing), of course, it was of no use persisting, but the awkward part of the thing was, that this probing of pockets showed that in too many cases the reputed honesty of the British farmer was also mere fiction; for some who were thought to be well off, now declared that their capital was their aunts, or their uncles, or their grandmothers, or some one elses, so that the two classes, the have-somethings, and the have-nothings, were reduced to a level. This sort of thing went on throughout the country, and landlords who could not face the difficulty by taking their estates in hand, had to submit to very serious reductions of rent, and rent once got down, is very difficult to get up again, especially in countries where they value by the rate-book, or where a traditionary legend attaches to land of the lowest rent it has ever been let for.

Our Major was sorely dispirited, and each market-day, as he returned from Mr. Bullrushs with worse and worse news than before, he pondered oer his misfortunes, fearing that he would have to give up his hounds and his horses, withdraw his daughters from Miss Feathereys, and go to Boulogne, and as he contemplated the airy outline of their newly-erected rural palace of a workhouse, he said it was lucky they had built it, for he thought they would all very soon be in it. Certainly, things got to their worst in the farming way, before they began to mend, and such land as the Majors  good, but salivated with wet, as the cabman said of his coat  was scarcely to be let at any price.

In these go-a-head days of farming, when the enterprising sons of trade are fast obliterating the traces of the heavy-heeld order of easy-minded Hodges who,

  held their farms and lived content

While one year paid anothers rent,



without ever making any attempt at improvement, it may be amusing to record the business-like offer of some of those indolent worthies who would bid for a pig in a poke. Thus it runs:  It should have been dated April 1, instead of 21:  

TO MAJOR YAMMERTON.

Onard Sir,

Hobnail Hill, April 21.

Wheas We have considered we shall give you for Bonnyrigs farme the som £100 25 puns upon condishinds per year if you should think it to little we may perhaps advance a little as we have not looked her carefully over her and for character Mr. Sowerby will give you every information as we are the third giniration thats been under the Sowerbys.

Yours sincerely,

Henerey Brown,

Homfray Brown  Co.

If you want anye otes I could sell you fifteen bowels of verye fine ones.

Now the som £100 25 puns being less than half what the Majors grandfather used to get for the farm:  viz. £200 63 puns,  our Major was considerably perplexed; and as Henerey and Homfrays offer was but a sample of the whole, it became a question between Boulogne and Bastile, as those once unpopular edifices, the workhouses, were then called. And here we may observe, that there is nothing perhaps, either so manageable or so unmanageable as land  nothing easier to keep right than land in good order, and nothing more difficult to get by the head, and stop, than land that has run wild; and it may be laid down as an infallible rule, that the man who has no taste for land or horses should have nothing to do with either. He should put his money in the funds, and rail or steam when he has occasion to travel. He will be far richer, far fatter, and fill the bay window of his club far better, than by undergoing the grinding of farmers and the tyranny of grooms. Land, like horses, when once in condition is easily kept so, but once let either go down, and the owner becomes a prey to the scratchers and the copers.

If, however, a man likes a little occupation better than the eternal gossip, and whos that? of the clubs, and prefers a smiling improving landscape to a barren retrograding scene, he will find no pleasanter, healthier, or more interesting occupation than improving his property. And a happy thing it was for this kingdom, that Prince Albert who has done so much to refine and elevate mankind, should have included farming in the list of his amusements,  bringing the before despised pursuit into favour and fashion, so that now instead of land remaining a prey to the Henerey Browns & Co. of life, we find gentlemen advertising for farms in all directions, generally stipulating that they are to be on the line of one or other of the once derided railways.

But we are getting in advance of the times with our Major, whom we left in the slough of despond, consequent on the coming down of his rents. Just when things were at their worst, the first sensible sunbeam of simplicity that ever shone upon land, appeared in the shape of the practical, easy-working Drainage Act, an act that has advanced agriculture more than all previous inventions and legislation put together. But our gallant friend had his difficulties to contend with even here.

Mr. Bullrush was opposed to it. He was fat and didnt like trouble, so he doubted the capacity of such a pocket companion as a pipe to carry off the superfluous water, then he doubted the ability of the water to get into the pipe at such a depth, above all he doubted the ability of the tenants to pay drainage interests. How could they if they couldnt pay their rents? Of course, the tenants adopted this view of the matter, and were all opposed to making what they called experiences, at their own expense; so upon the whole, Mr. Bullrush advised the Major to have nothing to do with it. It being, however, a case of necessity with the Major, he disregarded Mr. Bullrushs advice which led to a separation, and being now a free agent, he went boldly at the government loan, and soon scared all the snipes and half the tenants off his estate. The water poured off in torrents; the plump juicy rushes got the jaundice, and Mossington bog, over which the Major used to have to scuttle on foot after his haryers, became sound enough to carry a horse. Then as Mr. Bullrush rode by and saw each dreary swamp become sound ground, he hugged himself with the slovens consolation that it wouldnt p-a-a-y. Pay, however, it did, for our Major next went and got some stout horses, and the right sort of implements of agriculture, and soon proved the truth of the old adage, that it is better to follow a sloven than a scientific farmer. He worked his land well, cleaned it well, and manured it well; in which three simple operations consists the whole science of husbandry, and instead of growing turnips for pickling, as his predecessors seemed to do, he got great healthy Swedes that loomed as large as his now fashionable daughters dresses. He grew as many bowels of oats upon one acre of land as any previous tenant had done upon three. So altogether, our Major throve, and instead of going to Boulogne, he presently set up the Cockaded Coach in which we saw him arrive at Tantivy Castle. Not that he went to a coachmakers and said, Build me a roomy family coach regardless of expense, but, finding that he couldnt get an inside seat along with the thirty-six yard dresses in the old chariot, he dropped in at the sale of the late Squire Trefoils effects, who had given some such order, and, under pretence of buying a shower-bath, succeeded in getting a capital large coach on its first wheels for ten pounds,  scarcely the value of the pole.

As a contrast to Henerey Brown and Co.s business-like offer for the farm, and in illustration of the difference between buying and selling, we append the verbose estimate of this ponderous affair. Thus it runs  

HENRY TREFOIL, ESQ.

To CHALKER AND CHARGER COACHMAKERS, BY APPOINTMENT, TO THE EMPEROR OF CHINA, Emperor of Morocco, the King of Oude, the King of the Cannibal Islands, &c., &c., &c., &c.

Long Acre, London.

(Followed by all the crowns, arms, orders, flourish, and flannel, peculiar to aristocratic tradesmen.)
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Three hundred and ninety pounds! And to think that the whole should come to be sold for ten sovereigns. Oh, what a falling off was there, my coachmakers! Surely the King of the Cannibal Islands could never afford to pay such prices as those! Verily, Sir Robert Peel was right when he said that there was no class of tradespeople whose bills wanted reforming so much as coachmakers. What ridiculous price they make wood and iron assume, and what absurd offers they make when you go to them to sell!


CHAPTER XVI. THE MAJORS MENAGE.
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AND first about the haryers!

Five-and-thirty years master of haryers without a subscription!

This, we think, is rather an exaggeration, both as regards time and money, unless the Major reckons an undivide d moiety he had in an old lady-hound called Lavender along with the village blacksmith of Billinghurst when he was at school. If he so calculates, then he would be right as to time, but wrong as to money, for the blacksmith paid his share of the tax, and found the greater part of the food. For thirty years, we need hardly tell the reader of sporting literature, that the Major had been a master of harriers  for well has he blown the horn of their celebrity during the whole of that long period  never were such harriers for finding jack hares, and pushing them through parishes innumerable, making them take rivers, and run as straight as railways, putting the costly performances of the foxhounds altogether to the blush. Ten miles from point to point, and generally without a turn, is the usual style of thing, the last run with this distinguished pack being always unsurpassed by any previous performance. Season after season has the sporting world been startled with these surprising announcements, until red-coated men, tired of blanks and ringing foxes, have almost said, Dash my buttons, if I wont shut up shop here and go and hunt with these tremendous harriers, while other currant-jelly gentlemen, whose hares dance the fandango before their plodding pack, have sighed for some of these wonderful Jacks that never make a curve, or some of the astonishing hounds that have such a knack at making them fly.

Well, but the reader will, perhaps, say its the blood that does it  the Major has an unrivalled, unequalled strain of harrier blood that nobody else can procure. Nothing of the sort! Nothing of the sort! The Majors blood is just anything he can get. He never misses a chance of selling either a single hound or a pack, and has emptied his kennel over and over again. But then he always knows where to lay hands on more; and as soon as ever the new hounds cross his threshold they become the very best in the world  better than any he ever had before. They then figure upon paper, just as if it was a continuous pack; and the field being under pretty good command, and, moreover, implicated in the honour of their performances, the thing goes on smoothly and well, and few are any the wiser. There is nothing so popular as a little fuss and excitement, in which every man may take his share, and this it is that makes scratch packs so celebrated. Their followers see nothing but their perfections. They are

To their faults a little blind,

And to their virtues ever kind.



At the period of which we are writing, the Majors pack was rather better than usual, being composed of the pick of three packs, cries of dogs rather  viz., the Corkycove harriers, kept by the shoemakers of Waxley; the Bog-trotter harriers (four couple), kept by some moor-edge miners; the Dribbleford dogs, upon whom nobody would pay the tax; and of some two or three couple of incurables, that had been consigned from different kennels on condition of the Major returning the hampers in which they came.

The Major was open to general consignments in the canine line  Hounds, Pointers, Setters, Terriers, &c.  not being of George the Thirds way of thinking, who used to denounce all presents that eat. He would take anything; anything, at least, except a Greyhound, an animal that he held in mortal abhorrence. What he liked best was to get a Lurcher, for which he soon found a place under a pear-tree.

The Majors huntsman, old Solomon, was coachman, shepherd, groom, and gamekeeper, as well as huntsman, and was the cockaded gentleman who drove the ark on the occasion of our introduction. In addition to all this, he waited at table on grand occasions, and did a little fishing, hay-making, and gardening in the summer. He was one of the old-fashioned breed of servants, now nearly extinct, who passed their lives in one family and turned their hands to whatever was wanted. The Major, whose maxim was not to keep any cats that didnt catch mice, knowing full well that all gentlemens servants can do double the work of their places, provided they only get paid for it, resolved, that it was cheaper to pay one man the wages of one-and-a-half to do the work of two men, than to keep two men to do the same quantity; consequently, there was very little hissing at bits and curb-chains in the Majors establishment, the hard work of other places being the light work, or no work at all, of his. Solomon was the beau idéal of a harrier huntsman, being, as the French say, dun certain age, quiet, patient, and a pusillanimous rider.

Now about the subscription.

It is true that the Major did not take a subscription in the common acceptation of the term, but he took assistance in various ways, such as a few days ploughing from one man, a few bowels of seed-wheat from another, a few bowels of seed-oats from a third, a lamb from a fourth, a pig from a fifth, added to which, he had all the hounds walked during the summer, so that his actual expenses were very little more than the tax. This he jockeyed by only returning about two-thirds the number of hounds he kept; and as twelve couple were his hunting maximum, his taxing minimum would be about eight  eight couple  or sixteen hounds, at twelve shillings a-piece, is nine pound twelve, for which sum he made more noise in the papers than the Quorn, the Belvoir, and the Cottesmore all put together. Indeed the old adage of great cry and little wool, applies to packs as well as flocks, for we never see hounds making a great to-do in the papers without suspecting that they are either good for nothing, or that the fortunate owner wants to sell them.

With regard to horses, the Major, like many people, had but one sort  the best in England  though they were divided into two classes, viz., hunters and draught horses. Hacks or carriage horses he utterly eschewed. Horses must either hunt or plough with him; nor was he above putting his hunters into the harrows occasionally. Hence he always had a pair of efficient horses for his carriage when he wanted them, instead of animals that were fit to jump out of their skins at starting, and ready to slip through them on coming home.

Clothing he utterly repudiated for carriage horses, alleging, that people never get any work out of them after they are once clothed.

The hunters were mostly sedate, elderly animals, horses that had got through the morning of life with the foxhounds, and came to the harriers in preference to harness. The Major was always a buyer or an exchanger, or a mixer of both, and would generally advance a little on the neighbouring job-masters prices. Then having got them, he recruited the veterans by care and crushed corn, which, with cutting their tails, so altered them, that sometimes their late groom scarcely knew them again.

Certainly, if the animals could have spoken, they would have expressed their surprise at the different language the Major held as a buyer and as a seller; as a buyer, when like Gil Blas mule, he made them out to be all faults, as a seller when they suddenly seemed to become paragons of perfection. He was always ready for a deal, and would accommodate matters to peoples convenience  take part cash, part corn, part hay, part anything, for he was a most miscellaneous barterer, and his stable loft was like a Marine Store-dealers shop. Though always boasting that his little white hands were not soiled with trade, he would traffic in anything (on the sly) by which he thought he could turn a penny. His last effort in the buying way had nearly got him into the County Court, as the following correspondence will show, as also how differently two people can view the same thing.

Being in town, with wheat at 80s. and barley and oats in proportion, and consequently more plethoric in the pocket than usual, he happened to stray into a certain great furniture mart where two chairs struck him as being cheap. They were standing together, and one of them was thus ticketed:

No. 8205.



2 Elizabethan chairs.



India Japanned.



43 s.

The Major took a good stare at them, never having seen any before. Well, he thought they could not be dear at that; little more than a guinea each. Get them home for fifty shillings, say There was a deal of gold, and lacker, and varnish about them. Coloured bunches of flowers, inlaid with mother of pearl, Chinese temples, with insolent pig-tailed barbarians, in pink silk jackets, with baggy blue trowsers, and gig whips in their hands, looking after the purple ducks on the pea-grcen lake  all very elegant.

Hed have them, dashed if he wouldnt! Would try and swap them for Mrs. Rocket Larkspurs Croydon basket-carriage that the girls wanted. Just the things to tickle her fancy. So he went into the office and gave his card most consequentially, with a reference to Pannell, the sadler in Spur Street, Leicestor-square, desiring that the chairs might be most carefully packed and forwarded to him by the goods train with an invoice by post.

When the invoice came, behold! the 43s. had changed into 86s.

Hilloa! exclaimed the astonished Major. This wont do! 86s. is twice 43s.; and he wrote off to say they had made a mistake. This brought the secretary of the concern, Mr. Badbill, on to the scene. He replied beneath a copious shower of arms, orders, flourish, and flannel, that the mistake was the Majors  that they, never marked their goods in pairs, to which the Major rejoined, that they had in this instance, as the ticket which he forwarded to Pannell for Badbills inspection showed, and that he must decline the chairs at double the price they were ticketed for.

Badbill, having duly inspected the ticket, retorted that he was surprised at the Majors stupidity, that two meant one, in fact, all the world over.

The Major rejoined, that he didnt know what the Reform Bill might have done, but that two didnt mean one when he was at school; and added, that as he declined the chairs at 86s. they were at Badhills service for sending for.

Badbill wrote in reply  

We really cannot understand how it is possible, for any one to make out that a ticket on an article includes the other that may stand next it. Certainly the ticket you allude to referred only to the chair on which it was placed.

And in a subsequent letter he claimed to have the chairs repacked at the Majors expense, as it was very unfair saddling them with the loss arising entirely from the Majors mistake.

To which our gallant friend rejoined, that as he would neither admit that the mistake was his, nor submit to the imputation of unfairness, he would stick to the chairs at the price they were ticketed at.

Badbill then wrote that this declaration surprised them much  that they did not for a moment think he intentionally misunderstood the ticket as referring to a pair of chairs, whereas it only gave the price of one chair, and again begged to have them back; to which the Major inwardly responded, he wished they might get them, and sent them an order for the 43s.

This was returned with expressions of surprise, that after the explanation given, the Major should persevere in the same course of error, and hoped that he would, without further delay, favour the Co. with the right amount, for which Badbill said they anxiously waited, and for which the Major inwardly said, they might wait.

In due time came a lithographed circular, more imposingly flourished and flanneled than ever, stating the terms of the firm were cash on delivery; and that unless the Major remitted without further delay, he would be handed over to their solicitor, &c.; with an intimation at the bottom, that that was the third application  of which our gallant friend took no notice.

Next came a written,

Sir,

I am desired by this firm to inform you, that unless we hear from you by return of post respecting the payment of our account, we shall place the matter in the hands of our solicitors without further notice, and regret you should have occasioned us so much trouble through your own misunderstanding.

Then came the climax. The Majors solicitor went, ticket in hand, and tendered the 43s., when the late bullying Badbill was obliged to write as follows:  

It appears you are quite correct rejecting the ticket, and we are in error. Our ticketing clerk had placed the figure in the wrong part of the card, the figure two referring to the number of chairs in stock, and not as understood to signifying chairs for 43s.; and Badbill humorously concluded by expressing a hope that the Major would return the chairs and continue his custom  two very unlikely events, as we dare say the reader will think, to happen.

Such, then, was the knowing gentleman who now sought the company of Fine Billy; and considering that he is to be besieged an both sides, we hope to be excused for having gone a little into his host and hostess pedigree and performances.

The Major wrote Billy a well-considered note, saying, that when he could spare a few days from his lordship and the foxhounds, it would afford Mrs. Yammerton and himself great pleasure if he would come and pay them a visit at Yammerton Grange, and the Major would be happy to mount him, and keep his best country for him, and show him all the sport in his power, adding, that they had been having some most marvellous runs lately  better than any he ever remembered.

Now, independently of our friend Billy having pondered a good deal on the beauty of the young ladys eyes, he could well spare a few days from the foxhounds, for his lordship, being quite de Glancey-cured, and wishing to get rid of him, had had him out again, and put him on to a more fractious horse than before, who after giving him a most indefinite shaking, had finally shot him over his head.

The Earl was delighted, therefore, when he heard of the Majors invitation, and after expressing great regret at the idea of losing our Billy, begged he would come back whenever it suited him: well knowing that if he once got him out of the house, he would be very sly if he got in again. And so Billy, who never answered Mammas repeated inquiries if there were any Miss Hs engaged himself to Yammerton Grange, whither the reader will now perhaps have the kindness to accompany him.


CHAPTER XVII. ARRIVAL AT YAMMERTON GRANGE.  A FAMILY PARTY.
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AILWAYS have taken the starch out of country magnificence, as well as out of town.

Time was when a visitor could hardly drive up to a great mans door in the country in a pochav  now it would be considered very magnificent  a bliss, or a one-oss fly being more likely the conveyance. The Richest Commoner in England took his departure from Tantivy Castle in a one-horse fly. into which he was assisted by an immense retinue of servants. It was about time for him to be gone for Mons. Jean Rougier had been what he called boxaing with the Earls big watcher, Stephen Stout, to whom having given a most elaborate licking, the rest of the establishment were up in arms, and would most likely have found a match for Monsieur among them. Jack  that is to say, Mons. Jean  now kissed his hand, and grinned, and bowed, and bon-jourd them from the box of the fly, with all the affability of a gentleman who has had the best of it.

Off then they ground at as good a trot as the shaky old quadruped could raise.

It is undoubtedly a good sound principle that Major and Mrs. Yammerton went upon, never to invite people direct from great houses to theirs; it dwarfs little ones so. A few days ventilation at a country inn with its stupid dirty waiters, copper-showing plate, and wretched cookery, would be a good preparation, only no one ever goes into an inn in England that can help it. Still, coming down from a first-class noblemans castle to a third-class gentlemans house, was rather a trial upon the latter. Not that we mean to say anything disrespectful of Yammerton Grange, which, though built at different times, was good, roomy, and rough-cast, with a man-boy in brown and yellow livery, who called himself the Butler, but whom the women-servants called the Bumbler. The above outline will give the reader a general idea of the style of thing, as the insolvent dandy said, when he asked his creditors for a wax candle and eau-de-Cologne sort of allowance. Everything at the Grange of course was now put into holiday garb, both externally and internally  gravel raked, garden spruced, stables strawed, &c. All the Majors old sheep-caps, old hare-snares, old hang-locks, old hedging-gloves, pruning-knives, and implements of husbandry were thrust into the back of the drawer of the passage table, while a mixed sporting and military trophy, composed of whips, swords and pistols, radiated round his Sunday hat against the wall above it.

The drawing-room, we need not say, underwent metamorphose, the chairs and sofas suddenly changing from rather dirty print to pea-green damask, the druggeted carpet bursting into cornucopias of fruit and gay bouquets, while a rich cover of many colours adorned the centre table, which, in turn, was covered with the proceeds of the young ladies industry. The room became a sort of exhibition of their united accomplishments. The silver inkstand surmounted a beautiful unblemished blotting-book, fresh pens and paper stood invitingly behind, while the little dictionary was consigned, with other sundries, to the well of the ottoman.

As the finishing preparations were progressing, the Major and Mrs. Yammerton carried on a broken discussion as to the programme of proceedings, and as, in the Majors opinion,

Theres nothing can compare,

To hunting of the hare,



he wanted to lead off with a gallope, to which Mrs. Yammerton demurred. She thought it would be a much better plan to have a quiet day about the place  let the girls walk Mr. Pringle up to Prospect Hill to see the view from Eagleton Rocks, and call on Mrs. Wasperton, and show him to her ugly girls, in return for their visit with Mr. Giles Smith. The Major, on the contrary, thought if there was to be a quiet day about the place, he would like to employ it in showing Billy a horse he had to sell; but while they were in the midst of the argument the click of front gate sneck, followed by the vehement bow-wow-wow-wow-wow bark of the Skye terrier, Fury, announced an arrival, and from behind a ground-feathering spruce, emerged the shaky old horse, dragging at its tail the heavily laden cab. Then there was such a scattering of crinoline below, and such a gathering of cotton above, to see the gentleman alight, and such speculations as to his Christian name, and which of the young ladies he would do for.

I say his names Harry! whispered Sally Scuttle, the housemaid, into Bensons  we beg pardon  Miss Bensons, the ladies-maids ear, who was standing before her, peeping past the faded curtains of the chintz-room.

I say its John! replied Miss Benson, now that Mr. Pringles head appeared at the window.

I say its Joseph! interposed Betty Bone, the cook, who stood behind Sally Scuttle, at which speculation they all laughed.

Hoot, no! hes not a bit like Joseph, replied Sally, eyeing Billy as he now alighted.

Lank! hes quite a young gent, observed Bone.

Young! to be sure! replied Miss Henson; you dont spose we want any olduns here.

Hell do nicely for Miss; observed Sally.

And why not for Miss F.? asked Henson, from whom she had just received an old gown.

Well, either, rejoined Sally; only Miss had the last chance.

Oh, curates go for nothin! retorted Benson; if it had been a captin it would have been something like.

Well, but theres Miss Harriet; you never mention Miss Harriet, why shouldnt Miss Harriet have a chance? interposed the cook.

Oh. Miss Harriet must wait her turn. Let her sisters be served first. They cant all have him, you know, so its no use trying.

Billy having entered the house, the ladies attention was now directed to Monsieur.

What a thick, plummy man he is! observed Benson, looking down on Rougiers broad shoulders.

He looks as if he got his vittles well, rejoined Bone, wondering how he would like their lean beef and bacon fare.

Where will he have to sleep? asked Sally Scuttle.

O, with the Bumbler to be sure, replied Bone.

Not he! interposed Miss Benson, with disdain. You dont spose a reglar valley-de-chambre ill condescend to sleep with a footman! You dont know them  if you think that.

Hes got mouse catchers, observed Sally Scuttle, who had been eyeing Monsieur intently.

Ay, and a beard like a blacking brush, whispered Bone.

Hes surely a foreigner, whispered Benson, as Monsieurs, I say! take vell care of her!  leeaft her down j-e-a-ntly (alluding to his own carpet bag, in which he had a bottle of rum enveloped in swaddling clothes of dirty linen) to the cabman, sounded upstairs.

So he is, replied Benson, adding, after a pause, Well, anybody may have him for me;  saying which she tripped out of the room, quickly followed by the others.

Our Major having, on the first alarm, rushed off to his dirty Sanctum, and crowned himself with a drab felt wide-a-wake, next snatched a little knotty dog-whip out of the trophy as he passed, and was at the sash door of the front entrance welcoming our hero with the full spring tide of hospitality as he alighted from his fly.

The Major was overjoyed to see him. It was indeed kind of him, leaving the castle to come and visit them in their umble abode. The Major, of course, now being on the humility tack.

Let me take your cloak! said he; let me take your cap! and, with the aid of the Bumbler, who came shuffling himself into his brown and yellow livery coat, Billy was eased of his wrapper, and stood before the now thrown-open drawing-room door, just as Mrs. Yammerton having swept the last brown holland cover off the reclining chair, had stuffed it under the sofa cushion. She, too, was delighted to see Billy, and thankful she had got the room ready, so as to be able presently to subside upon the sofa, Morning Post in hand, just as if she had been interrupted in her reading. The young ladies then dropped in one by one; Miss at the passage door, Miss Flora at the one connecting the drawingroom with the Sanctum, and Miss Harriet again at the passage door, all divested of their aprons, and fresh from their respective looking-glasses. The two former, of course, met Billy as an old acquaintance, and as they did not mean to allow Misa Harriet to participate in the prize, they just let her shuffle herself into an introduction as best she could. Billy wasnt quite sure whether he had seen her before or he hadnt. At first he thought he had; then he thought he hadnt; but whether he had or he hadnt, he knew there would be no harm in bowing, so he just promiscuated one to her, which she acknowledged with a best Featherey curtsey. A great cry of conversation, or rather of random observation, then ensued; in the midst of which the Major slipped out, and from his Sanctum he overheard Monsieur getting up much the same sort of entertainment in the kitchen. There was such laughing and giggling and he-hawing among the maids, that the Major feared the dinner would be neglected.

The Majors dining-room, though small, would accommodate a dozen people, or incommode eighteen, which latter number is considered the most serviceable-sized party in the country where people feed off their acquaintance, more upon the debtor and creditor system, than with a view to making pleasant parties, or considering who would like to meet. Even when they are what they call alone, they cant be alone, but must have in as many servants as they can raise, to show how far the assertion is from the truth.

Though the Yammertons sat down but six on the present occasion, and there were the two accustomed dumb-waiters in the room, three live ones were introduced, viz., Monsieur, the Bumbler, and Solomon, whose duty seemed to consist in cooling the victuals, by carrying them about, and in preventing people from helping themselves to what was before them, by taking the dishes off the steady table, and presenting them again on very unsteady hands.

No one is ever allowed to shoot a dish sitting if a servant can see it. How pleasant it would be if we were watched in all the affairs of life as we are in eating!

Monsieur, we may observe, had completely superseded the Bumbler, just as a colonel supersedes a captain on coming up.

Oi am Colonel Crushington of the Royal Plungers, proclaims the Colonel, stretching himself to his utmost altitude.

And I am Captain Succumber, of the Sugar-Candy Hussars, bows the Captain with the utmost humility; whereupon the Captain is snuffed out, and the Colonel reigns in his stead.

I am Monsieur Jean Rougier, valet-de-chambre to me lor Pringle, and I sail take in de potage,  de soup, observed Rougier, coming down stairs in his first-class clothes, and pushing the now yellow-legged Bumbler aside.
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And these hobble-de-hovs never being favourites with the fair, the maids saw him reduced without remorse.

So the dinner got set upon the table without a fight and though Monsieur allowed the Bumbler to announce it in the drawing-room, it was only that he might take a suck of the sherry while he was away. But he was standing as bolt upright as a serjeant-major on parade when me lor entered the dining-room with Mrs. Yammerton on his arm, followed by the Graces, the Major having stayed behind to blow out the composites.

They were soon settled in their places, grace said, and the assault commenced.

The Major was rather behind Imperial John in magnificence, for John had got his plate in his drawing-room, while the Major still adhered to the good old-fashioned blue and red, and gold and green crockery ware of his youth.

Not but that both Mamma and the young ladies had often represented to him the absolute necessity of having plate, but the Major could never fall in with it at his price  that of German silver, or Britannia metal perhaps.

We dare say Fine Billy would never have noticed the deficiency, if the Major had not drawn attention to it by apologising for its absence, and fearing he would not be able to eat his dinner without; though we dare say, if the truth were known our readers  our male readers at least  will agree with us, that a good, hot well-washed china dish is a great deal better than a dull, lukewarm, hand-rubbed silver one. Its the wittles people look to, not the ware.

Then the Major was afraid his wine wouldnt pass muster after the Earls, and certainly his champagne was nothing to boast of, being that ambiguous stuff that halts between the price of gooseberry and real; in addition to which, the Major had omitted to pay it the compliment of icing it, so that it stood forth in all its native imperfection. However, it hissed, and fizzed, and popped, and banged, which is always something exciting at all events; and as the Major sported needle-case-shaped glasses which he had got at a sale (very cheap we hope), there was no fear of people getting enough to do them any harm.

Giving champagne is one of those things that has passed into custom almost imperceptibly. Twenty, or five-and-twenty years ago, a mid-rank-of-life person giving champagne was talked of in a very shake-the-head, solemn, I wish-it-may-last, style; now everybody gives it of some sort or other. We read in the papers the other day of ninety dozen, for which the holder had paid £400, being sold for 13s. 6d. a doz.! What a chance that would have been for our Major. We wonder what that had been made of.

It was a happy discovery that giving champagne at dinner saved other wine after, for certainly nothing promotes the conviviality of a meeting so much as champagne, and there is nothing so melancholy and funereal as a dinner party without it. Indeed, giving champagne may be regarded as a downright promoter of temperance, for a person who drinks freely of champagne cannot drink freely of any other sort of wine after it: so that champagne may be said to have contributed to the abolition of the old port-wine toping wherewith our fathers were wont to beguile their long evenings. Indeed, light wines and London clubs have about banished inebriety from anything like good society. Enlarged newspapers, too, have contributed their quota, whereby a man can read what is passing in all parts of the world, instead of being told whose cat has kittened in his own immediate neighbourhood.  With which philosophical reflections, let us return to our party.

Although youth is undoubtedly the age of matured judgment and connoisseurship in everything, and Billy was quite as knowing as his neighbours, he accepted the Majors encomiums on his wine with all the confidence of ignorance, and, what is more to the purpose, he drank it. Indeed, there was nothing faulty on the table that the Major didnt praise, on the old horse-dealing principle of lauding the bad points, and leaving the good ones to speak for themselves. So the dinner progressed through a multiplicity of dishes; for, to do the ladies justice, they always give good fare:  it is the men who treat their friends to mutton-chops and rice puddings.

Betty Bone, too, was a noble-hearted woman, and would undertake to cook for a party of fifty,  roasts, boils, stews, soups, sweets, savouries, sauces, and all! And so what with a pretty girl along side of him, and two sitting opposite, Billy did uncommonly well, and felt far more at home than he did at Tantivy Castle with the Earl and Mrs. Moffatt, and the stiff dependents his lordship brought in to dine.

The Major stopped Billy from calling for Burgundy after his cheese by volunteering a glass of home-brewed ale, bo-bo-bottled, he said, when he came of age, though, in fact, it had only arrived from Aloes, the chemists, at Hinton, about an hour before dinner. This being only sipped, and smacked, and applauded, grace was said, the cloth removed, the Major was presently assuring Billy, in a bumper of moderate juvenile port, how delighted he was to see him, how flattered he felt by his condescension in coming to visit him at his umble abode, and how he oped to make the visit agreeable to him. This piece of flummery being delivered, the bottles and dessert circulated, and in due time the ladies retired, the Misses to the drawing-room, Madam to the pantry, to see that the Bumbler had not pocketed any of the cheese-cakes or tarts, for which, boy-like, he had a propensity.

* * * *

The Major, we are ashamed to say, had no mirror in his drawing-room, wherein the ladies could now see how they had been looking; so, of course, they drew to that next attraction  the fire, which having duly stirred, Miss Yammerton and Flora laid their heads together, with each a fair arm resting on the old-fashioned grey-veined marble mantel-piece, and commenced a very laughing, whispering conversation. This, of course, attracted Miss Harrier, who tried first to edge in between them, and then to participate at the sides; but she was repulsed at all points, and at length was told by Miss Yammerton to get away! as she had nothing to do with what they were talking about.

Yes I have, pouted Miss Harriet, who guessed what the conversation was about.

No, you havent, retorted Miss Flora.

Its between Flora and me, observed Miss Yammerton dryly, with an air of authority.

Well, but thats not fair! exclaimed Miss Harriet.

Yes it is! replied Miss Yammerton, throwing up her head.

Yes it is! asserted Miss Flora, supporting her elder sisters assertion.

No, its not! retorted Miss Harriet.

You werent there at the beginning, observed Miss Yammerton, alluding to the expedition to Tantivy Castle.

That was not my fault, replied Miss Harriet, firmly; Pa would go in the coach.

Never mind, you were not there, replied Miss Yammerton tartly.

Well, but Ill ask mamma if thats fair? rejoined Miss Harriet, hurrying out of the room.


CHAPTER XVIII. A LEETLE, CONTRETEMPS.
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THE MAJOR HAVING inducted his guest into one of those expensive articles of dining-room furniture, an easy chair  expensive, inasmuch as they cause a great consumption of candles, by sending their occupants to sleep,  now set a little round table between them, to which having transferred the biscuits and wine, he drew a duplicate chair to the fire for himself, and, sousing down in it, prepared for a tête-à-tête chat with our friend. He wanted to know what Lord Ladythorne said of him, to sound Billy, in fact, whether there was any chance of his making him a magistrate. He also wanted to find out how long Billy was going to stay in the country, and see whether there was any chance of selling him a horse; so he led up to the points, by calling upon Billy to fill a bumper to the Merry haryers, observing casually, as he passed the bottle, that he had now kept them live-and-thirty years without a subscription, and was as much attached to the sport as ever. This toast was followed by the foxhounds and Lord Ladythornes health, which opened out a fine field for general dissertation and sounding, commencing with Mr. Boggledike, who, the Major not liking, of course, he condemned; and Mrs. Pringle having expressed an adverse opinion of him too, Billy adopted their ideas, and agreed that he was slow, and ought to be drafted.

With his magisterial inquiry the Major was not so fortunate, his lordship being too old a soldier to commit himself before a boy like Billy; and the Major, after trying every meuse, and every twist, and every turn, with the proverbial patience and pertinacity of a hare-hunter, was at length obliged to whip off and get upon his horses. When a man gets upon his horses, especially after dinner, and that man such an optimist as the Major, there is no help for it but either buying them in a lump or going to sleep; and as we shall have to endeavour to induce the reader to accompany us through the Majors stable by-and-bye, we will leave Billy to do which he pleases, while we proceed to relate what took place in another part of the house. For this purpose, it will be necessary to ease her  back her, as the Thames steamboat boys say, our story a little to the close of the dinner.

Monsieur Jean Rougier having taken the general bearings of the family as he stood behind me lor Pringles chair, retired from active service on the coming in of the cheese, and proceeded to Billys apartment, there to arrange the toilette table, and see that everything was comme il faut. Billys dirty boots, of course, he took downstairs to the Bumbler to clean, who, in turn, put them off upon Solomon.

Very smart everything in the room was. The contents of the gorgeous dressing-case were duly displayed on the fine white damask cloth that covered the rose-colour-lined muslin of the gracefully-fringed and festooned toilette cover, whose flowing drapery presented at once an effectual barrier to the legs, and formed an excellent repository for old crusts, envelopes, curlpapers, and general sweepings. Solid ivory hair-brushes, with tortoiseshell combs, cosmetics, curling fluids, oils and essences without end, mingled with the bijouterie and knick-nacks of the distinguished visitor. Having examined himself attentively in the glass, and spruced up his bristles with Billys brushes, Jack then stirred the fire, extinguished the toilette-table candle, which he had lit on coming in, and produced a great blue blouse from the bottom drawer of the wardrobe, in which, having enveloped himself in order to prevent his fine clothes catching dust, he next crawled backwards under the bed. He had not lain there very long ere the opening and shutting of downstairs doors, with the ringing of a bell, was followed by the rustling of silks, and the light tread of airy steps hurrying along the passage, and stopping at the partially-opened door. Presently increased light in the apartment was succeeded by less rustle and tip-toe treads passing the bed, and making up to the looking-glass. The self-inspection being over, candles were then flashed about the room in various directions; and Jack having now thrown all his energies into his ears, overheard the following hurried sotto voce exclamations:  

First Voice. Lauk! what a little dandy it is!

Second Voice. Look, I say! look at his boots  one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten: ten pair, as I live, besides jacks and tops.
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First Voice. And shoes in proportion, the speaker running her candle along the line of various patterned shoes.

Second Voice. (Advancing to the toilette-table). Lets look at his studs. Wot an assortment! Wonder if those are diamonds or paste he has on.

First Voice. Oh, diamonds to be sure (with an emphasis on diamonds). You dont spose such a little swell as that would wear paste. See! theres a pearl and diamond ring. Just fits me, I do declare, added she, trying it on.

Second Voice. What beautiful carbuncle pins!

First Voice. Oh. what studs!

Second Voice. Oh. what chains!

First Voice. Oh, what pins!

Second Voice. Oh, what a love of a ring! And so the ladies continued, turning the articles hastily over. Oh, how happy he must be, sighed a languishing voice, as the inspection proceeded.

See! heres his little silver shaving box, observed the first speaker, opening it.

Wonder what he wants with a shaving box,  got no more beard than I have, replied the other, taking up Billys badger-hair shaving-brush, and applying it to her own pretty chin.

Oh! smell what delicious perfume! now exclaimed the discoverer of the shaving-box. Essence of Rondeletia, I do believe! No, extrait de millefleurs, added she, scenting her kerchief with some.

Then there was a hurried, frightened hush! followed by a Take care that ugly man of his doesnt come.

Did you ever see such a monster! ejaculated the other earnestly.

Kept his horrid eyes fixed upon me the whole dinner, observed the first speaker.

Frights they are, rejoined the other.

He must keep him for a foil, suggested the first.

Lets go, or well be caught! replied the alarmist; and forthwith the rustling of silks was resumed, the candles hurried past, and the ladies tripped softly out of the room, leaving the door ajar, with Jack under the bed to digest their compliments at his leisure.
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* * * *

But Monsieur was too many for them. Miss had dropped her glove at the foot of the bed, which Jack found on emerging from his hiding place, and waiting until he had the whole party reassembled at tea, he walked majestically into the middle of the drawing-room with it extended on a plated tray, his horrid eyes combining all the venom of a Frenchman with the hauteur of an Englishman, and inquired, in a loud and audible voice, Please, has any lady or shentleman lost its glo-o-ve?

Yes, I have! replied Miss, hastily, who had been wondering where she had dropped it.

Indeed, marm, replied Monsieur, bowing and presenting it to her on the tray, adding, in a still louder voice, I found it in Monsieur Pringles bed-room. And Jacks flashing eye saw by the brightly colouring girls which were the offenders.

Very much shocked was Mamma at the announcement; and the young ladies were so put about, that they could scarcely compose themselves at the piano, while Miss Harriets voice soared exultingly as she accompanied herself on her harp.


CHAPTER XIX. THE MAJORS STUD.
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MRS. YAMMERTON CARRIED the day, and the young ladies carried paper-booted Billy, or rather walked him up to Mrs. Waspertons at Prospect Hill, and showed him the ugly girls, and also the beautiful view from Eagleton Rocks, over the wide-spreading vale of Vernerley beyond, which, of course, Billy enjoyed amazingly, as all young gentlemen do enjoy views under such pleasant circumstances. Perhaps he might have enjoyed it more, if two out of three of the dear charmers had been absent, but then things had not got to that pass, and Mamma would not have thought it proper  at least, not unless she saw her way to a very decided preference  which, of course, was then out of the question. Billy was a great swell, and the chaws who met him stared with astonishment at such an elegant parasold exquisite, picking his way daintily along the dirty, sloppy, rutty lanes. Like all gentlemen in similar circumstances, he declared his boots wouldnt take in wet.

Of course, Mamma charged the girls not to be out late, an injunction that applied as well to precaution against the night air, as to the importance of getting Billy back by afternoon stable time, when the Major purposed treating him to a sight of his stud, and trying to lay the foundation of a sale.

Perhaps our sporting readers would like to take a look into the Majors stable before he comes with his victim, Fine Billy. If so, let them accompany us; meanwhile our lady friends can skip the chapter if they do not like to read about horses  or here; if they will step this way, and here comes the Dairymaid, they can look at the cows: real Durham short-horns, with great milking powers and most undeniable pedigrees. Ah, we thought they would tickle your fancy. The cow is to the lady, what the horse is to the gentleman, or, on the score of usefulness, what hare-hunting is to fox-hunting  or shooting to hunting. Master may have many horses pulled backwards out of his stable without exciting half the commiseration among the fair, that the loss of one nice quiet milk-giving cushy cow affords. Cows are friendly creatures. They remember people longer than almost any other animal, dogs not excepted. Well, here are four of them, Old Lily, Strawberry Cream, Red Rose, and Toy; the house is clean and sweet, and smells of milk, and well-made hay, instead of the nasty brown-coloured snuff-smelling stuff that some people think good enough for the poor cow.

The Major is proud of his cows, and against the whitewashed wall he has pasted the description of a perfect one, in order that people may compare the originals with the portrait. Thus it runs:  

Shes long in the face, shes fine in the horn,

Shell quickly get fat without cake or corn;

Shes clean in her jaws, anti full in her chine,

Shes heavy in flank, and wide in her loin;

Shes broad in her ribs, and long in her rump,

A straight and flat back without ever a hump;

Shes wide in her hips, and calm in her eyes,

Shes fine in her shoulders, and thin in her thighs;

Shes light in her neck, and small in her tail,

Shes wide at the breast, and good at the pail.

Shes tine in her bone and silky of skin.

Shes a graziers without, and a butchers within.

Now for the stable; this way, through the saddle-room, and mind the whitening on the walls. Stoop yonr head, for the Major being low himself, has made the door on the principle of all other people being low too. There, there you are, you see, in a stable as neat and clean as a London dealers; a Newmarket straw plait, a sanded floor with a roomy bench against the wall on which the Major kicks his legs and stutters forth the merits of his steeds. They are six in number, and before he comes we will just run the reader through the lot, with the aid of truth for an accompaniment.

This grey, or rather white one next the wall, White Surrey, as he calls him, is the old quivering tailed horse he rode on the de Glancey day, and pulled up to save, from the price-depressing inconvenience of being beat. He is eighteen years old, the Major having got him when he was sixteen, in a sort of part purchase, part swap, part barter deal. He gave young Mr. Meggison of Spoonbill Park thirteen pounds ten shillings, an old mahogany Piano-Forte, by Broadwood, six and a half octaves, a Squirrel Cage, two Sun-blinds, and a very feeble old horse called Nonpareil, that Tom Rivett the blacksmith declared it would be like robbing Meggison to put new shoes on to, for him. He is a game good shaped old horse, but having frequently in the course of a chequered career, been in that hardest of all hard places, the hands of young single horse owners, White Surrey has done the work of three or four horses. He has been fired and blistered, and blistered and fired, till his legs are as round and as callous as those of a mahogany dining-table; still it is wonderful how they support him, and as he has never given the Major a fall, he rides him as if he thought he never would. His price is sometimes fifty, sometimes forty, sometimes thirty, and there are times when he might be bought for a little less  two sovereigns, perhaps, returned out of the thirty. The next one to him  the white legged brown,  is of the antediluvian order too. He is now called Woodpecker, but he may be traced by half-a-dozen aliases through other stables  Buckhunter, Captain Tart, Fleacatcher, Sportsman, Marc Anthony, &c. He is nearly, if not quite thorough bred, and the ignoble purposes to which he has been subjected, false start making, steeple chasing, flat and hurdle racing, accounts for the number of his names. The Major got him from Captain Caret, of the Apple-pie huzzars, when that gallant regiment was ordered out to India,  taking him all away together, saddle, bridle, clothing, &c., for twenty-three pounds, a strong iron-bound chest, fit for sea purposes, as the Major described it, and a spying glass. This horse, like all the rest of them, indeed, is variously priced, depending upon the party asking, sometimes fifty, sometimes five-and-twenty would buy him.

The third is a mare, a black mare, called Star, late the property of Mr. Hazey, the horse-dealing master of the Squeezington hounds. Hazey sold her in his usual course of horse-dealing cheating to young Mr. Sprigginson, of Mary gold Lodge, for a hundred and twenty guineas (the shillings back), Hazeys discrimination enabling him to see that she was turning weaver, and Sprigginson not liking her, returned her on the warranty; when, of course, Hazey refusing to receive her, she was sent to the Eclipse Livery and Bait Stables at Hinton, where, after weaving her head off, she was sold at the hammer to the Major for twenty-nine pounds. Sprig then brought an action against Hazey for the balance, bringing half-a-dozen witnesses to prove that she wove when she came; Hazey, of course, bringing a dozen to swear that she never did nothin o the sort with him, and must have learnt it on the road; and the jury being perplexed, and one of them having a cow to calve, another wanting to see his sweetheart, and the rest wanting their dinners, they just tossed up for it, Heads! for Sprig; Tails! for Hazey, and Sprig won. There she goes, you see, weaving backwards and forwards like a caged panther in a den. Still she is far from being the worst that the Major has; indeed, we are not sure that she is not about the best, only, as Solomon says, with reference to her weaving, she gets the langer the warser.

Number four is a handsome whole coloured bright bay horse, Napoleon the Great, as the Major calls him, in hopes that his illustrious name will sell him, for of all bad tickets he ever had, the Major thinks Nap is the worst. At starting, he is all fire, frisk, and emulation, but before he has gone five miles, he begins to droop, and in hunting knocks up entirely before he has crossed half-a-dozen fields. He is a weak, watery, washy creature, wanting no end of coddling, boiled corn, and linseed tea. One hears of two days a-week horses, but Napoleon the Great is a day in two weeks one. The reader will wonder how the Major came to get such an animal, still more how he came to keep him; above all, how he ever came to have him twice. The mystery, however, is explained on the old bartering, huckstering, half-and-half system. The Major got him first from Tom Brandysneak, a low public-house-keeping leather-plater, one of those sporting men, not sportsmen, who talk about supporting the turf, as if they did it like the noblemen of old, upon principle, instead of for what they can put into their own pockets; and the Major gave Sneak an old green dog-cart, a melon frame, sixteen volumes of the Racing Calendar, bound in calf, a ton of seed-hay, fifty yards of Croggons asphalt roofing felt, and three golden sovereigns for him. Nap was then doing duty under the title of Johnny Raw, his calling being to appear at different posts whenever the cruel conditions of a race required a certain number of horses to start in order to secure the added money; but Johnny enacted that office so often for the benefit of the Honourable Society of Confederated Legs, that the stewards of races framed their conditions for excluding him; and Johnnys occupation being gone, he came to the Major in manner aforesaid. Being, however, a horse of prepossessing appearance, a good bay, with four clean black legs, a neat well set-on head, with an equally neat set-on tail, a flowing mane, and other &cs, he soon passed into the possession of young Mr. Tabberton, of Green Linnet Hill, whose grandmamma had just given him a hundred guineas wherewith to buy a good horse  a real good one he was to be  a hundred-guinea-one in fact. Tabberton soon took all the gay insolence out of Johnnys tail, and brought him back to the Major, sadly dilapidated  a sad satire upon his former self.

Meanwhile the Major had filled up his stall with a handsome rich-coloured brown mare, with a decidedly doubtful fore-leg; and the Major, all candour and affability, readily agreed to exchange, on condition of getting five-and-twenty pounds to boot. The mare presently went down to exercise, confirming the Majors opinion of the instability of her leg, and increasing his confidence in his own judgment. Napoleon the Great, late Johnny Raw, now reigns in her stead, and very well he looks in the straw. Indeed, that is his proper place; and as many people only keep their horses to look at, there is no reason why Napoleon the Great should remain in the Majors stables. He certainly wont if the Major can help it.

Number five is a vulgar looking little dun-duck-et-y mud-coloured horse, with long white stockings, and a large white face, called Bull-dog, that Solomon generally rides. Nobody knows how old he is, or how many masters he has had, or where he came from, or who his father was, or whether he had a grandfather, or anything whatever about him. The Major got him for a mere nothing  nine pounds  at Joe Setons, the runaway Vets sale, about five years ago, and being so desperately ugly and common looking, no one has ever attempted to deprive the Major of him either in the way of barter or sale. Still Bully is a capital slave, always ready either to hunt, or hack, or go in harness, and will pass anything except a public-house, being familiarly and favourably known at the doors of every one in the county. Like most horses, he has his little peculiarity; and his consists of a sort of rheumatic affection of the hind leg, which causes him to catch it up, and sends him limping along on three legs, like a lame dog, but still he never comes down, and the attack soon goes off. Solomon and he look very like their work together.

The next horse to Bull-dog, and the last in the stable, is Golden-drop, a soft, mealy chestnut  of all colours the most objectionable. He is a hot, pulling, hauling, rushing, rough-actioned animal, that gives a rider two days exercise in one.

The worst of him is, he has the impudence to decline harness; for though he doesnt mill, as they call it, he yet runs backwards as fast as forwards, and would crash through a plate-glass window, a gate, a conservatory, or anything else that happened to be behind. As a hack he is below mediocrity, for in his walk he digs his toes into the ground about every tenth step, and either comes down on his nose, or sets off at score for fear of a licking, added to which, he shies at every heap of stones and other available object on the road, whereby he makes a ten miles journey into one of twelve. The Major got him of Mr. Brisket, the butcher, at Hinton, being taken with the way in which his hatless lad spun him about the ill-paved streets, with the meat-basket on his arm  the full trot, it may be observed, being the animals pace  but having got him home, the more the Major saw of him the less he liked him. He had a severe deal for him too, and made two or three journeys over to Hinton on market-days, and bought a pennyworth of whipcord of one saddler, a set of spur-leathers of another, a pot of harness-paste of a third, in order to pump them about the horse ere he ventured to touch. He also got Mr. Paul Straddler, the disengaged gentleman of the place, whose greatest pleasure is to be employed upon a deal, to ferret out all he could about him, who reported that the horse was perfectly sound, and a capital feeder, which indeed he is, for he will attack anything, from a hayband down to a hedge-stake. You see hes busy on his bedding now.

Brisket knowing his man, and that the Major killed his own mutton, and occasionally beef, in the winter, so that there was no good to be got of him in the meat way, determined to ask a stiff price, viz., £25 (Brisket having given £14, which the Major having beat down to £23 commenced on the mercantile line, which Briskets then approaching marriage favoured, and the Major ultimately gave a four-post mahogany bedstead, with blue damask furniture, palliasse and mattress to match; a mahogany toilet-mirror, 23 inches by 28: a hot-water pudding-dish, a silver-edged cake-basket, a bad barometer, a childs birch-wood crib, a chess-board, and £2 10 s. in cash for him, the £2 1 s.. being, as the Major now declares (to himself, of course,) far more than his real worth. However, there the horse stands; and though he has been down twice with the Major, and once with the Humbler, these little fore paws (faux pas) as the Major calls them, have been on the soft, and the knees bear no evidence of the fact. Such is our friends present stud, and such is its general character.

But stay! We are omitting the horse in this large family-pew-looking box at the end, whose drawn curtains have caused us to overlook him. He is another of the Majors bad tickets, and one of which he has just become possessed in the following way:  

Having  in furtherance of his character of a thorrer sportsman, and to preserve the spirit of impartiality so becoming an old master of haryers  gone to Sir Moses Mainchances opening day, as well as to my Lords, Sir Moses, as if in appreciation of the compliment, had offered to give the horse on which his second whip was blundering among the blind ditches.

The Major jumped at the offer, for the horse looked well with the whip on him; and, as he accepted, Sir Moses increased the stream of his generosity by engaging the Major to dine and take him away. Sir Moses had a distinguished party to meet him, and was hospitality itself. He plied our Major with champagne, and hock, and Barsac, and Sauterne, and port, and claret, and compliments, but never alluded to the horse until about an hour after dinner, when Mr. Smoothley, the jackal of the hunt, brought him on the tapis.

Ah! exclaimed Sir Moses, as if in sudden recollection, thats true! Major, youre quite welcome to Little-bo-peep, (for so he had christened him, in order to account for his inquisitive manner of peering). Your quite welcome to Little-bo-peep, and I hope hell be useful to you.

Thanke, Sir Moses, thanke! bobbed the grateful Major, thinking what a good chap the baronet was.

Not a bit! replied Sir Moses, chucking up his chin, just as if he was in the habit of giving a horse away every other day in the week. Not a bit! Keep him as long as you like  all the season if you please  and send him back when you are done.

Then, as if in deprecation of any more thanks, he plied the wine again, and gave the Major and his harriers in a speech of great gammonosity. The Major was divided between mortification at the reduction of the gift into a loan, and gratification at the compliment now paid him, but was speedily comforted by the flattering reception his health, and the stereotyped speech in which he returned thanks, met at the hands of the company. He thought he must be very popular. Then, when they were all well wined, and had gathered round the sparkling fire with their coffee or their Curaçoa in their hands, Sir Moses button-holed the Major with a loud familiar, Ill tell ye what, Yammerton! youre a devilish good feller, and there shall be no obligation between us  you shall just give me forty puns for Little-bo-peep, and thats making you a present of him for its a hundred less than I gave.

Ah! thats the way to do it! exclaimed Mr. Smoothley, as if delighted at Sir Moses having dropped upon the right course. Ah! thats the way to do it! repented he swinging himself gaily round on his toe, with a loud snap of his finger and thumb in the air.

And Sir Moses said it in such a kind, considerate, matter-of-course sort of way, before company too, and Smoothley clenched it so neatly, that our wine-flushed Major, acute as he is, hadnt presence of mind to say No. So he was saddled with Little-bo-peep, who has already lost one eye from cataract, which is fast going with the other.

But see! Here comes Solomon followed by the Bumbler in fustian, and the boy from the farm, and we shall soon have the Major and Billy, so let us step into Bo-peeps box, an I hear the Majors description of his stud.

* * * *

Scarcely have the grooms dispersed the fast-gathering gloom of a November afternoon, by lighting the mould candles in the cord-suspended lanterns slung along the ceiling, and began to hiss at the straw, when the Major entered, with our friend Billy at his heels. The Bumbler and Chaw then put on extra activity, and the stable being presently righted, heads were loosened, water supplied, and the horses excited by Solomons well-known peregrination to the crushed corn-bin. All ears were then pricked, eyes cast back, and hind-quarters tucked under to respond gaily to the come over of the feeder.
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The late watchful whinnying restlessness is succeeded by gulping, diving, energetic eating. Our friend having passed his regiment of horses in silent review, while the hissing was going on, now exchanges a few confidential words with the stud groom, as if he left everything to him, and then passes upwards to where he started from. Solomon having plenty to do elsewhere, presently retires, followed by his helpers, and the Major and Billy seat themselves on the bench. After a few puffs and blows of the cheeks and premonitory jerks of the legs, the Major nods an approving nice oss, that, to Napoleon the Great, standing opposite, who is the first to look up from his food, being with it as with his work, always in a desperate hurry to begin, and in an equally great one to leave off.

Nice oss, that, repeats the Major, nodding again.

Yarse, he looks like a nice orse; replied Billy, which is really as much as any man can say under the circumstances.

That oss should have won the D-d-d-derby in Nobblers year, observed the Major; only they d-d-drugged him the night before starting, and he didnt get half round the c-c-co-course, which was true enough, only it wasnt owing to any drugging, for he wasnt worth the expense.

That oss should be in Le-le-le-leieestershire, observed the Major. He has all the commandin s-s-s-statur requisite to make large fences look s-s-s-small, and the s-s-s-smoothest, oiliest action i-ma-ma-maginable.

Yarse; replied Billy, wondering what pleasure there was in looking at a lot of blankets and hoods upon horses  which was about all he could see.

He should be at Me-me-melton, observed the Major; still harping on Napoleon wasted upon haryers, added he.

Yarse, replied Billy, not caring where he was.

The Major then took a nod at the Weaver, who, as if in aid of her masters design, now stood bolt upright, listening, as it were, instead of reeling from side to side.

Thats a sw-sw-swe-e-t mare, observed the Major, wishing he was rid of her. I dont know whether I would rather have her or the horse (Nap); which was true enough, though he knew which he would like to sell Billy.

Youll remember the g-g-gray, the whi-white, continued he; looking on at the old stager against the wall. Thats the oss I rode with the Peer, on the Castle day, and an undeniable g-g-good one he is; but knowing that he was not a young mans horse  moreover, not wanting to sell him, he returned to Napoleon, whose praises he again sounded considerably. Billy, however, having heard enough about him, and wanting to get into the house to the ladies, drew his attention to Bull-dog, now almost enveloped in blankets and straw; but the Major, not feeling inclined to waste any words on him either, replied, That he was only a servants oss. He, however, spoke handsomely of Golden-drop, declaring he was the fastest trotter in England, perhaps in Europe, perhaps in the world, and would be invaluable to a D-d-doctor, or any man who wanted to get over the ground. And then, thinking he had said about enough for a beginning, it all at once occurred to him that Billys feet must be wet, and though our friend asserted most confidently that they were not, as all townsmen do assert who walk about the country in thin soles, the Major persisted in urging him to go in and change, which Billy at length reluctantly assented to do.


CHAPTER XX. CARDS FOR A SPREAD.
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THE Majors ménage not admitting of two such great events as a hunt and a dinner party taking place on the same day, and market interfering as well, the hunt again had to be postponed to the interests of the table. Such an event as a distinguished stranger  the friend of an Earl, too  coming into the country could not but excite convivial expectations, and it would ill become a master of hounds and a mother of daughters not to parade the acquisition. Still, raising a party under such circumstances, required a good deal of tact and consideration, care, of course, being taken not to introduce any matrimonial competitor, at the same time to make the gathering sufficiently grand, and to include a good bellman or two to proclaim its splendour over the country. The Major, like a county member with his constituents, was somewhat hampered with his hounds, not being able to ask exactly who he liked, for fear of being hauled over the coals, viz. warned off the land of those who might think they ought to have been included, and altogether, the party required a good deal of management. Inclination in these matters is not of so much moment, it being no uncommon thing in the country for people to abuse each other right well one day, and dine together the next. The gap which the Major prized so much with his hounds, he strongly objected to with his parties.

Stopping gaps, indeed, sending out invitations at all in the country, so as not to look like stopping gaps, requires circumspection, where people seem to have nothing whatever to do but to note their neighbours movements. Let any one watch the progress of an important trial, one for murder say, and mark the wonderful way in which country people come forward, long after the event, to depose to facts, that one would imagine would never have been noticed  the passing of a man with a cow, for instance, just as they dropped their noses upon their bacon plates, the suspension of payment by their clock, on that morning, or the post messenger being a few minutes late with the letters on that day, and so on. What then is there to prevent people from laying that and that together, where John met James, or Michael saw Mary, so as to be able to calculate, whether they were included in the first, second, or third batch of invitations? Towns-people escape this difficulty, as also the equally disagreeable one of having it known whether their previous engagements are real or imaginary; but then, on the other hand, they have the inconvenience of feeling certain, that as sure as ever they issue cards for a certain day, every one else will be seized with a mania for giving dinners on the same one. No one can have an idea of the extent of London hospitality  who has not attempted to give a dinner there. Still, it is a difficult world to please, even in the matter of mastication, for some people who abuse you if you dont ask them to dine, abuse you quite as much if you do. Take the Reverend Mr. Tightlace, the rector, and his excellent lady, for instance. Tightlace was always complaining, at least observing, that the Yammertons never asked them to dine  wondered why the Yammertons never asked them to dine, was very odd they never asked them to dine, and yet, when Miss Yammertons best copper-plate handwriting appeared on the highly-musked best cream-laid satin note-paper, requesting, &c. Tightlace pretended to be quite put out at the idea of having to go to meet that wild sporting youth, who, hed be bound to say, could talk of nothing but hunting. Indeed, having most reluctantly accepted the invitation, he found it necessary to cram for the occasion, and having borrowed a copy of that veteran volume, the British Sportsman, he read up all the long chapter on racing and hunting, how to prepare a horse for a hunting match or plate; directions for riding a hunting match or plate; of hunting the hare, and hunting the fox, with directions for the choice of a hunter, and the management of a hunter; part of which latter consisted in putting him to grass between May and Bartholomew-tide, and comforting his stomach before going out to hunt with toasted bread and wine, or toasted bread and ale, and other valuable information of that sort  all of which Tightlace stored in his mind for future use  thinking to reduce his great intellect to the level of Billys capacity.

Mr. and Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, of Ninian Green, were also successfully angled for and caught; indeed, Mrs. Larkspur would have been much disappointed if they had not been invited, for she had heard of Billys elegant appearance from her maid, and being an aspiring lady, had a great desire to cultivate an acquaintance with high life, in which Billy evidently moved. Rocket was a good slow sort of gentleman-farmer, quite a contrast to his fast wife, who was all fire, bustle, and animation, wanting to manage everybodys house and affairs for them. He had married her, it was supposed, out of sheer submission, because she had made a dead set at him, and would not apparently be said nay to. It is a difficult thing to manouvre a determined woman in the country, where your habits are known, and they can assail you at all points  church, streets, fields, roads, lanes, all are open to them; or they can even get into your house under plea of a charity subscription, if needs be. Mrs. and Miss Dotherington, of Goney Garth, were invited to do the Morning Post department, and because there was no fear of Miss Dotherington, who was very amiable, interfering with our Billy. Mrs. Dotheringtons other forte, besides propagating parties, consisted in angling for legacies, and she was continually on the trot looking after or killing people from whom she had, or fancied she had, expectations. Ive just been to see poor Mrs. Snuff, she would say, drawing a long face; shes looking wretchedly ill, poor thing; fear shes not long for this world; or, with a grin, I suppose youve heard old Mr. Wheezington has had another attack in the night, which nearly carried him off. Nothing pleased her so much as being told that any one from whom she had expectations was on the wane. She could ill conceal her satisfaction.

So far so good; the party now numbered twelve, six of themselves and six strangers, and nobody to interfere with Fine Billy. The question then arose, whether to ask the Blurkinses, or the Faireys, or the Crickletons, and this caused an anxious deliberation. Blurkins was a landowner, over whose property the Major frequently hunted; but then on the other hand, he was a most disagreeable person, who would be sure to tread upon every bodys corns before the evening was over. Indeed, the Blurkins family, like noxious vermin, would seem to have been sent into the world for some inscrutable purpose, their mission apparently being to take the conceit out of people by telling them home truths. Lor bless us! how old you have got! why youve lost a front tooth! declare I shouldnt have known you! or Your nose and your chin have got into fearful proximity, was the sort of salute Blurkins would give an acquaintance after an absence. Or if the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, or the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald had an unflattering paragraph respecting a partys interference at the recent elections, or on any other subject, Blurkins was the man who would bring it under his notice. There, sir, there; see what they say about you! he would say, coming up in the news-room, with the paper neatly folded to the paragraph, and presenting it to him.

The Faireys of Yarrow Court were the most producible people, but then Miss was a beauty, who had even presumed to vie with the Yammertons, and they could not ask the old people without her. Besides which, it had transpired that a large deal box, carefully covered with glazed canvas, had recently arrived at the Rosedale station, which it was strongly suspected contained a new dinner dress from Madame Glaces in Hanover Street; and it would never do to let her sport it at Yammerton Grange against their girls rather soiled  but still by candle-light extremely passable  watered silk ones. So, after due deliberation, the Faireys were rejected.

The Crickletons claims were then taken into consideration.

Crick was the son of Crickleton, the late eminent chiropodist of Bolton Row, whom many of our readers will remember parading about London on his piebald pony, with a groom in a yellow coat, red plush breeches, and boots; and the present Crickleton was now what he called seeking repose in the country, which, in his opinion, consisted in setting all his neighbours by the ears. He rented Lavender Lodge and farm, and being a thorough Cockney, with a great inclination for exposing his ignorance both in the sporting and farming way, our knowing Major was making rather a good thing of him. At first there was a little rivalry between them, as to which was the greater man: Crickleton affirming that his father might have been knighted; the Major replying, that as long as he wasnt knighted it made no matter. The Major, however, finding it his interest to humour his consequence, compromised matters, by always taking in Mrs. Crickleton, a compliment that Crick returned by taking in Mrs. Yammerton. Though the Major used, when in the running-down tack, to laugh at the idea of a knights son claiming precedence, yet, when on the running-up one, he used to intimate that his friends lather might have been knighted, and even sometimes assigned the honour to his friend himself. So he talked of him to our Billy.

The usual preponderating influence setting in in favour of acceptances, our host and hostess were obliged to play their remaining card with caution. There were two sets of people with equal claims  the Impelows of Buckup Hill, and the Baskyfields of Lingworth Lawn; the Impelows, if anything, having the prior claim, inasmuch as the Yammertons had dined with them last; but then, on the other hand, there was a very forward young Impelow whom they couldnt accommodate, that is to say, didnt want to have; while, as regarded the Baskyfields, old Basky and Crickleton were at daggers drawn about a sow Basky had sold him, and they would very likely get to loggerheads about it during the evening. A plan of the table was drawn up, to see if it was possible to separate them sufficiently, supposing people would only have the sense to go to their right places, but it was found to be impracticable to do justice to their consequence, and preserve the peace as well; so the idea of having the Baskyfields was obliged to be relinquished. This delay was fatal to the Impelows, for John Giles, their man-of-all-work, having seen Solomon scouring the country on horseback with a basket, in search of superfluous poultry, had reported the forthcoming grand spread at the Grange to his Missis; and after waiting patiently for an invitation, it at length came so late as to be an evident convenience, which they wouldnt submit to; so after taking a liberal allowance of time to answer, in order to prevent the Yammertons from playing the same base trick upon any one else, they declined in a stiff, non-reason-assigning note. This was the first check to the hitherto prosperous current of events, and showed our sagacious friends that the time was past for stopping gaps with family people, and threw them on the other resources of the district.

The usual bachelor stop-gaps of the neighbourhood were Tom Hetherington, of Bearbinder Park, and Jimmy Jarperson, of Fothergill Burn, both of whom had their disqualifications; Jarpersons being an acute nerve-shaking sort of laugh, that set every ones teeth on edge who heard it, and earned for him the title of the Laughing Hyæna; the others misfortune being, that he was only what may be called an intermediate gentleman, that is to say, he could act the gentleman up to a pint of wine or so, after which quantity nature gradually asserted her supremacy, and he became himself again.

Our friend Paul Straddler, of Hinton, at one time had had the call of them both, but the Major, considering that Straddler had not used due diligence in the matter of Golden-drop, was not inclined to have him. Besides which, Straddler required a bed, which the Major was not disposed to yield, a bed involving a breakfast, and perhaps a stall for his horse, to say nothing of an out-of-place groom Straddler occasionally adopted, and who could eat as much as any two men. So the Laughing Hyæna and Hetherington were selected.

And now, gentle reader, if you will have the kindness to tell them off on your fingers as we call them over, we will see if we have got country, and as many as ever the Major can cram into his diningroom. Please count:  

Major, Mrs., three Misses Yammerton and Fine Billy...6



The Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Tightlace......................2



Mr. and Mrs. Rocket Larkspur.........................2



Mrs. and Miss Dotherington...........................2



Mr. and Mrs. Blurkins................................2



Mr. and Mrs. Crickleton..............................2



The Hyæna, and Hetherington..........................2

18

All right! eighteen; fourteen for dining-room chairs, and four for bedroom ones. There are but twelve Champagne needle-cases, but the deficiency is supplied by half-a-dozen ale glasses at the low end of the table, which the Major says will never be seen.

So now, if you please, we will go and dress  dinner being sharp six, recollect.


CHAPTER XXI. THE GATHERING.  THE GRAND SPREAD ITSELF.
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IF A DINNER-PARTY in town, with all the aids and appliances of sham-butlers, job-cooks, area-sneak-entrés, and extraneous confectionary, causes confusion in an establishment, how much more so must a party in the country, where, in addition to the guests, their servants, their horses, and their carriages, are to be accommodated. What a turning-out, and putting-up, and make-shifting, is there! What a grumbling and growling at not getting into the best stable, or at not having the state-vehicle put into the coach-house. If Solomon had not combined the wisdom of his namesake, with the patience of Job, he would have succumbed to the pressure from without. As it was, he kept persevering on until having got the last shandry-dan deposited under the hay house, he had just time to slip up-stairs to clean himself, and be ready to wait at dinner.

But what a commotion the party makes in the kitchen! Everybody is in a state of stew, from the gallant Betty Bone down to the hinds little girl from Bonnyriggs Farm, whom they have got in for the occasion.

Nor do their anxieties end with the dishing-up of the dinner; for no sooner is it despatched, than that scarcely less onerous entertainment, the supper for the servants, has to be provided.

Then comes the coffee, then the tea, then the tray, and then the carriages wanted, then good night, good night, good night; most agreeable evening; no idea it was so late; and getting away. But the heat, and steam, and vapour of the kitchen overpowers us, and we gladly seek refuge in the newly done-up drawingroom.

In it behold the Major!  the Major in all the glory of the Yammerton harrier uniform, a myrtle-green coat, with a gold embroidered hare on the myrtle-green velvet collar, and puss with her ears well back, striding away over a dead gold surface, with a raised burnished rim of a button, a nicely-washed, stiffly-starched, white vest, with a yellow silk one underneath, black shorts, black silk stockings, and patent leather pumps. He has told off his very rare and singularly fine port wine, his prime old Madeira, matured in the West Indies; his nutty sherry, and excellently flavoured claret, all recently bought at the auction mart, not forgetting the ginger-pop-like champagne,  allowing the liberal measure of a pint for each person of the latter, and he is now trying to cool himself down into the easy-minded, unconcerned, every-day-dinner-giving host.

Mrs. Yammerton too, on whom devolves the care of the wax and the modérateurs, is here superintending her department  seeing that the hearth is properly swept, and distributing the Punches, and Posts, and Ask Mammas judiciously over the fine variegated table-cover. She is dressed in a rich silvery grey  with a sort of thing like a silver cow tie, with full tassels, twisted and twined serpent-like into her full, slightly streaked, dark hair.

The illumination being complete, she seats herself fan in hand on the sofa, and a solemn pause then ensues, broken only by Billys and Monsieurs meanderings over-head, and the keen whistle of the November wind careering among the hollies and evergreens which the Major keeps interpreting into wheels.

Then his wife and he seek to relieve the suspense of the moment by speculating on who will come first.

Those nasty Tightlaces for a guinea, observed the Major, polishing his nails, while Mrs. Yammerton predicted the Larkspurs.

No, the Tights, reiterated the Major, jingling his silver; Tights always comes first  thinks to catch one unprepared

At length the furious bark of the inhospitable terrier, who really seemed as if he would eat horses, vehicle, visitors, and all, was followed by a quick grind up to the door, and such a pull at the bell as made the Major fear would cause it to suspend payment for good  ring-ring-ring-ring-ring it went, as if it was never going to stop.

Pulled the bell out of the socket, for a guinea, exclaimed the Major, listening for the letting down of steps, iron or recessed  recessed had it.

Mrs. D. said the Major  figuring her old Landaulet in his mind.

Ladies evidently, assented Mrs. Yammerton, as the rustle of silks on their way to the put-to-rights Sanctum, sounded past the drawing-room door. The Major then began speculating as to whether they would get announced before another arrival took place, or not.

* * * *

Presently a renewed rustle was succeeded by the now yellow-logged, brown-backed Bumbler, throwing open the door and exclaiming in a stentorian voice, as if he thought his master and mistress had turned suddenly deaf, Mrs. and Miss Dothering-ton! and in an instant the four were hugging, and grinning, and pump-handling each others arms as if they were going into ecstacies, Mrs. Dotherington interlarding her gymnastics with Mrs. Yammerton, with sly squeezes of the hand, suited to soto voce observations not intended for the Majors ears, of so appy to ear it! so glad to congratulate you! So nice! with an inquisitive whisper of which is it? which is it? Do tell me!

* * * *

Bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-wow went the clamorous Fury again; Ring-ring-ring-ring-ring-ring-ring went the aggravated bell, half drowning Mrs. Yammertons impressive O dear! nothin of the sort  nothin of the sort, only a fox-hunting acquaintance of the Majors  only a fox-hunting acquaintance of the Majors. And then the Major came to renew his affectionate embraces, with inquiries about the night, and the looks of the moon  was it hazy, or was it clear, or how was it?

Mr. and Mrs. Rocket Larkspur! exclaimed the Bumbler, following up the key-note in which he had pitched his first announcement and forthwith the hugging and grinning was resumed with the new comers, Mrs. Larkspur presently leading Mrs. Yammerton off sofawards, in order to poke her inquiries unheard by the Major, who was now opening a turnip dialogue with Mr. Rocket  yellow bullocks, purple tops, and so on. Well, tell me  which is it ? ejaculated Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, looking earnestly, in Mrs. Yammertons expressive eyes which is it repeated she, in a determined sort of take-no-denial tone.

Oh dear! nothin of the sort  nothin of the sort, I assure you! whispered Mrs. Yammerton anxiously, well knowing the danger of holloaing before you are out of the wood.

Oh, tell me  tell me, whispered Mrs. Rocket, coaxingly; Im not like Mrs.   um there, looking at Mrs. Dotherington, who would blab it all over the country.

Really I have nothing to tell, replied Mrs. Yammerton serenely.

Why, do you mean to say hes not after one of the   ums? demanded Mrs. Rocket eagerly.

I dont know what you mean, laughed Mrs. Yammerton.
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Bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-wow went the terrier again, giving Mrs. Yammerton an excuse for sidling off to Mrs. um, who with her daughter were lost in admiration at a floss silk cockatoo, perched on an orange tree, the production of Miss Flora. Oh, it was so beautiful! Oh, what a love of a screen it would make; what would she give if her Margaret could do such work, inwardly thinking how much better Margaret was employed making her own  we will not say what.

Bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-wow went Fury again, the proceeds of this bark being Mr. and Mrs. Tightlace, who now entered, the former oping they werent late, as he smirked, and smiled, and looked round for the youth on whom he had to vent his British Sportsman knowledge  the latter speedily drawing Mrs. Yammerton aside  to the ladies know what. But it was no go again. Mrs. Yammerton really didnt know what Mrs. Tightlace meant. No; she really didnt. Nor did Mrs. Tightlaces assurance that it was the talk of the country, afford any clue to her meaning  but Mrs. Tightlaces large miniature brooch being luckily loose, Mrs. Yammerton essayed to fasten it, which afforded her an opportunity of bursting into transports of delight at its beauty, mingled with exclamations as to its wonderful likeness to Mr. T., though in reality she was looking at Mrs. Tightlaces berthe, to see whether it was machinery lace, or real.

Then the grand rush took place; and Furys throat seemed wholly inadequate to the occasion, as first Blurkinss Brougham, then Jarpersons Gig, next the corn-cutters calèche, and lastly, Hetheringtons Dog-cart whisked up to the door, causing a meeting of the highly decorated watered silks of the house, and the hooded enveloped visitors hurrying through the passage to the cloak-room.

By the time the young ladies had made their obeisances and got congratulated on their looks, the now metamorphosed visitors came trooping in, flourishing their laced kerchiefs, and flattening their chapeaux mèchaniques as they entered. Then the full chorus of conversation was established; moon, hounds, turnips, horses.

Parliament, with the usual Oi see by the papers that Her is gone to Osborne, or, Oi see by the papers that the Comet is coming; while Mrs. Rocket Larkspur draws Miss Yammerton aside to try what she can fish out of her. But here comes Fine Billy, and if ever hero realised an authors description of him. assuredly it is our friend, for he sidles as unconcernedly into the room as he would into a Club or Casino, with all the dreamy listlessness of a thorough exquisite, apparently unconscious of any change having taken place in the part. But if Billy is unconscious of the presence of strangers, his host is not, and forthwith he inducts him into their acquaintance  Hetheringtons, Hyænas, and all.

It is, doubtless, very flattering of great people to vote all the little ones one of us, and not introduce them to anybody, but we take leave to say, that society is considerably improved by a judicious presentation. We talk of our advanced civilisation, but manners are not nearly so good, or so at-ease-setting, as they were with the last generation of apparently stiffer, but in reality easier, more affable gentlemen of the old school. But what a note of admiration our Billy is! How gloriously he is attired. His naturally curling hair, how gracefully it flows; his elliptic collar, how faultlessly it stands; his cravat, how correct; his shirt, how wonderfully fine; and, oh! how happy he must be with such splendid sparkling diamond studs  such beautiful amethyst buttons at his wrists  and such a love of a chain disporting itself over his richly embroidered blood-stone-buttoned vest. Altogether, such a first-class swell is rarely seen beyond the bills of mortality. He looks as if he ought to be kept under a glass shade. But here comes the Bumbler, and now for the agony of the entertainment.

The Major, who for the last few minutes has been fidgetting about pairing parties off according to a written programme he has in his waistcoat pocket, has just time to assign Billy to Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, to assuage her anguish at not being taken in before Mrs. Crickleton, when the Bumblers half-fledged voice is heard proclaiming at its utmost altitude dinner is sarved! Then there is such a bobbing and bowing, and backing of chairs, and such inward congratulations, that the orrid alfour is over, and hopes from some that they may not get next the fire  while others wish to be there. Though the Major could not, perhaps, manage to get twenty thousand men out of Hyde Park, he can, nevertheless, manouvre a party out of his drawing-room into his dining-room, and forthwith he led the way, with Mrs. Crickleton under his arm, trusting to the reel winding off right at the end. And right it would most likely have wound off had not the leg-protruding Bumblers tongue-buckle caught the balloon-like amplitude of Mrs. Rocket Larkspurs dress and caused a slight stoppage  in the passage,  during which time two couples slipped past and so deranged the entire order of the table. However, there was no great harm done, as far as Mrs. Larkspurs consequence was concerned, for she got next Mr. Tightlace, with Mr. Pringle between her and Miss Yammerton, whom Mrs. Larkspur had just got to admit, that she wouldnt mind being Mrs. P   , and Miss having been thus confidential, Mrs. was inclined, partly out of gratitude,  partly, perhaps, because she couldnt help it  to befriend her. She was a great mouser, and would promote the most forlorn hope, sooner than not be doing.

We are now in the dining-room, and very smart everything is. In the centre of the table, of course, stands the Yammer ton testimonial,  a Savory chased silver plated candelabrum, with six branches, all lighted up, and an ornamental centre flower-basket, decorated with evergreens and winter roses, presented to our friend on his completing his five and twentieth year as master of harriers, and in gratitude for the unparalleled sport he had uniformly shown the subscribers.

Testimonialising has become quite a mania since the Major got his, and no one can say whose turn it may be next. It is not everybody who, like Mr. Daniel Whittle Harvey with the police force one, can nip them in the bud; but Inspector Field, we think, might usefully combine testimonial-detecting with his other secret services. He would have plenty to do  especially in the provinces. Indeed London does not seem to be exempt from the mania, if we may judge by Davis the Queens huntsmans recent attempt to avert the intended honour; neatly informing the projectors that their continuing to meet him in the hunting field would be the best proof of their approbation of his conduct. However, the Major got his testimonial; and there it stands, flanked by two pretty imitation Dresden vases decorated with flowers and evergreens also. And now the company being at length seated and grace said, the reeking covers are removed from the hare and mock turtle tureens, and the confusion of tongues gradually subsides into sip-sip-sipping of soup. And now Jarperson, having told his newly caught footman groom to get him hare soup instead of mock turtle, the lad takes the plate of the latter up to the tureen of the former, and his master gets a mixture of both  which he thinks very good.

And now the nutty sherry comes round, which the Major introduces with a stuttering exordium that would induce anyone who didnt know him to suppose it cost at least 80s. a-dozen, instead of 36s. (bottles included); and this being sipped and smacked and pronounced excellent, two fishes replace the two soups, and the banquet proceeds, Mr. Tightlace trying to poke his sporting knowledge at Billy between heats, but without success, the commoner not rising at the bait, indeed rather shirking it.

A long-necked green bottle of what the Bumbler called bluecellas, then goes its rounds; and the first qualms of hunger being appeased, the gentlemen are more inclined to talk and listen to the luncheon-dining ladies. Mrs. Rocket Larkspur has been waiting most anxiously for Billys last mouthful, in order to interrogate him, as well as to London fashion, as to his opinions of the Miss ums. Of course with Miss um sitting just below Billy, the latter must be done through the medium of the former,  so she leads off upon London.

She supposed hed been very gay in London?

Yarse, drawled Billy in the true dandified style, drawing his napkin across his lips as he spoke.

Mrs. Rocket wasnt so young as she had been, and Billy was too young to take up with what he profanely called old ladies.

Hed live at the west-end, she sposed?

Yarse, replied Billy, feeling his amplified tie.

Did he know Billiter Square?

Yarse, replied he, running his ringed fingers down his studs. Was it fashionable? asked Mrs. Rocket. (She had a cousin lived there who had asked her to go and see her.)

Y-a-a-rse, I should say it is, drawled Billy, now playing with a bunch of trinkets, a gold miniature pistol, a pearl and diamond studded locket, a gold pencil-case, and a white cornelian heart, suspended to his watch-chain. Y-a-a-rse, I should say it is, repeated he; adding not so fashionable as Belgrave.

Sceuse me, sare, interrupted Monsieur Jean Rougier from behind his masters chair, Sceuse me, it is not fashionable, sare,  it is not near de Palace or de Park of Hyde, sare, bot down away among those dem base mechanics in de east  beyond de Mansion Ouse, in fact.

Oh, ah, y-a-a-rse, true, replied Billy, not knowing where it was, but presuming from Mrs. Larkspurs inquiry that it was some newly sprung-up square on one of the western horns of the metropolis.

Taking advantage of the interruption, Mr. Tightlace again essayed to edge in his British Sportsman knowledge beginning with an inquiry if the Earl of Ladythorne had a good set of dogs this season? but the Bumbler soon cut short the thread of his discourse by presenting a bottle of brisk gooseberry at his ear. The fizzing stuff then went quickly round, taxing the ingenuity of the drinkers to manoeuvre the frothy fluid out of their needlecase-shaped glasses. Then as conversation was beginning to be restored, the door suddenly flew open to a general rush of returning servants. There was Soloman carrying a sirloin of beef, followed by Mr. Crickletons gaudy red-and-yellow young man with a boiled turkey, who in turn was succeeded by Mr. Rocket Larkspurs hobbledehoy with a ham, and Mr. Tightlaces with a stew. Pâtés and côtelettes, and minces, and messes follow in quick succession; and these having taken their seats, immediately vacate them for the Chiltern-hundreds of the hand. A shoal of vegetables and sundries alight on the side table, and the feast seems fairly under weigh.

But see! somehow it prospers not!

People stop short at the second or third mouthful, and lay down their knives and forks as if they had had quite enough. Patties, and cutlets, and sausages, and side-dishes, all share the same fate!

Take round the champagne, says the Major, with an air, thinking to retrieve the character of his kitchen with the solids. The juicy roast beef, and delicate white turkey with inviting green stulling, and rich red ham, and turnip-and-carrot-adorned stewed beef then made their progresses, but the same fate attends them also. People stop at the second or third mouthful;  some send their plates away slily, and ask for a little of a different dish to what they have been eating, or rather tasting. That, however, shares the same fate.

Take round the champagne, again says the Major, trying what another cheerer would do. Then he invites the turkey-eaters  or leavers, rather  to eat beef; and the beef eaters  or leavers  to eat turkey: but they all decline with a thoroughly satisfied no-more-for-me sort of shake of the head.

Take away! at length says the Major, with an air of disgust, following the order with an invitation to Mrs. Rocket Larkspur to take wine. The guests follow the hosts example, and a momentary rally of liveliness ensues. Mrs. Rocket Larkspur and Mr. Tight-lace contend for Fine Billys ear; but Miss Yammerton interposing with a sly whisper supersedes them both. Mrs. Rocket construes that accordingly. A general chirp of conversation is presently established, interspersed with heavy demands upon the breadbasket by the gentlemen. Presently the door is thrown open, and a grand procession of sweets enters  jellies, blancmanges, open tarts, shut tarts, meringues, plum pudding, maccaroni, black puddings,  we know not what besides: and the funds of conviviality again look up. The rally is, however, but of momentary duration. The same evil genius that awaited on the second course seems to attend on the third. People stop at the second or third mouthful and send away the undiminished plates slily, as before. Home venture on other dishes  but the result is the same  the plate vanishes with its contents. There is, however, a great run upon the cheese  Cheshire and Gloucester; and the dessert suffers severely. All the make-weight dishes, even, disappear; and when the gentlemen rejoin the ladies in the drawing-room they attack the tea as if they had not had any dinner.

At length a most agreeable evening is got through; and as each group whisks away, there is a general exclamation of What a most extraordinary taste everything had of    What do you think, gentle reader?

Cant guess! cant you?

What do you think, Mrs. Brown?

What do you think, Mrs. Jones?

What do you, Mrs. Robinson?

What! none of you able to guess! And yet everybody at table hit off directly!

All give it up? Brown, Jones, and Robinson?

Yes  yes  yes.

Well then, well tell you:  

Everything tasted of Castor oil!

Castor oil! exclaims Mrs. Brown.

Castor oil! shrieks Mrs. Jones.

Castor oil! shudders Mrs. Robinson.

O-o-o-o! how nasty!

But how came it there? asks Mrs. Brown.

Well tell you that, too

The Majors famous cow Strawberry-creams calf was ill, and they had tapped a pint of fine cold-drawn for it, which Monsieur Jean Rougier happening to upset, just mopped it up with his napkin, and chucking it away, it was speedily adopted by the hinds little girl in charge of the plates and dishes, who imparted a most liberal castor oil flavour to everything she touched.

And that entertainment is now known by the name of the Castor Oil Dinner.


CHAPTER XXII. A HUNTING MORNING.  UNKENNELING.
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WHAT A COMMOTION there was in the house the next morning! As great a disturbance as if the Major had been going to hunt an African Lion, a royal Bengal Tiger, or a Bison itself. Ring-ring-ring-ring went one bell, tinkle-tinkle-tinkle went another, ring-ring-ring went the first again, followed by exclamations of Theres masters bell again! with such a running down stairs, and such a getting up again. Master wanted this, master wanted that, master had carried away the buttons at his knees, master wanted his other pair of White what-do-they-call-ems  not cords, but moleskins  that treacherous material being much in vogue among masters of harriers. Then masters boots wouldnt do, he wanted his last pair, not the newly-footed ones, and they were on the trees, and the Bumbler was busy in the stable, and Betty Bone could not skin the trees, and altogether there was a terrible hubbub in the house. His overnight exertions, though coupled with the castor oil catastrophe, seemed to have abated none of his ardour in pursuit of the hare.

Meanwhile our little dandy, Billy, lay tumbling and tossing in bed, listening to the dread preparations, wishing he could devise an excuse for declining to join him. The recollection of his bumps, and his jumps, and his falls, arose vividly before him, and he would fain have said no to any more. He felt certain that the Major was going to give him a startler, more dreadful perhaps than those he had had with his lordship. Would that he was well out of it! What pleasure could there be in galloping after an animal they could shoot? In the midst of these reflections Mons. Rougier entered the apartment and threw further light on the matter by opening the shutters.

You sall get up, sare, and pursue the vild beast of de voods  de Major is a-goin to hont.

Y-a-r-se, replied Billy, turning over.

I sal get out your habit verd, your green coat, dat is to say.

No! no! roared Billy; the red! the red!

De red! exclaimed Monsieur in astonishment, de red Not for de soup dogs! you only hont bold reynard in de red.

Oh, yes, you do, retorted Billy, didnt the Major come to the carstle in red?

Because he came to hont de fox, replied Monsieur; if he had com for to hont poor puss he would ave ad on his green or his grey, or his some other colour.

Billy now saw the difference, and his mortification increased. Well, Ill breakfast in red at all events, said he, determined to have that pleasure.

Vell, sare, you can pleasure yourself in dat matter; but it sall be moch ridicule if you pursue de puss in it.

But why not? asked Billy, huntings hunting, all the world over.

I cannot tell you vy, sir; but it is not etiquette, and I as a professor of garniture, toggery vot you call, sid lose caste with my comrades if I lived with a me lor vot honted poor puss in de pink.

Humph! grunted Billy, bouncing out of bed, thinking what a bore it was paying a man for being his master. He then commenced the operations of the occasion, and with the aid of Monsieur was presently attired in the dread costume. He then clonk, clonk, clonked down stairs with his Jersey-patterned spurs, toes well out to clear the steps, most heartily wishing he was clonking up again on his return from the hunt.
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Monsieur was right. The Major is in his myrtle-green coat  a coat, not built after the fashion of the scanty swallow-tailed red in which he appears at page 65 of this agreeable work, but with the more liberal allowance of cloth peculiar to the period in which we live. A loosely hanging garment, and not a strait-waistcoat, in fact, a fashion very much in favour of bunglers, seeing that anybody can make a sack, while it takes a tailor to make a coat. The Majors cost him about two pounds five, the cloth having been purchased at a clothiers and made up at home, by a three shilling a day man and his meat. We laugh at the ladies for liking to be cheated by their milliners; but young gentlemen are quite as accommodating to their tailors. Let any man of forty look at his tailors bill when he was twenty, and see what a liberality of innocence it displays. And that not only in matters of taste and fashion, which are the legitimate loopholes of extortion, but in the sober articles of ordinary requirement. We saw a once-celebrated west-end tailors bill the other day, in which a plain black coat was made to figure in the following magniloquent item:  

A superfine black cloth coat, lappels sewed on (we wonder if they are usually pinned or glued) lappels sewed on, cloth collar, cotton sleeve linings, velvet handfacings, (most likely cotton too,) embossed edges and fine wove buttons  how much does the reader think? four guineas? four pound ten? five guineas? No, five pound eighteen and sixpence! An article that our own excellent tailor supplies for three pounds fifteen! In a tailors case that was recently tried, a party swore that fourteen guineas was a fair price for a Taglioni, when every body knows that they are to be had for less than four. But boys will be boys to the end of the chapter, so let us return to our sporting Major. He is not so happy in his nether garments as he is in his upper ones; indeed he has on the same boots and moleskins that Leech drew him in at Tantivy Castle, for these lower habiliments are not so easy of accomplishment in the country as coats, and though most people have tried them there, few wear them out, they are always so ugly and unbecoming. As, however, our Major doesnt often compare his with town-made ones, he struts about in the comfortable belief that they are all right  very smart.

He is now in a terrible stew, and has been backwards and forwards between the house and the stable, and in and out of the kennel, and has called Solomon repeatedly from his work to give him further instructions and further instructions still, until the Major has about confused himself and every body about him. As soon as ever he heard by his tramp overhead that Billy had got into his boots, he went to the bottom of the stairs and holloaed along the passage towards the kitchen. Betty! Betty! Betty! send in breakfast as soon as ever Mr. Pringle comes down! Ah, dere is de Majur. observed Monsieur, pausing from Billys hair-arranging to listen him kick up dc devals own dost on a huntin mornin.

Whats happened him? asked Billy.

Dont know  but von vould think he was going to storm a city  take Sebastopol himself, replied Monsieur, shrugging his broad shoulders. He then resumed his valeting operations, and crowned the whole by putting Billy into his green cut-away, without giving him even a peep of the pink.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Yammerton has been holding a court of inquiry in the kitchen and larder, as to the extent of the overnight mischief, smelling at this dish and that, criticising the spoons, and subjecting each castor-oily offender to severe ablution in boiling water. Of course no one could tell in whose hands the bottle of cold drawn had come in two, and Monsieur was too good a judge to know anything about it; so as the mischief couldnt be repaired, it was no use bewailing it farther than to make a knot in her mind to be more careful of such dangerous commodities in future.

Betty Bone had everything  tea, coffee, bread, cakes, eggs, ham (fried so as to hide the spurious flavour), honey, jam, &c., ready for Miss Benson, who had been impressed into the carrying service, vice the Bumbler turned whip, to take in as soon as Mr. Pringle descended, a fact that was announced to the household by the Majors uproarious greeting of him in the passage. He was overjoyed to see him! He hoped he was none the worse for his over-night festivities; and without waiting for an answer to that, he was delighted to say that it was a fine hunting morning, and as far as human judgment could form an opinion, a good scenting one; but after five-and-thirty years experience as a master of haryers, he could conscientiously say that there was nothing so doubtful or ticklish as scent, and he made no doubt Mr. Pringles experience would confirm his own, that many days when they might expect it to be first-rate, it was bad, and many days when they might expect it to be bad, it was first-rate; to all which accumulated infliction Billy replied with his usual imperturbable Yarse, and passed on to the more agreeable occupation of greeting the young ladies in the dining-room. Very glad they all were to see him as he shook hands with all three.

The Major, however, was not to be put off that way; and as he could not get Billy to talk about hunting, he drew his attention to breakfast, observing that they had a goodish trot before them, and that punctuality was the politeness of princes. Saying which, he sat down, laying his great gold watch open on a plate beside him, so that its noisy ticking might remind Billy of what they had to do. The Major couldnt make it out how it was that the souls of the young men of the present day are so difficult to inflame about hunting. Here was he, turned of   , and as eager in the pursuit as ever. Must be that they smoke all their energies out, thought he; and then applied himself vigorously to his tea and toast, looking up every now and then with irate looks at his wife and daughters, whose volubility greatly retarded Billys breakfast proceedings. He, nevertheless, made sundry efforts to edge in a hunting conversation himself, observing that Mr. Pringle mustnt expect such an establishment as the Peers, or perhaps many that he was accustomed to  that they would have rather a shortish pack out, which would enable them to take the field again at an early day, and so on; all of which Billy received with the most provoking indifference, making the Major wish he mightnt be a regular crasher, who cared for nothing but riding. At length, tea, toast, eggs, ham, jam, all had been successively taxed, the Major closed and pocketed his noisy watch, and the doomed youth rose to perform the dread penance with the pack. Good byes, good mornings, hope youll have good sport, followed his bowing spur-clanking exit from the room.

A loud crack of the Majors hammer-headed whip now announced their arrival in the stable-yard, which was at once a signal for the hounds to raise a merry cry, and for the stable-men to loosen their horses heads from the pillar-reins. It also brought a bevy of caps and curl-papers to the back windows of the house to see the young Earl, for so Rougier had assured them his master was  (heir to the Earldom of Ladythorne)  mount. At a second crack of the whip the stable-door flew open, and as a shirt-sleeved lad receded, the grey-headed, green-coated sage Solomon advanced, leading forth the sleek, well-tended, well-coddled, Napoleon the Great.

Amid the various offices filled by this Mathews-at-home of a servant, there was none perhaps in which he looked better or more natural than in that of a huntsman. Short, spare, neat, with a bright black eye, contrasting with the sobered hue of his thin grey hair, no one would suppose that the calfless little yellow and brown-liveried coachman of the previous night was the trim, neatly-booted, neatly-tied huntsman now raising his cap to the Richest Commoner in England, and his great master Major Yammerton  Major of the Featherbedfordshire Militia, master of haryers, and expectant magistrate.

Well, Solomon, said the Major, acknowledging his salute, as though it was their first meeting of the morning, well, Solomon, what do you think of the day?

Well, sir, I think the days well enough, replied Solomon, who was no waster of words.

I think so too, said the Major, drawing on his clean doeskin gloves. The pent-up hounds then raised another cry.

Thats pretty! exclaimed the Major listening

Thats beautiful! added he, like an enthusiastic admirer of music at the opera.

Imperturbable Billy spoke not.

Praps youd like to see them unkenneled? said the Major, thinking to begin with the first act of the drama.

Yarse, replied Billy, feeling safe as long as he was on foot.

The Major then led the way through a hen-house-looking door into a little green court-yard, separated by peeled larch palings from a flagged one beyond, in which the expectant pack were now jumping and frisking and capering in every species of wild delight.

Ah, you beauties! exclaimed the Major, again cracking his whip. He then paused, thinking there would surely be a little praise. But no; Billy just looked at them as he would at a pen full of stock at a cattle show.

Be-be-beauties, arnt they? stuttered the Major.

Yarse, replied Billy; thinking they were prettier than the great lounging, slouching foxhounds.

Ca-ca-capital hounds, observed the Major.

No response from Billy.

Undeniable b-b-blood, continued our friend.

No response again.

F-f-foxhounds in mi-mi-miniature, observed the Major.

Yarse, replied Billy, who understood that.

Lovely! Lovely! Lovely! theres a beautiful bitch, continued the Major, pointing to a richly pied one that began frolicking to his call.

Bracelet! Bracelet! Bracelet! holloaed he to another; pretty bitch that  pure Sir Dashwood Kings blood, just the right size for a haryer  shouldnt be too large. I hold with So-so-somerville, continued the Major, waxing warm, either with his subject, or at Billys indifference, that one should

A di-di-different hound for every chase

Select with judgment; nor the timorous hare,

Oermatchd, destroy; but leave that vile offence

To the mean, murderous, coursing crew, intent

On blood and spoil.



Yarse, replied Billy, turning on his heel as though he had had enough of the show.

At this juncture, the Major drew the bolt, open flew the door, and out poured the pack; Ruffler and Bustler dashing at Billy, and streaking his nice cream-coloured leathers down with their dirty paws, while Thunder and Victim nearly carried him off his legs with the couples. Billy was in a great fright, never having been in such a predicament before.

The Major came to the rescue, and with the aid of his whip and his voice, and his for shame, Ruffler! for shame, Bustler! with cuts at the coupled ones, succeeded in restoring order.

Lets mount, said he, thinking to get Billy out of further danger; so saying he wheeled about and led the way through the outer yard with the glad pack gamboling and frisking around him to the stables.

The hounds raise a fresh cry of joy as they see Solomon with his horse ready to receive them.
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CHAPTER XXIII. SHOWING A HORSE.  THE MEET.
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THE BUMBLER, LIKE our Mathews-at-home of a huntsman, is now metamorphosed, and in lieu of a little footman, we have a capped and booted whip. Not that he is a whip, for Solomon carries the couples as well as the horn, and also a spare stirrup-leather slung across his shoulder; but our Major has an eye as well to show as to business, and thinks he may as well do the magnificent, and have a horse ready to change with Billy as soon as Napoleon the Great seems to have had enough. To that end the Bumbler now advances with the Weaver which he tenders to Billy, with a deferential touch of his cap.

Ah, thats your horse! exclaimed the Major, making for White Surrey, to avoid the frolics and favours of his followers; adding, as he climbed on, youll find her a ca-ca-capital hack and a first-rate hunter. Here, elope, hounds, elope! added he, turning his horses head away to get the course clear for our friend to mount unmolested.

Billy then effects the ascent of the black mare, most devoutly wishing himself safe off again. The stirrups being adjusted to his length, he gives a home thrust with his feet in the irons, and gathering the thin reins, feels his horse gently with his left leg, just as Solomon mounts Napoleon the Great and advances to relieve the Major of his charge. The cavalcade then proceed; Solomon, with the now clustering hounds, leading; the Major and Billy riding side by side, and the Bumbler on Bulldog bringing up the rear. Caps and curl-papers then disappear to attend to the avocations of the house, the wearers all agreeing that Mr. Pringle is a very pretty young gentleman, and quite worthy of the pick of the young ladies.

Crossing Cowslip garth at an angle they get upon Greenbat pasture, where the first fruits of idleness are shown by Twister and Towler breaking away at the cows.

Yow, yow! they go in the full enjoyment of the chase. Its a grand chance for the Bumbler, who, adjusting his whip-thong, sticks spurs into Bulldog and sets off as hard as ever the old horse can lay legs to the ground.

Get round them, man! get round them, shouts the Major, watching Bullys leg-tied endeavours, the old horse being a better hand at walking than galloping.

At length they are stopped and chided and for shamed, and two more fields land our party in Hollington lane, which soon brings them into the Lingytine and Ewehurst-road, whose liberal width and ample siding bespeaks the neighbourhood of a roomier region. Solomon at a look from the Major now takes the grass siding with his hounds, while the gallant master just draws his young friend alongside of them on the road, casting an unconcerned eye upon the scene, in the hope that his guest will say something handsome at last. But no, Billy doesnt. He is fully occupied with his boots and breeches, whose polish and virgin purity he still deplores. Theres a desperate daub down one side. The Major tries to engage his attention by coaxing and talking to the hounds. Cleaver, good dog! Cleaver! Chaunter, good dog! Chaunter! throwing them bits of biscuit, but all his efforts are vain. Billy plods on at the old post-boy pace, apparently thinking of nothing but himself.

Meanwhile Solomon ambles cockily along on Napoleon, with a backward and forward move of his leg to the horses action, who ducks and shakes his head and plays good-naturedly with the hounds, as if quite delighted at the idea of what they are going to do. He shows to great advantage. He has not been out for a week, and the coddling and linseeding have given a healthy bloom to his bay coat, and he has taken a cordial ball with a little catechu, and ten grains of opium, to aid his exertions. Solomon, too, shows him off well. Though he hasnt our friend Dicky Boggledikes airified manner, like him he is little and light, sits neatly in his saddle, while his long coat-lap partly conceals the want of ribbing home of the handsome but washy horse. His boots and breeehes, drab cords and brown tops, are good, so are his spurs, also his saddle and bridle.

There is a difference of twenty per cent, between the looks of a horse in a good, well-made London saddle, and in one of those great, spongy, pulby, puddingy things we see in the country. Again, what a contrast there is between a horse looking through a nice plain-fronted, plain-buckled, thin-reined, town-made bridle, and in one of those gaudy-fronted things, all over buckles, with reins thick enough for traces to the Lord Mayors coach.

All this adornment, however, is wasted upon fine Billy, who hasnt got beyond the mane and tail beauties of a horse. Action, strength, stamina, symmetry, are as yet sealed subjects to him. The Major was the man who could enlighten him, if Billy would only let him do it, on the two words for himself and one for Billy principle. Do it he would, too, for he saw it was of no use waiting for Billy to begin.
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Nice oss that, now observed the Major casually, nodding towards Nap.

Yarse, replied Billy, looking him over.

Thats the o-o-oss I showed you in the stable.

Is it? observed Billy, who didnt recognize him.

Ought to be at M-m-melton, that oss, observed the Major.

Why isnt he? asked Billy, in the innocence of his heart.

Dont know, replied the Major carelessly, with a toss of his head; dont know. The fact is, Im idle  no one to send with him  too old to go myself  haryers keep me at home  year too short to do all one has to do  see what a length he is  ord bless us hed go over Ashby p-p-pastures like a comet.

Billy had now got his eyes well fixed upon the horse, which the Major seeing held his peace, for he was a capital seller, and had the great gift of knowing when he had said enough. He was not the man to try and bore a person into buying, or spoil his market by telling a youngster that the horse would go in harness, or by not asking enough. So with Solomon still to and froing with his little legs, the horse still lively and gay, the hounds still frisking and playing, the party proceeded through the fertility-diminishing country, until the small fields with live fences gradually gave way to larger, drabber enclosures with stone walls, and Broadstruther hill with its heath-burnt summit and quarry broken side at length announces their approach to the moors. The moors! Who does not feel his heart expand and his spirit glow as he comes upon the vast ocean-like space of moorland country? Leaving the strife, the cares, the contentions of a narrow, elbow-jostling world for the grand enjoyment of pure unrestricted freedom! The green streak of fertile soil, how sweet it looks, lit up by the fitful gleam of a cloud-obscured sun, the distant sky-touching cairn, how tempting to reach through the many intricacies of mountain ground  so easy to look at, so difficult to travel. The ink rises gaily in our pen at the thought, and pressing on, we cross the rough, picturesque, stone bridge over the translucent stream, so unlike the polished, chiseled structures of town art, where nothing is thought good that is not expensive; and now, shaking off the last enclosure, we reach the sandy road below the watchers hill-ensconced hut, and so wind round into the panorama of the hills within.

Ah! there we are! exclaimed the Major, now pointing out the myrtle-green gentlemen with their white cords, moving their steeds to and fro upon the bright sward below the grey rocks of Cushetlaw hill.

There we are, repeated he, eyeing them, trying to make out who they were, so as to season his greetings accordingly.

There was farmer Rintoul on the white, and Godfrey Faulder, the cattle jobber, on the grey; and Caleb Bennison, the horse-breaker, in his twilled-fustian frock, ready to ride over a hound as usual; and old Duffield, the horse-leech, in his low-crowned hat, black tops, and one spur; and Dick Trail, the auctioneer, on his long-tailed nag; and Bonnet, the billiard-table keeper of Hinton, in his odious white hat, grey tweed, and collar-marked screw; but who the cluster of men are on the left the Major cant for the life of him make out. He had hoped that Crickleton might have graced the meet with his presence, but there is no symptom of the yellow-coated groom, and Paul Straddler would most likely be too offended at not being invited to dine and have gone to Sir Mosess hounds at the Cow and Calf on the Fixton and Primrose-bank road. Still there were a dozen or fourteen sportsmen, with two or three more coming over the hill, and distance hiding the deficiencies as well of steeds as of costume, the whole has a very lively and inspiriting effect.

At the joyous, well-known here they come! of the lookers out, a move is perceptible among the field, who forthwith set off to meet the hounds, and as the advancing parties near, the Major has time to identify and appropriate their faces and their persons. First comes Captain Nabley, the chief constable of Featherbeds, who greets our master with the friendliness of a brother soldier, one of us in arms, and is forthwith introduced to our Billy. Next is fat farmer Nettlefold, who considers himself entitled to a shake of the hand in return for the Majors frequent comings over his farm at Carol-hill green, which compliment being duly paid the great master then raises his hat in return for the salutes of Faulder, Rennison, and Trail, and again stops to shake hands with an aged well-whiskered dandy in mufty, one Mr. Wotherspoon, now farming or starving a little property he purchased with his butlerage savings under the great Duke of Thunderdownshire. Wotherspoon apes the manners of high life with the brandified face of low, talks parliament, and takes snuff from a gold box with a George-the-Fourthian air. He now offers the Major a pinch, who accepts it with graceful concession.

The seedy-looking gentleman in black, on the too palpable three and sixpence a sider, is Mr. Catoheside, the County Court bailiff, with his pocket full of summonses, who thinks to throw a round with the Major into the days hire of his broken-kneed chestnut, and the greasy-haired, shining-faced youth with him, on the longtailed white pony, is Ramshaw, the butchers boy, on the same sort of speculation. Then we have Mr. Meggisons coachman availing himself of his masters absence to give the family horse a turn with the hounds instead of going to coals, as he ought; and Mr. Dotheringtons young man halting on his way to the doctors with a note. He will tell his mistress the doctor was out and he had to wait ever so long till he came home. The four truants seem to herd together on the birds-of-a-feather principle. And now the reinforced party reach the meet below the grey ivy-tangled rocks, and Solomon pulls up at the accustomed spot to give his hounds a roll, and let the Major receive the encomiums of the encircling field. Then there is a repetition of the kennel scene: Lovely! Lovely! Lovely!  beautiful bitch that  Chaunter. Chaunter! Chaunter!  theres a handsome hound  Bustler, good dog! Only each man has his particular favourite or hound that he has either bred or walked, or knows the name of, and so most of the pack come in for more or less praise. It is agreed on all hands that they never looked better, or the establishment more complete. Couldnt be better if it had cost five thousand a-year!

Most grateful were their commendations to the Major after the dry, monotonous yarses of Billy, who sits looking unconcernedly on, a regular sleeping partner in the old established firm of Laudation and Co. The Major inwardly attributes his indifference to conceited fox-hunting pride. Looks down upon haryers.

The field, however, gradually got the steam of praise up to a very high pitch. Indeed, had not Mr. Wotherspoon, who was only an air-and-exercise gentleman, observed, after a pompous pinch of snuff, that he saw by the papers that the House of Lords, of which he considered himself a sort of supernumerary member, were going to do something or not to do something, caused a check in the cry, there is no saying but they might altogether have forgotten what they had come out about. As it was, the mention of Mr. Wotherspoons favourite branch of the legislature, from which they had all suffered more or less severely, operated like the hose of a fire-engine upon a crowd, sending one man one way, another another, until Wotherspoon had only Solomon and the hounds to finish off before. Indeed, sir, was all the encouragement he got from Solomon. But let us get away from the insufferable Brummagem brandy-faced old bore by supposing Solomon transferred from Napoleon the Great to Bulldog, Billy mounted on the washy horse instead of the weaving mare, the Majors girths drawn, clay pipes deposited in the breast pockets of the owners, and thongs unloosened to commence the all-important operation of thistle-whipping.

At a nod from the Major, Solomon gives a wave of his hand to the hounds, and putting his horse on, the tide of sportsmen sweep after, and Cushetlaw rocks are again left in their pristine composure.

Despite Billys indifference, the Major is still anxious to show to advantage, not knowing who Billy may relate his days sport to, and has therefore arranged with Solomon not to cast off until they get upon the more favourable ground of Sunnylaws moor. This gives Billy time to settle in his new saddle, and scrape acquaintance with Napoleon, whom he finds a very complacent, easy-going horse. He has a light, playful mouth, and Billy doesnt feel afraid of him. Indeed, if it wasnt for the idea of the jumps, he would rather enjoy it. His mind, however, might have been easy on that score, for they are going into the hills instead of away from them, and the Major has scuttled over the ground so often that he knows every bog, and every crossing, and every vantage-taking line; where to view the hare, and where to catch up his hounds, to a nicety.

At length they reached a pretty, amphitheatreish piece of country, encircled by grassy hills, folding gracefully into each other, with the bolder outline of the Arkenhill moors for the background. A silvery stream meanders carelessly about the lowland, occasionally lost to view by sand wreaths and gravel beds thrown up by impetuous torrents rushing down from the higher grounds.

The field is here reinforced by Tom Springer, the generally out-of-place watcher, and his friend Joe Pitfall, the beer-shop keeper of Wetten hill, with their tenpenny wide-awakes, well-worn, baggy-pocketed shooting-coats, and strong oak staffs, suitable either for leaping or poking poles.

The Major returns their salute with a lowering brow, for he strongly suspects they are there on their own account, and not for the sake of enjoying a day with his unrivalled hounds. However, as neither of them have leave over the ground, they can neither of them find fault, and must just put up with each other.

So the Major, addressing Springer, says Ill give you a shillin if youll find me a hare, as he turns to the Bumbler and bids him uncouple Billys old friends Ruffler and Bustler. This done, the hounds quickly spread to try and hit off the morning scent, while the myrtle-greeners and others distribute themselves, cracking, Hopping, and hissing, here, there, and everywhere. Springer and Pitfall go poke, poke, tap, tap, peep, peep, at every likely bush and tuft, but both the Major and they are too often over the ground to allow of hares being very plentiful. When they do find them they are generally well in wind from work Meanwhile, Mr. Wotherspoon, finding that Billy Pringle is a friend of Lord Ladythornes, makes up to him, and speaks of his lordship in the kind, encouraging way, so becoming a great man speaking of a lesser one. Oh, he knew his lordship well, excellent man he was, knew Mrs. Moffatt, too andsome woman she was. Not so andsome, praps, as Mrs. Spangles, the actress, but still a v-a-a-ry andsome woman. Ah, he knew Mrs. Spangles, poor thing, long before she came to Tantivy  when she was on the stage, in fact. And here the old buck, putting his massive, gold-mounted riding-whip under his arm, heaved a deep sigh, as though the mention of her name recalled painful recollections, and producing his gold snuff-box, after offering it to Billy, he consoled himself with a long-drawn respiration from its contents. He then flourished his scarlet, attar-of-rose-scented bandana, and seemed lost in contemplation of the stripes down his trowsers and his little lacquered-toed boots. Billy rode silently on with him, making no doubt he was a very great man  just the sort of man his Mamma would wish him to get acquainted with.
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CHAPTER XXIV. THE WILD BEAST ITSELF.
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JUST AS THE old buck was resuming the thread of his fashionable high-life narrative, preparatory to sounding Billy about the Major and his family, the same sort of electric thrill shot through the field that characterised the terrible g-n-r along  dont you see the hounds are running? de Glancey day with the Earl. Billy felt all over he-didnt-know-how-ish  very wish-he-was-at-home-ish. The horse, too, began to caper.

The thrill is caused by a shillings-worth of wide-awake on a stick held high against the sky-line of the gently-swelling hill on the left, denoting that the wild beast is found, causing the Major to hold up his hat as a signal of reply, and all the rest of the field to desist from their flopping and thistle-whipping, and rein in their screws for the coming conflict.

Now s-s-sir! exclaims the stuttering Major, cantering up to our Billy all flurry and enthusiasm. Now, s-s-sir! we ha-ha-have her, and if youll fo-fo-follow me, Ill show you her, thinking he was offering Billy the greatest treat imaginable. So saying the Major drops his hands on White Surreys neck, rises in his stirrups, and scuttles away, bounding over the gorse bushes and broom that intervened between him and the still stick-hoisted tenpenny.

* * * *

Where is she? demands the Major. Where is she! repeats he, coming up.

A Major, he mun gi us halfe-croon ony ho this time, exclaims our friend Tom Springer, whose head gear it is that has been hoisted.

Deed mun ye! asserts Pitfall, who has now joined his companion.

No, no! retorts the Major angrily, I said a shillin  a shillins my price, and you know it.

Well, but consider what a time weve been a lookin for her, Major, replied Springer, mopping his brow.

Well, but consider that you are about to partake of the enjoyments as well as myself, and that I find the whole of this expensive establishment, retorted the Major, looking back for his hounds. Not a farthin subscription.

Say two shillins, then, replied Springer coaxingly.

No, no, replied the Major, a shillins plenty.

Make it eighteen-pence then, said Pitfall, and oop she goes for the money.

Well, come, snapped the Major hurriedly, as Billy now came elbowing up. Where is she? Where is she? demanded he.

A, shes not here  shes not here, but I see her in her form thonder, replied Springer, nodding towards the adjoining bush-dotted hill.

Go to her, then, said the Major, jingling the eighteen-pence in his hand, to be ready to give him on view of the hare.

The man then led the way through rushes, brambles, and briars, keeping a steady eye on the spot where she sate. At length he stopped. There shes, see! said he, sotto voce, pointing to the green hill-side.

I have her! whispered the Major, his keen eyes sparkling with delight. Come here, said he to Billy, and Ill show her to you. There, said he, there you see that patch of gorse with the burnt stick stumps, at the low end  well, carry your eye down the slope of the land, past the old willow-tree, and you have her as plain as a pike-staff.

Billy shook his head. He saw nothing but a tuft or two of rough grass.

O yes, you see her large eyes watching us, continued the Major, thinking she sees us without our seeing her.

No, our friend didnt.

Very odd, laughed the Major, very odd, with the sort of vexation a man feels when another cant be made to see the object he does.

Will you give them a view now? asked Springer, or put her away quietly?

Oh, put her away quietly, replied the Major, put her away quietly; and let them get their noses well down to the scent; adding Ive got some strange hounds out, and I want to see how they work.

The man then advanced a few paces, and touching one of the apparently lifeless tufts with his pole, out sprang puss and went stotting and dotting away with one ear back and the other forward, in a state of indignant perturbation. Buck! exclaims Pitfall, watching her as she goes.

Doubt it, replied the Major, scrutinising her attentively.

Nay look at its head and shoulders; did you iver see sic red shoulders as those on a doe? asked Springer.

Well, said the Major, theres your money, handing Springer the eighteen-pence, and I hope shell be worth it; but mind, for the futur a shillins my price.

After scudding up the hill, puss stopped to listen and ascertain the quality of her pursuers. She had suffered persecution from many hands, shooters, coursers, snarers, and once before from the Major and his harriers. That, however, was on a bad scenting day, and she had not had much difficulty in beating them.

Meanwhile Solomon has been creeping quietly on with his hounds, encouraging such to hunt as seemed inclined that way, though the majority were pretty well aware of the grand discovery and lean towards the horsemen in advance. Puss however had slipped away unseen by the hounds, and Twister darts at the empty form thinking to save all trouble by a chop. Bracelet then strikes a scent in advance. Ruffler and Chaunter confirm it, and after one or two hesitating rashes and flourishes, increasing in intensity each time, a scent is fairly established, and away they drive full cry amid exclamations of Beautiful! beautiful! never saw anything puttier! from the Major and the held  the music of the hounds being increased and prolonged by the echoes of the valleys and adjacent hills.

The field then fall into line, Silent Solomon first, the Major of course next. Fine Billy third, with Wotherspoon and Nettlefold rather contending for his company. Nabley, Duffield, Bonnet, Reunison. Fanlder, Catcheside, truants, all mixed up together in heterogeneous confusion, jostling for precedence as men do when there are no leaps. So they round Hawthorn hill, and pour up the pretty valley beyond, each man riding a good deal harder than his horse, the hounds going best pace, which however is not very great.

Give me, inwardly prays the Major, cantering consequentially along with his thong-gathered whip held up like a sword, give me five and twenty minutes, the first fifteen a burst, then a fault well hit off, and the remaining ten without a turn, thinking to astonish the supercilious foxhunter. Then he takes a sly look to see how Napoleon is faring, it being by no means his intention to let Fine Billy get to the bottom of him.

On, on, the hounds press, for now is the time to enjoy the scent with a hare, and they have ran long enough together to have confidence in their leaders.

Now Lovely has the scent, now Lilter, now Ruffler flings in advance, and again is superseded by Twister.

They brush through the heathery open with an increasing cry, and fling at the cross-road between Birwell Mill and Capstone with something like the energy of foxhounds; Twister catches it up beyond the sandy track, and hurrying over it, some twenty yards further on is superseded by Lovely, who hits it off to the left.

Away she goes with the lead.

Beautiful! beautiful! exclaims the Major, hoping the fox-hunter sees it.

Beautiful! beautiful! echoes Nettlefold, as the clustering pack drop their sterns to the scent and push forward with renewed velocity.

The Major again looks for our friend Billy, who is riding in a very careless slack-rein sort of style, not at all adapted for making the most of his horse. However it is no time for remonstrance, and the music of the hounds helps to make things pleasant. On, on they speed; up one hill, down another, round a third, and so on.

One great advantage of hunting in a strange country undoubtedly is, that all runs are straight, with harriers as well as foxhounds, with some men, who ride over the same ground again and again without knowing that it is the same, and Billy was one of this sort. Though they rounded Hawthorn hill again, it never occurred to him that it was the second time of asking; indeed he just cantered carelessly on like a man on a watering-place hack, thinking when his hour will be out, regardless of the beautiful hits made by Lovely and Lilter or any of them, and which almost threw the Major and their respective admirers into ecstacies. Great was the praise bestowed upon their performances, it being the interest of every man to magnify the run and astonish the stranger. Had they but known as much of the Richest Commoner as the reader does, they would not have given themselves the trouble.

Away they pour over hill and dale, over soft ground and sound, through reedy rushes and sedgy flats, and over the rolling stones of the fallen rocks.

Then they score away full cry on getting upon more propitious ground. What a cry they make 1 and echo seemingly takes pleasure to repeat the sound!

Napoleon the Great presently begins to play the castanets with his feet, an ominous sound to our Major, who looks back for the Bumbler, and inwardly wishes for a check to favour his design of dismounting our hero.

Half a mile or so further on, and the chance occurs. They get upon a piece of bare heather burnt ground, whose peaty smell baffles the scent, and brings the hounds first to a check, then to a stand-still.

Solomons hand in the air beckons a halt, to which the field gladly respond, for many of the steeds are eating new oats, and do not get any great quantity of those, while some are on swedes, and others only have hay. Altogether their condition is not to be spoken of.

The Major now all hurry scurry, just like a case of second horses I second horses! wheres my fellow with my second horse? at a check in Leicestershire, beckons the Bumbler up to Billy; and despite of our friends remonstrance, who has got on such terms with Napoleon as to allow of his taking the liberty of spurring him, and would rather remain where he is, insists upon putting him upon the mare again, observing, that he couldnt think of taking the only spare orse from a genlman who had done him the distinguished honour of leaving the Earls establishment for his umble pack; and so, in the excitement of the moment, Billy is hustled off one horse and hurried on to another, as if a moments hesitation would be fatal to the fray. The Major then, addressing the Bumbler in an undertone, says, Now walk that orse quietly home, and get him some linseed tea, and have him done up by the time we get in. He then spurs gallantly up to the front, as though he expected the hounds to be off again at score. There was no need of such energy, for puss has set them a puzzle that will take them some time to unravel; but it saved an argument with Billy, and perhaps the credit of the bay. He now goes drooping and slouching away, very unlike the cock-horse he came out.

Meanwhile, the hounds have shot out and contracted, and shot out and contracted  and tried and tested, and tried and tested  every tuft and every inch of burnt ground, while Solomon sits motionless between them and the head mopping chattering field.

Must be on, observes Caleb Rennison, the horse-breaker, whose three-year-old began fidgetting and neighing.

Back, I say, speculated Bonnet, whose domicile lay to the rear.

Very odd, observed Captain Nabley, they ran her well to here.

Hares are queer things, said old Duffield, wishing he had her by the ears for the pot.

Far more hunting with a hare nor a fox, observed Mr. Rintoul, who always praised his department of the chase.

Must have squatted, observes old Wotherspoon, taking a pinch of snuff, and placing his double gold eye-glasses on his nose to reconnoitre the scene.

Lies very close, if she has, rejoins Godfrey Faulder, flopping at a furze-bush as he spoke.

Lost her, I fear, ejaculated Mr. Trail, who meant to beg her for a christening dinner if they killed.

The fact is, puss having, as we said before, had a game at romps with her pursuers On a bad scenting day, when she regulated her speed by their pace, has been inconveniently pressed on the present occasion, and feeling her strength fail, has had recourse to some of the many arts for which hares are famous. After crossing the burnt ground she made for a greasy sheep-track, up which she ran some fifty yards, and then deliberately retracing her steps, threw herself with a mighty spring into a rushy furze patch at the bottom of the hill. She now lies heaving and panting, and watching the success of her stratagem from her ambush, with the terror-striking pack full before her.
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And now having accommodated Mr. Pringle with a second horse, perhaps the reader will allow us to take a fresh pen and finish the run in another Chapter.


CHAPTER XXV. A CRUEL FINISH.
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EVERY HOUND HAVING at length sniffed and snuffed, and sniffed and snuffed, to satiety, Solomon now essays to assist them by casting round the flat of smoke-infected ground. He makes the head good first, which manouvre hitting off the seent, he is hailed and applauded as a conqueror. Never was such a huntsman as Solomon! First harrier huntsman in England! Worth any money is a huntsman! The again clamorous pack bustle up the sheep-path, at such a pace as sends the leaders hurrying far beyond the scent. Then the rear rush to the front, and a general spread of bewildered, benighted, confusion ensues.

Where has she got to? is the question.

Doubled! mutters the disappointed Major, reining in his steed.

Squatted! exclaims Mr. Rintoul, who always sported an opinion.

Hold hard! cries Mr. Trail, though they were all at a standstill; but then he wished to let them know he was there.

The leading hounds retrace their steps, and again essay to carry the scent forward. The second effort is attended with the same result as the first. They cannot get it beyond the double.

Cunning animal! mutters the Major, eyeing their endeavours.

Far more hunt with a hare nor a fox, now observes Mr. Bonnet, raising his white hat to cool his bald head.

Far! replies Mr. Faulder, thinking he must be off.

If it werent for the red coats there wouldnt be so many fox-hunters, chuckles old Duffield, who dearly loves roast hare.

Solomon is puzzled; but as he doesnt profess to be wiser than the hounds, he just lets them try to make it out for themselves. If they cant wind her, he cant: so the old sage sits like a statue.

At length the majority give her up.

And now Springer and Pitfall, and two or three other pedestrians who have been attracted from their work by the music of the hounds, and have been enjoying the panorama of the chase with their pipes from the summit of an inside hill, descend to see if they can either prick her or pole her.

Down go their heads as if they were looking for a pin.  The hounds, however, have obliterated all traces of her, and they soon have recourse to their staves.

Bang, bang, bang, they beat the gorse and broom and juniper bushes with vigorous sincerity. Crack, flop, crack, go the field in aid of their endeavours. Solomon leans with his hounds to the left, which is lucky for puss, for though she withstood the downward blow of Springers pole on her bush, a well-directed side thrust sends her flying out in a state of the greatest excitement. What an outburst of joy the sight of her occasioned! Hounds, horses, riders, all seemed to participate in the common enthusiasm! How they whooped, and hallood and shouted! enough to frighten the poor thing out of her wits. Billy and the field have a grand view of her, for she darts first to the right, then to the left, then off the right and again to the left, ere she tucks her long legs under her and strides up Kleeope hill at a pace that looks quite unapproachable. Faulder alone remains where he is, muttering fresh har as she goes.

The Major and all the rest of the field hug their horses and tear along in a state of joyous excitement, for they see her life is theirs. They keep the low ground and jump with the hounds at the bridlegate between Greenlaw sheep-walks and Hindhope cairn just as Lovely hits the scent off over the boundary wall, and the rest of the pack endorse her note. They are now on fresh ground, which greatly aids the efforts of the hounds, who push on with a head that the Major thinks ought to procure them a compliment from Billy. Our friend, however, keeps all his compliments for the ladies, not being aware that there is anything remarkable in the performance, which he now begins to wish at an end. He has ridden as long as he likes, quite as much as Mr. Spavin, or any of the London livery stable-keepers, would let him have for half-a-guinea. Indeed he wishes he maynt have got more than is good for him.

The Major meanwhile, all energy and enthusiasm, rides gallantly forward, for though he is no great hand among the enclosures, he makes a good fight in the hills, especially when, as now, he knows every yard of the country. Manys the towl hes had over it, though to look at his excited face one would think this was his first hunt. Hell now bet half-a-crown they kill her! Hell bet a guinea they kill her! Hell bet a fi-pun note they kill her! Hell bet half the national debt they kill her! as Dainty, and Lovely, and Bustler, after dwelling and hesitating over some rushy ground, at length proclaim the scent beyond.

Away they all sweep like the careering wind. On follow the field in glorious excitement. A flock of black-faced sheep next foil the ground  sheep as wild, if not wilder, than the animal the hounds are pursuing. We often think, when we see these strong-scented animals scouring the country, that a good beast of chase has been overlooked for the stag. Why shouldnt an old wiry black-faced tup, with his wild sparkling eyes and spiral horns, afford as good a run as a home-fed deer? Start the tup in his own rough region, and we will be bound to say he will give the hounds and their followers a scramble. The Major now denounces the flying flock Oh, those nasty muttons! exclaims he, bags of bone rather, for they wont be meat these five years. Wonder how any sane people can cultivate such animals.

The hounds hunt well through the difficulty, or the Major would have been more savage still. On they go, yapping and towling, and howling as before, the Majors confidence in a kill increasing at every stride.

The terror-striking shouts that greeted poor pusss exit from the bush, have had the effect as well of driving her out of her country as of pressing her beyond her strength; and she has no sooner succeeded in placing what she hopes is a comfortable distance between herself and her pursuers, than she again has recourse to those tricks with which nature has so plentifully endowed her. Sinking the hill she makes for the little enclosed allotments below, and electing a bare fallow  bare, except in the matter of whicken grass  she steals quietly in, and commences her performances on the least verdant part of it.

First she described a small circle, then she sprung into the middle of it and squatted. Next she jumped up and bounded out in a different direction to the one by which she had entered. She then ran about twenty yards up a furrow, retracing her steps backwards, and giving a roll near where she started from. Then she took three bounding springs to the left, which landed her on the hard headland, and creeping along the side of the wall she finally popped through the water-hole, and squeezed into an incredibly small space between the kerbstone and the gate-post. There she lay with her head to the air, panting and heaving, and listening for her dread pursuers coming. O what agony was hers!

Presently the gallant band came howling and towling over the hill, in all the gay delirium of a hunt without leaps  the Major with difficulty restraining their ardour as he pointed out the brilliance of the performance to Billy Most splendid running! most capital hunting! most superb pack! with a sly pish and shaw at foxhounds in general, and Sir Moseys in particular. The Major hadnt got over the Bo-peep business, and never would.

The pack now reached the scene of Pusss frolics, and the music very soon descended from a towering tenour to an insignificant whimper, which at length died out altogether. Soloman and Bulldog were again fixtures, Solomon as usual with his hand up beckoning silence. He knew how weak the scent must be, and how important it was to keep quiet at such a critical period; and let the hounds hit her off if they could.

Puss had certainly given them a Gordian knot to unravel, and not all the hallooing and encouragement in the world could drive them much beyond the magic circle she had described. Whenever the hunt seemed likely to be re-established, it invariably resulted in a return to the place from whence they started. They couldnt get forward with it at all, and poked about, and tested the same ground over and over again.

It was a regular period or full stop.

Very rum, observed Caleb Rennison, looking first at his three-year-old, then at his watch, thinking that it was about pudding-time.

Shes surely a witch, said Mr. Wotherspoon, taking a prolonged pinch of snuff.

Well roast her for one at all events, laughed Mr. Trail, the auctioneer, still hoping to get her.

First catch your hare, says Mrs. Somebody, responded Captain Nabley, eyeing the sorely puzzled pack.

O ketch her! were sure to ketch her, observed Mr. Nettlefold, chucking up his chin and dismounting.

Not so clear about that, muttered Mr. Rintoul, as Lovely, and Bustler, and Lilter, again returned to repeat the search.

If those hounds cant own her, there are no hounds in England can, asserted the Major, anxious to save the credit of his pack before the  he feared  too critical stranger.

At this depressing moment, again come the infantry, and commence the same system of peering and poking that marked their descent on the former occasion.

And now poor puss being again a little recruited, steals out of her hiding-place, and crosses quietly along the outside of the wall to where a flock of those best friends to a hunted hare, some newly-smeared, white-faeed sheep, were quietly nibbling at the halfgrass, half-heather, of the little moor-edge farm of Mossheugh-law, whose stone-roofed buildings, washed by a clear mountain stream, and sheltered by a clump of venerable Scotch firs, stand on a bright green patch, a sort of oasis in the desert. The sheep hardly deign to notice the hare, far different to the consternation bold Reynard carries into their camp, when they go circling round like a squadron of dragoons, drawing boldly up to charge when the dangers past. So poor, weary, foot sore, fur-matted puss, goes hobbling and limping up to the farm-buildings as if to seek protection from man against his brother man.

Now it so happened that Mrs. Kidwell, the half-farmer, halfshepherds pretty wife, was in the fold-yard, washing her churn, along with her little chubby-faced Jessey, who was equally busy with her Mamma munching away at a very long slice of plentifully-buttered and sugard bread; and Mamma chancing to look up from the churn to see how her darling progressed, saw puss halting at the threshold, as if waiting to be asked in.





[image: img279.jpg]



Its that mad old Major and his dogs! exclaimed Mrs. Kidwell, catching up the child lest its red petticoat might scare away the visitor, and popping into the dairy, she saw the hare, after a little demur, hobble into the cow-house. Having seen her well in, Mrs. Kidwell emerged from her hiding-place, and locking the door, she put the key in her pocket, and resumed her occupation with her churn. Presently the familiar melody  the yow, yow, yap, yap, yow, yow of the hounds broke upon her ear, increasing in strength as she listened, making her feel glad she was at hand to befriend the poor hare.

The hunt was indeed revived. The hounds, one and all, having declared their inability to make any thing more of it.

Solomon had set off on one of his cruises, which resulted in the yeomen prickers and he meeting at the gate, where the hare had squatted, when Lovely gave tongue, just as Springer, with his eyes well down, exclaimed, here shes! Bustler, and Bracelet, and Twister, and Chaunter, confirmed Lovelys opinion, and away they went with the feeble scent peculiar to the sinking animal. Their difficulties are further increased by the sheep, it requiring Solomons oft-raised hand to prevent the hounds being hurried over the line  as it is, the hunt was conducted on the silent system for some little distance. The pace rather improved after they got clear of the smear and foil of the muttons, and the Major pulled up his gills, felt his tie, and cocked his hat jauntily, as the hounds pointed for the pretty farm-house, the Major thinking to show off to advantage before Mrs. Kidwell. They presently carried the scent up to the still open gates of the fold-yard. Lovely now proclaims where puss has paused. Things look very critical.

Good mornin, Mrs. Kidwell, exclaimed the gallant Major, addressing her; pray how long have you been at the churn?

O, this twenty minutes or more, Major, replied Mrs. Kidwell, gaily.

You havent got the hare in it, have you? asked he.

Not that I know of; but you can look if you like, replied Mrs. Kidwell, colouring slightly.

Why, no; well take your word for it, rejoined the Major gallantly. Must be on, Solomon; must be on, said he  nodding his huntsman to proceed.

Solomon is doubtful, but master being master, Solomon holds his hounds on past the stable, round the lambing-sheds and stackyard, to the front of the little three windows and a doored farm-house, without eliciting a whimper, no, not even from a babbler.

Just at this moment a passing cloud discharged a gentle shower over the scene, and when Solomon returned to pursue his inquiries in the fold-yard, the last vestige of scent had been effectually obliterated.

Mrs. Kidwell now stood watching the inquisitive proceedings if the party, searching now the hen-house, now the pigstye, now the ash-hole; and when Solomon tried the cow-house door, she observed carelessly: Ah, thats locked; and he passed on to examine the straw-shed adjoining. All places were overhauled and scrutinized. At length, even Captain Nableys detective genius failed in suggesting where puss could be.

Where did you see her last? asked Mrs. Kidwell, with well-feigned ignorance.

Why, weve not seen her for some time; but the hounds hunted her up to your very gate, replied the Major.

Deary me, how strange! and youve made nothin of her since? observed she.

Nothin, assented the Major, reluctantly.

Very odd, observed Mr. Catcheside, who was anxious for a kill.

Never saw nothin like it, asserted Mr. Rintoul, looking again into the pigstye.

She must have doubled back, suggested Mr. Nettlefold.

Should have met her if she had, observed old Duffield.

She must be somewhere hereabouts, observes Mr. Trail, dismounting, and stamping about on foot among the half-trodden straw of the fold-yard.

No puss there.

Hard upon the hounds, observes Mr. Wotherspoon, replenishing his nose with a good charge of snuff.

Cruel, indeed, assented the Major, who never gave them more than entrails.

Never saw a hare better hunted! exclaimed Captain Nabley, lighting a cigar.

Nor I, assented fat Mr. Nettleford, mopping his brow.

How long was it? asked Mr. Rintoul.

An hour and five minutes, replied the Major, looking at his watch (five-and-forty minutes in reality).

V-a-a-ry good running, elaborates old dandy Wortherspoon. I see by the Post, that  

Well, I spose we must give her up, interrupted the Major, who didnt want to have the contents of his own second-hand copy forestalled.

Pity to leave her, observes Mr. Trail, returning to his horse.

What can you do? asked the Major, adding, its no use sitting here.

None, assents Captain Nabley, blowing a cloud.

At a nod from the Major, Solomon now collects his hounds, and passing through the scattered group, observes with a sort of Wellingtonian touch of his cap, in reply to their condolence, Yes, sir, but it takes a slee chap, sir, to kill a moor-edge hare, sir!

So the poor Major was foiled of his fur, and when the cows came lowing down from the fell to be milked, kind Mrs. Kidwell opened the door and out popped puss, as fresh and lively as ever; making for her old haunts, where she was again to be found at the end of a week.


CHAPTER XXVI. THE PRINGLE CORRESPONDENCE.
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THE READER WILL perhaps wonder what our fair friend Mrs. Pringle is about, and how there happens to be no tidings from Curtain Crescent. Tidings there were, only the Tantivy Castle servants were so oppressed with work that they could never find time to redirect her effusions. At length Mr. Beverage, the butler, seeing the accumulation of letters in Mr. Packwood, the house-stewards room, suggested that they might perhaps be wanted, whereupon Mr. Packwood huddled them into a fresh envelope, and sent them to the post along with the general consignment from the Castle. Very pressing and urgent the letters were, increasing in anxiety with each one, as no answer had been received to its predecessor. Were it not that Mrs. Pringle knew the Earl would have written, she would have feared her Billy had sustained some hunting calamity. The first letter merely related how Mrs. Pringle had gone to uncle Jerrys according to appointment to have a field-day among the papers, and how Jerry had gone to attend an anti-Sunday-band meeting, leaving seed-cake, and sponge-cake, and wine, with a very affectionate three-cornered note, saying how deeply he deplored the necessity, but how he hoped to remedy the delay by another and an early appointment. This letter enclosed a very handsome large coat-of-arms seal, made entirely out of Mrs. Pringles own head  containing what the heralds call assumptive arms  divided into as many compartments as a backgammon board, which she advised Billy to use judiciously, hinting that Major H. (meaning our friend Major Y.) would be a fitter person to try it upon than Lord L. The next letter, among many other things of minor importance, reminded Billy that he had not told his Mamma what Mrs. Moffatt had on, or whether they had any new dishes for dinner, and urging him to write her full particulars, but to be careful not to leave either his or her letters lying about, and hoping that he emptied his pockets every night instead of leaving that for Rougier to do, and giving him much other good and wholesome advice. The third letter was merely to remind him that she had not heard from him in answer to either of her other two, and begging him just to drop her a single line by return of post, saying he was well, and so on. The next was larger, enclosing him a double-crest seal, containing a lion on a cap of dignity, and an eagle, for sealing notes in aid of the great seal, and saying that she had had a letter from uncle Jerry, upbraiding her for not keeping her appointment with him, whereas she had never made any, he having promised to make one with her, and again urging Billy to write to her, if only a single line, and when he had time to send her a full account of what Mrs. Moffatt had on every day, and whether they had any new dishes for dinner, and all the news, sporting and otherwise, urging him as before to take care of Dowb (meaning himself), and hoping he was improving in his hunting, able to sit at the jumps, and enjoying himself generally..

The fifth, which caused the rest to come, was a mere repetition of her anxieties and requests for a line, and immediately produced the following letter:  

MR. WILLIAM TO HIS MAMMA.

Yammerton Grange.

My dearest Mamma,

Your letters have all reached me at once, for though both Rougier and I especially charged the butler and another fine fellow, and gave them heads to put on, to send all that came immediately, they seem to have waited for an accumulation so as to make one sending do. It is very idle of them.

The seals are beautiful, and I am very much obliged to you for them. I will seal this letter with the large one by way of a beginning. It seems to be uncommonly well quartered  quite noble.

I will now tell you all my movements.

I have been here at Major Yammertons,  not Hammertons as you called him  for some days enjoying myself amazingly, for the Major has a nice pack of harriers that go along leisurely, instead of tearing away at the unconscionable pace the Earls do. Still, a canter in the Park at high tide in my opinion is a much better thing with plenty of ladies looking on. Talking of cantering reminds me Ive bought a horse of the Majors,  bought him all except paying for him, so you had better send me the money, one hundred guineas; for though the Major says I may pay for him when I like, and seems quite easy about it, they say horses are always ready money, so I suppose I must conform to the rule. It is a beautiful bay with four black legs, and a splendid mane and tail  very blood-like and racing; indeed the Major says if I was to put him into some of the spring handicaps I should be sure to win a hatful of money with him, or perhaps a gold cup or two. The Major is a great sportsman and has kept hounds for a great number of years, and altogether he is very agreeable, and I feel more at home here than I did at the Castle, where, though everything was very fine, still there was no fun and only Mrs. Moffatt to talk to, at least in the lady way, for though she always professed to be expecting lady callers, none ever came that I saw or heard of.

I really forget all about the dinners there, except that they were very good and lasted a long time. We had a new dish here the other night, which if you want a novelty, you can introduce, namely, to flavour the plates with castor oil; you will find it a very serviceable one for saving your meat, as nobody can eat it. Mrs. Moffatt was splendidly dressed every day, sometimes in blue, sometimes in pink, sometimes in green, sometimes in silk, sometimes in satin, sometimes in velvet with a profusion of very lovely lace and magnificent jewelry. Rougier says, she makes de hay vile the son does shine.

I dont know how long I shall stay here, certainly over Friday, and most likely until Monday, after which I suppose I shall go back to the Castle. The Major says I must have another day with his hounds, and I dont care if I do, provided he keeps in the hills and away from the jumps, as I can manage the galloping well enough. Its the jerks that send me out of my saddle. A hare is quite a different animal to pursue to a fox, and seems to have some sort of consideration for its followers. She stops short every now and then and jumps up in view, instead of tearing away like an express train on a railway.

The girls here are very pretty  Miss Yammerton extremely so,  fair, with beautiful blue eyes, and such a figure; but Rougier says they are desperately bad-tempered, except the youngest one, who is dark and like her Mamma; but I shouldnt say Monsieur is a particular sweet-tempered gentleman himself. He is always grumbling and grouting about what he calls his grob and declares the Major keeps his house on sturdied mutton and stale beer. But he complained at the Castle that there was nothing but port and sherry, and composite candles to go to bed with, which he declared was an insult to his station, which entitles him to wax.

You cant, think how funny and small this place looked after the Castle. It seemed just as if I had got into a series of closets instead of rooms. However. I soon got used to it, and like it amazingly. But here comes Monsieur with my dressing things, so I must out with the great seat and bid you good bye for the present, for the Major is a six oclock man, and doesnt like to be kept waiting for his dinner, so now, my dearest Mamma, believe me. to remain ever your most truly affectionate son,

Wm. Pringle,

To which we need scarcely say the delighted Mrs. Pringle replied by return of post, writing in the following loving and judicious strain.

25, Curtain Crescent,

Belgrave Square.

My own Beloved Darling,

I was so overjoyed you cant imagine, to receive your most welcome letter, for I really began to be uneasy about you, not that I feared any accident out hunting, but I was afraid you might have caught cold or be otherwise unwell  mind, if ever you feel in the slightest degree indisposed send for the doctor immediately. There is nothing like taking things in time. It was very idle of the servants at Tantivy Castle to neglect your instructions so, but for the future you had better always write a line to the post-master of the place where you are staying, giving him your next address to forward your letters to; for it is the work for which they are paid, and there is no shuffling it off on to anybody elses shoulders. The greatest people are oftentimes the worst served, not because the servants have any particular objection to them personally  but because they are so desperately afraid of being what they call put upon by each other, that they spend double the time in fighting off doing a thing that it would take to do it. This is one of the drawbacks upon rank. Noblemen must keep a great staff of people, whom in a general way they cannot employ, and who do nothing but squabble and fight with each other who is to do the little there is, the greatest man among servants being he who does the least. However, as you have got the letters at last we will say no more about it.

I hope your horse is handsome, and neighs and paws the ground prettily; you should be careful, however, in buying, for few people are magnanimous enough to resist cheating a young man in horses;  still, I am glad you have bought one if he suits you, as it is much better and pleasanter to ride your own horse than be indebted to other people for mounts. Nevertheless, I would strongly advise you to stick to either the fox or the stag, with either of which you can sport pink and look smart. Harriers are only for bottle-nosed old gentlemen with gouty shoes. I cant help thinking, that a day with a milder, more reasonable fox than the ones you had with Lord Ladythorne, would convince you of the superiority of fox-hounds over harriers. I was asking Mr. Ralph Rasper, who called here the other day, how little Tom Stott of the Albany managed with the Queens, and he said Tom always shoes his horses with country nails, and consequently throws a shoe before he has gone three fields, which enables him to pull up and lament his ill luck. He then gets it put on, and has a glorious ride home in red  landing at the Piccadilly end of the Albany about dusk. He then goes down to the Acacia or some other Club, and having ordered his dinner, retires to one of the dressing-rooms to change  having had, to his mind, a delightful day.

Beware of the girls!  Theres nothing so dangerous as a young man staying in a country house with pretty girls. He is sure to fall in love with one or other of them imperceptibly, or one or other of them is sure to fall in love with him; and then when at length he leaves, there is sure to be a little scene arranged, Miss with her red eye-lids and lace fringed kerchief, Mamma with her smirks and smiles, and hopes that hell soon return, and so on. There are more matches made up in country houses than in all the west-end London ones put together,  indeed, London is always allowed to be only the cover for finding the game in, and the country the place for running it down. Just as you find your fox in a wood and run him down in the open. Be careful therefore what you are about.

It is much easier to get entangled with a girl than to get free again, for though they will always offer to set a young man free, they know better than do it, unless, indeed, they have secured something better,  above all, never consult a male friend in these matters.

The stupidest woman that ever was born, is belter than the cleverest man in love-affairs. In fact, no man is a match for a woman until hes married,  not all even then. The worst of young men is, they never know their worth until it is too late  they think the girls are difficult to catch, whereas there is nothing so easy, unless, as I said before, the girls are better engaged. Indeed, a young man should always have his Mamma at his elbow, to guard him against the machinations of the fair. As, however, that cannot be, let me urge you to be cautious what you are about, and as you seem to have plenty of choice, Dont be more attentive to one sister than to another, by which means you will escape the red eye-lids, and also escape having Mamma declaring you have trifled with Maria or Sophias feelings, and all the old women of the neighbourhood denouncing your conduct and making up to you themselves for one of their own girls. Some ladies ask a mans intentions before he is well aware that he has any himself, but these are the spoil-sport order of women. Most of them are prudent enough to get a man well hooked before they hand him over to Papa, it is generally a case of Ask Mamma first. Beware of brothers!  I have known undoubted heiresses crumpled up into nothing by the appearance (after the catch) of two or three great heavy dragooners. Rougier will find all that out for you.

Be cautious too about letter-writing. There is no real privacy about love-letters, any more than there is about the flags and banners of a regiment, though they occasionally furl and cover them up. The love letters are a womans flags and banners, her trophies of success, and the more flowery they are, the more likely to be shown, and to aid in enlivening a Christmas tea-party. Then the girls Mammas read them, their sisters read them, their maids read them, and ultimately, perhaps, a boisterous energetic barrister reads them to an exasperated jury, some of whose daughters may have suffered from simitar effusions themselves. Altogether, I assure you, you are on very ticklish ground, and I make no doubt if you could ascertain the opinion of the neighbourhood, you are booked for one or other of the girls, so again I say, my dearest boy, beware what you are about, for it is much easier to get fast than to get free again;  get a lady of rank, and not the daughter of a little scrubby squire; and whatever you do, dont leave this letter lying about, and mind, empty your pockets at nights, and dont leave it for Rougier to find.

Now, about your movements. I think I wouldnt go back to Lord L.s unless he asks you, or unless he named a specific day for your doing so when you came away. Mere general invitations mean nothing; they are only the small coin of good society. Sorry youre going. Hope we shall soon meet again. Hope we shall have the pleasure of seeing you to dinner some day, is a very common mean-nothing form of politeness.

Indeed, I question that your going to a master of harriers from Tantivy Castle would be any great recommendation to his Lordship; for masters of foxhounds and masters of harriers are generally at variance. Altogether, I think I would pause and consider before you decided on returning. I would not talk much about his Lordship where you now are, as it would look as if you were not accustomed to great people. Youll find plenty of friends ready to bring him in for you, just as Mr. Handycock brings in Lord Privilege in Peter Simple. We all like talking of titles. Remember, all noblemen under the rank of dukes are lords in common conversation. No earls or marquises then.

It just occurs to me, that as you are in the neighbourhood, you might take advantage of the opportunity for paying a visit to Yawnington Hot Wells, where you will find a great deal of good society assembled at this time of year, and where you might pickup some useful and desirable acquaintances. Go to the best hotel whatever it is, and put Rougier on board wages, which will get rid of his grumbling. It is impertinent, no doubt, but still it carries weight in a certain quarter.

As you have got a hunting horse, you will want a groom, and should try to get a nice-looking one. He should not be knockneed; on the contrary, bow-legged,  the sort of legs that a pig can pop through. Look an applicant over first, and if his appearance is against him. just put him off quietly by taking his name and address, and say that there are one or two before him, and that you will write to him if you are likely to require his services.

You will soon have plenty to choose from, but it is hard to say whether the tricks of the town ones, or the gaucheries of the country ones are most objectionable. The latter never put on their boots and upper things properly. A slangy, slovenly-looking fellow should be especially avoided. Also men with great shock heads of hair. If they cant trim themselves, there will not be much chance of their trimming their horses. In short, I believe a groom  a man who really knows and cares anything about horses  is a very difficult person to get. There are plenty who can hiss and fuss, and be busy upon nothing, but very few who can both dress a horse, and dress themselves.

I know Lord Ladythorne makes it a rule never to take one who has been brought up in the racing-stable, for he says they are all hurry and gallop, and for putting two hours exercise into one. Whatever you do, dont take one without a character, for however people may gloss over their late servants faults and imperfections, and however abject and penitent the applicants may appear, rely upon it, nature will out, and as soon as ever they yet up their condition, as they call it, or are installed into their new clothes, they begin to take liberties, and ultimately relapse into their old drunken dissolute habits. It is fortunate for the world that most of them carry their characters in their faces. Besides, it isnt fair to respectable servants to bring them in contact with these sort of profligates.

Whatever you do, dont let him find his own clothes. There isnt one in twenty who can be trusted to do so, and nothing looks worse than the half-livery, half-plain, wholly shabby clothes some of them adopt.

It is wonderful what things they will vote good if they have to find others themselves, things that they would declare were not fit to put on, and they couldnt be seen in if master supplied them. The best of everything then is only good enough for them.

Some of them will grumble and growl whatever you give them; declare this mans cloth is bad, and anothers boots inferior, and recommend you to go to Mr. Somebody else, who Mr. This, or Captain That, employs, Mr. This, or Captain That, having, in all probability, been recommended to this Mr. Somebody by some other servant. The same with the saddlers and tradespeople generally. If you employ a saddler who does not tip them, there will be nothing bad enough for his workmanship, or they will declare he does not do that sort of work, only farmers work  cart-trappings, and such like things.

The remedy for this is to pay your own bills, and give the servants to understand at starting that you mean to be master. They are to be had on your own terms, if you only begin as you mean to go on. If the worst comes to the worst, a months notice, or a months pay, settles all differences, and it is no use keeping and paying a servant that doesnt suit you. Perhaps you will think Rougier trouble enough, but he would be highly offended if you were to ask him to valet a horse. I will try if I can hear of anything likely to suit you, but the old saying, who shall counsel a man in the choice of a wife, or a horse, applies with equal force to grooms.

And now, my own dearest boy, having given you all the advice and assistance in my power, I will conclude by repeating what joy the arrival of your letter occasioned me, and also my advice to beware of the girls, and request that you will not leave this letter in your pockets, or lying about, by signing myself ever, my own dearest son, your most truly loving and affectionate Mamma,

Emma Pringle.

P.S.  I will enclose the halves of two fifty-pound notes for the horse, the receipt of which please to acknowledge by return of post, when I will send the other halves.

P.S.  Mind the red eyelids! Theres nothing so infectious


CHAPTER XXVII. SIR MOSES MAINCHANCE.
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OUR FRIEND BILLY, as the foregoing letter shows, was now very comfortably installed in his quarters, and his presence brought sundry visitors, as well to pay their respects to him and the family, as to see how matters were progressing.

Mr. and Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, Mrs. Blurkins, and Mrs. Dotheringfcon, also Mrs. Crickleton came after their castor-oil entertainment, and Mrs. and Miss Wasperton, accompanied by their stiff friend Miss Freezer, who had the reputation of being very satirical. Then there were Mr. Tight and Miss Neate, chaperoned by fat Mrs. Plumberry, of Hollingdale Lodge, and several others. In fact Billy had created a sensation in the country, such godsends as a London dandy not being of every-day occurrence in the country, and everybody wanted to see the great catch. How they magnified him! His own mother wouldnt have known him under the garbs he assumed; now a Lords son, now a Baronets, now the Richest Commoner in England; with, oh glorious recommendation! no Papa to consult in the matter of a wife. Some said not even a Mamma, but there the reader knows they were wrong. In proportion as they lauded Billy they decried Mrs. Yammerton; she was a nasty, cunning, designing woman, always looking after somebody.

Mrs. Wasperton, alluding to Billys age, declared that it was just like kidnapping a child, and she inwardly congratulated herself that she had never been guilty of such meanness. Billy, on his part, was airified and gay, showing off to the greatest advantage, perfectly unconscious that he was the observed of all observers. Like Mrs. Moffatt he never had the same dress on twice, and was splendid in his jewelry.

Among the carriage company who came to greet him was the sporting Baronet, Sir Moses Mainchance, whose existence we have already indicated, being the same generous gentleman that presented Major Yammerton with a horse, and then made him pay for it.

Sir Moses had heard of Billys opulence, and being a man of great versatility, he saw no reason why he should not endeavour to partake of it. He now came grinding up in his dog cart, with his tawdry cockaded groom (for he was a Deputy-Lieutenant of Hit-im and Holt-im shire), to lay the foundation of an invitation, and was received with the usual wow, wow, wow, wow, of Fury, the terrier, and the coat shuffling of the Bumbler.

If the late handsome Recorder of London had to present this ugly old file to the Judges as one of the Sheriffs of London and Middlesex, he would most likely introduce him in such terms as the following:  

My Lords, I have the honour to present to your Lordships (hem) notice Sir Moses Mainchance, (cough) Baronet, and (hem) foxhunter, who has been unanimously chosen by the (hem) livery of London to fill the high and important (cough) office of Sheriff of that ancient and opulent city. My Lords, Sir Moses, as his name indicates, is of Jewish origin. His great-grandfather, Mr. Moses Levy, I believe dealt in complicated penknives, dog-collars, and street sponges. His grandfather, more ambitious, enlarged his sphere of action, and embarked in the old-clothes line. He had a very extensive shop in the Minories, and dealt in rhubarb and gum arabic as well. He married a lady of the name of Smith, not an uncommon one in this country, who inheriting a large fortune from her uncle, Mr. Mainchance, Mr. Moses Levy embraced Christianity, and dropping the name of Levy became Mr. Mainchance, Mr. Moses Mainchance, the founder of the present most important and distinguished family. His son, the Sheriff elects father, also carried on the business in the Minories, adding very largely to his already abundant wealth, and espousing a lady of the name of Brown.

In addition to the hereditary trade he opened a curiosity shop in the west end of London, where, being of a highly benevolent disposition, he accommodated young gentlemen whose parents were penurious,  unjustly penurious of course,  with such sums of money as their stations in life seemed likely to enable them to repay.

But, my Lords, the usury laws, as your Lordships will doubtless recollect, being then in full operation, to the great detriment of heirs-at-law, Mr. Mainchance, feeling for the difficulties of the young, introduced an ingenious mode of evading them, whereby some article of vertu  generally a picture or something of that sort  was taken as half, or perhaps three-quarters of the loan, and having passed into the hands of the borrower was again returned to Mr. Mainchance at its real worth, a Carlo Dolce, or a Coal Pit, as your Lordships doubtless know, being capable of representing any given sum of money. This gentleman, my Lords, the Sheriff elects father, having at length paid the debt of nature  the only debt I believe that he was ever slow in discharging  the opulent gentleman who now stands at my side, and whom I have the honour of presenting to the Court, was enabled through one of those monetary transactions to claim the services of a distinguished politician now no more, and obtain that hereditary rank which he so greatly adorns. On becoming a baronet Sir Moses Mainchance withdrew from commercial pursuits, and set up for a gentleman, purchasing the magnificent estate of Pangburn Park, in Hit-im and Hold-im shire, of which county he is a Deputy-Lieutenant, getting together an unrivalled pack of foxhounds  second to none as I am instructed  and hunting the country with great circumspection; and he requests me to add, he will be most proud and happy to see your Lordships to take a day with his hounds whenever it suits you, and also to dine with him this evening in the splendid Guildhall of the ancient and renowned City of London.

The foregoing outline, coupled with Sir Moses treatment of the Major, will give the reader some idea of the character of the gentleman who had sought the society of our hero. In truth, if nature had not made him the meanest. Sir Moses would have been the most liberal of mankind, for his life was a continual struggle between the magnificence of his offers and the penury of his performances. He was perpetually forcing favours upon people, and then backing out when he saw they were going to be accepted. It required no little face to encounter the victim of such a recent do as the Majors, but Sir Moses was not to be foiled when he had an object in view. Telling his groom to stay at the door, and asking in a stentorian voice if Mr. Pringle is at home, so that there may be no mistake as to whom he is calling upon, the Baronet is now ushered into the drawing-room, where the dandified Billy sits in all the dangerous proximity of three pretty girls without their Mamma. Mrs. Yammerton knew when to be out. Good morning, young ladies! exclaims Sir Moses gaily, greeting them all round Mr. Pringle, continued he, turning to Billy, allow me to introduce myself  I believe I have the pleasure of addressing a nephew of my excellent old friend Sir Jonathan Pringle, and I shall be most happy if I can contribute in any way to your amusement while in this neighbourhood. Tell me now, continued he, without waiting for Billys admission or rejection of kindred with Sir Jonathan, tell me now, when you are not engaged in this delightful way, smiling round on the beauties, would you like to come and have a day with my hounds?

Billy shuddered at the very thought, but quickly recovering his equanimity, he replied, Yarse, he should like it very much.

Oh, Mr. Pringles a mighty hunter! exclaimed Miss Yammerton, who really thought he was. Very good! exclaimed Sir Moses, very good! Then Ill tell you what well do. We meet on Monday at the Crooked Billet on the Bushmead Road  Tuesday at Stubbington Hill  Thursday, Woolerton, by Heckfield  Saturday, the Kennels. Spose now you come to me on Sunday, I would have said Saturday, only Im engaged to dine with Lord Oilcake, but you wouldnt mind coming over on a Sunday, I dare say, would you? and without waiting for an answer he went on to say, Come on Sunday, Ill send my dogcart for you, the thing I have at the door, well then hunt Monday and Tuesday, dine at the Club at Hinton on Wednesday, where we always have a capital dinner, and a party of excellent fellows, good singing and all sorts of fun, and take Thursday at Woolerton, in your way home  draw Shawley Moss, the Withy beds at Langton, Tangleton Brake, and so on, but sure to find before we get to the Brake, for there were swarms of foxes on the moss the last time we were there, and capital good ones they are. Domd if they arent. So know I think you couldnt be better Thursday, and Ill have a two-stalled stable ready for you on Sunday, so thats a bargain  ay, young ladies, isnt it? appealing to our fair friends. And now fine Billy, who had been anxiously waiting to get a word in sideways while all this dread enjoyment was paraded, proceeded to make a vigorous effort to deliver himself from it. He was very much obliged to this unknown friend of his unknown uncle, Sir Jonathan, but he had only one horse, and was afraid he must decline. Only one horse! exclaimed Sir Moses, only one horse! who had heard he had ten, ah, well, never mind, thinking he would sell him one. Ill tell you what Ill do, Ill mount you on the Tuesday  Ill mount you on the Tuesday  domd if I wont  and thatll make it all right  and thatll make all right. So extending his hand he said, Come on Sunday then, come on Sunday, and, bowing round to the ladies, he backed out of the room lest his friend the Major might appear and open his grievance about the horse. Billy then accompanied him to the door, where Sir Moses, pointing to the gaudy vehicle, said, Ah, theres the dog-cart you see, theres the dog-cart, much at your service, much at your service, adding, as he placed his foot upon the step to ascend, Our friend the Major here I make no doubt will lend you a horse to put in it, and between ourselves, concluded he in a lower tone, you may as well try if you cant get him to lend you a second horse to bring with you. So saying, Sir Moses again shook hands most fervently with his young friend, the nephew of Sir Jonathan, and mounting the vehicle soused down in his seat and drove off with the air of a Jew bailiff in his Sunday best.
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Of course, when Billy returned to the drawing-room the young ladies were busy discussing the Baronet, aided by Mamma, who had gone up stairs on the sound of wheels to reconnoitre her person, and was disappointed on coming down to find she had had her trouble for nothing.

If Sir Moses had been a married man instead of a widower, without incumbrance as the saying is, fine Billy would have been more likely to have heard the truth respecting him, than he was as matters stood. As it was, the ladies had always run Sir Moses up, and did not depart from that course on the present occasion. Mrs. Yammerton, indeed, always said that he looked a great deal older than he really was, and had no objection to his being talked of for one of her daughters, and as courtships generally go by contraries, the fair lady of the glove with her light sunny hair, and lambent blue eyes, rather admired Sir Moses hook-nose and clear olive complexion than otherwise. His jewelry, too, had always delighted her, for he had a stock equal to that of any retired pawnbroker. So they impressed Billy very favourably with the Baronets pretensions, far more favourably the reader may be-sure than the Recorder did the Barons of the Court of Exchequer.


CHAPTER XXVIII. THE HIT-IM AND HOLD-IM SHIRE HOUNDS.
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DESCENDING LONG BENNINGBOROUGH Hill on the approach from the west, the reader enters the rich vale of Hit-im and Hold-im shire, rich in agricultural productions, lavish of rural beauties, and renowned for the strength and speed of its foxes.

As a hunting country Hit-im and Hold-im shire ranks next to Featherbedfordshire, and has always been hunted by men of wealth and renown. The great Mr. Bruiser hunted it at one time, and was succeeded by the equally great Mr. Customer, who kept it for upwards of twenty years. He was succeeded by Mr. Charles Crasher, after whom came the eminent Lord Martingal, who most materially improved its even then almost perfect features by the judicious planting of gorse covers on the eastern or Droxmoor side, where woodlands are deficient.

It was during Lord Martingals reign that Hit-im and Hold-im shire may be said to have attained the zenith of its fame, for he was liberal in the extreme, not receiving a farthing subscription, and maintaining the Club at the Fox and Hounds Hotel at Hinton with the greatest spirit and popularity. He reigned over Hit-im and Hold-im shire for the period of a quarter of a century, his retirement being at length caused by a fall from his horse, aggravated by distress at seeing his favourite gorses Rattle-ford and Chivington cut up by a branch-line of the Crumpletin railway.

On his lordships resignation, the country underwent the degradation of passing into the hands of the well-known Captain Flasher, a gentleman who, instead of keeping hounds, as Lord Martingal had done, expected the hounds to keep him. To this end he organised a subscription  a difficult thing to realise even when men have got into the habit of paying, or perhaps promising one  but most difficult when, as in this case, they had long been accustomed to have their hunting for nothing. It is then that the beauties of a free pack are apparent. The Captain, however, nothing daunted by the difficulty, applied the screw most assiduously, causing many gentlemen to find out that they were just going to give up hunting, and others that they must go abroad to economise. This was just about the gloomy time that our friend the Major was vacillating between Boulogne and Bastille; and it so happened that Mr. Plantagenet Brown, of Pangburn Park, whose Norman-conquest family had long been pressing on the vitals of the estate, taking all out and putting nothing in, suddenly found themselves at the end of their tether. The estate had collapsed. Then came the brief summing-up of a long career of improvidence in the shape of an auctioneers advertisement, offering the highly valuable freehold property, comprising about two thousand five hundred acres in a ring fence, with a modern mansion replete with every requisite for a nobleman or gentlemans seat, for sale, which, of course, brought the usual train of visitors, valuers, Paul-Pryers, and so on  some lamenting the setting, others speculating on the rising sun.

At the sale, a most repulsive, poverty-stricken looking little old Jew kept protracting the biddings when everybody else seemed done, in such a way as to cause the auctioneer to request an imparlance, in order that he might ascertain who his principal was; when the Jew, putting his dirty hands to his bearded mouth, whispered in the auctioneers ear, Shir Moshes Main-chance, whereupon the languid biddings were resumed, and the estate was ultimately knocked down to the Baronet.

Then came the ceremony of taking possession  the carriage-and-four, the flags, the band of music, the triumphal arch, the fervid address and heartfelt reply, amid the prolonged cheers of the wretched pauperised tenantry.

That mark of respect over, let us return to the hounds.

Captain Flasher did not give satisfaction, which indeed was not to be expected, considering that he wanted a subscription. No man would have given satisfaction under the circumstances, but the Captain least of all, because he brought nothing into the common stock, nothing, at least, except his impudence, of which the members of the hunt had already a sufficient supply of their own. The country was therefore declared vacant at the end of the Captains second season, the Guarantee Committee thinking it best to buy him off the third one, for which he had contracted to hunt it. This was just about the time that Sir Moses purchased Pangburn Park, and, of course, the country was offered to him. A passion for hunting is variously distributed, and Sir Moses had his share of it. He was more than a mere follower of hounds, for he took a pleasure in their working and management, and not knowing much about the cost, he jumped at the offer, declaring he didnt want a farthing subscription, no, not a farthing: he wouldnt even have a cover fund  no, not even a cover fund! Hed pay keepers, stoppers, damage, everything himself,  domd if he wouldnt. Then when he got possession of the country, he declared that he found it absolutely indispensable for the promotion of sport, and the good of them all, that there should be a putting together of purses  every man ought to have a direct interest in the preservation of foxes, and, therefore, they should all pay five guineas,  just five guineas a-year to a cover fund. It wasnt fair that he should pay all the cost  domd if it was. He wouldnt stand it  domd if he would.

Then the next season he declared that five guineas was all moonshine  it would do nothing in the way of keeping such a country as Hit-im and Hold-im shire together  it must be ten guineas, and that would leave a great balance for him to pay. Well, ten guineas he got, and emboldened by his success, at the commencement of the next season he got a grand gathering together, at a hand-in-the-pocket hunt dinner at the Fox and Hounds Hotel at Hinton, to which he presented a case of champagne, when his health being drunk with suitable enthusiasm, he got up and made them a most elaborate speech on the pleasures and advantages of fox-hunting, which he declared was like meat, drink, washing and lodging to him, and to which he mainly attributed the very excellent health which they had just been good enough to wish him a continuance of in such complimentary terms, that he was almost overpowered by it. He was glad to see that he was not a monopoliser of the inestimable blessings of health, for, looking round the table, he thought he never saw such an assemblage of cheerful contented countenances  (applause)  and it was a great satisfaction to him to think that he in any way contributed to make them so  (renewed applause). He had been thinking since he came into the room whether it was possible to increase in any way the general stock of prosperity  (great applause)  and considering the success that had already marked his humble endeavours, he really thought that there was nothing like sticking to the same medicine, and, if possible, increasing the dose; for  (the conclusion of this sentence was lost in the general applause that followed). Having taken an inspiriting sip of wine, he thus resumed, He now hunted the country three days a-week, he said, and, thanks to their generous exertions, and the very judicious arrangement they had spontaneously made of having a hunt club, he really thought it would stand four days.  (Thunders of applause followed this announcement, causing the glasses and biscuits to dance jigs on the table. Sir Moses took a prolonged sip of wine, and silence being at length again restored, he thus resumed): It had always stood four in old Martingals time, and why shouldnt it do so in theirs?  (applause). Look at its extent! Look at its splendid gorses! Look at its magnificent woodlands! He really thought it was second to none! And so the company seemed to think too by the cheering that followed the announcement.

Well then, said Sir Moses, drawing breath for the grand effort, there was only one thing to be considered  one leetle difficulty to be overcome  but one, which after the experience he had had of their gameness and liberality, he was sure they would easily surmount.  (A murmur of O-O-Os, with Hookey Walkers, and fingers to the nose, gradually following the speaker.)

That leetle difficulty, he need hardly say, was their old familiar friend £ s. d.! who required occasionally to be looked in the face.  (Ironical laughter, with sotto voce exclamations from Jack to Tom and from Sam to Harry, of  ) I say! three days are quite enough  quite enough. Dont you think so? With answers of Plenty! plenty! mingled with whispers of, I say, this is what he calls hunting the country for nothing!

Well, gentlemen, continued Sir Moses, tapping the table with his presidential hammer, to assert his monopoly of noise, Well, gentlemen, as I said before, I have no doubt we can overcome any difficulty in the matter of money  whats the use of money if its not to enjoy ourselves, and what enjoyment is there equal to fox-hunting? (applause). None! none! exclaimed Sir Moses with emphasis.

Well then, gentlemen, what I was going to say was this: It occurred to me this morning as I was shaving myself  

That you would shave us, muttered Mr. Paul Straddler to Hicks, the flying hatter, neither of whom ever subscribed.

  It occurred to me this morning, as I was shaving myself, that for a very little additional outlay  say four hundred a year  and whats four hundred a-year among so many of us? we might have four days a-week, which is a great deal better than three in many respects, inasmuch as you have two distinct lots of hounds, accustomed to hunt together, instead of a jumble for one day, and both men and horses are in steadier and more regular work; and as to foxes, I neednt say we have plenty of them, and that they will be all the better for a little more exercise.  (Applause from Sir Moses men, Mr. Smoothley and others). Well, then, say four hundred a-year, or, as hay and corn are dear and likely to continue so, suppose we put it at the worst, and call it five  five hundred  whats five hundred a-year to a great prosperous agricultural and commercial country like this? Nothing! A positive bagatelle! Id be ashamed to have it known at the Corner that we had ever haggled about such a sum.

You pay it, then, muttered Mr. Straddler.

Catch him doing that, growled Hicks.

Sir Moses here took another sip of sherry, and thus resumed:  

Well, now, gentlemen, as I said before, it only occurred to me this morning as I was shaving, or I would have been better prepared with some definite proposal for your consideration, but Ive just dotted down here, on the back of one of Grove the fishmongers cards (producing one from his waistcoat pocket as he spoke), the names of those who I think ought to be called upon to contribute;  and, waiter! exclaimed he, addressing one of the lanky-haired order, who had just protruded his head in at the door to see what all the eloquence was about, if youll give me one of those mutton fats,  and your master ought to be kicked for putting such things on the table, and you may tell him I said so,  Ill just read the names over to you. Sir Moses adjusting his gold double eye glasses on his hooked nose as the waiter obeyed his commands.

Well, now, said the Baronet, beginning at the top of the list, Ive put young Lord Polkaton down for fifty.

But my Lord doesnt hunt, Sir Moses! ejaculated Mr. Mossman, his Lordships land-agent, alarmed at the demand upon a very delicate purse.

Doesnt hunt! retorted Sir Moses angrily. No; but he might if he liked! If there were no hounds, how the deuce could he? It would do him far more good, let me tell him, than dancing at casinos and running after ballet girls, as he does. Ive put him down for fifty, however, continued Sir Moses, with a jerk of his head, and you may tell him Ive done so.

Wish you may get it, growled Mr. Mossman, with disgust.

Well, then, said the Baronet, proceeding to the next name on the list, comes old Lord Harpsichord. Hes good for fifty, too, I should say. At all events, Ive put him down for that sum; adding, Ive no notion of those great landed cormorants cutting away to the continent and shirking the obligations of country life. I hold it to be the duty of every man to subscribe to a pack of fox-hounds. In fact, I would make a subscription a first charge upon land, before poor-rate, highway-rate, or any sort of rate. Id make it payable before the assessed taxes themselves  (laughter and applause, very few of the company being land-owners). Two fifties is a hundred, then, observed Sir Moses, perking up; and if we can screw another fifty out of old Lady Shortwhist, so much the better; at all events. I think shell be good for a pony; and then we come to the Baronets. First and foremost is that confounded prosy old ass, Sir George Persiflage, with his empty compliments and his fine cravats. Ive put him down for fifty, though I dont suppose the old sinner will pay it, though we may, perhaps, get half, which we shouldnt do if we were not to ask for more. Well, well call the supercilious old owls five-and-twenty for safety, added Sir Moses. Then theres Sir Morgan Wildair; I should think we may say five-aud-twenty for him. What say you, Mr. Squeezely? appealing to Sir Morgans agent at the low end of the table.

Ive no instructions from Sir Morgan on the subject, Sir Moses, replied Mr. Squeezely, shaking his head.

Oh, but hes a young man, and you must tell him that its right  necessary, in fact, replied Sir Moses. You just pay it, and pass it through his accounts  thats the shortest way. Its the duty of an agent to save his principal trouble. I wouldnt keep an agent who bothered me with all the twopenny-halfpenny transactions of the estate  domd if I would, said Sir Moses, resuming his eye-glass reading.

He then went on through the names of several other parties, who he thought might be coaxed or bullied out of subscriptions, he taking this man, another taking that, and working them, as he said, on the fair means first, and foul means principle afterwards.

Well, then, now you see, gentlemen, said Sir Moses, pocketing his card and taking another sip of sherry prior to summing up; it just amounts to this. Four days a-week, as I said before, is a domd deal better than three, and if we can get the fourth day out of these shabby screws, why so much the better; but if that cant be done entirely, it can to a certain extent, and then it will only remain for the members of the club and the strangers  by the way, we shouldnt forget them  it will only remain for the members of the club and the strangers to raise any slight deficiency by an increased subscription, and according to my plan of each man working his neighbour, whether the club subscription was to be increased to fifteen, or seventeen, or even to twenty pounds a-year will depend entirely upon ourselves; so you see, gentlemen, we have all a direct interest in the matter, and cannot go to work too earnestly or too strenuously; for believe me, gentlemen, theres nothing like hunting, it promotes health and longevity, wards off the gout and sciatica, and keeps one out of the hands of those domd doctors, with their confounded bills  no offence to our friend Plaister, there, alluding to a doctor of that name who was sitting about half-way down the table so now, continued Sir Moses, I think I cannot do better than conclude by proposing as a bumper toast, with all the honours, Long life and prosperity to the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hounds!

When the forced cheering had subsided, our friend  or rather Major Yammertons friend  Mr. Smoothley, the gentleman who assisted at the sale of Bo-peep, arose to address the meeting amid coughs and knocks and the shuffling of feet. Mr. Smoothley coughed too, for he felt he had an uphill part to perform; but Sir Moses was a hard task-master, and held his I. O. U.s for a hundred and fifty-seven pounds. On silence being restored, Mr. Smoothley briefly glanced at the topics urged, as he said, in such a masterly manner by their excellent and popular master, to whom they all owed a deep debt of gratitude for the spirited manner in which he hunted the country, rescuing it from the degradation to which it had fallen, and restoring it to its pristine fame and prosperity  (applause from Sir Moses and his claqueurs). With respect to the specific proposal submitted by Sir Moses, Mr. Smoothley proceeded to say, he really thought there could not be a difference of opinion on the subject  (renewed applause, with murmurs of dissent here and there). It was clearly their interest to have the country hunted four days a week, and the mode in which Sir Moses proposed accomplishing the object was worthy the talents of the greatest financier of the day  (applause)  for it placed the load on the shoulders of those who were the best able to bear it  (applause). Taking all the circumstances of the case, therefore, into consideration, he thought the very least they could do would be to pass a unanimous vote of thanks to their excellent friend for the brilliant sport he had hitherto shown them, and pledge themselves to aid to the utmost of their power in carrying out his most liberal and judicious proposal.

Jewish enough, whispered Mr. Straddler into the flying hatters ear.

And the following weeks Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald, and also the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, contained a string of resolutions, embodying the foregoing, as unanimously passed at a full meeting of the members of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt, held at the Fox and Hounds Hotel, in Ilinton, Sir Moses Main-chance, Bart., in the chair.

And each man set to work on the pocket of his neighbour with an earnestness inspired by the idea of saving his own. The result was that a very considerable sum was raised for the four days a-week, which, somehow or other, the country rarely or ever got, except in the shape of advertisements; for Sir Moses always had some excuse or other for shirking it,  either his huntsman had got drunk the day before, or his first whip had had a bad fall, or his second whip had been summoned to the small debts court, or his hounds had been fighting and several of them had got lamed, or the distemper had broken out in his stable, or something or other had happened to prevent him.

Towards Christmas, or on the eve of an evident frost, he came valiantly out, and if foiled by a sudden thaw, would indulge in all sorts of sham draws, and short days, to the great disgust of those who were not in the secret. Altogether Sir Moses Mainchance rode Hit-im and Hold-im shire as Hit-im and Hold-im shire had never been ridden before.
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CHAPTER XXIX. THE PANGBURN PARK ESTATE.
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THE FIRST THING that struck Sir Moses Mainchance after he became a laird was that he got very little interest for his money. Here he was he who had always looked down with scorn upon any thing that would not pay ten per cent., scarcely netting three by his acres. He couldnt understand it  domd if he could. How could people live who had nothing but land? Certainly Mr. Plantagenet Smith had left the estate in as forlorn a condition as could well be imagined. Latterly his agent, Mr. Tom Teaser, had directed his attention solely to the extraction of rent, regardless of maintenance, to say nothing of improvements, consequently the farm buildings were dilapidated, and the land impoverished in every shape and way. Old pasture-field after old pasture-field had gradually succumbed to the plough, and the last ounce of freshness being extracted, the fields were left to lay themselves down to weeds or any thing they liked. As this sort of work never has but one ending, the time soon arrived when the rent was not raiseable. Indeed it was the inability to make both ends meet, as Paul By used to say, which caused Mr. Plantagenet Smith to retire from Burkes landed gentry, which he did to his own advantage, land being sometimes like family plate, valuable to sell, but unprofitable to keep.

Sir Moses, flushed with his reception and the consequence he had acquired, met his tenants gallantly the first rent-day, expecting to find everything as smooth and pleasant as a London house-rent audit. Great was his surprise and disgust at the pauperised wretches he encountered, creatures that really appeared to be but little raised above the brute creation, were it not for the uncommon keenness they showed at a catch. First came our old friend Henerey Brown & Co., who, foiled in their attempt to establish themselves on Major Yammertons farm at Bonnyrigs, and also upon several other farms in different parts of the county, had at length wheas we have considered Mr. Teaser to some better purpose for one on the Pangburn Park Estate.

This was Doblington farm, consisting of a hundred and sixty of undrained obdurate clay, as sticky as bird-lime in wet, and as hard as iron in dry weather, and therefore requiring extra strength to take advantage of a favourable season. Now Henerey Brown & Co. had farmed, or rather starved, a light sandy soil of some two-thirds the extent of Doblington, and their half-fed pony horses and wretched implements were quite unable to cope with the intractable stubborn stuff they had selected. Perhaps we can hardly say they selected it, for it was a case of Hobsons choice with them, and as they offered more rent than the outgoing tenant, who had farmed himself to the door, had paid, Mr. Teaser installed them in it. And now at the end of the year, (the farms being let on that beggarly pauper-encouraging system of a running half year) Henerey & Humphrey came dragging their legs to the Park with a quarter of a years rent between them, Henerey who was the orator undertaking to appear, Humphrey paying his respects only to the cheer. Sir Moses and Mr. Teaser were sitting in state in the side entrance-hall, surrounded by the usual paraphernalia of pens, ink, and paper, when Henereys short, square turnip-headed, vacant-countenanced figure loomed in the distance. Mr. Teaser trembled when he saw him, for he knew that the increased rent obtained for Henereys farm had been much dwelt upon by the auctioneer, and insisted upon by the vendor as conducive evidence of the improving nature of the whole estate. Teaser, like the schoolboy in the poem, now traced the days disaster in Henereys morning face. However, Teaser put a good face on the matter, saying, as Henerey came diverging up to the table, This is Mr. Brown, Sir Moses, the new tenant of Doblington  the farm on the Hill. he was going to add with the bad out-buildings, but he thought he had better keep that to himself. Humph sniffed the eager baronet, looking the new tenant over.

Your sarvent, Sir Moses, ducked the farmer, seating himself in the dread cash-extracting chair.

Well, my man, and how dye do? I hope youre well  Hows your wife? I hope shes well, continued the Baronet, watching Henereys protracted dive into his corduroy breeches-pockets, and his fish up of the dirty canvas money-bag. Having deliberately untied the string, Henerey, without noticing the Baronets polite enquiries, shook out a few local five pound notes, along with some sovereigns, shillings, and sixpence upon the table, and heaving a deep sigh, pushed them over towards Mr. Teaser. That worthy having wet his thumb at his mouth proceeded to count the dirty old notes, and finding them as he expected, even with the aid of the change, very short of the right amount, he asked Henerey if he had any bills against them?

W-h-o-y no-a ar think not, replied Henerey, scratching his straggling-haired head, apparently conning the matter over in his mind. W-h-o-y, yeas, theres the Income Tax, and theres the lime to loo off.

Lime! exclaimed the Baronet, What have I to do with lime?

W-h-o-y, yeas, you know you promised to loo the lime, replied Hererey, appealing to Mr. Teaser, who frowned and bit his lip at the over-true assertion.

Never heard of such a thing! exclaimed Sir Moses, seeing through the deceit at a glance. Never heard of such a thing, repeated he. Thats the way you keep up your rents is it? asked he: Deceive yourselves by pretending to get more money than you do, and pay rates and taxes upon your deceit as a punishment. That ill not do! domd if it will, continued the Baronet, waxing warm.

Well, but the income tax wont bring your money up to anything like the right amount, observed Mr. Teaser to Henerey, anxious to get rid of the lime question.

W-h-o-y n-o-a, replied Henerey, again scratching his pate, but its as much as I can bring ye to-day.

To-day, man! retorted Sir Moses, Why, dont you know that this is the rent-day! the day on which the entire monetary transactions on the whole estate are expected to be settled.

Henerey O, w-h-o-y it ill make ne odds to ye, Sir Moses.

Sir Moses Ne odds to me! How do you know that?

Henerey  (apologetically) Oh, Sir Moses, you have plenty, Sir Moses.

Sir Moses Me plenty! me plenty! Im the poorest crittur alive! which was true enough, only not in the sense Sir Moses intended it.

Henerey Why, why, Sir Moses, arll bring ye some more after a bit; but ar tell ye, appealing to Teaser, Ye mun loo for the lime.

The lime be hanged, exclaimed Sir Moses. Dye spose Im such a fool as to let you the land, and farm ye the land, and pay income tax on rent that I never receive? That wont do  domd if it will.

Henerey  (boiling up) Well, but Sir Moses, wor farms far oer dear.

Sir Moses  (turning flesh-colour with fury) Oer dear! Why, isnt it the rent you yourself offered for it?

Henerey Why, why, but we hadnt looked her carefully over.

Bigger fool you, ejaculated the Jew.

The lands far worse nor we took it for  some of the ploughs a shem to be seen  wor stable rains in desprate  there isnt a dry place for a coo  the back wall of the barns all bulgin oot  the pigs get into wor garden for want of a gate  there isnt a fence ill turn a foal  the hars eat all wor tormots  were perfectly ruined wi rats, and altogether Henerey opened such a battery of grievances as completely drove Sir Moses, who hated anyone to talk but himself, from his seat, and made him leave the finish of his friend to Mr. Teaser.

As the Baronet went swinging out of the room he mentally exclaimed, Never saw such a man as that in my life  domd if ever I did!

Mr. Teaser then proceeded with the wretched audit, each succeeding tenant being a repetition of the first  excuses  drawbacks  allowances for lime  money no matter to Sir Moses  and this with a whole years rent due, to say nothing of hopeless arrears.

How the deuce, as Sir Moses asked, do people live who have nothing but land?

When Sir Moses returned, at the end of an hour or so, he found one of the old tenants of the estate, Jacky Hindmarch, in the chair. Jacky was one of the real scratching order of farmers, and ought to be preserved at Madame Tussauds or the British Museum, for the information of future ages. To see him in the fields, with his crownless hat and tattered clothes, he was more like a scare-crow than a farmer; though, thanks to the influence of cheap finery, he turned out very shiney and satiney on a Sunday. Jacky had seventy acres of land,  fifty acres of arable and twenty acres of grass, which latter he complimented with an annual mowing without giving it any manure in return, thus robbing his pastures to feed his fallows,  if, indeed, he did not rob both by selling the manure off his farm altogether. Still Jacky was reckoned a cute fellow among his compatriots. He had graduated in the Insolvent Debtors Court to evade his former landlords claims, and emerged from gaol with a good stock of bad law engrafted on his innate knavery. In addition to this, Jacky, when a hind, had nearly had to hold up his hand at Quarter Sessions for stealing his masters corn, which he effected in a very ingenious way:  The granary being above Jackys stable, he bored a hole through the floor, to which he affixed a stocking; and, having drawn as much corn as he required, he stopped the hole up with a plug until he wanted a fresh supply. The farmer  one Mr. Podmore  at length smelt a rat; but giving Jacky in charge rather prematurely, he failed in substantiating the accusation, when the latter, acting under advice, brought an action against Podmore, which ended in a compromise, Podmore having to pay Jacky twenty pounds for robbing him! This money, coupled with the savings of a virtuous young woman he presently espoused, and who had made free with the produce of her masters dairy, enabled Jacky to take the farm off which he passed through the Insolvent Debtors Court, on to the Pangburn Park estate, where he was generally known by the name of Lawyer Hindmarch.

Jacky and his excellent wife attempted to farm the whole seventy acres themselves; to plough, harrow, clean, sow, reap, mow, milk, churn,  do everything, in fact; consequently they were always well in arrear with their work, and had many a fine run after the seasons. If Jacky got his turnips in by the time other people were singling theirs, he was thought to do extremely well. To see him raising the seed-furrow in the autumn, a stranger would think he was ploughing in a green crop for manure, so luxuriant were the weeds. But Jacky Hindmarch would defend his system against Mr. Mechi himself; there being no creature so obstinate or intractable as a pig-headed farmer. A landlord had better let his land to a cheesemonger, a greengrocer, a draper, anybody with energy and capital, rather than to one of these selfsufficient, dawdling nincompoops. To be sure..Jacky farmed as if each year was to be his last, but he wouldnt have been a bit better if he had had a one-and-twenty years lease before him. Take all out and put nothing in, was his motto. This was the genius who was shuffling, and haggling, and prevaricating with Mr. Teaser when Sir Moses returned, and who now gladly skulked off: Henerey Brown not having reported very favourably of the great mans temper.

The next to come was a woman,  a great, mountainous woman  one Mrs. Peggy Turnbull, wife of little Billy Turnbull of Lowfield Farm, who, she politely said, was not fit to be trusted from home by hisself.  Mrs. Turnbull was, though, being quite a match for any man in the country, either with her tongue or her fists. She was a great masculine knock-me-down woman, round as a sugar-barrel, with a most extravagant stomach, wholly absorbing her neck, and reaching quite up to her chin. Above the barrel was a round, swarthy, sunburnt face, lit up with a pair of keen little twinkling beady black eyes. She paused in her roll as she neared the chair, at which she now east a contemptuous look, as much as to say, How can I ever get into such a thing as that?

Mr. Teaser saw her dilemma and kindly gave her the roomier one on which he was sitting  while Sir Moses inwardly prepared a little dose of politeness for her.

Well, my good woman, said he as soon as she got soused on to the seat. Well, my good woman, how dye do? I hope youre well. Hows your husband? I hope hes well; and was proceeding in a similar strain when the monster interrupted his dialogue by thumping the table with her fist, and exclaiming at the top of her voice, as she fixed her little beady black eyes full upon him  

Dye think were ganninn to get a new B-a-r-r-u-n?

Dom you and your b-a-r-r-n! exclaimed the Baronet, boiling up. Why dont you leave those things to your husband?

Hes see shy! roared the monster.

Youre not shy, however! replied Sir Moses, again jumping up and running away.

And thus what with one and another of them, Sir Moses was so put out, that dearly as he loved a let off for his tongue, he couldnt bring himself to face his friends again at dinner. So the agreeable duty devolved upon Mr. Teaser, of taking the chair, and proposing in a bumper toast, with all the honours and one cheer more, the health of a landlord who, it was clear, meant to extract the uttermost farthing he could from his tenants.

And that days proceedings furnished ample scope for a beginning, for there was not one tenant on the estate who paid up; and Sir Moses declared that of all the absurdities he had ever heard tell of in the whole course of his life, that of paying income-tax on money he didnt receive was the greatest. Domd if it wasnt! said he.
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In fact the estate had come to a stand still, and wanted nursing instead of further exhaustion. If it had got into the hands of an improving owner  a Major Yammerton, for instance,  there was redemption enough in the land; these scratching fellows, only exhausting the surface; and draining and subsoiling would soon have put matters right, but Sir Moses declared he wouldnt throw good money after bad, that the rushes were meant to be there and there they should stay. If the tenants couldnt pay their rents how could they pay any drainage interest? he asked. Altogether Sir Moses declared it shouldnt be a case of over shoes, over boots, with him  that he wouldnt go deeper into the mud than he was, and he heartily wished he had the price of the estate back in his pocket again, as many a man has wished, and many a one will wish again  there being nothing so ticklish to deal with as land. There is no reason though why it should be so; but we will keep our generalities for another chapter.

Sir Mosess property went rapidly back, and soon became a sort of last refuge for the destitute, whither the ejected of all other estates congregated prior to scattering their stock, on failing to get farms in more favoured localities. As they never meant to pay, of course they all offered high rents, and then having got possession the Henerey Brown scene was enacted  the farm was far oer dear  they could make noutont at that rent! nor could they have made aught on them if they had had them for nothing, seeing that their capital consisted solely of their intense stupidity. Then if Sir Moses wouldnt reduce the rent, he might just do his warst, meanwhile they pillaged the land both by day and by night. The cropping of course corresponded with the tenure, and may be described as just anything they could get off the land. White crop succeeded white crop, if the weeds didnt smother the seeds, or if any of the slovens did try for a few turnips, as they called it, they were sown on dry spots selected here and there, with an implement resembling a dogs-meat mans wheelbarrow  drawn by one ass and steered by another.

Meanwhile Mr. Teasers labours increased considerably, what with the constant lettings and leavings and watchings for slopings. There was always some one or other of the worthies on the wing, and the more paper and words Mr. Teaser employed to bind them, the more inefficient and futile he found the attempt. It soon became a regular system to do the new landlord, in furtherance of which the tenants formed themselves into a sort of mutual aid association. Then when a seizure was effected, they combined not to buy, so that the sufferer got his wretched stock back at little or no loss.

Wretched indeed, was the spectacle of a sale; worn out horses, innocent of corn; cows, on whose hips one could hang ones hat; implements that had been fettled oop and fettled oop, until not a particle of the parent stock remained; carts and trappings that seemed ready for a bonfire; pigs, that looked as if they wanted food themselves instead of being likely to feed any one else; and poultry that all seemed troubled with the pip.

The very bailiffs followers were shocked at the emptiness of the larders. A shank bone of salt meat dangling from the ceiling, a few eggs on a shelf, a loaf of bread in a bowl, a pound of butter in a pie-dish,  the whole thing looking as unlike the plentiful profusion of a farm-house as could well be imagined.

The arduous duties of the office, combined with the difficulty of pleasing Sir Moses, at length compelled Mr. Teaser to resign, when our laird, considering the nature of the services required concluded that there could be no one so fit to fulfil them as one of the peoplish. Accordingly he went to town, and after Consulting Levy this, and Goodman that, and Ephraim tother, he at length fixed upon that promising swell, young Mr. Mordecai Nathan, of Cursitor-street, whose knowledge of the country consisted in having assisted in the provincial department of his fathers catchpoll business in the glorious days of writs and sponging-houses.

In due time down came Mordecai, ringed and brooched and chained and jewelled, and as Sir Moses was now the great man, hunting the country, associating with Lord Oilcake, and so on, he gave Mordecai a liberal salary, four-hundred a year made up in the following clerical way:
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Besides, which, Sir Moses promised him ten per cent, upon all recovered arrears, which set Mordecai to work with all the enthusiastic energy of his race.


CHAPTER XXX. COMMERCE AND AGRICULTURE.
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ONE of the most distinguishing features between commerce and agriculture and agriculture undoubtedly is the marked indifference shown to the value of time by the small followers of the latter, compared to the respectful treatment it receives at the hands of the members of the commercial world. To look at their relative movements one would think that the farmer was the man who carried on his business under cover, instead of being the one who exposes all his capital to the weather. It is a rare thing to see a farmer  even in hay time  in a hurry. If the returns could be obtained we dare say it would be found that three-fourths of the people who are late for railway trains are farmers.

In these accelerated days, when even the very street waggon horses trot, they are the only beings whose pace has not been improved. The small farmer is just the same slowly moving dawdling creature that he was before the perfection of steam. Never punctual, never ready, never able to give a direct answer to a question; a pitchfork at their backs would fail to push some of these fellows into prosperity. They seem wholly lost to that emulative spirit which actuates the trader to endeavour to make each succeeding year leave him better than the last. A farmer will be forty years on a farm without having benefited himself, his family, his landlord, or any human being whatever. The last years tenancy will find him as poor as the first, with, in all probability, his land a great deal poorer. In dealing, a small farmer is never happy without a haggle. Even if he gets his own price he reproaches hiself when he returns home with not having asked a little more, and so got a wrangle. Very often, however, they outwit themselves entirely by asking so much more than a thing is really worth, that a man who knows what he is about, and has no hopes of being able to get the sun to stand still, declines entering upon an apparently endless negotiation.

See lawyer Hindmarch coming up the High Street at Halterley fair, leading his great grey colt, with his landlord Sir Moses hailing him with his usual Well my man, how dye do? I hope youre well, how much for the colt?

The lawyers keen intellect  seeing that it is his landlord, with whom he is well over the left  springs a few pounds upon an already exorbitant price, and Sir Moses, who can as he says, measure the horse out to ninepence, turns round on his heel with a chuck of his chin, as much as to say, you may go on. Then the lawyer relenting says, w  h  o  y, but therell be summit to return upon that, you know, Sir Moses, Sir.

I should think so, replies the Baronet, walking away, to Well my man  how dye do? I hope youre well, somebody else.

A sale by auction of agricultural stock illustrates our position still further, and one remarkable feature is that the smaller the sale the more unpunctual people are. They seldom get begun under a couple of hours after the advertised time, and then the dwelling, the coaxing, the wrangling, the puttings-up again, the ponderous attempts at wit are painful and oppressive to any one accustomed to the easy gliding celerity of town auctioneers. A conference with a farmer is worse, especially if the party is indiscreet enough to let the farmer come to him instead of his going to the farmer.

The chances, then, are, that he is saddled with a sort of old man of the sea; as a certain ambassador once was with a gowk of an Englishman, who gained an audience under a mistaken notion, and kept sitting and sitting long after his business was discussed, in spite of his Excellencys repeated bows and intimations that he might retire.

Gowk seemed quite insensible to a hint. In vain his Excellency stood bowing and bowing  hoping to see him rise. No such luck. At length his Excellency asked him if there was anything else he could do for him?

Why, noa. replied Gowk drily; adding after a pause, but you havent asked me to dine.

Oh, I beg your pardon! replied his Excellency, I wasnt aware that it was in my instructions, but Ill refer to them and see, added he, backing out of the room.

Let us fancy old Heavyheels approaching his landlord, to ask if he thinks they are gannin to get a new barrun, or anything else he may happen to want, for these worthies have not discovered the use of the penny-post, and will trudge any distance to deliver their own messages. Having got rolled into the room, the first thing Heels does is to look out for a seat, upon which he squats like one of Major Yammertons hares, and from which he is about as difficult to raise. Instead of coming out with his question as a trader would, Whats rum? whats sugar? whats indigo? he fixes his unmeaning eyes on his landlord, and with a heavy aspiration, and propping his chin up with a baggy umbrella, ejaculates N-0-0, just as if his landlord had sent for him instead of his having come of his own accord.

Well! says the landlord briskly, in hopes of getting him on.

Its a foine day, observes Heavyheels, as if he had nothing whatever on his mind, and so he goes maundering and sauntering on, wasting his own and his landlords time, most likely ending with some such preposterous proposition as would stamp any man for a fool if it wasnt so decidedly in old Heavyheels own favour.

To give them their due, they are never shy about asking, and have always a host of grievances to bait a landlord with who gives them an opportunity. Some of the women  we beg their pardon  ladies of the establishments, seem to think that a landlord rides out for the sake of being worried, and rush at him as he passes like a cur dog at a beggar.

Altogether they are a wonderful breed! It will hardly be credited hereafter, when the last of these grubbing old earthworms is extinct, that in this anxious, commercial, money-striving country, where every man is treading on his neighbours heels for cash, that there should ever have been a race of men who required all the coaxing and urging and patting on the back to induce them to benefit themselves that these slugs of small tenant farmers have done. And the bulk of them not a bit better for it. They say y-e-a-s, and go and do the reverse directly.

Fancy our friend Goodbeer, the brewer, assembling his tied Bonnifaces at a banquet consisting of all the delicacies of the season  beef, mutton, and cheese, as the sailor said  and after giving the usual loyal and patriotic toasts, introducing his calling in the urgent way some landlords do theirs  pointing out that the more swipes they sell the greater will be their profit, recommending them to water judiciously, keeping the capsicum out of sight, and, in lieu of some new implement of husbandry, telling them that a good, strong, salt Dutch cheese, is found 10 be a great promoter of thirst, and recommending each man to try a cheese on himself  perhaps ending by bowling one at each of them by way of a start.

But some will, perhaps, say that the interests of the landlord and tenant-farmer are identical, and that you cannot injure the latter without hurting the former.

Not more identical, we submit, than the interests of Goodbeer with the Bonnifaces; the land is let upon a calculation what each acre will produce, just as Goodbeer lets a public-house on a calculation founded on its then consumption of malt liquor; and whatever either party makes beyond that amount, either through the aid of guano, Dutch cheese, or what not, is the tenants. The only difference we know between them is, that Goodbeer, being a trader, will have his money to the day; while in course of time the too easy landlords rent has become postponed to every other persons claim. It is, O, it will make ne matter to you, Sir Moses, with too many of them.

Then, if that convenient view is acquiesced in, the party submitting is called a good landlord (which in too many instances only means a great fool), until some other favour is refused, when the hundredth one denied obliterates the recollection of the ninety-nine conferred, and he sinks into a rank bad un. The best landlord, we imagine, is he who lets his land on fair terms, and keeps his tenants well up to the mark both with their farming and their payments. At present the landlords are too often a sort of sleeping partners with their tenants, sharing with them the losses of the bad years without partaking with them in the advantages of the good ones.

Ah, its all domd well, we fancy we hear Sir Moses Main-chance exclaim, saying, keep them up to the mark, but how dye do it? how dye do it? can you bind a weasel? No mans tried harder than I have!

We grant that it is difficult, but agriculture never had such opportunities as it has now. The thing is to get rid of the weasels, and with public companies framed for draining, building, doing everything that is required without that terrible investigation of title, no one is justified in keeping his property in an unproductive state. The fact is that no man of capital will live in a cottage, the thing therefore is to lay a certain number of these small holdings together, making one good farm of them all, with suitable buildings, and, as the saying is, let the weasels go to the wall. They will be far happier and more at home with spades or hoes in their hands, than in acting a part for which they have neither capital, courage, nor capacity. Fellows take a hundred acres who should only have five, and havent the wit to find out that it is cheaper to buy manure than to rent land.

This is not a question of crinoline or taste that might be advantageously left to Mrs. Pringle; but is one that concerns the very food and well being of the people, and landlords ought not to require coaxing and patting on the back to induce them to partake of the cheese that, the commercial world offers them. Even if they are indifferent about benefiting themselves they should not be regardless of the interests for their country. But there are very few people who cannot spend a little more money than they have. Let them up then and at the drainage companies, and see what wonders theyll accomplish with their aid!

We really believe the productive powers of the country might be quadrupled.


CHAPTER XXXI. SIR MOSESS MENAGE.  DEPARTURE OF FINE BILLY.
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SIR MOSES, being now a magnate of the land, associating with Lord Oilcake, Lord Repartee, Sir Harry Fuzball and other great dons, of course had to live UP to the mark, an inconvenient arrangement for those who do not like paying for it, and the consequence was that he had to put up with an inferior article.  take first-class servants who had fallen into second-class circumstances. He had a ticket-of-leave butler. a delirium tremens footman, and our old friend pheasant-feathers, now calling herself Mrs. Margerum, for cook and house-keeper. And first, of the butler. He was indeed a magnificent man, standing six feet two and faultlessly proportioned, with a commanding presence of sufficient age to awe those under him, and to inspire confidence in an establishment with such a respectable looking man at the head. Though so majestic, he moved noiselessly, spoke in a whisper, and seemed to spirit the things off the table without sound or effort. Pity that the exigencies of gambling should have caused such an elegant man to melt his masters plate, still greater that he should have been found out and compelled to change the faultless white vest of upper service for the unbecoming costume of prison life. Yet so it was: and the man who was convicted as Henry Stopper, and sentenced to fourteen years transportation, emerged at the end of four with a ticket-of-leave, under the assumed name of Demetrius Bankhead. Mr. Bankhead, knowing the sweets of office, again aspired to high places, but found great difficulty in suiting himself, indeed in getting into service at all.

People who keep fine gentlemen are very chary and scrupulous whom they select, and extremely inquisitive and searching in their inquiries.

In vain Mr. Bankhead asserted that he had been out of health and living-on the Continent, or that he had been a partner in a brewery which hadnt succeeded, or that his last master was abroad he didnt know where, and made a variety of similar excuses.

Though many fine ladies and gentlemen were amazingly taken with him at first, and thought he would grace their sideboards uncommonly, they were afraid to touch for fear all was not right.

Then those of a lower grade, thought he wouldnt apply to them after having lived in such high places as he described, and this notwithstanding Bankheads plausible assertion, that he wished for a situation in a quiet regular family in the country, where he could get to bed at a reasonable hour, instead of being kept up till he didnt know when. He would even come upon trial, if the parties liked, which would obviate all inquiries about character; just as if a man couldnt run off with the plate the first day as well as the last.

Our readers, we dare say, know the condescending sort of gentleman who will accept of their situations, and who deprecate an appeal to their late masters by saying in an airified sort of way, with a toss of the head or a wave of the hand, that they told his Grace or Sir George they wouldnt trouble to ask them for characters. Just as if the Duke or Sir George were infinitely beneath their notice or consideration.

And again the sort of men who flourish a bunch of testimonials, skilfully selecting the imposing passages and evading the want of that connecting link upon which the whole character depends, and who talk in a patronising way of poor lord this, or poor Sir Thomas that, and what they would have done for them if they had been alive, poor men!

Mr. Demetrius Bankhead tried all the tricks of the trade  we beg pardon  profession  wherever he heard of a chance, until hope deferred almost made his noble heart sick. The puts off and excuses he got were curiously ingenious. However, he was pretty adroit himself, for when he saw the parties were not likely to bite, he anticipated a refusal by respectfully declining the situation, and then saying that he might have had so and sos place, only he wanted one where he should be in town half the year, or that he couldnt do with only one footman under him.

It was under stress of circumstances that Sir Moses Mainchance became possessed of Mr. Bankheads services. He had kicked his last butler (one of the fine characterless sort) out of the house for coming in drunk to wait at dinner, and insisting upon putting on the cheese first with the soup, then with the meat, then with the sweets, and lastly with the dessert; and as Sir Moses was going to give one of his large hunt dinners shortly after, it behoved him to fill up the place  we beg pardon  office  as quickly as possible. To this end he applied to Mrs. Listener, the gossiping Register Office-keeper of Hinton, a woman well calculated to write the history of every family in the county, for behind her screen every particular was related, and Mrs. Listener, having paraded all the wretched glazey-clothed, misshapen creatures that always turn up on such occasions, Sir Moses was leaving after his last visit in disgust, when Mr. Bankhead walked in quite promiscuous, as the saying is, but by previous arrangement with Mrs. Listener. Sir Moses was struck with Bankheads air and demeanour, so quiet, so respectful, raising his hat as he met Sir Moses at the door, that he jumped to the conclusion that he would do for him, and returning shortly after to Mrs. Listener, he asked all the usual questions, which Mrs. Listener cleverly evaded, merely saying that he professed to be a perfect butler, and had several most excellent testimonials, but that it would be much better for Sir Moses to judge for himself, for really Mrs. Listener had the comfort of Sir Moses so truly at heart that she could not think of recommending any one with whom she was not perfectly conversant, and altogether she palavered him so neatly, always taking care to extol Bankheads personal appearance as evidence of his respectability, that the baronet was fairly talked into him, almost without his knowing it, while Mrs. Listener salved her own conscience with the reflection that it was Sir Mosess own doing, and that the bulk of his plate was Brummagem ware  and not silver. So the oft-disappointed ticket-of-leaver was again installed in a butlers pantry. And having now introduced him, we will pass over the delirium, tremens footman and arrive at that next important personage in an establishment, the housekeeper, in this case our old friend pheasants-feathers. Mrs. Margerum, late Sarey Grimes, the early coach companion and confidante of our fair friend Mrs. Pringle  had undergone the worlds ungenerous scorn, as well for having set up an adopted son, as for having been turned away from many places for various domestic peculations. Mrs. Margerum, however, was too good a judge to play upon anything that anybody could identify, consequently though she was often caught, she always had an answer, and would not unfrequently turn the tables on her accusers  lawyer Hindmarch like  and make them pay for having been robbed. No one knew better than Mrs. Margerum how many feathers could be extracted from a bed without detection, what reduction a horse-hair mattress would stand, or how to make two hams disappear under the process of frying one. Indeed she was quite an adept in housekeeping, always however preferring to live with single gentlemen, for whom she would save a world of trouble by hiring all the servants, thus of course having them well under her thumb.

Sir Moses having suffered severely from waste, drunkenness and incapacity, had taken Mrs. Margerum on that worst of all recommendations, the recommendation of another servant  viz., Lord Oilcakes cook, for whom Mrs. Margerum had done the out-door carrying when in another situation. Mrs. Margerums long career, coupled with her now having a son equal to the out-door department, established a claim that was not to be resisted when his lordships cook had a chance, on the application of Sir Moses, of placing her.

Mrs. Margerum entered upon her duties at Pangburn Park, with the greatest plausibility, for not content with the usual finding fault with all the acts of her predecessors, she absolutely reformed the butchers bills, reducing them nearly a pound a-week below what they had previously been, and showed great assiduity in sending in all the little odds and ends of good things that went out. To be sure the hams disappeared rather quickly, but then they do cut so to waste in frying, and the cows went off in their milk, but cows are capricious things, and Mrs. Hindmarch and she had a running account in the butter and egg line, Mrs. Hindmarch accommodating her with a few pounds of butter and a few score of eggs when Sir Moses had company, Mrs. Margerum repaying her at her utmost convenience, receiving the difference in cash, the repayment being always greatly in excess of the advance. Still as Mrs. Margerum permitted no waste, and allowed no one to rob but herself, the house appeared to be economically kept, and if Sir Moses didnt think that she was a charming woman, he at all events considered he was a most fortunate man, and felt greatly indebted to Lord Oilcakes cook for recommending her domd if he didnt.

But though Mrs. Margerum kept the servants well up to their tea and sugar allowances, she granted them every indulgence in the way of gadding about, and also in having their followers, provided the followers didnt eat, by which means she kept the house quiet, and made her reign happy and prosperous.

Being in full power when Mr. Bankhead came, she received him with the greatest cordiality, and her polite offer of having his clothes washed in Sir Mosess laundry being accepted, of course she had nothing to fear from Mr. Bankhead. And so they became as they ought to be, very good friends  greatly to Sir Mosess advantage.

Now for the out-door department of Sir Mosess ménage. The hunting establishment was of the rough and ready order, but still the hounds showed uncommon sport, and if the horses were not quite up to the mark, that perhaps was all in favour of the hounds. The horses indeed were of a very miscellaneous order  all sorts, all sizes, all better in their wind than on their legs  which were desperately scored and iron-marked. Still the cripples could go when they were warm, and being ridden by men whose necks were at a discount, they did as well as the best. There is nothing like a cheap horse for work.

Sir Mosess huntsman was the noted Tom Findlater, a man famous for everything in his line except sobriety, in which little item he was sadly deficient. Tom would have been quite at the top of the tree if it hadnt been for this unfortunate infirmity. The crittur, as a Scotch huntsman told Sir Moses at Tattersalls, could no keep itself sober. To show the necessities to which this degrading propensity reduces a man, we will quote Toms description of himself when he applied to be discharged under the Insolvent Debtors Act before coming to Sir Moses. Thus it ran John Thomas Findlater known also as Tom Findater, formerly huntsman to His Grace the Duke of Streamaway, of Stream-away Castle, in Streamaway-shire, then of No. 6, Back Row, Broomsfield, in the county of Tansey, helper in a livery stable, then huntsman to Sampson Cobbyford, Esq., of Bluntfield Park, master of the Hugger Mugger hounds in the county of Scramblington, then huntsman to Sir Giles Gatherthrong, Baronet, of Clipperley Park, in the county of Scurry, then huntsman to the Right Honourable Lord Lovedale, of Gayhurst Court, in the county of Tipperley, then of No. 11, Tan Yard Lane, Barrenbin, in the county of Thistleford, assistant to a ratcatcher, then huntsman to Captain Rattlinghope, of Killbriton Castle, in the County Steepleford, then whipper-in to the Towrowdeshire hounds in Derrydownshire, then helper at the Lion and the Lamb public-house at Screwford, in the County of Mucklethrift, then of 6 1/2 Union Street, in Screwford, aforesaid, moulder to a clay-pipe maker, then and now out of business and employ, and whose wife is a charwoman.

Such were the varied occupations of a man, who might have lived like a gentleman, if he had only had conduct. There is no finer place than that of a huntsman, for as Beckford truly says, his office is pleasing and at the same time flattering, he is paid for that which diverts him, nor is a general after a victory more proud, than is a huntsman who returns with his foxs head.

When Sir Moses fell in with Tom Findlater down Tattersalls entry, Tom was fresh from being whitewashed in the Insolvent Debtors Court, and having only ninepence in the world, and what he stood up in, he was uncommonly good to deal with. Moreover, Sir Moses had the vanity to think that he could reclaim even the most vicious; and, provided they were cheap enough, he didnt care to try. So, having lectured Tom well on the importance of sobriety, pointing out to him the lamentable consequences of drunkenness  of which no one was more sensible than Tom  Sir Moses chucked him a shilling, and told him if he had a mind to find his way down to Pangburn Park, in Hit-im-and-Hold-im shire, he would employ him, and give him what he was worth; with which vague invitation Tom came in the summer of the season in which we now find him.

And now having sketched the ménage, let us introduce our friend Billy thereto. But first we must get him out of the dangerous premises in which he is at present located  a visit that has caused our handsome friend Mrs. Pringle no little uneasiness.

It was fortunate for Sir Moses Mainchance, and unfortunate for our friend Fine Billy, that the Baronet was a bachelor, or Sir Moses would have fared very differently at the hands of the ladies who seldom see much harm in a man so long as he is single, and, of course, refrains from showing a decided preference for any young lady. It is the married men who monopolise all the vice and improprieties of life. The Major, too, having sold Billy a horse, and got paid for him, was not very urgent about his further society at present, nor indisposed for a little quiet, especially as Mrs. Yammerton represented that the napkins and table-linen generally were running rather short. Mamma, too, knowing that there would be nothing but men-parties at Pangburn Park, had no uneasiness on that score, indeed rather thought a little absence might be favourable, in enabling Billy to modify his general attentions in favour of a single daughter, for as yet he had been extremely dutiful in obeying his Mammas injunctions not to be more agreeable to one sister than to another. Indeed, our estimable young friend did not want to be caught, and had been a good deal alarmed at the contents of his Mammas last letter.

One thing, however, was settled, namely, that Billy was to go to the Park, and how to get there was the next consideration; for, though the Baronet had offered to convey him in the first instance, he had modified the offer into the loan of the gig at the last, and there would be more trouble in sending a horse to fetch it, than there would be in starting fair in a hired horse and vehicle from Yammerton Grange. The ready-witted Major, however, soon put matters right.

Ill te te tell you wot, said he, you can do. You can have old Tommy P-p-plumberg, the registrar of b-b-births, deaths, and marriages, t-t-trap for a trifle  s-s-say, s-s-seven and sixpence  only you must give him the money as a p-p-present, you know, not as it were for the hire, or the Excise would be down upon him for the du-du-duty, and p-p-praps fine him into the b-b-bargain.

Well, that seemed all right and feasible enough, and most likely would have been all right if Monsieur had proposed it; but, coming from master, of course Monsieur felt bound to object.

It vouldnt hold alf a quarter their things, he said; besides, how de deuce were they to manage with de horse?

The Major essayed to settle that, too. There would be no occasion for Mr. Pringle to take all his things with him, as he hoped he would return to them from Sir Mosess and have another turn with the haryers  try if they couldnt circumvent the old hare that had beat them the other day, and the thing would be for Mr. Pringle to ride his horse quietly over, Monsieur going in advance with the gig, and having all things ready against Mr. Pringle arrived; for the Major well knew that the Baronets promises were not to be depended upon, and would require some little manouvering to get carried out, especially in the stable department.

Still there was a difficulty  Monsieur couldnt drive. No, by his vord, he couldnt drive. He was valet-de-chambre, not coachman or grum, and could make nothing of horses. Might know his ear from his tail, but dat was all. Should be sure to opset, and praps damage his crown. (Jack wanted to go in a carriage and pair.) Well, the Major would accommodate that too. Tom Cowlick, the hinds lad at the farm, should act the part of charioteer, and drive Monsieur, bag, baggage and all. And so matters were ultimately settled, it never occurring to Billy to make the attempt on the Majors stud that the Baronet proposed, in the shape of borrowing a second horse, our friend doubtless thinking he carried persecution enough in his own nag. The knotty point of transit being settled, Billy relapsed into his usual easy languor among the girls, while Monsieur made a judicious draft of clothes to take with them, leaving him a very smart suit to appear in at church on Sunday, and afterwards ride through the county in. We will now suppose the dread hour of departure arrived.

It was just as Mrs. Pringle predicted! There were the red eye-lids and laced kerchiefs, and all the paraphernalia of leave-taking, mingled with the hopes of Major and Mrs. Yammerton, that Billy would soon return (after the washing, of course); for, in the language of the turf, Billy was anybodys game, and one sister had just as good a right to red eye-lids as another.

Having seen Billy through the ceremony of leave-taking, the Major then accompanied him to the stable, thinking to say a word for himself and his late horse ere they parted. After admiring Napoleon the Greats condition, as he stood turned round in the stall ready for mounting, the Major observed casually, that he should not be surprised if Sir Moses found fault with that oss.

Why? asked Billy, who expected perfection for a hundred guineas.

D-d-dont know, replied the Major, with a Jack Rogers shrug of the shoulders. D-d-dont know, cept that Sir Moses seldom says a good word for anybodys oss but his own.

The clothes being then swept over the horses long tail into the manger, he stepped gaily out, followed by our friend and his host.

I thought it b-b-better to send your servant on, observed the Major confidentially, as he stood eyeing the gay deceiver of a horse: for, between ourselves, the Baronets stables are none of the best, and it will give you the opportunity of getting the pick of them.

Yarse, replied Billy, who did not enter into the delicacies of condition.

That ho-ho-horse requires w-w-warmth, stuttered the Major, and Sir Mosess stables are both d-d-damp and d-d-dirty; saying which, he tendered his ungloved hand, and with repeated hopes that Billy would soon return, and wishes for good sport, not forgetting compliments to the Baronet, our hero and his host at length parted for the present.

And the Major breathed more freely as he saw the cock-horse capering round the turn into the Helmington road.


CHAPTER XXXII. THE BAD STABLE; OR, ITS ONLY FOR ONE NIGHT.
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FROM YAMMERTON GRANGE to Pangburn Park is twelve miles as the crow flies, or sixteen by the road. The Major, who knows every nick and gap in the country, could ride it in ten or eleven; but this species of knowledge is not to be imparted to even the most intelligent head. Not but what the Major tried to put it into Billys, and what with directions to keep the Helmington road till he came to the blacksmiths shop, then to turn up the crooked lane on the left, leaving Wanley windmill on the right, and Altringham spire on the left, avoiding the village of Rothley, then to turn short at Samerside Hill, keeping Missleton Plantations full before him, with repeated assurances that he couldnt miss his way, he so completely bewildered our friend, that he was lost before he had gone a couple of miles. Then came the provoking ignorance of country life,  the counter-questions instead of answers,  the stupid stare and tedious drawl, ending, perhaps, with ars a stranger, or may be the utter negation of a place within, perhaps, a few miles of where the parties live. Billy blundered and blundered; took the wrong turning up the crooked lane, kept Wanley windmill on the left instead of the right, and finally rode right into the village of Rothley, and then began asking his way. It being Sunday, he soon attracted plenty of starers, such an uncommon swell being rare in the country; and one told him one way; another, another; and then the two began squabbling as to which was the right one, enlisting of course the sympathies of the bystanders, so that Billys progress was considerably impeded. Indeed, he sometimes seemed to recede instead of advance, so contradictory were the statements as to distance, and the further be went the further he seemed to have to go.

If Sir Moses hadnt been pretty notorious as well from hunting the country as from his other performances, we doubt whether Billy would have reached Pangburn Park that night. As it was, Sir Mosess unpopularity helped Billy along in a growling uncivil sort of way, so different to the usual friendly forwarding that marks the approach to a gentlemans house in the country.
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Ay, ay, thats the way, said one with a sneer. What, youre gannin to him  are ye? asked another, in a tone that as good as said, I wouldnt visit such a chap. Aye, thats the way  straight on, through Addingham town  for every countryman likes to have his village called a town straight on through Addingham town, keep the lane on the left, and then when ye come to the beer-shop at three road ends, ax for the Kingswood road, and thatll lead ye to the lodges.

All roads are long when one has to ask the way  the distance seems nearly double in going to a place to what it does in returning, and Billy thought he never would get to Pangburn Park. The shades of night, too, drew on  Napoleon the Great had long lost his freedom and gaiety of action, and hung on the bit in a heavy listless sort of way. Billy wished for a policeman to protect and direct him. Lights began to be scattered about the country, and day quickly declined in favour of night. The darkening mist gathered perceptibly. Billy longed for those lodges of which he had heard so much, but which seemed ever to elude him. He even appeared inclined to compound for the magnificence of two by turning in at Mr. Pinkertons single one. By the direction of the woman at this one, he at length reached the glad haven, and passing through the open portals was at length in Pangburn Park. The drab-coloured road directed him onward, and Billy being relieved from the anxieties of asking his way, pulled up into a walk, as well to cool his horse as to try and make out what sort of a place he had got to. With the exception, however, of the road, it was a confused mass of darkness, that might contain trees, hills, houses, hay-stacks, anything. Presently the melodious cry of hounds came wafted on the southerly breeze, causing our friend to shudder at the temerity of his undertaking. Drat these hounds, muttered he, wishing he was well out of the infliction, and as he proceeded onward the road suddenly divided, and both ways inclining towards certain lights, Billy gave his horse his choice, and was presently clattering on the pavement of the court-yard of Pangburn Park.

Sir Mosess hospitality was rather of a spurious order; he would float his friends with claret and champagne, and yet grudge their horses a feed of corn. Not but that he was always extremely liberal and pressing in his offers, begging people would bring whatever they liked, and stay as long as they could, but as soon as his offers were closed with, he began to back out. Oh, he forgot! he feared he could only take in one horse; or if he could take in a horse he feared he couldnt take in the groom. Just as he offered to lend Billy his gig and horse and then reduced the offer into the loan of the gig only. So it was with the promised two-stalled stable. When Monsieur drove, or rather was driven, with folded arms into the court-yard, and asked for his me lors stable, the half-muzzy groom observed with a lurch and a hitch of his shorts, that they didnt take in (hiccup) osses there  leastways to stop all night.

Veil, but youll put up me lor Pringles, observed Jack with an air of authority, for he considered that he and his master were the exceptions to all general rules.

Fear we cant (hiccup) it, replied the blear-eyed caitiff; got as many (hiccup) osses comin to-night as ever we have room for. Shall have to (hiccup) two in a (hiccup) as it is (hiccup).

Oh, you can stow him away somewhere, now observed Mr. Demetrius Bankhead, emerging from his pantry dressed in a pea-green wide-awake, a Meg Merrilies tartan shooting-jacket, a straw-coloured vest, and drab pantaloons.

Youll be Mr. Pringles gentleman, I presume, observed Bankhead, now turning and bowing to Jack, who still retained his seat in the gig.

I be, sare, replied Jack, accepting the proffered hand of his friend.

Oh, yes, youll put him up somewhere, Fred, observed Bankhead, appealing again to the groom, hell take no harm anywhere, looking at the hairy, heated animal, put im in the empty cow-house, adding its only for one night  only for one night.

O dis is not the quadruped, observed Monsieur, nodding at the cart mare before him, dis is a job beggar vot ve can kick out at our pleasure, but me lor is a cornin on his own proper cheval, and he vill vant space and conciliation.

Oh, well manage him somehow, observed Bankhead confidently, only weve a large party to-night, and want all the spare stalls we can raise, but theyll put im up somewhere, added he, theyll put im up somewhere, observing as before, its only for one night  only for one night. Now wont you alight and walk in, continued he, motioning Monsieur to descend, and Jack having intimated that his lor vould compliment their politeness if they took veil care of his orse, conceived he had done all that a faithful domestic could under the circumstances, and leaving the issue in the hands of fate, alighted from his vehicle, and entering by the back way, proceeded to exchange family particulars with Mr. Bankhead in the pantry.

Now the Pangburn Park stables were originally very good, forming a crescent at the back of the house, with coach-houses and servants rooms intervening, but owing to the trifling circumstance of allowing the drains to get choked, they had fallen into disrepute. At the back of the crescent were some auxiliary stables, worse of course than the principal range, into which they put night-visitors horses, and those whose owners were rash enough to insist upon Sir Muses fulfilling his offers of hospitality to them. At either end of these latter were loose boxes, capable of being made into two-stalled stables, only these partitions were always disappearing, and the roofs had long declined turning the weather; but still they were better than nothing, and often formed receptacles for sly cabbys, or postboys who preferred the chance of eleemosynary fare at Sir Mosess to the hand in the pocket hospitality of the Red Lion, at Fillerton Hill, or the Main-chance Arms, at Duckworth Bridge. Into the best of these bad boxes the gig mare was put, and as there was nothing to get in the house, Tom Cowlick took his departure as soon as she had eaten her surreptitious feed of oats. The pampered Napoleon the Great, the horse that required all the warmth and coddling in the world, was next introduced, fine Billy alighting from his back in the yard with all the unconcern that he would from one of Mr. Splints or Mr. Spavinss week day or hour jobs. Indeed, one of the distinguishing features between the new generation of sportsmen and the old, is the marked indifference of the former to the comforts of their horses compared to that shown by the old school, who always looked to their horses before themselves, and not unfrequently selected their inns with reference to the stables. Now-a-days, if a youth gives himself any concern about the matter, it will often only be with reference to the bill, and he will frequently ride away without ever having been into the stable. If, however, fine Billy had seen his, he would most likely have been satisfied with the comfortable assurance that it was only for one night, the old saying, enough to kill a horse, leading the uninitiated to suppose that they are very difficult to kill.

Ah, my dear Pringle! exclaimed Sir Moses, rising from the depths of a rather inadequately stuffed chair (for Mrs. Margerum had been at it). Ah, my dear Pringle, Im delighted to see you! continued the Baronet, getting Billy by both hands, as the noiseless Mr. Bankhead, having opened the library door, piloted him through the intricacies of the company. Our host really was glad of a new arrival, for a long winters evening had exhausted the gossip of parties who in a general way saw quite enough, if not too much, of each other. And this is the worst of country visiting in winter; people are so long together that they get exhausted before they should begin.

They have let off the steam of their small talk, and have nothing left to fall back upon but repetition. One man has told what there is in the Post, another in Punch, a third in the Mark Lane Express, and then they are about high-and-dry for the rest of the evening. From criticising Billy, they had taken to speculating upon whether he would come or not, the odds  without which an Englishmen can do nothing  being rather in favour of Mrs. Yammertons detaining him. It was not known that Monsieur Rougier had arrived. The mighty problem was at length solved by the Richest Commoner in England appearing among them, and making the usual gyrations peculiar to an introduction. He was then at liberty for ever after to nod or speak or shake hands with or bow to Mr. George and Mr. Henry Waggett, of Kitteridge Green, both five-and-twenty pound subscribers to the Hit-im and Hold-im-shire hounds, to Mr. Stephen Booty, of Verbena Lodge, who gave ten pounds and a cover, to Mr. Silver-thorn, of Dryfield, who didnt give anything, but who had two very good covers which he had been hinting he should require to be paid for,  a hint that had procured him the present invitation, to Mr. Strongstubble, of Buckup Hill, and Mr. Tupman, of Cowslip Cottage, both very good friends to the sport but not hand in the pocket-ites, to Mr. Tom Dribbler, Jun., of Hardacres, and his friend Captain Hurricane, of Her Majestys ship Thunderer, and to Mr. Cuthbert Flintoff, commonly called Cuddy Flintoff, an all about sportsman, who professed to be of all hunts but blindly went to none. Cuddys sporting was in the past tense, indeed he seemed to exist altogether upon the recollections of the chace, which must have made a lively impression upon him, for he was continually interlarding his conversation with view holloas, yoicks wind ims! yoicks push im ups! Indeed, in walking about he seemed to help himself along with the aid of for-rardson! for-rards on! so that a person out of sight, but within hearing, would think he was hunting a pack of hounds.

He dressed the sportsman, too, most assiduously, birds-eye cravats, step-collared striped vests, green or Oxford-grey cutaways, with the neatest fitting trousers on the best bow-legs that ever were seen. To see him at Tattersalls sucking his cane, his cheesy hat well down on his nose, with his stout, well-cleaned doe-skin gloves, standing criticising each horse, a stranger would suppose that he lived entirely on the saddle, instead of scarcely ever being in one. On the present occasion, as soon as he got his bob made to our Billy, and our heros back was restored to tranquillity, he at him about the weather,  how the moon looked, whether there were any symptoms of frost, and altogether seemed desperately anxious about the atmosphere. This inquiry giving the conversation a start in the out-of-doors line, was quickly followed by Sir Moses asking our Billy how he left the Major, how he found his way there, with hopes that everything was comfortable, and oh! agonising promise! that he would do his best to show him sport.

The assembled guests then took up the subject of their magnificent country generally, one man lauding its bottomless brooks, another its enormous bullfinches, a third its terrific stone walls, a fourth its stupendous on-and-offs, a fifth its flying foxes, and they unanimously resolved that the man who could ride over Hit-im and Hold-im-shire could ride over any country in the world. Any country in the world! vociferated Cuddy, slowly and deliberately, with a hearty crack of his fat thigh. And Billy, as he sat listening to their dreadful recitals, thought that he had got into the lions den with a vengeance. Most sincerely he wished himself back at the peaceful pursuits of Yammerton Grange. Then, as they were in full cry with their boasting eulogiums, the joyful dressing-bell rang, and Cuddy Flintoff putting his finger in his ear, as if to avoid deafening himself, shrieked, hoick halloa! hoick! in a. tone that almost drowned the sound of the clapper. Then when the ticket of leaver and the delirium tremens footman appeared at the door with the blaze of bedroom candles, Cuddy suddenly turned whipper-inv and working his right arm as if he were cracking a whip, kept holloaing, get away hoick! get away hoick! until he drove Billy and Baronet and all before him.

* * * *

Rum fellow that, observed the Baronet, now showing Billy up to his room, as soon as he had got sufficient space put between them to prevent Cuddy hearing, Rum fellow that, repeated he, not getting a reply from our friend, who didnt know exactly how to interpret the word rum.

That fellows up to everything,  cleverest fellow under the sun, continued Sir Moses, now throwing open the door of an evident bachelors bed-room. Not but that it was one of the best in the house, only it was wretchedly furnished, and wanted all the little neatnesses and knic-knaceries peculiar to a lady-kept house. The towels were few and flimsy, the soap hard and dry, there was a pincushion without pins, a portfolio without paper, a grate with a smoky fire, while the feather-bed and mattress had been ruthlessly despoiled of their contents. Even the imitation maple-wood sofa on which Billys dress-clothes were now laid, had not been overlooked, and was as lank and as bare as a third-rate Margate lodging-house, one  all ribs and hollows.

Ah, there you are! exclaimed Sir Moses, pointing to the garments, There you are! adding, Youll find the bell at the back of your bed, pointing to one of the old smothering order of four-posters with its dyed moreen curtains closely drawn, Youll find the bell at the back of the bed, and when you come down we shall be in the same room as we were before. So saying, the Baronet retired, leaving our Billy to commence operations.


CHAPTER XXXIII. SIR MOSESS SPREAD.
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WE dare pay it has struck such of our readers as have followed the chace for more than the usual average allowance of three seasons, that hunts flourish most vigorously where there is a fair share of hospitality, and Sir Moses Mainchance was quite of that opinion. He found it answered a very good purpose as well to give occasional dinners at home as to attend the club meetings at Hinton. To the former he invited all the elite of his field, and such people as he was likely to get anything out of while the latter included the farmers and yeomen, the Flying Hatters, the Dampers, and so on, whereby, or by reason or means whereof, as the lawyers say, the spirit of the thing was well sustained. His home parties were always a great source of annoyance to our friend Mrs. Margerum, who did not like to be intruded upon by the job cook (Mrs. Pomfret, of Hinton), Mrs. Margerum being in fact more of a housekeeper than a cook, though quite cook enough for Sir Moses in a general way, and perhaps rather too much of a housekeeper for him  had he but known it. Mrs. Pomfret, however, being mistress of Mrs. Margerums secret (viz., who got the dripping), the latter was obliged to put up with her, and taking her revenge by hiding her things, and locking up whatever she was likely to want. Still, despite of all difficulties, Mrs. Pomfret, when sober, could cook a very good dinner, and as Sir Moses allowed her a pint of rum for supper, she had no great temptation to exceed till then. She was thought on this occasion, if possible, to surpass herself, and certainly Sir Mosess dinner contrasted very favourably with what Billy Pringle had been partaking of at our friend Major Yammertons, whose cook had more energy than execution. In addition to this, Mr. Bankhead plied the fluids most liberally, as the feast progressed, so that what with invitations to drink, and the regular course of the tide, the party were very happy and hilarious.

Then, after dinner, the hot chestnuts and filberts and anchovy toasts mingling with an otherwise excellent desert flavoured the wine and brought out no end of yoicks wind ims and aspirations for the morrow. They all felt as if they could ride  Billy and all!

Not any more, thank you, being at length the order of the day, a move was made back to the library, a drawing-room being a superfluous luxury where there is no lady, and tea and coffee were rung for. A new subject of conversation was wanted, and Monsieur presently supplied the deficiency.

Thats a Frenchman, that servant of yours, isnt he, Pringle? asked Sir Moses, when Monsieur retired with the tray.

Yarse, replied Billy, feeling his trifling moustache after its dip in the cup.

Thought so, rejoined Sir Moses, who prided himself upon his penetration. Ill have a word with him when he comes in again, continued he.

Tea followed quickly on the heels of coffee, Monsieur coming in after Bankhead. Monsieur now consequentially drank, and dressed much in the manner that he is in the picture of the glove scene at Yammerton Grange.

Ah, Monsieur! comment vous portez-vous? exclaimed the Baronet, which was about as much French as he could raise.

Pretty middlin, tenk you, sare, replied Jack, bowing and grinning at the compliment.

What, you speak English, do you? asked the Baronet, thinking he might as well change the language.

I spake it, sare, some small matter, sare, replied Jack, with a shrug of his shoulders Not nothing like my modders tongue, you knows.

Ah! you speak it domd well, replied Sir Moses. Let you and I have a talk together. Tell me, now, were you ever out hunting?

Jean Rougier. Oh, yes, sare, I have been at the chasse of de small dicky-bird  tom-tit  cock-robin  vot you call.

Sir Moses (laughing). No, no, that is not the sort of chace I mean; I mean, have you ever been out fox-hunting?

Jean Rougier (confidentially). Nevare, sare  nevare.

Sir Moses. Ah, my friend, then youve a great pleasure to come to  a great pleasure to come to, indeed. Well, youre a domd good feller, and Ill tell you what Ill do  Ill tell you what Ill do  Ill mount you to-morrow  domd if I wont  you shall ride my old horse, Cockatoo  carry you beautifully. What dye ride? Thirteen stun, I should say, looking Jack over, quite up to that  quite up to that  stun above it, for that matter. Youll go streaming away like a bushel of beans.

Oh, sare, I tenk you, sare, replied Jack, but I have not got my hunting apparatus  my mosquet  my gun, my  no, not notin at all.

Gun! exclaimed Sir Moses, amidst the laughter of the company. Why, you wouldnt shoot the fox, would ye?

Certainement replied Jack. I should pop him over.

Oh, the devil! exclaimed Sir Moses, throwing up his hands in astonishment. Why, man, we keep the hounds on purpose to hunt him.

Silly fellers, replied Jack, you should pepper his jacket.

Ah, Monsieur, I see you have a deal to learn, rejoined Sir Moses, laughing. However, its never too late to begin  never too late to begin, and you shall take your first lesson to-morrow. Ill mount you on old Cockatoo, and you shall see how we manage these matters in England.

Oh, sare, I tenk you moch, replied Jack, again excusing himself. But I have not got no breeches, no boot-jacks  no notin, comme il faut.

Ill lend you everything you want,  a boot-jack and all, replied Sir Moses, now quite in the generous mood.

Ah, sare, you are vure beautiful, and I moch appreciate your benevolence; bot I sud not like to risk my neck and crop outside an unqualified, contradictory quadruped.

Nothing of the sort! exclaimed Sir Moses, nothing of the sort! Hes the quietest, gentlest crittur alive  a child might ride him, mightnt it, Cuddy?

Safesthorse under the sun, replied Cuddy Flintoff, confidently. Dont know such another. Have nothing to do but sit on his back, and give him his head, and hell take far better care of you than you can of him. Hes the nag to carry you close up to their stems. Ho-o-i-ck, forrard, ho-o-i-ck!! Dash my buttons, Monsieur, but I think I see you sailing away. Shouldnt be surprised if you were to bring home the brush, only youve got one under your nose as it is, alluding to his moustache.

Jack at this looked rather sour, for somehow people dont like to be laughed at; so he proceeded to push his tray about under the guests noses, by way of getting rid of the subject. He had no objection to a hunt, and to try and do what Cuddy Flintoff predicted, only he didnt want to spoil his own clothes, or be made a butt of. So, having had his say, he retired as soon as he could, inquiring of Bankhead, when he got out, who that porky old fellow with the round, close-shaven face was.

When the second flight of tea-cups came in, Sir Moses was seated on a hardish chaise longue, beside our friend Mr. Pringle, to whom he was doing the agreeable attentive host, and a little of the inquisitive stranger; trying to find out as well about the Major and his family, as about Billy himself, his friends and belongings. The Baronet had rather cooled on the subject of mounting Monsieur, and thought to pave the way for a back-out.

Thats a stout-built feller of yours, observed he to Billy, kicking up his toe at Jack as he passed before them with the supplementary tray of cakes and cream, and so on.

Yarse, drawled Billy, wondering what matter it made to Sir Moses.

Stouter than I took him for, continued the Baronet, eyeing Jacks broad back and strong undersettings. That manll ride fourteen stun, I dessay.

Billy had no opinion on the point so began admiring his pretty foot; comparing it with Sir Mosess, which was rather thick and clumsy.

The Baronet conned the mount matter over in his mind; the man was heavy; the promised horse was old and weak; the country deep, and he didnt know that Monsieur could ride,  altogether he thought it wouldnt do. Let his master mount him if he liked, or let him stay at home and help Bankhead with the plate, or Peter with the shoes. So Sir Moses settled it in his own mind, as far as he was concerned, at least, and resumed his enquiries of our Billy. Which of the Miss Yammertons he thought the prettiest, which sang the best, who played the harp, if the Major indulged him with much hare-soup, and then glanced incidentally at his stud, and Bo-Peep.

He then asked him about Lord Ladythorne; if it was true that Mrs. Moffatt and he quarrelled; if his lordship wasnt getting rather slack; and whether Billy didnt think Dicky Boggledale an old woman, to which latter interrogatory he replied, Yarse,  he thought he was, and ought to be drafted.

While the tête-à-tête was going on, a desultory conversation ensued among the other guests in various parts of the room, Mr. Booty button-holeing Captain Hurricane, to tell him a capital thing out of Punch, and receiving in return an exclamation of Why, man, I told you that myself before dinner. Tom Dribbler going about touching people up in the ribs with his thumb, inquiring with a knowing wink of his eye, or a jerk of his head, Aye, old feller, how goes it; which was about the extent of Toms conversational powers. Henry Waggett talking wool to Mr. Tupman; while Cuddy Flintoff kept popping out every now and then to look at the moon, returning with a hoick wind im; ho-ick! or  

A southerly wind and a cloudy sky,

Proclaimeth a hunting morning.



Very cheering the assurance was to our friend Billy Pringle, as the reader may suppose; but he had the sense to keep his feelings to himself.

At length the last act of the entertainment approached, by the door flying open through an invisible agency, and the delirium tremens footman appearing with a spacious tray, followed by Bankhead and Monsieur, with Cardigans and other the materials of night-caps, which they placed on the mirth-promoting circle of a round table. All hands drew to it like blue-bottle-flies to a sugar-cask, as well to escape from themselves and each other, as to partake of the broiled bones, and other the good things with which the tray was stored.

Hie, worry! worry! worry! cried Cuddy Flintoff, darting at the black bottles, for he dearly loved a drink, and presently had a beaker of brandy, so strong, that as Silverthorn said, the spoon almost stood upright in it.

Lets get chairs! exclaimed he, turning short round on his heel: lets get chairs, and be snug; its as cheap sitting as standing, so saying, he wheeled a smoking chair up to the table, and was speedily followed by the rest of the party, with various shaped seats. Then such of the guests as wanted to shirk drinking took whiskey or gin, which they could dilute as much as they chose; while those who didnt care for showing their predilection for drink, followed Cuddys example, and made it as strong as they liked. This is the time that the sot comes out undisguisedly. The form of wine-drinking after dinner is mere childs play in their proceedings: the spirit is what they go for.

At length sots and sober ones were equally helped to their liking; and, the approving sips being taken, the other great want of life  tobacco  then became apparent.

Smoking allowed here, observed Cuddy Flintoff, diving into his side-pocket for a cigar, adding, as he looked at the wretched old red chintz-covered furniture, which, not even the friendly light of the moderateur lamps could convert into anything respectable: No fear of doing any harm here, I think?

So the rest of the company seemed to think, for there was presently a great kissing of cigar-ends and rising of clouds, and then the party seeming to be lost in deep reveries. Thus they sat for some minutes, some eyeing their cocked-up toes, some the dirty ceiling, others smoking and nursing their beakers of spirit on their knees.

At length Tom Dribbler gave tongue What time will the hounds leave the kennel in the morning, Sir Moses? asked he.

Hoick to Dribbler! Hoick! immediately cheered Cuddy  as if capping the pack to a find.

Oh, why, let me see, replied Sir Moses, filliping the ashes off the end of his cigar Let me see, repeated he Oh  ah  tomorrows Monday; Monday, the Crooked Billet  Crooked Billet  nine miles  eight through Applecross Park; leave here at nine  ten to nine, say  nothing like giving them plenty of time on the road.

Nothing, assented Cuddy Flintoff, taking a deep drain at his glass, adding, as soon as he could get his nose persuaded to come out of it again, I do hate to see men hurrying hounds to cover in a morning.

No fear of mine doing that, observed Sir Moses, for I always go with them myself when I can.

Capital dodge, too, assented Cuddy, gets the fellers past the public houses  that drinks the ruin of half the huntsmen in England; whereupon he took another good swig.

Then, Monsieur, and youll all go together, I suppose, interrupted Dribbler, who wanted to see the fun.

Monsieur, Monsieur  oh, ah, thats my friend Pringles valet, observed Sir Moses, drily; what about him?

Why hes going, isnt he? replied Dribbler.

Oh, poor fellow, no, rejoined Sir Moses; he doesnt want to go  its no use persecuting a poor devil because a Frenchman.

But I dare say hed enjoy it very much, observed Dribbler.

Well, then, will you mount him? asked Sir Moses.

Why I thought you were going to do it, replied Dribbler.

Me mount him! exclaimed Sir Moses, throwing out his ringed hands in well-feigned astonishment, as if he had never made such an offer Me mount him! why, my dear fellow, do you know how many people I have to mount as it is? Let me tell you, continued he, counting them off on his fingers, theres Tom, and theres Harry, and theres Joe, and theres the pad-groom and myself, five horses out every day  generally six, when Ive a hack  six horses a day, four days a week  if that isnt enough, I dont know what is  domd if I do, added he, with a snort and a determined jerk of his head.

Well, but we can manage him a mount among us, somehow, I dare say, persevered Dribbler, looking round upon the now partially smoke-obscured company.

Oh no, let him alone, poor fellow; let him alone, replied Sir Moses, coaxingly, adding, he evidently doesnt wish to go  evidently doesnt wish to go.

I dont know that, exclaimed Cuddy Flintoff, with a knowing jerk of his head; I dont know that  I should say hes rather a y-o-o-i-cks wind im! y-o-i-eks push im up! sort of chap. So saying, Cuddy drained his glass to the dregs.

1 should say youre rather a y-o-i-eks wind im  y-o-i-cks drink im up sort of chap, replied Sir Moses, at which they all laughed heartily.

Cuddy availed himself of the divertissement to make another equally strong brew  saying, It was put there to drink, wasnt it? at which they all laughed again.

Still there was a disposition to harp upon the hunt  Dribbler tied on the scent, and felt disposed to lend Jack a horse if nobody else would. So he threw out a general observation, that he thought they could manage a mount for Monsieur among them.

Well, but perhaps his master maynt, like it, suggested Sir Moses, in hopes that Billy would come to the rescue.

O, I dont care about it, replied Billy, with an air of indifference, who would have been glad to hunt by deputy if he could, and so that chance fell to the ground.

Hoick to Governor! Hoick to Governor! cheered Cuddy at the declaration. Now wholl lend him a horse? asked he, taking up the question. What say you, Stub? appealing to Mr. Strongstubble, who generally had more than he could ride.

Hes such a beefey beggar, replied Strongstubble, between the whiffs of a cigar.

Oh, ah, and a Frenchman too! interposed Sir Moses, hell have no idea of saving a horse, or holding a horse together, or making the most of a horse.

Put him on one that ll take care of himself, suggested Cuddy; theres your old Nutcracker horse, for instance, added he, addressing himself to Harry Waggett.

Got six drachms of aloes, replied Waggett, drily.

Or your Te-to-tum, Booty, continued Cuddy, nothing baffled by the failure.

Lame all round, replied Booty, following suit.

Hut you and your lames, rejoined Cuddy, who knew better Ill tell you what you must do then, Tommy, continued he, addressing himself familiarly to Dribbler, you must lend him your old kicking chestnut  the very horse for a Frenchman, added Cutty, slapping his own tight-trousered leg you send the Shaver to the Billet in the morning along with your own horse, and old Johnny Crapaud will manage to get there somehow or other  walk if he cant ride: shoemakers ponys very safe.

Oh, Ill send him in my dog-cart if thats all, exclaimed Sir Moses, again waxing generous.

That ll do! That ll do! replied Cuddy, appealing triumphantly to the brandy. Then as the out-door guests began to depart, and the in-door ones to wind up their watches and ask about breakfast, Cuddy took advantage of one of Sir Moses momentary absences in the entrance hall to walk off to bed with the remainder of the bottle of brandy, observing, as he hurried away, that he was apt to have spasms in the night; and Sir Moses, thinking he was well rid of him at the price, went through the ceremony of asking the remanets if they would take any more, and being unanimously answered in the negative, he lit the bedroom candles, turned off the modérateurs, and left the room to darkness and to Bankhead.


CHAPTER XXXIV. GOING TO COVER WITH THE HOUNDS.
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HOW DIFFERENT A place generally proves to what we anticipate, and how difficult it is to recall our expectations after we have once seen it, unless we have made a memorandum beforehand. How different again a place looks in the morning to what we have conjectured over-night. What we have taken for towers perhaps have proved to be trees, and the large lake in front a mere floating mist.

Pangbum Park had that loose rakish air peculiar to rented places, which carry a sort of visible contest between landlord and tenant on the face of everything. A sort of its you to do it, not me look. It showed a sad want of paint and maintenance generally. Sir Moses wasnt the man to do anything that wasnt absolutely necessary, Domd if he was, so inside and outside were pretty much alike.

Our friend Billy Pringle was not a man of much observation in rural matters, though he understood the cut of a coat, the tie of a watch-ribbon cravat, or the fit of a collar thoroughly. We are sorry to say he had not slept very well, having taken too much brandy for conformitys sake, added to which his bed was hard and knotty, and the finely drawn bolsters and pillows all piled together, were hardly sufficient to raise his throbbing temples. As he lay tossing and turning about, thinking now of Clara Yammertons beautiful blue eyes and exquisitely rounded figure, now of Floras bright hair, or Harriets graceful form, the dread Monsieur entered his shabbily furnished bed-room, with, Sare, I have de pleasure to bring you your pink to-day, at once banishing the beauties and recalling the over-nights conversation, the frightful fences, the yawning ditches, the bottomless brooks, with the unanimous declaration that the man who could ride over Hit-im and Hold-im-shire could ride over any country in the world. And Billy really thought if he could get over the horrors of that day he would retire from the purgatorial pleasures of the chace altogether.
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With this wise resolution he jumped out of bed with the vigorous determination of a man about to take a shower-bath, and proceeded to invest himself in the only mitigating features of the chace, the red coat and leathers. He was hardly well in them before a clamorous bell rang for breakfast, quickly followed by a knock at the door, announcing that it was on the table.

Sir Moses was always in a deuce of a hurry on a hunting morning. Our hero was then presently performing the coming downstairs feat he is represented doing at page 147. and on reaching the lower regions he jumped in with a dish of fried ham which led him straight to the breakfast room.

Here Sir Moses was doing all things at once, reading the Post, blowing his beak, making the tea, stirring the fire, crumpling his envelopes, cussing the toast, and doming the footman, to which numerous avocations he now added the pleasing one of welcoming our Billv.

Well done you! First down, I do declare! exclaimed he, tendering him his left hand, his right one being occupied with his kerchief. Sit down, and lets be at it, continued he, kicking a rush-bottomed chair under Billy as it were, adding never wait for any man on a hunting morning. So saying, he proceeded to snatch an egg, in doing which he upset the cream-jug. Dom the thing, growled he, what the deuce do they set it there for. Dye take tea? now asked he, pointing to the tea-pot with his knife or coffee? continued he, pointing to the coffee-pot with his fork, or both praps, added he, without waiting for an answer to either question, but pushing both pots towards his guest, following up the advance with ham, eggs, honey, buns, butter, bread, toast, jelly, everything within reach, until he got Billy fairly blocked with good things, when he again set-to on his own account, munching and crunching, and ended by nearly dragging all the contents of the table on to the floor by catching the cloth with his spur as he got up to go away.

He then went doming and scuttling out of the room, charging Billy if he meant to go with the hounds to look sharp.

During his absence Stephen Booty and Mr. Silverthorn came dawdling into the room, taking it as easy as men generally do who have their horses on and dont care much about hunting.

Indeed Silverthorn never disguised that he would rather have his covers under plough than under gorse, and was always talking about the rent he lost, which he estimated at two pounds an acre, and Sir Moses at ten shillings.

Finding the coast clear, they now rang for fresh ham, fresh eggs, fresh tea, fresh everything, and then took to pumping Billy as to his connection with the house, Sir Moses having made him out over night to be a son of Sir Jonathan Pringles, with whom he sometimes claimed cousinship, and they wanted to get a peep at the baronetage if they could. In the midst of their subtle examination, Sir Moses came hurrying back, whip in one hand, hat in the other, throwing open the door, with, Now, are you ready? to Billy, and morning, gentlemen, to Booty and Silverthorn.

Then Billy rose with the desperate energy of a man going to a dentists, and seizing his cap and whip off the entrance table, followed Sir Moses through the intricacies of the back passages leading to the stables, nearly falling over a coal-scuttle as he went. They presently changed the tunnel-like darkness of the passage into the garish light of day, by the opening of the dirty back door.

Descending the little flight of stone steps, they then entered the stable-yard, now enlivened with red coats and the usual concomitants of hounds leaving home. There was then an increased commotion, stable-doors flying open, from which arch-necked horses emerged, pottering and feeling for their legs as they went. Off the cobble-stone pavement, and on to the grass grown soft of the centre, they stood more firm and unflinching. Then Sir Moses took one horse, Tom Findlater another, Harry the first whip a third, Joe the second whip a fourth, while the bine-coated pad groom came trotting round on foot from the back stables, between Sir Mosess second horse and Napoleon the Great.

Billy dived at his horse without look or observation, and the clang of departure being now at its height, the sash of a second-floor window flew up, and a white cotton night-capped head appeared bellowing out, Y-o-i-cks wind im! y-o-i-cks push im up! adding, Didnt I tell ye it was going to be a hunting morning?

Ay, ay, Cuddy you did, replied Sir Moses laughing, muttering as he went: Thats about the extent of your doings.

Hell be late, wont he? asked Billy, spurring up alongside of the Baronet.

Oh, hes only an afternoon sportsman that, replied Sir Moses; adding, hes greatest after dinner.

Indeed! mused Billy, who had looked upon him with the respect due to a regular flyer, a man who could ride over Hit-im and Hold-im-shire itself.

The reverie was presently interrupted by the throwing open of the kennel door, and the clamorous rush of the glad pack to the advancing red coats, making the green sward look quite gay and joyful.

Gently, there! gently! cried Tom Findlater, and first and second whips falling into places, Tom gathered his horse together and trotted briskly along the side of the ill-kept carriage road, and on through the dilapidated lodges: a tattered hat protruding through the window of one, and two brown paper panes supplying the place of glass in the other. They then got upon the high road, and the firy edge being taken off both hounds and horses, Tom relaxed into the old post-boy pace, while Sir Moses proceeded to interrogate him as to the state of the kennel generally, how Rachaels feet were, whether Prosperous was any better, if Abelard had found his way home, and when Sultan would be fit to come out again.

They then got upon other topics connected with the chace, such as, who the man was that Harry saw shooting in Tinklerfield cover; if Mrs Swan had said anything more about her confounded poultry; and whether Ned Smith the rat-catcher would take half a sovereign for his terrier or not.

Having at length got all he could out of Tom, Sir Moses then let the hounds flow past him, while he held back for our Billy to come up. They were presently trotting along together a little in the rear of Joe, the second whip.

Ive surely seen that horse before, at length observed Sir Moses, after a prolonged stare at our friends steed.

Very likely, replied Billy, I bought him of the Major.

The deuce you did! exclaimed Sir Moses, then thats the horse young Tabberton had.

What, you know him, do you? asked Billy.

Know him! I should think so, rejoined Moses; everybody knows him.

Indeed! observed Billy, wondering whether for good or evil.

I dare say, now, the Major would make you give thirty, or five-and-thirty pounds for that horse, observed Sir Moses, after another good stare.

Far more! replied Billy, gaily, who was rather proud of having given a hundred guineas.

Far more! exclaimed Sir Moses with energy; far more! Ah! added he, with a significant shake of the head, hes an excellent man, the Major  an excellent man,  but a leetle too keen in the matter of horses.

Just at this critical moment Tommy Heslop of Hawthorndean, who had been holding back in Crow-Tree Lane to let the hounds pass, now emerged from his halting-place with a Good morning, Sir Moses, heres a fine hunting morning?

Good morning, Tommy, good morning, replied Sir Moses, extending his right hand; for Tommy was a five-and-twenty pounder besides giving a cover, and of course was deserving of every encouragement.

The salute over, Sir Moses then introduced our friend Billy, Mr. Pringle, a Featherbedfordshire gentleman, Mr. Heslop, which immediately excited Tommys curiosity  not to say jealousy  for the Billet was very contagious, for several of the Peers men, who always brought their best horses, and did as much mischief as they could, and after ever so good a run, declared it was nothing to talk of. Tommy thought Billys horse would not take much cutting down, whatever the rider might do. Indeed, the good steed looked anything but formidable, showing that a bad stable, though only for one night, may have a considerable effect upon a horse. His coat was dull and henfeathered; his eye was watery, and after several premonitory sneezes, he at length mastered a cough. Even Billy thought he felt rather less of a horse under him than he liked. Still he didnt think much of a cough. Only a slight cold, as a young lady says when she wants to go to a ball.

Three horsemen in front, two black coats and a red, and two reds joining the turnpike from the Witch berry road, increased the cavalcade and exercised Sir Moses ingenuity in appropriating backs and boots and horses. Thats Simon Smith, said he to himself, eyeing a pair of desperately black tops dangling below a very plumb-coloured, long-backed, short-lapped jacket. Ah I and Tristram Wood, added he, now recognising his companion. He then drew gradually upon them and returned their salutes with an extended wave of the hand that didnt look at all like money. Sir Moses then commenced speculating on the foremost group. There was Peter Linch and Charley Drew; but who was the fellow in black? He couldnt make out.

Whos the man in black, Tommy? at length asked he of Tommy Heslop.

Dont know, replied Tommy, after scanning the stranger attentively.

It cant be that nasty young Rowley Abingdon; and yet I believe it is, continued Sir Moses, eyeing him attentively, and seeing that he did not belong to the red couple, who evidently kept aloof from him. It is that nasty young Abingdon, added he. Wonder at his impittance in coming out with me. Its only the other day that ugly old Owl of a father of his killed me young Cherisher, the best hound in my pack, whereupon the Baronet began grinding his teeth, and brewing a little politeness wherewith to bespatter the young Owl as he passed. The foremost horses hanging back to let their friends the hounds overtake them, Sir Moses was presently alongside the black coat, and finding he was right in his conjecture as to who it contained, he returned the youths awkward salute with, Well, my man, how dye do? hope youre well. Hows your father? hope hes well, adding, dom im, he should be hung, and you may tell im I said so. Sir Closes then felt his horse gently with his heel, and trotted on to salute the red couple. And thus he passed from singles to doubles, and from doubles to triples, and from triples to quartets, and back to singles again, including the untold occupants of various vehicles, until the ninth milestone on the Bushmead road, announced their approach to the Crooked Billet. Tom Findlater then pulled up from the postboy jog into a wallk, at which pace he turned into the little green field on the left of the blue and gold swinging sign. Here he was received by the earthstopper, the antediluvian ostler, and other great officers of state. But for Sir Moses presence the question would then have been What will you have to drink? That however being interdicted, they raised a discussion about the weather, one insisting that it was going to be a frost; another, that it was going to be nothing of the sort.


CHAPTER XXXV. THE MEET.
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THE CROOKED BILLET Hotel and Posting house, on the Bushin ead road had been severed from society by the Crumpletin Railway. It had indeed been cut off in the prime of life: for Joe Cherriper, the velvet-collared doeskin-gloved Jehu of the fast Regulator Coach, had backed his opinion of the preference of the public for horse transit over steam, by laying out several hundred pounds of his accumulated fees upon the premises, just as the surveyors were setting out the line.

A rally might be andy enough for goods and eavy marchandise, Joe said; but as to gents ever travellin by sich contraband means, that was utterly and entirely out of the question. Never would appen so long as there was a well-appointed coach like the Regulator to be ad. So Joe laid on the green paint and the white paint, and furbished up the sign until it glittered resplendent in the rays of the mid-day sun. But greater prophets than Joe have been mistaken.

One fine summers afternoon a snorting steam-engine came puffing and panting through the country upon a private road of its own, drawing after it the accumulated rank, beauty, and fashion of a wide district to open the railway, which presently sucked up all the trade and traffic of the country. The Crooked Billet fell from a first-class way-side house at which eight coaches changed horses twice a-day, into a very seedy unfrequented place  a very different one to what it was when our heros mother, then Miss Willing, changed horses on travelling up in the Old True Blue Independent, on the auspicious day that she captured Mr. Pringle. Still it was visited with occasional glimpses of its former greatness in the way of the meets of the hounds, when the stables were filled, and the long-deserted rooms rang with the revelry of visitors. This was its first gala-day of the season, and several of the Feather-bedfordshire gentlemen availed themselves of the fineness of the weather to see Sir Moses hounds, and try whether they, too, could ride over Hit-im and Hold-im shire.

The hounds had scarcely had their roll on the greensward, and old black Challenger proclaimed their arrival with his usual deep-toned vehemence, ere all the converging roads and lanes began pouring in their tributaries, and the space before the bay-windowed red brick-built Billet was soon blocked with gentlemen on horseback, gentlemen in Malvern dog-carts, gentlemen in Newport Pagnells, gentlemen in Croydon clothesbaskets, some divesting themselves of their wraps, some stretching themselves after their drive, some calling for brandy, some for baccy, some for both brandy and baccy.

Then followed the usual inquiries, Is Dobbinson coming?

Wheres the Damper?

Has anybody seen anything of Gameboy Green? Next, the heavily laden family vehicles began to arrive, containing old fat paterfamilias in the red coat of his youth, with his missis by his side, and a couple of buxom daughters behind, one of whom will be installed in the driving seat when papa resigns. Thus we have the Mellows of Mawdsley Hill, the Chalkers of Streetley, and the Richleys of Jollyduck Park, and the cry is still, They come! they come! It is going to be a bumper meet, for the foxes are famous, and the sight of a good get away is worth a dozen Legers put together.

See here comes a nice quiet-looking little old gentleman in a well-brushed, flat-brimmed hat, a birds-eye cravat, a dark grey coat buttoned over a step-collared toilanette vest, nearly matching in line his delicate cream-coloured leathers, who everybody stares at and then salutes, as he lifts first one rose-tinted top and then the other, working his way through the crowd, on a thorough-bred suatlle-bridled bay. He now makes up to Sir Muses, who exclaims as the raised hat shows the familiar blue-eyed face, Ah! Dicky my man! how dye do? glad to see you? and taking off his glove the Baronet gives our old friend Boggledike a hearty shake of the hand. Dicky acknowledges the honour with becoming reverence, and then begins talking of sport and the splendid runs they have been having, while Sir Moses, instead of listening, cons over some to give him in return.

But who have we here sitting so square in the tandem-like dogcart, drawn by the high-stepping, white-legged bay with sky-blue rosettes, and long streamers, doing the pride that apes humility in a white Macintosh, that shows the pink collar to great advantage? Imperial John, we do believe?

Imperial John, it is! He has come all the way from Barley Hill Hall, leaving the people 011 the farm and the plate in the drawing-room to take care of themselves, starting before daylight, while his footman groom has lain ont over night to the serious detriment of a half sovereign. As John now pulls up, with a trace-rattling ring, he cocks his Imperial chin and looks round for applause  a Well done, you! or something of that sort, for coming such a distance. Instead of that, a line of winks, and nods, and nudges, follow his course, one man whispering another, I say, heres old Imperial John, or I say, look at Miss de Glanceys boy; while the young ladies turn their eyes languidly upon him to see what sort of a hero the would-be Benedict is. His Highness, however, has quite got over his de Glancey failure, and having wormed his way after divers with your leaves, and by your leaves, through the intricacies of the crowd, he now pulls up at the inn door, and standing erect in his dog-cart, sticks his whip in the socket, and looks around with a This is Mr. Hybrid the-friend-of-an-Earl sort of air.

Ah! Hybrid, how dye do? now exclaims Sir Moses familiarly; hope youre well?  hows the Peer? hope hes well. Come all the way from Barley Hill?

Barley Hill Hall, replies the great man with an emphasis on the Hall, adding in the same breath, Oi say, ostler, send moy fellow! whereupon there is a renewed nudging and whispering among the ladies beside him, of Thats Mr. Hybrid!

Thats Imperial John, the gentleman who wanted to marry Miss de Glancey for though Miss de Glancey was far above having him, she was not above proclaiming the other.

His Highness then becomes an object of inquisitive scrutiny by the fair; one thinking he might do for Lavinia Edwards; another, for Sarah Bates; a third, for Rachel Bell; a fourth, perhaps, for herself. It must be a poor creature that isnt booked for somebody.

Still, John stands erect in his vehicle, flourishing his whip, hallooing and asking for his fellow.

Ring the bell for moy fellow!  Do go for moy fellow!  Has anybody seen moy fellow? Have you seen moy fellow? addressing an old smock-frocked countryman with a hoe in his hand.

Nor, arm d  d if iver ar i did! replied the veteran, looking him over, a declaration that elicited a burst of laughter from the bystanders, and an indignant chuck of the Imperial chin from our John.

Tweet, tweet, tweet! who have we here? All eyes turn up the Cherryburn road; the roused hounds prick their ears, and are with difficulty restrained from breaking away. Its Walker, the cross postmans gig, and he is treating himself to a twang of the horn. But who has he with him? Who is the red arm-folded man lolling with as much dignity as the contracted nature of the vehicle will allow? A man in red, with cap and beard, and all complete. Why its Monsieur! Monsieur coming in forma pauperis, after Sir Moses liberal offer to send him to cover,  Monsieur in a faded old sugar-loaf shaped cap, and a scanty coat that would have been black if it hadnt been red.
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Still Walker trots him up like a man proud of his load amid the suppressed titters and Whos this? of the company. Sir Moses immediately vouchsafes him protection  by standing erect in his stirrups, and exclaiming with a waive of his right hand, Ah, Monsieur! comment vous portez-vous?

Pretty bobbish, I tenk you, sare, opes you are veil yourself and all de leetle Mainchanees, replied Monsieur, rising in the gig, showing the scrimpness of his coat and the amplitude of his cinnamon-coloured peg-top trousers, thrust into green-topped opera-boots, much in the style of old Paul Pry. Having put something into Walkers hand, Monsieur alights with due caution and Walker whipping on, presently shows the gilt V. R. on the back of his red gig as he works his way through the separating crowd. Walker claims to be one of Her Majestys servants; if not to rank next to Lord Palmerston, at all events not to be far below him. And now Monsieur being left to himself, thrusts his Malacca cane whip stick under his arm, and drawing on a pair of half-dirty primrose-coloured kid gloves, pokes into the crowd in search of his horse, making up to every disengaged one he saw, with Is dees for me? Is dees for me?

Meanwhile Imperial John having emancipated himself from his Mackintosh, and had his horse placed becomingly at the step of the dog-cart, so as to transfer himself without alighting, and let everybody see the magnificence of the establishment, now souces himself into the saddle of a fairish young grey, and turns round to confront the united field; feeling by no means the smallest man in the scene. Hybrid! exclaims Sir Moses, seeing him approach the still dismounted Monsieur, Hybrid! let me introduce my friend Rougier, Monsieur Rougier, Mr. Hybrid! of Barley Hill Hall, a great friend of Lord Ladythornes, whereupon off went the faded sugar-loaf-shaped cap, and down came the Imperial hat, Sir Moses interlarding the ceremony with, great friend of Louis Naps, great friend of Louis Naps, by way of balancing the Ladythorne recommendation of John. The two then struck up a most energetic conversation, each being uncommonly taken with the other. John almost fancied he saw his way to the Tuileries, and wondered what Miss somebody would say if he got there.

The conversation was at length interrupted by Dribblers grinning groom touching Jack behind as he came up with a chestnut horse, and saying, Please, Sir, heres your screw.

Ah, my screw, is it! replied Jack, turning round, dat is a queer name for a horse  screw  hopes hes a good un.

A good un, and nothin but a good un, replied the groom, giving him a punch in the ribs, to make him form up to Jack, an operation that produced an ominous grunt.

Vell said Jack, proceeding to dive at the stirrup with his foot without taking hold of the reins; if Screw is a good un I sail make you handsome present  tuppence a penny, praps  if hes a bad un, I sail give you good crack on the skoll, Jack flourishing his thick whipstick as he spoke.

Will you! replied the man, leaving go of the rein, whereupon down went the horses head, up went his heels, and Jack was presently on his shoulder.

Oh, de devil! roared Jack, he vill distribute me! he vill distribute me! I vill be killed! Nobody sall save me! here, garçon, grum! roared he amid the mirth of the company. Lay old of his ead! lay old of his ocks! lay old of eels! Oh, murder! murder! continued he in well-feigned dismay, throwing out his supplicating arms. Off jumped Imperial John to the rescue of his friend, and seizing the dangling rein, chucked up the horses head with a resolute jerk that restored Jack to his seat.

Ah, my friend, I see you are not much used to the saddle, observed His Highness, proceeding to console the friend of an Emperor.

Veil, sare, I am, and I am not, replied Jack, mopping his brow, and pretending to regain his composure, I am used to de leetle orse at de round-about at de fair, I can carry off de ring ten time out of twice, but these great unruly, unmannerly, undutiful screws are more than a match for old Harry.

Just so, assented His Highness, with a chuck of his Imperial chin, just so; adding in an under-tone, then Ill tell you what well do  Ill tell you what well do  well pop into the bar at the back of the house, and have a glass of something to strengthen our nerves.

By all means, sare, replied Jack, who was always ready for a glass. So they quietly turned the corner, leaving the field to settle their risible faculties, while they summoned the pretty corkscrew ringletted Miss Tubbs to their behests.

What shall it be? asked Imperial John, as the smiling young lady tripped down the steps to where they stood.

Brandy, replied Jack, with a good English accent.

Two brandies! demanded Imperial John, with an air of authority.

Cold, with? asked the lady, eyeing Monsieurs grim visage.

Neat! exclaimed Jack in a tone of disdain.

Yes, Sir, assented the lady, bustling away.

Shilling glasses! roared Jack, at the last flounce of her blue muslin.

Presently she returned bearing two glasses of very brown brandy, and each having appropriated one, Jack began grinning and bowing and complimenting the donor.

Sare, said he, after smelling at the beloved liquor, I have moch pleasure in making your quaintance. I am moch pleased, sare, with the expression of your mog. I tink, sare, you are de andsomest man I never had de pleasure of lookin at. If, sare, dey had you in my country, sare, dey vod make you a King  Emperor, I mean. I drink, sare, your vare good health, so saying, Jack swigged off the contents oi his glass at a draught.

[image: img299.jpg]

Imperial John felt constrained to do the same.

Better now, observed Jack, rubbing his stomach as the liquid fire began to descend. Better now, repeated he, with a jerk of his head, Sare, continued he, I sall return the compliment  I sall treat you to a glass.

Imperial John would rather not. He was a glass of sherry and a biscuit sort of man; but Monsieur was not to be balked in his liberality. Oh, yes, sare, make me de pleasure to accept a glass, continued Jack, Here! Jemima! Matilda! Adelaide! vot the doose do they call de young vomans  look sharp, added he, as she now reappeared. Apportez, dat is to say, bring tout suite, directly; two more glasses; dis gentlemans vill be goode enough to drink my vare good ealth.

Certainly, replied the smiling lady, tripping away for them.

Ah, sare, it is de stoff to make de air corl, observed Jack, eyeing his new acquaintance. Ye sall go like old chaff before the vind after it. Vill catch de fox myself.

The first glass had nearly upset our Imperial friend, and the second one appeared perfectly nauseous. He would give anything that Jack would drink them both himself. However, Monsieur motioned blue muslin to present the tray to John first, so he had no alternative but to accept. Jack then took his glass, and smacking his lips, said I looks, sare, towards you, sare, vith all de respect due to your immortal country. De English, sare, are de finest nation under de moon; and you, sare, and you are as fine a specimens of dat nation as never vas seen. Two such mans as you, sare, could have taken Sebastopol. You could vop all de ell ound savage Sepoys by yourself. So now, sare, continued Jack, brandishing his glass, make ready, present, fire! and at the word fire, he drained off his glass, and then held it upside down to show he had emptied it.

Poor Imperial John was obliged to follow suit.

The Imperial head now began to swim. Mr. Hybrid saw two girls in blue muslin, two Monsieurs, two old yellow Po-chaises, two water-carts with a Cochin-China cock a gollowing a-top of each.

Jack, on the contrary, was quite comfortable. He had got his nerves strung, and was now ready for anything. Spose, now, said he, addressing his staring, half-bewildered friend, you ascend your gallant grey, and let us look after dese mighty chasseurs. But stop, added he, I vill first pay for de tipple, pretending to dive into his peg-top trousers pocket for his purse. Ah! malheureusement, exclaimed he, after feeling them both. I have left my blont, my tin, in my oder trousers pockets. Navare mind! navare mind, continued he, gaily, ve vill square it op some other day. Here, added he to the damsel, dis gentlemens vill pay, and I vill settle vid him some oder day  some oder day. So saying, Jack gathered his horse boldly together, and spurred out of the inn-yard in a masterly way, singing Partant pour la Syrie as he went.


CHAPTER XXXVI. A BIRDS EYE VIEW.
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HE friends reappeared at the front of the Crooked Billet Hotel when the whole cavalcade had swept away, leaving only the return ladies, and such of the grooms as meant to have a drink, now that master was safe. Sir Moses had not paid either Louis Napoleons or Lord Ladythornes friend, the compliment of waiting for them. On the contrary, having hailed the last heavy subscriber who was in the habit of using the Crooked Billet meet, he hallooed the huntsman to trot briskly away down Rickleton Lane, and across Beecham pastures, as well to shake off the foot-people, as to prevent any attempted attendance on the part of the carriage company. Sir Moses, though very gallant, was not always in the chattering mood; and, assuredly, if ever a master of hounds may be excused for a little abruptness, it is when he is tormented by the rival spirits of the adjoining hunt, people who always see things so differently to the men of the country, so differently to what they are meant to do.

It was evident however by the lingering looks and position of parties that the hunt had not been long gone  indeed, the last red coat might still be seen bobbing up and down past the weak and low parts of the Rickleton Lane fence. So Monsieur, having effected a satisfactory rounding, sot his horses head that way, much in the old threepence a-mine and hopes for something over, style of his youth. Jack hadnt forgotten how to ride, though he might occasionally find it convenient to pretend to be a tailor. Indeed, his horse seemed to have ascertained the fact, and instead of playing any more monkey-tricks, he began to apply himself sedulously to the road. Imperial John was now a fitter subject for solicitude than Monsieur, His Highnesss usual bumptious bolt-upright seat being exchanged for a very slouchy, vulgar roll. His saucy eyes too seemed dim and dazzled, like an owls flying against the sun. Some of the toiling pedestrians, who in spite of Sir Mosess intention to leave them in the lurch, had started for the hunt, were the first overtaken, next two grinning boys riding a barebacked donkey, one with his face to the tail, doing the flagellation with an old hearth-brush, then a brandy-nosed horse-breaker, with a badly-grown black colt that didnt promise to be good for anything, next Dr. Linton on his dun pony, working his arms and legs most energetically, riding far faster than his nag; next Noggin, the exciseman, stealing quietly along on his mule as though he were bent on his business and had no idea of a hunt; and at length a more legitimate representative of the chace in the shape of young Mr. Hadaway, of Oakharrow Hill, in a pair of very baggy white cords, on but indifferent terms about the knees with his badly cleaned tops. They did not, however, overtake the hounds, and the great body of scarlet, till just as they turned off the Summersham road into an old pasture-field, some five acres of the low end of which had been cut off for a gorse to lay to the adjoining range of rocky hills whose rugged juniper and broom-dotted sides afforded very comfortable and popular lying for the foxes. It being, if a find, a quick get away, all hands were too busy thinking of themselves and their horses, and looking for their usual opponents to take heed of anything else, and Jack and his friends entered without so much as an observation from any one.

Just at that moment up went Joes cap on the top of the craig, and the scene changed to one of universal excitement. Then, indeed, had come the tug of war! Sir Moses, all hilarity, views the fox! Now Stephen Booty sees him, now Peter Lynch, and now a whole cluster of hats are off in his honour.

* * * *

And now his honours off himself  

Shrill horns proclaim his flight.

Oh dear! oh dear! wheres Billy Pringle?

Oh dear! oh dear! wheres Imperial John?

Oh dear! wheres Jack Rogers?

Jacks all right! There he is grinning with enthusiasm, quite forgetting that hes a Frenchman, and hoisting his brown cap with the best of them. Another glass would have made him give a stunning view-halloa.

Imperial John stares like a man just awoke from a dream. Is he in bed, or is he out hunting, or how! he even thinks he hears Miss de Glanceys Si-r-r! do you mean to insult me? ringing in his ears.

Billy Pringle! poor Billy! hes not so unhappy as usual. His horse is very docile. His tail has lost all its elegant gaiety, and altogether he has a very drooping, weedy look: he coughs, too, occasionally. Billy, however, doesnt care about the coughs, and gives him a dig with his spur to stop it.

Come along, Mr. Pringle, come along! now shrieks Sir Moses, hurrying past, hands down, head too, hugging and spurring his horse as he goes. He is presently through the separating throng, leaving Billy far in the rear. Quicks the word, or the chance is lost. There are no reserved places at a hunt. A flying fox admits of no delay. It is either go or stay.

And now, Monsieur Jean Rougier having stuck his berry-brown conical cap tight on his bristly black head, crams his chestnut horse through the crowd, hallooing to his transfixed brandy friend, Come along, old cock-a-doodle! come along, old Blink Bonny!

Imperial John, who has been holding a mental conference with himself, poising himself in the saddle, and making a general estimate of his condition, thinking he is not so drunk as all that, accepts the familiar challenge, and urges his horse on with the now flying crowd. He presently makes a bad shot at a gate on the swing, which catching him 011 the kneecap, contributes very materially to restore his sobriety, the pain making him first look back for his leg, which he thinks must be off, and then forward at the field. It is very large; two bustling Baronets, two Monsieurs, two huntsmen, two flying hatters  everybody in duplicate, in short.

Away they scud up Thorneycroft Valley at a pace that looks very like killing. The foremost rise the hill, hugging aud holding 011 by the manes.

Ill go! says his Highness to himself, giving up rubbing his kneecap, and settling himself in his saddle, he hustles his horse, and pushing past the undecided ones, is presently in the thick of the fray. There is Jack going, elbows and legs, elbows and legs, at a very galloping, dreary, done sort of pace, the roaring animal he bestrides contracting its short, leg-tied efforts every movement. Jack presently begins to objurgate the ass who lent it him; first wishes he was on himself, then declares the tanner ought to have him. he now sits sideways, and proceeds to give him a good rib-roasting in the old post-boy style.

And now theres a bobbing up and down of hats, caps, and horses heads in front, with the usual deviation under the hounds clauses consolidation act, where the dangerous fencing begins. A pair of white breeches are summersaulting in the air, and a bay horse is seen careering in a wild head in the air sort of way, back to the rear instead of following the hounds.

Thats lucky, said Jack Rogers to himself, as soon as he saw him coming towards him, and circumventing him adroitly at the corner of a turnip-field, he quits his own pumped-out animal and catches him. Thats good, said he, looking him over, seeing that he was a lively young animal in fairish condition, with a good saddle and bridle.

Stirrups just my length, too, I do believe, continued he, preparing to mount. All right, by Jove! added he, settling himself into the saddle, feet well home, and gathering his horse together, he shot forward with the easy elasticity of breeding. It was a delightful change from the rolling cow-like action of the other.

Let us see vot he as in his monkey, said Jack to himself, now drawing the flask from the saddle-case.

Sherry, I fear, said he, uncorking it.

Brandy, I declare, added he with delight, after smelling it. He then took a long pull at the contents.

Good it is, too! exclaimed he, smacking his lips; better nor ve ad at de poblic; so saying, he took another long suck of it.

May as vell finish it, continued he, shaking it at his ear to ascertain what was left; and having secured the remainder, he returned the monkey to the saddle-case, and put on his horse with great glee, taking a most independent line of his own.

Jacks triumph, however, was destined to be but of short duration. The fox being hard pressed, abandoned his original point for Collington Woods, and swerving to the left over Stanbury Hundred, was headed by a cur, and compelled to seek safety in a drain in the middle of a fallow field. The hounds were presently feathering over the mouth in the usual wild, disappointed sort of way, that as good as says, No fault of ours, you know; if he wont stay above ground, we cant catch him for you.

Such of the field as had not ridden straight for Collington Woods, were soon down at the spot; and while the usual enquiries, Wheres Pepper? Wheres Viper? Where can we get a spade? Does anybody know anything about the direction of this drain? were going on, a fat, fair, red-coated, flushed-faced pedestrian  to wit, young Mr. Threadcroft, the woolstaplers son of Harden Grange and Hinton, dived into the thick of the throng, and making up to Monsieur, exclaimed in an anger-choked voice, This (puff) is my (gasp) horse! What the (gasp, puff) devil do you mean by riding away with him in this (puff-, gasp) way? the youth mopping his brow with a yellow bandanna as he spoke.
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Your oss! exclaimed Jack with the greatest effrontery, on de loose can he be your os: I catched him fair! and Ive a right to ride him to de end of de run; a claim that elicited the uproarious mirth of the field, who all looked upon the young wool-pack, as they called him, as a muff.

Nonsense! retorted the youth, half frantic with rage. How can that be?

Ow can dat be, repeated Jack, turning sideways in his saddle, and preparing to argue the case, Ow can dat be? Dis hont, sare, I presume, sare, is condocted on de principle of de grand hont de Epping, vere every mans vot cotched anoders oss, is entitled to ride him to the end of de ron, replied Jack gravely.

Nonsense! again retorted the youth, amidst the renewed laughter of the field. We know nothing of Epping hunts here!

Nothin of Epping onts here? exclaimed Jack, throwing out his hands with well feigned astonishment. Nothin of Epping honts here! Vy, de grand hont de. Epping rules all the oder honts, jost as the grand Clob de Jockey at Newmarket rules all oder Jockey Clubs in de kingdom.

Hoot, toot, sneered the fat youth, lets have none of yonr jaw. Give me my horse, I say, how can he be yours?

Because, sare, replied Jack, I tells you I cotched im fairly in de field. Bot for me he vod have been lost to society  to de vorld at large  eat up by de loup  by de volf  saddle, bridle, and all.

Nothing of the sort! retorted Mr. Treadcroft, indignantly, you had no business to touch him.

Monsieur (with energy). I appeal to you, Sare Moses Baronet, de grand maître de chien, de master of all de dogs and all de dogs vives, if I have not a right to ride im.

Ah, Im afraid, Monsieur, its not the law of this country, replied Sir Moses, laughing. It may be so in France, perhaps; but tell me, wheres your own horse?

Monsieur. Pomped out de beggar; had no go in im; left him in a ditch.

Sir Moses. Thats a pity!  if youd allowed me, Id have sent you a good un.

Mr. Treadcroft, thus reinforced by Sir Mosess decision, returned to the charge with redoubled vigour. If you dont give me up my horse, sir, says he, with firmness, Ill give you in charge of the police for stealing him. Then

Conscience, which makes cowards of us all,



caused Jack to shrink at the recollection of his early indiscretion in the horse-stealing line, and instantly resolving not to give Jack Ketch a chance of taking any liberties with his neck, he thus addresses Mr. Treadcroft:  

Sare, if Sare Moses Baronet, de grand maître de chien, do grandmodder of all de dogs and all de dogs vives, says it is not a case of catch im and keep im cordin to de rules of de grand hont de Epping, I must surrender de quadruped, but I most say it is dem unandsome treatment, after I ave been at de trouble of catching im. So saying, Jack dropped off on the wrong side of the saddle, and giving the horse a slap on his side left his owner to take him.

Tally-ho! there he goes! now exclaimed a dozen voices, as out bounced the fox with a flourish of his well tagged brush that looked uncommonly defiant. What a commotion he caused! Every man lent a shout that seemed to be answered by a fresh effort from the flyer: but still, with twenty couple of overpowering animals after him, what chance did there seem for his life, especially when they could hunt him by his scent after they had lost sight. Every moment, however, improved his opportunity, and a friendly turn of the land shutting him out of view, the late darting, half-frantic pack were brought to their noses.

Hold hard for one, minute! is the order of the day.

Now, catch em if you can! is the cry.

Away they go in the settled determined way of a second start. The bolt taking place on the lower range of the gently swelling Culmington hills, that stretch across the north-east side of Hit-im and Hold-im shire, and the fox making for the vale below, Monsieur has a good birds eye view of the scramble, without the danger and trouble of partaking of the struggle. Getting astride a newly stubbed ash-tree near the vacated drain mouth, he thus sits and soliloquises Hes a pretty flyer, dat fox  if dey catch im afore he gets to the hills, eyeing a gray range uudulating in the distance, theyll do well. That Moff of a man, alluding to Treadcroft, ill never get there. At all events, chuckled Jack, his brandy vont. Dats im! I do believe, exclaimed Jack, off again! as a loose horse is now seen careering across a grass field. No; dat is a black coat, continued Jack, as the owner now appeared crossing the field in pursuit of his horse. Bot dat vill be im! dat vill be friend Moll, as a red rider now measures his length on the greensward of a field in the rear of the other one; and Jack, taking off his faded cap, waives it triumphantly as he distinctly recognises the wild, staring running of his late steed. Dash my buttons! exclaims he, working his arms as if he was riding, bot if it hadnt been for dat unwarrantable, unchristian-like cheek Id ha shown those red coats de vay on dat oss, for I do think he has de go in him and only vants shovin along.  Ah Moff  my friend Moff! laughed he, eyeing Treadcrofts vain endeavour to catch his horse, you may as vell leave im where he is  youll only fatigue yourself to no purpose. If you ad im youd be off him again de next minute.

The telescope of the chace is now drawn out to the last joint, and Jack, as he sits, has a fine birds eye view of the scene. If the hounds go rather more like a flock of wild geese than like the horses in the chariot of the sun, so do the field, until the diminutive dots, dribbling through the vale, look like the line of a projected railway.

If I mistake not, continued Jack, dat leetle shiny eel-like ting, eyeing a tortuous silvery thread meandering through the vale, is vater, and dere vill be some fon by de time dey get there.

Jack is right in his conjecture. It is Long Brawlingford brook, with its rotten banks and deep eddying pools, describing all sorts of geographical singularities in its course through the country, too often inviting aspiring strangers to astonish the natives by riding at it, while the cautious countrymen rein in as they approach, and, eyeing the hounds, ride for a ford at the first splash.

Jacks friend, Blink Bonny, has ridden not amiss, considering his condition  at all events pretty forward, as may be inferred from his having twice crossed the Flying Hatter and come in for the spray of his censure. But for the fact of his Highness getting his hats of the flyer, he would most likely have received the abuse in the bulk. As it was, the hatter kept letting it go as he went.

And now as the hounds speed over the rich alluvial pastures by the brook, occasionally one throwing its tongue, occasionally another, for the scent is first-rate and the pace severe, there is a turning of heads, a checking of horses, and an evident inclination to diverge. Water is in no request.

Who knows the ford? cries Harry Waggett, who always declined extra risk. You know the ford, Smith? continued he, addressing himself to black tops.

Not when Im in a hur-hur-hurry, ejaculates Smith, now fighting with his five-year-old bay.

Oill show ye the ford! cries Imperial John, gathering his grey together and sending him at a stiff flight of outside slab-made rails which separate the field from the pack. This lands His Highness right among the tail hounds.

Hold hard, Mr. Hybrid! now bellows Sir Moses, indignant! at the idea of a Featherbedfordshire farmer thinking to cut down his gallant field.

One minuit! and you may go as hard as iver you like! cries Tom Findlater, who now sees the crows hovering over his fox as he scuttles away on the opposite side of the brook.

There is then a great yawing of mouths and hauling of heads and renewed inquiries for fords.  You know the ford, Brown? You know the ford, Green? Who knows the ford?

His Highness, thus snubbed and rebuked on all sides, is put on his mettle, and inwardly resolves not to be bullied by these low Hit-im and Hold-im shire chaps. If they dont know what is due to the friend of an Earl, he will let them see that he does. So, regardless of their shouts, he shoves along with his Imperial chin well in the air, determined to ride at the brook  let those follow who will. He soon has a chance. The fox has taken it right in his line, without deviating a yard either way, and Wolds-man, and Bluecap, and Ringwood, and Hazard, and Sparkler are soon swimming on his track, followed by the body of the screeching, vociferating pack.

Old Blink Bonny now takes a confused, wish-I-was-well-over, sort of look at the brook, shuddering when he thought how far he was from dry clothes. It is however, too late to retreat. At it he goes in a half resolute sort of way, and in an instant the Imperial hat and the Imperial horses head are all that appear above water.

Hoo-ray! cheer some of the unfeeling Hit-im and Hold-im shireites, dropping down into the ford a little below.

Hoo-ray! respond others on the bank, as the Red Otter, as Silverthorne calls His Highness, rises hatless to the top.

Come here, and Ill help you out! shouts Peter Linch, eyeing Mr. Hybrids vain tarts first at the hat and then at the horse.

Featherbed ford shire for ever! cries Charley Drew, who doesnt at all like Imperial John.

And John, who finds the brook not only a great deal wider, but also a great deal deeper and colder than he expected, is in such a state of confusion that he lands on one side and his horse on the other, so that his chance of further distinction is out for the day. And as he stands shivering and shaking and emptying his hat, he meditates on the vicissitudes of life, the virtues of sobriety, and the rashness of coping with a friend of His Imperial brother, Louis Nap. His horse meanwhile regales upon grass, regardless of the fast receding field. Thus John is left alone in his glory, and we must be indebted to other sources for an account of the finish of this days sport.
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CHAPTER XXXVII. TWO ACCOUNTS OF A RUN; OR, LOOK ON THIS PICTURE.
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MONSIEUR JEAN ROUGIER having seen the field get small by degrees, if not beautifully less, and having viewed the quivering at the brook, thinking the entertainment over, now dismounted from his wooden steed, and, giving it a crack with his stick, saying it was about as good as his first one, proceeded to perform that sorry exploit of retracing his steps through the country on foot. Thanks to the influence of civilisation, there is never much difficulty now in finding a road; and, Monsieur was soon in one whose grassy hoof-marked sides showed it had been ridden down in chase. Walking in scarlet is never a very becoming proceeding; but, walking in such a scarlet as Jack had on, coupled with such a cap, procured him but little respect from the country people, who took him for one of those scarlet runners now so common with hounds. One man (a hedger) in answer to his question, If he had seen his horse? replied, after a good stare Nor  nor nobody else; thinking that the steed was all imaginary, and Jack was wanting to show off: another said, Coom, coom, that ill not de; youve ne horse. Altogether, Monsieur did not get much politeness from anyone; so he stumped moodily along, venting his spleen as he went.

The first thing that attracted his attention was his own pumped-out steed, standing with its snaffle-rein thrown over a gate-post; and Jack, having had about enough pedestrian exercise, especially considering that he was walking in his own boots, now gladly availed himself of the lately discarded mount.

Wooay, ye great grunting brute! exclaimed he, going up with an air of ownership, taking the rein off the post, and climbing on.

He had scarcely got well under way, ere a clattering of horses hoofs behind him, attracted his attention; and, looking back, he saw the Collington Woods detachment careering along in the usual wild, staring, which-way? which-way? sort of style of men, who have been riding to points, and have lost the hounds. In the midst of the flight was his master, on the now woe-begone bay; who came coughing, and cutting, and hammer and pincering along, in a very ominous sort of way. Billy, on the other hand, flattered himself that they were having a very tremendous run, with very little risk, and he was disposed to take every advantage of his horse, by way of increasing its apparent severity, thinking it would be a fine thing to tell his Mamma how he had got through his horse. Monsieur having replied to their which ways? with the comfortable assurance that they need not trouble themselves any further, the hounds being miles and miles away, there was visible satisfaction on the faces of some; while others, more knowing, attempted to conceal their delight by lip-curling exclamations of What a bore!

Thought you knew the country, Brown. Never follow you again, Smith, and so on. They then began asking for the publics. Wheres the Red Lion?

Does anybody know the way to the Barley Mow?

How far is it to the Dog and Duck at Westpool?

Dat oss of yours sall not be quite veil, I tink, sare, observed Jack to his master, after listening to one of its ominous coughs.

Oh, yes he is, only a little lazy, replied Billy, giving him a refresher, as well with the whip on his shoulder, as with the spur on his side.

He is feeble, I should say, sare, continued Jack, eyeing him pottering along.

What should I give him, then? asked Billy, thinking there might be something in what Jack said.

I sud say a leetle gin vod be de best ting for im, replied Jack.

Gin! but where can I get gin here? asked Billy.

Dese gentlemens is asking their vays to de Poblic ouses, replied Jack; and if you follows dem, you vill laud at some tap before long.

Jack was right. Balmey Zephyr, as they call Billy West, the surgeon of Hackthorn, who had joined the hunt quite promiscuous, is leading the way to the Red Lion, and the cavalcade is presently before the well-frequented door; one man calling for Purl, another Ale, a third for Porter; while others hank their horses on to the crook at the door, while they go in to make themselves comfortable. Jack dismounting, and giving his horse in charge of his master, entered the little way-side hostelry; and, asking for a measure of gin, and a bottle of water, he drinks off the gin, and then proceeds to rinse Billys horses mouth out with the water, just as a training-groom rinses a horses after a race.

Dat vill do, at length said Jack, chucking the horses head up in the air, as if he gets him to swallow the last drop of the precious beverage. Dat vill do, repeated he, adding, he vill now carry you ome like a larkspur. So saying, Jack handed the bottle back through the window, and, paying the charge, remounted his steed, kissing his hand, and bon-jouring the party, as he set off with his master in search of Pangburn Park.

Neither of them being great hands at finding their way about a country, they made sundry bad hits, and superfluous deviations, and just reached Pangburn Park as Sir Moses and Co. came triumphantly down Rossington hill, flourishing the brush that had given them a splendid fifty minutes (ten off for exaggeration) without a check, over the cream of their country, bringing Imperial John, Gameboy Green, and the flower of the Featherbedfordshire hunt, to the most abject and unmitigated grief.

Oh, such a run! exclaimed Sir Moses, throwing out his paws. Oh, such a run! Finest run that ever was seen! Sort of run, that if old Thome (meaning Lord Ladythorne) had had, hed have talked about it for a year. Sir Moses then descended to particulars, describing the heads up and sterns down work to the brook, the Imperial catastrophe which he dwelt upon with great goût, domd if he didnt; and how, leaving John in the water, they went away over Rillington Marsh, at a pace that was perfectly appalling, every field choking off some of those Featherbedfordshireites, who came out thinking to cut them all down; then up Tewey Hill, nearly to the crow trees, swinging down again into the vale by Billy Mill, skirting Laureston Plantations, and over those splendid pastures of Arlingford, where there was a momentary check, owing to some coursers, who ought to be hang, domd if they shouldnt. This, continued Sir Moses, let in some of the laggers, Dickey among the number; but we were speedily away again; and, passing a little to the west of Pickering Park, through the decoy, and away over Larkington Rise, shot down to the Farthing-pie House, where that great Owl, Gameboy Green, thinking to show off, rode at an impracticable fence, and got a cropper for his pains, nearly knocking the poor little Damper into the middle of the week after next by crossing him. Well, from there he made for the main earths in Purdoe Banks, where, of course, there was no shelter for him; and, breaking at the east end of the dene, he set his head straight for Brace well Woods, good two miles off (one and a quarter, say); but his strength failing him over Winterttood Heath, we ran from scent to view, in the finest, openest manner imaginable,  domd if we didnt, concluded Sir Moses, having talked himself out of breath.

The same evening, just as Oliver Armstrong was shutting up day by trimming and lighting the oil-lamp at the Lockingford toll-bar, which stands within a few yards from where the apparently well-behaved little stream of Long Brawlingford brook divides the far-famed Hit-im and Hold-im shire from Featherbedfordshire, a pair of desperately mud-stained cords below a black coat and vest, reined up behind a well wrapped and buttoned-up gentleman in a buggy, who chanced to be passing, and drew forth the usual inquiry of What sport?

The questioner was no less a personage than Mr. Easylease, Lord Ladythornes agent  we beg pardon, Commissioner  and Mr. Gameboy Green, the tenant in possession of the soiled cords, recognising the voice in spite of the wraps, thus replied  

Oh, Mr. Easylease its you, sir, is it? Hope youre well, sir, with a sort of move of his hat  not a take off, nor yet a keep on hope Mrs. Easylease is quite well, and the young ladies.

Quite well, thank you; hope Mrs. G.s the same. What sport have you had? added the Commissioner, without waiting for an answer to the inquiry about the ladies.

Sport! repeated Gameboy, drawing his breath, as he conned the matter hastily over. Sport! recollecting he was as good as addressing the Earl himself  master of hounds  favours past  hopes for future, and so on. Well, said he, seeing his line; Weve had a nice-ish run  a fair-ish day  five and twenty minutes, or so.

Fast? asked Mr. Easylease, twirling his gig-whip about, for he was going to Tantivy Castle in the morning, and thought he might as well have something to talk about beside the weather.

Middlin  nothin partieklar, replied Green, with a chuck of the chin.

Kill? asked the Commissioner, continuing the laconics.

Dont know, replied the naughty Green, who knew full well they had; for he had seen them run into their fox as he stood on Dinglebank Hill; and, moreover, had ridden part of the way home with Tommy Heslop, who had a pad.

Why, youve been down! exclaimed the Commissioner, starting round at the unwonted announcement of Gameboy Green, the best man of their hunt, not knowing if they had killed.

Down, aye, repeated Gameboy, looking at his soiled side, which looked as if he had been at a sculptors, having a mud cast taken of himself. Im indebted to the nasty little jealous Damper for that.

The Damper! exclaimed the Commissioner, knowing how the Earl hated him. The Damper! that little rascally drapers always doing something wrong. How did he manage it?

Just charged me as I was taking a fence, replied Green, and knocked me clean over.

What a shame! exclaimed the Commissioner, driving on. What a shame, repeated he, whipping his horse into a trot.

And as he proceeded, he presently fell in with Dr. Pillerton, to whom he related how infamously the Hit-im and Hold-im shire chaps had used poor Green, breaking three of his ribs, and nearly knocking his eye out. And Dr. Pillerton, ever anxious, &c., told DOrsay Davis, the great we of the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, who forthwith penned such an article on fox-hunting Jealousy, generally, and Hit-im and Hold-im shire Jealousy in particular, as caused Sir Moses to declare hed horsewhip him the first time he caught him, domd if he wouldnt.

Shall be w-h-a-w-t? drawled our hero, dreading the reply.

Down in de mouth  seek  onvell, replied Jack, depositing the top-boots by the sofa, and placing the shaving-water on the toilette table.

Oh, is he! said Billy, perking up, thinking he saw his way out of the dilemma. Whats the matter with him?

He coughs, sare  he does not feed, sare  and altogether he is not right.

So-o-o, said Billy, conning the matter over then, praps Id better not ride him?


CHAPTER XXXVIII. THE SICK HORSE AND THE SICK MASTER.
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YOUR oss sall be seek  down in de mouth dis mornin, sare, observed Monsieur to Billy, as the latter lay tossing about in his uncomfortable bed, thinking how he could shirk that days hunting penance; Sir Moses, with his usual dexterity, having evaded the offer of lending him a horse, by saying that Billys having nothing to do.

Vot you think right, sare, replied Jack. He is your quadruped, not mine; but I should not say he is vot dey call, op to snoff  fit to go.

Ah, replied Billy. Ill not ride im! hate a horse thats not up to the mark.

Sare Moses Baronet vod perhaps lend you von, sare, suggested Jack.

Oh, by no means! replied Billy in a fright. By no means! Id just as soon not hunt to-day, in fact, for Ive got a good many letters to write and things to do; so just take the water away for the present and bring it back when Sir Moses is gone. So saying, Billy turned over on his thin pillow, and again sought the solace of his couch. He presently fell into a delightful dreamy sort of sleep, in which he fancied that after dancing the Yammerton girls all round, he had at length settled into an interminable Ask Mamma Polka, with Clara, from which he was disagreeably aroused by Jack Rogers hirsute face again protruding between the partially-drawn curtains, announcing, Sare Moses Baronet, sare, has cot his stick  is off.

Sir Moses, what! started Billy, dreading to hear about the hunt.

Sare Moses Baronet, sare, is gone, and Ive brought you your leau chaude, as you said.

All right! exclaimed Billy, rubbing his eyes and recollecting himself, all right; and, banishing the beauty, he jumped out of bed and resigned himself to Rogers, who forthwith commenced the elaborate duties of his office. As it progressed he informed Billy how the land lay. Sare Moses was gone, bot Coddy was left, and Mrs. Margerum said there should be no déjeuner for Cod (who was a bad tip), till Billy came down. And Jack didnt put himself at all out of his way to expedite matters to accommodate Cuddy.

At length Billy descended in a suit of those tigerish tweeds into which he had lapsed since he got away from Mamma, and was received with a round of tallihos and view-holloas by Cuddy, who had been studying Bells Life with exemplary patience in the little bookless library, reading through all the meets of the hounds as if he was going to send a horse to each of them. Then Cuddy took his revenge on the servants by ringing for everything he could think of, demanding them all in the name of Mr. Pringle; just as an old parish constable used to run frantically about a fair demanding assistance from everybody in the name of the Queen. Mr. Pringle wanted devilled turkey, Mr. Pringle wanted partridge pie, Mr. Pringle wanted sausages, Mr. Pringle wanted chocolate, Mr. Pringle wanted honey, jelly and preserve. Why the deuce, didnt they send Mr. Pringle his breakfast in properly? And if the servants didnt think Billy a very great man, it wasnt for want of Cuddy trying to make them.

And so, what with Cuddys exertions and the natural course of events, Billy obtained a very good breakfast. The last cup being at length drained, Cuddy clutched Bells Life, and wheeling his semicircular chair round to the fire, dived into his side pocket, and, producing a cigar-case, tendered Billy a weed. And Cuddy did it in such a matter-of-course way, that much as Billy disliked smoking, he felt constrained to accept one, thinking to get rid of it by a sidewind, just as he had got rid of old Wotherspoons snuff, by throwing it away. So, taking his choice, he lit it, and prepared to beat a retreat, but was interrupted by Cuddy asking where he was going?

Only into the open air, replied Billy, with the manner of a professed smoker.

Open air, be hanged! retorted Cuddy. Open airs well enough in summer-time when the roses are out, and the strawberries ripe, but this is not the season for that kind of sport. No, no, come and sit here, man, continued he, drawing a chair alongside of him for Billy, and lets have a chat about hunting.

But Sir Moses wont like his room smoked in, observed Billy, making a last effort to be off.

Oh, Sir Moses dont care! rejoined Cuddy, with a jerk of his head; Sir Moses dont care! cant hurt such rubbish as this, added he, tapping the arm of an old imitation rose-wood painted chair that stood on his left. No old furniture broker in the Cut, would give ten puns for the whole lot, curtains, cushions, and all, looking at the faded red hangings around.

So Billy was obliged to sit down and proceed with his cigar. Meanwhile Cuddy having established a good light to his own, took up his left leg to nurse, and proceeded with his sporting speculations.

Ah, hunting wasnt what it used to be (whiff), nor racing either (puff). Never was a truer letter (puff), than that of Lord Derbys (whiff), in which he said racing had got into the (puff) hands of (whiff) persons of an inferior (puff) position, who keep (puff) horses as mere instruments of (puff) gambling, instead of for (whiff) sport. Then, having pruned the end of his cigar, he lowered his left leg and gave his right one a turn, while he indulged in some hunting recollections. Hunting wasnt what it used to be (puff) in the days of old (whiff) Warde and (puff) Villebois and (whiff) Masters. Ah no! continued he, taking his cigar out of his month, and casting his eye up at the dirty fly-dotted ceiling. Few such sportsmen as poor Sutton or Ralph Lambton, or that fine old fire-brick, Assheton Smith. People want to be all in the ring now, instead of sticking to one sport, and enjoying it thoroughly  yachts, manors, moors, race-horses, cricket, coaches, coursing, cooks  and the consequence is, they get blown before they are thirty, and have to live upon air the rest of their lives. Wasnt one man in fifty that hunted who really enjoyed it. See how glad they were to tail off as soon as they could. A good knock on the nose, or a crack on the crown settled half of them. Another thing was, there was no money to be made by it. Nothing an Englishman liked so much as making money, or trying to make it. So saying, Cuddy gave his cigar another fillip, and replacing it in his mouth, proceeded to blow a series of long revolving clouds, as he lapsed into a heaven of hunting contemplations.

From these he was suddenly aroused by the violent retching of Billy. Our friend, after experiencing the gradual growth of seasickness mingled with a stupifying headache, was at length fairly overcome, and Cuddy had just time to bring the slop-basin to the rescue. Oh, how green Billy looked!

* * * *

Too soon after breakfast  too soon after breakfast, muttered Cuddy, disgusted at the interruption. Lie down for half an hour, lie down for half an hour, continued he ringing the bell violently for assistance.

Send Mr. Pringles valet here! send Mr. Pringles valet here! exclaimed he, as the half-davercd footman came staring in, followed by the ticket-of-leave butler, Here, Monsieur! continued he, as Rougiers hairy face now peeped past the door, your master wants you  eat something thats disagreed with him  that partridge-pie, I think, for I feel rather squeamish myself; and you, Bankhead, added he, addressing the butler, just bring us each a drop of brandy, not that nasty brown stuff Mother Margermn puts into the puddings, but some of the white, you know  the best, you know, saying which, with a now old boy! he gave Billy a hoist from his seat by the arm, and sent him away with his servant. The brandy, however, never came, Bankhead declaring they had drunk all he had out, the other night. So Cuddy was obliged to console himself with his cigars and Bells Life, which latter he read, marked, learned, and inwardly digested, pausing every now and then at the speculative passages, wondering whether Wilkinson and Kidd, or Messrs. Wilkinson and Co. were the parties who had the honour of having his name on their books, where Henry Just, the backer of horses, got the Latin for his advertisement from, and considering whether Nairn Sahib, the Indian fiend, should be roasted alive or carried round the world in a cage. He also went through the column and a quarter of the meets of hounds again, studied the doings at Copenhagen Grounds, Salford Borough Gardens, and Hornsea Wood, and finally finished off with the time of high-water at London Bridge, and the list of pedestrian matches to come. He then folded the paper carefully up and replaced it iu his pocket, feeling equal to a dialogue with anybody. Having examined the day through the window, he next strolled to his old friend the weather-glass at the bottom of the stairs, and then constituting himself huntsman to a pack of hounds, proceeded to draw the house for our Billy; Y-o-o-icks, wind him! y-o-o-icks, push him up! holloaed he, going leisurely up-stairs, Eleu in there! Eleu in! continued he, on arriving at a partially closed door on the first landing.

Theres nobody here! Theres nobody here! exclaimed Mrs. Margerum, hurrying out. Theres nobody here, sir! repeated she, holding steadily on by the door, to prevent any one entering where she was busy packing her weekly basket of perquisites, or what the Americans more properly call stealings.

Nobody here! bitch-fox, at all events! retorted Cuddy, eyeing her confusion wheres Mr. Pringles room? asked he.

Ill show you, sir; Ill show you, replied she, closing the room-door, and hurrying on to another one further along. This is Mr. Pringles room, sir, said she, stopping before it.

All right! exclaimed Cuddy, knocking at the door.

Come in, replied a feeble voice from within; and in Cuddy went.





There was Billy in bed, with much such a disconsolate face as he had when Jack Rogers appeared with his hunting things. As, however, nobody ever admits being sick with smoking, Billy readily adopted Cuddys suggestion, and laid the blame on the pie. Cuddy, indeed, was good enough to say he had been sick himself, and of course Billy had a right to be so, too. Shouldnt have been so, said Cuddy, if that beggar Bankhead had brought the brandy; but theres no getting anything out of that fellow. And Caddy and Billy being then placed upon terms of equality, the interesting invalids agreed to have a walk together. To this end Billy turned out of bed and re-established himself in his recently-discarded coat and vest; feeling much like a man after a bad passage from Dover to Calais. The two then toddled down-stairs together, Cuddy stopping at the bottom of the flight to consult his old friend the glass, and speculate upon the Weather.

Dash it! but its falling, said he, with a shake of the head after tapping it. Didnt like the looks of the sky this morning  wish there maynt be a storm brewing. Had one just about this time last year. Would be a horrid bore if hunting was stopped just in its prime, and talked like a man with half-a-dozen horses fit to jump out of their skins, instead of not owning one. And Billy thought it would be the very thing for him if hunting was stopped. With a somewhat light heart, he followed Cuddy through the back slums to the stables.

Sir Moses doesnt sacrifice much to appearances, does he? asked Cuddy, pointing to the wretched rough-cast peeling off the back walls of the house, which were greened with the drippings of the broken spouts.

No, replied Billy, staring about, thinking how different things looked there to what they did at the Carstle.

Desperately afraid of paint, continued Cuddy, looking about. Dont think there has been a lick of paint laid upon any place since he got it. Always tell him hes like a bad tenant at the end of a long lease, which observation brought them to the first stable-door. Whos here? cried Cuddy, kicking at the locked entrance.

Whos there? demanded a voice from within.

Me! Mr. Flintoff! replied Cuddy, in a tone of authority; open the door added he, imperiously.

The dirty-shirted helper had seen them coming; but the servants generally looking upon Cuddy as a spy, the man had locked the door upon him.

Beg pardon, sir, now said the Catiff, pulling at his cowlick as he opened it; beg pardon, sir, didnt know it was you.

Didnt you, replied Cuddy, adding, you might have known by my knock, saying which Cuddy stuck his cheesey hat down on his nose, and pocketing his hands, proceeded to scrutinise the stud.

Whats this orse got a bandage on for? asked he about one. Why dont ye let that orses ead down? demanded he of another. Strip thisnorse, ordered he of a third. Then Cuddy stood criticising his points, his legs, his loins, his hocks, his head, his steep shoulder, as he called it, and then ordered the clothes to be put on again. So he went from stable to stable, just as he does at Tattersalls on a Sunday, Cuddy being as true to the corner as the needle to the pole, though, like the children, he looks, but never touches, that is to say, bids, at least not for himself. Our Billy, soon tiring of this amusement  if, indeed, amusement it can be called  availed himself of the interregnum caused by the outside passage from one set of stables to another, to slip away to look after his own horse, of whose health he suddenly remembered Rougier had spoken disparagingly in the morning. After some little trouble he found the Juniper-smelling head groom, snoring asleep among a heap of horse-cloths before the fire in the saddle-room.

It is said that a man who is never exactly sober is never quite drunk, and Jack Wetun was one of this order, he was always running to the unsophisticated gin-bottle, keeping up the steam of excitement, but seldom overtopping it, and could shake himself into apparent sobriety in an instant. Like most of Sir Mosess people, he was one of the fallen angels of servitude, having lived in high places, from which his intemperate habits had ejected him; and he was now gradually descending to that last refuge of the destitute, the Ostlership of a farmers inn. Starting out of his nest at the rousing shake of the helper, who holloaed in his ear that Mr. Pringle wanted to see his orse, Wetun stretched his brawny arms, and, rubbing his eyes, at length comprehended Billy, when he exclaimed with a start, Oss, sir? Oh, by all means, sir; and, bundling on his greasy-collared, iron-grey coat, he reeled and rolled out of the room, followed by our friend. That (hiccup) oss of (hiccup) yours is (hiccup) amiss, I think (hiccup), sir, said he, leading, or rather lurching the way. A w-h-a-w-t? drawled Billy, watching Wetons tack and half-tack gait.

Amiss (hiccup)  unwell  dont like his (hiccup) looks, replied the groom, rolling past the stable-door where he was. Oh, beg pardon, exclaimed he, bumping against Billy on turning short back, as he suddenly recollected himself; Beg pardon, hes in here, added he, fumbling at the door. It was locked. Then, oh dear, he hadnt got the (hiccup) key, then (hiccup); yes, he had got the (hiccup) key, as he recollected he had his coat on, and dived into the pocket for it. Then he produced it; and, after making several unsuccessful pokes at the key-hole, at length accomplished an entry, and Billy again saw Napoleon the Great, now standing in the promised two-stalled stable along with Sir Mosess gig mare.

To a man with any knowledge of horses, Napoleon certainly did look very much amiss  more like a wooden horse at a harness-makers, than an animal meant to go,  stiff, with his fore-logs abroad, and an anxious care-worn countenance continually cast back at its bearing flanks.

Humph! said Billy, looking him over, as he thought, very knowingly. Not so much amiss, either, is he?

Well, sir, what you think, replied Wetun, glad to find that Billy didnt blame him for his bad nights lodgings.

Oh, I dare say hell be all right in a day or two, observed

Billy, half inclined to recommend his having his feet put into warm water.

Ope so, replied Wetun, looking up the horses red nostrils, adding, but hes not (hiccup) now, somehow.

Just then a long reverberating crack sounded through the courtyard, followed by the clattering of horses hoofs, and Wetun exclaiming, Here be Sir Moses! dropped the poor horses head, and hurried ont to meet his master, accompanied by Billy.

Ah, Pringle! exclaimed Sir Moses, gaily throwing his leg over his horses head as he alighted. Ah, Pringle, my dear fellow, what, got you?

Well, what sport? demanded Cuddy Flintoff, rushing up with eager anxiety depicted on his face.

Very good, replied Sir Moses, stamping the mud off his boots, and then giving himself a general shake; very good, repeated he; found at Lobjolt Corse  ran up the banks and down the banks, and across to Beaties Bog, then over to Deep-well Rocks, and back again to the banks.

Did you kill? demanded Cuddy, not wanting to hear any more about the banks  up the banks or down the banks either.

Why, no, replied Sir Moses, moodily; if that domd old Daddy Nevins hadnt stuck his ugly old mug right in the way, we should have forced him over Willowsike Pastures, and doubled him up in no time, for we were close upon him; whereas the old infidel brought us to a check, aud we never could get upon terms with him again; but, come, continued Sir Moses, wishing to cut short this part of the narrative, lets go into the house and get ourselves warmed, for the airs cold, and I havent had a bite since breakfast.

Ay, come in! cried Cuddy, leading the way; come in, and get Mr. Pringle a drop of brandy, for hes eat something thats disagreed with him.

Eat something thats disagreed with him. Sorry to hear that; what could it be?  what could it be? asked Sir Moses, as the party now groped their way along the back passages.

Why, I blame the partridge-pie, replied Cuddy, demurely.

Not a bit of it! rejoined Sir Moses not a bit of it! eat some myself  eat some myself  will finish it now  will finish it now.

Weve saved you that trouble, replied Cuddy, for we finished it ourselves.

The deuce you did! exclaimed Sir Moses, adding, and were you sick?

Squeamish, replied Cuddy Squeamish; not so bad as Mr. Pringle.

But bad enough to want some brandy, I suppose, observed the Baronet, now entering the library.

Quite so, said Cuddy quite.

Why didnt you get some?  why didnt you get some? asked the Baronet, moving towards the bell.

Because Bankhead has none out, replied Mr. Cuddy, before Sir Moses rang.

None out! retorted Sir Moses none out!  what! have you finished that too!

Somebody has, it seems, replied Cuddy, quite innocently.

Well, then, Ill tell you what you must do  Ill tell you what you must do, continued the Baronet, lighting a little red taper, and feeling in his pocket for the keys you must go into the cellar yourself and get some  go into the cellar yourself and get some; so saying, Sir Moses handed Cuddy the candle and keys, saying, shelf above the left hand bin behind the door, adding, you know it  you know it.

Better bring two when Im there, hadnt I? asked Cuddy.

Well, said Sir Moses, dryly, I spose therell be no great harm if you do; and away Cuddy went.

D-e-e-a-vil of a fellow to drink  d-e-e-a-vil of a fellow to drink, drawled Sir Moses, listening to his receding footsteps along the passage. He then directed his blarney to Billy. Oh dear, he was sorry to hear hed been ill; what could it be? Lost a nice gallop, too  domd if he hadnt. Couldnt be the pie! Wondered he wasnt down in the morning. Then Billy explained that his horse was ill, and that prevented him.

Horse ill! exclaimed Sir Moses, throwing out his hands, and raising his brows with astonishment horse ill! O dear, but that shouldnt have stopped you, if Id known  should have been most welcome to any of mine  domd if you shouldnt! Theres Pegasus, or Atalanta, or Will-o-the-Wisp, or any of them, fit to go. O dear, it was a sad mistake not sending word. Wonder what Wetun was about not to tell me  would row him for not doing so, and as Sir Moses went on protesting and professing and proposing, Cuddy Flintoffs footstep and for-rard on! for-rard on! were heard returning along the passage, and he presently entered with a bottle in each hand.

There are a brace of beauties! exclaimed he, placing them on the round table, with the dew of the cellar fresh on their sides there are a brace of blood-like beauties! repeated he, eyeing their neat tapering necks, the very race-horse of bottles  perfect pictures, I declare; so different to those great lumbering roundshouldered English things, that look like black beer or porter, or something of that sort. Then Cuddy ran off for glasses and tumblers and water; and Sir Moses, having taken a thimble-full of brandy, retired to change his clothes, declaring he felt chilly; and Cuddy, reigning in his stead, made Billy two such uncommonly strong brews, that we are sorry to say he had to be put to bed shortly after.

And when Mr. Bankhead heard that Cuddy Flintoff had been sent to the cellar instead of him, he declared it was the greatest insult that had ever been offered to a gentleman of his order, and vowed that he would turn his master off the first thing in the morning.


CHAPTER XXXIX. MR. PRINGLE SUDDENLY BECOMES A MEMBER OF THE H. H. H.
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NEXT DAY BEING a dies non in the hunting way, Sir Moses Mainchance lay at earth to receive his steward, Mr. Mordecai Nathan, and hear what sport he had had as well in hunting up arrears of rent as in the management of the Pangburn Park estate generally. Very sorry the accounts were, many of the apparent dullard farmers being far more than a match for the sharp London Jew. Mr. Mordecai Nathan indeed, declared that it would require a detective policeman to watch each farm, so tricky and subtile were the occupants. And as Sir Moses listened to the sad recitals, how Henery Brown & Co. had been leading off their straw by night, and Mrs. Turnbull selling her hay by day, and Jacky Hindmarch sowing his fallows without ever taking out a single weed, he vowed that they were a set of the biggest rogues under the sun, and deserved to be hung all in a row,  domd if they didnt! And he moved and seconded and carried a resolution in his own mind, that the man who meddled with land as a source of revenue was a very great goose. So, charging Mr. Mordecai Nathan to stick to them for the money, promising him one per cent, more (making him eleven) on what he recovered, he at length dissolved the meeting, most heartily wishing he had Pangburn Park in his pocket again. Meanwhile Messrs. Flintoff and Pringle had yawned away the morning in the usual dreamy loungy style of guests in country-houses, where the meals are the chief incidents of the day. Mr. Pringle not choosing to be tempted with any more pie, had slipped away to the stable as soon as Cuddy produced the dread cigar-case after breakfast, and there had a conference with Mr. Wetun, the stud-groom, about his horse Napoleon the Great. The drunkard half laughed when Billy asked if he thought the horse would be fit to come out in the morning, observing that he thought it would be a good many mornins fust, adding that Mr. Fleams the farrier had bled him, but he didnt seem any better, and that he was coming back at two oclock, when praps Mr. Pringle had better see him himself. Whereupon our friend Billy, recollecting Sir Mosess earnest deprecation of his having stayed at home for want of a horse the day before, and the liberal way he had talked of Atalanta and Pegasus, and he didnt know what else, now charged Mr. Wetun not to mention his being without a horse, lest Sir Moses might think it necessary to mount him; which promise being duly accorded, Billy, still shirking Cuddy, sought the retirement of his chamber, where he indited an epistle to his anxious Mamma, telling her all, how he had left Major Yammertons and the dangerous eyes, and had taken up his quarters with Sir Moses Mainchance, a great fox-hunting Hit-im and Hold-im shire Baronet at Pangburn Park, expecting she would be very much pleased and struck with the increased consequence. Instead of which, however, though Mrs. Pringle felt that he had perhaps hit upon the lesser evil, she wrote him a very loving letter by return of post, saying she was glad to hear he was enjoying himself, but cautioning him against Moses Mainchance (omitting the Sir), adding that every mans character was ticketed in London, and the letters D. D. for Dirty Dog were appended to his. She also told him that uncle Jerry had been inquiring about him, and begging she would call upon him at an early day on matters of business, all of which will hereafter more full and at large appear, as the lawyers say; meanwhile, we must back the train of ideas a little to our hero. Just as he was affixing the great seal of state to the letter, Cuddy Flintoffs for-rard on! for-rard on! was heard progressing along the passage, followed by a noisy knock, with an exclamation of Pringle at our friends door.

Come in! cried he; and in obedience to the invitation, Flintoff stood in the doorway. Dont forget, said he, that we dine at Hinton to-day, and the Baronets ordered the trap at four, adding, Im going to dress, and youd better do the same. So saying, Cuddy closed the door, and hunted himself along to his own room at the end of the passage Eleu in there! Eleu in! oried he as he got to the door.

Hinton, once the second town in Hit-im and Hold-im shire, stands at the confluence of the Long Brawlinerford and Riplinton brooks, whose united efforts here succeed in making a pretty respectable stream. It is an old-fashioned country place, whose component parts may be described as consisting of an extensive market-place, with a massive church of the florid Gothic, or gingerbread order of architecture at one end, a quaint stone-roofed, stone-pillared market cross at the other, the Fox and Hounds hotel and posting-house on the north side, with alternating shops and public houses on the south.

Its population, according to a certain sore subject topographical dictionary, was 23,500, whilst its principal trade might have been described as fleecing the foxhunters. That was in its golden days, when Lord Martingal hunted the country, holding his court at the Fox and Hounds hotel, where gentlemen stayed with their studs for months and months together, instead of whisking about with their horses by steam. Then every stable in the town was occupied at very remunerative rents, and the inhabitants seemed to think they could never build enough.

Like the natives of most isolated places, the Hintonites were very self-sufficient, firmly believing that there were no such conjurors as themselves; and, when the Grumpletin railway was projected, they resolved that it would ruin their town, and so they opposed it to a man, and succeeded in driving it several miles off, thus scattering their trade among other places along the line. Year by year the bonnet and mantle shops grew less gay, the ribbons less attractive, until shop after shop lapsed into a sort of store, hardware on one side, and millinery, perhaps, on the other. But the greatest fall of all was that of the Fox and Hounds hotel and posting-house. This spacious hostelry had apparently been built with a view of accommodating everybody; and, at the time of our story, it loomed in deserted grandeur in the great grass-grown market-place. In structure it was more like a continental inn than an English one; quadrangular, entered by a spacious archway, from whose lofty ceiling hung the crooks, from whence used to dangle the glorious legs and loins of four-year-old mutton, the home-fed hams, the geese, the ducks, the game, with not unfrequently a haunch or two of presentation venison. With the building, however, the similarity ended, the cobble-stoned courtyard displaying only a few water-casks and a basket-caged jay, in lieu of the statues, and vases, and fountains, and flower-stands that grace the flagged courts of the continent. But in former days it boasted that which in the eye of our innkeeper passes show, namely, a goodly line of two-horse carriages drawn across its ample width. In those days county families moved like county families, in great, caravan-like carriages, with plenty of servants, who, having drunk the Park or Hall allowance, uphold their characters and the honour of their houses, by topping up the measure of intemperance with their own money. Their masters and mistresses, too, considered the claims of the innkeepers, and ate and drank for the good of the house, instead of sneaking away to pastry-cooks for their lunches at a third of the price of the inn ones. Not that any landlord had ever made money at the Fox and Hounds hotel. Oh, no! it would never do to admit that. Indeed, Mr. Binny used to declare, if it wasnt the great regard he had for Lord Martingal and the gents of his hunt, hed just as soon be without their custom; just as all Binnys decry, whatever they have  military messes, hunt messes, bar messes, any sort of messes. They never make anything by them  not they.

Now, however, that the hunt was irrevocably gone, words were inadequate to convey old Peter the waiters lamentations at its loss. Oh dear, sir! he would say, as he showed a stranger the club-room, once the eighth wonder of the world, Oh dear, sir! I never thought to see things come to this pass. This room, sir, used to be occupied night after night, and every Wednesday we had more company than it could possibly hold. Now we have nothing but a miserable three-and-sixpence a head once a month, with Sir Moses in the chair, and a shilling a bottle for corkage. Formerly we had six shillings a bottle for port and five for sherry, which, as our decanters didnt hold three parts, was pretty good pay. Then Peter would open the shutters and show the proportions of the room, with the unrivalled pictures on the walls: Lord Martingal on his horse, Lord Martingal off his horse; Mr. Customer on his horse, Mr. Customer off his horse, Mr. Customer getting drunk; Mr. Crasher on his horse, Mr. Crasher with a hound, &c., all in the old woodeny style that prevailed before the gallant Grant struck out a fresh light in his inimitable Breakfast, and Meet of the Stag-hounds. But the reader will perhaps accompany us to one of Sir Mosess Wednesday evenings; for which purpose they will have the goodness to suppose the Baronet and Mr. Flintoff arrayed in the dress uniform of the hunt  viz., scarlet coats with yellow collars and facings, and Mr. Pringle attired in the height of the fashion, bundling into one of those extraordinary-shaped vehicles that modern times have introduced. Right! cries the footman from the steps of the door, as Bankhead and Monsieur mount the box of the carriage, and away the well-muffled party drive to the scene of action.

The great drawback to the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt club-room at the Fox and Hounds hotel and posting-house at Hinton, undoubtedly was, that there was no ante or reception room. The guests on alighting from their vehicles, after ascending the broad straight flight of stairs, found themselves suddenly precipitated into the dazzling dining-room, with such dismantling accommodation only as a low screen before the door at the low-end of the room afforded. The effect therefore was much the or same as if an actor dressed for his part on the stage before the audience; a fox-hunter in his wraps, and a fox-hunter in his red, being very distinct and different beings. It was quite destructive of anything like imposing flourish or effect. Moreover the accumulation of steaming things on a wet night, which it generally was on a club dinner, added but little to the fragrance of the room. So much for generalities; we will now proceed to our particular dinner.
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Sir Moses being the great gun of the evening, of course timed himself to arrive becomingly late  indeed the venerable post-boy who drove him, knew to a moment when to arrive; and as the party ascended the straight flight of stairs they met a general buzz of conversation coming down, high above which rose the discordant notes of the Laughing Hyæna. It was the first hunt-dinner of the season, and being the one at which Sir Moses generally broached his sporting requirements, parties thought it prudent to be present, as well as to hear the prospects of the season as to protect their own pockets. To this end some twenty or five-and-twenty variegated guests were assembled, the majority dressed in the red coat and yellow facings of the hunt, exhibiting every variety of cut, from the tight short-waisted swallow-tails of Mr. Crashers (the contemporary of George the Fourth) reign, down to the sack-like garment of the present day. Many of them looked as if, having got into their coats, they were never to get out of them again, but as pride feels no pain, if asked about them, they would have declared they were quite comfortable. The dark-coated gentry were principally farmers, and tradespeople, or the representatives of great men in the neighbourhood. Mr. Buckwheat, Mr. Doubledrill, Mr. James Corduroys, Mr. Stephen Broadfurrow; Mr. Pica, of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald; Hicks, the Flying Hatter, and his shadow Tom Snowdon the draper or Damper, Manford the corn-merchant, Smith the saddler. Then there was Mr. Mossman, Lord Polkatons Scotch factor, Mr. Squeezeley, Sir Morgan Wildairs agent, Mr. Lute, on behalf of Lord Harpsichord, Mr. Stiff representing Sir George Persiflage, &c., &c. These latter were watching the proceedings for their employers, Sir Moses having declared that Mr. Mossman, on a former occasion (see page 188, ante), had volunteered to subscribe fifty pounds to the hounds, on behalf of Lord Polkaton, and Sir Moses had made his lordship pay it too domd if he hadnt. With this sketch of the company, let us now proceed to the entry.

Though the current of conversation had been anything but flattering to our master before his arrival, yet the reception they now gave him, as he emerged from behind the screen, might have made a less self-sufficient man than Sir Moses think he was extremely popular. Indeed, they rushed at him in a way that none but Briareus himself could have satisfied. They all wanted to hug him at once. Sir Moses having at length appeased their enthusiasm, and given his beak a good blow, proceeded to turn part of their politeness upon Billy, by introducing him to those around. Mr. Pringle, Mr. Jarperson  Mr. Pringle, Mr. Paul Straddler  Mr. Pringle, Mr. John Bullrush, and so on.

Meanwhile Cuddy Flintoff kept up a series of view halloas and hunting noises, as guest after guest claimed the loan of his hand for a shake. So they were all very hearty and joyful as members of a fox-hunting club ought to be.
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The rules of the Hit-im and Hold-im-shire hunt, like those of many other hunts and institutions, were sometimes very stringent, and sometimes very lax  very stringent when an objectionable candidate presented himself  very lax when a good one was to be obtained. On the present occasion Sir Moses Mainchance had little difficulty in persuading the meeting to suspend the salutary rule (No. 5) requiring each new candidate to be proposed and seconded at one meeting, and his name placed above the mantelpiece in the club-room, until he was ballotted for at another meeting, in favour of the nephew of his old friend and brother Baronet, Sir Jonathan Pringle; whom he described as a most promising young sportsman, and likely to make a most valuable addition to their hunt. And the members all seeing matters in that light, Cuddy Flintoff was despatched for the ballot-box, so that there might be no interruption to the advancement of dinner by summoning Peter. Meanwhile Sir Moses resumed the introductory process, Mr. Heslop Mr. Pringle, Mr. Pringle Mr. Smoothley, Mr. Drew Mr. Pringle, helping Billy to the names of such faces as he could not identity for want of their hunting caps. Cleverer fellows than Billy are puzzled to do that sometimes.

Presently Mr. Flintoff returned with the rat-trap-like ballot-box under his arm, and a willow-pattern soup-plate with some beans in the bottom of it, in his hand.

Make way! cried he, make way! advancing up the room with all the dignity of a mace-bearer. Where will you have it, Sir Moses? asked he, where will you have it, Sir Moses?

Here! replied the Baronet, seizing a card-table from below the portrait of Mr. Customer getting drunk, and setting it out a little on the left of the tire. The ballot-box was then duly deposited on the centre of the green baize with a composite candle on each side of it.

Sir Moses, then thinking to make up in dignity what he had sacrificed to expediency, now called upon the meeting to appoint a Scrutineer on behalf of the club, and parties caring little who they named so long as they were not kept waiting for dinner, holloaed out Mr. Flintoff! whereupon Sir Moses put it to them if they were all content to have Mr. Flintoff appointed to the important and responsible office of Scrutineer, and receiving a shower of yes-es! in reply, he declared Mr. Flintoff was duly elected, and requested him to enter upon the duties of his office.

Cuddy, then turning up his red coat wrists, so that there might be no suspicion of concealed beans, proceeded to open and turn the drawers of the ballot-box upside down, in order to show that they were equally dear, and then restoring them below their Yes and No holes, he took his station behind the table with the soup-plate in his hand ready to drop a bean into each members hand, as he advanced to receive it. Mr. Heslop presently led the way at a dead-march-in-Saul sort of pace, and other members falling in behind like railway passengers at a pay place, there was a continuous dropping of beans for some minutes, a solemn silence being preserved as if the parties expected to hear on which side they fell.

At length the constituency was exhausted, and Mr. Flintoff having assumed the sand-glass, and duly proclaimed that he should close the ballot, if no member appeared before the first glass was out, speedily declared it was run, when, laying it aside, he emptied the soup-plate of the remaining beans, and after turning it upside down to show the perfect fairness of the transaction, handed it to Sir Moses to hold for the result. Drawing out the Yes drawer first, he proceeded with great gravity to count the beans out into the soup-plate  one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, and so on, up to eighteen, when the inverted drawer proclaimed they were done.

Eighteen Ayes, announced Sir Moses to the meeting, amid a murmur of applause.

Mr. Flintoff then produced the dread No, or black-ball drawer, whereof one to ten white excluded, and turning it upside down, announced, in a tone of triumph, none!

Hooray! cried Sir Moses, seizing our hero by both hands, and hugging him heartily Hooray! give you joy, my boy! youre a member of the first club in the world! The Caledonians nothing to it;  domd if it is. So saying, he again swung him severely by the arms, and then handed him over to the meeting.

And thus Mr. Pringle was elected a member of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt, without an opportunity of asking his Mamma, for the best of all reasons, that Sir Moses had not even asked him himself.


CHAPTER XL. THE HUNT DINNER,
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CARCELY were the congratulations of the company to our hero, on his becoming a member of the renowned Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt, over, ere a great rush of dinner poured into the room, borne by Peter and the usual miscellaneous attendants at an inn banquet; servants in livery, servants out of livery, servants in a sort of half-livery, servants in place, servants out of place, post-boys converted into footmen, boots put into shoes. Then the carrot and turnip garnished roasts and boils, and stews were crowded down the table, in a profusion that would astonish any one who thinks it impossible to dine under a guinea a head. Rounds, sirloins middles, sucking-pigs, poultry, &c. (for they dispensed with the formalities of soup and fish ), being duly distributed. Peter announced the fact deferentially to Sir Moses, as he stood monopolizing the best place before the fire, whereupon the Baronet, drawing his hands out of his trowsers pockets, let fall his yellow lined gloves and clapping his hands, exclaimed. DINNER GENTLEMAN! in a stentorian voice, adding, PRINGLE you sit on my right! and CUDDY! appealing to our friend Flintoff. will you take the vice-chair?

With all my heart! replied Cuddy, whereupon making an imaginary hunting-horn of his hand, he put it to his mouth, and went blowing and hooping down the room, to entice a certain portion of the guests after him. All parties being at length suited with seats, grace was said, and the assault commenced with the vigorous determination of over-due appetites.

If a hand-in-the-pocket-hunt-dinner possesses few attractions in the way of fare, it is nevertheless free from the restraints and anxieties that pervade private entertainments, where the host cranes at the facetious as he scowls at his butler, or madame mingles her pleasantries with prayers for the safe arrival of the creams, and those extremely capricious sensitive jellies. People eat as if they had come to dine and not to talk, some, on this occasion, eating with their knives, some with their forks, some with both occasionally. And so, what with one aid and another, they made a very great clatter.

The first qualms of hunger being at length appeased, Sir Moses proceeded to select subjects for politeness in the wine-taking way  men whom he could not exactly have at his own house, but who might be prevented from asking for cover-rent, or damages, by a little judicious flattery, or again, men who were only supposed to be lukewarmly disposed towards the great Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt.

Sir Moses would rather put his hand into a chimney-sweeps pocket than into his own, but so long as anything could be got by the tongue he never begrudged it. So he sherried with Mossman and the army of observation generally, also with Pica, who always puffed his hunt, cutting at DOrsay Daviss efforts on behalf of the Earl, and with Buckwheat (whose son he had recently domd à la Rowley Abingdon), and with Corduroys, and Straddler, and Hicks, and Doubledrill  with nearly all the dark coats, in short  Cuddy Flintoff, too, kept the game a-going at his end of the table, as well to promote conviviality as to get as much wine as he could; so altogether there was a pretty brisk consumption, and some of the tight-clad gentlemen began to look rather apoplectic. Cannon-ball-like plum-puddings, hip-bath-like apple-pies, and foaming creams, completed the measure of their uneasiness, and left little room for any cheese. Nature being at length most abundantly satisfied throughout the assembly, grace was again said, and the cloth cleared for action. The regulation port and sherry, with light  very light  Bordeaux, being duly placed upon the table, with piles of biscuits at intervals, down the centre, Sir Moses tapped the well-indented mahogany with his presidential hammer, and proceeded to prepare the guests for the great toast of the evening, by calling upon them to fill bumpers to the usual loyal and patriotic ones. These being duly disposed of, he at length rose for the all-important let off, amid the nudges and now thens, of such of the party as feared a fresh attempt on their pockets  Mossman and Co., in particular, were all eyes, ears, and fears.

Gentlemen! cries Sir Moses, rising and diving his hands into his trousers pockets Gentlemen! repeated he, with an ominous cough, that sounded very like cash.

Hark to the Bar owl!  hark cheered Cuddy Flintoff from the other end of the room, thus cutting short a discussion about wool, a bargain for beans, and an inquiry for snuff in his own immediate neighbourhood, and causing a tapping of the table further up.

Gentlemen! repeated Sir Moses, for the third time, amid cries of hear, hear, and order, order, I now have the pleasure of introducing to your notice the toast of the evening  a toast endeared by a thousand associations, and rendered classical by the recollection of the great and good men who have given it in times gone by from this very chair  (applause). I need hardly say, gentlemen, that that toast is the renowned Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt  (renewed applause)  a hunt second to none in the kingdom; a hunt whose name is famous throughout the land, and whose members are the very flower and élite of society  (renewed applause). Never, he was happy to say, since it was established, were its prospects so bright and cheering as they were at the present time  (great applause, the announcement being considered indicative of a healthy exchequer)  its country was great, its covers perfect, and thanks to their truly invaluable allies  the farmers  their foxes most abundant  (renewed applause). Of those excellent men it was impossible to speak in terms of too great admiration and respect  (applause)  whether he looked at those he was blessed with upon his own estate  (laughter)  or at the great body generally, he was lost for words to express his opinion of their patriotism, and the obligations he felt under to them. So far from ever hinting at such a thing as damage, he really believed a farmer would be hooted from the market-table who broached such a subject  (applause, with murmurs of dissent)  or who even admitted it was possible that any could be done  (laughter and applause). As for a few cocks and hens, he was sure they felt a pleasure in presenting them to the foxes. At all events, he could safely say he had never paid for any  (renewed laughter). Looking, therefore, at the hunt in all its aspects  its sport past, present, and to come  he felt that he never addressed them under circumstances of greater promise, or with feelings of livelier satisfaction. It only remained for them to keep matters up to the present mark, to insure great and permanent prosperity. He begged, therefore, to propose, with all the honours, Success to the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt!  (drunk with three times three and one cheer more). Sir Moses and Cuddy Flintoff mounting their chairs to mark time. Flintoff finishing off with a round of view halloas and other hunting noises.

When the applause and Sir Moses had both subsided, parties who had felt uneasy about their pockets, began to breathe more freely, and as the bottles again circulated, Mr. Mossman and others, for whom wine was too cold, slipped out to get their pipes, and something warm in the bar; Mossman calling for whiskey, Buckwheat for brandy, Broadfurrow for gin, and so on. Then as they sugared and flavoured their tumblers, they chewed the cud of Sir Mosess eloquence, and at length commenced discussing it, as each man got seated with his pipe in his mouth and his glass on his knee, in a little glass-fronted bar.

What a man he is to talk, that Sir Moses, observed Buckwheat after a long respiration.

Hes a greet economist of the truth, I reckon, replied Mr. Mossman, withdrawing his pipe from his mouth, for Ive written to him till Im tired, about last years damage to Mrs. Anthills sown grass.

Hes right, though, in saying he never paid for poultry, observed Mr. Broadfurrow, with a humorous shake of his big head, but, my word, his hook-nosed agent has as many letters as would paper a room; and so they sipped, and smoked, and talked the Baronet over, each man feeling considerably relieved at there being no fresh attempt on the pocket.

Meanwhile Sir Moses, with the aid of Cuddy Flintoff, trimmed the table, and kept the bottles circulating briskly, presently calling on Mr. Paul Straddler for a song, who gave them the old heroic one, descriptive of a gallant run with the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hounds, in the days of Mr. Customer, at which they all laughed and applauded as heartily as if they had never heard it before. They then drank Mr. Straddlers health, and thanks to him for his excellent song.

As it proceeded, Sir Moses intimated quietly to our friend Billy Pringle that he should propose his health next, which would enable Mr. Pringle to return the compliment by proposing Sir Moses, an announcement that threw our hero into a very considerable state of trepidation, but from which he saw no mode of escape. Sir Moses then having allowed a due time to elapse after the applause that followed the drinking of Mr. Straddlers health, again arose, and tapping the table with his hammer, called upon them to fill bumpers to the health of his young friend on his right (applause). He could not express the pleasure it afforded him, he said, to see a nephew of his old friend and brother Baronet, Sir Jonathan Pringle, become a member of their excellent hunt, and he hoped Billy would long live to enjoy the glorious diversion of fox-hunting, which Sir Moses said it was the bounden duty of every true-born Briton to support to the utmost of his ability, for that it was peculiarly the sport of gentlemen, and about the only one that defied the insidious arts of the blackleg, adding that Lord Derby was quite right in saying that racing had got into the hands of parties who kept horses not for sport, but as mere instruments of gambling, and if his (Sir Mosess) young friend, Mr. Pringle, would allow him to counsel him, he would say, Never have anything to do with the turf (applause). Stick to hunting, and if it didnt bring him in money, it would bring him in health, which was better than money, with which declaration Sir Moses most cordially proposed Mr. Pringles health (drunk with three times three and one cheer more).

Now our friend had never made a speech in his life, but being, as we said at the outset, blessed with a great determination of words to the mouth, he rose at a hint from Sir Moses, and assured the company how grateful he was for the honour they had done him as well in electing him a member of their delightful sociable hunt, as in responding to the toast of his health in the flattering manner they had, and he could assure them that nothing should be wanting on his part to promote the interests of the establishment, and to prove himself worthy of their continued good opinion, at which intimation Sir Moses winked knowingly at Mr. Smoothley, who hemmed a recognition of his meaning.

Meanwhile Mr. Pringle stood twirling his trifling moustache, wishing to sit down, but feeling there was something to keep him up: still he couldnt hit it off. Even a friendly round of applause failed to help him out; at length, Sir Moses, fearing he might stop altogether, whispered the words My health, just under his nose; at which Billy perking up, exclaimed, Oh, aye, to be sure! and seizing a decanter under him, he filled himself a bumper of port, calling upon the company to follow his example. This favour being duly accorded, our friend then proceeded, in a very limping, halting sort of way, to eulogise a man with whom he was very little acquainted amid the friendly word-supplying cheers and plaudits of the party. At length he stopped again, still feeling that he was not due on his seat, but quite unable to say why he should not resume it. The company thinking he might have something to say to the purpose, how he meant to hunt with them, or something of that sort, again supplied the cheers of encouragement. It was of no use, however, he couldnt hit it off.

* * * *

All the honors! at length whispered Sir Moses as before.

O, ah, to be sure! all the honors! replied Billy aloud, amidst the mirth of the neighbours. Gentlemen! continued he, elevating his voice to its former pitch, This toast I feel assured  that is to say, I feel quite certain. I mean, stammered he, stamping with his foot, I, I, I.

Aye, two thous i Watlington goods! exclaimed the half-drunken Mr. Corduroys, an announcement that drew forth such a roar of laughter as enabled Billy to tack the words, all the honors, to the end, and so with elevated glass to continue the noise with cheers. He then sate down perfectly satisfied with this his first performance, feeling that he had the germs of oratory within him.

A suitable time having elapsed, Sir Moses rose and returned thanks with great vigour, declaring that beyond all comparison that was the proudest moment of his life, and that he wouldnt exchange the mastership of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hounds for the highest, the noblest office in the world  Domd if he would! with which asseveration he drank all their very good healths, and resumed his seat amidst loud and long continued applause, the timidest then feeling safe against further demands on their purses Another song quickly followed, and then according to the usual custom of society, that the more you abuse a man in private the more you praise him in public, Sir Moses next proposed the health of that excellent and popular nobleman the Earl of Ladythorne, whose splendid pack showed such unrivalled sport in the adjoining county of Featherbedford; Sir Moses, after a great deal of flattery, concluding by declaring that he would go to the worlds end to serve Lord Ladythorne  Domd if he wouldnt, a sort of compliment that the noble Earl never reciprocated; on the contrary, indeed, when he condescended to admit the existence of such a man as Sir Moses, it was generally in that well-known disparaging enquiry, Who is that Sir Aaron Mainchance? or who is that Sir Somebody Mainchance, who hunts Hit-im and Hold-im shire? He never could hit off the Baronets Christian or rather Jewish name. Now, however, it was all the noble Earl, my noble friend and brother master, the noble and gallant sportsman, and so on. Sir Moses thus partly revenging himself on his lordship with the freedom.

When a master of hounds has to borrow a draw from an adjoining country, it is generally a pretty significant hint that his own is exhausted, and when the chairman of a hunt dinner begins toasting his natural enemy the adjoining master, it is pretty evident that the interest of the evening is over. So it was on the present occasion. Broad backs kept bending away at intervals, thinking nobody saw them, leaving large gaps unclosed up, while the guests that remained merely put a few drops in the bottoms of their glasses or passed the bottles altogether.

Sir Aaron, we beg his pardon  Sir Moses, perceiving this, and knowing the value of a good report, called on those who were left to fill a bumper to the health of their excellent and truly invaluable friend Mr. Pica, contrasting his quiet habits with the swaggering bluster of a certain Brummagem Featherbedfordshire DOrsay. (Drunk with great applause, DOrsay Davis having more than once sneered at the equestrian prowess of the Hit-im aud Hold-im shire-ites.)

Mr. Pica, who was a fisherman and a very bad one to boot, then arose and began dribbling out the old stereotyped formula about air we breathe, have it not we die, &c., which was a signal for a general rise; not all Sir Moses and Cuddy Flintoffs united efforts being able to restrain the balance of guests from breaking away, and a squabble occurring behind the screen about a hat, the chance was soon irrevocably gone. Mr. Pica was, therefore, left alone in his glory. If any one, however, can afford to be indifferent about being heard, it is surely an editor who can report himself in his paper, and poor Pica did himself ample justice in the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald on the Saturday following.


CHAPTER XLI. THE HUNT TEA.  BUSHEY HEATH AND BARE ACRES.
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THE 15th rule of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt, provides that all members who dine at the club, may have tea and muffins ad libitum for 6 d. a head afterwards, and certainly nothing can be more refreshing after a brawling riotous dinner than a little quiet comfortable Bohea. Sir Moses always had his six-pennorth, as had a good many of his friends and followers. Indeed the rule was a proposition of the Baronets, such a thing as tea being unheard of in the reign of Mr. Customer, or any of Sir Mosess great predecessors. Those were the days of lift him up and carry him to bed. Thank goodness they are gone! Men can hunt without thinking it necessary to go out with a headache. Beating a jug in point of capacity is no longer considered the accomplishment of a gentleman.

Mr. Picas eloquence having rather prematurely dissolved the meeting, Sir Moses and his friends now congregated round the fire all very cheery and well pleased with themselves  each flattering the other in hopes of getting a compliment in return. Gone off amazingly well! exclaimed one, rubbing his hands in delight at its being over. Capital party, observed another. Excellent speech yours, Sir Moses, interposed a third. Never heard a better, asserted a fourth. Ought to ask to have it printed, observed a fifth. O, never fear! Picall do that, rejoined a sixth, and so they went on warding off the awkward thought, so apt to arise of what a bore these sort of parties are. Wonder if they do any good?

The good they do was presently shown on this occasion by Mr. Smoothley, the Jackall of the hunt, whose pecuniary obligations to Sir Moses we have already hinted at, coming bowing and fawning obsequiously up to our Billy, revolving his hands as though he were washing them, and congratulating him upon becoming one of them. Mr. Smoothley was what might be called the head pacificator of the hunt, the gentleman who coaxed subscriptions, deprecated damage, and tried to make young gentlemen believe they had had very good runs, when in fact they had only had very middling ones.

The significant interchange of glances between Sir Moses and him during Billys speech related to a certain cover called Waverley gorse, which the young Woolpack, Mr. Treadcroft, who had ascertained his inability to ride, had announced his intention of resigning. The custom of the hunt was, first to get as many covers as they could for nothing; secondly to quarter as few on the club funds as possible; and thirdly to get young gentlemen to stand godfathers to covers, in other words to get them to pay the rent in return for the compliment of the cover passing by their names, as Heslops spiny, Linchs gorse, Bensons banks, and so on.

This was generally an after-dinner performance, and required a skilful practitioner to accomplish, more particularly as the trick was rather notorious. Mr. Smoothley was now about to try his hand on Mr. Pringle. The bowing and congratulations over, and the flexible back straightened, he commenced by observing that, he supposed a copy of the rules of the hunt addressed to Pangburn Park, would find our friend.

Yarse, drawled Billy, wondering if there would be anything to pay. Dash it, he wished there mightnt? Shouldnt be surprised if there was?
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Mr. Smoothley, however, gave him little time for reflection, for taking hold of one of his own red-coat buttons, he observed, that as he supposed Mr. Pringle would be sporting the hunt uniform, he might take the liberty of mentioning that Garnett the silversmith in the market-place had by far the neatest and best patternd buttons.

Oh, Garnett, oh, yarse, replied Billy, thinking he would get a set for his pink, instead of the plain ones he was wearing.

His shop is next the Lion and the Lamb public house, continued Mr. Smoothley, between it and Mrs. Russelton the milliners, and by the way that reminds me, continued he, though we dont exactly see how it could, and by the way that reminds me that there is an excellent opportunity for distinguishing yourself by adopting the cover young Mr. Treadcroft has just abandoned.

The w-h-a-at? drawled Billy, dreading a do; his mother having cautioned him always to be mindful after dinner.

O, merely the gorse, continued Mr. Smoothley, in the most affable matter-of-course way imaginable, merely the gorse  if youll step this way, Ill show you, continued he, leading the way to where a large dirty board was suspended against the wall below the portrait of Lord Martingal on his horse.

Now hes running into him! muttered Sir Moses to himself, his keen eye supplying the words to the action.

This, you see, explained Mr. Smoothley, hitching the board off its brass-headed nail, and holding it to the light this, you see, is a list of all the covers in the country  Screechley, Summer-field, Reddingfield, Bewley, Lanton Hill, Baxterley, and so forth. Then you see here, continned he, pointing to a ruled column opposite, are the names of the owners or patrons  yes (reading), owners or patrons  Lord Oilcake, Lord Polkaton, Sir Harry Fuzball, Mr. Heslop, Lord Harpsichord, Mr. Drew, Mr. Smith. Now young Mr. Treadcroft, who has had as many falls as he likes, and perhaps more, has just announced his intention of retiring and giving up this cover, pointing to Waverley, with Mr. Treadcroft, Jun.s name opposite to it, and it struck me that it would be a capital opportunity for you who have just joined us, to take it before anybody knows, and then it will go by the name of Pringles gorse, and youll get the credit of all the fine runs that take place from it.

Y-a-r-s-e, drawled Billy, thinking that that would be a sharp thing to do, and that it would be fine to rank with the lords.

Then, continued Mr. Smoothley, taking the answer for an assent, Ill just strike Treadeys name ont, and put yours in; so saying, he darted at the sideboard, and seizing an old ink-clotted stump of a pen, with just enough go in it to make the required alteration, and substituted Mr. Pringles name for that of Mr. Treadcroft. And so, what with his cover, his dinner, and his button, poor Billy was eased of above twenty pounds.

Just as Sir Moses was blowing his beak, stirring the fire, and chuckling at the success of the venture, a gingling of cups and tinkling of spoons was heard in the distance, and presently a great flight of tea-trays emerged from either side of the screen, conspicuous among the bearers of which were the tall ticket-of-leave butler and the hirsute Monsieur Jean Rougier. These worthies, with a few other gentlemens gentlemen, had been regaled to a supper in the Blenheim, to which Peter had contributed a liberal allowance of hunt wine, the consumption of which was checked by the corks, one set, it was said, serving Peter the season. That that which is everybodys business is nobodys, is well exemplified in these sort of transactions, for though a member of the hunt went through the form of counting the cork-tops every evening, and seeing that they corresponded with the number set down in Peters book, nobody ever compared the book with the cellar, so that in fact Peter was both check-keeper and auditor. Public bodies, however, are all considered fair game, and the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt was no exception to the rule. In addition to the wine, there had been a sufficient allowance of spirits in the Blenheim to set the drunkards to work on their own account, and Jack Rogers, who was quite the life of the party, was very forward in condition when the tea-summons was heard.

Hush! cried Peter, holding up his hand, aud listening to an ominous bell-peal, I do believe thats for tea! So it is, sighed he, as a second summons broke upon the ear. Tea at this hour! ejaculated he, whod ha thought it twenty years ago! Why, this is just the time theyd ha been calling for Magnums, and beginnin the evening  Tea! Theyd as soon ha thought of callin for winegar! added he, with a bitter sneer. So saying, Peter dashed a tear from his aged eye, and rising from his chair, craved the assistance of his guests to carry the degrading beverage up-stairs, to our degenerate party. A set of weshenvomen! muttered he, as the great slop-basin-like-cups stood ranged on trays along the kitchen-table ready for conveyance. Sarves us right for allowing such a chap to take our country, added he, adopting his load, and leading the tea-van.

When the soothing, smoking beverage entered, our friend, Cuddy Flintoff, was yoicking himself about the club-room, stopping now at this picture, now that, holloaing at one, view-holloaing at another, thus airing his hunting noises generally, as each successive subject recalled some lively association in his too sensitive hunting imagination. Passing from the contemplation of that great work of art, Mr. Customer getting drunk, he suddenly confronted the tea-brigade entering, led by Peter, Monsieur, and the ticket-of-leave butler.

Holloa! old Bushey Heath! exclaimed Cuddy, dapping his hands, as Mousieurs frizzed face loomed congruously behind a muffin-towering tea-tray. Holloa! old Bushey Heath! repeated he, louder than before, What cheer there?

Vot cheer there, Brother Bareacres? replied Jack in the same familiar tone, to the great consternation of Cuddy, and the amusement of the party.

Dash the fellow! but hes getting bumptious, muttered Cuddy, who had no notion of being taken up that way by a servant. Dash the fellow! but hes getting bumptious, repeated he, adding aloud to Jack, Thats not the way you talked when you tumbled off your horse the other day!

Tombled off my oss, sare! replied Jack, indignantly tombled off my oss, sare  nevare, sare!  nevare!

What! retorted Cuddy, do you mean to say you didnt tumble off your horse on the Crooked Billet day? for Cuddy had heard of that exploit, but not of Jacks subsequent performance.

No, sare, I jomp off, replied Jack, thinking Cuddy alluded to his change of horses with the Woolpack.

Jo-o-m-p off! j-o-omp off! reiterated Cuddy, we all jomp off, when we cant keep on. Why didnt old Imperial John take you into the Crooked Billet, and scrape you, and cherish you, and comfort you, and treat you as he would his own son? demanded Cuddy.

Imperial John, sare, nevare did nothin of the sort, replied Jack, confidently. Imperial John and I retired to ave leetle drop drink together to our better quaintance. I met John there, nest-ce pas? Monsieur Sare Moses, Baronet! Vasnt it as I say? asked Jack, jingling his tea-tray before the Baronet.

Oh yes, replied Sir Moses, Oh yes, undoubtedly; I introduced you there; but here! let me have some tea, continued he, taking a cup, wishing to stop the conversation, lest Lord Lady-thorne might hear he had introduced his right-hand man, Imperial John, to a servant.

Cuddy, however, wasnt to be stopped. He was sure Jack had tumbled off, and was bent upon working him in return for his Bareacres compliment.

Well, but tell us, said he, addressing Jack again, did you come over his head or his tail, when you jomp off?

Dont, Cuddy! dont! now muttered Sir Moses, taking the entire top tier off a pile of muffins, and filling his mouth as full as it would hold; dont, repeated he, adding, its no use (munch) bullying a poor (crunch) beggar because hes a (munch) Frenchman (crunch). Sir Moses then took a great draught of tea.

Monsieurs monkey, however, was now up, and he felt inclined to tackle with Flintoff. I tell you vot, sare Cuddy, said he, looking him full in the face, you think yourself vare great man, vare great ossmaan, vare great foxer, and so on, bot I vill ride you a match for vot monies you please.

Hoo-ray! well done you! go it, Monsieur! Whod ha thought it! Now for some fun! resounded through the room, bringing all parties in closer proximity.

Flintoff was rather taken aback. He didnt expect anything of that sort, and though he fully believed Jack to be a tailor, he didnt want to test the fact himself; indeed he felt safer on foot than on horseback, being fonder of the theory than of the reality of hunting.

Hut you and your matches, sneered he, thrusting his hands deep in his trousers pockets, inclining to sheer of, adding, go and get his Imperial Highness to ride you one.

His Imperial Highness, sare, dont deal in oss matches. He is not a jockey, he is a gentlemans  great friend of de great lords vot rules de oder noisy dogs, replied Jack.

Humph, grunted Sir Moses, not liking the language.

In-deed! exclaimed Cuddy with a frown, In-deed! Hark to Monsieur! Hark!

Oh, make him a match, Cuddy! make him a match! now interposed Paul Straddler, closing up to prevent Cuddys retreat. Paul, as we said before, was a disengaged gentleman who kept a house of call for Bores at Hinton,  a man who was always ready to deal, or do anything, or go any where at any body elses expense. A great judge of a horse, a great judge of a groom, a great judge of a gig, a gentleman a good deal in Cuddy Flintoffs own line in short, and of course not a great admirer of his. He now thought he saw his way to a catch, for the Woolpack had told him how shamefully Jack had bucketed his horse, and altogether he thought Monsieur might be as good a man across country as Mr. Flintoff. At all events he would like to see.

Oh, make him a match, Cuddy! make him a match! now exclaimed he, adding in Flintoffs ear, never let it be said you were afraid of a Frenchman.

Afraid! sneered Cuddy, nobody who knows me will think that, I guess.

Well then, make him a match! urged Tommy Heslop, who was no great admirer of Cuddys either; make him a match, and Ill go your halves.

And Ill go Monsieurs, said Mr. Straddler, still backing the thing up. Thus appealed to, poor Cuddv was obliged to submit, and before he knew where he was, the dread pen, ink and paper were produced, and things began to assume a tangible form. Mr. Paul Straddler, having seated himself on a chair at the opportune card-table, began sinking his pen and smoothing out his paper, trying to coax his ideas into order.

Now, let us see, said he, now let us see. Monsieur, whats his name  old Bushey-heath as you call him, agrees to ride Mr. Flintoff a match across country  now for distance, time, and stake! now for distance, time, and stake! added he, hitting off the scent.

Well, but how can you make a match without any horses? how can you make a match without any horses? asked Sir Moses, interposing his beak, adding Ill not lend any  domd if I will. That being the first time Sir Moses was ever known not to volunteer one.

O, well find horses, replied Tommy Heslop, well find horses! thinking Sir Mosess refusal was all in favor of the match. Catch weights, catch horses, catch every thing.

Now for distance, time, and stake, reiterated Mr. Straddler. Now for distance, time, and stake, Monsieur! continued he, appealing to Jack. What distance would you like to have it?

Vot you please, sare, replied Monsieur, now depositing his tray on the sideboard; vot you please, sare, much or little; ten miles, twenty miles, any miles he likes.

O, the fellows mad, muttered Cuddy, with a jerk of his head, making a last effort to be off.

Dont be in a hurry, Cuddy, dont be in a hurry, interposed Heslop, adding, he doesnt understand it  he doesnt understand it.

O, I understands it, nicely, veil enough, replied Jack, with a shrug of his shoulders; put us on to two orses, and see vich gets first to de money post.

Aye, yes, exactly, to be sure, thats all right, asserted Paul Straddler, looking up approvingly at Jack, and you say youll beat Mr. Flintoff?

I say I beat Mr. Flintoff, rejoined Jack beat im dem veil too  beat his ead off  beat him stupendous! added he.

O, dash it all, we cant stand that, Caddy! exclaimed Mr. Heslop, nudging Mr. Flintoff; honor of the country, honor of the hunt, honor of England, honor of every things involved. Cuddys bristles were now up too, and shaking his head and thrusting his hands deep into his trousers pockets, he declared he couldnt stand that sort of language,  shot if he could.

No; nor nobody else, continued Mr. Heslop, keeping him up to the indignity mark; must be taught better manners, added he with a pout of the lip, as though fully espousing Caddys cause.

Come along, then! come along! cried Paul Straddler, flourishing his dirty pen; lets set up a school for grown sportsmen. Now for the guod boys. Master Bushey-heath says hell ride Master Bareacres a match across country  two miles say  for, for, how much? asked he, looking up.

This caused a pause, as it often does, even after dinner, and not the less so in the present instance, inasmuch as the promoters of the match had each a share in the risk. What would be hundreds in other peoples cases becomes pounds in our own.

Flintoff and Straddler looked pacifically at each other, as much as to say, Theres no use in cutting each others throats, you know.

Suppose we say, (exhibiting four fingers and a thumb, slyly to indicate a five pound note), said Heslop demurely, after a conference with Cuddy.

With all my heart, asserted Straddler, glad it was no more.

And call it fifty, whispered Heslop.

Certainly! assented Straddler, very proper arrangement.

Two miles for fifty pounds, announced Straddler, writing it down.

P. P. I spose? observed he, looking up.

P. P. assented Heslop.

Now, what next? asked Paul, feeling that there was something more wanted.

An umpire, suggested Mr. Smoothley.

Ah, to be sure, an umpire, replied Mr. Straddler; who shall it be?

Sir Moses! suggested several voices.

Sir Moses, by all means, replied Straddler.

Content, nodded Mr. Heslop.

It must be on a non-hunting day, then, observed the Baronet, speaking from the bottom of his tea-cup.

Non-hunting day! repeated Cuddy; non-hunting day; fear that ill not do  want to be off to town on Friday to see Tommy Whites horses sold. Have been above a week at the Park, as it is.

Youve been a fortnight to-morrow, sir, observed the ticket-of-leave butler (who had just come to announce the carriage) in a very different tone to his usual urbane whisper.

Fortnight to-morrow, have I? rejoined Cuddy sheepishly; greater reason why I should be off.

O, never think about that! O, never think about that! Heartily welcome, heartily welcome, rejoined Sir Moses, stuffing his mouth full of muffin, adding Mr. Pringle will keep you company; Mr. Pringle will keep you company. (Hunch, munch, crunch.)

Mr. Pringle must stop, observed Mr. Straddler, unless he goes without his man.

To besure he must, assented Sir Moses, to be sure he must, adding, stop as long as ever you like. Ive no engagement till Saturday  no engagement till Saturday.

Now putting off our friends departure till Saturday just gave a clear day for the steeple-chase, the next one, Thursday, being Woolerton by Heckfield, Saturday the usual make-believe day at the kennels; so of course Friday was fixed upon, and Sir Moses having named noon as the hour, and Timberlake toll-bar as the rendezvous, commenced a series of adieus as he beat a retreat to the screen, where having resumed his wraps, and gathered his tail, he shot down-stairs, and was presently re-ensconced in his carriage.

The remanets then of course proceeded to talk him and his friends over, some wishing the Baronet mightnt be too many for Billy, others again thinking Cuddy wasnt altogether the most desirable acquaintance a young man could have, though there wasnt one that didnt think that he himself was.

That topic being at length exhausted, they then discussed the projected steeple-chase, some thinking that Cuddy was a muff, others that Jack was, some again thinking they both were. And as successive relays of hot brandy and water enabled them to see matters more clearly, the Englishmans argument of betting was introduced, and closed towards morning at evens, either jockey for choice.

Let us now take a look at the homeward bound party.

It was lucky for Billy that the night was dark and the road rough with newly laid whinstones, for both Sir Moses and Cuddy opened upon him most volubly and vehemently as soon as ever they got off the uneven pavement, with no end of inquiries about Jack and his antecedents. If he could ride? If he had ever seen him ride? If he had ever ridden a steeplechase? Where he got him? How long he had had him?

To most of which questions, Billy replied with his usual monosyllabic drawling, yarses, amid jolts, and grinds, and gratings, and doms from Sir Moses, and cusses from Cuddy, easing his conscience with regard to Jacks service, by saying that he had had him some time. Some time! What a line elastic period that is. Wed back a lawyer to make it cover a century or a season. Very little definite information, however, did they extract from Billy with regard to Jack for the best of all reasons, that Billy didnt know anything. Both Cuddy and Sir Moses interpreted his ignorance differently, and wished he mightnt know more than was good for them. And so in the midst of roughs and smooths, and jolts and jumps, and examinings, and cross-examinings, and re-examinings, they at length reached Pangburn Park Lodges, and were presently at home.

Breakfast at eight! said Sir Moses to Bankhead, as he alighted from the carriage.

Breakfast at eight, Pringle! repeated he, and seizing a flat candlestick from the half-drunken footman in the passage, he hurried up-stairs, blowing his beak with great vigour to drown any appeal to him about a horse.

He little knew how unlikely our young friend was to trouble him in that way.


CHAPTER XLII. MR. GEORDEY GALLON.
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CUDDY FLINTOFF DID not awake at all comfortable the next morning, and he distinctly traced the old copyhead of Familiarity breeds contempt. in the hieroglyphic pattern of his old chintz bed-hangings. He couldnt think how he could ever be so foolish as to lay himself open to such a catastrophe; it was just the wine being in and the wit being out, coupled with the fact of the man being a Frenchman, that led him away  and he most devoutly wished he was well out of the scrape. Suppose Monsieur was a top sawyer! Suppose he was a regular steeple-chaser! Suppose he was a second Beecher in disguise! It didnt follow because he was a Frenchman that he couldnt ride. Altogether Mr. Flintoff repented. It wasnt nice amusement, steeple-chasing he thought, and the quicksilver of youth had departed from him; getting called Bareacres, too, was derogatory, and what no English servant would have done, if even he had called him Bushy Heath.

Billy Pringle, on the other hand, was very comfortable, and slept soundly, regardless of clubs, cover rents, over-night consequences, altogether. Each having desired to be called when the other got up, they stood a chance of lying in bed all day, had not Mrs. Margerum, fearing they would run their breakfast, and the servants-hall dinner together, despatched Monsieur and the footman with their respective hot-water cans, to say the other had risen. It was eleven oclock ere they got dawdled down-stairs, and Cuddy again began demanding this and that delicacy in the name of Mr. Pringle: Mr. Pringle wanted Yorkshire pie; Mr. Pringle wanted potted prawns; Mr. Pringle wanted bantams eggs; Mr. Pringle wanted honey. Why the deuce didnt they attend to Mr. Pringle?

The breakfast was presently interrupted by the sound of wheels, and almost ere they had ceased to revolve, a brisk pull at the doorbell aroused the inmates of both the front and back regions, and brought the hurrying footman, settling himself into his yellow-edged blue-livery coat as he came.

It was Mr. Heslop. Heslop in a muffin cap, and so disguised in heather-coloured tweed, that Mr. Pringle failed to recognise him as he entered. Cuddy did, though; and greeting him with one of his best view holloas, he invited him to sit down and partake.

Heslop was an early bird, and had broke his fast hours before: but a little more breakfast being neither here nor there, he did as he was requested, though he would much rather have found Cuddy alone. He wanted to talk to him about the match, to hear if Sir Moses had said anything about the line of country, what sort of a horse he would like to ride, and so on.

Billy went munch, munch, munching on, in the tiresome, pertinacious sort of way people do when others are anxiously wishing them done,  now taking a sip of tea, now a bit of toast, now another egg, now looking as if he didnt know what he would take. Heslop inwardly wished him at Jericho. At length another sound of wheels was heard, followed by another peal of the bell; and our hero presently had a visitor, too, in the person of Mr. Paul Straddler. Paul had come on the same sort of errand as Heslop, namely, to arrange matters about Monsieur; and Heslop and he, seeing how the land lay, Heslop asked Cuddy if there was any one in Sir Mosess study; whereupon Cuddy arose and led the way to the sunless little sanctum, where Sir Moses kept his other hat, his other boots, his rows of shoes, his beloved but rather empty cash-box, and the plans and papers of the Pangburn Park estate.

Two anxious deliberations then ensued in the study and breakfast-room, in the course of which Monsieur was summoned into the presence of either party, and retired, leaving them about as wise as he found them. He declared he could ride, ride dem veil too, and told Paul he could beat Cuddys head off; but he accompanied the assertions with such wild, incoherent arguments, and talked just as he did to Imperial John before the Crooked Billet, that they thought it was all gasconade. If it hadnt been P. P., Pan! would have been off. Cuddy, on the other hand, gained courage; and as Heslop proposed putting him on his famous horse General Havelock, the reported best fencer in the country, Cuddy, who wasnt afraid of pace, hoped to be able to give a good account of himself. Indeed, he so far recovered his confidence, as to indulge in a few hunting noises For-rard, on! For-rard on! cheered he, as if he was leading the way with the race well in hand.
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Meanwhile Monsieur, who could keep his own counsel, communicated by a certain mysterious agency that prevails in most countries, and seems to rival the electric telegraph in point of speed, to enlist a confederate in his service. This was Mr. Geordey Gallon, a genius carrying on the trades of poacher, pugilist, and publican, under favour of that mistaken piece of legislation the Beer Act. Geordey, like Jack, had begun life as a post-boy, and like him had undergone various vicissitudes ere he finally settled down to the respectable calling we have named. He now occupied the Rose and Crown beershop at the Four Lane-Ends. on the Heatherbell Road, some fifteen miles from Pangburn Park, where, in addition to his regular or irregular calling, he generally kept a racing-like runaway, that whisked a light spring-cart through the country by night, freighted with pigeons, poultry, game, dripping  which latter item our readers doubtless know includes every article of culinary or domestic use. He was also a purveyor of lead, lead-stealing being now one of the liberal professions.

Geordey had had a fine time of it, for the Hit-im and Hold-im shire constables were stupid and lazy, and when the short-lived Superintendent ones were appointed, it was only a trifle in his way to suborn them. So he made hay while the sun shone, and presently set up a basket-buttoned green cutaway for Sundays, in lieu of the baggy pocketed, velveteen shooting-jacket of week-days, and replaced the fox-skin cap with a bare shallow drab, with a broad brim, and a black band, encasing his substantial in cords and mahogany tops, instead of the navvie boot that laced his great bulging calves into globes. He then called himself a sporting man.

Not a fair, not a fight, not a fray of any sort, but Geordeys great square bull-headed carcase was there, and he was always ready to run his nag, or trot his nag, or match his nag in any shape or way  Mr. George Gallons Blue Ruin, Mr. George Gallons Flower of the West, Mr. George Gallons Honor Bright, will be names familiar to most lovers of leather-plating. * Besides this, he did business in a smaller way. Being a pure patriot, he was a great promoter of the sports and pastimes of the people, and always travelled with a prospectus in his pocket of some raffle for a watch, some shoot-ing-match for a fat hog, some dog or some horse to be disposed of in a surreptitious way, one of the conditions always being, that a certain sum was to be spent by the winner at Mr. Gallons, of the Hose and Crown, at the Four Lane-ends on the Heatherbell Road.

Such was the worthy selected by Monsieur Rougier to guard his interests in the matter. But how the communication was made, or what were the instructions given, those who are acquainted with the wheels within wheels, and the glorious mystification that prevails in all matters relating to racing or robbing, will know the impossibility of narrating Even Sir Moses was infected with the prevailing epidemic, and returned from hunting greatly subdued in loquacity. He wanted to be on for a £5 or two, but couldnt for the life of him make out which was to be the right side. So he was very chary of his wine after dinner, and wouldnt let Cuddy have any brandy at bed-time Domd if he would.


CHAPTER XLIII. SIR MOSES PERPLEXED  THE RENDEZVOUS FOR THE RACE.
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THE GREAT EVENT was ushered in by one of those fine bright autumnal days that shame many summer ones, and seem inclined to carry the winter months fairly over into the coming year. The sun rose with effulgent radiance, gilding the lingering brown and yellow tints, and lighting up the landscape with searching, inquisitorial scrutiny. Not a nook, not a dell, not a cot, not a curl of smoke but was visible, and the whole scene shone with the vigour of a newly burnished, newly varnished picture. The cattle stood in bold relief against the perennially green fields, and the newly dipped lambs dotted the hill-sides like white marbles. A clear bright light gleamed through the stems of the Scotch fir belt, encircling the brow of High Rays Hill, giving goodly promise of continued fineness.

* We append one of Mr. Gallons advertisements for a horse,

which is very characteristic of the man:  



A Flash high-stepping SCREW WANTED. Must be very fast,

steady in single harness, and the price moderate. Blemishes

no object. Apply, by letter, real name and address, with

full description, to Mr. George Gallon, Rose and Crown,

Four-Lane-ends. Hit-im and Hold-im shire.



Sir Moses, seeing this harbinger of fair from his window as he dressed, arrayed himself in his best attire, securing his new blue and white satin cravat with a couple of massive blood-stone pins, and lacing his broad-striped vest with a multiplicity of chains and appendant gew-gaws. He further dared the elements with an extensive turning up of velvet. Altogether he was a great swell, and extremely well pleased with his appearance.

The inmates of the Park were all at sixes and sevens that morning, Monsieur having left Billy to be valeted by the footman, whose services were entirely monopolised by Cuddy Flintoff and Sir Moses. When he did at length come, he replied to Billys enquiry how his horse was, that he was quite well, which was satisfactory to our friend, and confirmed him in his opinion of the superiority of his judgment over that of Wetun and the rest. Sir Moses, however, who had made the tour of the stables, thought otherwise, and telling the Tiger to put the footboard to the back of the dog-cart, reserved the other place in front for his guest. A tremendous hurry Sir Moses was in to be off, rushing in every two or three minutes to see if Billy wasnt done his breakfast, and at last ordering round the vehicle to expedite his movements. Then he went to the door and gave the bell such a furious ring as sounded through the house and seemed well calculated to last for ever.

Billy then came, hustled along by the ticket-of-leave butler and the excitable footman, who kept dressing him as he went; and putting his mits, his gloves, this shawl, cravat, and his taper umbrella into his hands, they helped him up to the seat by Sir Moses, who forthwith soused him down, by touching the mare with the whip, and starting off at a pace that looked like trying to catch an express train. Round flew the wheels, up shot the yellow mud, open went the lodge gates, bark went the curs, and they were presently among the darker mud of the Marshfield and Greyridge Hill Road.

On, on, Sir Moses pushed, as if in extremis.

Well now, how is it to be? at length asked he, getting his mare more by the head, after grinding through a long strip of newly-laid whinstone: How is it to be? Can this beggar of yours ride, or can he not? Sir Moses looking with a scrutinising eye at Billy as he spoke.

Yarse, he can ride, replied Billy, feeling his collar; rode the other day, you know.

Sir Moses. Ah, but thats not the sort of riding I mean. Can he ride across country? Can he ride a steeple-chase, in fact?

Mr. Pringle. Yarse, I should say he could, hesitated our friend.

Sir Moses. Well, but it wont do to back a man to do a thing one isnt certain he can do, you know. Now, between ourselves, continued he, lowering his voice so as not to let the Tiger hear Cuddy Flintoff is no great performer  more of a mahogany sportsman than any thing else, and it wouldnt take any great hand to beat him.

Billy couldnt say whether Monsieur was equal to the undertaking or not, and therefore made no reply. This perplexed Sir Moses, who wished that Billys downy face mightnt contain more mischief than it ought. It would be a devil of a bore, he thought, to be done by such a boy. So he again took the mare short by the head, and gave expression to his thoughts by the whip along her sides. Thus he shot down Walkup Hill at a pace that carried him half way up the opposing one. Still he couldnt see his way  domd if he could  and he felt half inclined not to risk his fi-pun note.

In this hesitating mood he came within sight of the now crowd-studded rendezvous.

Timberlake toll bar, the rendezvous for the race, stands on the summit of the hog-backed Wooley Hill, famous for its frequent sheep-fairs, and commands a fine view over the cream of the west side of Featherbedfordshire, and by no means the worst part of the land of Jewdea, as the wags of the former country call Hit-im and Hold-im shire.

Sir Moses had wisely chosen this rendezvous, in order that he might give Lord Ladythorne the benefit of the unwelcome intrusion without exciting the suspicion of the farmers, who would naturally suppose that the match would take place over some part of Sir Mosess own country. In that, however, they had reckoned without their host. Sir Moses wasnt the man to throw a chance away  domd if he was.

The road, after crossing the bridge over Bendibus Burn, being all against collar, Sir Moses dropped his reins, and sitting back in his seat, proceeded to contemplate the crowd. A great gathering there was, horsemen, footmen, gigmen, assmen, with here and there a tinkling-belled liquor-vending female, a tossing pie-man, or a nut-merchant. As yet the spirit of speculation was not aroused, and the people gathered in groups, looking as moudy as men generally do who want to get the better of each other. The only cheerful faces on the scene were those of Toney Loftus, the pike-man, and his wife, whose neat white-washed, stone-roofed cottage was not much accustomed to company, save on the occasion of the fairs. They were now gathering their pence and having a let-off for their long pent-up gossip.

Sir Mosess approach put a little liveliness into the scene, and satisfied the grumbling or sceptical ones that they had not come to the wrong place. There was then a general move towards the great white gate, and as he paid his fourpence the nods of recognition and How are yes? commenced amid a vigorous salute of the muffin bells. Tinkle tinkle tinkle, buy buy buy, toss and try! toss and try! tinkle tinkle tinkle. Barcelona nuts, crack em and try em, crack em and try em; the invitation being accompanied with the rattle of a few in the little tin can.

Now, where are the jockeys? asked Sir Moses, straining his eye-balls over the open downs.

Theyre coomin. Sir Moses, theyre coomin, replied several voices; and as they spoke, a gaily-dressed man, on a milk-white horse, emerged from the little fold-yard of Butterby farm, about half a mile to the west, followed by two distinct groups of mounted and dismounted companions, who clustered round either champion like electors round a candidate going to the hustings.

Theres Geordey Gallon! was now the cry, as the hero of the white horse shot away from the foremost group, and came best pace across the rush-grown sward of the sheep-walk towards the toll-bar. Theres Geordey Gallon! and now we shall hear summut about it; whereupon the scattered groups began to mingle and turn in the direction of the coming man.

It was Mr. Gallon,  Gallon on his famous trotting hack Tippy Tom  a vicious runaway brute, that required constant work to keep it under, a want that Mr. Gallon liberally supplied it with. It now came yawning and boring on the bit, one ear lying one way, the other another, shaking its head like a terrier with a rat in its mouth, with a sort of air that as good as said. Let me go, or Ill either knock your teeth down your throat with my head, or come back over upon you. So Mr. Gallon let him go, and came careering along at a leg-stuck-out sort of butchers shuffle, one hand grasping the weather-bleached reins, the other a cutting-whip, his green coat-laps and red kerchief ends Hying out, his baggy white cords and purple plush waistcoat strings all in a flutter, looking as if he was going to bear away the gate and house, Toney Loftus and wife, all before him. Fortunately for the byestanders there was plenty of space, which, coupled with the deep holding ground and Mr. Gallons ample weight  good sixteen stone  enabled him to bring the white nag to its bearings; and after charging a flock of geese, and nearly knocking down a Barcelona-nut merchant, he got him manoeuvred in a semicircular sort of way up to the gate, just as if it was all right and plain sailing. He then steadied him with a severe double-handed jerk of the bit, coupled with one of those deep ominous wh-o-o ahs that always preceded a hiding. Tippy Tom dropped his head as if he understood him.

All eyes were now anxiously scrutinising Gallons great rubicund double-chinned visage, for, in addition to his general sporting knowledge and acquirements, he was just fresh from the scene of action where he had doubtless been able to form an opinion. Even Sir Moses, who hated the sight of him, and always declared he ought to be hung, vouchsafed him a good morning, Gallon, which the latter returned with a familiar nod.

He then composed himself in his capacious old saddle, and taking off his white shallow began mopping his great bald head, hoping that some one would sound the key-note of speculation ere the advancing parties arrived at the gate. They all, however, seemed to wish to defer to Mr. Gallon  Gallon was the man for their money, Gallon knew a thing or two, Gallon was up to snuff,  go it, Gallon!

* * * *

What does onybody say boot it Frenchman? at length asked he in his elliptical Yorkshire dialect, looking round on the company.

What do you say boot it Frenchman, Sir Moses? asked he, not getting an answer from any one.

Faith, I know nothing, replied the Baronet, with a slight curl of the lip.

Nay, yeer tied to know summut, hooever, replied Gallon, rubbing his nose across the back of his hand; yeer tied to know summut, hooever. Why, hes a stoppin at yeer house, isnt he?

That may all be, rejoined Sir Moses, without my knowing anything of his riding. What do you say yourself? youve seen him.

Seen him! retorted Gallon, why hes a queer lookin chap, ony hoo  thats all ar can say: haw, haw, haw.

You wont back him, then? said Sir Moses, inquiringly.

Hardly that, replied Gallon, shaking his head and laughing heartily, hardly that, Sir Moses. Arll tell you whatarll do, though, said he, just to mak sport luike, arll tak yeer two to one  two croons to one, producing a greasy-looking metallic-pencilled betting-book as he spoke.

Just then a move outside the ring announced an arrival, and presently Mr. Heslop came steering Cuddy Flintoff along in his wifes Croydon basket-carriage, Cuddys head docked in an orange-coloured silk cap, and his whole person enveloped in a blue pilot coat with large mother-of-pearl buttons. The ominous green-pointed jockey whip was held between his knees, as with folded arms he lolled carelessly in the carriage, trying to look comfortable and unconcerned.

Mornin, Flintoff, how are ye? cried Sir Moses, waving hie hand from his loftier vehicle, as they drew up.

Mornin, Heslop, how goes it? Has anybody seen anything of Monsieur? asked he, without waiting for an answer to either of these important inquiries.

Hes coming, Sir Moses, cried several voices, and presently the Marseillaise hymn of liberty was borne along on the southerly breeze, and Jacks faded black hunting-cap was seen bobbing up and down in the crowd that encircled him, as he rode along on Paul Straddlers shooting pony.

Jack had been at the brandy bottle, and had imbibed just enough to make him excessively noisy.

Three cheers for Monsieur Jean Rougier, de next Emperor of de French! cried he, rising in his stirrups, as he approached the crowd, taking off his old brown hunting-cap, and waving it triumphantly, Three cheers for de best foxer, de best fencer, de best fighter in all Europe! and at a second flourish of the cap the crowd came into the humour of the thing, and cheered him lustily. And then of course it was one cheer more for Monsieur; and one cheer more he got.

Three cheers for ould England! then demanded Mr. Gallon on behalf of Mr. Flintoff, which being duly responded to, he again asked What onybody would do boot it Frenchman?

Now, gentlemen, cried Sir Moses, standing erect in his dogcart, and waving his hand for silence: Now, gentlemen, listen to me! Instead of which somebody roared out, Three cheers for Sir Moses! and at it they went again, Hooray, hooray, hooray, for when an English mob once begins cheering, it never knows when to stop. Now, gentlemen, listen to me, again cried he, as soon as the noise had subsided. Its one oclock, and its time to proceed to business. I called you here that there might be no unnecessary trespass or tampering with the ground, and I think Ive chosen a line that will enable you all to see without risk to yourselves or injury to anyone (applause, mingled with a tinkling of the little bells). Well now, added he, follow me, and Ill show you the way; so saying, he resumed his seat, and passing through the gate turned short to the right, taking the diagonal road leading down the hill, in the direction of Featherbedfordshire.

Where can it be? was then the cry.

I know, replied one of the know-everything ones.

Rainford, for a guinea! exclaimed Mr. Gallon, fighting with Tippy Tom. who wanted to be back.

I say Rushworth! rejoined Mr. Heslop, cutting in before him.

Nothin o the sort! asserted Mr. Buckwheat; hes for Harlingson green to a certainty.

The heterogeneous cavalcade then fell into line, the vehicles and pedestrians keeping the road, while the horsemen spread out on either side of the open common, with the spirit of speculation divided between where the race was to be and who was to win.

Thus they descended the hill and joined the broad, once well-kept turnpike, whose neglected milestones still denoted the distance between London and Hinton  London so many miles on one side, Hinton so many miles on the other  things fast passing into the regions of antiquity. Sir Moses now put on a little quicker, and passing through the village of Nettleton and clearing the plantation beyond, a long strip of country lay open to the eye, hemmed in between the parallel lines of the old road and the new Crumpletin Railway.

He then pulled up on the rising ground, and placing his whip in the socket, stood up to wait the coming of the combatants, to point them out the line he had fixed for the race. The spring tide of population flowed in apace, and he was presently surrounded with horsemen, gigmen, footmen, and bellmen as before.

Now, gentlemen! cried Sir Moses, addressing Mr. Flintoff and Monsieur, who were again ranged on either side of his dogcart: Now, gentlemen, you see the line before you. The stacks, on the right here, pointing to a row of wheat stacks in the adjoining field, are the starting post, and you have to make your ways as straight as ever you can to Lawristone Clump yonder, pointing to a clump of dark Scotch firs standing against the clear blue sky, on a little round hill, about the middle of a rich old pasture on Thrivewell Farm, the clump being now rendered more conspicuous by sundry vehicles clustered about its base, the fair inmates of which had received a private hint from Sir Moses where to go to. The Baronet always played up to the fair, with whom he flattered himself he was a great favourite.

Now then, you see, continued he, you cant get wrong, for youve nothing to do but to keep between the lines of the rail and the road, on to neither of which must you come: and now you gentlemen, continued he. addressing the spectators generally, theres not the slightest occasion for any of you to go off the road, for youll see a great deal better on it, and save both your own necks and the farmers crops; so just let me advise you to keep where you are, and follow the jockeys field by field as they go. And now, gentlemen, continued he, again addressing the competitors, having said all I have to say on the subject, I advise you to get your horses and make a start of it, for though the day is fine its still winter, youll remember, and there are several ladies waiting for your coming. So saying, Sir Moses soused down in his seat, and prepared to watch the proceedings.

Mr. Flintoff was the first to peel; and his rich orange and white silk jacket, natty doeskins, and paper-like boots, showed that he had got himself up as well with a due regard to elegance as to lightness. He even emptied some halfpence out of his pockets, in order that he might not carry extra weight. He would, however, have been a great deal happier at home. There was no yoieks, wind him, or yoicks, push im up, in him now.

Monsieur did not show to so much advantage as Cuddy; but still he was a good deal better attired than he was out hunting on the Crooked-Billet day. He still retained the old brown cap, but in lieu of the shabby scarlet, pegtop trousers and opera-boots, he sported a red silk jacket, a pair of old-fashioned broad-seamed leathers, and mahogany boots  the cap being the property of Sir Mosess huntsman, Tom Findlater, the other articles belonging to Mr. George Gallon of the Rose and Crown. And the sight of them, as Monsieur stripped, seemed to inspirit the lender, for he immediately broke out with the old inquiry, What does onybody say boot it Frenchman?

What do you say boot it Frenchman, Sir Moses? asked he.

Sir Moses was silent, for he couldnt see his way to a satisfactory investment; so, rising in his seat, he holloaed out to the grooms, who were waiting their orders outside the crowd, to bring in the horses.

Make way, there! make way, there! cried he, as the hooded and sheeted animals approached and made up to their respective riders.

Takeoff his nightcap! take off his nightcap! cried Jack, pulling pettedly at the strings of the hood; take off his nightcap! repeated he, stamping furiously, amid the laughter of the bystanders, many of whom had never seen a Frenchman, let alone a mounted one, before.

The obnoxious nightcap being removed, and the striped sheet swept over his tail, Mr. Rowley Abingdons grey horse Mayfly Blood showing himself as if he was in a dealers yard, for as yet he had not ascertained what he was out for. A horse knows when he is going to hunt, or going to exercise, or going to be shod, or going to the public house, but these unaccustomed jaunts puzzle him. Monsieur now proceeded to inform him by clutching at the reins, as he stood preparing for a leg-up on the wrong side.

The other side, mun, the other side, whispered Paul Straddler in his ear; whereupon Monsieur passed under the horses head, and appeared as he ought. The movement, however, was not lost on Sir Moses, who forthwith determined to back Cuddy. Cuddy might be bad, but Monsieur must be worse, he thought.

Ill lay an even five on Mr. Flintoff! cried he in a loud and audible voice. Ill lay an even five on Mr. Flintoff, repeated he, looking boldly round. Gallon, what say you? asked he, appealing to the hero of the white horse.

Cant be done, Sir Moses, cant be done, replied Gallon, grinning from ear to ear, with a shake of his great bull head. Tak yeer three to two if you loike, added he, anxious to be on.

Sir Moses now shook his head in return.

Back myself, two pound ten  forty shillin, to beat dis serene and elegant Englishman! exclaimed Jack, now bumping up and down in his saddle as if to establish a seat.

Do you owe him any wages? asked Sir Moses of Billy in an under-tone, wishing to ascertain what chance there was of being paid if he won.

Yarse, I owe him some, replied Billy; but how much he couldnt say, not having had Jacks book lately.

Sir Moses caught at the answer, and the next time Jack offered to back himself, he was down upon him with a Done! adding, Ill lay you an even pund if you like.

With all my heart, Sare Moses Baronet, replied Jack gaily; adding, you are de most engagin, agreeable mans I knows; a perfect beauty vidout de paint.

Gallon now saw his time was come, and he went at Sir Moses with a Weell, coom, arle lay ye an even foive.

Done! cried the Baronet.

A tenner, if you loike! continued Gallon, waxing valiant.

Sir Moses shook his head.

Get me von vet sponge, get me von vet sponge, now exclaimed Jack, looking about for the groom.

Wet sponge! What the deuce do you want with a wet sponge? demanded Sir Moses with surprise.

Yet sponge, just damp my knees leetle  make me stick on better, replied Jack, turning first one knee and then the other out of the saddle to get sponged.

O dom it, if its come to that, I may as well have the ten, muttered Sir Moses to himself. So, nodding to Gallon, he said Ill make it ten.

Done! said Gallon, with a nod, and the bet was made  Done, and Done, being enough between gentlemen.

Now, then, cried Sir Moses, stepping down from his dogcart, come into the field, and Ill start you.

Away then the combatants went, and the betting became brisk in the ring. Mr. Flintoff the favourite at evens.
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CHAPTER XLIV. THE RACE ITSELF.
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FROM the Nettleton cornstacks to Lawristone Clump was under two miles, and, barring Bendibus Brook, there was nothing formidable in the line  nothing at least to a peaceably disposed man pursuing the even tenor of his way, either on horseback or in his carriage along the deserted London road.

Very different, however, did the landscape now appear to our friend Cuddy Flintoff as he saw it stretching away in diminishing perspective, presenting an alternating course of husbandry stubble after grass, wheat after stubble, seeds after wheat, with perhaps pasture again after fallow. Bendibus, too, as its name indicates, seemed to be here, there, and everywhere; here, as shown by the stone bridge on the road,  there, as marked by the pollard willows lower down  and generally wherever there was an inconvenient breadth and irregularity of fence. The more Mr. Flintoff looked at the landscape, the less he liked it. Still he had a noble horse under him in General Havelock  a horse that could go through deep as fast as he could over grass, and that only required holding together and sitting on to carry him safe over his fences. It was just that, however, that Cuddy couldnt master. He couldnt help fancying that the horse would let him down, and he didnt like the idea.

Mayfly, on the other hand, was rather skittish, and began prancing and capering as soon as he got off the road into the field.

Get im by de nob! get im by de nob! cried Jack, setting up his shoulders. Swing im round by de tail! swing im round by de tail! continued he, as the horse still turned away from his work.

Ord dom it, thats that nasty crazy brute of old Rowley Abingdons, I do declare! exclaimed Sir Moses, getting out of the now plunging horses way. Didnt know the beggar since he was clipped. Thats the brute that killed poor Cherisher,  best hound in my pack. Take care, Monsieur! that horse will eat you if he gets you off.

Eat me! cried Jack, pretending alarm; dat vod be vare unkind.

Sir Moses. Unkind or not, hell do it, I assure you.

Oh, dear! oh! dear! cried Jack, as the horse laid back his ears, and gave a sort of wincing kick.

Ill tell you what, cried Sir Moses, emboldened by Jacks fear, Ill lay you a crown you dont get over the brook.

Crown, sare! I have no crowns, replied Jack, pulling the horse round. Ill lay ve sovereign  von pon ten, if vou like.

Come, Ill make it ten shillings. Ill make it ten shillings, replied Sir Moses: adding, Mr. Flintoff is my witness.

Done! cried Monsieur. Done! I takes the vager. Von pon I beats old Cuddy to de clomp, ten shillin I gets over de brook.

All right! rejoined Sir Moses, all right! Now, continued he, clapping his hands, get your horses together  one, two, three, and away!

Up bounced Mayfly in the air; away went Cuddy amidst the cheers and shouts of the roadsters Flintoff! Flintoff! Flinfoff!! The yaller! the yaller! the yaller! followed by a general rush along the grass-grown Macadamised road, between London and Hinton.

Oh, dat is your game, is it? asked Jack as Mayfly, after a series of minor evolutions, subsided on all fours in a sort of attitude of attention. Dat is your game, is it! saying which he just took him short by the head, and, pressing his knees closely into the saddle, gave him such a couple of persuasive digs with his spurs as sent him bounding away after the General. Go it, Frenchman! was now the cry.

Go it! aye he can go it, muttered Jack, as the horse now dropped on the bit, and laid himself out for work. He was soon in the wake of his opponent.

The first field was a well-drained wheat stubble, with a newly plashed fence on the ground between it and the adjoining pasture; which, presenting no obstacle, they both went at it as if bent on contending for the lead, Monsieur sacréing, grinning, and grimacing, after the manner of his adopted country; while Mr. Flintoff sailed away in the true jockey style, thinking he was doing the thing uncommonly well.

Small as the fence was, however, it afforded Jack an opportunity of shooting into his horses shoulders, which Cuddy perceiving, he gave a piercing view holloa, and spurred away as if bent on bidding him goodbye. This set Jack on his mettle; and getting back into his seat he gathered his horse together and set too, elbows and legs, elbows and legs, in a way that looked very like frenzy.

The feint of a fall, however, was a five-pound note in Mr. Gallons way, for Jack did it so naturally that there was an immediate backing of Cuddv. Flintoff! Flintoff! Flintoff! The yaller! the yaller! the yaller! was again the cry.

The pasture was sound, and they sped up it best pace, Mr. Flintoff well in advance.

The fence out was nothing either  a young quick fence set on the ground, which Cuddy flew in Leicestershire style, throwing up his right arm as he went. Monsieur was soon after him with a high bucking jump.

They were now upon plough,  undrained plough, too, which the recent rains bad rendered sticky and holding. General Havelock could have crossed it at score, but the ragged boundary fence of Thrivewell farm now appearing in view, Mr. Flintoff held him well together, while he scanned its rugged irregularities for a place.

These are the nastiest fences in the world, muttered Cuddy to himself, and Ill be bound to say theres a great yawning ditch either on this side or that. Dash it! I wish I was over, continued he, looking up and down for an exit. There was very little choice. Where there werent great mountain ash or alder growers laid into the fence, there were bristling hazel uprights, which presented little more attraction. Altogether it was not a desirable obstacle. Even from the road it looked like something. Go it, Cuddy! Go it! cried Sir Moses, now again in his dogcart, from the midst of the crowd, adding, Its nothing of a place!

Isnt it, muttered Cuddy, still looking up and down, adding, I wish you had it instead of me.

Ord dom it, go at it like a man! now roared the Baronet, fearing for his investments. Go at it for the honour of the hunt! for the honour of Hit-im and Hold-im shire! continued he, nearly stamping the bottom of his dog-cart out. The mare started forward at the sound, and catching Tippy Tom with the shafts in the side, nearly upset Geordey Gallon, who, like Sir Moses, was holloaing on the Frenchman. There was then a mutual interchange of compliments. Meanwhile Cuddy, having espied a weak bush-stopped gap in a bend of the hedge, now walks his horse quietly up to it, who takes it in a matter-of-course sort of way that as good as says, What have you been making such a bother about. He then gathers himself together, and shoots easily over the wide ditch on the far side, Cuddy hugging himself at its depth as he lands. Monsieur then exclaiming, Dem it, I vill not make two bites of von cherry, goes at the same place at the rate of twenty miles an hour, and beat beside Cuddy ere the latter had well recovered from his surprise at the feat. Ord rot it! exclaimed he, starting round, what dye mean by following a man that way? If Id fallen, youd ha been a-top of me to a certainty.

Oh, never fear, replied Monsieur, grinning and flourishing his whip. Oh, never fear, I vod have elped you to pick up de pieces.

Pick up the pieces, sir! retorted Cuddy angrily. I dont want to pick up the pieces. I want to ride the race as it should be.

Come then, old cock, cried Monsieur, spurring past, you shall jomp pon me if you can. So saying, Jack hustled away over a somewhat swampy enclosure, and popping through an open bridle-gate, led the way into a large rich alluvial pasture beyond.

Jacks feat at the boundary fence, coupled with the manner in which he now sat and handled his horse, caused a revulsion of feeling on the road, and Gallons stentorian roar of The Frenchman! the Frenchman! now drowned the vociferations on behalf of Mr. Flintoff and the yaller. Sir Moses bit his lips and ground his teeth with undisguised dismay. If Flintoff let the beggar beat him, he  he didnt know what he would do. Flintoff! Flintoff! shrieked he as Cuddy again took the lead.

And now dread Rendibus appears in view! There was no mistaking its tortuous sinuosities, even if the crowd on the bridge had not kept vociferating, The bruk! the bruk!

The bruk be hanged! growled Cuddy, hardening his heart for the conflict. The bruk be hanged! repeated he, eyeing its varying curvature, adding, if ever I joke with any man under the rank of a duke again, may I be capitally Dd. Ass that I was, continued he, to take a liberty with this confounded Frenchman, who cares no more for his neck than a frog. Dashed, if ever I joke with any man under the rank of a prince of the blood royal, added he, weaving his eyes up and down the brook for a place.

Go at it full tilt! now roars Sir Moses from the bridge; go at it full tilt for the honour of Hit-im and Hold-im shire!

Honour of Hit-im and Hold-im shire be hanged! growled Cuddy; wholl pay for my neck if I break it, I wonder!

Cut along, old cock of vax! now cries Monsieur, grinning up on the grey. Cut along, old cock of vax, or Ill be into your pocket.

Shove him along! roars stentorian-lunged Gallon, standing erect in his stirrups, and waving Monsieur on with his hat. Shove him along! repeats he, adding, hell take it in his stride.

Mayfly defers to the now-checked General, who, accustomed to be ridden freely, lays back his vexed ears for a kick, as Monsieur hurries up. Cuddy still contemplates the scene, anxious to be over, but dreading to go. Nothing so nasty as a brook, says he; never gets less, but may get larger. He then scans it attentively. There is a choice of ground, but it is choice of evils, of which it is difficult to choose the least when in a hurry.

About the centre are sedgy rushes, indicative of a bad taking off, while the weak place next the ash involves the chance of a crack of the crown against the hanging branch, and the cattle gap higher up may be mended with wire rope, or stopped with some awkward invisible stuff. Altogether it is a trying position, especially with the eyes of England upon him from the bridge and road.

Oh, go at it, mun! roars Sir Moses, agonised at his hesitation; Oh, go at it, mun! Its nothin of a place!

Isnt it, muttered Cuddy; wish you were at it instead of me. So saying, he gathers his horse together in an undecided sort of way, and Monsieur charging at the moment, lands Cuddie on his back in the field and himself in the brook.
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Then a mutual roar arose, as either party saw its champion in distress.

Stick to him, Cuddy! stick to him! roars Sir Moses.

Stick to him, Mouncheer! stick to him! vociferates Mr. Gallon on the other side.

They do as they are bid; Mr. Flintoff remounting just as Monsieur scrambles out of the brook, aud Cuddys blood now being roused, he runs the General gallantly at it, and lands, hind legs and all, on the opposite bank. Loud cheers followed the feat.

It is now anybodys race, and the vehemence of speculation is intense.

The red! The yaller! the yaller! The red! Mr. Gallon is frantic, and Tippy Tom leads the way along the turnpike as if he, too, was in the race. Sir Mosess mare breaks into a canter, and makes the action of the gig resemble that of a boat going to sea. The crowd rush pell-mell without looking where they are going; it is a wonder that nobody is killed.

Lawristone Clump is now close at hand, enlivened with the gay parasols and colours of the ladies.

There are but three more fences between the competitors and it, and seeing what he thinks a weak place in the next, Mr. Flintoff races for it over the sound furrows of the deeply-drained pasture. As he gets near it begins to look larger, and Cuddys irresolute handling makes the horse swerve.

Now, then, old stoopid! cries Jack, in a good London cabmans accent; Now, then, old stoopid! vot are ye stargazing that way for? Vy dont ye go over or get out o de vay?

Go yourself, growled Cuddy, pulling his horse round.

Go myself! repeated Jack; ow the doose can I go vid your great carcase stuck i the vay!

My great carcase stuck i the way! retorted Cuddy, spurring and hauling at his horse. My great carcase stuck in the way! Look at your own, and be hanged to ye!

Yell, look at it! replied Jack, backing his horse for a run, and measuring his distance, he dapped spurs freely in his sides, and going at it full tilt, flew over the fence, exclaiming as he lit, Dere, it is for you to zarnine.

That feller can ride a deuced deal better than he pretends, muttered Cuddy, wishing his tailorism mightnt be all a trick; saying which he followed Jacks example, and taking a run he presently landed in the next field, amidst the cheers of the roadsters. This was a fallow, deep, wet, and undrained, and his well ribbed-lip horse was more than a match for Jacks across it. Feeling he could go. Cuddy set himself home in his saddle, and flourishing his whip, cantered past, exclaiming, Come along old stick in the mud!

Ill stick i the mod ye! replied Jack, hugging and holding his sobbing horse. Ill stick i the mod ye! Stop till I gets off dis birdliming field, and Ill give you de go-bye, Cuddy, old cock.

Jack was as good as his word, for the ground getting sounder on the slope, he spurted up a wet furrow, racing with Cuddy for the now obvious gap, that afforded some wretched half-starved calves a choice between the rushes of one field and the whicken grass of the other. Pop, Jack went over it, looking back and exclaiming to Cuddy, Bon jour! top of de mornin to you, sare! as he hugged his horse and scuttled up a high-backed ridge of the sour blue and yellow-looking pasture.

The money was now in great jeopardy, and the people on the road shouted and gesticulated the names of their respective favourites with redoubled energy, as if their eagerness could add impetus to the animals. Flintoff! Flintoff! Flintoff! The Frenchman! the Frenchman! as Monsieur at length dropped his hands and settled into something like a seat. On, on, they went, Monsieur every now and then looking back to see that he had a proper space between himself and his pursuer, and, giving his horse a good dig with his spurs, he lifted him over a stiff stake-and-rice fence that separated him from the field with the Clump.

Here they come! is now the cry on the hill, and fair faces at length turn to contemplate the galloppers, who come sprawling np the valley in the unsightly way fore-shortened horses appear to do. The road gate on the right flies suddenly open, and Tippy Tom is seen running away with Geordey Gallon, who just manages to manouvre him round the Clump to the front as Monsieur comes swinging in an easy winner.

Glorious victory for Geordey! Glorious victory for Monsieur! They cant have won less than thirty pounds between them, supposing they get paid, and that Geordey gives Jack his reglars. Well may Geordey throw up his shallow hat and hug the winner. But who shall depict the agony of Sir Moses at this dreadful blow to his finances? The way he domd Cuddy, the way he domd Jack, the way he swung frantically about Lawristone Clump, declaring he was ruined for ever and ever! After thinking of everybody at all equal to the task, we are obliged to get, our old friend Echo to answer Who!


CHAPTER XLV. HENEREY BROWN & CO. AGAIN.
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THE FIRST PAROXYSM of rage being over, Sir Moses remounted his dog-cart, and drove rapidly off, seeming to take pleasure in making his boy-groom (who was at the mares head) run after it as long as he could.

Whats it Baronet off? exclaimed Mr. Gallon, staring with astonishment at the fast-receding vehicle; whats it, Baronet off? repeated he, thinking he would have to go to Pangburn Park for his money.

O dear Thom Mothes is gone! lisped pretty Miss Mechlinton, who wanted to have a look at our hero, Mr. Pringle, who she heard was frightfully handsome, and alarmingly rich. And the ladies, who had been too much occupied with the sudden rush of excited people to notice Sir Mosess movements, wondered what had happened that he didnt come to give his tongue an airing among them as usual. One said he had got the tooth-ache; another, the ear-ache; a third, that he had got something in his eye; while a satirical gentleman said it looked mure like a B. in his bonnet.

Ony hoo, however, as Mr. Gallon would say, Sir Moses was presently out of the field and on to the hard turnpike again.

We need scarcely say that Mr. Pringles ride home with him was not of a very agreeable character: indeed, the Baronet had seldom been seen to be so put out of his way, and the mare came in for frequent salutations with the whip  latitudinally, longitudinally, and horizontally, over the head and ears, accompanied by cutting commentaries on Flintoffs utter uselessness and inability to do anything but drink.

He never saw such a man  domd if ever he did, and he whipped the mare again in confirmation of the opinion.

Nor did matters mend on arriving at home; for here Mr. Mordecai Nathan met him in the entrance hall, with a very doleful face, to announce that Henerey Brown & Co., who had long been coddling up their horses, had that morning succeeded in sloping with them and their stock to Halterley Fair, and selling them in open market, leaving a note hanging to the key in the house-door, saying that they had gone to Horseterhaylia where Sir Moses neednt trouble to follow them.

Ond dom it! shrieked the Baronet, jumping up in the air like a stricken deer; ond dom it! Im robbed! Im robbed! Im ruined! Im ruined! and tottering to an arm-chair, he sank, overpowered with the blow. Henerey Brown & Co. had indeed been too many for him. After a long course of retrograding husbandry, they seemed all at once to have turned over a new leaf, if not in the tillage way, at all events in that still better way for the land, the cattle line,  store stock, with some symptoms of beef on their bones, and sheep with whole fleeces, going on all-fours depastured the fields, making Mordecai Nathan think it was all the fruits of his superior management. Alaek a-day! They belonged to a friend of Lawyer Hindmarchs, who thought Henerey Brown & Co. might as well eat all off the land ere they left. And so they ate it as bare as a board.

Ond dom it, how came you to let them escape? now demanded the Baronet, wringing his hands in despair; ond dom it, how came you to let them escape? continued he, throwing himself back in the chair.

Why really, Sir Moses, I was perfectly deceived; I thought they were beginning to do better, for though they were back with their ploughing, they seemed to be turning their attention to stock, and I was in hopes that in time they would pull round.

Pull round! ejaculated the Baronet; pull round! Theyll flatten me I know with their pulling; and thereupon he kicked out both legs before him as if he was done with them altogether.

His seat being in the line of the door, a rude draught now caught his shoulder, which making him think it was no use sitting there to take cold and the rheumatism, he suddenly bounced up, and telling Nathan to stay where he was, he ran up stairs, and quickly changed his fine satiney, velvetey, holiday garments, for a suit of dingy old tweeds, that looked desperately in want of the washing-tub. Then surmounting the whole with a drab wide-awake, he clutched a knotty dog-whip, and set off on foot with his agent to the scene of disaster, rehearsing the licking he would give Henerey with the whip if he caught him, as he went.

Away he strode, as if he was walking a match, down Dollys Close, over the stile, into Farmer Hayfords fields, and away by the back of the lodges, through Orwell Plantation and Lowestoff End, into the Rushworth and Mayland Road.

Doblington farm-house then stood on the rising ground before him. It was indeed a wretched, dilapidated, woe-begone-looking place; bad enough when enlivened with the presence of cattle and the other concomitants of a farm; but now, with only a poor white pigeon, that Henerey Brown & Co., as if in bitter irony, had left behind them, it looked the very picture of misery and poverty-stricken desolation.

It was red-tiled and had been rough-cast, but the casting was fast coming off, leaving fine map-like tracings of green damp on the walls,  a sort of map of Italy on one side of the door, a map of Africa on the other, one of Horseterhaylia about the centre, with a perfect battery of old hats bristling in the broken panes of the windows. Nor was this all; for, by way of saving coals, Henerey & Humphrey had consumed all the available wood about the place  stable-fittings, cow-house-fittings, pig-sty-fittings, even part of the staircase  and acting under the able advice of Lawyer Hindmarch, had carried away the pot and oven from the kitchen, and all the grates from the fire-places, under pretence of having bought them of the outgoing tenant when they entered,  a fact that the lawyer said would be difficult to disprove. If it had not been that Henerey Brown & Co. had been sitting rent-free, and that the dilapidated state of the premises formed an excellent subject of attack for parrying payment when rent came to be demanded, it would be difficult to imagine people living in a house where they had to wheel their beds about to get to the least drop-exposed quarter, and where the ceilings bagged down from the rafters like old-fashioned window-hangings. People, however, can put up with a great deal when it saves their own pockets. Master and man having surveyed the exterior then entered.

Well, said Sir Moses, looking round on the scene of desolation, theyve made a clean sweep at all events.

They have that, assented Mr. Mordecai Nathan.

I wonder it didnt strike you, when you caught them selling their straw off at night, that they would be doing something of this sort, observed Sir Moses.

Why, I thought it rather strange, replied Mr. Nathan; only they assured me that for every load of straw they sold, they brought back double the value in guano, or I certainly should have been more on the alert.

Guano be hanged! rejoined the Baronet, trying to open the kitchen window, to let some fresh air into the foul apartment; guano be hanged! one ton of guano makes itself into twenty ton with the aid of Kentish gravel. No better trade than spurious manure-manufacturing; almost as good as cabbage-cigar making. Besides, continued he, the straw goes off to a certainty, whereas theres no certainty about the guano coming back instead of it. Oh, dom it, man, continued he, knocking some of the old hats out of the broken panes, after a fruitless effort to open the window, Id have walked the bailiffs into the beggars if I could have foreseen this.

So would I, Sir Moses, replied Mr. Nathan; only who could we get to come in their place?

That observation of Mr. Mordecai Nathan comprises a great deal, and accounts for much apparent good landlordism, which lets a bad tenant go on from year to year with the occasional payment of a driblet of rent, instead of ejecting him; the real fact being that the landlord knows there is no one to get to come in his place  no better one at least  and that fact constitutes one of the principal difficulties of land-owning. If a landlord is not prepared to take an out-of-order farm into his own hands, he must either put up with an incompetent non-paying tenant, or run the risk of getting a worse one from the general body of outlying incompetence. A farm will always let for something.

There is a regular rolling stock of bad farmers in every country, who pass from district to district, exercising their ingenuity in extracting whatever little good their predecessors have left in the land. These men are the steady, determined enemies to grass. Their great delight is to get leave to plough out an old pasture-held under pretence of laying it down better. There wont be a grass field on a farm but what they will take some exception to, and ask leave to have out as they call it. Then if they get leave, they take care never to have a good take of seeds, and so plough on and plough on, promising to lay it down better after each fresh attempt, just as a thimble-rigger urges his dupe to go on and go on, and try his luck once more, until land and dupe are both fairly exhausted. The tenant then marches, and the thimble-rigger decamps, each in search of fresh fields and flats new.

Considering that all writers on agriculture agree that grass land pays double, if not treble, what arable land does, and that one is so much more beautiful to the eye than the other, to say nothing of pleasanter to ride over, we often wonder that landlords have not turned their attention more to the increase and encouragement of grass land on their estates than they have done.

To be sure they have always had the difficulty to contend with we have named, viz., a constant hankering on the part of even some good tenants to plough it out. A poor grass-field, like Gays hare, seems to have no friends. Each man proposes to improve it by ploughing it out, forgetful of the fact, that it may also be improved by manuring the surface. The quantity of arable land on a farm is what puts landlords so much in the power of bad farmers. If farms consisted of three parts grass and one part plough, instead of three parts plough and one part grass, no landlord need ever put up with an indifferent, incompetent tenant; for the grass would carry him through, and he could either let the farm off, field by field, to butchers and graziers, or pasture it himself, or hay it if he liked. Nothing pays better than hay. A very small capital would then suffice for the arable land; and there being, as we said before, a rolling stock of scratching land-starvers always on the look-out for out-of-order farms, so every landowner should have a rolling stock of horses and farm-implements ready to turn upon any one that is not getting justice done it. There is no fear of gentlemen being overloaded with land; for the old saying, Its a good thing to follow the laird, will always insure plenty of applicants for any farm a landlord is leaving  supposing, of course, that he has been doing it justice himself, which we must say landlords always do; the first result we see of a gentleman farming being the increase of the size of his stock-yard, and this oftentimes in the face of a diminished acreage under the plough.

Then see what a saving there is in grass-farming compared to tillage husbandry: no ploughs, no harrows, no horses, no lazy leg-dragging clowns, who require constant watching; the cattle will feed whether master is at home or polishing St. Jamess Street in paper boots and a tight bearing-rein.

Again, the independence of the grass-farmer is so great. When the wind howls and the rain beats, and the torrents roar, and John Flail lies quaking in bed, fearing for his corn, then old Tom Nebuchadnezzar turns quietly over on his side like the Irish jontleman who, when told the house was on fire, replied, Arrah, by Jasus, Im only a lodger! and says, Ord rot it, let it rain; itll do me no harm! Im only a grass-grower!

But we are leaving Sir Moses in the midst of his desolation, with nothing but the chilly fog of a winters evening and his own bright thoughts to console him.

And dom it, Im off, exclaimed he, fairly overcome with the impurity of the place; and hurrying out, he ran away towards home, leaving Mr. Mordecai Nathan to lock the empty house up, or not, just as he liked.

And to Pangburn Park let us now follow the Baronet, and see what our friend Billy is about.


CHAPTER XLVI. THE PRINGLE CORRESPONDENCE.
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MR. PRINGLES RETURN was greeted with an immense shoal of letters, one from Mamma, one with Yammerton Grange on the seal, two from his tailors  one with the following simple heading, To bill delivered, so much; the other containing a vast catalogue of what a jury of tailors would consider youthful necessaries, amounting in the whole to a pretty round sum, accompanied by an intimation, that in consequence of the tightness of the money-market, an early settlement would be agreeable  and a very important-looking package, that had required a couple of heads to convey, and which, being the most mysterious of the whole, after a due feeling and inspection, he at length opened. It was from his obsequious friend Mr. Smoothley, and contained a printed copy of the rules of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Hunt, done up in a little red-backed yellow-lined book, with a note from the sender, drawing Mr. Pringles attention to the tenth rule, which stipulated that the annual club subscription of fifteen guineas was to be paid into Greedy and Gripers bank, in Hinton, by Christmas-day in each year at latest, or ten per cent, interest would be charged on the amount after that.

Fi-fi-fifteen guineas! te-te-ten per cent.! ejaculated Billy, gasping for breath; whod ever have thought of such a thing! and it was some seconds before he sufficiently recovered his composure to resume his reading. The rent of the cover he had taken, Mr. Smoothley proceeded to say, was eight guineas a-year. Eight guineas a-year! again ejaculated Billy; eight guineas a-year! why I thought it was a mere matter of form. Oh dear, I cant stand this! continued he, looking vacantly about him. Surely, risking ones neck is quite bad enough, without paying for doing so. Lord Ladythorne never asked me for any money, why should Sir Moses? Oh dear, oh dear! I wish id never embarked in such a speculation. Nothing to be made by it, but a great deal to be lost. Bother the thing, I wish I was out of it, with which declaration he again ventured to look at Mr. Smoothleys letter. It went on to say, that the rent would not become payable until the next season, Mr. Treadcroft being liable for that years rent. Ah well, come, thats some consolation, at all events, observed our friend, looking up again; thats some consolation, at all events, adding, Ill take deuced good care to give it up before another year comes round.

Smoothley then touched upon the more genial subject of the hunt-buttons. he had desired Garnet, the silversmith, to send a couple of sets off the last die, one for Billys hunting, the other for his dress coat; and he concluded by wishing our friend a long life of health and happiness to wear them with the renowned Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt; and assuring him that he was always his, with great sincerity, John Smoothley. Indeed, said Billy, throwing the letter down; more happiness if I dont wear them, continued he, conning over his many misfortunes, and the great difficulty he had in sitting at the jumps. However, thought he, the dress ones will do for the balls, with which not uncommon consolation he broke the red seal of the Yammerton Grange letter.

This was from our friend the Major, all about a wonderful hunt his haryers had had, which he couldnt resist the temptation of writing to tell Billy of. The description then sprawled over four sides of letter paper, going an arrant burst from end to end, there not being a single stop in the whole, whatever there might have been in the hunt; and the Major concluded by saying, that it was by far the finest run he had ever seen during his long mastership, extending over a period of five-and-thirty years.

Glancing his eye over its contents, how they found at Conksbury Corner, and ran at a racing pace without a check to Foremark Hill, and down over the water-meadows at Dove-dale Green to Marbury Hall, turning short at Fullbrook Folly, and over the race-course at Ancaster Lawn, doubling at Dinton Dean, and back over the hill past Oakhanger Gorse to Tufton Holt, where they killed, the account being interwoven, parenthesis within parenthesis, with the brilliant hits and performances of Lovely, and Lilter, and Dainty, and Bustler, and others, with the names of the distinguished party who were out, our old friend Wotherspoon among the number, Billy came at last to a sly postscript, saying that his bed and stall were quite ready for him whenever he liked to return, and they would all be delighted to see him. The wording of the Postscript had taken a good deal of consideration, and had undergone two or three revisions at the hands of the ladies before they gave it to the Major to add  one wanting to make it rather stronger, another rather milder, the Major thinking they had better have a little notice before Mr. Pringle returned, while Mamma (who had now got all the linen up again) inclined, though she did not say so before the girls, to treat Billy as one of the family. Upon a division whether the word quite should stand part of the Postscript or not, the Major was left in a minority, and the pressing word passed. His bed and stall were quite ready, instead of only ready to receive him. Miss Yammerton observing, that quite looked as if they really wished to have him, while ready looked as if they did not care whether he came or not. And Billy, having pondered awhile on the Postscript, which he thought came very opportunely, proceeded to open his last letter, a man always taking those he doesnt know first.

This letter was Mammas  poor Mammas  written in the usual strain of anxious earnestness, hoping her beloved was enjoying himself, but hinting that she would like to have him back. Butterfingers was gone, she had got her a place in Somersetshire, so anxiety on that score was over. Mrs. Pringles peculiar means of information, however, informed her that the Misses Yammerton were dangerous, and she had already expressed her opinion pretty freely with regard to Sir Moses. Indeed, she didnt know which house she would soonest hear of her son being at  Sir Mosess with his plausible pocket-guarding plundering, or Major Yammertons, with the three pair of enterprising eyes, and Mammas mature judgment directing the siege operations. Mrs. Pringle wished he was either back at Tantivy Castle, or in Curtain Crescent again.

Still she did not like to be too pressing, but observed, as Christmas was coming, when hunting would most likely be stopped by the weather, she hoped he would run up to town, where many of his friends, Jack Sheppard, Tom Brown, Harry Bean, and others, were asking for him, thinking he was lost. She also said, it would be a good time to go to Uncle Jerrys, and try to get a settlement with him, for though she had often called, sometimes by appointment, she had never been able to meet with him, as he was always away, either seeing after some chapel he was building, or attending a meeting for the conversion of the Sepoys, or some other fanatics.

The letter concluded by saying, that she had looked about in vain for a groom likely to suit him; for, although plenty had presented themselves from gentlemen wishing for high wages with nothing to do, down to those who would garden and groom and look after cows, she had not seen anything at all to her mind. Mr. Luke Grueler, however, she added, who had called that morning, had told her of one that he could recommend, who was just leaving the Honourable Captain Swellington; and being on his way to town from Doubleimupshire, where the Captain had got to the end of his tether, he would very possibly call; and, if so, Billy would know him by his having Mr. Gruelers card to present. And with renewed expressions of affection, and urging him to take care of himself, as well among the leaps as the ladies, she signed herself his most doting and loving Mamma.

Groom! (humph) Swellington! (humph) muttered Billy, folding up the letter, and returning it to its highly-musked envelope.

Wonder what sort of a beggar hell be? continued he, twirling his mustachios; Wonder how hell get on with Rougier? and a thought struck him, that he had about as much as he could manage with Monsieur. However, many people have to keep what they dont want, and there is no reason why such an aspiring youth as our friend should be exempt from the penance of his station. Talking of grooms, we are not surprised at Mammas difficulty in choosing one, for we know of few more difficult selections to make; and, considering the innumerable books we have on the choice and management of horses, we wonder no one has written on the choice and management of grooms. The truth is, they are as various as the horse-tribe itself; and, considering that the best horse may soon be made a second-rate one by bad grooming, when a second-rate one may be elevated to the first class by good management, and that a mans neck may be broken by riding a horse not fit to go, it is a matter of no small importance. Some men can dress themselves, some can dress their horses; but very few can dress both themselves and their horses. Some are only fit to strip a horse and starve him. It is not every baggy-corded fellow that rolls slangily along in top-boots, and hisses at everything he touches, that is a groom. In truth, there are very few grooms, very few men who really enter into the feelings and constitutions of horses, or look at them otherwise than as they would at chairs or mahogany tables. A horse that will be perfectly furious under the dressing of one man, will be as quiet as possible in the hands of another  a rough subject thinking the more a horse prances aud winces, the greater the reason to lay on. Some fellows have neither hands, nor eyes, nor sense, nor feeling, nor anything. We have seen one ride a horse to cover without ever feeling that he was lame, while a masters eye detected it the moment he came in sight. Indeed, if horses could express their opinions, we fear many of them would have very indifferent ones of their attendants. The greater the reason, therefore, for masters giving honest characters of their servants.

Our friend Mr. Pringle, having read his letters, was swinging up and down the little library, digesting them, when the great Mr. Bankhead bowed in with a card on a silver salver, and announced, in his usual bland way, that the bearer wished to speak to him.

Me! exclaimed Billy, wondering who it could be; Me! repeated he, taking the highly-glazed thin pasteboard missive off the tray, and reading, Mr. Luke Grueler, Half-Moon Street, Piccadilly.

Grueler, Grueler! repeated Billy, frowning and biting his pretty lips; Grueler  Ive surely heard that name before.

The bearer, sir, comes from Mr. Grueler, sir, observed Mr. Bankhead, in explanation: the partys own name, sir, is Gaiters; but he said by bringing in this card, you would probably know who he is.

Ah! to be sure, so I do, replied Billy, thus suddenly enlightened, Ive just been reading about him. Send him in, will you?

If you please, sir, whispered the bowing Bankhead as he withdrew.

Billy then braced himself up for the coming interview.

A true grooms knock, a loud and a little one, presently sounded on the white-over-black painted door-panel, and at our friends Come in, the door opened, when in sidled a sleek-headed well put on groomish-looking man, of apparently forty or five-and-forty years of age. The man bowed respectfully, which Billy returned, glancing at his legs to see whether they were knock-kneed or bowed, his Mamma having cautioned him against the former. They were neither; on the contrary, straight good legs, well set off with tightish, drab-coloured kerseymere shorts, and continuations to match. His coat was an olive-coloured cutaway, his vest a canary-coloured striped toilanette, with a slightly turned-down collar, showing the whiteness of his well-tied cravat, secured with a gold flying-fox pin. Altogether he was a most respectable looking man, and did credit to the recommendation of Mr. Grueler.

Still he was a groom of pretension  that is to say, a groom who wanted to be master. He was hardly, indeed, satisfied with that, and would turn a gentleman off who ventured to have an opinion of his own on any matter connected with his department. Mr. Gaiters considered that his character was the first consideration, his masters wishes and inclinations the second; so if master wanted to ride, say, Rob Roy, and Gaiters meant him to ride Moonshine, there would be a trial of skill which it should be.

Mr. Gaiters always considered himself corporally in the field, and speculated on what people would be saying of his horses.

Some men like to be bullied, some dont, but Gaiters had dropped on a good many who did. Still these are not the lasting order of men, and Gaiters had at tended the dispersion of a good many studs at the Corner. Again, some masters had turned him off, while he had turned others off; and the reason of his now being disengaged was that the Sheriff of Doubleimupshire had saved him the trouble of taking Captain Swellingtons horses to Tattersalls, by selling them off on the spot. Under these circumstances, Gaiters had written to his once former master  or rather employer  Mr. Grueler, to announce his retirement, which had led to the present introduction. Many people will recommend servants who they wouldnt take themselves. Few newly married couples but what have found themselves saddled with invaluable servants that others wanted to get rid of.

Mutual salutations over, Gaiters now stood in the first position, hat in front, like a heavy father on the stage.

Our friend not seeming inclined to lead the gallop, Mr. Gaiters, after a prefatory hem, thus commenced: Mr. Grueler, sir, I presume, would tell you, sir, that I would call upon you, sir?

Billy nodded assent.

Im just leaving the Honourable Captain Swellington, of the Royal Hyacinth Hussars, sir, whose regiment is ordered out to India; and fearing the climate might not agree with my constitution, I have been obliged to give him up.

Ah! ejaculated Billy.

I have his testimonials, continued Gaiters, putting his hat between his legs, and diving into the inside pocket of his cutaway as he spoke. I have his testimonials, repeated he, producing a black, steel-clasped banker or bill-brokers looking pocket-book, and tedding up a lot of characters, bills, recipes, and other documents in the pocket. He then selected Captain Swellingtons character from the medley, written on the best double-thick, cream-laid note-paper, sealed with the Captains crest  a goose  saying that the bearer John Gaiters was an excellent groom, and might safely be trusted with the management of hunters. Youll probably know who the Captain is, sir, continued Mr. Gaiters, eyeing Billy as he read it, Hes a son of the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Flareups, of Flareup Castle, one of the oldest and best families in the kingdom  few better families anywhere, just as if the Peers pedigree had anything to do with Gaiterss grooming. I have plenty more similar to it, continued Mr. Gaiters, who had now selected a few out of the number which he held before him, like a hand at cards. Plenty more similar to it, repeated he, looking them over. Here is Sir Rufus Raspers, Sir Peter Pullers, Lord Thrusters, Mr. Croppers, and others. Few men have horsed more sportsmen than I have done; and if my principals do not go in the first flight, it is not for want of condition in my horses. Mr. Grueler was the only one I ever had to give up for overmarking my horses; and he was so hard upon them I couldnt stand it; still he speaks of me, as you see, in the handsomest manner, handing our friend Mr. Gruelers certificate, couched in much the same terms as Captain Swellingtons.

Yarse, replied Billy, glancing over and then returning it, thinking, as he again eyed Mr. Gaiters, that a smart lad like Lord Ladythornes Cupid without wings would be more in his way than such a full-sized magnificent man. Still his Mamma and Mr. Grueler had sent Gaiters, and he supposed they knew what was right. In truth, Gaiters was one of those overpowering people that make a master feel as if he was getting hired, instead of suiting himself with a servant.

This preliminary investigation over, Gaiters returned the characters to his ample book, and clasping it together, dropped it into his capacious pocket, observing, as it fell, that he should be glad to endeavour to arrange matters with Mr. Pringle, if he was so inclined.

Our friend nodded, wishing he was well rid of him.

Its not every place I would accept, continued Mr. Gaiters, growing grand; for the fact is, as Mr. Grueler will tell you, my character is as good as a Bank of England note; and unless I was sure I could do myself justice, I should not like to venture on an experiment, for its no use a man undertaking anything that hes not allowed to carry out his own way; and nothing would be so painful to my feelings as to see a gentleman not turned out as he should be.

Mr. Pringle drawled a yarse, for he wanted to be turned out properly.

Well, then, continued Mr. Gaiters, changing his hat from his right hand to his left, subsiding into the second position, and speaking slowly and deliberately, I suppose you want a groom to take the entire charge and management of your stable  a stud groom, in short?

Yarse, I spose so, replied Billy, not knowing exactly what he wanted, and wishing his Mamma hadnt sent him such a swell.

Well, then, sir, continued Mr. Gaiters, casting his eyes up to the dirty ceiling, and giving his chin a dry shave with his disengaged hand; Well, then, sir, I flatter myself I can fulfil that office with credit to myself and satisfaction to my employer.

Yarse, assented Billy, thinking there would be very little satisfaction in the matter.

Buy the forage, hire the helpers, do everything appertaining to the department,  in fact, just as I did with the Honourable Captain Swellington.

Humph, said Billy, recollecting that his Mamma always told him never to let servants buy anything for him that he could help.

Might I ask if you buy your own horses? inquired Mr. Gaiters, after a pause.

Why, yarse, I do, replied Billy; at least I have so far.

Hum! That would be a consideration, muttered Gaiters, compressing his mouth, as if he had now come to an obstacle; that would be a consideration. Not that theres any benefit or advantage to be derived from buying horses, continued he, resuming his former tone; but when a mans characters at stake, its agreeable, desirable, in fact, that he should be intrusted with the means of supporting it. I should like to buy the horses, continued he, looking earnestly at Billy, as if to ascertain the amount of his gullibility.

Well, drawled Billy, I dont care if you do, thinking there wouldnt be many to buy.

Oh! gasped Gaiters, relieved by the announcement; he always thought he had lost young Mr. Easymans place by a similar demand, but still he couldnt help making it. It wouldnt have been doing justice to the Bank of England note character, indeed, if he hadnt.

Oh! repeated he, emboldened by success, and thinking he had met with the right sort of man. He then proceeded to sum up his case in his mind,  forage, helpers, horses, horses, helpers, forage;  he thought that was all he required; yes, he thought it was all he required, and the Bank of England note character would be properly supported. He then came to the culminating point of the cash. Just as he was clearing his throat with a prefatory Hre for this grand consideration, a sudden rush and banging of doors foreboding mischief resounded through the house, and something occurred  that we will tell in another chapter.


CHAPTER XLVII. A CATASTROPHE.  A TÊTE-À-TÊTE DINNER
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ON, SIR, SIR, please step this way! please step this way! exclaimed the delirium tremems footman, rushing coatless into the room where our hero and Mr. Gaiters were,  his shirt-sleeves tucked up, and a knife in hand, as if he had been killing a pig, though in reality he was fresh from the knife-board.

Oh, Sir, Sir, please step this way! repeated he, at once demolishing the delicate discussion at which our friend and Mr. Gaiters had arrived.

Whats ha-ha-happened? demanded Billy, turning deadly pale; for his cares were so few, that he couldnt direct his fears to any one point in particular.

Please, sir, your oss has dropped down in a f-f-fit! replied the man, all in a tremble.

Fit! ejaculated Billy, brushing past Gaiters, and hurrying out of the room.

Fit! repeated Gaiters, turning round with comfortable composure, looking at the man as much as to say, what do you know about it?

Yes, f-f-fit! repeated the footman, brandishing his knife, and running after Billy as though he were going to slay him.

Dashing along the dark passages, breaking his shins over one of those unlucky coal-scuttles that are always in the way, Billy fell into an outward-bound stream of humanity,  Mrs. Margerum, Barbara the housemaid, Mary the Lanndrymaid, Jones the gardeners boy, and others, all hurrying to the scene of action.

Already there was a ring formed round the door, of bare-armed helpers, and miscellaneous hangers-on, looking over each others shoulders, who opened a way for Billy as he advanced.

The horse was indeed down, but not in a fit; for he was dying, and expired just as Billy entered. There lay the glazy-eyed hundred-guinea Napoleon the Great, showing his teeth, reduced to the mere value of his skin; so great is the difference between a dead horse and a live one.

Bad job! said Wetun, who was on his knees at its head, looking up; bad job! repeated he, trying to look dismal.

What! is he dead? demanded Billy, who could hardly realise the fact.

Dead, ay  hell never move more, replied Wetun, showing his fast-stiffening neck.

By Jove! why didnt you send for the doctor? demanded Billy.

Doctor! we had the doctor, replied Wetun, but he could do nothin for him.

Nothin for him! retorted Billy; why not?

Because hes rotten, replied Wetun.

Rotten! how can that be? asked our friend, adding, I only bought him the other day!

If you open im youll find hes as black as ink in his inside, rejoined the groom, now getting np in the stall and rubbing his knees.

Well, but whats that with? demanded Hilly. It surely must be owing to something. Horses dont die that way for nothing.

Owing to a bad constitution  harnt got no stamina, replied Wetun, looking down upon the dead animal.

Billy was posed with the answer, and stood mute for a while.

That oss as never been rightly well sin he comd, now observed Joe Bates, the helper who looked after him, over the heads of the door-circle.

I didnt like his looks when he comd in from unting that day, continued Tom Wisp, another helper.

No, nor the day arter nonther, assented Jack Strong, who was a capital hand at finding fault, and could slur over his work with anybody.

Just then Mr. Gaiters arrived; and a deferential entrance was opened for his broadcloth by the group before the door.

The great Mr. Gaiters entered.

Treating the dirty blear-eyed Wetun more as a helper than an equal, he advanced deliberately up the stall and proceeded to examine the dead horse.

He looked first np his nostrils, next at his eye, then at his neck to see if he had been bled.

I could have cured that horse if Id had him in time, observed he to Billy with a shake of the head.

Neither you nor no man under the sun could ha done it, asserted Mr. Wetun, indignant at the imputation.

I could though  at least he never should have been in that state, replied Gaiters coolly.

I say you couldnt! retorted Wetun, putting his arms a-kimbo, and sideling up to the daring intruder, a man who hadnt even asked leave to come into his stable.

A storm being imminent, our friend slipped off, and Sir Moses arrived from Henerey Brown &, Co.s just at the nick of time to prevent a fight.

So much for a single night in a bad stable, a result that our readers will do well to remember when they ask their friends to visit them Love me, love my horse, being an adage more attended to in former times than it is now.

Ah, my dear Pringle! Im so sorry to hear about your horse! go sorry to hear about your horse! exclaimed Sir Moses, rushing forward to greet our friend with a consolatory shake of the hand, as he came sauntering into the library, flat candlestick in hand, before dinner. Its just the most unfortunate thing I ever knew in my life; and I wouldnt have had it happen at my house for all the money in the world  domd if I would, added he, with a downward blow of his fist.

Billy could only reply with one of his usual monotonous y-a-r-ses.

However, said the Baronet, it shall not prevent your hunting to-morrow, for Ill mount you with all the pleasure in the world  all the pleasure in the world, repeated he, with a flourish of his hand.

Thank ye, replied Billy, alarmed at the prospect; but the fact is, the Major expects me back at Yammerton Grange, and  

Thats nothin! interrupted Sir Moses; thats nothin; hunt, and go there after  all in the days work. Meet at the kennel, find a fox in five minutes, have your spin, and go to the Grange afterwards.

O, indeed, yes, you shall, continued he, settling it so, shall have the best horse in my stable  Pegasus, or Atalanta, or Old Jack, or any of them  domd if you shallnt  so that matters settled.

But, but, but, hesitated our alarmed friend, I  I  I shall have no way of getting there after hunting.

O, Ill manage that too, replied Sir Moses, now in the generous mood. Ill manage that too  shall have the dog-cart  the thing we were in to-day; my lad shall go with you and bring it back, and thatll convey you and your traps and all altogether. Only sorry I cant ask you to stay another week, but the fact is Ive got to go to my friend Lord Lundyfootes for Mondays hunting at Harker Crag,  the fact being that Sir Moses had had enough of Billys company and had invited himself there to get rid of him.

The noiseless Mr. Bankhead then opened the door with a bow, and they proceeded to a tête-à-tête dinner, Cuddy Flintoff having wisely sent for his things from Heslops house, and taken his departure to town under pretence, as he told Sir Moses in a note, of seeing Tommy Whites horses sold.

Cuddy was one of that numerous breed of whom every sportsman knows at least one  namely, a man who is always wanting a horse, a do you know of a horse that will suit me? sort of a man. Charley Flight, who always walks the streets like a lamplighter and doesnt like to be cheeked in his stride, whenever he sees Cuddy crawling along Piccadilly towards the Corner, puts on extra steam, exclaiming as he nears him, How are you, Cuddy, how are you? I dont know of a horse that will suit you! So he gets past without a pull-up.

But we are keeping the soup waiting  also the fish  cod sounds rather  for Mrs. Margerum not calculating on more than the usual three days of country hospitality,  the rest day, the drest day, and the pressed day,  had run out of fresh fish. Indeed the whole repast bespoke the exhausted larder peculiar to the end of the week, and an adept in dishes might have detected some old friends with new faces. Some rechauffers however are quite as good if not better than the original dishes  hashed venison for instance  though in this case, when Sir Moses inquired for the remains of the Sundays haunch, he was told that Monsieur had had it for his lunch  Jack being a safe bird to lay it upon, seeing that he had not returned from the race. If Jack had been in the way then, the cat would most likely have been the culprit, or old Libertine, who had the run of the house.

Neither the Baronet nor Billy however was in any great humour for eating, each having cares of magnitude to oppress his thoughts, and it was not until Sir Moses had imbibed the best part of a pint of champagne besides sherry at intervals, that he seemed at all like himself. So he picked and nibbled and domd and dirted as many plates as he could. Dinner being at length over, he ordered a bottle of the green-sealed claret (his best), and drawing his chair to the fire proceeded to crack walnuts and pelt the shells at particular coals in the fire with a vehemence that showed the occupation of his mind. An observing eye could almost tell which were levelled at Henerey Brown, which at Cuddy Flintoff, and which again at the impudent owner of Tippy Tom.

At length, having exhausted his spleen, he made a desperate dash at the claret-jug, and pouring himself out a bumper, pushed it across to our friend, with a help yourself, as he sent it. The ticket-of-leave butler, who understood wine, had not lost his skill during his long residence at Portsmouth, and brought this in with the bouquet in great perfection. The wine was just as it should be, neither too warm nor too cold; and as Sir Moses quailed a second glass, his equanimity began to revive.

When not thinking about money, his thoughts generally took a sporting turn,

Horses and hounds, and the system of kennel,

Leicestershire saga, and the hounds of old Moynell,

as the song says; and the loss of Billys horse now obtruded on his mind.

How the deuce it had happened he couldnt imagine; his man, Wetun,  and there was no better judge  said he seemed perfectly well, and a better stable couldnt be than the one he was in; indeed he was standing alongside of his own favourite mare, Whimpering Kate, faith, he wished he had told them to take her out, in case it was anything infectious,  only it looked more like internal disease than anything else.  Wished he mightnt be rotten. The Major was an excellent man,  cute,   and here he checked himself, recollecting that Billy was going back there on the morrow. A young man, continued he, should be careful who he dealt with, for many what were called highly honourable men were very unscrupulous about horses; and a sudden thought struck Sir Moses, which, with the aid of another bottle, he thought he might try to carry out. So apportioning the remains of the jug equitably between Billy and himself, he drew the bell, and desired the ticket-of-leave butler to bring in another bottle and a devilled biscuit.

That wine wont hurt you, continued he, addressing our friend, that wine wont hurt you, its not the nasty loaded stuff they manufacture for the English market, but pure, unadulterated juice of the grape, without a headache in a gallon of it so saying, Sir Moses quaffed off his glass and set it down with evident satisfaction, feeling almost a match for the owner of Tippy Tom. He then moved his chair a little on one side, and resumed his contemplation of the fire,  the blue lights rising among the red,  the gas escaping from the coal,  the clear flame flickering with the draught. He thought he saw his way,  yes, he thought he saw his way, and forthwith prevented any one pirating his ideas, by stirring the fire. Mr. Bankhead then entered with the bottle and the biscuit, and, placing them on the table, withdrew.

Come, Pringle! cried Sir Moses cheerfully, seizing the massive cut-glass decanter, lets drink the healths of the young ladies at  , you know where, looking knowingly at our friend, who blushed. Well have a bumper to that, continued he, pouring himself out one, and passing the bottle to Billy.

The young ladies at Yammerton Grange! continued Sir Moses, holding the glass to the now sparkling fire before he transferred its bright ruby-coloured contents to his thick lips. He then quailed it off with a smack.

The young ladies at Yammerton Grange! faltered Billy, after filling himself a bumper.

Nice girls those, domd if theyre not, observed the Baronet, now breaking the devilled biscuit. You must take care what youre about there, though, for the old lady doesnt stand any nonsense; the Major neither.

Billy said he wasnt going to try any on  .

No  but theyll try it on with you, retorted Sir Moses; mark my words if they dont.

O, but Im only there for hunting, observed Billy, timidly.

I dare say, replied Sir Moses, with a jerk of his head, I dare say,  but its very agreeable to talk to a pretty girl when you come in, and those are devilish pretty girls, let me tell you,  domd if theyre not,  only one talk leads to another talk, and ultimately Mamma talks about a small gold ring.

Billy was frightened, for he felt the truth of what Sir Moses said. They then sat for some minutes in silence, ruminating on their own affairs,  Billy thinking he would be careful of the girls, and wondering how he could escape Sir Mosess offer of a bump on the morrow,  Sir Moses thinking he would advance that performance a step. He now led the way.

Youll be wanting a horse to go with the Majors harriers, observed he; and Ive got the very animal for that sort of work; that grey horse of mine, the Lord Mayor, in the five-stalled stable on the right; the safest, steadiest animal ever man got on to; and Ill make you a present of him, domd if I wont; for Im more hurt at the loss of yours than words can express; wouldnt have had such a thing happen at my house on any account; so thats a bargain, and will make all square; for the greys an undeniable good un  worth half-a-dozen of the Majors  and will do you some credit, for a young man on his preferment should always study appearances, and ride handsome horses; and the grey is one of the handsomest I ever saw. Lord Tootle-ton, up in Neck-and-crop-shire, who I got him of, gave three underd for him at the hammer, solely, I believe, on account of his looks, for he had never seen him out except in the ring, which is all my eye, for telling you whether a horse is a hunter or not; but, however, he is a hunter, and no mistake, and you are most, heartily welcome to him, domd if youre not; and Im deuced glad that it occurred to me to give him you, for I shall now sleep quite comfortable; so help yourself, and well drink Foxhunting, saying which. Sir Moses, who had had about enough wine, filled on a liberal heel-tap, and again passed the bottle to his guest.

Now Billy, who had conned over the matter in his bedroom before dinner, had come to the conclusion that he had had about hunting enough, and that the loss of Napoleon the Great afforded a favourable opportunity for retiring from the chase; indeed, he had got rid of the overpowering Mr. Gaiters on that plan, and he was not disposed to be cajoled into a continuance of the penance by the gift of a horse; so as soon as he could get a word in sideways, he began hammering away at an excuse, thanking Sir Moses most energetically for his liberality, but expressing his inability to accept such a magnificent offer.

Sir Moses, however, who did not believe in any one refusing a gift, adhered pertinaciously to his promise, Oh, indeed, he should have him, he wouldnt be easy if he didnt take him, and ringing the bell he desired the footman to tell Wetun to see if Mr. Pringles saddle would fit the Lord Mayor, and if it didnt, to let our friend have one of his in the morning, and here! added he, as the man was retiring, bring in tea.  And Sir Moses being peremptory in his presents, Billy was compelled to remain under pressure of the horse.  So after a copious libation of tea the couple hugged and separated for the night, Sir Moses exclaiming Breakfast at nine, mind! as Billy sauntered up stairs, while the Baronet ran off to his study to calculate what Henerey Brown & Co. had done him out of.


CHAPTER XLVIII. ROUGIERS MYSTERIOUS LODGINGS  THE GIFT HORSE.
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MR. GALLONS LIBERALITY after the race with Mr. Flintoff was so great that Monsieur Rougier was quite overcome with his kindness and had to be put to bed at the last public-house they stopped at, viz.  the sign of the Nightingale on the Ashworth road. Independently of the brandy not being particularly good, Jack took so much of it that he slept the clock round, and it was past nine the next morning ere he awoke. It then took him good twenty minutes to make out where he was; he first of all thought he was at Boulogne, then in Paris, next at the Lord Warden Hotel at Dover, and lastly at the Coal-hole in the Strand.

Presently the recollection of the race began to dawn upon him  the red jacket  the grey horse, Cuddy in distress, and gradually he recalled the general outline of the performance, but he could not fill it up so as to make a connected whole, or to say where he was.

He then looked at his watch, and finding it was half-past four, he concluded it had stopped,  an opinion that was confirmed on holding it to his ear; so without more ado, he bounded out of bed in a way that nearly sent him through the gaping boards of the dry-rotting floor of the little attic in which they had laid him. He then made his way to the roof-raised window to see what was outside. A fine wet muddy road shone below him, along which a straw-cart was rolling; beyond the road was a pasture, then a turnip field; after which came a succession of green, brown, and drab fields, alternating and undulating away to the horizon, varied with here and there a belt or tuft of wood. Jack was no wiser than he was, but hearing sounds below, he made for the door, and opening the little flimsy barrier stood listening like a terrier with its ear at a rat-hole. These were female voices, and he thus addressed them I say, whos there? Theodosia, my dear, continued he, speaking down stairs, vots de time o day, my sweet?

The lady thus addressed as Theodosia was Mrs. Windybank, a very forbidding tiger-faced looking woman, desperately pitted with the small-pox, who was not in the best of humours in consequence of the cat having got to the cream-bowl; so all the answer she made to Jacks polite enquiry was, Most ten.
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Most ten! repeated Jack, most ten! how the doose can that be?

It is hooiver, replied she, adding, you may look if you, like.

No, my dear, Ill take your word for it, replied Jack; but tell me, Susannah, continued he, whose house is this Im at?

Whose house ist? replied the voice; whose house ist? why, Jonathan Windybanks  you knar that as well as I do.

De ladys not pleasant, muttered Jack to himself; so returning into the room, he began to array himself in his yesterdays garments, Mr. Gallons boots and leathers, his own coat with Finlaters cap, in which he presently came creaking down stairs and confronted the beauty with whom he had had the flying colloquy. The interview not being at all to her advantage, and as she totally denied all knowledge of Pangburn Park, and de great Baronet vot kept the spotted dogs, Monsieur set off on foot to seek it; and after divers askings, mistakings, and deviations, he at length arrived on Rossington hill just as the servants hall dinner-bell was ringing, the walk being much to the detriment of Mr. Gallons boots.

In consequence of Monsieurs laches, as the lawyers would say, Mr. Pringle was thrown on the resources of the house the next morning; but Sir Moses being determined to carry out his intention with regard to the horse, sent the footman to remind Billy that he was going to hunt, and to get him his things if required. So our friend was obliged to adorn for the chase instead of retiring from further exertion in that line as he intended; and with the aid of the footman he made a very satisfactory toilette,  his smart scarlet, a buff vest, a green cravat, correct shirt-collar, with unimpeachable leathers and boots.

Though this was the make-believe day of the week, Sir Moses was all hurry and bustle as usual, and greeted our hero as he came down stairs with the greatest enthusiasm, promising, of all things in the world! to show him a run.

Now bring breakfast! bring breakfast! continued he, as if they had got twenty miles to go to cover; and in came urn and eggs, and ham, and cakes, and tongue, and toast, and buns, all the concomitants of the meal.  At it Sir Moses went as if he had only ten minutes to eat it in, inviting his guest to fall-to also.

Just as they were in the midst of the meal a horse was heard to snort outside, and on looking up the great Lord Mayor was seen passing up the Park.

Ah, theres your horse! exclaimed Sir Moses, theres your horse! been down to the shop to get his shoes looked to, though in reality Sir Moses had told the groom to do just what he was doing, viz.  to pass him before the house at breakfast-time without his clothing.

The Lord Mayor was indeed a sort of horse that a youngster might well be taken in with, grey, with a beautiful head and neck, and an elegantly set-on tail. He stepped out freely and gaily, and looked as lively as a lark.

He was, however, as great an impostor as Napoleon the Great; for, independently of being troubled with the Megrims, he was a shocking bad hack, and a very few fields shut him up as a hunter.

Well now, said Sir Moses, pausing in his meal, with the uplifted knife and fork of admiration, that, to my mind, is the handsomest horse in the country,  I dont care where the next handsomest is.  Just look at his figure, just look at his action.  Did you ever see anything so elegant? To my mind hes as near perfection as possible, and whats more, hes as good as he looks, and all Ive got to say is, that you are most heartily welcome to him.

O, thanke, replied Billy, thanke, but I couldnt think of accepting him,  I couldnt think of accepting him indeed.

O, but you shall, said Sir Moses, resuming his eating, O but you shall, so theres an end of the matter.  And now have some more tea, whereupon he proceeded to charge Billys cup in the awkward sort of way men generally do when they meddle with the tea-pot.

Sir Moses, having now devoured his own meal, ran off to his study, telling Billy he would call him when it was time to go, and our friend proceeded to dandle and saunter, and think what he would do with his gift horse. He was certainly a handsome one  handsomer than Napoleon, and grey was a smarter colour than bay  might not be quite so convenient for riding across country on, seeing the color was conspicuous, but for a hot day in the Park nothing could be more cool or delightful. And he thought it was extremely handsome of Sir Moses giving it to him, more, he felt, than nine-tenths of the people in the world would have done.

Our friends reverie was presently interrupted by Sir Moses darting back, pen and paper in hand, exclaiming, Ill tell ye what, my dear Pringle! Ill tell ye what! there shall be no obligation, and you shall give me fifty puns for the grey and pay for him when you please. But mark me! added he, holding up his forefinger and looking most scrutinisingly at our friend, Only on one condition, mind! only on one condition, mind! that you give me the refusal of him if ever you want to part with him; and without waiting for an answer, he placed the paper before our friend, and handing him the pen, said, There, then, sign that I. O. U. And Billy having signed it, Sir Moses snatched it up and disappeared, leaving our friend to a renewal of his cogitations.
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Sir Moses having accomplished the grand do, next thought he would back out of the loan of the dog-cart. For this purpose he again came hurrying back, pen in hand, exclaiming, Oh dear, he was so sorry, but it had just occurred to him that he wanted the mare to go to Lord Lundyfootes; however, Ill make it all square, Ill make it all square, continued he; Ill tell Jenkins, the postman, to send a fly as soon as he gets to Hinton, which, I make no doubt, will be here by the time we come in from hunting, and it will take you and your traps all snug and comfortable; for a dog-cart, after all, is but a chilly concern at this time of year, and I shouldnt like you to catch cold going from my house; and without waiting for an answer, he pulled-to the door and hurried back to his den. Billy shook his head, for he didnt like being put off that way, and muttered to himself, I wonder wholl pay for it though. However, on reflection, he thought perhaps he would be as comfortable in a fly as finding his way across country on horseback; and as he had now ascertained that Monsieur could ride, whether or not he could drive, he settled that he might just as well take the grey to Yammerton Grange as not. This then threw him back on his position with regard to the horse, which was not so favourable as it at first appeared; indeed, he questioned whether he had done wisely in signing the paper, his Mamma having always cautioned him to be careful how he put his name to anything. Still, he felt he couldnt have got off without offending Sir Moses; and after all, it was more like a loan than a sale, seeing that he had not paid for him, and Sir Moses would take him back if he liked. Altogether he thought he might be worse off, and, considering that Lord Tootleton had given three hundred for the horse, he certainly must be worth fifty. There is nothing so deceiving as price. Only tell a youngster that a horse has cost a large sum, and he immediately looks at him, while he would pass him by if he stood at a low figure. Having belonged to a lord, too, made him so much more acceptable to Billy.

A loud crack of a whip, accompanied by a Now, Pringle! presently resounded through the house, and our friend again found himself called upon to engage in an act of horsemanship.

Coming! cried he, starting from the little mirror above the scanty grey marble mantel-piece, in which he was contemplating his moustachios; Coming! and away he strode, with the desperate energy of a man bent on braving the worst. His cap, whip, gloves, and mits, were all laid ready for him on the entrance hall-table; and seizing them in a cluster, he proceeded to decorate himself as he followed Sir Moses along the intricate passages leading to the stable-yard.


CHAPTER XLIX. THE SHAM DAY.
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SATURDAY IS A very different day in the country to what it is in London. In London it is the lazy day of the week, whereas it is the busy one in the country. It is marked in London by the coming of the clean-linen carts, and the hurrying about of Hansoms with gentlemen with umbrellas and small carpet-bags, going to the steamers and stations for pleasure; whereas in the country everybody is off to the parliament of his local capital on business. All the markets in Hit-im and Hold-im shire were held on a Saturday, and several in Featherbedfordshire; and as everybody who has nothing to do is always extremely busy, great gatherings were the result. This circumstance made Sir Moses hit upon Saturday for his fourth, or make-believe day with the hounds, inasmuch as Few people would be likely to come, and if they did, he knew how to get rid of them. The consequence was, that the court-yard at Pangburn Park exhibited a very different appearance, on this occasion, to what it would have done had the hounds met there on any other day of the week. Two red coats only, and those very shabby ones, with very shady horses under them  viz., young Mr. Billikins of Red Hill Lodge, and his cousin Captain Luff of the navy (the latter out for the first time in his life), were all that greeted our sportsmen; the rest of the field being attired in shooting-jackets, tweeds, antigropolos and other anti-fox-hunting looking things.

Good morning, gentlemen! good morning! cried Sir Moses, waving his hand from the steps at the promiscuous throng; and without condescending to particularise any one, he hurried across for his horse, followed by our friend. Sir Moses was going to ride Old Jack, one of the horses he had spoken of for Billy, a venerable brown, of whose age no ones memory about the place supplied any information  though when he first came all the then wiseacres prophesied a speedy decline. Still Old Jack had gone on from season to season, never apparently getting older, and now looking as likely to go on as ever. The old fellow having come pottering out of the stable and couched to his load, the great Lord Mayor came darting forward as if anxious for the fray. Its your saddle, sir, said Wetun, touching his forehead with his finger, as he held on by the stirrup for Billy to mount. Up then went our friend into the old seat of suffering. There! exclaimed Sir Moses, as he got his feet settled in the stirrups; there, you do look well! If Miss um sees you, continued he, with a knowing wink, itll be all over with you; so saying, Sir Moses touched Old Jack gently with the spur, and proceeded to the slope of the park, where Findlater and the whips now had the hounds.

Tom Findlater, as we said before, was an excellent huntsman, but he had his peculiarities, and in addition to that of getting drunk, he sometimes required to be managed by the rule of contrary, and made to believe that Sir Moses wanted him to do the very reverse of what he really did. Having been refused leave to go to Cleaver the butchers christening-supper at the sign of the Shoulder of Mutton, at Kimberley, Sir Moses anticipated that this would be one of his perverse days, and so he began taking measures accordingly.

Good morning, Tom, said he, as huntsman and whips now sky-scraped to his advance morning all of you, added he, waving a general salute to the hound-encircling group.

Now, Tom, said he, pulling up and fumbling at his horn, Ive been telling Mr. Pringle that well get him a gallop so as to enable him to arrive at Yammerton Grange before dark.

Yes, Sir Moses, replied Tom, with a rap of his cap-peak, thinking he would take very good care that he didnt.

Now whether will Briarey Banks or the Reddish Warren be the likeliest place for a find?

Neither, Sir Moses, neither, replied Tom confidently, Tip-thornes the place for us.

This was just what Sir Moses wanted.

Tipthorne, you think, do you? replied he, musingly. Tipthorne, you think  well, and where next?

Shillington, Sir Moses, and Halstead Hill, and so on to Hatchington Wood.

Good! replied the Baronet, Good! adding, then lets be going.

At a whistle and a waive of his hand the watchful hounds darted up, and Tom taking the lead, the mixed cavalcade swept after them over the now yellow-grassed park in a north-easterly direction, Captain Luff working his screw as if he were bent on treading on the hounds stems.

There being no one out to whom Sir Moses felt there would be any profitable investment of attention, he devoted himself to our hero, complimenting him on his appearance, and on the gallant bearing of his steed, declaring that of all the neat horses he had ever set eyes on the Lord Mayor was out-and-out the neatest. So with compliments to Billy, and muttered cusses at Luff, they trotted down Oxclose Lane, through the little village of Homerton, past Dewfield Lawn, over Waybridge Common, shirking Upwood toll-bar, and down Cornforth Bank to Burford, when Tipthorne stood before them. It was a round Billesdon Coplow-like hill, covered with stunted oaks, and a nice warm lying gorse sloping away to the south; but Mr. Tadpoles keeper having the rabbits, he was seldom out of it, and it was of little use looking there for a fox.

That being the case, of course it was more necessary to make a great pretension, so halting noiselessly behind the high red-berried hedge, dividing the pasture from the gorse, Tom despatched his whips to their points, and then touching his cap to Sir Moses, said, Praps Mr. Pringle would like to ride in and see him find.

Ah, to be sure, replied Sir Moses, lets both go in, whereupon Tom opened the bridle-gate, and away went the hounds with a dash that as good as said if we dont get a fox well get a rabbit at all events.

A fox for a guinea! cried Findlater, cheering them, and looking at his watch as if he had him up already. A fox for a guinea! repeated he, thinking how nicely he was selling his master.

Keep your eye on this side, cried Sir Moses to Billy. hell cross directly! Terrible announcement. How our friend did quake.

Yap, yap, yap, now went the shrill note of Tartar, the tarrier, Yough, yough, yough followed the deep tone of young Venturesome, close in pursuit of a bunny.

Crack! went a heavy whip, echoing through the air and resounding at the back of the hill.

All again was still, and Tom advanced up the cover, standing erect in his stirrups, looking as if half-inclined to believe it was a fox after all.

Eloo in! Eloo in! cried he, capping Talisman and Wonderful across. Yoicks wind im! yoicks push him up! continued he, thinking what a wonderful performance it would be if they did find.

Squeak, yap, yell, squeak, now went the well-known sound of a hound in a trap. It is Labourer, and a whip goes diving into the sea of gorse to the rescue.

Oh, dom those traps, cries Sir Moses, as the clamour ceases, adding, no fox here, I told you so, adding, should have gone to the Warren.

He then took out his box-wood horn and stopped the performance by a most discordant blast. The hounds came slinking out to the summons, some of them licking their lips as if they had not been there altogether for nothing.

Where to, now, please Sir Moses? asked Tom, with a touch of his cap, as soon as he had got them all out.
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Tally-ho! cries Captain Luff, in a most stentorian strain  adding immediately, Oh no! Im mistaken, Its a hare! as half the hounds break away to his cry.

Oh, dom you and your noise, cries Sir Moses, in well-feigned disgust, adding Why dont you put your spectacles on?

Luff looks foolish, for he doesnt know what to say, and the excitement dies out in a laugh at the Captains expense.

Where to, now, please, Sir Moses? again asks Tom, chuckling at his masters displeasure, and thinking how much better it would have been if he had let him go to the supper.

Where you please, growled the Baronet, scowling at Luffs nasty rusty Napoleons where you please, you said Shillington, didnt you  anywhere, only let us find a fox, added he, as if he really wanted one.

Tom then got his horse short by the head, and shouldering his whip, trotted off briskly, as if bent on retrieving the day. So he went through the little hamlet of Hawkesworth over Dippingham water meadows, bringing Blobbington mill-race into the line, much to Billys discomfiture, and then along the Hinton and London turnpike to the sign of the Plough at the blacksmiths shop at Shillington.

The gorse was within a stones throw of the Public, so Luff and some of the thirsty ones pulled up to wet their whistles and light the clay pipes of gentility.

The gorse was very open, and the hounds ran through it almost before the sots had settled what they would have, and there being a bye-road at the far end, leading by a slight détour to Halstead Hill, Sir Moses hurried them out, thinking to shake off some of them by a trot. They therefore slipped away with scarcely a crack of the whip, let alone the twang of a horn.

Bad work this, said Sir Moses, spurring and reining up alongside of Billy, bad work this; that huntsman of mine, added he, in an under tone, is the most obstinate fool under the sun, and let me give you a bit of advice, continued he, laying hold of our friends arm, as if to enforce it. If ever you keep hounds, always give orders and never ask opinions. Now, Mister Findlater! hallooed he, to the bobbing cap in advance, Now, Mister Findlater! youre well called Findlater, by Jove, for I think youll never find at all. Halstead Hill, I suppose, next?

Yes, Sir Moses, replied Tom, with a half-touch of his cap, putting on a little faster, to get away, as he thought, from the spray of his masters wrath. And so with this comfortable game at cross purposes, master and servant passed over what is still called Lingfield common (though it now grows turnips instead of gorse), and leaving Cherry-trees Windmill to the left, sunk the hill at Drovers Heath, and crossing the bridge at the Wellingburn, the undulating form of Halstead Hill stood full before them. Tom then pulled up into a walk, and contemplated the rugged intricacies of its craggy bush-dotted face.

If theres a fox in the country one would think hed be here, observed he, in a general sort of way, well knowing that Mr. Testyfields keeper took better care of them than that. Gently hurrying! hallooed he, now cracking his whip as the hounds pricked their ears, and seemed inclined to break away to an outburst of children from the village school below.

Tom then took the hounds to the east end of the hill, where the lying began, and drew them along the face of it with the usual result, Nil. Not even a rabbit.

Well, thats queer, said he, with well feigned chagrin, as Pillager, Petulant, and Ravager appeared on the bare ground to the west, leading out the rest of the pack on their lines. They were all presently clustering in view again. A slight twang of the horn brought them pouring down to the hill to our obstinate huntsman just as Captain Luff and Co. hove in sight on the Wellingburn Bridge, riding as boldly as refreshed gentlemen generally do.

There was nothing for it then but Hatchington Wood, with its deep holding rides and interminable extent.

There is a Hatchington Wood in every hunt, wild inhospitable looking thickets, that seem as if they never knew an owners care, where men light their cigars and gather in groups, well knowing that whatever sport the hounds may have, theirs is over for the day. Places in which a man may gallop his horses tail off, and not hear or see half as much as those do who sit still.

Into it Tom now cheered his hounds, again thinking how much better it would have been if Sir Moses had let him go to the supper. Cover hoick! Cover hoick! cheered he to his hounds, as they came to the rickety old gate. I wouldnt ha got drunk, added he to himself. Yoi, wind him! Yoi, rouse him, my boys! what arm could it do him, my going, I wonders? continued he to himself. Yoi, try for him, Desprate, good lass! Desprate bad job my not gettin, I know, added he, rubbing his nose on the back of his hand; and so with cheers to his hounds and commentaries on Sir Mosess mean conduct, the huntsman proceeded from ride to road and from road to ride, varied with occasional dives into the fern and the rough, to exhort and encourage his hounds to rout out a fox; not that he cared much now whether he found one or not, for the cover had long existed on the reputation of a run that took place twelve years before, and it was not likely that a place so circumstanced would depart from its usual course on that day.

There is nothing certain, however, about a fox-hunt, but uncertainty; the worst-favoured days sometimes proving the best, and the best-favoured ones sometimes proving the worst. We dare say, if our sporting readers would ransack their memories, they will find that most of their best days have been on unpromising ones. So it was on the present occasion, only no one saw the run but Tom and the first whip. Coming suddenly upon a fine travelling fox, at the far corner of the cover, they slipped away with him down wind, and had a bona fide five and thirty minutes, with a kill, in Lord Ladythornes country, within two fields of his famous gorse cover, at Cockmere.

Ord! rot ye, but ye should ha seen that, if youd let me go to the supper, cried Tom, as he threw himself off his lathered tail-quivering horse to pick up his fox, adding, I knows when to blow the horn and when not.

Meanwhile Sir Moses, having got into a wrangle with Jacky Phillips about the price of a pig, sate on his accustomed place on the rising ground by the old tumble-down farm-buildings, wrangling, and haggling, and declaring it was a do. In the midst of his vehemence, Robin Snowballs camp of roystering, tinkering besom-makers came hattering past; and Robin, having a contract with Sir Moses for dog horses, gave his ass a forwarding bang, and ran up to inform his patron that the hunds had gone away through Piercefield plantins iver see lang since:  a fact that Robin was well aware of, having been stealing besom-shanks in them at the time.

Oh, the devil! shrieked Sir Moses, as if he was shot. Oh, the devil! continued he, wringing his hands, thinking how Tom would be bucketing Crusader now that he was out of sight; and catching up his horse, he stuck spurs in his sides, and went clattering up the stony cross-road to the west, as hard as ever the old Jack could lay legs to the ground, thinking what a wigging he would give Tom if he caught him.

Hark! continued he, pulling short up across the road, and nearly shooting Billy into his pocket with the jerk of his suddenly stopped horse, Hark! repeated he, holding up his hand, Isnt that the horn?

Oh, dom it! its Parker, the postman, added he, what business has the beggar to make such a row! for, like all noisy people, Sir Moses had no idea of anybody making a noise but himself. He then set his horse agoing again, and was presently standing in his stirrups, tearing up the wretched, starvation, weed-grown ground outside the cover.

Having gained a sufficient elevation, he again pulled up, and turning short round, began surveying the country. All was quiet and tranquil. The cattle had their heads to the ground, the sheep were scattered freely over the fields, and the teams were going lazily over the clover-lays, leaving shiny furrows behind them.

Well, thats a sell, at all events! said he, dropping his reins. Be bund to say they are right into the heart of Featherbedfordshire by this time,  most likely at Upton Moss in Woodberry Yale,  as fine a country as ever man crossed,  and to think that that wretched deluded man has it all to himself!  Id draw and quarter him if I had him, domd if I wouldnt, added Sir Moses, cutting frantically at the air with his thong-gathered whip.

Our friend Billy, on the other hand, was all ease and composure. He had escaped the greatest punishment that could befall him, and was so clean and comfortable, that he resolved to surprise his fair friends at Yammerton Grange in his pink, instead of changing as he intended.

Sir Moses, having strained his eye-balls about the country in vain, at length dropped down in his saddle, and addressing the few darkly-clad horsemen around him with, Well, gentlemen, Im afraid its all over for the day, adding, Come, Pringle, let us be going, he poked his way past them, and was presently retracing his steps through the wood, picking up a lost hound or two as he went. And still he was so loth to give it up, that he took Forester Hill in his way, to try if he could see anything of them; but it was all calm and blank as before; and at length he reached Pangburn Park in a very discontented mood.

In the court-yard stood the green fly that had to convey our friend back to fairy-land, away from the red coats, silk jackets and other the persecutions of pleasure, to the peaceful repose of the Major and his haryers. Sir Moses looked at it with satisfaction, for he had had as much of our friends society as he required, and did not know that he could do him much more if he had him a month; so if he could now only get clear of Monsieur without paying him, that was all he required.

Jack, however, was on the alert, and appeared on the back-steps as Sir Moses dismounted; nor did his rapid dive into the stable avail him, for Jack headed him as he emerged at the other end, with a hoist of his hat, and a Bon jour, Sare Moses, Baronet!

Ah, Monsieur, comment vous portez-vous? replied the Baronet, shying off, with a keep-your-distance sort of waive of the hand.

Jack, however, was not to be put off that way, and following briskly up, he refreshed Sir Mosess memory with, Pund, I beat Cuddy, old cock, to de clomp; ten franc  ten shillin  I get over de brook; thirty shillin in all, Sare Moses, Baronet, holding out his hand for the money.

Oh, ah, true, replied Sir Moses, pretending to recollect the bets, adding, If you can give me change of a fifty-pun note, I can pay ye, producing a nice clean one from his pocket-book that he always kept ready for cases of emergency like the present.

Fifty-pun note, Sare Moses! replied Jack, eyeing it. Fifty-pun note! I ave not got such an astonishin som about me at present, feeling his pockets as he spoke; bot I vill seek change, if you please.

Why, no, replied Sir Moses, thinking he had better not part with the decoy-duck. Ill tell you what Ill do, though, continued he, restoring it to its case; Ill send you a post-office order for the amount, or pay it to your friend, Mr. Gallon, whichever you prefer.

Veil, Sir Moses, Baronet, replied Jack, considering, I think de leetle post-office order vill be de most digestible vay of squarin matters.

Va-a-ry good, cried Sir Moses, Va-a-ry good. Ill send you one, then, and darting at a door in the wall, he slipped through it, and shot the bolt between Jack and himself.

And our hero, having recruited nature with lunch, and arranged with Jack for riding his horse, presently took leave of his most hospitable host, and entered the fly that was to convey him back to Yammerton Grange. And having cast himself into its ill-stuffed hold he rumbled and jolted across country in the careless, independent sort of way that a man does who has only a temporary interest in the vehicle, easy whether he was upset or not. Let us now anticipate his arrival by transferring our imaginations to Yammerton Grange.


CHAPTER L. THE SURPRISE.
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IT IS ALL very well for people to affect the magnificent, to give general invitations, and say Come whenever it suits you; we shall always be happy to see you, and so on; but somehow it is seldom safe to take them at their word. How many houses has the reader to which he can ride or drive up with the certainty of not putting people out, as the saying is. If there is a running account of company going on, it is all very well; another man more or less is neither here nor there; but if it should happen to be one of those solemn lulls that intervene between one set of guests going and another coming, denoted by the wide-apart napkins seen by a side glance as he passes the dining-room window, then it is not a safe speculation. At all events, a little notice is better, save, perhaps, among fox-hunters, who care less for appearances than other people.

It was Saturday, as we said before, and our friend the Major had finished his weeks work:  paid his labourers, handled the heifers that had left him so in the lurch, counted the sheep, given out the corn, ordered the carriage for church in case it kept dry, and as day closed had come into the house, and exchanged his thick shoes for old worsted worked slippers, and cast himself into a semicircular chair in the druggeted drawing-room to wile away one of those long winter evenings that seem so impossible in the enduring length of a summer day, with that best of all papers, the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald. The local paper is the paper for the country gentleman, just as the Times is the paper for the Londoner. The Times may span the globe, tell what is doing at Delhi and New York, France, Utah, Prussia, Spain, Ireland, and the Mauritius; but the paper that tells the squire of the flocks and herds, the hills and dales, the births and disasters of his native district, is the paper for his money. So it was with our friend the Major. He enjoyed tearing the half-printed halfwritten envelope off his Herald, and holding its damp sides to the cheerful fire until he got it as crisp as a Bank of England note, and then, sousing down in his easy chair to enjoy its contents, conscious that no one had anticipated them. How he revelled in the advertisements, and accompanied each announcement with a mental commentary of his own.

We like to see country gentlemen enjoying their local papers.

Ashover farm to let, conjured up recollections of young Mr.

Gosling spurting past in white cords, and his own confident prediction that the thing wouldnt last.

Burlinson the auctioneers assignment for the benefit of his creditors, reminded him of his dogs, and his gun, and his manor, and his airified looks, and drew forth anathemas on Burlinson in particular, and on pretenders in general.

Then Mr. Napiers announcement that Mr. Draggleton of Rushworth had applied for a loan of four thousand pounds from the Lands Improvement Company for draining, sounded almost like a triumph of the Majors own principles, Draggleton having long derided the idea of water getting into a two-inch pipe at a depth of four feet, or of draining doing any good.

And the Major chuckled with delight at the thought of seeing the long pent-up water flow in pure continuous streams off the saturated soil, and of the clear, wholesome complexion the land would presently assume. Then the editorial leader on the state of the declining corn markets, and of field operations (cribbed of course from the London papers) drew forth an inward opinion that the best thing for the land-owners would be for corn to keep low and cattle to keep high for the next dozen years or more, and so get the farmers minds turned from the precarious culture of corn to the land-improving practice of grazing and cattle-feeding.

And thus the Major sat, deeply immersed in the contents of each page; but as he gradually mastered the cream of their contents, he began to turn to and fro more rapidly; and as the rustling increased, Mrs. Yammerton, who was dying for a sight of the paper, at length ventured to ask if there was anything about the Hunt ball in it.

Hunt ball! growled the Major, who was then in the hay and straw market, wondering whether, out of the twenty-seven carts of hay reported to have been at Hinton Market on the previous Saturday, there were any of his tenants there on the sly; Hunt ball! repeated he, running the candle up and down the page; No, theres nothin about it here, replied he, resuming his reading.

Itll be on the front page, my dear, observed Mrs. Yammerton, if there is anything.

Well, Ill give it you presently, replied the Major, resuming his reading; and so he wens on into the wool markets, thence to the potato and hide departments, until at length he found himself floundering among the Holloway Pills, Revalenta Food, and Sincere act of gratitude, &c., advertisements; when, turning the paper over with a wisk, and an inward What do they put such stuff as that in for? he handed it to his wife: while, John Bull like, he now stood up, airing himself comfortably before the fire.

No sooner was the paper fairly in Mammas hands, than there was a general rush of the young ladies to the spot, and four pairs of eyes were eagerly glancing up and down the columns of the front page, all in search of the magical letter B for Ball. Education  Fall in Night Lights  Increased Bate of Interest  Money without Sureties  Iron and Brass Bedsteads  Glenfield Starch  Deafness Cured  German Yeast  Insolvent Debtor  Elkingtons Spoons  Boots and Shoes,  but, alas! no Ball.

Yes, there it is! No it isnt, now cried Miss Laura, as her blue eye caught at the heading of Mrs. Bobbinette the milliners advertisement, in the low corner of the page, Mrs. Bobbinette, like some of her customers, perhaps, not being a capital payer, and so getting a bad place. Thus it ran  

HIT-IM AND HOLD-IM SHIRE HUNT BALL.

 Mrs. Bobbinette begs to announce to the ladies her return from Paris, with every novelty in millinery, mantles, embroideries, wreaths, fans, gloves, &c.

Mrs. Bobbinette be banged, growled the Major, who winced under the very name of milliner; just as much goes to Paris as I do. Last time she was there I know she was never out of Hinton, for Paul Straddler watched her.

Well, but she gets very pretty things at all events, replied Mrs. Yammerton, thinking she would pay her a visit.

Aye, and a pretty bill shell send in for them, replied the Major.

Well, my dear, but you must pay for fashion, you know, rejoined Mamma.

Pay for fashion! pay for haystacks! growled the Major; never saw such balloons as the women make of themselves. Spose we shall have them as flat as doors next. One extreme always leads to another.

This discussion was here suddenly interrupted by a hurried hush! from Miss Clara, followed by a hish! from Miss Flora; and silence being immediately accorded, all ears recognised a rumbling sound outside the house that might have been mistaken for wind, had it not suddenly ceased before the door.

The whole party was paralysed: each drawing breath, reflecting on his or her peculiar position:  Mamma thinking of her drawingroom  Miss, of her hair  Flora, of her sleeves  Harriet, of her shabby shoes  the Major, of his dinner.

The agony of suspense was speedily relieved by the grating of an iron step and a violent pull at the door-bell, producing ejaculations of, It is, however!

Him, to a certainty! with, I told you so,  nothing but liver and bacon for dinner, from the Major; while Mrs. Yammerton, more composed, swept three pair of his grey worsted stockings into the well of the ottoman, and covered the old hearth-rug with a fine new one from the corner, with a noble antlered stag in the centre. The young ladies hurried out of the room, each to make a quick revise of her costume.

The shock to the nervous sensibilities of the household was scarcely less severe than that experienced by the inmates of the parlour; and the driver of the fly was just going to give the bell a second pull, when our friend of the brown coat came, settling himself into his garment, wondering who could be coming at that most extraordinary hour.

Major at home? asked our hero, swinging himself out of the vehicle into the passage, and without waiting for an answer, he began divesting himself of his muffin-cap, cashmere shawl, and other wraps.

He was then ready for presentation. Open went the door. Mr. Pringle! announced the still-astonished footman, and host and hostess advanced in the friendly emulation of cordiality. They were overjoyed to see him,  as pleased as if they had received a consignment of turtle and there was a haunch of venison roasting before the fire. The young ladies presently came dropping in one by one, each so astonished to find Mr. Pringle there! Clara thinking the ring was from Mr..Jinglington, the pianoforte-tuner; Flora, that it was Mr. Tightlaces curate; while Harriet did not venture upon a white lie at all.

Salutations and expressions of surprise being at length over, the ladies presently turned the weather-conversation upon Pangburn Park, and inquired after the sport with Sir Moses, Billy being in the full glory of his pink and slightly soiled leathers and boots, from which they soon diverged to the Hunt ball, about which they could not have applied to any better authority than our friend. He knew all about it, and poured forth the volume of his information most freely.

Though the Major talked about there being nothing but liver and bacon for dinner, he knew very well that the very fact of there being liver and bacon bespoke that there was plenty of something else in the larder. In fact he had killed a south-down,  not one of your modern muttony-lambs, but an honest, home-fed, four-year-old, with its fine dark meat and rich gravy; in addition to which, there had been some minor murders of ugly Cochin-China fowls,  to say nothing of a hunted hare, hanging by the heels, and several snipes and partridges, suspended by the neck.

It is true, there was no fish, for, despite the railroad, Hit-im and Hold-im shire generally was still badly supplied with fish, but there was the useful substitute of cod-sounds, and some excellent mutton-broth; which latter is often better than half the soups one gets. Altogether there was no cause for despondency; but the Major, having been outvoted on the question of requiring notice of our friends return, of course now felt bound to make the worst of the case  especially as the necessary arrangements would considerably retard his dinner, for which he was quite ready. He had, therefore, to smile at his guest, and snarl at his family, at one and the same time.  Delighted to see Mr. Pringle back.  Disgusted at his coming on a Saturday.  Hoped our hero was hungry.  Could answer for it, he was himself,  with a look at Madam, as much as to say, Come, you go and see about things and dont stand simpering there.

But Billy, who had eaten a pretty hearty lunch at Pangburn Park, had not got jolted back into an appetite by his transit through the country, and did not enter into the feelings of his half-famished host. A man who has had half his dinner in the shape of a lunch, is far more than a match for one who has fasted since breakfast, and our friend chatted first with one young lady, and then with another, with an occasional word at Mamma, delighted to get vent for his long pent-up flummery. He was indeed most agreeable.

Meanwhile the Major was in and out of the room, growling and getting into everybodys way, retarding progress by his anxiety to hurry things on.

At length it was announced that Mr. Pringles room was ready; and forthwith the Major lit him a candle, and hurried him upstairs, where his uncorded boxes stood ready for the opening keys of ownership.

Ah, there you are! cried the Major, flourishing the composite candle about them; there you are! neednt mind much dressing  only ourselves  only ourselves. Theres the boot-jack,  heres some hot water,  and well have dinner as soon as ever you are ready. So saying, he placed the candle on the much be-muslined toilette-table, and, diving into his pocket for the key of the cellar, hurried off to make the final arrangement of a feast.

Our friend, however, who was always a dawdling leisurely gentleman, took very little heed of his hosts injunctions, and proceeded to unlock and open his boxes as if he was going to dress for a ball instead of a dinner; and the whole party being reassembled, many were the Majors speculations and enquiries what could he be about? must have gone to bed, would go up and see, ere the glad sound of his opening door announced that he might be expected. And before he descended a single step of the staircase the Major gave the bell such a pull as proclaimed most volubly the intensity of his feelings. The ladies of course were shocked, but a hungry man is bad to hold, and there is no saying but the long-pealing tongue of the bell saved an explosion of the Majors. At all events when our friend came sauntering into the now illuminated drawing-room, the Major greeted him with, Heard you coming, rang the bell, knew youd be hungry, long drive from Sir Mosess here; to which Billy drawled a characteristic Yarse, as he extinguished his candle and proceeded to ingratiate himself with the now elegantly attired ladies, looking more lovely from his recent restriction to the male sex.

The furious peal of the bell had answered its purpose, for he had scarcely got the beauties looked over, and settled in his own mind that it was difficult to say which was the prettiest, ere the door opened, the long-postponed dinner was announced to be on the table, and the Major, having blown out the composites, gladly followed the ladies to the scene of action.

And his host being too hungry to waste his time in apologies for the absence of this and that, and the footboy having plenty to do without giving the dishes superfluous airings, and the gooseberry champagne being both lively and cool, the dinner passed off as pleasantly as a luncheon, which is generally allowed to be the most agreeable sociable meal of the day, simply because of the absence of all fuss and pretension. And by the time the Major had got to the cheese, he found his temper considerably improved. Indeed, so rapidly did his spirits rise, that before the cloth was withdrawn he had well-nigh silenced all the ladies, with his marvellous haryers,  five and thirty years master of haryers without a subscription,  and as soon as he got the room cleared, he inflicted the whole hunt upon Billy that he had written to him about, an account of which he had in vain tried to get inserted in the Featherbedfordshire Gazette, through the medium of old Wotherspoon, who had copied it out and signed himself A Delighted Stranger. Dorsay Davis, however, knew his cramped handwriting, and put his manuscript into the fire, observing in his notice to correspondents that A Delighted Stranger had better send his currant jelly contributions to grandmamma, meaning the Hit-im and Hold-im shire Herald. So our friend was victimised into a viva voce account of this marvellous chase, beginning at Conksbury corner and the flight up to Foremark Hill and down over the water meadows to Dove-dale Green, &c., interspersed with digressions and explanations of the wonderful performance of the particular members of the pack, until he scarcely knew whether a real run or the recital of one was the most formidable. At length the Major, having talked himself into a state of excitement, without making any apparent impression on his guests obdurate understanding, proposed as a toast The Merry Haryers, and intimated that tea was ready in the drawing room, thinking he never had so phlegmatic an auditor before. Very different, however, was his conduct amid the general conversation of the ladies, who thought him just as agreeable as the Major thought him the contrary. And they were all quite surprised when the clock struck eleven, and declared they thought it could only be ten, except the Major, who knew the odd hour had been lost in preparing the dinner. So he moved an adjournment, and proclaimed that they would breakfast at nine, which would enable them to get to church in good time. Whereupon mutual good-nights were exchanged, our friend was furnished with a flat candlestick, and the elder sisters retired to talk him over in their own room; for however long ladies may be together during the day, there is always a great balance of conversation to dispose of at last, and so the two chatted and talked until midnight.

Next morning they all appeared in looped-up dresses, showing the party-coloured petticoats of the prevailing fashion, which looked extremely pretty, and were all very well  a great improvement on the draggletails  until they came to get into the coach, when it was found, that large as the vehicle was, it was utterly inadequate for their accommodation. Indeed the door seemed ludicrously insufficient for the ingress, and Miss Clara turned round and round like a peacock contending with the wind, undecided which way to make the attempt. At last she chose a bold sideways dash, and entered with a squeeze of the petticoat, which suddenly expanded into its original size, but when the sisters had followed her example there was no room for the Major, nor would there have been any for our hero had not Mamma been satisfied with her own natural size, and so left space to squeeze him in between herself and the fair Clara. The Major then had to mount the coach box beside old Solomon, and went growling and grumbling along at the extravagances of fashion, and wondering what the deuce those petticoats would cost, he was presently comforted by seeing two similar ones circling over the road in advance, which on overtaking proved to contain the elegant Miss Bushels, daughters of his hind at Bonnyrigs farm, whereupon he made a mental resolution to reduce Bushels wages a shilling a week at least.

This speedy influx of fashion and abundance of cheap tawdry finery has well nigh destroyed the primitive simplicity of country churches. The housemaid now dresses better  finer at all events  than her mistress did twenty years ago, and it is almost impossible to recognise working people when in their Sunday dresses. Gauze bonnets, Marabout feathers, lace scarfs, and silk gowns usurp the place of straw and cotton print, while lace-fringed kerchiefs are flourished by those whose parents scarcely knew what a pocket-handkerchief was. There is a medium in all things, but this mania for dress has got far beyond the bounds of either prudence or propriety; and we think the Majors recipe for reducing it is by no means a bad one.
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We need scarcely say, that our heros appearance at church caused no small sensation in a neighbourhood where the demand for gossip was far in excess of the supply. Indeed, we fear many fair ladies eyes were oftener directed to Major Yammertons pew than to the Reverend Mr. Tightlace in the pulpit. Wonderful were the stories and exaggerations that ensued, people always being on the running-up tack until a match is settled, after which, of course, they assume the running-down one, pitying one or other victim extremely  wouldnt be him or her for anything  Mr. Tightlace thought any of the young ladies might do better than marry a mere fox-hunter, though we are sorry to add that the fox-hunter was far more talked of than the sermon. The general opinion seemed to be that our hero had been away preparing that dread document, the proposals for a settlement; and there seemed to be very little doubt that there would be an announcement of some sort in a day or two  especially when our friend was seen to get into the carriage after the gay petticoats, and the little Major to remount the box seat.

And when at the accustomed stable stroll our master of haryers found the gallant grey standing in the place of the bay, he was much astonished, and not a little shocked to learn the sad catastrophe that had befallen the bay.

Well, he never heard anything like that!  dead! What, do you mean to say he absolutely died on your hands without any apparent cause? demanded the Major; must have been poisoned surely; and he ran about telling everybody, and making as much to do as if the horse had still been his own. He then applied himself to finding out how Billy came by the grey, and was greatly surprised to learn that Sir Moses had given it him. Well, that was queer, thought he, wouldnt have accused him of that. And he thought of the gift of Little Bo-peep, and wondered whether this gift was of the same order.


CHAPTER LI. MONEY AND MATRIMONY.
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MONEY AND MATRIMONY! what a fine taking title! If that does not attract readers, we dont know what will. Money and matrimony! how different, yet how essentially combined, how intimately blended! No money, no matrimony, might almost be written above some doors. Certainly money is an essential, but not so absorbing an essential as some people make it. Beyond the expenditure necessary for a certain establishment, a woman is seldom much the better for her husbands inordinate wealth. We have seen the wife of a reputed millionaire no better done by than that of a country squire.

Mr. Prospero Plutus may gild his coach and his harness, and his horses too, if he likes, but all the lacker in the world will not advance him a step in society; therefore, what can he do with his surplus cash but carry it to the reserve fund, as some Joint-Stock Bankers pretend to do. Still there is a money-worship among us, that is not even confined to the opposite sex, but breaks out in veneration among men, just as if one man having half a million or a million pieces of gold could be of any advantage to another man, who only knows the rich man to say How dye do? to. A clever foreigner, who came to this country some years ago for the honestly avowed purpose of marrying an heiress, used to exclaim, when any one told him that another man had so many thousands a year, Vell, my good friend, vot for that to me? I cannot go for be marry to him! and we never hear a man recommended to another man for his wealth alone, without thinking of our foreign friend. What earthly good can Plutuss money do us? We can safely say, we never knew a rich man who was not uncommonly well able to take care of his cash. It is your poor men who are easy about money. To tell a young lady that a young gentleman has so many thousands a year is very different; and this observation leads us to say, that people who think they do a young man a kindness by exaggerating his means or expectations, are greatly mistaken. On the contrary, they do him an injury; for, sooner or later, the lawyers know everything, and disappointment and vexation is the result.

Since our friend Warren wrote his admirable novel, Ten Thousand a Year, that sum has become the fashionable income for exaggerators. Nobody that has anything a year has less, though we all know how difficult a sum it is to realise, and how impossible it is to extract a five-pound note, or even a sovereign, from the pockets of people who talk of it as a mere bagatelle. This money mania has increased amazingly within the last few years, aided, no doubt, by the gigantic sums the Joint-Stock Banks have enabled penniless people to go for.

When Wainwright, the first of the assurance office defrauders by poison, was in prison, he said to a person who called upon him, You see with what respect they treat me. They dont set me to make my bed, or sweep the yard, like those fellows, pointing to his brother prisoners; no, they treat me like a gentleman. They think Im in for ten thousand pounds. Ten thousand pounds! What would ten thousand pounds be nowadays, when men speculate to the extent of a quarter or may be half a million of money? Why Wainwright would have had to clean out the whole prison on the present scale of money delinquency. A hundred thousand pounder is quite a common fellow, hardly worth speaking of. There was a time when the greediest man was contented with his plum. Now the cry is More! more! until some fine morning the crier is no more himself.

This money-craving and boasting is all bad. It deceives young men, and drives those of moderate income into the London clubs, instead of their marrying and settling quietly as their fathers did before them. They hear of nothing but thousands and tens of thousands until they almost believe in the reality, and are ashamed to encounter the confessional stool of the lawyers, albeit they may have as much as with prudence and management would make married life comfortable. Boasting and exaggeration also greatly misleads and disappoints anxious Mammas, all ready to believe whatever they like, causing very likely promising speculations to be abandoned in favour of what turn out great deal worse ventures. Only let a young man be disengaged, professionally and bodily, and some one or other will be sure to invest him with a fortune, or with surprising expectations from an uncle, an aunt, or other near relation. It is surprising how fond people are of fanning the flame of a match, and how they will talk about what they really know nothing, until an unfortunate youth almost appears to participate in their exaggerations. Could some of these Leviathans of fortune know the fabulous £ s. d. colours under which they have sailed, they would be wonderfully astonished at the extent of their innocent imposture. Yet they were not to blame because people said they had ten thousand a year, were richest commoners in fact. Many would then understand much unexplained politeness, and appreciate its disinterestedness at its true value. Captain Quaver would see why Mrs. Sunnybrow was to anxious that he should hear Matilda sing; Mr. Grist why Mrs. Snubwell manoeuvred to get him next Bridget at dinner; and perhaps our Richest Commoner why Mrs. Yammerton was so glad to see him back at the Grange.


CHAPTER LII. A NIGHT DRIVE.
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PEOPLE WHO TRAVEL in the winter should remember it isnt summer, and time themselves accordingly. Sir Moses was so anxious to see Monsieur Rougier off the premises, in order to stop any extra hospitality, that he delayed starting for Lundyfoote Castle until he saw him fairly mounted on the gift grey and out of the stable-yard; he then had the mare put to the dog-cart, and tried to make up for lost time by extra speed upon the road. But winter is an unfavourable season for expedition; if highways are improving, turnpikes are getting neglected, save in the matter of drawing the officers sinecure salaries, and, generally speaking, the nearer a turnpike is to a railway, the worse the turnpike is, as if to show the wonderful advantage of the former. So Sir Moses went flipping and flopping, and jipping and jerking, through Bedland and Hawksworth and Washingley-field, but scarcely reached the confines of his country when he ought to have been nearing the Castle. It was nearly four oclock by the great gilt-lettered clock on the diminutive church in the pretty village of Tidswell, situated on the banks of the sparkling Lune, when he pulled up at the sign of the Hold-away Harriers to get his mare watered and fed. It is at these sort of places that the traveller gets the full benefit of country slowness and stupidity. Instead of the quick ostler, stepping smartly up to his horses head as he reins up, there is generally a hunt through the village for old Tom, or young Joe, or some worthy who is either too old or too idle to work. In this case it was old bow-legged, wiry Tom Brown, whose long experience of the road did not enable him to anticipate a persons wants; so after a good stare at the driver, whom at first he thought was Mr. Meggison, the exciseman; then Mr. Puncheon, the brewer; and lastly, Mr. Mossman, Lord Polkatons ruler; he asked, with a bewildered scratch of his head, What, de ye want her put oop?

Oop, yes, replied Sir Moses; what dye think Im stopping for? Look alive; thats a good fellow, added he, throwing him the reins, as he prepared to descend from the vehicle.

Oh, its you, Sir Moses, is it, rejoined the now enlightened patriarch, I didnt know you without your red coat and cap; so saying, he began to fumble at the harness, and, with the aid of the Baronet, presently had the mare out of the shafts. It then occurred to the old gentleman that he had forgotten the key of the stable. A sink, said he, with a dash of his disengaged hand, Ive left the key i the pocket o mar coat, down i Willy Woods shop, when ar was helpin to kill a pig  run, lad, doon to Willy Wood, said he to a staring by-standing boy, and get me mar coat, adding to Sir Moses, as the lad slunk unwillingly away, hell be back directly wi it. So saying, he proceeded to lead the mare round to the stable at the back of the house.

When the coat came, then there was no pail; and when they got a pail, then the pump had gone dry; and when they got some water from the well, then the corn had to be brought from the top of the house; so, what with one delay and another, day was about done before Sir Moses got the mare out of the stable again. Night comes rapidly on in the short winter months, and as Sir Moses looked at the old-fashioned road leading over the steepest part of the opposite hill, he wished he was well on the far side of it. He then examined his lamps, and found there were no candles in them, just as he remembered that he had never been to Lundy-foote Castle on wheels, the few expeditions he had made there having been performed on horseback, by those nicks and cuts that fox-hunters are so famous at making and finding. Ord dom it, said he to himself, I shall be getting benighted. Tell me, continued he, addressing the old ostler, do I go by Marshfield and Hengrove, or  

No, no, youve no business at noughter Marshfield nor Hengrove, interrupted the sage; veer way is straight oop to Crowfield-hall and Roundhill-green, then to Brackley Moor and Belton, and so on into the Sandywell-road at Langley. But if ar were you, continued he, beginning to make confusion worse confounded, ar would just gan through Squire Pattersons Park here, jerking his thumb to the left to indicate the direction in which it lay.

Is it shorter? demanded Sir Moses, re-ascending the vehicle.

W-h-o-y no, its not shorter, replied the man, but its a better road rayther  less agin collar-like. When ye get to the new lodge ye mun mind turn to the right, and keep Whitecliffe Law to the left, and Lidney Mill to the right, you then pass Shimlow tilery, and make straight for Roundhill Green, and Brackley Moor, and then on to Belton, as ar tolld ye afoor  ye cant miss yeer way, added he, thinking he could go it in the dark himself.

Cant I? replied Sir Moses, drawing the reins. He then chucked the man a shilling, and touching the mare with the point of the whip, trotted across the bridge over the Lane, and was speedily brought up at a toll-bar on the far side.

It seems to be one of the ordinances of country life, that the more toll a man pays the worse road he gets, and Sir Moses had scarcely parted with his sixpence ere the sound running turnpike which tempted him past Squire Pattersons lodge, ran out into a loose, river-stoned track, that grew worse and worse the higher he ascended the hill. In vain he hissed, and jerked, and jagged at the mare. The wheels revolved as if they were going through sea-sand. She couldnt go any faster.

It is labour and sorrow travelling on wheels, with a light horse and a heavy load, on woolly winter roads, especially under the depressing influence of declining day  when a gorgeous sunset has no charms. It is then that the value of the hissing, hill-rounding, plain-scudding railway is appreciated. The worst line that ever was constructed, even one with goods, passengers, and minerals all mixed in one train, is fifty times better than one of these ploughing, sobbing, heart-breaking drives. So thought Sir Moses, as, whip in hand, he alighted from the vehicle to ease the mare up the steep hill, which now ran parallel with Mr. Pattersons rather indifferent park wall.

What a commentary on consequence a drive across country affords, One sees life in all its phases  Cottage, House, Grange, Imperial John Hall, Park, Tower, Castle, &c. The wall, however, is the true index of the whole. Show me your wall and Ill tell you what you have. There is the five hundred  by courtesy, thousand  a year wall, built of common stone, well embedded in mortar, extending only a few yards on either side of the lodgeless green gate. The thousand  by courtesy, fifteen hundred  a year wall, made of the same material, only the mortar ceases at the first convenient bend of the road, and the mortared round coping of the top is afterwards all that holds it together. Then there is the aspiring block and course wall, leading away with a sweep from either side of a handsome gateway, but suddenly terminating in hedges. The still further continued wall, with an abrupt juncture in split oak paling, that looks as if it had been suddenly nipped by a want-of-cash frost. We then get to the more successful all-round-the-park alike efforts of four or five thousand a-year  the still more solid masonry and ornamental work of Ten Thousand a Year, a Warren wall in fact, until at length we come to one so strong and so high, that none but a man on a laden wain can see over it, which of course denotes a Ducal residence, with fifty or a hundred thousand a year. In like manner, a drive across country enables a man to pick up information without the trouble of asking for it.

The board against the tree at the corner of the larch plantation, stating that Any one trespassing on these grounds, the property of A. B. C. Sowerby, Esq., will, &c., with the utmost, &c., enables one to jump to the conclusion that the Westmoreland-slated roof we see peering among the eagle-winged cedars and luxuriant Scotch firs on the green slope to the left, is the residence of said Sowerby, who doesnt like to be trespassed upon. A quick-eyed land-agent would then trace the boundaries of the Sowerby estate from the rising ground, either by the size of its trees, its natural sterility, or by the rough, gateless fences, where it adjoins the neighbouring proprietors.

Again, the sign of the Smith Arms at a wayside public-house, denotes that some member of that illustrious family either lives or has property in that immediate neighbourhood, and as everybody has a friend Smith, we naturally set about thinking whether it is our friend Smith or not. So a noblemans coronet surmounting his many-quartered coat-of-arms, suggests that the traveller is in the neighbourhood of magnificence; and if his appearance is at all in his favour, he will, perhaps, come in for a touch, or a demi-touch, of the hat from the passers-by, the process being almost mechanical in aristocratic parts. A board at a branch road with the words To Lavender Lodge only, saves one the trouble of asking the name of the place towards which we see the road bending, while a great deal of curious nomenclature may be gleaned from shop-fronts, inn-signs, and cart-shafts.

But we are leaving Sir Moses toiling up the hill alongside of his dog-cart, looking now at his watch, now at his jaded mare, now at Mr. Pattersons fragile park wall, thinking how he would send it over with his shoulder if he came to it out hunting. The wall was at length abruptly terminated by a cross-road intersecting the hill along a favourable fall of the ground, about the middle of it, and the mare and Sir Moses mutually stopped, the former to ease herself on the piece of level ground at the junction, the latter to consider whether his course was up the hill or along the more inviting line to the left.

Marshfield, muttered he to himself, is surely that way, but then that old buffer said I had no business at Marshfield. Dom the old man, continued he, I wish Id never asked him anything about it, for he has completely bewildered me, and I believe I could have found my way better without.

So saying, Sir Moses reconnoitered the scene; the balance of the fat hill in front, with the drab-coloured road going straight up the steepest part of it, the diverging lines either way; above all, the fast closing canopy around. Across the road, to the right, was a paintless, weather-beaten finger-post, and though our friend saw it had lost two of its arms, he yet thought the remaining ones might give him some information. Accordingly, he went over to consult it. Not a word, no, not a letter was legible. There were some upright marks, but what they had stood for it was impossible to decipher. Sir Moses was nonplussed. Just at this critical moment, a rumbling sound proceeded from below, and looking down the hill, a grey speck loomed in the distance, followed by a darker one a little behind. This was consoling; for those who know how soon an agricultural country becomes quiet after once the labourers go to their homes can appreciate the boon of any stirrers.

Still the carts came very slowly, and the quick falling shades of night travelled faster than they. Sir Moses stood listening anxiously to their jolting noises, thinking they would never come up. At the same time, he kept a sharp eye on the cross-road, to intercept any one passing that way. A tinker, a poacher, a mugger, the veriest scamp, would have been welcome, so long as he knew the country. No one, however, came along. It was an unfrequented line; and old Gilbert Price, who worked by the day. always retired from raking in the mud ruts on the approach of evening. So Sir Moses stood staring and listening, tapping his boot with his whip, as he watched the zig-zag course of the grey up the hill. He seemed a good puller, and to understand his work, for as yet no guiding voice had been heard. Perhaps the man was behind. As there is always a stout pull just before a resting-place, the grey now came to a pause, to collect his energies for the effort.

Sir Moses looked at his mare, and then at the carts halting below, wondering whether if he left her she would take off. Just as he determined to risk it, the grey applied himself vigorously to the collar, and with a grinding, ploughing rush, came up to where Sir Moses stood.

The cart was empty, but there was a sack-like thing, with a wide-awake hat on the top, rolling in the one behind.

Holloo, my man! shouted Sir Moses, with the voice of a Stentor.

The wide-awake merely nodded to the motion of the cart.

Holloo, I say! roared he, still louder.

An extended arm was thrown over the side of the cart, and the wide-awake again nodded as before.

The beggars asleep! muttered Sir Moses, taking the butt-end of his whip, and poking the somnambulist severely in the stomach.

A loud grunt, and with a strong smell of gin, as the monster changed his position, was all that answered the appeal.

The brutes drunk, gasped Sir Moses, indignant at having wasted so much time in waiting for him.

The sober grey then made a well-rounded turn to the right, followed by the one in the rear, leaving our friend enveloped in many more shades of darkness than he was when he first designed him coming. Night had indeed about closed in, and lights began to appear in cottages and farm-houses that sparsedly dotted the hill side.

Well, heres a pretty go, said Sir Moses, remounting the dogcart, and gathering up the reins; Ill just give the mare her choice, continued he, touching her with the whip, and letting her go. The sensible animal took the level road to the left, and Sir Mosess liberality was at first rewarded by an attempted trot along it, which, however, soon relaxed into a walk. The creaking, labouring vehicle shook and rolled with the concussion of the ruts.

He had got upon a piece of township road, where each surveyor shuffled through his year of office as best he could, filling up the dangerous holes in summer with great boulder stones that turned up like flitches of bacon in winter. So Sir Moses rolled and rocked in imminent danger of an upset. To add to his misfortunes, he was by no means sure but that he might have to retrace his steps: it was all chance.

There are but two ways of circumventing a hill, either by going round it or over it; and the road, after evading it for some time, at length took a sudden turn to the right, and grappled fairly with its severity. The mare applied herself sedulously to her task, apparently cheered by the increasing lights on the hill. At length she neared them, and the radiant glow of a blacksmiths shop cheered the drooping spirit of the traveller.

Holloo, my man! cried Sir Moses, at length, pulling up before it.

Holloo! responded the spark-showering Vulcan from within.

Is this the way to Lord Lundyfootes? demanded Sir Moses, knowing the weight a noblemans name carries in the country.

Lord Lundyfootes! exclaimed Osmand Hall, pausing in his work; Lord Lundyfootes! repeated he; why, where ha you come from?

Tidswell, replied Sir Moses, catting off the former part of the journey.

Why, what set ye this way? demanded the dark man, coming to the door with a red-hot horse-shoe on a spike, which was nearly all that distinguished him from the gloom of night; ye should never ha coomd this way; ye should ha gone by Marshfield and Hengrove.

Dom it, I said so! ejaculated the Baronet, nearly stamping the bottom of his gig out with vexation. However, never mind, continued he, recollecting himself, Im here now, so tell me the best way to proceed.

This information being at length accorded, Sir Moses proceeded; and the rest of the hill being duly surmounted, the dancing and stationary lights spreading oer the far-stretching vale now appeared before him, with a clustering constellation, amid many minor stars scattered around, denoting the whereabouts of the castle.

It is always cheering to see the far end of a journey, distant though the haven be, and Sir Moses put on as fast as his lampless condition would allow him, trusting to his eyes and his ears for keeping on the road. Very much surprised would he have been had he retraced his steps the next morning, and seen the steep banks and yawning ditches he had suddenly saved himself from going over or into by catching at the reins or feeling either wheel running in the soft.

At length he reached the lodges of the massive variously-windowed castle, and passing gladly through them, found, on alighting at the door, that, instead of being late for dinner as he anticipated, his Lordship, who always ate a hearty lunch, was generally very easy about the matter, sometimes dining at seven, sometimes at eight, sometimes in summer even at nine oclock. The footman, in reply to Sir Moses inquiring what time his Lordship dined, said he believed it was ordered at seven, but he didnt know when it would be on the table.

Being an ardent politician, Lord Lundyfoote received Sir Moses with the fellow-feeling that makes us wondrous kind cordiality, and dived so energetically into his subject, as soon as he got the weather disposed of, as never to wait for an answer to his question, whether his guest would like to take anything before dinner, the consequence of which was, that our poor friend was nearly famished with waiting. In vain the library time-piece ticked, and chimed, and struck; jabber, jabber, jabber, went his voluble Lordship; in vain the deep-toned castle-clock reverberated through the walls  on, on he went, without noticing it. until the butler, in apparent despair, took the gong, and gave it such a beating just outside the door, that he could scarcely hear himself speak. Sir Moses then adroitly slipped in the question if that was the signal for dressing; to which his Lordship having yielded a reluctant Yes, he took a candle from the entering footman, and pioneered the Baronet up to his bedroom, amid a running commentary on the state of the country and the stability of the ministry. And when he returned he found his Lordship distributing his opinions amoung an obsequious circle of neighbours, who received all he said with the deference due to a liberal dispenser of venison; so that Sir Moses not only got his dinner in comparative peace, but warded his Lordship off the greater part of the evening.


CHAPTER LIII. MASTER ANTHONY THOM.
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THE two-penny post used to be thought a great luxury in London, though somehow great people were often shy of availing themselves of its advantages, indeed of taking their two-penny-posters in. Two-penny-posters, circulars, and ticketed shops, used to be held in about equal repugnance by some. The Dons, never thought of sending their notes or cards of invitation by the two-penny post. John Thomas used always to be trotted out for the purpose of delivery. Pre-paying a letter either by the two-penny post or the general used to be thought little short of an insult. Public opinion has undergone a great change in these matters. Not paying them is now the offence. We need scarcely expatiate on the boon of the penny post, nor on the advantage of the general diffusion of post-offices throughout the country, though we may observe, that the penny post was one of the few things that came without being long called for: indeed, so soon as it was practicable to have it, for without the almost simultaneous establishment of railways it would have been almost impossible to have introduced the system. The mail could not have carried the newspaper traffic and correspondence of the present day. The folded tablecloths of Times, the voluminous Illustrated News, the Punchs, the huge avalanches of papers that have broken upon the country within the last twenty years. Sir Moses Mainchance, unlike many country gentlemen, always had his letters forwarded to him where-ever he went. He knew it was only the trouble of writing a line to the Post-office, saying re-direct my letters to so-and-so, to have what he wanted, and thus to keep pace with his correspondence. He was never overpowered with letters when he came home from a visit or tour, as some of our acquaintance are, thus making writing doubly repugnant to them.

The morning after his arrival at Lundyfoote Castle brought him a great influx of re-directed letters and papers. One from Mr. Heslop, asking him to meet at his house on the Friday week following, as he was going to have a party, one from Signior Quaverini, the eminent musician, offering his services for the Hunt ball: one from Mr. Isinglass, the confectioner, hoping to be allowed to supply the ices and refreshment as usual; another (the fifth), from Mr. Mossman, about the damage to Mr. Anthills sown grass; an envelope, enclosing the card and terms of Signior Dulcetto, an opposition musician, offering lower terras than Quaverini; a note from Mr. Paul Straddler, telling him about a horse to be bought dog cheap; and a dead letter office envelope, enclosing a blue ink written letter, directed to Master Anthony Thom, at the Inn-in-the-Sands Inn, Beechwood Green, stating that the party was not known at the address, reintroduces Mr. Geordey Gallon, a gentleman already known to the reader.

How this letter came to be sent to Sir Moses was as follows:  

When Mr. Geordey Gallon went upon the Torf, as he calls it, becoming, as he considered, the associate of Princes, Prime Ministers, and so on, he bethought him of turning respectable, and giving up the stolen-goods-carrying-trade,  a resolution that he was further confirmed in by the establishment of that troublesome obnoxious corps the Hit-im-and-Hold-im-shire Rural Police.

To this end, therefore, he gradually reduced the number of his Tippy-Tom-jaunts through the country by night, intimating to his numerous patrons that they had better suit themselves elsewhere ere he ceased travelling altogether.

Among the inconvenienced, was our old friend Mrs. Margerum, long one of his most regular customers; for it was a very rare thing for Mr. Gallon not to find a carefully stitched-up bundle in the corner of Lawyer Hindmarchs cattle-shed, abutting on the Shillburn road as lie passed in his spring cart.

To remedy this serious inconvenience, Mrs. Margerum had determined upon inducting her adopted son, Master Anthony Thom, into the about-to-be-relinquished business; and Mr. Gallon having made his last journey, the accumulation of dripping caused by our heros visit to Pangburn Park made it desirable to have a clearing-out as soon as possible.

To this end, therefore, she had written the letter now sent to Sir Moses; but, being a very prudent woman, with a slight smattering of law, she thought so long as she did not sign her surname at the end she was safe, and that no one could prove that it was from her. The consequence was, that Anthony Thom not having shifted his quarters as soon as intended, the letter was refused at the sign of the Sun-in-the-Sands, and by dint of postmark and contents, with perhaps a little malice prepense on the part of the Post-master, who had suffered from a dishonest housekeeper himself, it came into the hands of Sir Moses. At first our master of the hounds thought it was a begging-letter, and threw it aside accordingly; but in course of casting about for a fresh idea wherewith to propitiate Mr. Mossman about the sown grass, his eye rested upon the writing, which he glanced at, and glanced at, until somehow he thought he had seen it before. At length he took the letter up, and read what made him stare very much as he proceeded. Thus it run:  

PANGBURN PARK, Thursday Night.

My own ever dear Anthony Thom,

I write to you, trusting you will receive this safe, to say that as Mr. George Gallon has discontinued travelling altogether, I must trust to you entirely to do what is necessary in futur, but you must be most careful and watchful, for these nasty Pollis fellers are about every where, and seem to think they have a right to look into every bodies basket and bundle. We live in terrible times, Im sure, my own beloved Anthony Thom, and if it wasnt for the hope that I may see you become a great gentleman, like Mr. George Gallon, I really think I would forswear place altogether, for no one knows the anxiety and misery of living with such a nasty, mean, covetous body as Old Nosey.

Old Nosey! ejaculated Sir Moses, stopping short in his reading, and feeling his proboscis; Old Nosey! dom it, can that mean me? Do believe it does  and its mother Margerums handwriting  domd if it isnt, continued he, holding the letter a little way off to examine and catch the character of the writing; What does she mean by calling me a nasty, covetous body? I that hunt the country, subscribe to the Infirmary, Agricultural Society, and do everything thats liberal and handsome. Ill Old Nosey her! continued he, grinding his teeth, and giving a vigorous flourish of his right fist; Ill Old Nosey her! Ill turn her out of the house as soon as ever I get home, domd if I wont, said Sir Moses quivering with rage as he spoke. At length he became sufficiently composed to resume his reading  

-No one knows the anxiety and misery of living with such a nasty, mean, covetous body as Old Nosey, who is always on the fret about expense, and thinks everybody is robbing him.

Oh, dom it, that means me sure enough! exclaimed Sir Moses; thats on account of the row I was kicking up tother day about the tea  declared I drank a pound a week myself. Ill tea her! continued he, again turning to the letter and reading,  

-I declare Id almost as soon live under a mistress as under such a shocking mean, covetous man.

Would you? muttered Sir Moses; adding, you shall very soon have a chance then. The letter thus continued,  

-The old feller will be away on Saturday and Sunday, so come afore lightning on Monday morning, say about four oclock, and Ill have everything ready to lower from my window.

Oh the deuce! exclaimed Sir Moses, slapping his leg; Oh the deuce! going to rob the house, I declare!

-To lower from my window read he again, for its not safe trusting things by the door as we used to do, now that these nasty knavish Pollis fellers are about; so now my own beloved Anthony Thom, if you will give a gentle whistle, or throw a little bit of soft dirt up at the window, where you will see a light burning, Ill be ready for you, and youll be clear of the place long afore any of the lazy fellers here are up,  for a set of nastier, dirtier drunkards never were gathered together.

Humph! grunted Sir Moses, thats a cut at Mr. Findlater. The writer then proceeded to say,  

  But mind my own beloved Anthony Thom, if any body questions you., say its a parcel of dripping, and tell them they are welcome to look in if they like, which is the readiest way of stopping them from doing so. We have had a large party here, including a young gent from that fine old Lord Ladythorne, who I would dearly like to live with, and also that nasty, jealous, covetous body Cuddy Flintoff, peeping and prying about everywhere as usual. He deserves to have a dish-clout pinned to his tail.

He, he, he! chuckled Sir Moses, as he read it

-I shall direct this letter by post to you at the sign of the Sun in the Sands, unless I can get it conveyed by a private hand. I am half in hopes Mr. Gallon may call, as there is going to be a great steeple match for an immense sum of money, £200 they say, and they will want his fine judgment to direct matters. Mr. Gallon is indeed a man of a thousand.

Humph! grunted Sir Moses, adding, we are getting behind the curtain now. He then went on reading,  

  Oh my own dear darling Anthony Thom! what would I give to see you a fine gentleman like Mr. George Gallon. I do hope and trust, dearest, that it may yet come to pass; but we must make money, and take care of our money when made, for a man is nothing without money. What a noble example you have before you in Mr. George Gallon! He was once no better nor you, and now he has everything like a gentleman,  a hunting horse to ride on, gold studs in his shirt, and goose for his dinner. O my own beloved Anthony Thom, if I could but see you on a white horse, with a flowered silk tie, and a cut velvet vest with bright steel buttons, flourishing a silver-mounted whip, how glad, how rejoiced it would make me. Then I shouldnt care for the pryings and grumblings of Old Nosey, or the jealous watchings of the nasty, waspish set with which one is surrounded, for I should say my Anthony Thom will revenge and protect me, and make me comfortable at last. So now my own dearest Anthony Thom, be careful and guarded in coming about here, for I dread those nasty lurkin Pollis men more nor can I say, for I never knew suspicious people what were good for any thing themselves; and how they ever come to interduce such nasty town pests into the quiet peaceful country, I cant for the life of me imagine; but Mr. George Gallon, who is a man of great intellect, says they are dangerous, and that is partly why he has given up travelling; so therefore my own dearest Anthony Thom be guarded, and mind put on your pee jacket and red worsted comforter, for 1 dread these hoar frosts, and Ill have everything ready for my darling pet, so that you wont be kept waiting a moment; but mind if theres snow on the ground you dont come for fear of the tracks. I think I have littel more to say this time, my own darling Anthony Thom, except that I am, my own dear, dear son,

Your ever loving mother,

Sarah.

B-o-o-y Jove! exclaimed Sir Moses, sousing himself down in an easy chair beside the table at which he had been writing b-o-y Jove, what a production! Regular robber, domd if shes not. Would give something to catch Master Anthony Thom, in his red worsted comforter, with his parcel of dripping. Would see whether Id look into it or not. And Mr. Geordey Gallon, too! The impudent fellow who pretended not to know the Frenchman. Regular plant as ever was made. Will see whether he gets his money from me. Ten punds the wretch tried to do me ont of by the basest deceit that ever was heard of. Con-found them, but Ill see if I cant be upsides with them all though, continued he, writhing for vengeance. And the whole of that day, and most of that night, and the whole of the following day when hunting at Harker Crag, he was thinking how he could manage it. At length, as he was going quietly home with the hounds, after only an indifferent days sport, a thought struck him which he proceeded to put in execution as soon as he got into the house. He wrote a note to dear Lord Repartee, saying, if it would be quite convenient to Lady Repartee and his Lordship, he would be glad to stay all night with them before hunting Filberton forest; and leaving the unfolded note on the library table to operate during the night, he wrote a second one in the morning, inquiring the character of a servant; and putting the first note into the fire, he sealed the second one, and laid it ostentatiously on the hall table for the post.

We take it we all have some ambitious feeling to gratify  all have some one whom we either wish to visit, or who we desire should visit us. We will candidly state that our ambition is to dine with the Lord Mayor. If we could but achieve that great triumph, we really think we should rest satisfied the rest of our life. We know how it would elevate us in the eyes of such men as Cuddy Flintoff and Paul Straddler, and what an advantage it would be to us in society being able to talk in a familiar way of his Lordship (Lordship with a capital L., if you please, Mr. Printer).

Thus the world proceeds on the aspiring scale, each man looking to the class a little in advance of his own.

O knew they but their happiness, of men the happiest are the sporting country gentlemen who live at home at ease  unvexed alike with the torments of the money-maker and the anxieties of the great, and yet sufficiently informed and refined to be the companions of either  men who see and enjoy nature in all her moods and varieties, and live unfettered with the pomp and vexation of keeping up appearances, envying no one, whoever may envy them. If once a man quits this happy rank to breast the contending billows of party in hopes of rising to the one above it, what a harvest of discord he sows for his own reaping. If a man wants to be thoroughly disgusted with human nature, let him ally himself unreservedly to a political party. He will find cozening and sneaking and selfishness in all their varieties, and patriotic false pretences in their most luxuriant growth. But we are getting in advance of our subject, our thesis being Mr. and Mrs. Wotherspoon.

Our snuffy friend Spoon was not exempt from the ambitious failings of lesser men. His great object of ambition was to get Major Yammerton to visit him  or perhaps to put it more correctly, his great object of ambition was to visit Major Yammerton. But then, unfortunately, it requires two parties to these bargains; and Mrs. Yammerton wouldnt agree to it, not so much because old Spoon had been a butler, but because his wife (our pen splutters as it writes the objection) his wife had been a  a  housekeeper. A handsome housekeeper she was, too, when she first came into the country; so handsome, indeed, that Dicky Boggledike had made two excursions over to their neighbour, Farmer Flamstead, to see her, and had reported upon her very favourably to the noble Earl his august master.

Still Mrs. Yammerton wouldnt visit her. In vain Mrs. Wotherspoon sent her bantams eggs, and guinea fowls eggs, and cuttings from their famous yellow rose-tree; in vain old Spoon got a worn-out horse, and invested his nether man in white cords and top boots to turn out after the harriers; in vain he walked a hound in summer, and pulled down gaps, and lifted gates off their hinges in winter  it all only produced thanks and politeness. The Yammertons and they were very good How-do-you-do? neighbours, but the true beef-and-mutton test of British friendship was wanting. The dinner is the thing that signs and seals the acquaintance.

Thus they had gone on from summer to summer, and from season to season, until hope deferred had not only made old Spoons heart sick, but had also seen the white cords go at the knees, causing him to retire his legs into the military-striped cinnamon-coloured tweeds in which he appears in:





In addition to muffling his legs, he had begun to mutter and talk about giving up hunting,  getting old,  last season  and so on, which made the Major think he would be losing one of the most personable of his field. This made him pause and consider how to avert the misfortune. Hunted hares he had sent him in more than regular rotation: he had liquored him repeatedly at the door; the ladies had reciprocated the eggs and the cuttings, with dahlias, and Sir Harry strawberry runners; and there really seemed very little left about the place wherewith to propitiate a refractory sportsman. At this critical juncture, a too confiding hare was reported by Cicely Bennett, farmer Merry fields dairymaid, to have taken up her quarters among some tussuckey brambles at the north-east corner of Mr. Wotherspoons cow pasture  a most unusual, indeed almost unprecedented circumstance, which was communicated by Wotherspoon in person to the Major at the next meet of the hounds at Girdle Stone Green, and received with unfeigned delight by the latter.

You dont say so! exclaimed he, wringing the old dandys hand; you dont say so! repented he, with enthusiasm, for hares were scarce, and the country good; in addition to which the Major knew all the gaps.

I do, replied Spoon, with a confident air, that as good as said, you may take my word for anything connected with hunting.

Well, then, Ill tell you what well do, rejoined the Major, poking him familiarly in the ribs with his whip, Ill tell you what well do; well have a turn at her on Tuesday  meet at your house, eh? what say you to that?

With all my heart, responded the delighted Wotherspoon, adding, in the excitement of the moment, Spose you come to breakfast?

Breakfast, gasped the Major, feeling he was caught. Dash it, what would Mrs. Yammerton say? Breakfast! repeated he, running the matter through his mind, the wigging of his wife, the walk of his hound, the chance of keeping the old boy to the fore if he went  go he would. With all my heart, replied he, dashing boldly at the oiler; for its of no use a man saying hes engaged to breakfast, and the Major felt that if the worst came to the worst, it would only be to eat two, one at home, the other with Spoon.

So it was settled, much to Mr. and Mrs. Wotherspoons satisfaction, who were afterwards further delighted to hear that our friend Billy had returned, and would most likely be of the party. And most assiduously they applied themselves to provide for this, the great event of their lives.


CHAPTER LIV. MR. WITHERSPOONS DEJEUNER À LA FOURCHETTE.
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IVY BANK Power (formerly caled Cow gate Hill), the seat of Jeames Wotherspoon Esquire, stands on a gentle eminence about a stones throw from the Horseheath and Hinton turnpike road, and looks from the luxuriance of its ivy, like a great Jack-in-the-green. Ivy is a troublesome thing, for it will either not grow at all or it grows far too fast, and Wotherspoons had rairly overrun the little angular red brick, red tiled mansion, and helped it to its new name of Ivy Bank Tower. If the ivy flourished, however, it was the only thing about the place that did; for Wotherspoon was no farmer, and the 75a,:5r. 18p, of which the estate consisted, was a very uninviting looking property. Indeed Wotherspoon was an illustration of the truth of Sydney Smiths observation that there are three things which every man thinks he ean do, namely, drive a gig, edit a newspaper, and farm a small property, and Spoon bought Cowgate Hill thinking it would go of itself. as they say of a horse, and that in addition to the rent he would get the farmers profit as well, which he was told ought to be equal to the rent. Though he had the Farmers Almanack, he did not attend much to its instructions, for if Mrs. Wotherspoon wanted the Fe-a-ton, as she called it, to gad about the country in, John Strong, the plough-boy footman loused his team, and arraying himself in a chocolate-coloured coat, with a red striped vest and black velveteens, left the other horse standing idle for the day. So Spoon sometimes caught the season and sometimes he lost it; and the neighbours used to hope that he hadnt to live by his land. If he caught the season he called it good management; if he didnt he laid the blame upon the weather, just as a gardener takes the credit for all the good crops of fruit, and attributes the failures to the seasons. Still Spoon was not at all sensible of his deficiencies, and subscribed a couple of guineas a year to the Harrowford Agricultural Society, in return for which he always had the toast of the healths of the tenant farmers assigned to him, which he handled in a very magnificent and condescending way, acknowledging the obligations the landowners were under to them, and hoping the happy union would long subsist to their mutual advantage; indeed, if he could only have got the words out of his mouth as fast as he got the drink into it, there is no saying but he might some day have filled the presidential chair. 
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Now, however, a greater honour even than that awaited him, namely, the honour of entertaining the great Major Yammerton to breakfast. To this end John Strong was first set to clean the very dirty windows, then to trim the ivy and polish the brass knocker at the door, next to dig the border, in which grew the famous yellow rose, and finally to hoe and rake the carriage-drive up to the house; while Mrs. Wotherspoon, aided by Sally Brown, her maid-of-all-work, looked out the best blue and gold china, examined the linen, selected a tongue, guillotined the poultry, bespoke the eggs, and arranged the general programme of the entertainment.

The Major thought himself very sly, and that he was doing the thing very cleverly by nibbling and playing with his breakfast on the appointed morning, instead of eating voraciously as usual; but ladies often know a good deal more than they pretend to do, and Mrs. Yammerton had seen a card from Mrs. Wotherspoon to their neighbour, Mrs. Broadfurrow, of Blossomfield Farm, inviting Broadfurrow and her to a déjeuner à la fourvhette to meet Major Yammerton and see the hounds. However, Mrs. Yammerton kept the fact to herself, thinking she would see how her Major would manoeuvre the matter, and avoid a general acquaintance with the Wotherspoons. So she merely kept putting his usual viands before him, to try to tempt him into indulgence; but the Major, knowing the arduous part he would have to perform at the Tower, kept rejecting all her insidious overtures for eating, pretending he was not altogether right. Almond pudding hadnt agreed with him, he thought. Never did  should have known better than take it, and so on.

Our dawdling hero rather discontented his host, for instead of applying himself sedulously to his breakfast, he did nothing but chatter and talk to the young ladies, as if there was no such important performance before them as a hare to pursue, or the unrivalled harriers to display. he took cup after cup, as though he had lost his reckoning, and also the little word no from his vocabulary. At length the Major got him raised from the table, by telling him they had two miles farther to go than they really had, and making for the stable, they found Solomon and the footman whipper-in ready to turn out with the hounds. Up went our sportsmen on to their horses, and forth came the hounds wriggling and frolicking with joy. The cavalcade being thus formed, they proceeded across the fields, at the back of the house, and were presently passing up the Hollington Lane. The gift grey was the first object of interest as soon as they got well under way, and the Major examined him attentively, with every desire to find fault.

Neatish horse, at length observed he, half to himself, half to our friend; neatish horse  lightish of bone below the knee, praps, but still by no means a bad shaped un.

Still though the Major couldnt hit off the fault, he was pretty sure there was a screw loose somewhere, to discover which he now got Billy to trot the horse, aud cauter him, and gallop him, successively.

Humph! grunted he, as he returned after a brush over the rough ground of Farthingfield Moor; he has the use of his legs  gets well away; easy horse under you, I dessay? asked he.

Billy said he was, for he could pull him about anywhere; saying which he put him boldly at a water furrow, and lauded handsomely on the far side.

Humph! grunted the Major again, muttering to himself, May be all right  but if he is, its devilish unlike the Baronet, giving him. Wish he would take that confounded moon-eyed brute of mine and give me my forty puns back.

And he gave him ye, did he? asked the Major, with a scrutinising stare at our friend.

Why  yarse  no  yarse  not exactly, replied Billy, hesitating. The fact is, he offered to give me him. and I didnt like taking him, and so, after a good deal to do, he said I might give him fifty pounds for him, and pay him when it suited me.

I twig, replied the Major, adding, then you have to pay fifty pounds for him, eh?

Or return him, replied Billy, or return him. He made me promise if over I wanted to part with him, I would give him the refusal of him again.

Humph! grunted the Major, looking the horse over attentively. Fifty puns, muttered he to himself, must be worth that if hes sound, and only eight off. Wouldnt mind giving fifty for him myself, thought he; must be something wrong about him  certain of that  or Sir Moses wouldnt have parted with him; with which firm conviction, and the full determination to find out the horses weak point, the Major trotted along the Bodenham Road, through the little hamlet of Maywood, thence across Faulder the cattle jobbers farm, into the Heath-field Road at Gilden Bridge. A quarter of a mile further, and Mr. Wotherspoons residence was full in sight.

The Tower never, perhaps, showed to greater advantage than it did on this morning, for a bright winters sun lit up the luxuriant ivy on its angular, gable-ended walls, nestling myriads of sparrows that flew out in flocks at the approach of each visitor.

What place is this? asked our hero, as, at a jerk of the Majors head, Solomon turned off the road through the now propped-open gate of the approach to the mansion.

Oh, this is where we meet, replied the Major; this is Mr. Wotherspoons, the gentleman you remember out with us the day we had the famous run when we lost the hare at Mossheugh Law  the farm by the moor, you know, where the pretty woman was churning  you remember, eh?

O, ah! repeated Billy: but I thought they called his place a Tower,  Ivy something Tower, thinking this was more like two great sentry boxes placed at right angles, and covered with ivy than anything else.

Well, yes; he calls this a Tower, replied the Major, seeing by Billys face that his friend had not risen in his estimation by the view of his mansion. Capital feller Spoon, though, continued he, must go in and pay our respects to him and his lady. So saying, he turned off the road upon the closely eaten sward, and, calling to Solomon to stop and let the hounds have a roll on the grass, he dismounted, and gave his horse in charge of a fustian-clad countryman, telling him to walk him about till he returned, and he would remember him for his trouble. Our friend Billy did the same, and knocking the mud sparks off his boots against the well pipe-clayed door-steps, prepared to enter the Tower. Before inducting them, however, let us prepare the inmates for their reception.

Both Mr. and Mrs. Wotherspoon had risen sufficiently early to enable them to put the finishing stroke to their respective arrangements, and then to apparel themselves for the occasion. They were gorgeously attired, vieing with the rainbow in the colour of their clothes. Old Spoon, indeed, seemed as if he had put all the finery on he could raise, and his best brown cauliflower wig shone resplendent with Macassar oil. He had on a light brown coat with a rolling velvet collar, velvet facings and cuffs, with a magnificent green, blue, and yellow striped tartan velvet vest, enriched with red cornelian buttons, and crossed diagonally with a massive Brazilian gold chain, and the broad ribbon of his gold double-eye-glasses. He sported a light blue satin cravat, an elaborately worked ruby-studded shirt front, over a pink flannel vest, with stiff wrist-bands well turned up, showing the magnificence of his imitation India garnet buttons. On his clumsy fingers he wore a profusion of rings  a brilliant cluster, a gold and opal, a brilliant and sapphire, an emerald half-hoop ring, a massive mourning, and a signet ring,  six in all,  genuine or glass as the case might be, equally distributed between the dirty-nailed fingers of each hand. His legs were again encased in the treacherous white cords and woe-begone top-boots that were best under the breakfast table. He had drawn the thin cords on very carefully, hoping they would have the goodness to hang together for the rest of the day.

Mrs. Wotherspoon was bedizened with jewellery and machinery lace. She wore a rich violet-coloured velvet dress, with a beautiful machinery lace chemisette, fastened down the front with large Cairngorum buttons, the whole connected with a diminutive Venetian chain, which contrasted with the massive mosaic one that rolled and rattled upon her plump shoulders. A splendid imitation emerald and brilliant brooch adorned her bust, while her well-rounded arms were encircled with a mosaic gold, garnet and turquoise bracelet, an imitation rose diamond one, intermixed with pearl, a serpent armlet with blood-stone eyes, a heavy jet one, and an equally massive mosaic gold one with a hearts ease padlock. Though in the full development of womanhood, she yet distended her figure with crinoline, to the great contraction of her room.

The two had scarcely entered the little parlour, some twelve feet square, and Spoon got out his beloved Morning Post, ere Mr. and Mrs. Broadfurrow were seen wending their way up the road, at the plodding diligent sort of pace an agricultural horse goes when put into harness; and forthwith the Wotherspoons dismissed the last anxieties of preparation, and lapsed into the easy, unconcerned host and hostess. When John Strong threw open the door, and announced Mr. and Mrs. Broadfurrow, they were discovered standing over the fire, as if dejeuner à la fourchette giving was a matter of every days occurrence with them. Then, at the summons, they turned and came forward in the full glow of cordiality, and welcomed their guests with all the fervour of sincerity; and when Mrs. Wotherspoon mounted the weather for a trot with Mrs. Broadfurrow, old Spoon out with his engine-turned gold snuff-box, and offered Broadfurrow a pinch ere he threw his conversation into the columns of his paper. The offer being accepted, Wotherspoon replenished his own nose, and then felt ready for anything. He was in high feather. He sunk his favourite topic, the doings of the House of Lords, and expatiated upon the Princess Royals then approaching marriage. Oh, dear, he was so glad. He was so glad of it  glad of it on every account  glad of it on the Princesss account  glad of it on her most gracious Majestys account. Bless her noble heart! it almost made him feel like an old man when he remembered the Prince Consort leading her to the hymeneal altar herself. Well, well, life was life, and he had seen as much of it as most men; and just as he was going to indulge in some of his high-flown reminiscences, the crack of a hunting whip sounded through the house, and farmer Nettlefolds fat figure, attired in the orthodox green coat and white cords of the Major Yammertons hunt was seen piled on a substantial brown cob, making his way to the stables at the back of the Tower. Mr. Nettlefold, who profanely entered by the back door, was then presently announced, and the same greetings having been enacted towards him, Wotherspoon made a bold effort to get back to the marriage, beginning with As I was observing, when farmer Rintoul came trotting up on his white horse, and holloaed out to know if he could get him put up.

Oh, certainly, replied Wotherspoon, throwing up the window, when a sudden gust of wind nearly blew off his wig, and sadly disconcerted the ladies by making the chimney smoke.

Just at this moment our friend appeared in sight, and all eyes were then directed to the now gamboling tongue-throwing hounds, as they spread frisking over the green.

What beauties! exclaimed Mrs. Wotherspoon, pretending to admire them, though in reality she was examining the Point de Paris lace on Mrs. Broadfurrows mantle  wondering what it would be a yard, thinking it was very extravagant for a person like her to have it so broad. Old Spoon, meanwhile, bustled away to the door, to be ready to greet the great men as they entered.

Major Yammerton and Mr. Jingle! announced John Strong, throwing it open, and the old dandy bent nearly double with his bow.

How are ye, Wotherspoon? demanded our affable master, shaking him heartily by the hand, with a hail-fellow-well-met air of cordiality. Mr. Pringle you know, continued he, drawing our friend forward with his left hand, while he advanced with his right to greet the radiant Mrs. Wotherspoon.

The Major then went the round of the party, whole handing Mrs. Broadfurrow, three fingering her husband, presenting two to old Rintonl, and nodding to Nettlefold.

Well, heres a beautiful morning, observed he, now Colossus-of-Rhodesing with his clumsily built legs most remarkable season this I ever remember during the five-and-thirty years that I have kept haryers  more like summer than winter, only the trees are as bare of leaves as boot-trees, haw, haw, haw.

He, he, he, chuckled old Wotherspoon, v-a-a-ry good, Major, v-a-a-ry good, drawled he, taking a plentiful replenishment of snuff as he spoke.

Breakfast was then announced, and the Major making up to the inflated Mrs. Wotherspoon tendered his arm, and with much difficulty piloted her past the table into the little duplicate parlour across the passage, followed by Wotherspoon with Mrs. Broadfurrow and the rest of the party.

And now the fruits of combined science appeared in the elegant arrangement of the breakfast-table, the highly polished plate vieing with the snowy whiteness of the cloth, and the pyramidical napkins encircling around. Then there was the show pattern tea and coffee services, chased in wreaths and scrolls, presented to Mr. Wotherspoon by the Duke of Thunderdownshire on his marriage; the Louis Quatorze kettle presented to Mrs. Wotherspoon by the Duchess, with the vine-leaf-patterned cake-basket, the Sutherland-patterned toast-rack, and the tulip-patterned egg-stand, the gifts and testimonials of other parties.

Nor was the entertainment devoted to mere show, for piles of cakes and bread of every shape and make were scattered profusely about, while a couple of covered dishes on the well polished little sideboard denoted that the fourchette of the card was not a mere matter of form. Best of all, a group of flat vine-leaf encircling Champagne glasses denoted that the repast was to be enlivened with the exhilarating beverage.

The party having at length settled into seats, Major Yammerton on Mrs. Wotherspoons right, Mr. Pringle on her left, Mrs. Broadfurrow on Spoons right, her husband on his left, with Rintoul and Nettlefold filling in the interstices, breakfast began in right earnest, and Mrs. Wotherspoon having declined the Majors offer of assisting with the coffee, now had her hands so full distributing the beverages as to allow him to apply himself sedulously to his food. This he did most determinedly, visiting first one detachment of cakes, then another, and helping himself liberally to both hashed woodcocks and kidneys from under the covers. His quick eye having detected the Champagne glasses, and knowing Wotherspoons reputed connoisseurship in wines, he declined Mrs. Wotherspoons tea, reserving himself for what was to follow. In truth, Spoon was a good judge of wine, so much so that he acted as a sort of decoy duck to a London house, who sent him very different samples to the wine they supplied to the customers with whom he picked up. He had had a great deal of experience in wines, never, in the course of a longish life having missed the chance of a glass, good, bad, or indifferent. We have seen many men set up for judges without a tithe of Wotherspoons experience. Look at a Club for instance. We see the footman of yesterday transformed into the butler of to-day, giving his opinion to some newly joined member on the next, with all the authority of a professor  talking of vintages, and flavours, and roughs and smooths, and sweets, and drys, as if he had been drinking wine all his life. Wotherspoons prices were rather beyond the Majors mark, but still he had no objection to try his wine, and talk as if he would like to have some of the same sort. So having done ample justice to the eatables he turned himself back in his chair and proceeded to criticise Mrs. Wotherspoons now slightly flushed face, and wonder how such a pretty woman could marry such a snuffy old cock. While this deliberate scrutiny was going on, the last of the tea-drinkers died out, and at a pull of the bell, John Strong came in, and after removing as many cups and saucers as he could clutch, he next proceeded to decorate the table with Champagne glasses amid the stares and breath-drawings of the company.

While this interesting operation was proceeding, the old dandy host produced his snuff-box, and replenishing his nose passed it on to Broadfurrow to send up the table, while he threw himself back in his chair and made a mental wager that Strong would make a mistake between the Champagne and the Sillery. The glasses being duly distributed, and the Majors eye at length caught, our host after a prefatory throat-clearing hem thus proceeded to address him, individually, for the good of the company generally.

Major Yammerton, said he, I will take the liberty of recommending a glass of Sillery to you.  The sparkling, I believe, is very good, but the still is what 1 particularly pride myself upon and recommend to my friends.

Strong! continued he, addressing the clown, the Sillery to Major Yammerton, looking at Strong as much as to say, you know its the bottle with the red cord round the neck.

The Major, however, like many of us, was not sufficiently versed in the delicacies of Champagne drinking to prefer the Sillery, and to his hosts dismay called for the sparkling-stuff that Wotherspoon considered was only fit for girls at a boarding school. The rest of the party, however, were of the Majors opinion, and all glasses were eagerly held for the sparkling fluid, while the Sillery remained untouched to the master.

It is but justice to Wotherspoon to add, that he showed himself deserving of the opportunity, for he immediately commenced taking two glasses to his guests one.

That one having been duly sipped and quaffed and applauded, and a becoming interval having elapsed between, Mr. Wotherspoon next rose from his chair, and looking especially wise, observed, up the table that there was a toast he wished  he had  he had  he wished to propose, which he felt certain under any  any (panse) circumstances, would be (pause again) accepted  he meant received with approbation (applause), not only with approbation, but enthusiasm, continued he, hitting off the word he at first intended to use, amid renewed applause, causing a slight this is my health, droop of the head from the Major But when, continued the speaker, drawing largely on his snuff-box for inspiration, But when in addition to the natural and intrinsic (pause) merit of the (hem) illustrious individual (Coming it strong, thought the Major, who had never been called illustrious before,) there is another and a stronger reason, continued Wotherspoon, looking as if he wished he was in his seat again a reason that comes ome to the earts and symphonies of us all (applause). (Ah, thats the hounds, thought the Major, only I spose he means sympathies.) I feel (pause) assured, continued Mr. Wotherspoon, that the toast will be received with the enthusiasm and popularity that ever attends the (pause) mention of intrinsic merit, however (pause) umbly and inadequately the (pause) toast may be (pause) proposed, (great applause, with cries of no, no,) during which the orator again appealed to his snuff-box. He knew he had a good deal more to say, but he felt he couldnt get it out. If he had only kept his seat he thought he might have managed it. I therefore, said he, helping Mrs. Broadfurrow to the sparkling, and passing the bottle to her husband while he again appealed to the Sillery, beg to propose, with great sincerity, the ealth of Her most gracious Majesty The Queen! The Queen! God bless her! exclaimed Wotherspoon, holding up a brimming bumper ere he sunk in his chair to enjoy it.

With all my heart! gasped the disgusted Major, writhing with vexation  observing to Mrs. Wotherspoon as he helped her, and then took severe toll of the passing bottle himself, by Jove, your husband ought to be in Parliament  never heard a man acquit himself better  the Major following the now receding bottle with his eye, whose fast diminishing contents left little hopes of a compliment for himself out of its contents. He therefore felt his chance was out, and that he had been unduly sacrificed to Royalty. Not so, however, for Mr. Wotherspoon, after again charging his nose with snuff, and passing his box round the table while he collected his scattered faculties for the charge, now drew the bell-cord again, and tapping with his knife against the empty bottle as Strong entered, exclaimed, Champagne! with the air of a man accustomed to have all the wants of life supplied by anticipation. Theres nobody gets half so well waited upon as an old servant.

This order being complied with, and having again got up the steam of his eloquence, Mr. Wotherspoon arose, and, looking as wise as before, observed, That there was another toast he had to propose, which he felt (pause) sure would (pause) would be most agreeable and acceptable to the meeting,  he meant to say the party, the present party (applause)  under any circumstances (sniff, snuff, sneeze); he was sure it would be most (snuff) acceptable, for the great and distinguished (pause), he had almost said illustrious (sniff), gentleman (pause), was  was estimable  was estimable (pause) and glorious in every relation of life.

This is me, at all events, thought the Major, again slightly drooping his too bashful head, as though the shower-bath of compliment was likely to be too heavy for him. (applause), and keeps a pack of hounds second to none in the kingdom (great applause, during which the drooping head descended an inch or two lower). I need not after that (snuff) expression of your (sniff) feelings (pause), undulate on the advantage such a character is of to the country, or in promoting (pause) cheerful hospitality in all its (pause) branches, and drawing society into sociable communications; therefore I think I shall (pause) offer a toast most, most heartily acceptable (sniff) to all your (snuff) feelings, when I propose, in a bumper toast, the health of our most  most distinguished and  and hospitable host  guest, I mean  Major Yammerton, and his harriers! saying which, the old orator filled himself a bumper of Sillery, and sent the sparkling beverage foaming and creaming on its tour. He then presently led the charge with a loud, Major! your very good health!

Major, your very good health!

Your very good health, Major!

Major, your very good health! then followed up as quickly as the glasses could be replenished, and the last explosion having taken place, the little Major arose, and looked around him like a Bantam cock going to crow. He was a man who could make what he would call an off-hand speech, provided he was allowed to begin with a particular word, and that word was for. Accordingly, he now began with,  

Ladies and gentlemen, For the very distinguished honour you have thus most unexpectedly done me, I beg to return you my most grateful and cordial thanks. (Applause.) I beg to assure you, that the steem and approbation of my perhaps too partial friends, is to me the most gratifying of compliments; and if during the five-and-thirty years I have kept haryers, I have contributed in any way to the armony and good fellowship of this neighbourhood, it is indeed to me a source of unfeigned pleasure. (Applause.) I ope I may long be spared to continue to do so. (Renewed applause.) Being upon my legs, ladies and gentlemen, continued he, and as I see there is still some of this most excellent and exhilarating beverage in the bottle (the Major holding up a halfemptied one as he spoke), permit me to conclude by proposing as a toast the ealth of our inestimable ost and ostess  a truly exemplary couple, who only require to be known to be respected and esteemed as they ought to be. (Applause.) I have great pleasure in proposing the ealth of Mr. and Mrs. Wotherspoon! (Applause.) Mrs. Wotherspoon, continued he, bowing very low to his fair hostess, and looking, as he thought, most insinuating, your very good ealth! Wotherspoon! continued he, standing erect, and elevating his voice, Your very good ealth! saying which he quaffed off his wine, and resumed his seat as the drinking of the toast became general.

Meanwhile old Wotherspoon had taken a back hand at the Sillery, and again arose, glass in hand, to dribble out his thanks for the honour the Major and company had done Mrs. Wother-spoon and himself, which being the shortest speech he had made, was received with the greatest applause.

All parties had now about arrived at that comfortable state when the inward monitor indicates enough, and the active-minded man turns to the consideration of the next article, mem,  as the teasing shop-keepers say, The Majors next article, we need hardly say, was his haryers, which were still promenading in front of the ivy-mantled tower, before an admiring group of pedestrians and a few sorrily mounted horsemen,  old Duffield, Dick Trail, and one or two others,  who would seem rather to have come to offer up their cattle for the boiler, than in expectation of their being able to carry them across country with the hounds. These are the sort of people who stamp the farmers hedges down, and make hare hunting unpopular.

Well, sir, what say you to turning out? now asked our Master, as Wotherspoon still kept working away at the Sillery, and maundering on to Mr. Broadfurrow about the Morning Post and high life.

Well, sir, what you think proper, replied Spoon, taking a heavy pinch of snuff, and looking at the empty bottles on the table.

The hare, you say, is close at hand, observed our master of hounds.

Close at hand, close at hand  at the corner of my field, in fact, assented Wotherspoon, as if there was no occasion to be in a hurry.

Then lets be at her! exclaimed the Major rising with wine-inspired confidence, and feeling that it would require a very big fence to stop him with the hounds in full cry.

Well, but we are going to see you, aint we? asked Mrs. Wotherspoon.

By all means, replied our Master; adding, but hadnt you better get your bonnet on?

Certainly, rejoined Mrs. Wotherspoon, looking significantly at Mrs. Broadfurrow; whereupon the latter rose, and with much squeezing, and pardoning, and thank-you-ing, the two succeeded in effecting a retreat. The gentlemen then began kicking their legs about, feeling as though they would not want any dinner that day.


CHAPTER LV. THE COUNCIL OF WAR.  POOR PUSS AGAIN!
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WHILE THE LADIES were absent adorning themselves, the gentlemen held a council of war as to the most advisable mode of dealing with the hare, aud the best way of making her face a good country. The Major thought if they could set her a-going with her head towards Martinfield-heath, they would stand a good chance of a run; while Broadfurrow feared Borrowdale brook would be in the way.

Why not Linacres? asked Mr. Rintoul, who preferred having the hounds over any ones farm but his own.

Linacres is not a bad line, assented the Major thoughtfully; Linacres is not a bad line, specially if she keeps clear of Minsterfield-wood and Dowland preserve; but if once she gets to the preserve its all U. P., for we should have as many hares as hounds in five minutes, to say nothing of Mr. Grumbleton reading the riot act among us to boot.

Ill tell ye how to do, then, interposed fat Mr. Nettlefold, holding his coat laps behind him as he protruded his great canary-coloured stomach into the ring; Ill tell you how to do, then. Just crack her away back over this way, and see if you cant get her for Witherton and Longworth. Dont you mind, continued he, button-holeing the Major, what a hunt we had aboot eighteen years since with a har we put off old Tommy Carmans stubble, that took us reet away over Marbury Plot, the Oakley hill, and then reet down into Woodbury Yale, where we killed?

To be sure I do! exclaimed the delighted Major, his keen eyes glistening with pleasure at the recollection. The day Sam Snowball rode into Gallowfield bog and came out as black as a sweep  I remember it well. Dont think I ever saw a better thing. If it had been a  a  certain somebodys hounds (he, he, he!), whose name I wont mention (haw, haw, haw!), we should never have heard the last of it (he, he, he!).

While this interesting discussion was going on, old Wotherspoon who had been fumbling at the lock of the cellaret, at length got it open, and producing therefrom one of those little square fibre-protected bottles, with mysterious seals and hieroglyphical labels, the particoloured letters leaning different ways, now advanced, gold-dotted liquor-glass in hand, towards the group, muttering as he came, Major Yammerton, will you blege me with your pinion of this Maraschino di Zara, which my wine merchants recommend to me as something very tickler, pouring out a glass as he spoke, and presenting it to his distinguished guest.

With all my heart, replied the Major, who rather liked a glass of liquor; adding, well all give our opinion, wont we, Pringle? appealing to our hero.

Much pleasure, replied Billy, who didnt exactly know what it was, but still was willing to take it on trust.

Thats right, rejoined old Spoon; thats right; then blege me, continued he, by helping yourselves to glasses from the sideboard, nodding towards a golden dotted brood clustering about a similarly adorned glass jug like chickens around a speckled hen.

At this intimation a move was made to the point; and all being duly provided with glasses, the luscious beverage flowed into each in succession, producing hearty smacks of the lips, and very goods from all.

Well, I think so, replied the self-satisfied old dandy; I think so, repeated he, replenishing his nose with a good pinch of snuff; Comes from Steinberger and Leoville, of King Street, Saint Jeamess  very old quaintance of mine  great house in the days of George the Fourth of festive memory. And, by the way, that reminds me, continued he, after a long-drawn respiration, that I have forgotten a toast that I feel (pause) we ought to have drunk, and

Lets have it now then, interrupted the Major, presenting his glass for a second helping.

If you please, replied Wotherspoon, thus cut short in his oration, proceeding to replenish the glasses, but with more moderate quantities than before.

Well, now whats your toast? demanded the Major, anxious to be off.

The toast I was about to propose  or rather, the toast I forgot to propose, proceeded the old twaddler, slowly and deliberately, with divers intermediate sniffs and snuffs, was a toast that I feel sured will come ome to the arts and symphonies of us all, being no less a  a  (pause) toast than the toast of the illustrious (pause), exalted  I may say, independent  I mean Prince  Royal Highness in fact  who (wheeze) is about to enter into the holy state of matrimony with our own beloved and exalted Princess (Hear, hear, hear). I therefore beg to (pause) propose that we drink the ealth of His Royal (pause) Ighness Prince (pause) Frederick (snuff) William (wheeze) Nicholas (sniff) Charles! with which correct enunciation the old boy brightened up and drank off his glass with the air of a man who has made a clean breast of it.

Drink both their ealths! exclaimed the Major, holding up his glass, and condensing the toast into The ealths of their Royal Highnesses! it was accepted by the company with great applause.

Just as the last of the glasses was drained, and the lip-smacking guests were preparing to restore them to the sideboard, a slight rustle was heard at the door, which opening gently, a smart black velvet bonnet trimmed with cerise-coloured velvet and leaves, and broad cerise-coloured ribbons, piloted Mrs. Wotherspoons pretty face past the post, who announced that Mrs. Broadfurrow and she were ready to go whenever they were.

Lets be going, then, exclaimed Major Yammerton, hurrying to the sideboard and setting down his glass. How shall it be, then? How shall it be? appealing to the company. Give them a view or put her away quietly?  give them a view or put her away quietly?

Oh, put her away quietly, responded Mr. Broadfurrow, who had seen many hares lost by noise and hurry at starting.

With her ead towards Martinfield? asked the Major.

If you can manage it, replied Broadfurrow, well knowing that these sort of feats are much easier planned than performed.

Spose we let Mrs. Wotherspoon put her away for us, now suggested Mr. Rintonl.

By all means! rejoined the delighted Major; by all means! She knows the spot, and will conduct us to it. Mrs. Wotherspoon, continued he, stumping up to her as she now stood waiting in the little passage, allow me to have the honour of offering you my arm; so saying, the Major presented it to her, observing confidentially as they passed on to the now open front door, I feel as if we were going to have a clipper! lowering the ominous hat-string as he spoke.

Solomon! Solomon! cried he, to the patient huntsman, who had been waiting all this lime with the hounds. We are going! we are going!

Yes, Major, replied Solomon, with a respectful touch of his cap.

Now for it! cried the Major, wheeling sharp round with his fair charge, and treading on old Wotherspoons gouty foot, who was following too closely behind with Mrs. Broadfurrow on his arm, causing the old cock to catch up his leg and spin round on the other, thus splitting the treacherous cords across the knee.





[image: img334.jpg]



Oh-o-o-o! shrieked he, wrinkling his face up like a Norfolk biffin, and hopping about as if he was dancing a hornpipe.

Oh-o-o-o! went he again, on setting it down to try if he could stand.

I really beg you ten thousand pardons! now exclaimed the disconcerted Major, endeavouring to pacify him. 1 really beg you ten thousand pardons; but I thought you were ever so far behind.

So did I, Im sure, assented Mrs. Wotherspoon.

Youre such a gay young chap, and step so smartly, youd tread on any bodys heels, observed the Major jocularly.

Well, but it was a pincher, I assure you, observed Wotherspoon, still screwing up his mouth.

At length he got his foot down again, and the assault party was reformed, the Major and Mrs. Wotherspoon again leading, old Spoon limping along at a more respectful distance with Mrs. Broadfurrow, while the gentlemen brought up the rear with the general body of pedestrians, who now deserted Solomon and the hounds in order to see poor puss started from her form. Solomon was to keep out of sight until she was put away.

Passing through the little American blighted orchard, and what Spoon magnificently called his kitchen garden, consisting of a dozen grass-grown gooseberry bushes, and about as many winter cabbages, they came upon a partially-ploughed fallow, with a most promising crop of conch grass upon the unturned part, the hungry soil looking as if it would hardly return the seed.

Fine country! fine country! muttered the Major, looking around on the sun-bright landscape, and thinking he could master it whichever way the hare went. Up Sandywell Lane for Martinfield Moor, past Woodrow Grange for Linacres, and through Farmer Fultons fold-yard for Witherton.

Oh, yes, he could do it; and make a very good show out of sight of the ladies.

Now, where have you her? where have you her? whispered he, squeezing Mrs. Wotherspoons plump arm to attract her attention, at the same time not to startle the hare.

O, in the next field, whispered she, in the next field, nodding towards a drab-coloured pasture in which a couple of lean and dirty cows were travelling about in search of a bite. They then proceeded towards it.

The gallant Major having opened the ricketty gate that intervened between the fallow and it, again adopted his fair charge, and proceeded stealthily along the high ground by the ragged hedge on the right, looking back and holding up his hand for silence among the followers.

At length Mrs. Wotherspoon stopped. There, you see, said she, nodding towards a piece of rough, briary ground, on a sunny slope, in the far corner of the field.

I see! gasped the delighted Major; I see! repeated he, just the very place for a hare to be in  wonder theres not one there always. Now, continued he, drawing his fair charge a little back, well see if we cant circumvent her, and get her to go to the west. Rintoul! continued he, putting his hand before his mouth to prevent the sound of what he said being wafted to the hare. Rintoul! youve got a whip  you go below and crack her away over the hill, thats a good feller, and well see if we cant have something worthy of com-mem-mo-ration  the Major thinking how he would stretch out the run for the newspapers  eight miles in forty minutes, an hour and twenty with only one check  or something of that sort.

The pause thrilled through the field, and caused our friend Billy to feel rather uncomfortable, he didnt appreciate the beauties of the thing.

Rintoul having now got to his point, and prepared his heavy whip-thong, the gallant band advanced, in semicircular order, until they came within a few paces of where the briars began. At a signal from the Major they all hailed. The excitement was then intense.

I see her! now whispered the Major into Mrs. Wotherspoons oar. I sec her! repeated he, squeezing her arm, and pointing inwardly with his thong-gathered whip.

Mrs. Wotherspoons wandering eyes showed that she did not participate in the view.

Dont you see the tuft of fern just below the thick red-berried rose bush a little to the left here? asked the Major; where the rushes die out?

Mrs. Wotherspoon nodded assent.

Well, then, shes just under the broken piece of fern that lies bending this way. You can see her ears moving at this moment.

Mrs. Wotherspoons eyes brightened as she saw a twinkling something.

Now then, put her away! said the Major gaily.

She wont bite, will she? whispered Mrs. Wotherspoon, pretending alarm.

Oh, bite, no! laughed the Major; hares dont bite  not pretty women at least, whispered he. Here take my whip and give her a touch behind, handing it to her as he spoke.

Mrs. Wotherspoon having then gathered up her violet-coloured velvet dress a little, in order as well to escape the frays of the sharp-toothed brambles as to show her gay red and black striped petticoat below, now advanced cautiously into the rough sea, stepping carefully over this tussuck and tother, avoiding this briar and that, until she came within whip reach of the fern. She then paused, and looked back with the eyes of England upon her.

Up with her! cried the excitcd Major, as anxious for a view as if he had never seen a hare in his life.

Mrs. Wotherspoon then advanced half a step farther, and protruding the Majors whip among the rustling fern, out sprang  what does the reader think?  A GREAT TOM CAT!

Tallyho! cried Billy Pringle, deceived by the colour.

Hoop, hoop, hoop! went old Spoon, taking for granted it was a hare.

Crack! resounded Rintouls whip from afar.

Haw, haw, haw! never saw anything like that! roared the Major, holding his sides.

Why, its a cat! exclaimed the now enlightened Mrs. Wotherspoon, opening wide her pretty eyes as she retraced her steps towards where he stood.

Cat, ay, to be sure, my dear! why, its your own, isnt it? demanded our gallant Master.

No; ours is a grey  thats a tabby, replied she, returning him his whip.

Grey or tab, its a cat, replied the Major, eyeing puss climbing up a much-lopped ash-tree in the next hedge.

Why, Spoon, old boy, dont you know a cat when you see her? demanded he, as his chagrined host now came pottering towards them.

I thought it was a hare, pon honour, as we say in the Lords, replied the old buck, bowing and consoling himself with a copious pinch of snuff.
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Well, its a sell, said the Major, thinking what a day he had lost.

D-a-a-vilish likely place for a hare, continued old Wotherspoon, reconnoitring it through his double eye-glasses; D-a-a-vilish likely place, indeed.

Oh, likely enough, muttered the Major, with a chuck of his chin, likely enough,  only it isnt one, thats all!

Well, I wish it had been, replied the old boy.

So do I, simpered his handsome wife, drawing her fine lace-fringed kerchief across her lips.

The expectations of the day being thus disappointed, another council of war was now held, as to the best way of retrieving the misfortune. Wotherspoon, who was another instance of the truth of the observation, that a man who is never exactly sober is never quite drunk, was inclined to get back to the bottle. Better get back to the house, said he, and talk matters quietly over before the fire; adding, with a full replenishment of snuff up his nose, Ive got a batch of uncommonly fine Geisenheimer that I would like your pinion of, Major, but the Major, who had had wine enough, and wanted to work it off with a run, refused to listen to the tempter, intimating, in a whisper to Mrs. Spoon, who again hung on his arm, that her husband would be much better of a gallop.

And Mrs. Wotherspoon, thinking from the haziness of the old gentlemans voice, and the sapient twinkling of his gooseberry eyes, that he had had quite enough wine, seconded this view of the matter; whereupon, after much backing and bowing, and shaking of hands, and showing of teeth, the ladies and gentlemen parted, the former to the fire, the latter to the field, where the performance of the pack must stand adjourned for another chapter.


CHAPTER LVI. A FINE RUN!  THE MAINCHANCE CORRESPONDENCE.
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HE worst of these dejeuners à la fourchette, and also of luncheons, is, that they waste the day, and then send men out half-wild to ride over the hounds or whatever else comes in their way. The greatest funkers, too, are oftentimes the boldest under the influence of false courage; so that the chances of mischief are considerably increased. The mounted Champagne bottle smoking a cigar, at page 71, is a good illustration of what we mean. We doubt not Mr. Longneck was very forward in that run.

All our Ivy Tower party were more or less primed, and even old Wotherspoon felt as if he could ride. Billy, too, mounted the gallant grey without his usual nervous misgivings, and trotted along between the Major and Rintoul with an easy Hyde Park-ish sort of air. Rintonl had intimated that he thought they would find a hare on Mr. Merryweathers farm at Swayland, and now led them there by the fields, involving two or three little obstacles  a wattled hurdle among the rest  which they all charged like men of resolution. The hurdle wasnt knocked over till the dogs-meatmen came to it.

Arrived at Swayland, the field quickly dispersed, each on his own separate hare-seeking speculation, one man fancying a fallow, another a pasture: Rintonl reserving the high hedge near the Mill bridle-road, out of which he had seen more than one whipped in his time. So they scattered themselves over the country, flipping and flopping all the tufts ard likely places, aided by the foot-people with their sticks, and their pitchings and tossings of stones into bushes and hollows, and other tempting-looking retreats.

The hounds, too, ranged far and wide, examining critically each likely haunt, pondering on spots where they thought she had been, but which would not exactly justify a challenge.

While they were all thus busily employed, Rintouls shallow hat in the air intimated that the longed-for object was discerned, causing each man to get his horse by the head, and the foot-people to scramble towards him, looking anxiously forward and hurriedly back, lest any of the riders should be over them. Rintoul had put her away, and she was now travelling and stopping, and travelling and stopping, listening and wondering what was the matter. She had been coursed before but never hunted, and this seemed a different sort of proceeding.

The terror-striking notes of the hounds, as they pounced upon her empty form, with the twang of the horn and the cheers of the sportsmen urging them on, now caused her to start; and, laying back her long ears, she scuttled away over Bradfield Green and up Ridge Hill as hard as ever she could lay legs to the ground.

Come along, Mr. Pringle! come along, Mr. Pringle! cried the excited Major, spurring up, adjusting his whip as if he was going to charge into a solid square of infantry. He then popped through an open gate on the left.

The bustling beauties of hounds had now fallen into their established order of precedence, Lovely and Lilter contending for the lead, with Bustler and Bracelet, and Ruffler and Chaunter, and Ruin and Restless, and Dauntless and Driver, and Dancer and Flaunter and others striving after, some giving tongue because they felt the scent, others, because the foremost gave it.  So they went truthfully up the green and over the hill, a gap, a gate, and a lane serving the bustling horsemen.

The vale below was not quite so inviting to our green linnets as the country they had come from, the fields being small, with the fences as irregular as the counties appear on a map of England. There was none of that orderly squaring up and uniformity of size, that enables a roadster to trace the line of communication by gates through the country.  All was zigzag and rough, indicating plenty of blackthorns and briers to tear out their eyes. However, the Champagne was sufficiently alive in our sportsmen to prevent any unbecoming expression of fear, though there was a general looking about to see who was best acquainted with the country. Rintoul was now out of his district, and it required a man well up in the lin to work them satisfactorily, that is to say, to keep them in their saddles, neither shooting them over their horses heads nor swishing them over their tails. Our friend Billy worked away on the grey, thinking, if anything, he liked him better than the bay He even ventured to spur him.

The merry pack now swing musically down the steep hill, the chorus increasing as they reach the greener regions below. The fatties, and funkers, and ticklish forelegged ones, begin who-a-ing and g-e-e-ntly-ing to their screws, holding on by the pommels and cantrells, and keeping their nags heads as straight as they can. Old Wotherspoon alone gets off and leads down. Hes afraid of his horse slipping upon its haunches. The sight of him doing so emboldens our Billy, who goes resolutely on, and incautiously dropping his hand too soon, the grey shot away with an impetus that caused him to cannon off Broadfurrow and the Major and pocket himself in the ditch at the bottom of the hill. Great was the uproar! The Richest Commoner in England was in danger! Ten thousand a-year in jeopardy! Throw yourself off!

Get clear of him!

Keep hold of him!

Mind he doesnt strike ye! resounded from all parts, as first the horses head went up, and then his tail, and then his head again, in his efforts to extricate himself.

At length Billy, seizing a favourable opportunity, threw himself off on the green sward, and, ere he could rise, the horse, making a desperate plunge, got out, and went staling away with his head in the air, looking first to the right and then to the left, as the dangling reins kept checking and catching him.
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Look sharp or youll loss him! now cried old Duffield, as after an ineffectual snatch of the reins by a passing countryman, the horse ducked his head and went kicking and wriggling and frolicking away to the left, regardless of the tempting cry of the hounds.

The pace, of course, was too good for assistance  and our friend and the field were presently far asunder.

Whatever sport the hounds had  and of course they would have a clipper  we can answer for it Mr. Pringle had a capital run; for his horse led him a pretty Will-o-the-wisp sort of dance, tempting him on and on by stopping to eat whenever his rider  or late rider, rather  seemed inclined to give up the chase, thus deluding him from field to lane and from lane to field until our hero was fairly exhausted.  Many were the rushes and dashes and ventures made at him by hedgers and ditchers and drainers, but he evaded them all by laying back his ears and turning the battery of his heels for the contemplation, as if to give them the choice of a bite or a kick.

At length he turned up the depths of the well-known Love Lane, with its paved trottoir, for the damsels of the adjoining hamlets of East and West Woodhay to come dry-shod to the gossip-shop of the well; and here, dressed in the almost-forgotten blue boddice and red petticoat of former days, stood pretty Nancy Bell, talking matrimonially to Giles Bacon, who had brought his team to a stand-still on the higher ground of the adjoining hedge, on the field above.

Hearing the clatter of hoofs, as the grey tried first the hard and then the soft of the lane, Bacon looked that way; and seeing a loose horse he jumped bodily into the lane, extending his arms and his legs and his eyes and his mouth in a way that was very well calculated to stop even a bolder animal than a horse. He became a perfect barrier. The grey drew up with an indignant snort and a stamp of his foot, and turning short round he trotted back, encountering in due time his agitated and indignant master, who had long been vowing what a trimming he would give him when he caught him. Seeing Billy in a hurry,  for animals are very good judges of mischief, as witness an old cock how he ducks when one picks up a stone,  seeing Billy in a hurry we say, the horse again wheeled about, and returned with more leisurely steps towards his first opponent. Bacon and Nancy were now standing together in the lane; and being more pleasantly occupied than thinking about loose horses, they just stood quietly and let him come towards them, when Giless soothing w-ho-o-ays and matter-of-course style beguiled the horse into being caught.

Billy presently came shuffling up, perspiring profusely, with his feet encumbered with mud, and stamping the thick of it off while he answered Bacons question as to hoo it happened, and so on, in the grumpy sort of way a man does who has lost his horse, he presented him with a shilling, and remounting, rode off, after a very fine run of at least twenty minutes.

The first thing our friend did when he got out of sight of Giles Bacon and Nancy, was to give his horse a good rap over the head with his whip for its impudent stupidity in running away, causing him to duck his head and shake it, as if he had got a pea or a flea in hiss ear.  He then began wheeling round and round, like a dog wanting to lie down, much to Billys alarm, for he didnt wish for any more nonsense. That performance over, he again began ducking and shaking his head, and then went moodily on, as if indifferent to consequences. Billy wished he mightnt have hit him so hard.

When he got home, he mentioned the horses extraordinary proceedings to the Major, who, being a bit, of a vet. and a strong suspector of Sir Moses generosity to boot, immediately set it down to the right cause  megrims  and advised Billy to return him forthwith, intimating that Sir Moses was not altogether the thing in the matter of horses; but our friend, who kept the blow with the whip to himself, thought he had better wait a day or two and see if the attack would go off.  In this view he was upheld by Jack Rogers, who thought his old recipe, leetle drop gin, would set him all right, and proceeded to administer it to himself accordingly. And the horse improved so much that he soon seemed himself again, whereupon Billy, recollecting Sir Mosess strenuous injunctions to give him the refusal of him if ever he wanted to part with him, now addressed him the following letter:  

Yammerton Grange.

Dear Sir Moses,

As I find I must return to town immediately after the hunt ball, to which you were so good as invite me, and as the horse you were so good as give me would be of no use to me there, I write, in compliance with my promise to offer him back to you if ever I wanted to part with him, to say that he will be quite at your service after our next days hunting, or before if you like, as I dare say the Major will mount me if 1 require it. He is a very nice horse, and I feel extremely obliged for your very handsome intentions with regard to him, which, under other circumstances, 1 should have been glad to accept. Circumstanced as I am, however, he would be wasted upon me, and will be much better back in your stud.

I will, therefore, send him over on hearing from you; and you can either put my I.O.U. in the fire, or enclose it to me by the Post.

Again thanking you for your very generous offer, and hoping you are having good sport, I beg to subscribe myself,

Dear Sir Moses,

Yours very truly,

Wm. PRINGLE

To Sir Moses Mainchance, Bart.,

Pangburn Park.

And having sealed it with the great seal of state, he handed it to Rougier to give to the postman, without telling his host what he had done.

The next post brought the following answer:  

Many, very many thanks to you, my dear Pringle, for your kind recollection of me with regard to the grey, which I assure you stamps you in my opinion as a most accurate and excellent young man.  You are quite right in your estimate of my opinion of the horse; indeed, if I had not considered him something very far out of the common way, I should not have put him into your hands; but knowing him to be as good as hes handsome, I had very great satisfaction in placing him with you, as well on your own account as from your being the nephew of my old and excellent friend and brother baronet, Sir Jonathan Pringle  to whom I beg you to make my best regards when you write.

Even were it not so, however, I should be precluded from accepting your kind and considerate offer for only yesterday I sent Wetun into Doubleimupshire, to bring home a horse Ive bought of Tom Toweler, on Paul Straddlers recommendation, being, as I tell Paul, the last Ill ever buy on his judgment, unless he turns out a trump, as he has let me in for some very bad ones.

But, my dear Pringle, aint you doing yourself a positive injustice in saying that you would have no use for the grey in town? Town, my dear fellow, is the very place for a horse of that colour, figure, and pretension; and a very few turns in the Park, with you on his back, before that best of all pennyworths, the chair-sitting swells, might land you in the highest ranks of the aristocracy  unless, indeed, you are booked elsewhere, of which, perhaps, I have no business to inquire.

I may, however, as a general hint, observe to the nephew of my old friend, that the Hit-im and Hold-imshire Mammas dont stand any nonsense, so you will do well to be on your guard. No; take my advice, my dear fellow, and ride that horse in town.  It will only be sending him to Tat.s if you tire of him there, and if it will in any way conduce to your peace of mind, and get rid of any high-minded feeling of obligation, you can hand me over whatever you get for him beyond the £50  And that reminds me, as life is uncertain, and it is well to do everything regularly, Ill send my agent, Mr. Mordecai Nathan, over with your I.O.U., and you can give me a bill at your own date  say two or three months  instead, and that will make vs all right and square, and, I hope, help to maintain the truth of the old adage, that short reckonings make long friends,  which I assure you is a very excellent one.

And now, having exhausted both my paper and subject, I shall conclude with repeating my due appreciation of your kind recollection of my wishes; and with best remembrances to your host and hostess, not forgetting their beautiful daughters, whom I hope to see in full feather at the ball, I remain,

My dear Pringle.

Very truly and sincerely, yours,

Moses Mainchance.

To Wm. Pringle

We need scarcely add that Mr. Mordecai Nathan followed quickly on the heels of the letter, and that the I. 0. U. became a short-winded bill of exchange, thus saddling our friend permanently with the gallant grey. And when Major Yammerton heard the result, all the consolation Billy got from him was, I told you so, meaning that he ought to have taken his advice, and returned the horse as unsound.

With this episode about the horse, let us return to Pangburn Park.


CHAPTER LVII. THE ANTHONY THOM TRAP.

[image: img339.jpg]

SIR MOSES WAS so fussy about his clothes, sending to the laundry for this shirt and that, censuring the fold of this cravat and that, inquiring after his new hunting ties and best boots, that Mrs. Margerum began to fear the buxom widow, Mrs. Vivian, was going to be at Lord Repartees, and that she might be saddled with that direst of all dread inflictions to an honest conscientious housekeeper, a teasing, worreting, meddling mistress. That is a calamity which will be best appreciated by the sisterhood, and those who watch how anxiously widowers and single gentlemen places are advertised for in the newspapers, by parties who frequently, not perhaps unaptly, describe themselves as thoroughly understanding their business.

Sir Moses, indeed, carried out the deception well; for not only in the matter of linen, but in that of clothes also, was he equally particular, insisting upon having all his first-class daylight things brought out from their winter quarters, and reviewing them himself as they lay on the sofa, ere he suffered Mr. Bankhead to pack them.

At length they were sorted and passed into the capacious depths of an ample brown leather portmanteau, and the key being duly turned and transferred to the Baronet, the package itself was chucked into the dog-cart in the unceremonious sort of way luggage is always chucked about. The vehicle itself then came to the door, and Sir Moses having delivered his last injunctions about the hounds and the horses, and the line of coming to cover so as to avoid public-houses, he ascended and touching the mare gently with the whip, trotted away amid the hearty well shut of yous of the household. Each then retired to his or her private pursuits; some to drink, some to gamble, some to write letters, Mrs. Margerum, of course, to pick up the perquisites. Sir Moses, meanwhile, bowled away ostentatiously through the lodges, stopping to talk to everybody he met, and saying he was going away for the night.

Bonmot Park, the seat of Lord Repartee, stands about the junction of Hit-im and Hold-imshire, with Featherbedfordshire. Indeed, his great cover of Tewington Wood is neutral between the hunts, and the best way to the park on wheels, especially in winter time, is through Hinton and Westleak, which was the cause of Sir Moses hitting upon it for his deception, inasmuch as he could drive into the Fox and Hounds Hotel; and at Hinton, under pretence of baiting his mare without exciting suspicion, and there make his arrangements for the night. Accordingly, he took it very quietly after he got clear of his own premises, coveting rather the shades of evening that he had suffered so much from before, and as luck would have it by driving up Skinner Lane, instead of through Nelson Street, he caught a back view of Paul Straddler, as for the twenty-third time that worthy peeped through the panes of Mrs. Winship, the straw-bonnet makers window in the market-place, at a pretty young girl she had just got from Stownewton. Seeing his dread acquaintance under such favourable circumstances, Sir Moses whipped Whimpering Kate on, and nearly upset himself against the kerb-stone as he hurried up the archway of the huge deserted house,  the mares ringing hoofs alone, announcing his coming.

Ostler! Ostler! Ostler! cried he in every variety of tone, and at length the crooked-legged individual filling that and other offices, came hobbling and scratching his head to the summons. Sir Moses alighting then, gave him the reins and whip; and wrapper in hand, proceeded to the partially gas-lit door in the archway, to provide for himself while the ostler looked after the mare.

Now, it so happened, that what with bottle ends and whole bottles, and the occasional contributions of the generous, our friend Peter the waiter was even more inebriated than he appears at page 263; and the rumbling of gig-wheels up the yard only made him waddle into the travellers room, to stir the fire and twist up a bit of paper to light the gas, in case it was any of the despised brotherhood of the road.  He thought very little of bagmen  Mr. Customer was the man for his money. Now, he rather expected Mr. Silesia, Messrs. Buckram the clothiers representative, if not Mr. Jaconette, the drapers also, about this time; and meeting Sir Moses hurrying in top-coated and eravated with the usual accompaniments of the road, he concluded it was one of them; so capped him on to the commercial room with his dirty duster-holding hand.

Get me a private room, Peter; get me a private room, demanded the Baronet, making for the bottom of the staircase away from the indicated line of scent.

Private room, muttered Peter.

Why, who is it?

Me! me! exclaimed Sir Moses, thinking Peter would recognise him.

Well, but whether are ye a tailor or a draper? demanded Peter, not feeling inclined to give way to the exclusiveness of either.

Tailor or draper! you stupid old sinner  dont you see its me  me Sir Moses Mainchance?

Oh, Sir Moses, Sir, I beg your pardon, Sir, stammered the now apologising Peter, hurrying back towards the staircase. I really begs your pardon, Sir; but my eyes are beginning to fail me, Sir  not so good as they were when Mr. Customer hunted the country.  Well Sir Moses, Sir, I hope youre well, Sir; and whether will you be in the Sun or the Moon? You can have a fire lighted in either in a minute, only you see we dont keep fires constant no ways now, cept in the commercial room.  Great change, Sir Moses, Sir, since Mr. Customer hunted the country; yes, Sir, great change  used to have fires in every room, Sir, and brandy and

Well, but, interrupted Sir Moses, I cant sit freezing up stairs till the fires burnt up.  You go and get it lighted, and come to me in the commercial-room and tell me when its ready; and here! continued he, I want some dinner in an hours time, or so.

By all means, Sir Moses. What would you like to take, Sir Moses? as if there was everything at command.

Sir Moses Have you any soup?

Peter Soup, Sir Moses. No, I dont think there is any soup.

Sir Moses Fish; have you any fish?

Peter Why, no; I dont think therell be any fish to-day, Sir Moses.

Sir Moses What have you, then?

Peter  (Twisting the dirty duster), Mutton chops  beef steak  beef steak  mutton chops  boiled fowl, praps youd like to take?

Sir Moses No. I shouldnt (muttering, most likely got to be caught and killed yet.) Tell the cook, continued he, speaking up, to make on a wood and coal fire, and to do me a nice dish of mutton chops on the gridiron; not in the frying-pan mind, all swimming in grease; and to boil some mealy potatoes.

Peter Yes, Sir Moses; and what would you like to have to follow?

Cheese! said Sir Moses, thinking to cut short the inquiry.

And harke. continued Sir Moses: Dont make a great man of me by bringing out your old battered copper showing-dishes; but tell the cook to send the chops up hot and hot, between good warm crockery-ware plates, with ketchup or Harvey sauce for me to use as I like.

Yes, Sir Moses, replied Peter, toddling off to deliver as much of the order as he could remember.

And Sir Moses having thawed himself at the commercial-room fire, next visited the stable to see that his mare had been made comfortable, and told the ostler post-boy boots to be in the way, as he should most likely want him to take him out in the fly towards night. As he returned, he met Bessey Bannister, the pretty chambermaid, now in the full glow of glossy hair and crinoline, whom he enlisted as purveyor of the mutton into the Moon, in lieu of the antiquated Peter, whose services he was too glad to dispense with.  It certainly is a considerable aggravation of the miseries of a country inn to have to undergo the familiarities of a dirty privileged old waiter.
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So thought Sir Moses, as he enjoyed each succeeding chop, and complimented the fair maiden so on her agility and general appearance, that she actually dreamt she was about to become Lady Mainchance.


CHAPTER LVIII. THE ANTHONY THOM TAKE.
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SIR MOSES MAINCHANCE, having fortified himself against the night air with a pint of club port, and a glass of pale brandy after his tea, at length ordered out the inn fly, without naming its destination to his fair messenger. These vehicles, now so generally scattered throughout the country, are a great improvement on the old yellow post-chaise, that made such a hole in a sovereign, and such a fuss in getting ready, holloaing, Fust pair out! and so on, to give notice to a smock-frocked old man to transform himself into a scarlet or blue jacketed post-boy by pulling off his blouse, and who, after getting a leg-up and a ticket for the first turnpike-gate, came jingling, and clattering, and cracking his dog-whip round to the inn door, attracting all the idlers and children to the spot, to see who was going to get into the chay. The fly rumbles quietly round without noise or pretension, exciting no curiosity in any ones mind; for it is as often out as in, and may only be going to the next street, or to Woodbine Lodge, or Balsam Bower, on the outskirts of the town, or for an hours airing along the Featherbedfordshire or the old London road. It does not even admit of a pull of the hair as a hint to remember the ostler as he stands staring in at the window, the consequence of which is, that the driver is generally left to open the door for his passenger himself. Confound those old iniquities of travelling!  a man used never to have his hand out of his pocket. Let not the rising generation resuscitate the evil, by contravening the salutary regulation of not paying people on railways.

Sir Moses hearing the sound of wheels, put on his wraps; and, rug in hand, proceeded quietly down stairs, accompanied only by the fair Bessy Bannister, instead of a flight of dirty waiters, holloaing Coming down! coming down! now then! look sharp! and so on.

The night was dark, but the ample cab-lamps threw a gleam over the drab and red lined door that George Beer the driver held back in his hand to let his customer in.

Good night, my dear, said Sir Moses, now slyly squeezing Miss Bannisters hand, wondering why people hadnt nice clean quiet-stepping women to wait upon them, instead of stuck-up men, who thought to teach their masters what was right, who wouldnt let them have their plate-warmers in the room, or arrange their tables according to their own desires.  With these and similar reflections he then dived head-foremost into the yawning abyss of a vehicle. Bang went the door, and Beer then touched the side of his hat for instructions where to go to.

Let me see, said Sir Moses, adjusting his rug, as if he hadnt quite made up his mind. Let me see  oh, ah! drive me northwards, and Ill tell you further when we stop at the Slopewell turnpike-gate: so saying Sir Moses drew up the gingling window, Beer mounted the box, and away the old perpetual-motion horse went nodding and knuckling over the uneven cobble-stone pavement, varying the motion with an occasional bump and jump at the open channels of the streets. Presently a smooth glide announced the commencement of Macadam, and shortly after the last gas-lamp left the road to darkness and to them. All was starlight and serene, save where a strip of newly laid gravel grated against the wheels, or the driver objurgated a refractory carter for not getting out of his way. Thus they proceeded at a good, steady, plodding sort of pace, never relaxing into a walk, but never making any very vehement trot.

At the Slopewell gate Sir Moses told Beer to take a ticket for the Winterton Burn one; arrived at which, he said, Now go on and stop at the stile leading into the plantation, about half a mile on this side of my lodges, adding, Ill walk across the park from there; in obedience to which the driver again plied his whip along the old horses ribs, and in due time the vehicle drew up at the footpath along-side the plantation.  The door then opened, Sir Moses alighted and stood waiting while the man turned his fly round and drove off, in order to establish his night eyes ere he attempted the somewhat intricate passage through the plantation to his house.

The night, though dark, was a good deal lighter than it appeared among the gloom of the houses and the glare of the gaslights at Hinton; and if he was only well through the plantation, Sir Moses thought he should not have much difficulty with the rest of the way. So conning the matter over in his mind, thinking whereabouts the boards over the ditch were, where the big oak stood near which the path led to the left, he got over the stile, and dived boldly into the wood.

The Baronet made a successful progress, and emerged upon the open space of Coldnose, just as the night breeze spread the twelve oclock notes of his stable clock through the frosty air, upon the quiet country.

All right, said he to himself, sounding his repeater to ascertain the hour, as he followed the tortuous track of the footpath, through cowslip pasture, over the fallow and along the side of the turnip field; he then came to the turn from whence in daylight the first view of the house is obtained.

A faint light glimmered in the distance, about where he thought the house would be situate.

Do believe thats her room, said Sir Moses, stopping and looking at the light. Do believe thats her signal for beloved Anthony Thom. If I catch the young scoundrel, continued he, hurrying on, Ill  Ill  Ill break every bone in his skin. With this determination, Sir Moses put on as fast as the now darker lower ground would allow, due regard being had to not missing his way.

At length he came to the cattle hurdles that separated the east side of the park from the house, climbing over which he was presently among the dark yews and hollies, and box-bushes of the shrubbery. He then paused to reconnoitre.  The light was still there.  If it wasnt Mrs. Margerums room, it was very near it; but he thought it was hers by the angle of the building and the chimneys at the end. What should he do?  Throw a pebble at the window and try to get her to lower what she had, or wait and see if he could take Anthony Thom, cargo and all? The night was cold, but not sufficiently so, he thought, to stop the young gentleman from coming, especially if he had his red worsted comforter on; and as Sir Moses threw his rug over his own shoulders, he thought he would go for the great haul, at all events; especially as he felt he could not converse with Mrs. Margerum à la Anthony Thom, should she desire to have a little interchange of sentiment. With this determination he gathered his rug around him, and proceeded to pace a piece of open ground among the evergreens, like the Captain of a ship walking the quarter-deck, thinking now of his money, now of his horses, now of Miss Bannister, and now of the next weeks meets of his hounds.  He had not got half through his current of ideas when a footstep sounded upon the gravel-walk; and, pausing in his career, Sir Moses distinctly recognised the light patter of some one coming towards him. He down to charge like a pointer to his game, and as the sound ceased before the light-showing window, Sir Moses crept stealthily round among the bushes, and hid behind a thick ground-sweeping yew, just as a rattle of peas broke upon the panes.

The sash then rose gently, and Sir Moses participated in the following conversation:  

Mrs. Margerum (from above) O, my own dearly beloved Anthony Thom, is that you, darling! But dont, dear, throw such big andfulls, or youll be bricking the winder.

Master Anthony Thom (from below) No, mother; only I thought you might be asleep.

Mrs. Margerum Sleep, darling, and you coming! I never sleep when my own dear Anthony Thom is coming! Bless your noble heart! Ive been watching for you this  I dont know how long.

Master Anthony Thom Couldnt get Peter Batemans cuddy to come on.

Mrs. Margerum And has my Anthony Thom walked all the way?

Master Anthony Thom No; I got a cast in Jackey Lishman the chimbley-sweeps car as far as Burnfoot Bridge. Ive walked from there.

Mrs. Margerum Bless his sweet heart! And had he his worsted comforter on?

Master Anthony Thom Yes; goloshes and all.

Mrs. Margerum Ah, goloshes are capital things. They keep the feet, warm, and prevent your footsteps from being heard. And has my Anthony Thom got the letter I wrote to him at the Sun in the Sands?

Master Anthony Thom No, never heard nothin of it.

Mrs. Margerum No! Why what can ha got it?

Master Anthony Thom Dont know.  Makes no odds.  I got the things all the same.

Mrs. Margerum O, but my own dear Anthony Thom, but it does. Mr. Gerge Gallon says its very foolish for people to write anything if they can elp it  they should always send messages by word of mouth. Mr. Gallon is a man of great intellect, and Im sure what he says is right, and I wish I had it back.

Master Anthony Thom O, itll cast up some day, Ill be bound.  Its of no use to nobody else.

Mrs. Margerum I hope so, my dear. But it is not pleasant to think other folks may read what was only meant for my own Anthony Thom. However, its no use crying over spilt milk, and we must manish better another time. So now look out, my beloved, and Ill lower what I have.

So saying, a grating of cord against the window-sill announced a descent, and Master Anthony Thom, grasping the load, presently cried, All right!

Mrs. Margerum, Its not too heavy for you, is it, dear? Master Anthony Thom (hugging the package) O, no; I can manish it. When shall I come again, then, mother? asked he, preparing to be off.

Mrs. Margerum Oh, bless your sweet voice, my beloved. When shall you come again, indeed? I wish I could say very soon; but, dearest, its hardly safe, these nasty pollis fellers are always about, besides which, I question if old Nosey may be away again before the ball; and as hell be all on the screw for a while, to make up for past expense, I question it will be worth coming before then. So, my own dear Anthony Thom, spose we say the ball night, dear, about this time o night, and get a donkey to come on as far as the gates, if you can, for I dread the fatigue; and if you could get a pair of panniers, so much the better, youd ride easier, and carry your things better, and might have a few fire-bricks or hearth-stones to put at the top, to pretend you were selling them, in case you were stopped  which, however, I hope wont be the case, my own dear; but you cant be too careful, for its a sad, sinful world, and people dont care what they say of their neighbours. So now, my own dearest Anthony Thom, good night, and draw your worsted comforter close round your throat, for colds are the cause of half our complaints, and the night air is always to be dreaded; and take care that you dont overheat yourself, but get a lift as soon as you can, only mind who it is with, and dont say youve been here, and be back on the ball night. So good night, my own dearest Anthony Thom, and take care of yourself whatever you do, for  

Good night, mother, now interrupted Anthony Thom, adjusting the bundle under his arm, and with repeated Good night, my own dearest, from her, he gave it a finishing jerk, and turning round, set off on his way rejoicing.

Sir Moses was too good a sportsman to holloa before his game was clear of the cover; and he not only let Anthony Thoms footsteps die out on the gravel-walk, but the sash of Mrs. Margerums window descend ere he withdrew from his hiding-place and set off in pursuit. He then went tip-toeing along after him, and was soon within hearing of the heavily laden lad.

Anthony Thom, my dear! Anthony Thom, whispered he, coming hastily upon him as he now turned the corner of the house.

Anthony Thom stopped, and trembling violently exclaimed, O Mr. Callon. is it you?

Yes, my dear, its me, replied Sir Moses, adding, youve got a great parcel, my dear; let me carry it for you, taking it from him as he spoke.
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Shriek! shriek! scream! now went the terrified Thom, seeing into whose hands he had fallen. O you domd young rascal, exclaimed Sir Moses, muffling him with his wrapper, Ill draw and quarter you if you make any noise. Come this way, you young miscreant! added he, seizing him by the worsted comforter and dragging him along past the front of the house to the private door in the wall, through which Sir Moses disappeared when he wanted to evade Mon s. Rougiers requirements for his steeple-chase money.

That passed, they were in the stable-yard, now silent save the occasional stamp of the foot or roll of the halter of some horse that had not yet lain down. Sir Moses dragged his victim to the door in the corner leading to the whipper-ins bedroom, which, being open, he proceeded to grope his way up stairs. Harry! Joe! Joe! Harry! holloaed he, kicking at the door.

Now, Harry was away, but Joe was in bed; indeed he was having a hunt in his sleep, and exclaimed as the door at length yielded to the pressure of Sir Moses foot. Od rot it! Dont ride so near the hounds, man!

Joe! repeated Sir Moses, making up to the corner from whence the sound proceeded. Joe! Joe! roared he still louder.

O, I beg your pardon! Ill open the gate! exclaimed Joe, now throwing off the bed-clothes and bounding vigorously on to the floor.

Holloa! exclaimed he, awaking and rubbing his eyes. Holloa! whos there?

Me, said Sir Moses, me,  adding: Dont make a row, but strike a light as quick as you can; Ive got a bag fox I want to show you.

Bag fox, have you? replied Joe, now recognising his masters voice, making for the mantel-piece and feeling for the box. Bag fox, have you? Dreamt we were in the middle of a run from Ripley Coppice, and that I couldnt get old Crusader over the brook at no price. He then hit upon the box, and with a scrape of a lucifer the room was illuminated.

Having lit a mould candle that stood stuck in the usual pint-bottle neck, Joe came with it in his hand to receive the instructions of his master.

Heres a domd young scoundrel Ive caught lurking about the house, said Sir Moses, pushing Anthony Thom towards him and I want you to give him a good hiding.

Certainly, Sir Moses; certainly, replied Joe, taking Anthony Thom by the ear as he would a hound, and looking him over amid the whining and whimpering and beggings for mercy of the boy.

Why this is the young rascal that stole my Sunday shirt off Mrs. Saunderss hedge! exclaimed Joe, getting a glimpse of Anthony Thoms clayey complexioned face.

No, its not, whined the boy. No, its not. I never did nothin o the sort.

Nothin o the sort! retorted Joe, why there aint two hugly boys with hare lips a runnin about the country, pulling down the red-worsted comforter, and exposing the deformity as he spoke.

Its you all over, continued he, seizing a spare stirrup leather, and proceeding to administer the buckle-end most lustily. Anthony Thom shrieked and screamed, and yelled and kicked, and tried to bite; but Joe was an able practitioner, and Thom could never get a turn at him.

Having finished one side, Joe then turned him over, and gave him a duplicate beating on the other side.

There! thatll do: kick him down stairs! at length cried Sir Moses, thinking Joe had given him enough; and as the boy went bounding head foremost down, he dropped into his mothers arms, who, hearing his screams, had come to the rescue.

Joe and his master then opened the budget and found the following goods:  

2 lb. of tea, 1 bar of brown soap in a dirty cotton night-cap, marked C. F.; doubtless, as Sir Moses said, one of Cuddy Flintoffs.

Dom all such dripping, said Sir Moses, as he desired Joe to carry the things to the house. No wonder that I drank a great deal of tea, added he, as Joe gathered them together.

Who the deuce would keep house that could help it? muttered Sir Moses, proceeding on his way to the mansion, thinking what a trouncing he would give Mrs. Margerum ere he turned her out of doors.

1 lb. of coffee

3 lb. of brown sugar

3 lb. of starch

1 lb. of currants

1 lb. of rushlights

1 roll of cocoa

2 oz. of nutmegs

1 lb. of mustard

1 bar of pale soap

1 lb. of orange peel

1 bottle of capers

1 quail of split pras


CHAPTER LIX. ANOTHER COUNCIL OF WAR.  MR. GALLON AT HOME.

[image: img343.jpg]

MRS. MARGERUM HAVING soothed and pressed her beautiful boy to her bosom, ran into the house, and hurrying on the everlasting pheasant-feather bonnet in which she was first introduced to the reader, and a faded red and green tartan cloak hanging under it, emerged at the front door just as Sir Moses and Joe entered at the back one, vowing that she would have redress if it cost her a fi pun note. Clutching dear Anthony Thom by the waist, she made the best of her way down the evergreen walk, and skirting the gardens, got upon the road near the keepers lodge. Come along, my own dear Anthony Thom, cried she, helping him along, let us leave this horrid wicked hole.  Oh, dear! I wish Id never set foot in it; but Ill not have my Anthony Thom chastised by any nasty old clothesman  no, that I wont, if it cost me a fifty pun note  continued she, burning for vengeance. But Anthony Thom had been chastised notwithstanding, so well, indeed, that he could hardly hobble  seeing which, Mrs. Margerum halted, and again pressing him to her bosom, exclaimed, Oh, my beloved Anthony Thom cant travel; Ill take him and leave him at Mr. Hindmarchs, while I go and consult Mr. Gallon.  So saying, she suddenly changed her course, and crossing Rye-hill green, and the ten-acre field adjoining, was presently undergoing the wow-wow wow-wow of the farmer lawyero dog, Towler. The lawyer, ever anxious for his poultry, was roused by the noise; and after a rattle of bolts, and sliding of a sash, presented his cotton night-capped head at an upper window, demanding in a stentorian voice who was there?

Me! Mr. Hindmarch, me! Mrs. Margerum; for pitys sake take us in, for my poor dear boys been most shemfully beat.

Beat, has he! exclaimed the lawyer, recognising the voice, his ready wit jumping to an immediate conclusion; beat, has he! repeated he, withdrawing from the window to fulfil her behest, adding to himself as he struck a light and descended the staircase, thatll ha summut to do with the dripping, I guess  always thought it would come to mischief at last. The rickety door being unbolted and opened, Mrs. Margerum and her boy entered, and Mrs. Hindmarch having also risen and descended, the embers of the kitchen fire were resuscitated, and Anthony Thom was examined by the united aid of a tallow candle and it. Oh, see! see! cried Mrs. Margerum, pointing out the wales on his back, was there ever a boy so shemfully beat? But Ill have revenge on that villainous man,  that I will, if it cost me a hundred pun note.  The marks seen, soothed, and deplored, Mr. Hindmarch began inquiring who had done it. Done it! that nasty old Nosey, replied Mrs. Margerum, her eyes flashing with fire; but Ill make the mean feller pay for it, added she, that I will.

No, it wasnt old No-No-Nosey, mo-mo-mother, now sobbed Anthony Thom, it was that nasty Joe Ski-Ski-Skinner.

Skinner, was it, my priceless jewel, replied Mrs. Margerum, kissing him, Ill skin him; but Nosey was there, wasnt he, my pet?

O, yes, Nosey was there, replied Anthony Thom, it was him that took me to Ski-Ski-Skinner  the boy bursting out into a fresh blubber, and rubbing his dirty knuckles into his streaming eyes as he spoke.

O that Skinners a bad un, gasped Mrs. Margerum, always said he was a mischievous, dangerous man; but Ill have satisfaction of both him and old Nosey, continued she, or Ill know the reason why.

The particulars of the catastrophe being at length related (at least as far as it suited Mrs. Margerum to tell it), the kettle was presently put on the renewed fire, a round table produced, and the usual consolation of the black bottle resorted to. Then as the party sat sipping their grog, a council of war was held as to the best course of proceeding. Lawyer Hindmarch was better versed in the law of landlord and tenant  the best way of a tenant doing his landlord,  than in the more recondite doctrine of master and servant, particularly the delicate part relating to perquisites; and though he thought Sir Moses had done wrong in beating the boy, he was not quite sure but there might be something in the boy being found about the house at an unseasonable hour of the night. Moreover, as farming times were getting dull, and the lawyer was meditating a slope à la Henerey Brown & Co.? he did not wish to get mixed up in a case that might bring him in collision with Sir Moses or his agent, so he readily adopted Mrs. Margerums suggestion of going to consult Mr. George Gallon. He really thought Mr. Gallon would be the very man for her to see. Geordey was up to everything, and knew nicely what people could stand by, and what they could not; and lawyer Hindmarch was only sorry his old grey gig-mare was lame, or he would have driven her up to Georges at once. However, there was plenty of time to get there on foot before morning, and they would take care of Anthony Thom till she came back, only she must be good enough not to return till nightfall; for that nasty suspicious Nathan was always prowling about, and would like nothing better than to get him into mischief with Sir Moses.  And that point being settled, they replenished their glasses, and drank success to the mission; and having seen the belaboured Anthony Thom safe in a shakedown, Mrs. Margerum borrowed Mrs. Hindmarchs second best bonnet, a frilled and beaded black velvet one with an ostrich feather, and her polka jacket, and set off on foot for the Rose and Crown beer-shop, being escorted to their door by her host and hostess, who assured her it wouldnt be so dark when she got away from the house a bit.

And that point being accomplished, lawyer and Mrs. Hindmarch retired to rest, wishing they were as well rid of Anthony Thom, whom they made no doubt had got into a sad scrape, in which they wished they mightnt be involved.

A sluggish winters day was just dragging its lazy self into existence as Mrs. Margerum came within sight of Mr. Gallons red-topped roof at the four lane ends, from whose dumpy chimney the circling curl of a wood fire was just emerging upon the pure air. As she got nearer, the early-stirring Mr. Gallon himself crossed the road to the stable, attired in the baggy velveteen shooting-jacket of low with the white cords and shining pork-butchers top-boots of high life. Mr. Gallon was going to feed Tippy Tom before setting off for the great open champion coursing meeting to be held on Spankerley Downs, by the kind permission of Sir Harry Fuzball, Baronet, it being one of the peculiar features of the day that gentlemen who object to having their game killed in detail, will submit to its going wholesale, provided it is done with a suitable panegyrick. By the kind permission of Sir Harry Fuzball, Baronet, or by leave of the lord of the manor of Flatshire, and so on; and thus every idler who cant keep himself is encouraged to keep a greyhound, to the detriment of a nice lady-like amusement, and the encouragement of gambling and poaching.

Mr. Gallon was to be field steward of this great open champion meeting, and had been up betimes, polishing off Tippy Tom; which having done, he next paid a similar compliment to his own person; and now again was going to feed the flash high-stepping screw, ere he commenced with his breakfast.

Mrs. Margerums hie Mr. Gallon, hie! and up-raised hand, as she hurried down the hill towards his house, arrested his progress as he passed to the stable with the sieve, and he now stood biting the oats, and eyeing her approach with the foreboding of mischief that so seldom deceives one.

O Mr. Gallon! O Mr. Gallon! cried Mrs. Margerum, tottering up, and dropping her feathered head on his brawny shoulder.

Whats oop? Whats oop? eagerly demanded our sportsman, fearing for his fair character.

O Mr. Gallon! such mischief! such mischief!

Speak, woman! speak! demanded our publican; say, has he cotched ye?

Yes, Gerge, yes, sobbed Mrs. Margerum, bursting into tears. To devil he has! exclaimed Mr. Gallon, stamping furiously with his right foot, Coom into it hoose, woman; coom into it boose, and tell usarl aboot it. So saying, forgetting Tippy Tonis wants, he retraced his steps with the corn, and flung frantically into the kitchen of his little two-roomed cottage.

Here, lassie! cried he, to a little girl, who was frying a dish of bubble-and-squeak at the fire. Here, lassie, set doon it pan loike, aud tak this corn to it huss, and stand by while it eats it so saying he handed her the sieve, and following her to the door, closed it upon her.

Noo, said he to Mrs. Margerum, sit doon and tell us arl aboot it. Who cotched ye? Nosey, or who?

0 it wasnt me! It was Anthony Thom they caught, and they used him most shemful; but Ill have him tried for his life ofore my Lord Size, and transported, if it costs me all Im worth in the world.

Anthony Thom was it? rejoined Mr. Gallon, raising his great eye-brows, and staring wide his saucer eyes, Anthony Thom was it? but hed ha nothin upon oi ope?

Nothin, Gerge, replied Mrs. Margerum, nothin  less now it might just appen to be an old rag of a night-eap of that nasty, covetous body Cuddy Flintoff; but whether it had a mark upon it or not I really cant say.

O dear, but thats a bad job, rejoined Mr. Gallon, biting his lips and shaking his great bull-head; O dear, but thats a bad job. you know I always chairged ye to be careful boot unlawful goods.

You did, Gerge! you did! sighed Mrs. Margerum; and if this old rag had a mark, it was a clear oversight. But, O dear! continued she, bursting into tears, how they did beat my Anthony Thom! With this relief she became more composed, and proceeded to disclose all the particulars.

Ah, this ill be a trick of those nasty pollis fellers, observed Mr. Gallon thoughtfully, oi knowd theyd be the ruin o trade as soon as ever they came into it country loike  nasty pokin, pryin, mischievous fellers. Hoosomiver it mun be seen to, aud that quickly, continued he. for it would damage me desprate on the Torf to have ony disturbance o this sorrt, and we mun stop it if we can.

Here, lassie! cried he to the little girl who had now returned from the stable, lay cloth i next room foike, and then finish the fryin; and oill tell ve what, continued he, laying his huge hand on Mrs. Margerums shoulder, oive got to go to it champion cooursin meetin, so Ill just put it hus into harness and droive ye round by it Bird-i-the-Bush, where well find Carroty Kebbel, wholl tell us what te do, for oi dont like the noight-cap business some hoo, so saying Mr. Gallon took his silver plated harness down from its peg in the kitchen, and proceeded to caparison Tippy Tom, while the little girl, now assisted by Mrs. Margerum, prepared the breakfast, and set it on the table. Rather a sumptuous repast they had, considering it was only a way-side beer-shop; bubble-and-squeak, reindeer-tongue, potted game, potted shrimps, and tea strikingly like some of Sir Mosess. The whole being surmounted with a glass a-piece of pure British gin, Mr. Gallon finished his toilette, and then left to put the high-stepping screw into the light spring-cart, while Mrs. Margerum reviewed her visage in the glass, and as the openworks clock in the kitchen struck nine, they were dashing down the Heatherbell-road at the rate of twelve miles an hour.


CHAPTER LX. MR. CARROTY KEBBEL.
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MR. CARROTY KEBBEL was a huge red-haired, Crimean-bearded, peripatetic attorney, who travelled from petty sessions to petty sessions, spending his intermediate time at the public houses, ferreting out and getting up cases. He was a roistering ruffian, who contradicted everybody, denied everything, and tried to get rid of what he couldnt answer with a horse-laugh. He was in good practice, for he allowed the police a liberal per-centage for bringing him prosecutions, while his bellowing bullying insured him plenty of defences on his own account. He was retained by half the ragamuffins in the country. He had long been what Mr. Gallon not inaptly called his liar, and had done him such good service as to earn free quarters at the Rose and Crown whenever he liked to call. He had been there only the day before, in the matter of an alibi he was getting up for our old hare-finding friend Springer, who was most unhandsomely accused of night-poaching in Lord Oilcakes preserves, and that was how Mr. Gallon knew where to find him. The Crumpletin railway had opened out a fine consecutive line of petty sessions, out of which Carrots had carved a home circuit of his own. He was then on his return tour.

With the sprightly exertions of Tippy Tom, Gallon and Mrs. Margerum were soon within sight of the Bird-in-the-Bush Inn, at which Gallon drew up with a dash. Carrots, however, had left some half-hour before, taking the road for Farningford, where the petty sessions were about to be held; and though this was somewhat out of Gallons way to Spankerley Downs, yet the urgency of the case determined him to press on in pursuit, and try to see Carrots. Tippy Tom, still full of running, went away again like a shot, and bowling through Kimberley toll-bar with the air of a man who was free, Gallon struck down the Roughfield road to the left, availing himself of the slight fall of the ground to make the cart run away with the horse, as it were, and so help him up the opposing hill. That risen, they then got upon level ground; and, after bowling along for about a mile or so, were presently cheered with the sight of the black wide-awake crowned lawyer striding away in the distance.

Carrots was a disciple of the great Sir Charles Napier, who said that a change of linen, a bit of soap, and a comb were kit enough for any one; and being only a two-shirts-a-week man, he generally left his other one at such locality as he was likely to reach about the middle of it, so as to apportion the work equally between them. This was clean-shirt day with him, and he was displaying his linen in the ostentatious way of a man little accustomed to the luxury. With the exception of a lavender-and-white coloured watch-ribbon tie, he was dressed in a complete suit of black-grounded tweed, with the purple dots of an incipient rash, the coat having capacious outside pockets, and the trousers being now turned np at the bottoms to avoid the mud; showing rhinoceros hide-like shoes covering most formidable-looking feet. Such was the monster who was now swinging along the highway at the rate of five miles an hour, in the full vigour of manhood, and the pride of the morning. At the sight of him in advance, Mr. Gallon just touched Tippy Tom with the point of the whip, which the animal resented with a dash at the collar and a shake of the head, that as good as said, Youd better not do that again, master, unless you wish to take your vehicle home in a sack. Mr. Gallon therefore refrained, enlisting the aid of his voice instead, and after a series of those slangey-whiney yaah-hoo! yaah-hoos! that the swell-stage-coachmen, as they called the Snobs, used to indulge in to clear the road or attract attention, Mr. Gallon broke out into a good downright Holloa, Mr. Kebbel! Holloa!

At the sound of his name, Carrots, who was spouting his usual exculpatory speech, vowing he felt certain no bench of Justices would convict on such evidence, and so on, pulled up; and Mr. Gallon, waving his whip over his head, he faced about, and sat down on a milestone to wait his coming. The vehicle was presently alongside of him.

Holloa, George! exclaimed Carrots, rising and shaking hands with his client. Holloa! Whats up? Whos this youve got? looking intently at Mrs. Margerum.

Ill tell you, said George, easing the now quivering-tailed Tippy Toms head; this is Mrs. Margerum youve heard me speak boot; and shes loike to get into a little trooble loike; and I telld her shed best see a liar as soon as she could.

Just so, nodded Kebbel, anticipating what had happened. You see, continued Mr. Gallon, winding his whip thong round the stick as he spoke in packing up some little bit things in a hurry loike, she put up a noight cap, and shes not quoite sure whether she can stand by it or not, ye know.

I see, assented Carrots; and theyve got it, I spose?

I dont know that they got it, now interposed Mrs. Margerum; but they got my Anthony Thom, and beat him most shameful. Cant I have redress for my Anthony Thom?

Well see, said Carrots, resuming his seat on the milestone, and proceeding to elicit all particulars, beginning with the usual important inquiry, whether Anthony Thom had said anything or not. Finding he had not, Carrots took courage, and seemed inclined to make light of the matter. The groceries you bought, of course, said he, of Roger Rounding the basket-man  Roger will swear anything for me; and as for the night-cap, why say it was your aunts, or your nieces, or your sisters  Caroline Somebodys  Caroline Frazers, Charlotte Friars, anybodys whose initials are C. F.

O! but it wasnt a womans night-cap, sir, it was a mans; the sort of cap they hang folks in; and I should like to hang Old Mosey for beating my Anthony Thom, rejoined Mrs. Margerum.

Im afraid we cant hang him for that, replied Mr. Kebbel, laughing. Might have him up for the assault, perhaps.

Well, have him up for the assault, rejoined Mrs. Margerum; have him up for the assault. What business had he to beat my Anthony Thom?

Get him fined a shilling, and have to pay your own costs, perhaps, observed Mr. Kebbel; better leave that alone, and stick to the parcel business  better stick to the parcel business. There are salient points in the case. The hour of the night is an awkward part, continued he, biting his nails; not but that the thing is perfectly capable of explanation, only the Beaks dont like that sort of work, it wont do for us to provoke an inquiry into the matter.

Just so, assented Mr. Gallon, who thought Mrs. Margerum had better be quiet.

Well, but its hard that my Anthony Thoms to be beat, and get no redress! exclaimed Mrs. Margerum, bursting into tears.

Hush, woman! hush! muttered Mr. Gallon, giving her a dig in the ribs with his elbow; adding, ye mun de what it liar tells ye.

Ill tell you what I can do, continued Mr. Kebbel, after a pause. Theyve got my old friend Mark Bull, the ex-Double-im-up-shire Super, into this force, and think him a great card. Ill get him to go to Sir Moses about the matter; and if Mark finds we are all right about the cap, hes the very man to put Mosey up to a prosecution, and then we shall make a rare harvest out of him, Carrots rubbing his hands with glee at the idea of an action for a malicious prosecution.

Ay, thatll be the gam, said Mr. Gallon, chuckling, thatll be the gam; far better nor havin of him oop for the sult.

I think so, said Mr. Kebbel, 1 think so; at all events Ill consider the matter; and if I send Mark to Sir Moses, Ill tell him to come round by your place and let you know what he does; but, in the meantime, continued Kebbel, rising and addressing Mrs. Margerum earnestly, dont you answer any questions to anybody, and tell Anthony Thom to hold his tongue too, and Ive no doubt Mr. Gallon and Ill make it all right; so saying, Mr. Kebbel shook hands with them both, and stalked on to his petty-sessional practice.

Gallon then coaxed Tippy Turn round, and, retracing his steps as far as Kimberley gate, paid the toll, and shot Mrs. Margerum out, telling her to make the best of her way back to the Rose and Crown, and stay there till he returned. Gallon then took the road to the right, leading on to the wide-extending Spankerley Downs; where, unharnessing Tippy Tom under lea of a secluded plantation, he produced a saddle and bridle from the back of the cart, which, putting on, he mounted the high-stepping white, and was presently among the coursers, the greatest man at the meeting, some of the yokels, indeed, taking him for Sir Harry Fuzball himself.

But when Mr. Mark Bull arrived at Sir Mosess, things had taken another turn, for the Baronet, in breaking open what he thought was one of Mrs. Margerums boxes, had in reality got into Mr. Bankheads, where, finding his ticket of leave, he was availing himself of that worthys absence to look over the plate prior to dismissing him, and Sir Moses made so light of Anthony Thoms adventure that the Super had his trouble for nothing. Thus the heads of the house  the Mr. and Mrs. in fact, were cleared out in one and the same day, by no means an unusual occurrence in an establishment, after which of course Sir Moses was so inundated with stories against them, that he almost resolved to imitate his great predecessors example and live at the Fox and Hounds Hotel at Hinton in future. To this place his mind was now more than ordinarily directed in consequence of the arrangements that were then making for the approaching Hunt Ball, to which long looked-for festival we will now request the company of the reader.


CHAPTER LXI. THE HUNT BALL.  MISS DE GLANCEYS REFLECTIONS.
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THE Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt balls had long been celebrated for their matrimonial properties, as well for settling ripe flirtations, as for bringing to a close the billing and cooing of un-productive love, and opening fresh accounts with the popular firm of Cupid and Co. They were the greenest spot on the memorys waste of many, on the minds of some whose recollections carried them back to the romping, vigorous Sir Roger de Coverley dances of Mr. Customers time,  of many who remembered the more stately glide of the elegant quadrille of Lord Martingals reign, down to the introduction of the once scandalising waltz and polka of our own. Many Ask Mammas had been elicited by these balls, and good luck was said to attend all their unions.

Great had been the changes in the manners and customs of the country, but the one dominant plain gold ring idea remained fixed and immutable. The Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt ball was expected to furnish a great demand for these, and Garnet the silversmith always exhibited an elegant white satin-lined morocco case full in his window, in juxtaposition with rows of the bright dress-buttons of the hunt, glittering on beds of delicate rose-tinted tissue paper.

All the milliners far and wide used to advertise their London and Parisian finery for the occasion, like our friend Mrs. Bobbinette,  for the railway had broken through the once comfortable monopoly that Mrs. Russelton and the Hinton ones formerly enjoyed, and had thrown crinoline providing upon the country at large. Indeed, the railway had deranged the old order of things; for whereas in former times a Doubleimnpshire or a Neck-and-Crop shire sportsman was rarely to be seen at the balls, aud those most likely under pressure of most urgent Ask Mamma circumstances, now they came swarming down like swallows, consuming a most unreasonable quantity of Champagne  always, of course, returning and declaring it was all gusberry. Formerly the ball was given out of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt funds; but this unwonted accession so increased the expense, that Sir Moses couldnt stand it, domd of he could; and he caused a rule to be passed, declaring that after a certain sum allowed by the club, the rest should be paid by a tax on the tickets, so that the guest-inviting members might pay for their friends. In addition to this, a sliding-seale of Champagne was adopted, beginning with good, and gradually relaxing in quality, until there is no saying but that some of the late sitters might get a little gooseberry. Being, however, only a guest, we ought not perhaps to be too critical in the matter, so we will pass on to the more general features of the entertainment.

We take it a womans feelings and a mans feelings with regard to a ball are totally different and distinct.

Men  unmarried men, at least  know nothing of the intrinsic value of a dress, they look at the general effect on the figure. Piquant simplicity, something that the mind grasps at a glance and retains  such as Miss Yammertons dress in the glove scene  is what they like. Many ladies indeed seem to get costly dresses in order to cover them over with something else, just as gentlemen build handsome lodges to their gates, and then block them out of sight by walls.

But even if ball-dresses were as attractive to the gentlemen as the ladies seem to think them, they must remember the competition they have to undergo in a ball-room, where great home beauties may be suddenly eclipsed by unexpected rivals, and young gentlemen see that there are other angels in the world besides their own adored ones. Still balls are balls, and fashion is fashion, and ladies must conform to it, or what could induce them to introduce the bits of black of the present day into their coloured dresses, as if they were just emerging from mourning. Even our fair friends at Yammerton Grange conformed to the fashion, and edged the many pink satin-ribboned flounces of their white tulle dresses with narrow black lace  though they would have looked much prettier without.

Of all the balls given by the members of the Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt, none had perhaps excitcd greater interest than the one about to take place, not only on account of its own intrinsic merits as a ball, but because of the many tender emotions waiting for solutions on that eventful evening. Among others it may be mentioned that our fat friend the Woolpack, whose portrait adorns page 241, had confided to Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, who kept a sort of register-office for sighers, his admiration of the fair auburn-haired Flora Yammerton; and Mrs. Rocket having duly communicated the interesting fact to the young lady, intimating, of course, that he would have the usual ten thousand a year, Flora had taken counsel with herself whether she had not better secure him, than contend with her elder sister either for Sir Moses or Mr. Pringle, especially as she did not much fancy Sir Moses, and Billy was very wavering in his attentions, sometimes looking extremely sweet at her, sometimes equally so at Clara, and at other times even smiling on that little childish minx Harriet. Indeed Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, in the multiplicity of her meddling, had got a sort of half-admission from that young owl, Rowley Abingdon, that he thought Harriet very pretty, and she felt inclined to fan the flame of that speculation too.

Then Miss Fairey, of Yarrow Court, was coming, and it was reported that Miss de Glancey had applied for a ticket, in order to try and cut her out with the elegant Captain Languisher, of the Royal Hollyhock Hussars. Altogether it was expected to be a capital ball, both for dancers and lookers-on.

People whose beings end and aim is gaiety, as they call converting night into day, in rolling from party to party, with all the means and appliances of London, can have little idea of the up-hill work it is in the country, getting together the ingredients of a great ball. The writing for rooms, the fighting for rooms  the bespeaking of horses, the not getting horses  the catching the train, the losing the train  above all, the choosing and ordering those tremendous dresses, with the dread of not getting those tremendous dresses, of their being carried by in the train, or not fitting when they come. Nothing but the indomitable love of a ball, as deeply implanted in a womans heart as the love of a hunt is in that of a man, can account for the trouble and vexation they undergo.

But if tis a toil to the guests, what must it be to the givers, with no friendly Grange or Gunter at hand to supply everything, guests included, if required, at so much per head! Youth, glorious youth, comes to the aid, aud enters upon the labour with all the alacrity that perhaps distinguished their fathers.

Let us now suppose the absorbing evening come; and that all-important element in country festivities, the moon shining with silvery dearness as well on the railway gliders as on the more patient plodders by the road. What a converging there was upon the generally quiet town of Hinton; reminding the older inhabitants of the best days of Lord Martingal and Mr. Customers reigns. What a gathering up there was of shining satins and rustling silks and moire antiques, white, pink, blue, yellow, green, to say nothing of clouds of tulle; what a compression of swelling eider-down and watch-spring petticoats; and what a bolt-upright sitting of that happy pride which knows no pain, as party after party took up and proceeded to the scene of hopes and fears at the Fox and Hounds Hotel and Posting House.

The ball-room was formed of the entire suite of first-floor front apartments, which, on ordinary occasions, did duty as private rooms  private, at least, as far as thin deal partitions could make them so  and the supper was laid out in our old acquaintance the club-room, connected by a sort of Isthmus of Suez, with a couple of diminutive steps towards the end to shoot the incautious becomingly, headforemost, into the room.

Carriages set down under the arched doorway, and a little along the passage the Blenheim was converted into a cloak-room for the ladies, where the voluminous dresses were shook out, and the last hurried glances snatched amid anxious groups of jostling arrivals. Gentlemen then emerging from the commercial room rejoined their fair friends in the passage, and were entrusted with fans and flowers while, with both hands, they steered their balloon-like dresses up the red druggetted staircase.
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Gentlemens balls have the advantage over those given by ladies, inasmuch as the gentlemen must be there early to receive their fair guests; and as a ball can always begin as soon as there are plenty of gentlemen, there are not those tedious delays and gatherings of nothing but crinoline that would only please Mr. Spurgeon.

The large highly-glazed, gilt-lettered, yellow card of invitation, intimated nine oclock as the hour; by which time most of the Hinton people were ready, and all the outlying ones were fast drawing towards the town. Indeed, there was nothing to interfere with the dancing festivities, for dinner giving on a ball night is not popular with the ladies  enough for the evening being the dance thereof. Country ladies are not like London ones, who can take a dinner, an opera, two balls, and an at-home in one and the same night. As to the Hinton gentlemen, they were very hospitable so long as nobody wanted anything from them; if they did, they might whistle a long time before they got it. If, for instance, that keeper of a house of call for Bores, Paul Straddler, saw a mud-sparked man with a riding-whip in his hand, hurrying about the town, he would after him, and press him to dine off, perhaps, crimped cod and oyster sauce, and a leg of four year old mutton, with a dish of mince pies or woodcocks, whichever he preferred; but on a ball night, when it would be a real convenience to a man to have a billet, Paul never thought of asking any one, though when he met his friends in the ball, and heard they had been uncomfortable at the Sun or the Fleece, he would exclaim, with well-feigned reproach, Oh dash it, man, why didnt you come to me?

But let us away to the Fox and Hounds, and see what is going on.

To see the repugnance people have to being early at a ball, one would wonder how dancing ever gets begun. Yet somebody must be there first, though we question whether any of our fair readers ever performed the feat; at all events, if ever they did, we will undertake to say they have taken very good care not to repeat the performance.

The Blurkinses were the first to arrive on this occasion, having only themselves to think about, and being anxious, as they said, to see as much as they could for their money. Then having been duly received by Sir Moses and the gallant circle of fox-hunters, and passed inwardly, they took up a position so as to be able to waylay those who came after with their coarse compliments, beginning with Mrs. Dotherington, who, Blurkins declared, had worn the grey silk dress she then had on, ever since he knew her.

Jimmy Jarperson, the Laughing Hyæna, next came under his notice, Blurkins telling him that his voice grated on his ear like a file; asking if any body else had ever told him so.

Mrs. Rocket Larkspur, who was duly distended in flaming red satin, was told she was like a full-blown peony; and young Treadcroft was asked if he knew that people called him the Woolpack.

Meanwhile Mrs. Blurkins kept pinching and feeling the ladies dresses as they passed, making a mental estimate of their cost. She told Miss Yammerton she had spoilt her dress by the black lace.

A continuously ascending stream of crinoline at length so inundated the room, that by ten oclock Sir Moses thought it was time to open the ball; so deputing Tommy Heslop to do the further honours at the door, he sought Lady Fuzball, and claimed the favour of her hand for the first quadrille.

This was a signal for the unmated ones to pair; and forthwith there was such a drawing on of gloves, such a feeling of ties, such a rising on tiptoes, and straining of eyes, and running about, asking for Miss This, and Miss That, and if anybody had seen anything of Mrs. So-and-so.

At length the sought ones were found, anxiety abated, and the glad couples having secured suitable vis-à-vis, proceeded to take up positions.

At a flourish of the leaders baton, the enlivening La Traviata struck up, and away the red coats and black coats went sailing and sinking, and rising and jumping, and twirling with the lightly-floating dresses of the ladies.

The Pelissier Galop quickly followed, then the Ask Mamma Polka, and just as the music ceased, and the now slightly-flushed couples were preparing for a small-talk promenade, a movement took place near the door, and the elegant swan-like de Glancey was seen sailing into the room with her scarlet-geranium-festooned dress set off with eight hundred yards of tulle! Taking her chaperone Mrs. Roseworths arm, she came sailing majestically along, the men all alive for a smile, the ladies laughing at what they called her preposterous dimensions.

But de Glancey was not going to defeat her object by any premature condescension; so she just met the mens raptures with the slightest recognition of her downcast eyes, until she encountered the gallant Captain Languisher with lovely Miss Fairey on his arm, when she gave him one of her most captivating smiles, thinking to have him away from Miss Fairey in no time.

But Miss de Glancey was too late! The Captain had just popped the question, and was then actually on his way to Ask Mamma, and so returned her greeting with an air of cordial indifference, that as good as said, Ah, my dear, youll not do for me.
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Miss de Glancey was shocked. It was the first time in her life that she had ever missed her aim. Nor was her mortification diminished by the cool way our hero, Mr. Pringle, next met her advances. She had been so accustomed to admiration, that she could ill brook the want of it, and the double blow was too much for her delicate sensibilities. She felt faint, and as soon as she could get a fly large enough to hold herself and her chaperone, she withdrew, the mortification of this evening far more than counterbalancing all the previous triumphs of her life.

One person more or less at a ball, however, is neither here nor there, and the music presently struck np again, and the whirling was resumed, just as if there was no such person as Miss de Glancey in existence. And thus waltz succeeded polka, and polka succeeded quadrille, with lively rapidity  every one declaring it was a most delightful ball, and wondering when supper would be.

At length there was a lull, and certain unmistakeable symptoms announced that the hour for that superfluous but much talked of meal had arrived, whereupon there was the usual sorting of consequence to draw to the cross table at the top of the room, with the pairing off of eligible couples who could be trusted alone, and the shirking of Mammas by those who were not equally fortunate. Presently a movement was made towards the Isthmus of Suez, on reaching which the rotund ladies had to abandon their escorts to pilot their petticoats through the straits amid the cries of take care of the steps! mind the steps at the end! from those who knew the dangers of the passage. And thus the crinoline came circling into the supper room  each lady again expanding with the increased space, and reclaiming her beau. Supper being as we said before a superfluous meal, it should be light and airy, something to please the eye and tempt the appetite; not composed of great solid joints that look like a farmers ordinary, or a rent-day dinner with night mare depicted on every dish. The Hit-im and Hold-im shire hunt balls had always been famous for the elegance of their supper, Lord Ladythorne kindly allowing his Italian confectioner, Signor Massaniello, to superintend the elegancies, that excited such admiration from the ladies as they worked their ways or wedged themselves in at the tables, but whose beauty did not save them from destruction as the evening advanced. At first of course the solids were untouched, the tongues, the hams, the chickens, the turkeys, the lobster salads, the nests of plover eggs, the clatter patter being relieved by a heavy salvo of Champagne artillery. Brisk was the demand for it at starting, for the economical arrangement was as well known as if it had been placarded about the room. When the storm of corks had subsided and clean plates been supplied, the sweets, the jellies, the confectionery were attacked, and occasional sly sorties were made against the flower sugar vases and ornaments of the table. Then perspiring waiters came panting in with more Champagne fresh out of the ice, and again arm-extended the glasses hailed its coming, though some of the Neck-and-Crop-shire gentlemen smacked their lips after drinking it, and pronounced it to be No. 2. Nevertheless they took some more when it came round again. At length the most voracious cormorant was appeased, and all eyes gradually turned towards the sporting president in the centre of the cross table.

We have heard it said that the House of Commons is the most appalling and critical assembly in the world to address, but we confess we think a mixed party of ladies and gentlemen at a sit-down supper a more formidable audience.

We dont know anything more painful than to hear a tongue-tied country gentleman floundering for words and scrambling after an idea that the quick-witted ladies have caught long before he comes within sight of his subject. Theirs is like the sudden dart of the elastic greyhound compared to the solemn towl of the old slow-moving southern hound after its game.

Sir Moses, however, as our readers know, was not one of the tongue-tied sort  on the contrary, he had a great flow of words and could palaver the ladies as well as the gentlemen. Indeed he was quite at home in that room where he had coaxed and wheedled subscriptions, promised wonders, and given away horses without the donees incurring any obligation. Accordingly at the fitting time he rose from his throne, and with one stroke of his hammer quelled the remaining conversation which had been gradually dying out in anticipation of what was coming. He then called for a bumper toast, and after alluding in felicitous terms to the happy event that so aroused the symphonies of old Wotherspoon, he concluded by proposing the health of her Majesty the Queen, which of course was drunk with three times three and one cheer more. The next toast, of course, was the ladies who had honoured the Ball with their presence, and certainly if ever ladies ought to be satisfied with the compliments paid them, it was on the present occasion, for Sir Moses vowed and protested that of all beauties the Hit-im and Hold-im shire beauties were the fairest, the brightest, and the best; and he said it would be a downright reflection upon the rising generation if they did not follow the Crown Prince of Prussias excellent example, and make that ball to be the most blissful and joyous of their recollections. This toast being heartily responded to, Sir Moses leading the cheers, Sir Harry Fuzball rose to return thanks on behalf of the ladies, any one of whom could have done it a great deal better; after which old Sir George Persiflage, having arranged his lace-tipped tie, proposed the health of Sir Moses, and spoke of him in very different terms to what Sir Moses did of Sir George at the hunt dinner, and this, answer affording Sir Moses another opportunity  the good Champagne being exhausted  he renewed his former advice, and concluded by moving an adjournment to the ball-room. Then the weight of oratory being off, the school broke loose as it were, and all parties paired off as they liked. Many were the trips at the steps as they returned by the narrow passage to the ball-room. The Ask Mamma Polka then appropriately struck up, but polking being rather beyond our Baronets powers he stood outside the ring rubbing his nose and eyeing the gay twirlers, taking counsel within himself what he should do. The state of his household had sorely perplexed him, aud he had about come to the resolution that he must either marry again or give up housekeeping and live at Hinton. Then came the question whom he should take? Now Mrs. Yammerton was a noted good manager, and in the inferential sort of way that we all sometimes deceive ourselves, he came to the conclusion that her daughters would be the same. Clara was very pretty  domd if she wasnt  She would look very well at the head of his table, and just at the moment she came twirling past with Billy Pringle, the pearl loops of her pretty pink wreath dancing on her fair forehead. The Baronet was booked; he would have her, domd if he wouldnt, and taking courage within himself as the music ceased, he claimed her hand for the next quadrille, and leading her to the top of the dance, commenced joking her about Billy, who he said would make a very pretty girl, and then commenced praising herself. He admired her and everything she had on, from the wreath to her ribbon, and was so affectionate that she felt if he wasnt a little elevated she would very soon have an offer. Then Mammas, and Mrs. Rocket Larkspurs, and Mrs. Dotherington, and Mrs. Impelow, and many other quick-eyed ladies followed their movements, each thinking that they saw by the sparkle of Claras eyes, and the slight flush of her pretty face, what was going on. But they were prématuré. Sir Moses did not offer until he had mopped his brow in the promenade, when, on making the second slow round of the room, a significant glance with a slight inclination of her handsome head as she passed her Mamma announced that she was going to be Lady Mainchance!
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Hoo-ray for the Hunt Ball!

Sold again and the money paid! as the trinket-sellers say at a fair.

Another offer and accepted say we. Captain and Mrs. Languisher, Sir Moses and Lady Mainchance. Who wouldnt go to a Hit-im-and-Hold-im-shire hunt ball?

Then when the music struck up again, instead of fulfilling her engagements with her next partner. Clara begged to be excused  had got a little headache, and went and sat down between her Mamma and her admiring intended; upon which the smouldering fire of surmise broke out into downright assertion, and it ran through the room that Sir Moses had offered to Miss Yammerton. Then the indignant Mammas rose hastily from their seats and paraded slowly past, to see how the couple looked, pitying the poor creature, and young gentlemen joked with each other, saying Go thou and do likewise. and paired off to the supper room to acquire courage from the well iced but inferior Champagne.

And so the ardent ball progressed, some laying the foundations for future offers, some advancing their suits a step, others bringing them to we hope, a happy termination. Never was a more productive hunt ball known, and it was calculated that the little gentleman who rides so complacently on our first page exhausted all his arrows o the occasion.
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When the mortified Miss de Glancey returned to her lodgings at Mrs. Sarsnet the milliners, in Verbena Crescent, she bid Mrs. Roseworth good-night, and dismissing her little French maid to bed, proceeded to her own apartment, where, with the united aid of a chamber and two toilette-table candles, she instituted a most rigid examination, as well of her features as her figure, in her own hand-mirror and the various glasses of the room, and satisfied herself that neither her looks nor her dress were any way in fault for the indifference with which she had been received. Indeed, though she might perhaps be a little partial, she thought she never saw herself looking better, and certainly her dress was as stylish and looming as any in the ball-room.

Those points being satisfactorily settled, she next unclasped the single row of large pearls that fastened the bunch of scarlet geraniums into her silken brown hair; and taking them off her exquisitely modelled head, laid them beside her massive scarlet geranium bouquet and delicate kid gloves upon the toilette-table. She then stirred the fire; and wheeling the easy-chair round to the front of it, took the eight hundred yards of tulle deliberately in either hand and sunk despondingly into the depths of the chair, with its ample folds before her. Drawing her dress up a little in front, she placed her taper white-satined feet on the low green fender, and burying her beautiful face in her lace-fringed kerchief, proceeded to take an undisturbed examination of what had occurred. How was it that she, in the full bloom of her beauty and the zenith of her experience, had failed in accomplishing what she used so easily to perform? How was it that Captain Langnisher seemed so cool, and that supercilious Miss eyed her with a side-long stare, that left its troubled mark behind, like the ripple of the water after a boat. And that boy Pringle, too, who ought to have been proud and flattered by her notice, instead of grinning about with those common country Misses?

All this hurt and distressed our accomplished coquette, who was unused to indifference and mortification. Then from the present her mind reverted to the past; aud stirring the fire, she recalled the glorious recollections of her many triumphs, beginning with her school-girl days, when the yeomanry officers used to smile at her as they met the girls out walking, until Miss Whippey restricted them to the garden during the eight days that the dangerous danglers were on duty. Next, how the triumph of her first offer was enhanced by the fact that she got her old opponent Sarah Snowballs lover from her  who, however, she quickly discarded for Captain Capers  who in turn yielded to Major Spankley.

Dicer, and the grave Mr. Woodhouse all in tow together, each thinking himself the happy man and the others the cats-paw, until the rash Hotspur Smith exploded amongst them, and then suddenly dwindled from a millionaire into a mouse. Other names quickly followed, recalling the recollections of a successful career. At last she came to that dread, that fatal day, when, having exterminated Imperial John, and with the Peer well in hand, she was induced, much against her better judgment, to continue the chase, and lose all chance of becoming a Countess. Oh, what a day was that! She had long watched the noble Earls increasing fervour, and marked his admiring eye, as she sat in the glow of beauty and the pride of equestrianism; and she felt quite sure, if the chase had ended at the check caused by the cattle-drovers dog, he would have married her. Oh, that the run should ever have continued! Oh, that she should ever have been lured on to her certain destruction! Why didnt she leave well alone? And at the recollection of that sad, that watery day, she burst into tears and sobbed convulsively. Her feelings being thus relieved, and the fire about exhausted, she then got out of her crinoline and under the counterpane.


CHAPTER LXII. LOVE AT SECOND SIGHT.  CUPIDS SETTLING DAY.
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A SUDDEN CHANGE now came over the country.  The weather, which had been mild and summer-like throughout, changed to frost, binding all nature up in a few hours. The holes in the streets which were shining with water in the gas-lights when Miss de Glancey retired to bed, had a dull black-leaded sort of look in the morning, while the windows of her room glistened with the silvery spray of ferns and heaths and fancy flowers.  The air was sharp and bright, with a clear blue sky overhead, all symptomatic of frost, with every appearance of continuing.  That, however, is more a gentlemans question than a ladys, so we will return within doors.

Flys being scarce at Hinton, and Miss de Glancey wishing to avoid the gape and stare of the country town, determined to return by the 11.30 train; so arose after a restless night, and taking a hurried breakfast, proceeded, with the aid of her maid, to make one of those exquisite toilettes for which she had so long been justly famous. Her sylph-like figure was set off in a bright-green terry-velvet dress, with a green-feathered bonnet of the same colour and material, trimmed with bright scarlet ribbons, and a wreath of scarlet flowers inside.  A snow-white ermine tippet, with ermine cuffs and muff, completed her costume. Having surveyed herself in every mirror, she felt extremely satisfied, and only wished Captain Languisher could see her. With that exact punctuality which constant practice engenders, but which sometimes keeps strangers sadly on the fret, the useful fly was at length at the door, and the huge box containing the eight hundred yards of tulle being hoisted on to the iron-railed roof, the other articles were huddled away, and Miss de Glancey ascending the steps, usurped the seat of honour, leaving Mrs. Roseworth and her maid to sit opposite to her. A smile with a half-bow to Mrs. Sarsnet, as she now stood at the door, with a cut of the whip from the coachman, sent our party lilting and tilting over the hard surface of the road to the rail.

The line ran true and smooth this day, and the snorting train stopped at the pretty Swiss cottage station at Fairfield just as Mrs. Roseworth saw the last of the parcels out of the fly, while Miss de Glancey took a furtive peek at the passengers from an angle of the bay window, at which she thought she herself could not be seen.

Now, it so happened that the train was in charge of the well-known Billy Bates, a smart young fellow, whose good looks had sadly stood in the way of his preferment, for he never could settle to anything; and after having been a footman, a whipper-in, a watcher, a groom, and a grocer, he had now taken up with the rail, where he was a great favourite with the fair, whom he rather prided himself upon pairing with what he considered appropriate partners. Seeing our lovely coquette peeping out, it immediately occurred to him, that he had a suitable vis-à-vis for her  a dashing looking gent., in a red flannel Emperor shirt, a blue satin cravat, a buff vest, aud a new bright-green cut-away with fancy buttons; altogether a sort of swell that isnt to be seen every day.

This way, ladies! now cried Billy, hurrying into the first-class waiting-room, adjusting the patent leather pouch-belt of his smart grcen-and-red uniform as he spoke. This way, ladies, please! waving them on with his clean white doeskin-gloved hand towards the door; whereupon Miss de Glancey, drawing herself up, and primming her features, advanced on to the platform, like the star of the evening coming on to the stage of a theatre.

Billy then opened the frosty-windowed door of a carriage a few paces up the line; whereupon a red railway wrapper-rug with brown foxes heads being withdrawn, a pair of Bedford-corded legs dropped from the opposite seat, and a dogskin gloved hand was protruded to assist the ascent of the enterer. A pretty taper-fingered primrose-kidded one was presently inside it; but ere the second step was accomplished, a convulsive thrill was felt, and, looking up, Miss de Glancey found herself in the grasp of her old friend Imperial John!

O Mr. Hybrid! exclaimed she, shaking his still retained hand with the greatest cordiality; O Mr. Hybrid! Im so glad to see you! Im so glad to meet somebody I know! and gathering herself together, she entered the carriage, and sat down opposite him.

Mrs. Roseworth then following, afforded astonished John a moment to collect his scattered faculties, yet not sufficient time to compare the dread. Si-r-r-r! do you mean to insult me! of their former meeting, with the cordial greeting of this. Indeed, our fair friend felt that she had a great arrear of politeness to make up, and as railway time is short, she immediately began to ply her arts by inquiring most kindly after His Highnesss sister Mrs. Poppeyfield and her baby, who she heard was such a sweet boy; and went on so affably, that before Billy Bates arrived with the tickets, which Mrs. Roseworth had forgotten to take, Imperial John began to think that there must have been some mistake before, and Miss de Glancey couldnt have understood him. Then, when the train was again in motion, she applied the artillery of her eyes so well  for she was as great an adept in her art as the Northumberland horse-tamer is in his  that ere they stopped at the Lanecroft station, she had again subjugated Imperial John;  taken his Imperial reason prisoner! Nay more, though he was going to Bowerbank to look at a bull, she actually persuaded him to alight and accompany her to Mrs. Roseworths where we need scarcely say he was presently secured, and in less than a week she had him so tame that she could lead him about, anywhere.

The day after the ball was always a busy one in Hit-im-and-Hold-em-shire. It was a sort of settling day, only the parties scattered about the country instead of congregating at the corner. Those who had made up their minds overnight, came to Ask Mamma in the morning, and those who had not mustered sufficient courage, tried what a visit to inquire how the young lady was after the fatigue of the ball would do to assist them. Those who had got so far on the road as to have asked both the young lady and Mamina, then got handed over to the more business-like inquiries of Papa  when Cupid oft spreads his light wings and in a moment flies. Then it is that the tenable money exaggerations come out  the great expectations dwindling away, and the thousands a-year becoming hundreds. We never knew a reputed Richest Commoners fortune that didnt collapse most grievously under the what have you got, and what will you do? operation. But if it passes Papa, the still more dread ordeal of the lawyer has to be encountered when one being summoned on either side, a hard money-driving bargain ensues, one trying how much he can get, the other how little he can give  until the whole nature and character of the thing is changed. Money! money! money! is the cry, as if there was nothing in the world worth living for but those eternal bits of yellow coin. But we are getting in advance of our subject, our suitor not having passed the lower, or Ask-Mamma house.

Among the many visited on this auspicious day were our fair friends at Yammaerton Grange, our Richest Commoner having infused a considerable degree of activity into the matrimonial market. There is nothing like a little competition for putting young gentlemen on the alert. First to arrive was our friend Sir Moses Mainchance, who dashed up to the door in his gig with the air of a man on safe ground, saluting Mamma whom he found alone in the drawing-room, and then the young ladies as they severally entered in succession. Having thus sealed and delivered himself into the family, as it were, he enlarged on the delights of the ball  the charming scene, the delightful music, the excellent dancing, the sudden disappearance of de Glancey and other the incidents of the evening. These topics being duly discussed, and cake and wine produced, Mamma presently withdrew, her example being followed at intervals by Flora and Harriet.

Scarcely had she got clear of the door ere the vehement bark of the terrier called her attention to the front of the house, where she saw our fat friend the Woolpack tit-tup-ing up on the identical horse Jack Rogers so unceremoniously appropriated on the Crooked Billet day. There was young Treadcroft with his green-liveried cockaded groom behind him, trying to look as unconcerned as possible, though in reality he was in as great a fright as it was well possible for a boy to be. Having dismounted and nearly pulled the bell out of its socket with nervousness, he gave his horse to the groom, with orders to wait, and then followed the footman into the dining-room, whither Mrs. Yammerton had desired him to be shown.

Now, the Woolpack and the young Owl (Rowley Abingdon), had been very attentive both to Flora and Harriet at the ball, the Woolpack having twice had an offer on the tip of his tongue for Flora, without being able to get it off.

Somehow his tongue clave to his lips  he felt as if his mouth was full of claggum. He now came to see if he could have any better luck at the Grange.

Mrs. Yammerton had read his feelings at the ball, and not receiving the expected announcement from Flora, saw that he wanted a little of her assistance, so now proceeded to give it. After a most cordial greeting and interchanges of the usual nothings of society, she took a glance at the ball, and then claimed his congratulations on Claras engagement, which of course led up to the subject, opening the locked jaw at once; and Mamma having assured the fat youth of her perfect approval and high opinion of his character, very soon arranged matters between them, and produced Flora to confirm her. So she gained two sons-in-law in one night. Miss Harriet thus left alone, took her situation rather to heart, and fine Billy, forgetful of his Mammas repeated injunctions and urgent entreaties to him to return now that the ball was over, and the hunting was stopped by the frost, telling him she wanted him on most urgent and particular business, was tender-hearted enough on finding Harriet in tears the next day to offer to console her with his hand, which we need not say she joyfully accepted, no lady liking to emulate the last rose of summer and be left blooming alone. So all the pretty sisters were suited, Harriet perhaps the best off, as far as looks at least went.

But, when in due course the old what have you got and what will you do? inquiries came to be instituted, we are sorry to say our fine friend could not answer them nearly so satisfactorily as the Woolpack, who had his balance-sheets nearly off by heart. Billy replying in the vacant negligè sort of way young gentlemen do, that he supposed he would have four or five thousand a-year, though when asked why he thought hed have four or five thousand a-year, he really could not tell the reason why. Then when further probed by our persevering Major, he admitted that it was all at the mercy of uncle Jerry, and that his Mamma had said their lawyer had told her he did not think pious Jerry would account except under pressure of the Court of Chancery, whereupon the Majors chin dropped, as many a mans chin has dropped, at the dread announcement. It sounds like an antidote to matrimony. Even Mrs. Yammerton thought under the circumstances that the young Owl might be a safer speculation than fine Billy, though she rather leant, to fine Billy, as people do lean to strangers in preference to those they knew all about. Still Chancery was a choker. Equity is to the legal world what Newmarket is to the racing world, the unadulterated essence of the thing. As at Newmarket there is none of the fun and gaiety of the great race-meetings, so in Chancery there is none of the pomp and glitter and varied incident that rivets so many audiences to the law courts.

All is dull, solemn, and dry  paper, paper, paper  a redundancy of paper, as if it were possible to transfer the blush of perjury to paper. Fifty people will make affidavits for one that will go into a witness-box and have the truth twisted out of them by cross-examination. The few strangers who pop into court pop out again as quickly as they can, a striking contrast to those who go in in search of their rights  though wrestling for ones rights under a pressure of paper, is very like swimming for ones life enveloped in a salmon-net. It is juries that give vitality to the administration of justice. A drowsy hum pervades the bar, well calculated for setting restless children to sleep, save when some such brawling buffoon as the Indian juggler gets up to pervert facts, and address arguments to an educated judge that would be an insult to the mind of a petty juryman. One wonders at men calling themselves gentlemen demeaning themselves by such practices. Well did the noble-hearted Sir William Erie declare that the licence of the bar was such that he often wished the offenders could be prosecuted for a misdemeanour. We know an author who made an affidavit in a chancery suit equal in length to a three-volume novel, and what with weighing every word in expectation of undergoing some of the polished razors keen of that drowsy bar, he could not write fiction again for a twelvemonth. As it was, he underwent that elegant extract Mr. Verde, whose sponsors have done him such justice in the vulgar tongue, and because he made an immaterial mistake he was held up to the Court as utterly unworthy of belief! We wonder whether Mr. Verdes character or the deponents suffered most by the performance. But enough of such worthies. Let all the bullies of the bar bear in mind if they have tongues other people have pens, and that consideration for the feelings of others is one of the distinguishing characteristics of gentlemen.


CHAPTER LXIII. A STARTLING ANNOUNCEMENT.
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HE proverbial serenity of Poodles was disturbed one dull winter afternoon by our old friend General Binks banging down the newly-arrived evening paper with a vehemence rarely witnessed in that quiet quarter. Mr. Dorfold, who was dosing as usual with outstretched legs before the fire, started up, thinking the General was dying. Major Mustards hat dropped off, Mr. Pioser let fall the Times Supplement, Mr. Crowsfoot ceased conning the Post Alemomh, the footman, stood aghast, and altogether there was a general cessation of every thing  Beedles was paralyzed.

The General quickly followed up the blow with a tremendous oath, and seizing Colonel Callenders old beaver hat instead of his own new silk one, flung frantically out of the room, through the passage and into St. Jamess Street, as if bent on immediate destruction.

All was amazement! Whats happened the General Something must have gone wrong with the General! The General  the calmest, the quietest, the most, placid man in the world  suddenly convulsed with such a violent paroxysm. He who had neither chick nor child, nor anything to care about, with the certainty of an Earldom, what could have come over him?

Ill tell you, exclaimed Mr. Bullion who had just dropped in on his way from the City: Ill tell you, repeated he. taking up the paper which the General had thrown down. His banks failed! Heard some qweerish hints as I came down Cornhill: and forthwith! Bullion turned to the City article, and ran his accustomed eye down its contents.

Funds opened heavily. Foreign stocks quiet. About £20,000 in bar gold. The John Brown arrived from China. Departure of the Peninsular Mail postponed, and so on; but neither failures, nor rumours of failures, either of bankers or others, were there.

Very odd  what could it be, then? must be something in the paper. And again the members resolved themselves into a committee of the whole house to ascertain what it was.

The first place that a lady would look to for the solution of a mystery of this sort, is, we believe, about the last place that a man would look to, namely, the births, deaths, and marriages; and it was not until the sensation had somewhat subsided, and Tommy White was talking of beating up the Generals quarter in Bury Street, to hear what it was, that his inseparable  that nasty covetous body Cuddy Flintoff, who had been plodding very perseveringly on the line, at length hit off what astonished him as much as we have no doubt it will the reader, being neither more nor less than the following very quiet announcement at the end of the list of marriages:  

This morning, at St. Barnabas, by the Rev. Dr. Duff, the Right Hon. The Earl of Ladythorne, to Emma, widow of the late Wm, Pringle, Esq.

The Earl of Ladythorne married to Mrs. Pringle! Well done our fair friend of the frontispiece! The pure white camellias are succeeded by a coronet! The borrowed velvet dress replaced by anything she likes to own. Who would have thought it!

But wonders will never cease; for on this eventful day Mr. George Gallon was seen driving the Countesss old coach companion, Mrs. Margerum, from Cockthorpe Church, with long white rosettes flying at Tippy Toms head, and installing her mistress of the Rose and Crown, at the cross roads; thus showing that truth is stranger than fiction. George, we may add, has now taken the Flying Childers Inn at Eversley Green, where he purposes extending his Torf operations, and we make no doubt will be heard of hereafter.

Of our other fair friends we must say a few parting words on taking a reluctant farewell.

Though Miss Clara, now Lady Mainchance, is not quite so good a housekeeper as Sir Moses could have wished, she is nevertheless extremely ornamental at the head of his table; and though she has perhaps rather exceeded with Gillow, the Major promises to make it all right by his superior management of the property. Mr. Mordecai Nathan has been supplanted by our master of haryers, who has taken a drainage loan, and promises to set the water-works playing at Pangburn Park, just as he did at Yammerton Grange. He means to have a day a week there with his haryers, which, he says, is the best way of seeing a country.

Miss de Glancey has revised Barley Hill Hall, for which place his Highness now appears in Burkes Landed Gentry, very considerably; and though she has not been to Gillow, she has got the plate out of the drawing-room, and made things very smart. She keeps John in excellent order, and rides his grey horse admirably. Blurkins says the grey mare is the better horse, but that is no business of ours.
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Of all the brides, perhaps, Miss Flora got the best set down; for the Woolpacks house was capitally furnished, and he is far happier driving his pretty wife about the country with a pair of pyebald ponies, making calls, than in risking his neck across country with hounds  or rather after them.

Of all our beauties, and thanks to Leech we have dealt in nothing else, Miss Harriet alone remains unsettled with her two strings to her bow  fine Billy and Rowley Abingdon; though which is to be the happy man remains to be seen.

We confess we incline to think that the Countess will be too many for the Yammertons; but if she is, there is no great harm done; for Harriet is very young, and the Owl is a safe card in the country where men are more faithful than they are in the towns. Indeed, fine Billy is almost too young to know his own mind, and marrying now would only perhaps involve the old difficulty hereafter of father and son wanting top boots at the same time, supposing our friend to accomplish the difficult art of sitting at the Jumps.

So let us leave our hero open. And as we have only aimed at nothing but the natural throughout, we will finish by proposing a toast that will include as well the mated and the single of our story, as the mated and the single all the world over, namely, the old and popular one of The single married, and the married happy! drunk with three times three and one cheer more! HOO-RAY!

THE END


Plain or Ringlets
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Illustrated by John Leech

Another social satire, this novel was first published in book form in 1860, having first appeared in twelve monthly instalments between 1858 and 1860. It tells the story of the wooing of Rosa McDermott by two contrasting suitors  Mr Bunting and Jasper Goldspink  played out against a richly (and comically) evoked backdrop of English country society in the early Victorian period. The title refers to the differing preferences of Bunting and Goldspink as to how Rosa should wear her hair, according to the ever-shifting styles of the day.
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One of the original monthly parts


[image: img354.png]

Title page of the first edition
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The original frontispiece


TO MY DEAR SON

THIS VOLUME IS INSCRIBED, 

WITH HIS FATHERS 

BEST LOVE.


CHAPTER I.

ROSEBERRY ROCKS
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IT WAS THE Comet year  a glorious summer hastened the seasons and forced the country into early maturity. The hay was oop before Giles Jolter generally gets it. doon; the corn trod fast on the heels of the hay, and harvest-bitten M.P.s magnified the aroma of the bouquet de mille sewers of the Thames, in order to get away to their turnips, their tares, and under shade of their umbrageous trees. All people rushed out of town that could get. The West End tradesmen alone looked blank, though many of them took wing also, and followed the broken coveys of company to their basking places in the provinces, there to respread the labyrinths of their allurements, revolve their white hands, show their white teeth, and simper blandly, Whats the next article mem?

A real continental summer having visited England, people showed their appreciation of the boon by making the most of the luxury. It was out-of-door life for every one  Turkey carpets, red curtains, fur cloaks, thick boots, umbrellas, no longer commanded respect, but were superseded by the lightest, airiest muslins, gossamers, and slippers. Coals, save for cooking purposes, might have been slates altogether, for anything that anybody cared. To seal a letter became an act of fortitude. Splashing and dabbling in the sea was the only way of keeping cool. All the watering-places swarmed to repletion. Thanks to George Stephenson, George Hudson, and the many other Georges, who invested their talents and valuable money in the invaluable undertakings, railways have brought wealth and salubrity to every ones door. It is no longer the class distribution that used to exist, this place for that set, that for another; but a sort of grand quadrille of gaiety in which people change places continually, and whirl about until they finally settle down, thoroughly satisfied with some particular selection. They then take the pet place under their wings, talk it up and run other places down, finding out beauties that none can see but themselves.

Large and looming as London is, and undeniably adapted for what we may call the great wholesale commerce and intercourse of life, it is, nevertheless, to these minor branch establishments that we are mainly indebted for lasting friendships and plain gold ring connections that have so much to do with the comforts and happiness of mankind. To put it in a sporting way, London is a capital cover to find the game in; but the country is the place to run it down. London has too many attractions, too much bustle and excitement, for quiet business-like intercourse; but down in the country, or at one of these sauntering, simpering watering-places  where people meet at every turn  they must come to, sooner or later, or run away for fear of being caught.

And here let us record our decided conviction, that of all watering-places under the sun, Roseberry Rocks undoubtedly bears the belle. She combines within her four parallel lines the breezy atmosphere of Salisbury Plain or Newmarket Heath, the varied trinkety, linselly attractions of Regent Street, the equestrian liveliness of Rotten Row, with a broad expanse of nobly swelling sea. Other places may boost their specialties; Scarborough her pay bridge and newly-built Dovecote, Hastings her castle, St. Leonards her silence, Weymouth her sands, Dover her castle, Margate her merriment, and Broadstairs her lugubrious solemnity; but the individual attractions of each particular place will be found concentrated at the Rocks, together with the freedom of London and the independence of the country. No sign of trade is visible, no stranded vessel delivering her cargo, no nauseous fish-curer polluting the shore, no noisy boat-builder hammering at his craft  the whole place has a never-ending holiday air, and everything seems to come ready made from afar. From end to end she is a continuous line of palaces and mansions and beautifully designed buildings. Her population moves gaily and jauntily along, the ladies are all beautiful and elegantly attired, and the men look as if £ s d. were for once banished from their thoughts  a combination of circumstances extremely favourable to authorship.


CHAPTER II.

OUR HEROINE.
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WELL, THIS FAMOUS Comet year brought to Roseberry Rocks, along with many thousand other visitors who have not been fortunate enough to secure the services of an historian, the young and lovely Miss McDermott, on what the lawyers would call a sort of general issue expedition, ere she took the irrevocable two pound twelve and sixpence worth along with young Jasper Goldspink, the bankers son of the pretty agricultural town of Mayfield in C  shire, with whom she had grown up in a sort of neighbourly intimacy that would most likely have ended in a common matter-of-course match but for the Incidents disclosed in the ensuing chapters. Mrs. McDermott, who of course was exceedingly disinterested and unworldly  at the same time not altogether opposed to either rank or wealth  thought she would only be doing Rosa justice by letting her see a little of the world; accordingly, under pretence of getting their pretty mansion of Privett Grove painted, she availed herself of the emancipating influence of railways, and arrived with their first-class clothes in a first-class train at this our first-class watering-place, instead of going to the little fishing town of Herringshoal Sands hard by.

Rosa was then just in the full bloom of womanhood, of medium height, plump and fair, with a calm, somewhat pensive, Eugénie expression of countenance that grew upon the beholder. If her perhaps rather prematurely developed form suggested a year or two more to her age than she really deserved, it was amply compensated for by the juvenile looks of Mamma, who, like most fair ladies, had worn wonderfully well. There is nothing so appalling as a great fat mother-in-law.

One of the great drawbacks of locomotion  especially where unprotected females are concerned  undoubtedly is the fleecing the travellers undergo at the hands of the hotel keepers ere they get settled down in a house, and the general evil was aggravated in this particular case by our fair friends  strangers to the place  alighting at Chouseys Hotel, so famous for charges, though off particular times, be it remembered, as the advertisements say, as reasonable any of its class. Unfortunately for its inmates, however, those particular times can never be hit upon, for Chousey seems to make out his bills by the almanac, and it must be an uncommonly queer day to which some particular incident does not attach. Chousey, however, carries things off with such a high hand, such an elegant air, that it is almost a pleasure to be imposed upon by him. Having been a noblemans valet, he is always obliging enough to assume the possession of titles by his guests, and whenever he condescends to leave his guitar in his wifes boudoir to attend a summons to justify charges, he throws himself into attitude, exhibiting a perfect blaze of jewelry, and, running his beringed hand through his well-waxed ringlets, lisps out with the most perfect composure, True, my lord, or True, my lady, as the case may be; these charges do pear rayther high at first glance, but praps your lordship (or your ladyship) has forgotten that yesterday was the anniversary of the Battle of Waterloo, and to-day is the day on which Magna Charts was signed, and of course we are obleged to make a little difference; at other times I believe I may say our charges are as reasonable as can be. Our travellers happened to arrive on the anniversary of the day on which the Malakoff was taken, and staying over that of the fall of Sebastopol were charged half-crown a head for bread and butter teas, three-and-sixpence for breakfasts, six shillings for mutton chop dinners, lights and apartments in proportion  all very surprising to housekeepers who know the prime cost of the articles. We need not say that our friends did not stay there any longer than they could help.


CHAPTER III.

MRS. THOMAS TRATTLES.
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MR. CHOUSET ADVERTISING, as well the arrival of his victims, as their departure and where they go to, our fair friends had hardly got themselves shook out in their pretty semi-detached villa in Sea view Place, and John Thomas his calves revised and hair powdered after the toils of unpacking, ere the well-known Mrs. Thomas Trattles came, card-case in hand, to pay her respects to the newly-arrived inmates. Mrs. Trattles knew a lady who knew a gentleman who knew another lady who knew a cousin of the late lamented Mr. McDermott, and upon the strength of their far-fetched introduction, she had called to see if she could be of any use to Mrs. McDermott, help her to a cook  tell her of a grocer, a blanchisseuse, a bather-woman, a butcher, a flyman  anything that was wanted.

Mrs. Trattles lived a good deal upon commission, and was always ready in the mediating way, to arrange introductions, adjust differences, recommend houses, engage musicians, or attend dinner-parties on the shortest notice. She knew everything and everybody, and was considered a great authority in the matter of money. She acquired this reputation, and maintained her ascendancy, by always descending to minutiae  telling the odd hundreds, instead of dealing in thousands, as most people do. Thus young Wheeler would have four thousand three hundred and twenty pounds a-year, instead of the five thousand that Mrs. Bolsterworth, the opposition matrimonial appraiser, boldly assigned to him;.while Mrs. Trattles knew that Captain Carets great expectations from an uncle were much overrated, the estate of Meadowbank upon which they chiefly dwelt, being close to a particular friend of hers, and barely worth fifteen hundred a-year, out of which there was a payment of eighty-two pounds a-year for keeping up a school, all very imposing information on account of its perspicuity. To say that Mrs. Trattles knew nothing about either case, would not be far from the mark. That, however, is neither here nor there; people like to believe what they wish, and it answered Mrs. Trattles purpose to accommodate them.

For fanning a flirtation she was truly invaluable, and was frequently retained on both sides. She was now busily engaged in endeavouring to clench a somewhat procrastinated courtship between Captain Longuisher of the Cooington Hussars, and pretty Sarah Snowball, whose face unfortunately was her fortune; as also in trying to induce Mr de Breezey to reciprocate Miss Nettie worths devotion, without any apparent progress in either case. Rides and drives, and boats and balls, had all been tried unsuccessfully, and now the fine weather had prompted an excursion to the beautiful ruins of Witchwood Priory.

The thing was about ripe when Mrs. Trattles found our fair Mends names in the list of arrivals, and learning from Mrs. Chousey, with whom she was on easy tea-drinking terms, that they were highly genteel people, and Miss very pretty, she determined to avail herself of the unlimited capability of a Pic-Nic, to enlist them in the service. Having now satisfied herself that they would do, she gradually unfolded her budget of gaiety and amusements, coming at length to the Pic Nic, and dwelling on the enchanting nature of the scenery around Witchwood Priory, with incidental mention of the great people who would be there. Sir Stephen Sappey, the member for Bluffshires eldest son, with eighteen thousand a-year landed property; Mr. Bolingbroke Benson, with a Peerage in expectancy; Mr. John and Mr. William Worthington, both very nice young men; Mr. Stanley Smith, Mr. Martin Hogg, and many other great catches.

Mrs. McDermott heard all Mrs. Trattles had to say with well-feigned indifference. She was extremely obliged  very much so indeed  but they were not there for gaiety, merely on a bathing excursion while their house was getting painted, and if they were to go, they wouldnt know anybody, and altogether, she was afraid they must decline; at the same time, they were extremely obliged to Mrs. Trattles for thinking of them, very much obliged indeed, and so on. Mrs. Trattles, on the other hand, charged with vigorous determination Oh, dear, indeed; but she would take care that they should know everybody, she would introduce them herself. But Mrs. McDermott, not knowing her Mend, wisely left the offer open, promising to let Mrs. Trattles know in the evening if they could come. And Mrs. Trattles having presented her card, presently cleared herself out  hoops and all  leaving Mamma and Miss to con the matter over, who shortly after put on their things to go out for a stroll, but in reality, to call at Comfit, the confectioners, to eat themselves into the information they required. Suffice it to say, that what they heard of Mrs. Trattles was so satisfactory, that they were next seen at that interesting repertory, Madame Bergamottes bonnet shop, trying on bonnet after bonnet, until all idea of what they intended to have was entirely lost sight of. It ended, however, in two blue boxes and a bill arriving that evening in Seaview Place. Nor was this all; for next day, Monsieur Julian Millefleurs, the famous Parisian hairdresser, who tires for three and sixpence a trip, was summoned along, who immediately on seeing our fair Mends soft blue eyes beaming botween two bunches of light-brown ringlets, denounced those bar-maid looking things, and insisted upon dressing her hair in plain bonds, which both Mrs and Miss afterwards agreed were very becoming. And they wondered what a certain person would say if he saw her, said certain person being an admirer of ringlets.


CHAPTER IV.

THE LAD WE LEFT BEHIND.
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THE WHOLESOME MAXIM, that it is well to be off with the old love before we are on with the new, applying to a certain extent to the fair as well as to the ruder sex, we may here say a few words about our hero No. 1, ere we bring No. 2 upon the tapis. Jasper Goldspink, if not a smart youth, had some very excellent attributes. He was the son of a rich banker, and it is remarkable, that though people will abuse most other callings, it is a rare thing to hear any one say a word against a banker, simply, we suppose, because abusing a banker would be symptomatic of having been refused a loan. Jasper therefore was a very great man in the country, and only required the aid of Lady Airyworth, Lady Plumage, or some other great leader of fashion, to make him pass muster in town. It is singular how people worship wealth even though there is no chance of getting any of it themselves. If Jasper hadnt been rich, or on the highway to riches, such an ordinary every-day looking youth would never have attracted attention at all; as it was, people winked and nudged each other as he passed, and said, Oh that will be a rich man; or, Oh, what a sight of money that man will have! He walked the streets with a strut and a stare, that os good as said, Ill be a deal richer than you. Old Goldspink was one of the cautious money-scraping order of bankers, as contradistinguished to the go-a-head Scotch school, who run a-muck at everything. He thought of nothing but money, revolving a thing over in his mind many times before he did it, always in a doubtful point calling in the aid of figures, beginning with his favourite apophthegem of sivin and four being elivin, and so piling up numbers until he arrived at a satisfactory solution of the mystery. Thus, for instance, if he saw Mr. Cordy Brown, the butcher, stealing out of town, with his spurs in his hat, concealing, as he thought, his hunting apparel under his olive-coloured Macintosh, he would immediately begin, sivin and fours elivin, and eighteen, is twenty-nine  theres that Cordy Brown going out hunting again  and eight is thirty-sivin  much better be taking up Willowedge and Cos overdue bill, than breaking peoples hedges scrambling after Jonathan Joblings harriers  and fourteen is fifty-one  Jonathan will be coming to grief himself some day, see his name to a great deal of very suspicious paper  and sivin is fifty-eight  take care he dont do me  with which wise resolution he would dive his hands into the depths of his capacious trowser pockets and begin his sivin-and-four calculations upon somebody else. Not that old Goldspink altogether disapproved of hunting, for at the instigation of his ambitious wife, he had bought our hero No. 1, what he called a pair of hunting horses, to enable him to follow the chase with his noble but sadly overdrawing customer, the Duke of Tergiversations foxhounds; but our young Mend, after two or three spread-eagleings on his back, became so disgusted with a sharpish switch across the bridge of his nose from the return branch of an ash tree, that he gladly took advantage of a temporary ailment to one of his horses back legs, to withdraw from the chase, and at the period of our story, was turning his attention to what he considered the more profitable occupation of the Turf. As we shall presently have him down at Roseberry Rocks Races, we will defer a further description of his person until he comes; it being evident that a mans looks depend very much upon what he puts on, just as a lady is one person in a bonnet, and another in a riding-hat. We will, therefore, now return to the Rocks, and amuse ourselves there as best we can, till Jasper arrives.


CHAPTER V.

WITCHWOOD PRIORY.
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WITCHWOOD PRIORY IS well adapted for expeditions of a romantic order, being a spacious ivy-grown ruin, whose crypts, and corridors, and pillars, have been rescued by the present generation from the vandalism of the last, and converted from a damp, deserted, nettle-grown rubbish corner, into a picturesque architectural exhibition, situated in the midst of ground-sweeping trees, interspersed with grottoes, and labyrinths, and every convenience for losing oneself. It is a nice easy distance from the Rocks  say, a cabmans five miles, or a Christians four, over undulating downs, whose sound elastic turf gives spirits to the rider, and sprightliness to the steed. Nor are the creature comforts of life altogether unknown at the for end, for as soon as Smiling spring her earliest visit pays,

John Baccoman of the Cat and Compasses licensed eating-house, in Shell Street, packs up his beverages, while his wife clutches the tea-caddy, and away they go with their portable emigrants house which they pitch beneath the beautiful remains of the large gothic window on the east of the ruin, and momentarily dispel the poetry of the place by the exhibition of baskets, and buns, and labels, announcing bitter beer, cigars, and hot water for tea. Still this eye-sore is somewhat redeemed by the presence of a veritable gipsy  one of the real dark-skinned, black-eyed, black-ringletted race, who goes fluttering about in her red shawl, russet gown, and ankle boots, dispensing titles, and honours, and fortunes, to all who will listen to her. And a rare business she had done during this our Comet year; for if half the titles she had promised were to come true, Sir Bernard Burk might publish a new edition of his Peerage immediately. Though we all profess to laugh at the creatures, it is wonderful how many of us like to have our fortunes told on the sly. Baccoman too had done pretty well in his line, charging a shilling for a glass of ale, ninepence for a cigar, and sixpence for a penny bun; but then, as John says, summer does last such a werry short time with them, and they maun make hay while the sun shines. And though he predicted that each fine day would be the last, and always pointed out indications of the coming storm, still the sun set with undiminished splendour, and rose with unalloyed brightness; and still Johns Union Jack ascended the staff on the ivy-grown flag-tower, and still the white kicking pony came lilting and tilting over the downs, with a spring-cart load of comestibles; and still the gipsys cry, as regarded the visitors, was, They come! they come! I see them galloping! I see them galloping! up to the very day on which our particular party assembled.


CHAPTER VI.

OUR PIC-NIC DAY.
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IT WAS A lovely day  the bright green sea stretched glassily away in lazy languor, scarce deigning to break silence with a gentle ripple against the shingly shore, while the saucy gulls hovered and dipped, and hovered and dipped, regardless of the pop, pop, popping from the guns of the unsteady handed sportsmen in the boats. Bathing-machines were engaged three or four deep, and the fair occupants got good deep remunerative dips instead of being splashed over with a little saltwater, as they lay on the beach like fish on a fishmongers slab. The Victoria and Albert, the Empress Eugenie, the Wedding Ring, the Honeymoon, the John and Nancy,  all the gay white-sailed party-coloured boats pushed away from the shore with merry giggling groups who thought they could never be sick with such a smooth sea. Every available vehicle, from the pair of horse fly down to the little goat-chaise, were taken up on the very fullest of full terms. The fineness of the day drew all parties to the door, windows were thrown up, passages left exposed, while the buff-slippered owners, stretched listlessly on the benches, stared at the sea, indulged in vacuity, or polished their nails with a pebble, thinking how sharp they would be when they got back to town. It was a regular dozy, do-nothing sort of day. The new Reform Bill ought to exempt people from labour when the thermometer is at a certain height.
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Smiling cantering bevies of beauties, with their shining hair in gold and silver beaded nets, and party-coloured feathers in their jaunty little hats, alone imparted energy to the scene as they tit-tup-ed along with quickly following tramp, led by the most magnificent and affable of riding-masters, who thus advertise their studs, just as Howes and Cushing advertise their grand United States Circus. Bless us, what a pace some of them go! That gentleman with all the honours looks as if he were leading his fair squadron into action, while Napoleon the First, with his clean white leathers and shining jack-boots and no less interesting miscellany, follows at a pace that is perfectly appalling. If the fair-haired lady on the right of the Emperor were to fall, she would be crushed by the flaunting habits in the rear. But people who ride by the hour must go fast, or else they think they dont get anything for their money. The Roseberry Rocks hacks, however, are the exception to all other watering-place hacks, for instead of the wretched sunken-eyed, woe-begone bags of bones peculiar to other places, we have well-bred, well-conditioned, well-caparisoned animals, that but for their constant change of riders might pass for the partys own. No Humane Societys posters disfigure the walls of the town, cautioning the owners against cruelty to animals, and calling upon the hirers to aid in their protection. Wonderful are the capabilities of the ordinary hack-horses! They can put two days work into one, provided of course that the owner gets paid for two days instead of one; and the poor creatures are never so fresh and fit to go, according to the owners account, as when they have just come off a twenty-miles trot. Parties should be paid for risking their necks on such animals, instead of being charged for their use.

But we are getting into the activity of life instead of pursuing the lassitude of heat. Let us get out into the country, for it is one of the peculiarities of the English always to want to be somewhere eke than where they are.

Roseberry Rocks is one of those fine large independent places that even Paul Pry himself would be utterly at fault in appropriating the consumption of pie to this person or to that, of knowing who k going to one place and who to another. As in London on the Derby day, it is only when the extemporised drags begin to move dangerously about the streets, and the silken-jacketed post-boys to coax their jibbing screws up to the doors, that the streets become alive to the gaiety of the Greens or the Browns; so at the Rocks, it k only when the hamper-laden footmen begin to follow looming young ladies, dressed if possible with more than usual care and expansion, to their respective rendezvous, that people begin speculating upon what is going on, and wondering whose party it is. Still there are so many resources and outlets for gaiety at the Rocks, and so many converging roads, that it is not until the town is well cleared, and the concomitant brick-fields and linen-flying drying-grounds gassed, that any decided opinion can be formed upon the points of attraction  or, indeed, where all dress so fine, who is going gadding, and who is merely grinding for exercise.

After all is said and done, perhaps there k nothing so potent as a turnpike-gate for settling the contributories to a party, for as nine-tenths of the watering-place people who drive out only do so for the sake of the bump  neither looking to the right nor the left  they may just as well bump two miles twice over on one side of a turnpike-gate as two miles on one side and two on the other; and Checkley-view-bar being most judiciously placed, it required a good deal of whip-cord, accompanied by certain guttural objurgations, to induce a well-accustomed back to face its devouring jaws; and while the driver of a turn-about vehicle would have nothing to do but give hk hone its head on coming to the well-defined semi-circular wheel-marks on the road, the outward bound Jehu has to get his horse by the head, and jip and jag and flagellate up to the white-aproned janitor who stands at the receipt of custom, giving parsimonious bits of paper in return for well-proportioned halfpence. The money being paid, the trustees of the road then seem to let people down gently, for the theretofore well-kept road gradually becomes rough and rutty, and presently degenerating into a toilsome short sea hill sort of track, which the drivers endeavour to circumvent by diagonal deviations over the sound carpet of the downs. Then it is that the difference between the masters and the men is apparent, the masters getting off to ease their horses up the oft-recurring hills, while the slug of a servant slouches on his seat and plies the whip as he goes. Out upon the great lout who cannot ease a horse, even though it is not his own, say we! All then becomes openness and space. The swelling downs roll along in continuous folds to the grey dim of the horizon, while occasional clumps and belts of trees vary the monotony of the scene, and denote the habitations of the cultivators of the improved patches of land in the valleys. The uplands are dotted with gorse, increasing in strength towards the top, and affording comfortable jumps to such equestrians as prefer the downs to doing the Howes and Cushing of the streets. Bleater the shepherd leaves his tinkling-belled flock to the care of his sensible dog, and stands, crook in hand, by the road Bide, staring and wondering what can bring so many fine ladies and gentlemen out of the town every day. Carnage after carriage goes creaking past, and canter after canter go the three-and-sixpence an hour-ers; some in flocks, some in pairs, the ladies enlivening the landscape with their fluttering veils and their varied paces, the riders taking occasional peeps at the watches, to see that they are not going too far for their money.

From Prospect Hill a clear programme of our pic-nic party may now be obtained, the foremost carriages which dot the chalky road over the distant down  



Show scarce so gross as beetles,

while the whole line backward is studded with enlarging vehicles enlivened with gay parasols, pink, blue, white, lilac, lavender  all the smart colours of the season. And much the fair bearers need them, for the sun is scorchingly hot, and the air, even in these exalted regions, dances before the dazzled eyes. At length the foremost vehicles gain the brow of North Bendlaw Hill, from which the Union Jack of the Priory is seen, and a slight incline of the road quickly varies the landscape and brings the traveller amid the enclosures and green trees of the vale. Carriage after carriage drives quickly down, and great is the run upon Mrs. Baccomans looking-glass, each fair lady thinking the other is keeping it a most unconscionable time, while the anxious faces of the waiters contrast with the self-satisfied ones of the goers away.


CHAPTER VII.

THE GIPSYS PROPHECY.
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PEOPLE AT A pic-nic seldom amalgamate well until after dinner. There is generally caution and mistrust until confidence is promoted by a few glasses of wine. Thus it was on the present occasion. The guests kept to their respective coteries, seemingly more intent upon asking, Who was who, than desirous of making Whos acquaintance. So, as each looming lady emerged from her shake out, she made up to the matron who had charge of her movements. They then trooped off on their respective trips, some down the lovers-walk, some up to the haunted glen, others to the dropping well at Dewhurst. Most of them had seen the Priory with its crypt and octagonal pillars, its famous old windows and winding staircase, while the now canvas-roofed refectory was to be the dining-room on the present occasion. Very little sight-seeing serves parties at a pic-nic. Though so light and airy, they are generally bent on the more serious business of life.

Our fair heroine, though she had the graceful feminine art of accommodating her likings to her company, preferred a stroll among the large trees to a squeeze up the narrow stone staircase, or a dive down below; a choice that was highly approved of by Mamma as better both for her daughters complexion, as for preserving the freshness of her piquant little black hat set off with a light blue feather, and the glorious amplitude of her white muslin dress, enriched with ribbons to match the feather. We often think it fortunate for the Hottentot Venus that she lived when she did, for she would never have made anything by showing herself now-a-days. Well, our fair friend and Mamma having evaded Mrs. Trattles as she went to greet some fresh arrivera, proceeded to perambulate together, Mamma relying upon the never-failing attraction of beauty for procuring her daughter partners at the proper time. So they lionised themselves, peeping up this walk and down that, more intent upon killing time than adding to their stock of topographical knowledge. As they sauntered along in the cool shade formed by the over-hanging branches of the limes, a something rustled on the left, and presently the swarthy red-shawled gipsy stood with distended arms before them. Mamma and daughter uttered a faint shriek and started back.

Nay, dont be frightened! exclaimed the gipsy, soothingly  
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dont be frightened! Bless your beautiful face, my lovely young lady! continued she, addressing our heroine. If ever there was a babe born to rank and riches it is your own sweet iligant self.

Stuff and nonsense, muttered Mrs. McDermott stuff and nonsense, motioning her aside with her blue parasol.

Nay, dont say that, replied the gipsy, softly dont say that, my lady. Ive ruled the planets these twenty years, and never yet told wrong; cross my palm with a bit of silver, my dear lady mam, and Ill tell you who youll marry  step aside here, step aside, continued she, motioning them off the walk.

No, my good woman, replied Mrs. McDermott, pursuing her course; we dont believe in any such nonsense; but see, theres a shilling for you, producing one from her purse as she spoke, and now let us hear what you have to say.

The gipsy pocketed the money, and scrutinised our young friend with her piercing black eyes.

Youve not yet seen the man youll marry, said she, slowly and deliberately.

Indeed! blushed Rosa, thinking of our friend in the country.

But youll see him to-day, added the gipsy, archly.

And what will he be like? asked Mrs. McDermott.

Like! exclaimed the gipsy. Hell be the handsomest man here  tall, with raven hair, and eagle eyes, and money beyond measure.

Indeed! laughed Mrs. McDermott, and just at that moment some more migratory balloons appearing in the distance, the gipsy rushed off to invest them with husbands also  assigning dark to the fair, fair to the dark, tall to the short, and so on. And Miss and Mamma sauntered back to the Priory, inwardly wondering what would come of their own particular prophecy.


CHAPTER VIII.

ADMIRATION JACK.
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THE USUAL ORDER of a pic-nic march is, the promoters with their nearly caught conquests first, the half caught couples second, the mere nibblers third, and then, what the racing reporters call the ruck. The wholly disinterested, disengaged, yawny young gentlemen, never come till late; indeed never exactly know whether they are coming or not until they get there, and when there, are never sure they are going to stay. A pic-nic, being an indefinite sort of entertainment, comprises every variety of male costume  morning coats, evening coats, nondescript coats, riding boots, dress boots, jockey whips, and heel spurs. The ladies only vary their costume by laying aside their bonnets for dinner or the dance, though if they were to take our advice they would keep them on  especially if the bonnets are pretty ones.

There had been a great setting down of company during the time of Mrs and Miss McDermotts walk, and several equally entire strangers as themselves having come, there was less staring, and less use of the eye-glass than before. What a summary of severity can be expressed in the cynical curl of the nose at the quizzing-glass. Fancy a young fellow who has just married an old woman for her  the reader knows what  undergoing the scornful scrutiny of some fifty or sixty dowagers, as he sneaks with his piece of antiquity up a ball-room. That, however, is the settled severity of a row of wall-flowers which the ever-varying grouping of a pic-nic affords no accommodation for. When our fair Mends returned from their walk, the bustle of arrangement was in full operation, and Mrs. Trattles and Mrs. Bolsterworth, Mrs. Heeviman, and Miss Whistlecraft, all the matchmaking fussing ones, were running about, asking for this gentleman or for that, endeavouring to joint their parties preparatory to dinner. Seeing our fair friends approach, Mrs. Trattles ran to reclaim them  chided their truancy, and in the same breath proposed to introduce a most particular Mend of hers, a young gentleman of large fortune  fifteen thousand four hundred a-year, landed property, with a castle  extremely handsome, and before Mrs. McDermott could edge in a word, a tallish, dark-haired, dark-eyed gentleman  much the sort of the man described by the gipsy  splendidly got up, and generous in jewelry, was bowing respectfully under the name of Mr. Bunting. Having clenched that introduction, Mrs. Trattles quickly hurried off to suit some other parties in a similar way, leaving Mr. Bunting to ingratiate himself in the usual way  smiling, sidling, ogleing, simpering, nothinging in fact  a stile of proceeding that our newly-introduced friend was quite au fait at. Mr. Bunting or Admiration Jock, as he was commonly called, from his extreme satisfaction with himself, though he had the reputation of an immense fortune, had in reality nothing of the sort, having been ruined in rather a singular way  namely, by his grandfather buying a book. We have heard of people being ruined in curious ways  some by getting fortunes left them  others by not getting fortunes left them, some by marrying heiresses, others by not marrying heiresses, some by marrying rich widows, others by not marrying rich widows; but we never before heard of a man being ruined by buying a book. Yet so it was in the present instance. Jack was the grandson of that jolly old nautical Bear-Admiral Bunting, so well known at the various ports where good fellows congregate, and the Bear-Admiral being once stranded at Portsmouth, had had the misfortune to buy a book  the only one, we should think, in the place  namely, Daftun on Planting, which completely turned the head of the tar. Being a great man for the wooden walls of old England, he was highly delighted with it, not only because it showed how to maintain the supremacy of his favourite service, but also how a pure patriot like himself might enrich his family by benefiting his country. This was by planting oak, and Daftun showed as clearly, as figures always show everything, that an immense fortune must inevitably be reaped by the noble national undertaking. Indeed the principles upon which the calculations proceeded were so simple as almost to defy contradiction, and may be briefly stated as founded on the supposition that an oak-tree at seventy-five years of age must contain forty-five feet of timber, which must be worth £8 a-tree. Then, without troubling ourselves with intermediate thinnings which, however, Daftun showed would be highly remunerative, there were to be 302 trees per acre, at the end of seventy-five years, which at £8 per tree, would be worth £2416 per acre. Add as many acres together as would satisfy ambition, and there would be the money to the day, far better than buying farms, or investing money in the funds, or in any other species of fluctuating property.

The idea struck the Bear-Admiral amazingly, and he determined to carry it out to the utmost of his ability. Accordingly he bought a bleak hill side in Renfrewshire, five hundred acres of which he magnanimously appropriated to growing navy-timber, and he saw his way to one million three hundred and sixty-five thousand five hundred pounds! as plainly as if he had it in his pocket. Bliss us, what a fortin! the old boy used to exclaim, as far away at sea he lay tossing about in his cabin. Bliss us, what a fortin! one million three underd and sixty-five thousand five underd punds, all for an outlay of three-and-twenty underd. And he hugged Daftun to his heart and blessed him, for showing him the way to such wealth, and he occasionally saw in the dim mist of the future a peerage for the owner of the aerial edifice of Buntingbury Castle. So having planned and planted, and done everything in a most business-like way, upon paper, he sailed upon the world with the confidence of a man who has invested a sum of money in the funds, and given his broker a power of attorney to add the accruing dividends to the capital.

Tears rolled on, and the Admiral and the Admirals son having both paid the debt of nature, now when our hero No. 2 ought to be in possession of unbounded wealth, his resources from his forest may be best described by extracting an item from Messrs. Chalker and Charger of Lothburys bill, who had been sent down express to look a little into matters, in consequence of a proposal our friend had made the beautiful daughter of a rich client of theirs. The following is the item:  

Chaise-hire and expenses from C  b to Buntingbury Castle, where instead of a fine forest we found nothing but stunted stagheaded trees, and a four-roomed shooting-box of a house  £2. 3s. 4d.

Still there was the estate, and there was the house, and, as the Judges lay it down every assizes, that a mans house is his castle, surely our friend had a right to call his shooting-box a castle, if he liked. Why, we remember a sheepfold on the Wiltshire Downs that used to be called something Castle. We went there one morning to hunt, expecting to get a good breakfast, and found nothing but an old shepherd stretched upon a grassy mound. This be castle, said he, in reply to our inquiry, and sure enough, in a few minutes up came Squire Twentystuns fox-hounds and deployed over the place. Out upon the objection, say we! Its not a liberal way of looking at the matter.

Thus, then, stood our friend Mr. Bunting. B[e was young, gay, and good-looking; with a great taste for beauty, and abundant leisure for falling into love. Indeed, he did little but dress, sigh, and write limping lines; and though he had often had a certain document beginning with Proposals for a settlement to be made on the intended marriage of John Bunting, Esq., with Miss so and so, returned on his hands, sometimes with a stiffish lawyers bill, sometimes without; he yet retained the reputation of great castellated wealth, and indeed half believed that the much decried oaks would still come round, and be a goodly heritage at last. Daftun said so, and surely Daftun knew better than the lawyers. They only wanted a little more age perhaps, and when they once took to growing, would soon make up their lee way. So our friend hoped against hope, keeping Daftuns calculations afloat; and though he would have had no objections to an heiress, if it was only to get the wherewithal to build the castle with, yet, he did not go altogether for money, but made beauty his first consideration, and had now run the gauntlet of many fair maids, including a brunette or two, from whose successive negations, he always felt morally certain he could never recover; yet somehow or other, after the lapse of a certain time, ho always found himself in just the same predicament with some other young lady. His last flame was pretty Miss Wingfield of somewhere in Cumberland, whose father had let him down somewhat unceremoniously, returning his writings with a lawyers bill made out in a rather vindictive acrimonious way; for instead of running all the six-and-eightpences, thirteen-and-fourpences, and one pound ones, on in regular succession, carrying the amount of each page over on to the next, Biter and Co., of Whitehaven, added each page up separately, making what they called a grand recapitulation of the whole at the end. So when our hero got the plump packet (stamped with a green stamp), and turned with hurried hand and eager eye to the bottom of the last page, he perked up considerably on finding 13l. 17s. 2d., figuring as the amount, and chucked the whole thing over on to the side-table for future consideration. But a few days after, having stuck fast in a sonnet he was weaving to his various lady-loves, he turned for inspiration to something solid; when half way down an unnumbered page, he discovered the dread reality, and the bill instead of being 13l. 17s. 2d., was in fact 43l. 13s. 4d., the 13l. 17s. 2d., being only the amount of the last page. So what with a twenty-guinea diamond ring that the young lady had forgotten to return him along with his letters and poetical effusions, together with seven pound odd he had spent in equestrian exercise, in the Howes and Cushing line, he had got a long way into a three-figure note. Admiration Jack, however, was a man of good cheer, not easily depressed, on capital terms with himself, and just as ready to enter the lists as if he had never been foiled; and no sooner saw our fair friend circling among the crowd, than declaring that there were as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it, he resolved to make up to her. And Rosa having recovered from the surprise and trepidation caused by the speedy fulfilment of the prophecy (which making allowance for the exaggeration of a gipsy, was not such a bad one), turned a smiling face and ready ear to our philanderer, as if there was no such person as Jasper Goldspink, sivin and four, or other friends and relations in the world. So, when the preparatory clatter of knives and forks became louder, and the tramp and hurry of footmen more frequent, the two stood chatting and simpering together, suggestive of the handsomest couple under the sun. Mamma looked approvingly on, Mrs. Trattles congratulated herself on the success of her venture, while Mrs. Tartarman, with her saucy-nosed daughters, stood with well thrown back heads pitying the poor girl who was going to be made a fool of. Presently there was a mysterious movement in the throng, arms suddenly distended either singly or in pairs, a faded green baize curtain was drawn aside, and the company gradually proceeded from the sky canopied drawing-room of the outer ruin, to the canvas-covered refectory adjoining. Great was the gathering of crinoline, and squeezing past corners, and getting round tables, and beggings of pardons, and askings to be unloosed, and thanks for the favours, and wonderings of the ladies how they were ever to get themselves seated on such little narrow benches. Better far to have had a spread on the ground with unlimited circumference for each. However, there they were, and with no more space assigned than when ladies were half their present size. At length all get wedged in somehow or other; and amidst serious reflections as to how they would look when they came out again, the Rev. Mr. Tmelove said a short grace, and the business of dinner began.





[image: img361.jpg]


CHAPTER IX.

THE PICNIC.
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WE HOLD THAT a pic-nic is not a pic-nic where there are well-arranged tables and powdered footmen to wait. It is merely an uncomfortable out-of-door dinner. A pic-nic should entail a little of the trouble and enterprise of life, gathering sticks, lighting the fire, boiling the pot, buying or stealing the potatoes. It is an excellent training for housekeeping, and affords a favourable opportunity for developing the skill of young ladies, in an art, that as servants go, they all seem likely to have to come to sooner or later, namely, waiting on themselves. Moreover, what one cooks oneself is always much better than what anybody else cooks for one, just as the money that a man makes is always a great deal more prized than what comes jingling in of itself.

Our party on this occasion was of the well-supplied order  plenty of everything, and plenty of servants to hand things about. Some brought their butlers, because the butlers chose to come; some brought their footmen to show their new liveries; some their pages to keep them out of mischief. And though there were a few of the usual casualties of moving, such as the salt coalescing with the sugar, and the pickles bursting into the pie, the servants had the rectification of matters, and there was no scrambling for plates, no begging for forks, no two people eating with one spoon. All was orderly and orthodox, plenty of provisions with the usual preponderance of hams, tongues, and chickens. None of the ladies having lunched, no, not even had a bun, there was a very sensible difference between their performances on this occasion, and when they come in their gorgeous attire at halfpast seven for eight oclock in the evening, to criticise each others dresses, and interrupt the hungry men in the middle of their mouthfuls. So they competed very fairly with the ruder sex in their performances. Presently a battue of corks proceeded from the curtained corner where the warm water jug for the knives was concealed from public view, and at the glad sound all sorts of glasses were enlisted, from the satisfactory open bell-shaped ones, down to the little narrow froth-catchers, out of which a man gets a taste of the grateful beverage at the bottom. A second salute, if possible more vehement than the first, then set people quite at their ease, and made the shy young gentlemen turn confidently to their partners, instead of looking sheepish, and wondering who was watching them. Captain Langnisher looked sweet on Miss Snowball, and Miss Nettle worth hung on Mr de Breezeys every word. Our friend, Mr. Bunting, having soon satisfied the requirements of an unripe appetite, proceeded to study the profile of our fair Mend, under the favourable auspices of the saucy little hat, so different to the coal-skuttle bonnets of former days, that required a telescope to see to the far end of them. Very fair and beautiful he found her. A high smooth ivory forehead, arched with beautiful light hair, calm pensive blue eyes, with long lashes and regular brows, a straight well-formed nose, with playing dimples hovering round an exquisitely formed mouth, full of regular pearly teeth. The slightest possible flush now suffused her naturally pale face, and gave brightness and animation to the whole. Mr. Bunting looked and looked, till at length 

Beautys pensive eye Askd from his heart the homage of a sigh.

And he most handsomely accorded beautys request. Shes very pretty quoth he to himself, as he quaffed off the remains of his third glass of champagne, and held it out for another supply, very pretty indeed; prettier than Laura Blanc, prettier than Charlotte Hawthorn, and quite as pretty as Lavinia Barnett; and he felt as if he didnt care for all his crosses and misfortunes, or for the recapitulation of Biter and Cos bill. And now seeing Mrs. Harrimans piercing little grey eyes fixed intently upon him from the opposite side of the table, he immediately asked her to take a glass of champagne in the hopes of drowning what he knew she could tell, an example that was speedily followed by some one else, who perhaps had similar qualms of conscience, thus drawing off her attention, and enabling Mr. Bunting to resume his sotto voce conversation undisturbed.

Amid the interchange of sweets, jellies, and simpers, he proceeded on a sort of Dr. Livingstone-like exploration of our fair friends forthcomings, belongings, and intended stayings; a wide and fertile field of research that lasted through all the iced champagne, and saw the company well into the warmer supply.

Mamma meanwhile sat complacently by, occasionally helping her daughter out where her information was defective, and wondering what Mrs. Goldspink would say if she could see her smart beau  a gentle man with a splendid castle, and sixteen thousand a-year. Pro  o  digious! as Dominie Samson would say. No such catches in the country. At length the last lingering plate tapper ceased nibbling, the chopped cheese followed the remains of the more substantial viands, and grace being again said, there was a great inundation of pines, melons, grapes, peaches, all the more costly and luxurious produce, for it was a great fruit year, and though it was dear enough to buy, yet the fruiterers gave little or nothing for it, a shilling a dozen for peaches; the same for nectarines, a shilling a pound for grapes, and so on, that it was hardly worth the trouble of packing and sending ta them. So those who had gardens could afford to be generous at very small cost. The table was abundantly supplied; the producers and the consumers being speedily distinguished by the abstemiousness of the one, and the vigorous enjoyment of the other. The pines were sliced, the melons divided, the pyramids of grapes reduced amidst hearty mirth, and the languid circulation of the long-necked light claret bottles, varied by an occasional wasp hunt, until the twang, twang, twang, of the fiddle tuners outside reminded them that the jumping enjoyment of the evening had yet to commence. At a look then from Mrs. Campbell de Jenkins at Mrs. Ambrose Brown cannond off upon Mrs. Bolsterworth, the crinoline bearers rose, and with much ingenuity of steerswomanship, and many apologies, succeeded in effecting a retreat.  


CHAPTER X.

THE DANCE.
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THE WITHDRAWAL OF the voluminous ladies made great voids in the hitherto well-crowded table, and the gentlemen had now to commence the process of amalgamation among themselves amid the remnants of fruit and the remains of the wine. But the air was hot and oppressive  the superfluous awning kept the fumes of dinner down, and there seemed to be a general opinion that it would be better to pollute the fresh air outside with cigars than undergo any more of the impure atmosphere within. Accordingly there was soon a general fishing up of hats, a diving for cigars, and a running to Baccomons by those who had forgotten to bring their cases. Young gentlemen must smoke now-a-days, whether they like it or not. Presently the puffers were seen straggling away in all directions, and, considering that they carried the scent and not the ladies, it was wonderful with what accuracy they found them out, some down in the crypt, some up the ivy-tower, some along at Bamdale burn, others listening to the gipsy under the wide-spreading Hartland oak.

The extreme heat of the day was now over, the country people were returning from their work, and Dobbin, and Smiler, and Farmer, and Jessey stood deep in the pond, imbibing the pure stream from its source. Groups of satchel-slung children come loitering along, forgetful of their bows and their drops at the sight of so many fine ladies of such unwonted rotundity. Very odd, they thought, their thin shoes and silk stockings looked compared to their own stout worsteds and clogs. The country was now in the full meridian of beauty.

The hill-sheltered trees were loaded with leaf, whose rich and varied green contrasted with the golden-headed corn, full ready for the sickle, interspersed here and there with the picturesque but rather unpopular poppy. A farmer prefers a good downy thistle to one of these scarlet landscape lighters. One, they say, shows strength, the other poverty.

But it is time to return from our rural ramble, and already the chaperones whose charges have not got eligibly mated, are beginning to fidget and look about, wondering where Mrs. Thomas Trattles, or Mrs. Brown, or Mrs. Campbell de Jenkins can be, while those whose young ladies are better suited saunter unconcernedly along, apparently without, but in reality just within ear-shot, gazing complacently this way or that, admiring the lovely scenery, looking for Tenbury Hills, or trying to make out Springwell Park, or Staunton spire in the distance. Of all the varied accomplishments of life, there are few more useful than that of being conveniently blind and not hearing everything. It saves many a quarrel and much cash.

Our friend Mr. Bunting, who knows the locality well,  indeed it was down the glen, in the violet banks that he managed to slip the twenty guinea diamond ring so adroitly on to the fair, or rather unfair, Miss Wingfields taper finger,  our friend, we say, manœuvres Rosa and Mamma by a series of tree-screening walks out of sight as well of the curious as of the more mar-plot ladies, from whom he expected no favour; and after a most delightful chat  far surpassing in interest anything she had ever had with our friend in the country  Mr. Bunting wheeled round on the east of the Priory and brought them back in the rear of the capacious Miss Foldingleys, who were too busy turning attentive deaf ears to the gipsy to heed who was coming behind them. So the trio sauntered listlessly into the again-forming group, looking about as unconcernedly as if they had never been away.

The scene had now changed. After a vigorous onslaught upon the remains of the feast, as well by the Baccomans as the servants, the heat-condensing cover had been removed, and the beautiful refectory stood forth in its noble proportions, the rich clustering ivy folding gracefully over the walls, or creeping fantastically up the pillars and about the finely-carved gothic work of the windows. The rough deal table had been removed to one side, and coveys of white cups, clustering about brown hens of tea-pots, denoted that Mrs. Baccomans privilege of finding hot-water was about to commence. The composite floor had been cleanly swept and sprinkled with water, and half-a-dozen seedy musicians sat patiently in a corner ready to enliven the scene when required. After successive pop visits by the fair ladies to Mrs. Baccomans looking-glass, there was a general drawing on of clean white, primrose, or lavender-coloured kid-gloves, and then a taking up of positions, with the comfortable confidence of all being right. So at the proper time, the ladies pointed their taper toes and started off gaily with the first quadrille of the evening. Great was the wheeling, and circling, and spreading, and guiding of crinoline, and divers the apologies of the fair obstructionists for stopping each others ways. But with a little patience and mutual concession, each fair lady at length got through her portion of the figure. Better have been stopped altogether than not have carried her full complement of crinoline. Wonderful fashion! We suppose we shall have the other extreme next, and dresses as scant as they are now inflatedly full.

At the sound of music the outsiders came trooping in, and then the formidable corps des observations of chaperones and dowagers was formed, each intent on watching the glances and movements of some particular party. Our friend Mr. Bunting, who felt his lacerated heart greatly relieved by the soft embrocation of Miss McDermotts smiles, devoted himself heart and soul to his partner, little thinking how Mrs. Bolsterworth was watching him through her double eyeglasses at a convenient aperture between Mr. Malcolm Midwinter and Miss Spinner, who stood before her.

Just the way he went on with Miss Hawthorn, thought she, nibbing her glasses on the corner of Miss Spinners light blue scarf; just the way he went on with Miss Hawthorn; and Mrs. Bolsterworth felt how her duty would compel her to caution Mrs. McDermott against his insidious advances. Duty is a capital cloak for officiousness.

Miss Rosa, who dearly loved dancing, was equally pleased with her partner, and not a little flattered when, at the close of the quadrille, he claimed her for the succeeding valse, and then spun her about in a style very different to the cartwheel evolutions of the young gentlemen she had been accustomed to dance with in the town-hall of Mayfield.

Admiration Jack was a capital performer, and there are few things more prizeable in society than a willing, working, good looking, good dancer. They are the parties who keep the balls alive, and shame the listless young gentlemen lolling against doors, looking as if they had smoked all their energies away. And though the sour grapes chaperones might abuse our active friend Mr. Bunting, and say he was nothing but a flirt, or a man-coquette, there wasnt one of them but what would have been well pleased to have seen him wheeling one of their fair charges about. But Mr. Bunting, if a lawyer-unsatisfying suitor, was, nevertheless, a constant swain, and stuck to his newly-acquired flame with marked perseverance, only introducing her to particular friends  generally young gentlemen in love like himself  always having her for a vis-à-vis in the quadrilles, and watching her well in the valses. And the more he looked at her, the more he admired her,. and he inwardly resolved to send Mrs. Trattles two dozen of Nectar and Foamers best sparkling champagne for the introduction.
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So the gay ball progressed amid occasional coolings and cups of tea, and peeps at the looking-glass; and the sun having again set with undiminished splendour, the shades of a long delayed summers evening at length began to draw on, causing the discontented ones to feel chilly and talk about cloaks, and ask about carriages, while the well-suited ones danced, if possible, with greater vigour than before. The seedy musicians seemed inspired with fresh spirit, and worked away at their instruments to the surprise of the bats and the inconvenience of the ivy-nestling sparrows, now kept out of their berths by the noise. At length, at the close of an apparently interminable Violente valse, when the most patient and accommodating of the chaperones were hinting the necessity of bringing the delightful day to a close, a cry of the Comet! the Comet! drew all parties to the door with a rush, and interrupted the progressing arrangements by mixing all parties up in inextricable confusion. There was no saying where to find anybody. The cares and watchings and guardings or the day seemed likely to be lost in a moment. As fast as Mrs. Motley rescued Susan Ann from Captain Engleheart, she lost Sarah Jane, while Mrs. Sterne was deserted by her flock altogether. Then there was such star-gazing, such science, such talking of Dr. Donati  the parabolic elements, and the inclination of the planes, in the midst of which the poor seedy musicians struck up God save the Queen, and then hurried away with their instruments for fear of being impressed into further service. So ended the gay out-of-door party. Carriage after carriage then took up their departing company, and the refreshed horses went cheerfully away in the cool of the evening, with their heads towards home, bringing the glowworm like lamps of the distance into full reality ere many of the travellers had recounted half their adventures, or repeated half the compliments that had been paid them.


CHAPTER XI.

MRS. BOLSTERWORTHS SPOON.

[image: img364.jpg]

A PIC-NIC IS one of those good, useful, indefinite sort of entertainments that may be turned to account in a variety of ways. It can either be made the foundation of future friendships, or the basis for further negotiation, or resolve itself into a bow and a drop altogether. To the pushing and enterprising there is no saying what opportunities they afterwards afford in the way of settling for flys, restoring found property, or inquiring for lost  or never lost  articles. There are people who, if they make up their minds to be into your house, there is no keeping out. Our friend Mrs. Bolsterworth was one of these. She had an obstinate, dogged perseverance that knew no rebuff, and brought her back to the charge as easy and unconcerned as if she had been before received with open arms. She was a sort of cast-iron countenanced woman, that there is no such thing as abashing. She always had a sort of running account variance with Mrs. Thomas Trattles, not only as an opposition caterer, match-maker, and general provider, but because she suspected Mrs. Trattles had interfered in a very promising flirtation between Captain Ganderton, of the Goose-green Fencibles, and Miss Marwood, out of which Mrs. Bolsterworth thought she saw her way to something very handsome  a silver tea-service, perhaps an urn, or a massive centrepiece. Moreover, our somewhat independent friend, Mr. Bunting, had not been so judiciously courteous to her as the too tardy growth of his oak-trees rendered prudent; so that altogether, what with Mrs. Trattles and his own offences, Mrs. Bolsterworth felt that she owed him one.

Accordingly, having thought the thing well over in her mind during the morning after our pic-nic, when the card-shedding time of day arrived, she got her best blue moire-antique amplified over her hoops and repellent crinoline, and, new bonnet on head, passed herself before the cheval glass as fit company for any one. The question then was who she should go to first, and what excuse she should make for going to anybody.

Now Mrs. Bolsterworth had a venerable old spoon  a tablespoon  that looked as if it might belong to half the world, for the initials were almost obliterated, and it was difficult to say whether the indistinct crest was a griffin, an eagle, an owl, or a unicorn. However, it made no matter what it was, because its indistinctness was its merit; and this old spoon Mrs. Bolsterworth proposed making the open sesame of peoples houses. To this end, having wrapped it carefully up in silver tissue paper, she went forth on her travels, with the pertinent inquiry, Do you know anybody who lost a spoon yesterday? on her tongues-end, instead of the usual hackneyed observations about the charms of the party, the beauty of the weather, or the calmness of the sea. So she meandered along Cockleshell Terrace, Crabfish Court, all round Hallibut Square, and past Floaters Baths into Neptune Place, where the great guns of the world began to congregate. Our yesterdays friend, Mrs. Tartarman, lived here  No. 18  who, estimated by her worldly enjoyments, ought to be extremely happy, for she had both a barouche and a chariot, with other appurtenances. With her Mrs. Bolsterworth had long wished to establish a footing, as well on account of what she had, as because she suspected Mrs. Tartarman, like herself, had a grievance against Mrs. Trattles. So, on coming to Mrs. Tartarmans door, she determined to try the effect of her spoon. A gentle turn of the ivory-knobbed visitors bell instantly disclosed not only a very superior-looking footman in green and gold, but a bulky butler in the background, who, newspaper in hand, advanced a few paces, with an imperious not at ome for the footman to pass on to the ignoble pedestrian inquirer at the door.

Not at ome, mem, bowed Black Plush, with the deferential tone of a man aspiring to the woolsack of butlership, and not knowing who may promote his object.

O, not at home, isnt she, replied Mrs. Bolsterworth, opening her tortoiseshell card-case, as if she was just going to do the usual and pass on. Not at home, repeated she, half presenting a glazed card to the footman; yet stay, continued she, withdrawing it from his proffered hand, do you think Mrs. Tartarman or any of the young ladies lost anything at the pic-nic yesterday?

Dont know, Im sure, mem, replied the footman.

Do you know, Mr. Tapp? addressing the butler.

Cant say, Im sure, replied Mr. Tapp, advancing a little further, thinking there might be something in it. Cant say, Im sure, mem, repeated he; but if youll blege me with your card, mem, Ill step up-stairs and inquire.

Mrs. Bolsterworth then presented him with the card; and while Mr. Tapp retired, conning it as he went, Mrs. Bolsterworth came into the passage, and took a seat on a double-crested mahogany entrance hall-chair, to wait his return  inwardly speculating upon whether she would get any further or not, depending, she thought, upon how far the ladies had advanced in their company toilettes.

The science of calling has certainly got into very convenient compass of late, and little now remains to be done save to make a transmission of visiting cards by post a legal tender. As it is, nobody ever expects to get into a house; and half the air of the thing is lost by the substitution of visitors bells for the hearty poundings the gigantic footmen used to give the knockers. By Jove, but some of them knocked as if there were no such things as nerves or headaches in the world. If it was not for the drive, the whole calling custom would collapse, and yet people would perhaps remain quite as good friends as before. Its the beef and mutton that does the business  not the pasteboard. People all know where their friends live without being continually reminded by their calls.

Now, though Mrs. Tartarman was by no means in her at-home attire, having only one of those loosely flowing robes on that look sc cool and comfortable as they stand variously ticketed at from eighteen shillings to twenty-five on the figure-stands at the puffing tradesmens doors, yet the sight of Mrs. Bolsterworths card, coupled with the inquiry about lost goods, made her send her deshabille daughters off to Bee if they had got all their trinkets, while she desired Mr. Tapp to show Mrs. BoLsterworth up, thinking to take soundings of her while the girls were adorning. Accordingly the rustle of the staircase-ascending petticoats of the young ladies had scarcely subsided, ere the rotundity of clothes, of which Mrs. Bolsterworth formed the nucleus, was looming up into the drawing-room.

Mrs. Tartarman, though very great in a general way, could condescend when it suited her; and this being one of her unbending days, she rose from her ottoman throne as Mrs. Bolsterworth advanced, and tendering her the two fore-fingers of her gloved hand, motioned her to be seated in an easy chair hard by.

Oh, Mrs Bolsterworth wouldnt intrude for one moment, indeed she wouldnt  she had merely called at the door in passing, to ask if

But Mrs. Tartarman would have her down before she would let her go any further.  

Mrs. Bolsterworth having then accomplished the apparent impossibility of getting into the easy  or to her uneasy  chair, gave her hoops an outward sweep, and, clearing her voice, again commenced her story. She had just called in passing to ask if Mrs. Tartarman had got all her things right from their expedition yesterday, for in counting her spoons, she (Mrs. Bolsterworth) had found one that did not belong to her, and she thought perhaps it was Mrs. Tartarmans. Mrs. Bolsterworth unfolding the piece of antiquity as she spoke.

Oh, Mrs. Tartannan was so much obliged  she couldnt say how much obliged she was; but it wouldnt be hers, because she hadnt taken any spoons  only forks  Mrs. Maloney haying agreed to take spoons for two, on condition of Mrs. Tartarman taking forks; and then Mrs. Tartarman took the proffered article, and after looking at it attentively, said she thought it wouldnt be Mrs. Maloneys either, for their crest was a greyhound, and this was a bird or a harp, or she didnt know what. Mrs. Bolsterworth knew Mrs. Maloney she thought, and Mrs. Bolsterworth said she did; but knowing there was nothing to be got out of her, she received back her spoon without proposing to proffer it to her.

While this was going on, the three young ladies, Miss, Milicent, and Matilda Mary, having searched their jewel trays, that is to say, exchanged their limp dresses for well-distended muslin ones, came sailing in one after another, and having made their obeisance to the intrepid caller, aided in directing the conversation to their yesterdays adventures. Having been very unsuccessful in getting partners, and those they did get not being at all to their liking, of course they had not much to say in its favour, and were well disposed to run those young ladies down who had been more lucky in the great dancing lottery of life.

First and foremost among the offenders was our fair friend Miss Rosa, who was pronounced to be a self-sufficient little flirt, and anything but pretty. Mrs. Bolsterworth, seeing which way the wind blew, pursed up her hard-featured mouth, and with divers significant nods and gestures gave them to understand that Miss Me-whats-her-name had better mind what she was about with that Mr. Bunting, who Mrs. Bolsterworth happened to know something of; whereupon, with very little pressing, she proceeded, in strict confidence of course, to reduce our friend from his castellated dimensions to his cottage proportions, making a very different hero of him to what he had before appeared.

What a thing!

Only think!

Well, I never! were the ejaculations freely emitted by the up-turned eyed mother and daughters.

Why, thats the man that Mrs. Trattles makes such a talk about, observed Mrs. Tartarman, after a pause.

To be sure it is, assented Mrs. Bolsterworth; but if you knew Mrs. Trattles as well as I do, you would not place much reliance upon what she says.

What, shes not one to speak after, isnt she? asked Mrs. Tartarman.

Anything but that, replied the oppositionist, with upraised eyebrows and a significant smile.

A short pause then ensued.

How anybody can call that man handsome, I cant imagine, observed Miss Tartarman, breaking silence.

Pooh, nobody calls him handsome, sneered Miss Milicent.

Dressy, conceited man, observed Mamma, never see him dressed twice alike.

Whereupon a good wholesome round of abuse was raised against our friend that would not have made him at all proud to hear; and after a protracted sitting, that greatly astonished Mr. Tapp, Mrs. Bolsterworth at length arose and took leave amid a host of fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind shakes of the hands and adieus.

She then circled off to work her spoon somewhere else.


CHAPTER XII.

MR. BUNTING IN BED.
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OUR TOO SUSCEPTIBLE hero, Mr. Bunting, awoke the next morning in his elegant sea-commanding lodgings  we beg pardon, apartments  in Calliope Crescent, full of intense ardour, and the most devoted admiration. Desperately smitten, as he had often been; he thought he never  no never  had had his too diligent eyes drawn into such bondage before. So perfect and so peerless, fair Rosa seemed created of every creature best; and the more Mr. Bunting thought of her, the more he was enamoured, and the stronger his poetical effusions came gushing to his assistance. He paraphrased the poet  



With thee conversing I forget all time, 

All seasons and their change; all please alike; 

Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet, 

With charm of earliest birds, pleasant the sun,



and so on, through a good serviceable quotation that we are sorry we nave not room for here, until Christian Bonville, his Swiss valet, fearing his master might ran his own breakfast-hoar, and his faithful serrants dinner one together, came in with a can of hot water to announce that it was mid-day. Our friend, we may observe, though not possessing the magnificent wealth for which Mrs. Trattles gave him credit, had nevertheless all the comforts and elegancies of single life, including a neat groom, and a couple of saddle-horses, standing at the Pegasus livery and bait stables, in the Hippona Road. So, though we opened that he was ruined by his grandfathers buying a book, the reader will have the goodness to take that expression figuratively, and consider it merely meant that he hadnt as much money as he might  had all things gone straight (or rather, had his Oaks gone straight), a condition of things peculiar to most people.

Mr. Banting being thus disturbed by the entrance of Bonvilie, banished his poetical effusions, as he threw aside the muslin-curtain of his canopied French bed, and bounded on to the floor, a hero or not in the eyes of his valet, accordingly perhaps as he paid him. The long and elaborate process of ablution, and of brushing, and combing, and curling, and waxing a dandy into his first or chrysalis state of existence, being at length got through, Mr. Bunting appeared in the pea-green balcony of his sitting-room-window, in Nankin peg-tops, an elegant cerulean blue Turkish silk dressing-gown, with massive red tassels, and lily-of-the-valley worked slippers. He then stood slightly bent forward, leaning with either hand resting on the rich fantastic-patterned railing as if he were going to address a constituency for or against the Beform Bill, but in reality scanning the gay passers-by below. Very light and lively they all looked. The wide-extended flags scarce sufficed for the voluminous muslins that came circling along with a rotundity of sail fit only for a pantomime. Then where two sets of moving balloons met, there had to be a divergence on to the road, to the risk of some one being ridden over by the Howes and Cushing-item, who came trooping along at best pace, with every variety of feather fluttering in their hats. Up-and-down, up-and-down they went, the same to-day as yesterday  the same as it will be again to-morrow  perpetual motion hacks! And as Mr. Bunting stood basking in the warm sun, looking at the beauties, appropriating the steeds to their respective stables, and wondering why ladies did not amplify themselves on horseback as well as on foot, and thinking of Punchs admirable picture of Mr. Spratt putting, or another not putting Mrs. Spratt up, a sudden something struck his eye  a sort of foreboding of mischief, and a fuller look revealed Mrs. Bolsterworth sailing along with her spoon, and an expression of countenance that as good as said, I am thy evil genius, John! Whereupon, in hopes that he hadnt been seen, he backed out of the balcony into his room and rang the bell for his breakfast.

That appetiteless meal at length over, and the Post discussed, for the Times, was too strong feeding for our friend, the aid of Bonville was again enlisted, and with much thought, and after many changes, and much rummaging in the overflowing wardrobes and drawers, a get-up was at last accomplished that Mr. Bunting thought would be very telling. Full of  

With thee conversing I forget all time, he then turned out of doors, endeavouring to conceal his anxiety and eager watchfulness by pretended listless careless indifference. But as he stopped and chatted, and seemed ready to go anywhere with anybody, he kept a watchful eye to the west, his heart beating and his pulse throbbing at each appearing petticoat. And though many came and many met and many passed, still the one magic circle was wanting, and Mr. Bunting at length returned disheartened and dispirited to his home. Why he had his stroll for nothing will appear in the next chapter.


CHAPTER XIII.

MRS. MCDERMOTT.
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MRS. MCDERMOTT HAD now the pleasing prospect of seeing her daughter with two strings to her bow, a position that is much more appreciated by the ladies than by the gentlemen. We question whether any man ever got a wife who hadnt had some other excellent offer, or who hadnt neglected some other excellent prospect, or who hadnt been very much admired. Mrs. McDermott, when she thought matters over  how Mr. Bunting had made up to Rosa, how indefatigably he had danced with her, how enraptured he seemed, coupled with the not altogether uninteresting fact that he had a large fortune, and that too in possession  felt extremely well satisfied with her days adventures, and glad that their house, Privett Grove wanted painting. Not that she thought of giving young sivin and four his congé, but a little competition is an agreeable thing, and flattering. The ladies call it admiration  but the admiration generally ends one way, namely, by the best man being accepted. Of course in saying best we are now speaking commercially, not morally. Then as there is an old adage that an egg to-day is worth a hen to-morrow, the fact of a man being in possession  not subject to the whims and caprices of the friends or relations of this world  is a very important consideration, and one that always has its due weight. Its an awkward thing when a youth has to please a whole regiment of his own relations with a wife, equally awkward when an unfortunate has to run the gauntlet of a too severely critical set of wifes connections. All things considered it is a wonder how people ever get scrambled through, to say nothing of the friendly attentions of the lawyers, each bent on doing what they call the best for their clients  that is, making a case of Jew versus Jew of a match.

Mrs. McDermott thought all these points over, and came to the very sensible conclusion, that there was no harm in Rosa seeing a little of the world before she finally settled for life. Still she was a prudent Mamma, and not at all disposed to press matters on hastily, and as Rosa seemed a little paler than usual after her unwonted exercise, she resolved to keep her quietly at home the day after the pic-nic, instead of following up her advantage on the flags, as many overanxious ladies would have done.

We often wonder that young girls on their preferment, should be so fond of showing themselves, when they are not quite up to the mark. We always think they had much better forego the momentary gratification of the dance, or the interview, rather than risk the consequences of making an unfavourable impression. If we might without offence institute a comparison between the fairest of bipeds and the noblest of quadrupeds, we would observe that no man who knows what he is about will ever show a horse that he wants to sell after a hard days hunting, or even hacking on the road. He will say, when a customer comes, that the horse is not fit to show, and into the stable he will not let him pass, lest his first look should satisfy or dissatisfy him altogether. So it is with the fair. It is impossible for young ladies to dance and twirl, and talk vehemently all night in the heated atmosphere of a ball-room, and appear next day with the bloom of youth, and the healthy glow of freshness peculiar only to pure air, gentle exercise, and early hours. Yet show they will, pale, haggard, and weary though they be; nay, declare they are not in the least fatigued, and quite ready to go to another ball that evening, if they can get. But nature, inexorable nature, will have her own way, and just as we see scarlet-coated young gentlemen ride twenty miles to cover, hunt, return, dance all night, and smoke till it is time to hunt again, declaring as they dismount the second time, that they never felt so fresh and corkey in their lives, yet drop asleep directly after dinner; so the weary listlessness of over-exertion will prevail even in the gayest and the liveliest throng, and times relentless graver begins to draw those lines that so soon separate the ageing from the young  



Soon fades the rose, once pest the fragrant hour, 

The loitrer finds a bramble for a flower;



as our poetical friend, Mr. Bunting, would say. Mrs. McDermott did not risk this sort of thing. She saw that Rosa was not herself, and instead of letting other people see the same, she kept her quietly in the cool of the back drawing-room until the heat of the day was over, when she took her by the retired route of Rosemary Gardens, Park Place, and Victoria Villas, up on to the breezy downs, at the back of the seastretching town. Here, amid groups of nursery-maids and children, flannel-clad cricketers, and small young gentlemen wheeling about in charge of large drill-sergeants, they sat and sauntered about until it was time to return to tea.

Meanwhile Mr. Bunting, as we have shown, polished the flags of Promenade Gardens, Belvidere Terrace, Parnassus Place, all the likely draws where people most do congregate, without a find. Hull and dispirited he at length withdrew to his dinner, hoping for better luck on the morrow, and inwardly upbraiding himself for not having gone boldly to call.


CHAPTER XIV.

ROSEBERRY ROCKS REGATTA.
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PEOPLE WHO CALL Regattas dull and stupid  say they never can make either head or tail of them, see which boat is first, or which is last, or understand what the bang, bang, banging of the guns is for  take a superficial view of the matter, and know little of their merits, in a matrimonial point of view. In fact, they would seem to be invented for the promotion of this particular enterprise, and afford facilities peculiarly their own. In the first place, they draw all people into line, so that pink parasol is easily seen; in the second place, the spectators are stationary, and a well-selected position is generally free from observation, save of those in the immediate neighbourhood; in the third place, regattas are good eyes-right, straight-forward looking exhibitions that afford no excuse for inquisitive prying and peeping about. All minds ought to be engaged and absorbed in the boats out at sea. Contrast these advantages with those afforded by pic-nics, archery meetings, or flower-shows, and the balance of quietude will be found to be greatly in favour of regattas. A pic-nic we have seen, and at flower-shows and archery meetings there are constant crossings, and, what huntsmen call, throwings in at head, which disturb the comfort and composure of the scene. These are like the interruptions of a boy to a bird building its nest, which sometimes causes it to desert altogether. Young gentlemen especially are liable to get laughed out of their loves.

The day but one following our pic-nic was appointed for the second of these nautical exhibitions of the season, and accordingly the morning was ushered in with whole ladders of colours flying from poles, and every conceivable place, looking as if there had been a general contribution of all the pocket-handkerchiefs in the town. All the gay white-sailed stomach-pumps of pleasure-boats  or purgatory-boats, as they too often are  were decked out in their streamers and flags, and holiday symbols. Then lusty amphibious landsmen went rolling and hitching about, persecuting people to buy their programmes of the coming sport, as if anybody was ever the wiser from having one. Towards noon, the starting and winning-posts were denoted by Union Jacks placed upon buoys, and about the same time, sundry dirty urchins began pushing and paddling about in tubs, preparatory to taking part in the sport on an element that they seemed to have very little general acquaintance with. Luncheon, that ladys meal of the day, being at length over  the process of inflation commenced, and presently the wide portals of the mansions emitted whole bevies of beauties who, like the butterflies, unfolded their colours as they got into the gleam of the sunshine. Up went the white, the lilac, the lavender, and at the sight of the well-known signals boaty-young gentlemen and horsey-young gentlemen, and dressy-young gentlemen, and vacant-young gentlemen, began to draw up  hands in peg-top trousers pockets  from no one knew where, and fall into rank, the right men, it is to he hoped, in the right places. So the whole sea-board soon floated with crinoline, the lightest of bonnets, and airiest of dresses, organdis, brilliantés, and piqués. Then as the bands began to play, and somebody on shore made a signal to somebody a-float, at the bang of a gun on a lugger-yacht, single and double Dollonds and telescopes came out of their cases ready to point against whatever might appear. And who does the reader think did appear at this most critical moment? Our friend Admiration Jack  Jack dressed within an inch of his life, simpering along as near the fair Rosa as the amplitude of her very pretty broad-sashed blue and white dress would allow. Very beautiful she looked, calm, pensive, and demure, so unlike Miss Giggleton, who came flouncing and twisting about with Captain Ogle, staring in all directions to see who was looking at her. A woman is never satisfied till she has paraded a man. Our friends appearance had the effect of fanning the flame of the previous days gossip, and set all parties looking at our newly-arrived beauty. Some thought her very well  some thought her middling  some thought nothing of her. One lady  Miss Tartey  thought she had got a most preposterous sash on.

To our friend Mr. Bunting their criticisms were more pertinent and severe. That man was always playing the fool with some one. Mrs. Salter had seen him dangling after Miss Meadowbank at Baden, Miss Granite said he had behaved extremely ill to a first cousin of hers, while Mrs. Bolsterworth observed, that it would be an act of kindness to tell Rosas Mamma what sort of a man he was. And here mark the merits of a regatta  just as the hostile criticism was at its height, and there is no saying what mischief might have ensued, BANG went a gun on the bathing-machine battery, with such a stunning sound as caused the nervous ones to shriek and turn the current of indignation against the invisible agent who had ordered it to be fired. How could they make such a noise! What was the use of making such a noise! Reader, that gun denoted that the aquatic amusements were about to commence, an amusement in which there always appear to be two distinct and separate interests, those on the water and those on the shore, between whom there is no sort of tie, sympathy, or community of interest. Who there were in the boats we will not stop to inquire  there were no pretty bonnets  youths in shallow-crowned straws, with clay pipes in their mouths, at if to make sickness a certainty  stout ladies eating prawns and enjoying the breeze, in charge of amphibious landsmen, who may be seen wheeling about baskets of dirty linen on a Monday, and a bunch of portly gentlemen in round jackets and white trousers in the lugger-yacht, who stand consequentially on deck with, as they think, the eyes of England upon them.  

Those latter are the great patrons and promoters of the regatta, men who have put down their fives and their threes, and their twos and their ones, and who call themselves the committee of management, though if they can manage not to be sick that is about all they can do. They are just as much in the hands of the Neptune of the place as non-racing stewards are in the hands of a sharp clerk of the course at a country meeting. Still they are flattered by the compliment, and, as honest Sancho Panza says, it is good to have command if it is only over a flock of sheep; so they it is who say when the next BANG from the gun is to start alike the people and the boats, and less we think the promoters could hardly have for their money. The fatties have one advantage in their favour  though it is all against the briskness of the sailing part of the regatta  namely, that there is very little wind, and the too well adjusted boats sail and separate and come together again in a very dull uninteresting way, the owners making the same sort of sham struggle that a field of leather plates make in running on the reciprocity system for a town plate or an apocryphal vase, with a purse of gold (a five pound note perhaps) in it. But though the boats are off, no one seems to care whether the Prince Consort, Lord Derby, the Sarah Ann, or the Mary Jane is first, the whole thing being merely the means to another end, and the longer they dawdle and flutter and chop and change, the more opportunity they afford the landsmen to avail themselves of the regatta; as the French beau said to the lady who praised her daughters performance on the piano, Mademoiselle Delphine a là un bien beau talent, said she, pointing significantly to her as she fingered away; Allons, faut avaler le concerto, said the gallant, making up to Mamma.

And of all the parties who availed themselves of the regatta none were more industrious than our hero Mr. Bunting, who, despite his nautical pedigree, managed to lose three pairs of gloves to the fair Rosa in the first three matches that were sailed.

But the stout gentlemen with the worshipful white stomachs are going to change the performance, and at a given signal a score of hobbledehoys begin stripping in a boat in the offing, in a way that but at the sea-side would have a very embarrassing effect.

It is wonderful what a difference the locality makes in these Apollo Belvidere matters. If those great naked men we now see proceeding so leisurely from Underdown Cliff to the sea, were to exhibit themselves that way in a secluded wood in the country, there would be such a running and shrieking and sending for Sergeant Bluemottles, and such a carrying before Squire Lazyman or Mr. Pheasantry. But because they come down upon the open coast, with a grand sea before them, people think nothing of it; and those fair ladies in the mushroom hats, with their back hair spread over their shoulders, sit as unconcernedly by as so many dowagers in a statue gallery.

So again with the fair. What lady would traverse the passages of a house with nothing on but a bathing-gown and slippers? What peeping and prying and listening there would be at the door before she broke cover, and what a hurrying and scuttling there would be after she once got away. If she should happen to meet a man she would never get over it. Yet here in the broad face of day, with myriads of gazers and regiments of telescopes, they come out with the greatest coolness and deliberation, and walk unconcernedly into the sea! So much for a puremind in a pure body, as the advertisement says  But, to the boys.

They go on stripping like the grave-digger in Hamlet, until they have all the appearance of Robinson Crusoes group of savages, when they are bundled out of the boats like a tub full of eels, and told to swim to another boat further up. Away they go, struggling and splashing and gasping and spouting, with an evident desire to be first, a boat following to take up the weakly ones who soon begin tailing, but as the foremost boys own mother wouldnt know that lank head of hair in the water, it can hardly be expected that the elegant spectators can take more interest in the matter than is comprised in the old saying of may the best boy win.

This scene, like the flopping ones, must therefore be classed under the avaler le concerto ones, and doubtless many of the spectators availed themselves of the opportunity. We know one who did, at all events.

Last scene of all  the pantomime of the sea  is the dirty boys in the tubs, a performance that corresponds with the make a scramble, gents! make a scramble! of the mud-larks under the windows at Greenwich. A dozen dirty boys in buckets and barrels and wooden contrivances of all sorts, come paddling and rowing alongshore, upsetting themselves and each other in their eager contests and dives alter half-pence. This is the most interesting performance, verifying the truth of the saying, that there is nothing so popular as a little excitement in which every one can take a part. Hitherto the fatties have had it all their own way  at least, have thought they had  now all have a finger in the pie, and there is a rushing and running and shouting and screaming and mixing of classes quite different to the late orderly, stationary, line-keeping company.

But this is not for our friends. Miss Rosa has no taste for the boisterous, nor Mr. Bunting for having his neat laquer-toed boot trampled upon, so as the last group of vociferating urchins go yelling past  some backing Geordey Bacon! others Billy Brown! our ladies rise from their seats; and Mamma, having seen that Misss tournure is all straight, gives the approving nod, and forthwith they turn from the receding performance to retrace their steps to the quieter regions of the west. Then our fair friend and her beau became an object of attention to the forlorn left-at-home damsels. Miss Curlings maid thinking Rosa had got plenty of sail on hooiver, while Mrs. Broadmeadowss pin-sticker rather stands up for quantity. She wears hoops herself. As women always fall foul of their own sex first, and Rosas was a face that bore investigation  that is to say, was worth running down, our friend Mr. Jack did not come in for much observation until the return trip, when as he was airing some of his poetry apparently much to our heroines satisfaction, he was denounced as a conceited-looking man, and one that they wondered Miss Simpers could look so well pleased with. They then began speculating upon who he was. One said, it was young Sir Stephen Sappy; another, Captain Hubbub; a third, Mr. Lounger Hall. Just whoever they happened to have heard of, and didnt know by sight. It takes a longish apprenticeship in a place like the Rocks, with its ever-moving panorama of company, to be able to pelt a man off-hand with his name as the sages of the Clubs in St. Jamess Street do. Theres Brown, theres Jones, theres Robinson, even before the worthies heave well in sight.

But the field of observation is soon to be extended, for the competitive coppers having caused the urchins to desert their boats, a running scramble takes place on shore, which presently resolves itself into a general fight, bringing the cocked-hatted brown and gold-robed Bumble, down with his gilt-headed staff, followed by a suitable number of police, before whom the little ragged army flies in dismay to their homes.

The regatta is over. The large-stomached gentlemen are then released from their labours, and come ashore to dine, with such appetites as the dip, dip, dippings of the boat has left them, Mr. Chousey charging them five shillings a-head extra for dinners, as well on account of the great local event, as because it happened to be the anniversary of the day on which the Clown at Astleys was drawn in a tub on the Thames by two geese.

The general company then distend their crinoline, and set sail, some to the north, some to the east, some to the west, where our friend Mr. Bunting, now in the full intoxication of ardour, was inwardly exclaiming as he looked devotedly at Rosa, 



Full many a lady 

I hare eyed with best regard many a time; 

The harmony of their tongues hath unto bondage 

Drawn my too diligent eyes; 

But you, oh! you 

So perfect and so peerless are created, 

Of every creatures best
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And so he proceeded, now a little in advance, now alongside the Mamma-guarded beauty past the formidable green blinds and jalousies of Promenade Gardens, through whose light barriers no one knew what envy, hatred, and malice, might be lurking; until they met the tide of regatta-returning company in the narrower pass of Somerset Shore, where the oft-recurring collision of crinoline at length caused away in such style, that it soon became current that Admiration Jack was going to be married. And when Herr Staub, whose real name was Tom Snooks, gave the signal for striking up God save the Queen, the trio wheeled off to Sea-view Place, where at the door of No. 5, Jack begged one of Rosas pretty little primrose-coloured gloves, as a pattern for bet-paying. So ended the famous Roseberry Rocks Regatta  an event that was duly chronicled in the newspapers of the day, but without the great advantage that we possess, of having our narrative illustrated.


CHAPTER XV.

PIC-NIC NO. II.
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IT IS A good thing to be able to leave well alone  to finish with a pleasant reminiscence instead of the recollection of a failure. But as it is easier to perceive the wrong than to pursue the right, the difficulty is to say when is the right time to stop. Our former pic-nic had given such general satisfaction  had been so much talked about  praised by those who were présent to those who were absent  and the weather, despite Baccomans daily prognostications to the contrary, seemed so determinedly settled, that little blame could attach to any one for wishing to have another. Indeed, the atmosphere was so clear, and calm, and pure, that it would almost have looked like ingratitude to hint a suspicion that fogs, and storms, and vapours would ever return. It looked as if Alpacas and Silks and Siphonias might be banished with over-shoes altogether. So thought everybody, ladies included, who, by the bye, are not in general the best judges of weather. Did any of our fox-hunting friends ever hazard the inquiry, what sort of a morning it is to the ladys maid, in reply to the early knock, without being answered with a shivering v-a-a-ry c-o-old. Its always v-a-a-ry c-o-old with them. If, however they want to get the Missus away, then it is always going to be very fine. Never mind what the glass says, even though it be down to much rain. If it comes and dashes the fair dresses, so much the better for them. Ladies shouldnt wear their clothes too long  we mean too long a time, for, of course, sweeping the streets with them is a luxury which they must not be denied, to say nothing of its promoting the same desirable end as the rain.

Well, as we said before, it is a good thing to be able to leave well alone, but the thing is to know when to stop. Our former pic-nic had been eminently successful, and there was no reason why another should not be equally fortunate. The weather  the weather  was the chief consideration, and that was settled for good.  No fear about the weather. There was nothing to do but beat up for recruits. So said Mrs. Maloney to Mr. Lounger Hall, who repeated it to Mr. Kenworthy, who mentioned it at the full tide of Lipscombes library, and the thing began to move. The ladies all declared there was nothing so nice as a pic-nic, where every one did what they liked without ceremony or obligation. Names poured in apace; then came the contribution of effects, the assignment of pie, and apportionment of hams, and demands on the cellars, and injunctions for salt, of which latter article there is always either a great abundance, or else a total deficiency.

We dare say it has occurred to many of our readers, in the overconfidence of fine weather security, to postpone their excursions until the very day on which the weather breaks, and such, we regret to say, was the case on the present occasion. Not that it broke in a downright unmistakeable storm, but what is far worse for the fine bonnets, went down in a flickering light of delusion so difficult to realise when we wish the contrary. We know the signs, and we know what they have led to before; but we hope they wont be the true prophets this time. It is true the rays of the sun fall like watered silk on the passage walls; it is true that the cattle go roaming discontentedly about the parched glazy pastures, and we predict rain ere long, but not to-day, the next day perhaps, or the one after that.

Country people are far wiser than town ones in the matter of weather. Town people go solely by their smells and their Aneroids, while an intelligent countryman has his signs and his land marks that never deceive him. There isnt a shepherd on the Cheviot hills but sees the coming storm, and takes measures accordingly. The ladies, however, have never any fear about the matter so long as the sun shines. A drop of rain is no warning to them; indeed, they generally pocket the affront, lest noticing it, should bring down some more.

On this occasion, the weather, we are sorry to say, was more than ordinarily deceptive. The sun rose with such resplendent glory, as almost to pull people out of bed, causing the lazy ones to listen to the ticking of their watches, to see that it wasnt eight oclock instead of six. Then, as the slugs 

 on their beds 

Turned their sides and their shoulders and their great heavy heads,

the dazzling rays shot into the rooms as much as to say, if you wont get up, well make your bed too hot to hold you. And as day advanced, and the buff-slippered prawn-eaters turned out of doors, to lay the foundation of appetites for dinner, and the blue and white clad sea-nymphs began dancing and splashing and disporting themselves in the water, appearances still kept up, and though the sun was not quite so indignant at being looked at, as usual, yet none but the churlish would ever have predicted a change in the weather, let alone rain. One oclock came, and with it the concomitant tinkling and ringing of bells, and the usual transference of John Thomas from trousers into plush shorts, after which came the sending up of luncheon, and then the exchange of easy morning robes for the rotundity of discomfort, when the inflated ladies became at home, and sat looming on their chairs, like hens upon broods of chickens.

But it is with the pic-nicers that our more immediate business lies, and as they are supposed (though erroneously) to take this meal out of doors, we must get them underway to the scene as soon as we can. Formerly these sorts of excursions were called gipsyings, and people dressed themselves accordingly; but since the glorious days of nothing-to-wear, they come as smart as they can make themselves. Ladies are always very obliging to each other in the matter of attire, always begging each other not to think of dressing  to come just as they are  they will not dress they can assure them, and so on; but somehow they always do dress, and the unfortunate believers are left in the lurch. It is a hard thing for a young lady to find herself a guy in the midst of splendour. All our Rocks friends, however, were well up to the come as you are injunction, and treated it accordingly. A delusion and a snare Mrs. Thomas Trattles called it. As a popular German Baron once said when remonstrated with by his valet on the extravagance of hunting in a rich cut velvet waistcoat with steel buttons, By my vord, there is nothing too good for foxing in! so our fair friends seemed to think there was nothing too good for pic-nic-ing in. The best of everything was produced for the occasion, and tender-hearted beauties who would rush to the rescue of a fly in a cream jug, kept the poor sickly milliner girls sewing all night, in order that they might be gay and smart on the morrow. And very gay, and very smart, and very beautiful many of them were, each ambitious maid predicting as she remitted her young lady to the gaze and admiration of the assembled household down below, that she would be the greatest beauty there. It is wonderful how competition destroys this delusion, and how difficult it is to pick out the real belle when a large party of English ladies are assembled. One thinks one is, another another, but few two men agree upon the same one.

The home inspection over, then came the light dust-protecting coverings, and the passage to the carriages, with the gathering of crinoline, and squeezing sideways through the narrow doors to the amusement of the bystanders, who wonder how such dresses are ever o be pushed in. Careful butlers who have delegated their authority o the footmen for the day, aid in the cram; and then as the carriages drive off, stand straddling, hands in trousers pockets, on the door-steps, with upturned chins, half wondering if it is going to rain. Might as well have put an umbrella into the rumble, thinks one. Very odd if it should come rain to-day, the only one on which Ive let our people go without their umbrellas, mutters another. Might as well have put the cloaks and Macintoshes in, thinks a third, as he gets a whiff of an unsavoury sewer, with which reflections they turn on their heels, close the doors, and retire to their respective apartments. Rosa and Mamma went away about the same time as before, Miss, munificent in white muslin, with cherry-coloured ribbons, and the prettiest of French chip bonnets, trimmed with bouquets formed of the blossom of the cherry intermingled with the fruit. We are happy to add, that it set more over the forehead than these apparently useless articles have lately done.

Away the light-hearted ladies all went, full of the gaiety of coming pleasure, never dimming their happiness with the dulness of doubt. If the still radiant sun was occasionally more scorching than usual, it only raised a pretty parasol, and though the eddying whirl of dust that arose like a drab spectre on Airy Hill might have conjured up fears in the minds of the men, it never does for them to exclaim, when the thinly-clad ladies face danger so gallantly. So all went rolling and riding on in merry serene unconcern, toiling up the same hills, creaking over the same downs, gliding down the same collar easing slopes and descents, over which the reader accompanied us on the former occasion.

At length Bendlaw Hill is reached, and the Priory-flag is seen flaunting on the now slightly-stirring breeze in the distance. The foremost carriages shoot down the incline, and Baccomans looking-glass is again in demand.

All is much the same as before  buns, baskets, cigar-boxes, bottles, save that a slight murmuring moan resounds through the leaf-ruffled trees. Mrs. Fothergill who has just got herself and daughters revised and shook out, wishes it maynt be going to rain.

Oh, no, maam, asserts Baccoman, theres no fear of that  never saw weather more settled for fine.

And just as he spoke a large leech-like drop broke on his rubicund nose, as if to contradict him. Another followed, kissing Miss Spinners fair cheek.

Only a heat-drop, mam  only a heat-drop, asserts Baccoman, with the greatest effrontery, though he is going on his heels, with slit shoes, for his corns are shooting most painfully.

Carriage after carriage then set down their fair occupants in quick succession, and the hilarity of the scene seems to increase with the evident decline of the day. It is fast approaching four oclock, the most critical hour of the whole, and the water-logged sun presents are appearance that is now quite unmistakeable. Still no one likes to give the alarm, and the gaiety continues. Presently a cold blast drives through the ruins, lifting and shaking the ivy, whistling, and losing itself in the towers, in the midst of which the sun retires altogether, and the fast-gathering clouds denote a complete change in the scene. A sort of sullen silence reigns throughout, broken only by occasional laughter, or the letting down of the steps of the carriages bringing company. Still Baccoman persists that there is nothin to be afeared on  and the suited young ladies titter and giggle, and think there is not either. It is those who pay the milliners bills that are generally the most alarmed.

Theres lightning! at length shriek a dozen voices, as a bright blue and yellow flash illumines the scene, and before the fair alarmists can raise their fingers to their ears, a cannonading peal of thunder bursts right over-head, re-echoes, and reiterates itself, and then rolls away into the far-distant hills. There is then a grand rush and scramble to get down into the crypt, and the damp dungeon-like vault is quickly filled with fair prisoners, who go paddling about in their thin shoes, feeling for dry places to stand upon. Ladies shoes somehow never let in wet.

Candles! candles! candles! is then the cry, but as these are things that nobody ever thinks of bringing to a pic-nic, our visitors are thrown on Baccomans scanty stock of dips, who deals them out as if they were gold.

These they stick in their own grease against the massive pillars and groins of the building, just as reckless grooms stick them against their stable-walls, the dips giving a sort of uncertain light that enables the chaperons to detect the whereabouts of ineligible couples, and yet not to see those that were more appropriately provided. Trust a lady for not seeing when it suits her. But where in this terrible crash is the lovely cherry ribbons, with her faithful admirer Mr. Bunting? Having ambled carelessly over the downs, drawing down the observation, if not the animadversion of the carriage-company, our friend gave his horse to his smart groom to take back just as Mamma and Miss emerged from unwrapping, and as the day left no doubt of what was coming. Fortunately the persevering Mr. Edmiston having succeeded in advertising one of his pocket-siphonias into him, which the prudent, groom had brought, our Mend hurried the ladies down-stairs, and spread it on the floor for them to stand upon, so they were then protected both above and below.

Meanwhile, crash, hang, crash, goes the roaring reverberating thunder, w-h-i-s-h follows the heavy rain, beating perpendicularly, diagonally, all ways at once, deluging the refectory, and at length causing the accumulated body of bubbling water to find vent down the stairs of the crypt. Then there was a rush of gallant-young gentlemen to stem the coming torrent, and Baccomans coat, and Baccomans boots, and Baccomans body are engaged to resist the intruder. At length they succeed in turning the current across the court-yard, and the fear of drowning is succeeded by a dread of suffocation. Still the storm rages, the wind howls, and the searching rain drives the unprotected servants from buttress to buttress, and from pillar to post, while the unhappy horses stand drooping and ducking under their saturated awning, shaking their heads as if they had all got the megrims. But it is a grand day for Baccoman, who deals out whiskey, rum, gin, hollands, in a way that looks very like imperilling the heads of the drinkers, and with them the safety of those in their Jehu-itical charge. What a drenched sight some of the gaudy footmen present: liquid powder pouring down over their ears on to their laced collars, coat-laps remitting the rain like peacocks tails, and the pride of polish wholly obliterated from their puffing shoes. Still, if they were to strip and start home naked, there would be a hue-and-cry after them, because the line would be over the Downs  contra, if the race took place along the shore. However, as few of them find their own clothes, and the clothes of those who do will be none the worse for a washing, they stand it out bravely, laughing at each other, and wondering what their respective Butlers would have said if they had been caught in such a storm.
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At length there is a sudden lull. The powder of heavens artillery seems exhausted, and a rattling rain descends as if to quench any fallen fire. It beats upon the hard-baked ground with the vigour of fifty thousand shower-baths. The half-drowned rats of servants then surrender themselves to inevitable fate, and no longer court the succour of unsheltering places. The bright green ivy and they get well washed together. The prisoners down in the crypt now breathe more freely, and there is presently a returning anxiety to know how the dresses are  if Miss Merryvilles bonnet is straight, and whether Miss Witchfield has got any of the green damp off the walls, with which she sees other ladies plentifully smeared, on to her new lavender-coloured silk. A sad day it has been for the garments, but worse for the feet, only as pride feels no pain, so ladies never feel damp, and would be dry after walking through a river  provided the road led to a ball. But the extent of the mischief cannot be ascertained until they get unpacked  brought out of the hamper of the crypt, as it were  and at the first report of a gleam of sunshine being visible, there is the usual hurrying out, that always ends by being caught in the tail-shower. Few people have patience enough to wait till the whole thing is over. This then puts the finishing stroke to the fête, save for those who, like Bunting, could whisper  
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With thee convening, I, &c, of whom, of course, there were not enough to keep the thing open. So, after divers twistings and turnings, and wipings and rubbings, and advisings to let it dry on, it is determined to give in, and hazy-eyed footmen began to call to drowsy-looking coachmen; and after much confusion of horses, and mistaking of cushions, well-washed but undried carriages began to take up, into which the compressed crinolines pass with much greater ease than they got out. As each succeeding vehicle whips off, Baccoman, like the dying-mans doctor, 



Takes his leave with signs of sorrow, 

Despairing of a fête to-morrow.



Meanwhile our friend Mr. Buntings pocket siphonia underfoot, and careful protection of Miss Rosas generous amplitude from the green of the insidious walls, returning her to-day quite as dry and almost as smart as she descended, and John Thomas having early ensconced himself among the beer and the buns in Baccomans shop, there was little anxiety about looking up the pair-of-horse job vehicle that had brought them to the scene. So they stand eyeing each other and the departing company, Miss, looking at Bunting  



In side-long glances from her downcast eye,



Mr. Bunting thinking she was the greatest beauty he had ever beheld, and wishing his oak-trees might grow to a hundred feet high, and bark be fifty pounds a ton for her sake. At length, and in order not to be last, Mrs. McDermott orders the carriage, intimating that they can take Mr Bunting home if he likes, which of course he does like. So he steps in after Mamma and Miss, amidst knowing nods and winks, and thats a case, I think, from the remaining bystanders. Away they start up the hill.

All is now serene, as the street urchins used to say, or as Mr. Bunting observed, 



The son has lost his rage: his downward orb 

Shoots nothing now but animating warmth 

And vital lustre; that with various ray 

Lights up the clouds, those beauteous robes of 

Heaven Incessant rolld into romantic shapes 

The dream of waking fancy!



The dull glazy landscape looks as fresh as a newly-varnished picture; the herds and flocks return to their renovated bite, and the birds shake out their plumage and carol to the returning warmth. The cabman alone seems insensible alike to situation and scenery, for he whips and jags his horses along, gathering impetus down one hill to shoot up another, in anything but an accommodating way to his passengers. These gentlemen always think the greatest kindness they can do a person is to drive fast. The consequence of all this unwonted speed is, that our friends are at home long before they could wish; but Mrs. McDermott accommodates matters by proposing that our hero should pic-nic with them. So there is an extemporised dinner, partly hot, partly cold; partly home-made, partly got from Isinglasss the neighbouring confectioners; to all of which Mr. Bunting did ample justice, thinking it was much more rational and comfortable to sit quietly on a chair, with his charmer by his side, than to squeeze into a spidercrawling, sky-canopied recess, with a host of people he did not want to see. And Rosa, being free from the restraint of observing eyes, becomes much more smiling and confiding, so much so, indeed, that when at length Mr. Bunting took his departure, he felt he had nothing to do but propose. And as Perker peeped at him through the area railings, she said he was a deal smarter man than Spink, as she called our other friend  of whom perhaps it is time we were taking some more notice.


CHAPTER XVI.

THE HAUNCH OF VENISON.
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AMONG THE GRADUAL decline of good old English customs  asking to wine  calling to see instead of to card  keeping birth-days  sending wedding-cake, and so on, we know of none more regrettable than the omission of the old annual haunch of venison. The others may be looked upon as the 

 worlds regards, 

That soothes though half untrue but there is a fine substantial reality about the haunch that admits of no mistake. You either get a haunch of venison or you dont; if you do, it promotes conviviality, just as a pack of fox-hounds promotes sport, and you look backward and forward to it as a sort of mile-stone on the highway of pleasure. People remember how jolly they all were at Heartycourt Park, and look forward to being so again when the next haunch comes. Guests will respond to a haunch who will sneer at a saddle, though the saddle may be the better eating of the two.

Among the keepers up of the good old venison-sending custom was His Grace the Puke of Tergiversation, whose better acquaintance the reader will presently make, as the old schoolmaster used to say when ne got a new boy. The Duke had a noble park  fourteen hundred acres of varied grasses  and made a great annual distribution of its produce. For this purpose his Graces keeper, Mr. Bagwell, kept a regular table of precedence among men, so that the people  those who gave Bag the proper tip at least  could calculate pretty accurately when the accustomed haunch would come. This enabled them to make their preparations accordingly, see who they owed a dinner to, who was absent that usually came, and consider what new guest should fill the vacant place.

Among the earliest recipients of the Ducal haunch, we need scarcely say, was his Graces banker, Mr. Goldspink; for though no one really wanted or coveted it less, yet, for reasons already indicated, it was deemed good policy to propitiate him. Accordingly one day as our friend was sitting in his little back den of a sweating-room at the bank, now conning his interest-tables, calculating money by the clock, now peeping through a hole he had scratched off the white paint in the lower part of the window, speculating on the means of the various passers-by, those he would trust  those he would not  he saw Mr. Bagwells green-and-gold deputy, Mr. Banger, ride into the marketplace on the familiar white pony, with something sticking out of the distended panniers, that immediately struck our banker as destined for him. Sivin and fours elivin and sivins eighteen, and nines twenty-sivin  do believe thats a haunch of venison a comin for me  and fifteens forty-two  if it is therell be a deuce of an overdraw next  and sivins forty-nine  was just going to write to Mr. Acreage to draw his tention to His Graces count  and forty-four is ninety-three  its comin here, however. So saying, Mr. Goldspink tinkled his little hand-bell, and told Mr. Scorer, the cashier, to take what was coming, but by no manner of means to let the bearer know he was in.

So he sat securely in his little retreat, and heard the bump of delivery on the counter and the loitering heels of the purveyor waiting to know if there was anything to go back.

Having had the satisfaction of seeing him off, he then had the haunch brought into his room, where he held an inquest upon it as it lay on his table. There it was, all right and proper, the orthodox foot attached to show it wasnt donkey, and a clean parchment label, with his own name regularly esquired, as we all are now-a-days, and the Duke of Tergiversations compliments, with the day on which the buck was killed, so that he mightnt keep it till it was able to walk back of itself. He then took the haunch up by the shank, and found it was heavy, and poked his finger into the fat and approved of that too. Sivin and fours elivin, and sixteens twenty-sivin, continued he, drawing back to survey it; dont know what to do with it now that Ive got it, dry-shaving his double chin with his hand as he spoke; and fifty-four is eighty-one  would rather hed paid summut on account  and sivin is eighty-eight  got nobody that I want to give a dinner to  and ninety-nine is a hundred and eighty-si vin  no use makin a party on purpose  and fourteen is two hundred and one  better sell it or give it away than do that.

When he got the haunch home there was another discussion between Mrs. Goldspink and himself as to what should be done with it, both opposing a party on purpose to eat it on account of the expense. Sivin and fours elivin, and fours fifteen  would cost four or fi pun, at least  and sivin is twenty-two  what with sweet sauce, puffs, puddins, wine, and what not  and fourteen is thirty-six  besides all our best customers are away  and sivin is forty-three  no use asking a set of second-raters to come  who might think it was a hint they might have commodation  and five is forty-eight  better give it away nor that. In this view Mrs. Goldspink agreed, and the weather being intensely hot, and their larder none of the coolest, it became a matter of consideration who to pawn it off upon quickly. The Gaythoms of Foxberry Green would be the best people, but then they were in Scotland; and the Wedderbums of Harbinger House always got their haunch about the same time. The Bolters, the Ashcrofts, the Skirvings, the Holleydales, and the Sewells, were severally canvassed, but some exception or other taken to each, and the discussion about came to a period or full stop.

Theres Mrs. McDermott, at length suggested our hero No. 1, whose heart hankered after the fair, more especially now when he meditated a trip to Roseberry Rocks races.

To be sure! exclaimed Mrs. Goldspink, the very people. Be a nice present for them; and forthwith she sent the knock-kneed half errand half footboy off for a basket, into which the Ducal haunch was speedily packed and despatched by that nights mail-train. And they thought they had managed matters very cleverly, and saved themselves an infinity of trouble and expense.


CHAPTER XVII.

THE AHONTMOUS LETTER.
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UP TO THIS time all had gone smoothly and well with our friend Mr. Bunting in Sea-View Place. John Thomas now let him in, as a matter of course, and pretty Perker the maid smiled attornment to his coming authority.

Miss received him with cheerful cordial encouragement, and Mamma was quite motherly and leave - them - alone - ical. Now, however, we regret to say things were going to take rather a different turn.

On the same day that the venison came, came one of those suspiciously-written letters that would puzzle an expert to say whether they are the production of a man, a woman, or a child, cautioning our fair friends against the insidious Mr. Bunting, and saying that he was nothing but a needy fortunehunting adventurer  advising them to question him about his castle and his consequence, and to ask him if he knew Miss Richley, or Miss Meadows, or Miss Featherwood. This was a poser to Mrs. McDermott, who was most thankful that Mrs. Goldspink mentioned in her letter announcing the haunch that Jasper was coming, so that they might trim the boat accordingly. Mr. Bunting had not come out with the specific words of an offer, so Mamma advised Rosa to be cautious and retiring, to keep him going on but to avoid coming to the point  that is to say to a declaration. And they looked at the letter again and again, wondered who had written it, whether it was any one who wanted him themselves, or some jealous person envious of Rosa. It was very perplexing.

In these days of wonderful science and discovery, when sighs are wafted on wires 

From Indus to the Pole,

and the sun condescends to take portraits as low as a shilling a minute, it would be a great convenience if Mr. Adolphe Diddler or Didier the mesmeric somnambulist, or some other great necromancer, would invent some process by which the hidden thoughts of parties might be discovered and the deeds done in their absence made known to them. Then our esteemed friend Mr. Admiration Jack would have understood why it was that Mamma was more formal and Miss less confiding, and why instead of the sunny promenade on the gaily thronged esplanades and terraces they preferred a quiet walk on to the Downs, and took the unfrequented line of Brick-field Lane, Ivy Cottage, and Chewcuds Dairy. At first, for want of a necromancer to explain matters, our friend thought they were afraid he was only trifling with fair Rosas feelings and wanted the tender prop: which he determined to make the very first opportunity; but that was just the very last thing they really did want, and Mamma guarded Miss against it with the most watchful and careful vigilance. No more leavings-alone or getting out of earshot for her. Whatever was said must be in her presence and hearing. So Mr. Jack was put upon a sort of half allowance of love, to be restored to the full diet or not according as things might appear. Three ladies he wouldnt suit seemed rather too many, and Mamma thought it would not do to let Rosa be the fourth, especially if it was to endanger her prospects elsewhere.

However, Mrs. McDermott thought Mr. Bunting might be made useful in expediting the movements of our young turfite Mr. Goldspink, who was not quite so expeditious as the improved celerity of the times would require. Long courtships are not now in favour.

So much for the tender passion; let us now look at the venison. Much the same scene took place in the housekeepers room in Sea-view Place that had been enacted in Sivin-and-fours little back-room at the Bank. Mrs. Meggison the cook-housekeeper unpacked and exhibited it, Bason the housemaid asked if it was pork, John Thomas replied it was panther; and when Mrs. McDermott appeared, the first question she put was how long it would keep. Now that was just what perplexed Mrs. Meggison, for she knew that a haunch of venison betokened a party and a party caused trouble, and as she considered that she was just as much away for her amusement as her mistress was, she had no idea of being involved in any such complications. So she replied that she was really afraid it wouldnt keep very long, indeed that it appeared to her quite ready for use, and considering the weather and the eat of the ouse praps the sooner it was used the better. And as she spoke a great buzzing blue-bottle fly settled upon it and seemed to enforce the argument. And then as to a party, continued Mrs. Meggison, brushing it away, we have no dish big enough to put it upon; nor indeed anything fit to set before company, nothink but the old-fashioned blue and white pattern, and as to a dessert-set, there aint two dishes alike  indeed I never saw what they call a furnished ouse so badly furnished  one with so little in it  in fact there were no pails, nor no pans, nor no peg to ang nothing upon, and as to the scullery it was a disgrace to be seen, and the kitchen was very little better, and the attics were shemful  and so she ran on with such a volley of complaints that Mrs. McDermott was glad to beat a retreat at the earliest possible opportunity. It being clear that Mrs. Meggison did not incline to a party, and without the cordial aid of the cook it is little use attempting one, Mrs. McDermott had then to consider what was best to be done with the formidable haunch. Her first impulse was to pack it up and send it down to her neighbour at Privett Grove, the Rev. Dr. Wedlock, but remembering what an explosion a haunch of venison makes in the country, she was fearful it might be traced to its proper source and put down as a mere present of convenience. The same objection held good with regard to Mrs. Surfeit, Mr. Hill, Mr. Shaw, Miss Stern, indeed all the people in those parts. At last she hit upon a person on whom she thought it would be beneficially bestowed, and from whom some equivalent might be expected in return, namely, Mrs. Thomas Trattles, the champion of our now rather down-in-the-market hero, Mr. Bunting. Accordingly she had it repacked, and putting on a clean card label she directed it to Mrs. T. Trattles, 25, Seagull Place, omitting the date of the kill, with Mrs. McDermotts compliments, and told John Thomas to deliver it, who gave a stray boy twopence for carrying it, who forthwith went along bolstering all the boys he met on the road. So, on the principle that beating a beefsteak makes it tender, the venison would be improved by the operation.

Mrs. McDermott was right in her calculations, for as soon as Jane Tongs, the maid of all work, and Mrs. Trattles had held their inquisition upon the haunch, turned it and smelt it and poked it and guessed how long it would keep, Mrs. Trattles put on her best flyaway bonnet and new black machinery-lace scarf and came trotting along to make her most grateful acknowledgments for it.

Mrs. McDermott having investigated her visitors shoulders from the balcony above, hinted Rosa to retire, thinking to pursue her inquiries more advantageously alone. So after the torrent of gratitude had subsided and the state of the weather been discussed, Mrs. McDermott guided the conversation among the pic-nics, the parties, the prospects of the season, and the state of the Roseberry Rocks heart market generally. They then condescended, as the Scotch say, on Mr. Bunting in particular. Some people are obliging enough to say anything they see other people want them to say, and Mrs. Thomas Trattles could accommodate herself to circumstances. At first when she thought Mrs. McDermott was full of him, she ran him up, then when Mrs. McDermott rather hesitated she gave her pause, as Hamlet says, when he considers the bare bodkin question in all its bearings. Certainly she considered he was a very eligible match, but then people might be mistaken, Mrs. McDermott knew; but then she (Mrs. Trattles) always made deductions for exaggeration and had done so in the present instance, and thought he might be fairly set down at ten or fifteen thousand a year, but say ten  ten was very comfortable; competence at least, There was no doubt he had a very fine place in Scotland  a castle  Buntingbury Castle  whether there was a deer park or not she couldnt tell; but there were grouse, for she knew a lady who had some from it, and very good they were. The thing however could be easily ascertained if Mrs. McDermott or any of her friends had any interest in the matter. Oh no, Mrs. McDermott did not wish for anything of that sort  only as Mrs. Trattles had introduced him she thought she would know something about him, not that there was anything (hem) at present (hum) and (hem)  only  with which innuendo she left Mrs. Trattles to take up the running.

Well Mrs. Trattles would make some inquiries  she knew where to go to exactly, and of course would not compromise Mrs. McDermott; and having now got her cue she presently trotted off to contemplate her venison again and consider what she should do with it, as Sir Bulwer Lytton would say.

We must now introduce some more characters on the scene.


CHAPTER XVIII.

JOHNNY ODICEY.
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IF ALL THE victims of misplaced confidence were polled, we take it the great majority of sufferers would prove to have been the dupes of plausible people. We all deprecate plausible people  advise others to be cautious of plausible people, and yet somehow or other are easily caught by plausible people.

The fact is, we dont know they are plausible until they have deceived us. Their extra goodness passes for honesty  suspicious, perhaps, in any one else, but doubtless sincere in them. In fact, we think they are the exception to the general rule, which teaches us to beware of those who profess to be better than their neighbours. So we end in being deceived.

Any one, however,  any one at least on the sunny-side of thirty  might be fairly excused for being duped by Johnny ODicey. The name Johnny inspires confidence. Everybody has a good friend Johnny, and our friend Johnny (if he will allow us to call him so), has such an airy, careless, happy-go-lucky sort of manner, that the inexperienced would think he was the noblest-hearted fellow under the sun  a victim instead of a shark. Always gay, always well dressed, always swinging into coffee-rooms at the critical time, calling for devils or hock-and-soda-water, scattering silver without rhyme or reason. No one would suppose that such a man was merely feathering about to catch the scent of some one with money  throwing away a sprat to catch a whale, as it were.

The same at the gaming-table  Johnny dashes down handfuls of sovereigns, apparently at random, leaving the Croupiers to rake them into place  then, if he wins, he goes in for doublets, or, if he loses, comes out with more. He walks away a loser quite as gaily as if he had been a winner.

Oh, hang it, whats the use of money if it isnt to enjoy oneself! cries he, twirling his Louis Nap-like moustache. Of course he returns the next morning and has his money all back, with a liberal percentage on the losses of the dupes he has brought. But that is going too deeply into the secrets of the prison-house. We have only to do with Mr. ODicey in his public capacity of man of fashion and youth-lightener of cash. To this end he devotes his whole energies, and makes everything he can contribute. He does everything for effect. His dinners are always the costliest and best. Lets have everything thats expensive, seems to be the order. The landlords are more obsequious, and the waiters how lower to him than to anybody else. A stranger would say that Johnny was a man of abundant, over-abundant means, who just played for pleasure. Altogether, he is quite the model of a dashing, off-hand, open-hearted knave, so different to the lynx-eyed Clinker, who goes crawling along to Tattersalls, looking as if he dursnt trust his own shadow, or little Ginger Curlew, who comes sneaking into a room as if he had stolen a pat of butter, and had it in his pocket. For rigging the plucking arrangements of private play, Mr. ODicey is also unrivalled. No man can confront or confederate with a cooler, I havent the pleasure of knowing you, face  can produce a pack of cards more innocently or more opportunely, or deprecate play more earnestly than he does. He hates the sight of cards, he will say, frowning, and rubbing his side with his elbows, just as if he were going to do violence to his feelings to oblige the company. But once quietly down, with a sufficient inducement in view, and woe betide the innocent who thinks to rise a winner with him. Johnny knows when to turn the tide of fortune against him, and always makes such an indenture as saves the trouble of coming again. He will lay out of his harvest for months, but will always have it at lost, and generally a rich one. His impudence too is truly delightful. He wont be cut, let it be ever so. O, hang it, whats the use of shieing! he will say to an avoiding victim, running his arm through his, whats the use of shieing! Pluck up, and lets have another turn, and see if luck wont serve you! So, even though said victim wont have another turn, he cant say that Johnny didnt offer him one.

By such a man therefore as Mr. ODicey, it is no great reflection to be done, and small blame will attach to our hero No. 1, for having been picked up by him at the Angel at Robberfield Paces, at the outset of his sporting career. Johnny, who has the best of information, knows who is in possession, who in reversion, who in remainder, and who in expectancy, had gone down express to make Jaspers acquaintance, and dropped in upon him at an Englishmans secure hour (full of cold beef and pickles), and after ringing both coffee-room bells, and storming the waiter, and denouncing the chamber-maid, subsided upon Jasper, by begging the loan of Bells Life, which lay beside him, for one moment. This being readily accorded, Johnny hastily conned the advertising columns, and then returned it with a profusion of gratitude, rarely met with in a coffee-room, where grumpiness and suspicion is generally the order of the day. Johnny then again rang the bell furiously, asked if Lord Broadmeadows had come, how long it would take to go to Spankerley Pork, with four horses, whether they had any Whits table oysters, Dunstable larks, or Cambridge brawn, in the house; and finally ordered in anchovy toast, with hock and seltzer water. When the toast came, he declared it was nothing but sprats soaked in brick dust, and ordered it away. The hock he threw into the grate, declaring it was vinegar. He then abused the household collectively and individually, and declared the landlord ought to be ostracised. The steam of disapprobation being thus blown off, he then addressed himself complacently to our friend on a few indifferent topics, as if he hadnt the slightest idea who he was, and presently swung out of the room.

Such an epicure, so elaborately got up, for Johnny sported a bran new Forester -shaped Lincoln and Bennett, and was delicately toned down in brown and velvet, to harmonise with the colour of his whiskers and hair, could not but excite the admiration of a country-bred youth, like our Jasper, who felt flattered by the notice of such a man, and was sorry he had not stayed a little longer. And when he met him the next morning in High Street he gladly returned Johnnys familiar nod, and was presently pleased to find his arm through his on his way to the News-room. A few more well arranged casual interviews, and an acquaintance was established. How are you Goldspink? How are you ODicey? and so on.

Hitherto Jaspers turf, or rather money-making inclinations, had been fostered and encouraged by the Ostlers son, at the Bear and Ragged Staff Inn of his native town, who by one of those turf freaks of fortune, that most people have witnessed, had suddenly risen from rags and ignorance, into broad cloth and impudence, to say nothing of rings, and chains, and other the paraphernalia of elegance.

To oust such a genius as this required little effort on the part of our friend, who indeed rather sneered him out of countenance than condescended to a regular remonstrance, and at the time of our story Johnny ODicey was completely installed in the direction of Jaspers sporting, or rather gambling propensities. The great spread of blackleg-ism making it impossible to buy all backbiters off, Johnny adopted the anti-turf, anti-betting tone, advising Jasper to be wary, cautioning him who to bet with, always impressing upon his mind the sound doctrine, that it is easier to win than to get paid, and rather acting the part of a guardian than otherwise. Johnny did not show much with Jasper in public, preferring to drop upon him in a railway train, or to spend a quiet evening with him in an inn. Railways have made racing wonderfully accessible, and contributed not a little to the gambling  miscalled sporting  propensities of the day. There are fifty legs now for one that there was five-and-twenty years ago. So Johnny met Jasper at Exeter, and Manchester, and Malton, and elsewhere, always friendly and admonitory, but never showing the slightest inclination to have any pecuniary transactions with him himself. Jaspers hour was not yet come! But it was approaching.


CHAPTER XIX.

THE TURF.
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NOW THAT STEAM has superseded horse-power, and Eclipse himself would cut a poor figure alongside the electric telegraph, it becomes a question whether country races are not more productive of evil than of good. They foster an enormous amount of knavery and idleness, to which the noblest animal is made subservient, and only put money into the pockets of those for whom the public generally have little taste, feeling, or community of interest. Racing is at best, too, but an idle lounging pursuit, producing none of the healthful invigorating enjoyment attendant upon sports in which all can take a part.

First little gentlemen in jackets and leathers are in convulsions: now Aunt Sally is in the ascendant: next drums and clanging cymbals disturb the serenity of the scene, and hollow-cheeked jaded mountebanks dance and shout and pretend to be joyful in all the daylight exposure of paint, tawdry tinsel, and glazed calico.

Though the race-horse is a beautiful animal to look at, in all its pride of silken-coated glory, the spurring emulation of the race-course is not to be compared to the generous enjoyment of the hunter, who equally with his rider, partakes of the enthusiasm of the scene. There is another distinction between the two  you are always cautioned to keep out of the reach of the racers insidious lash out with one leg, which can break a limb quite as effectually as two, while it is well known that a hunter will never hurt a man if he can help it. See how they roll to get clear of a rider when down.

Whatever support the public-house interest may require in other places, in order to keep the landlords gigs a-going, and their wives in hoops and feathers, Roseberry Rocks certainly has no need of any extraneous aid, for she is a fine legitimate attraction of herself and an infusion of gamblers, blacklegs, and pickpockets, adds neither to the purity nor the respectability of the place. Yet races they have, and announcements are made with great sport anticipated, and stewards are victimised, and money screwed out of everybody and from every available source. And for what? To encourage our noble bleed of horses? To promote the pastime of the people? Not a bit of it! They would be quite as much amused with a donkey race. But in order that the gamblers may have a field day and rig the betting lists from one end of the kingdom to the other. As to the interest the people take in a race on account of the owners of the horses, that is a long exploded fallacy, for half the horses run in false names, and no one knows but Captain Plantagenet Gascoines brown horse Lord Clyde may belong to Bitterbeer the sporting publican in Bermondsey, or Mr. Mainwaring Jacksons pretty bay mare Sweet Violet to Mr. Arsenic the advertising quack doctor  the honorable secrecy gentleman who pollutes the country with his pestilent bills. Then the railways, which have done so much in be-winging the world, have lent a hand to racing rascality, for whereas in the olden days of road travelling, a horse could not go out of a certain track, off a certain circuit as it were; now they can be put into a truck and whisked from one end of the kingdom to the other, and alight whenever there is a chance of picking up money, either by winning or losing, for one is oftentimes quite as profitable as the other. And that fact alone is enough to destroy the interest in a race, for as there is no secret so close as that between a rider and his horse, so though the little gentleman in black and yellow may work and flourish and appear emulous to win, there is no saying but his orders may be exactly the reverse, and at the proper time he will give the gentle pull that enables red and white on the grey to slip in half a head before him. Then black and yellow will dismount and jump frantically about  just like the decoy at the thimble-rig table when he finds the Teal countryman losing. Dash it! how disappointed he is!

It is singular how the adage, that ill-gotten money never prospers, often seems to hold good with regard to turf matters. Take Robberfield, for instance, where half the people think to live for the whole year upon what they can screw out of visitors for one week, and where everything is charged a guinea  a guinea for a bed, a guinea for a dinner, a guinea for the rooms, a guinea for the stand, until a poor victimised foreigner once declared it ought to be called the guinea meeting. Well, nobody is ever any the better for it; the money seems to go as fast as it comes; and instead of the upper classes staying and entertaining their Mends as formerly, they fly the place as they would an infected city.

Then come the lords of the creation, as they think themselves  fellows from the gaming-houses, the saloons, and the stews, riotous in jewellery  who call themselves by the conveniently indefinite title of the London gents, and who go swaggering about denouncing the natives, and declaring there is nothing good enough for them in the place  sort of Brummagem ODiceys. In fact, Robberfield may be looked upon as the grand mart or climax of rascality, where touting and hocussing, and lameiug and lying, all the misadventures that poor horseflesh is liable to, are carried on upon the grandest and most scientific scale  the whole place seeming to be polluted; whereas at the majority of country meetings the impure stream only permeates the otherwise healthy population and marks its course as it goes.

Twenty, or five-and-twenty, years have made a wonderful change in racing affairs, the wave of the turf apparently having broken, burying all the gentlemen and bringing the mud of the sea to the surface. Formerly the real professional book-making betting-men were few and far between, who operated largely on their own accounts now there is a perfect myriad of middle-men who advertise their infallible winning secrets with as much ingenuity and pertinacity as Rowland used to advertise his Incomparable Oil Macassar. Why, if these men really know what they profess, do they not go into the market and make their own fortunes instead of offering to help other people to make theirs. Betting, where parties are sure to win, requires no capital, nothing but a metallic-pencilled pocket-book and the usual stock of easy impudence with which these gentlemen are generally sufficiently endowed. Indeed, with the exception of small horse-dealers, fellows who will haggle for a month before they will give twenty pounds for a horse, and yet who think on the strength of being horse-dealers they may stare and stop any gentleman and ask what he will take for his oss, there are few people less diffident than the small legs, who by confusing the term sportsmen with sporting men (alias gamblers) think there is a sort of freemasonry of equality that entities them to button-hole and how are ye, old boy? anybody. Were the exertions of these worthies confined to victimising each other, no one would take any notice of their existence, but they are a growing and a dangerous evil, and one that completely baffles the efforts of the legislature to suppress them.

So soon as the hydra-headed monster seems extinguished in one shape, it arises as fresh and formidable as ever in another. The Commission men the sporting facts and golden fancies, The back the jockey and not the horse, the golden secret gratis, &c advertisers  exercise just the same pernicious influence upon the lower orders throughout the country generally, that the silver and copper Hells used to exercise upon those of the metropolis. Every person is enabled and encouraged to what they call speculate, that is to say, gamble; and when things go wrong, which they always do sooner or later, we all know what is the consequence. The masters plate goes, the mistresss jewels, or anybodys money that happens to be handy. We see the result at the police offices every day. How it can never be said that all this arises from an Englishmans innate love for a horse, for ninety-nine out of a hundred of these parties never see the horses at all; still less can it be from any interest attaching to their owners, for, as we said before, half of them are running in false names; so it must just be a spirit of gambling and want of excitement that cannot be suppressed, breaking out now in betting shops, now in Bride Lane, and which doubtless, if necessary, would be pursued up in a balloon. It is worthy the consideration of a bran new Parliament, whether the tastes of the people might not be turned to account by the re-establishment of the good old lotteries, when BISH AND CARROL!!! with their thirty-thousand-pound prizes, contended with Day and Martin for the hoardings of the streets and the dead walls of the suburbs. Then, at all events, if a master was robbed in order that his servant might buy a ticket, he would have the satisfaction of knowing that the rogue had contributed something to the service of the state.

We suspect that gentlemen were formerly much more scrupulous about their sporting associates than they are now, and that whatever wagering went on was among themselves, and not just with anybody that they thought would pay. Though there was not a tithe of the betting that there is now, it took a wider and more varied range, including carriage matches, riding matches, leaping matches, time matches, and even the apparently intractable subject of a fox hunt, was occasionally brought into account. In the records of that land of sporting, Yorkshire, we read an account how Colonel Thornton received a piece of plate from Sir Harry Featherstone, and Sir John Ramsden, Barts., as a compromise to a bet made in honour of a Hambleton fox. Colonel Thornton, by his original bet, engaged, it seems, for three hundred guineas, p p., to find a fox at Hunts Whin, or in the Easingwold country, that after Christmas, 1779, should run twenty miles, the day to be fixed and the morning approved by Colonel Thornton, and to be determined by Sir John Ramsden or Sir Harry Featherstone, or the company. It seems that the Colonel was as good as his word, for a certificate, signed by five gentlemen, states, that on the appointed day a fox broke off in view of the hounds and company, which fox was killed after a continued burst (there not being one check), by the different watches, for two hours and thirty-eight minutes; and the certificate states that the fox ran at least twenty-eight miles! Two hours and thirty-eight minutes! Hear that, ye Leicestershire swells, with your thirty-eight minutes!

But that is nothing compared to a run that took place at the Boroughbridge Meeting on the 13th of March, 1783, on the occasion of a match between the Earl of Effingham and Colonel Thorntons hounds. Fourteen gentlemen sign a certificate saying, that the hounds found at twenty-seven minutes past nine, and, except the space of near half an hour taken in bolting the fox from a rabbit hole, had a continued run until five oclock, when they had an entopè; and after repeated views they killed him, at fourteen minutes past five, by the different watches. A adds, It was supposed that a greater number of horses died in the field than was ever known on such an occasion. No wonder, say we, considering the length of the chase and the hasty-pudding condition of the horses in those days. But if those horses were soft, the foxes were strong; and with the open country of former days before them, would often tell a tale fatal to the steed. That, however, is getting into the pleasures of the chase, instead of the impurities of the turf, to which let us now return.

People who look upon race-meetings like showers-of-rain sort of things, that come of themselves, natural phenomenons of nature as it were, know little of the craft, subtlety, and anxiety requisite for getting them up. The canvassing of victims for stewards, the speculations as to who will draw the most company, the taking of nominations, and the probable destination of the same, to say nothing of the speechifying soft-sawdering abilities requisite for the ordinary and the more active abilities of the ball-room at meetings where balls are still attempted. All these and a host of other considerations, require infinite care and consideration on the parts of the selectors of stewards, who are oftentimes third-rate publicans over their potations. Nor are the stewards cares confined to their own years of office, for they are expected to perform acts of husbandry for the incoming tenants, by canvassing for subscriptions, and also to contribute handsomely themselves, the amount being seldom specified until it is too late to retract. They are also expected to exert themselves to draw others into the stewardship snare.

In this, the decoy-duck department, we are sorry to say, they sometimes enlist the assistance of the fair, and elegant high-bred beauties will go smiling and simpering about, led by noble lords, soliciting contributions from the very scum and scourings of society. And as no one can take flight at the approach of a lady, so the gallant men are obliged to stand their ground, and give their names with the best grace they can, each thinking the lady smiles more sweetly upon him than upon any one else. Five pounds, only five pounds, lisps the beauty, and as the thing does not come off till next year, when the legs are sure to be rich, they give their noble names accordingly. It is wonderful what that little word only has to answer for, especially when backed by the enchantment of distance. Money down has a wonderful effect in curbing both extravagance and spurious liberality. With these preliminary observations, let us proceed to our particular rendevous.


CHAPTER XX.

CHOOSING STEWARDS.
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ALTHOUGH, AS WE said before, Roseberry Rocks require no adventitious aid, such as racing, to make the place attractive, yet the worshipful company of leather-platers and legs cannot afford to dispense with the plunder the races produce. There is a town-plate, a tradesmans-purse, a county members cup, and a borough members contributions, all of which require to be fairly apportioned among the fraternity. The money is to be given, and therefore why shouldnt they get it? It would be wasted if they didnt. Now towns-plates, and tradesmens purses, are all fair and legitimate enough, the money fructifies in the place as it were; but why Members of Parliament should be thus mulct for serving their country does seem a most unreasonable arrangement. Is it not enough that they should be condemned to hard-labour, day and night, on committees, and in the House of Commons running like waiters at the sound of the Speakers bell, without being also made to pay for performing the labour. We should grumble uncommonly if our good publishers, Messrs. Bradbury and Evans, were to make us pay them for printing and publishing this book. Formerly a Member was looked upon as a sort of milch-cow  a person whom everybody sucked. The old race of country-gentlemen, if they didnt drive bodily up to their M.P.s houses, bag and baggage, when they arrived in town, considered at all events that they had an indefeasible right to a knife-and-fork at their tables, whenever they liked to come. If they didnt get it, woe-betide the M.P. at the next election. The consequence was, that none but great four-horse  sometimes two-four  powers could aspire to a county representation. The more subscriptions were enough to deter any man of moderate means  building churches, endowing schools, erecting bridges, making roads, aiding infirmaries, to say nothing of the minor demands of promiscuous miscellaneous charity, for replacing dead horses, resuscitating old cows, redeeming patent mangles, &c. Those foxes breeding-earths, the Clubs, have enabled the M.P.s to shake the Old Men of the land off their shoulders in the way of hospitality, but the grievance of subscriptions  paying for the privilege of working  remains in full force to the present day. The consequence is, that resident local gentlemen will not represent places in their own neighbourhoods, and stragglers and strangers are brought from afar. This is all wrong: people should consider the sacrifices Members make in attending to their interests, and lighten their burthens as much as possible, instead of increasing them.

At our peculiar borough, the licensed witlers interest is too strong to allow of the Members slighting their demands, and if they required double the amount of subscriptions they now get, they must have it. Mr. Tim Boldero, the auctioneering, coal-dealing, electioneering, ale-store-keeping clerk of the course, is what the newspapers call far too active, energetic, and indefatigable to let a chance slip, or any one escape. He is always after somebody or another. The sight of Tims little, bustling, round-about, satiney figure is enough to make people quail. Tims great difficulty about his races, not an uncommon one we believe, is in getting stewards. Most people have been caught in the stewardship trap, and understand the nature of the compliment. Equally stale is the patriotic story about supporting our unrivalled breed of horses, and so subjugating the world. Why, there is scarcely a horse in the kingdom but what might be bought to go out of it. It is therefore only the very verdant and excessively fussy, unemployed gentry, that the promoters of the sport have to prey upon. Borne great people will lend their names on the distinct understanding that it is not to cost them anything, and that they are not to be expected to act. Then comes the diplomacy of supplying their places. In this, our Comet year, the gratitude of Lord Fricandeau de Yeau, for having recovered his precious appetite at the Rocks, being equalled only by that of the Earl of Aldborough to Mr. Holloway for curing his shocking bad leg, had caused his Lordship to permit his name to be placed on the list of stewards, and now that the time for filling the office had arrived, he had written one of those rivulets of manuscript and meadow of margin letters, which, with an imposing seal outside, and a cheque within, go so far to propitiate mankind, expressing his deep regret to Timothy Boldero, Esquire, &c., &c., that unavoidable circumstances prevented the pleasure, &c., which however, &c., place easily supplied, &c., and Tim went about showing the letter, and talking of his Lordship as if he was one of his daily correspondents. And Tim put it to several, as he thought, ambitious men, Captain Caret, Sir George Greygoose, Mr. Hiatus, Mr. Lounger Hall, and others, if they would like to officiate for his Lordship; but somehow or other they all took time to consider, and ended in declining the honour. At length a benign chance brought Tims black satin vest in contact with Sir Felix Flexibles blue coat and buff waistcoat, as the latter aired himself at the high-tide of fashion along the grand esplanade. Mr. Boldero, who knew Sir Felixs valet, and of course his masters foibles, made a grand ariel sweep with his white felt hat when he met him, which completely brought the Baronet to his bearings.

Sir Felix was a happy man, for he was not only on excellent terms with himself, but he fully believed that everybody else was equally enamoured of him. While other men are fretting, and fuming, and fancying themselves slighted, Sir Felix is always chuckling, and smiling, and thinking himself highly complimented. If Her Majesty makes one of her gracious bows to the gregarious horsemen assembled in the Park, Sir Felix always appropriates the whole of it to himself, saying to his toadey at his side, Ah, thats to me  saw me at the Levée  flattering  very flattering indeed, and forthwith he trots off to intercept another bow at another point. So with everything else. He is always the hero of every assembly, the man who directs the movements, and controls the rest.

Mr. Timothy Bolderos strutting, confident, Lord Mayor-like manner, at the same time so respectful to Sir Felix, eminently paved the way for pouring the leperous distilment about the stewardship into his ear, which Tim did most adroitly, more than half insinuating that the Eight Honourable Lord Fricandeau de Veau had especially named Sir Felix to represent him.

Has he, indeed? smiled the Baronet, bowing graciously; flattering  very flattering, indeed  feel the compliment, laying his hand upon his heart. Shall write to his Lordship by this nights post  thank him for the honour  tell him duly appreciate the compliment, and that I shall be proud to accept the office.

And Sir Felix, who was fond of the sound of his own voice, then commenced conning over his speech for the ordinary, for which purpose he looked up such books as he thought would enlighten him on the subject. And with very little trouble  for a smattering of learning is easily obtained now-a-days, he got up the heads of a speech, commencing with a little antiquity, and then entering upon the great national subject generally, which he laboured away at, as he mistakenly thought in private, without stint or measure to his voice. So he went pacing up and down his apartment, in the Minerva Mansion, sawing the air, and mouthing out gentlemen this, and gentlemen that, reminding his imaginary audience how absorbing the Olympic games were, when Philip, King of Macedon, and Hiero, King of Syracuse, contended for the prize. He then got into England, recalling the fact that several race-horses were sent by Hugh Capet, in the ninth century, as a present to Athelstane, and then touching with a masterly hand upon the successive monarchs who had patronised the turf, until he came down to modern times, when feeling that the Crown had gradually been withdrawing from its impurities, he proceeded to give the Rocks races a lift, by pointing out the advantage they were of to that particular place. And so he wound up by calling for a bumper-toast, with all the honours, to the Noble British Turf!

That is the rehearsal, the reader will understand, of what Sir Felix is going to say.
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CHAPTER XXI.

MR. JASPER GOLDSPINK.
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IT NOW REQUIRED a little management on the part of our fair friends in Sea View Place to keep matters straight as between the unseen suitors; but this is just the sort of diplomacy that ladies excel in, and in which they may be safely left to themselves. As already intimated, they had begun to air Mr. Bunting out the back way, an. arrangement which, though unusual where parading is generally the order of the day  our 

With thee conversing,

friend by no means objected to; indeed rather approved of, and flattered himself it was done to give him every opportunity of cultivating the young ladys acquaintance. A clever woman will keep half a dozen men in tow, each believing himself the favoured one, and pitying the rest.

A lady  a lady in the secret at least  would have seen that our pretty friend dimpled her fair cheeks more with smiles when Mr. Admiration Jack and she were comparatively unobserved than when they encountered the public gaze, when Miss would bridle up, take space, and seem unconcerned; but as every woman is a separate enigma, and Mr. Buntings opinion of himself none of the meanest, he set the reserve of one moment off against the affability of the next, and took it all to the good. Even when Mrs. McDermot talked of a young friend they had coming down to the races, and drew the name of Mr. Goldspink incidentally upon the tapis, asking our hero No. 2, if he knew him, Mr. Bunting replied, with upraised eyebrows and an indifferent sort of shake of the head  

No, he had never heard of him, and turned the conversation back to where it was before. Hear of him and see him too, however, he was now about to do, and as our readers would perhaps like to have a look at him too, we will now introduce him to the public generally.

Mr. Jasper Goldspink, or Mr. Goldspink junior, as he might with greater advantage be called, was just twenty-three, a much more manageable  catchable age at least  than Mr. Bunting, who, in boarding-shool parlance, was an old man of thirty with the experience of a man of forty. Though one would not expect much from the son of old sivin-and-four, yet with the inestimable advantage of youth coupled with the polish our Mend Mr. ODicey had given him, through the medium of that prince of decorators, Mr. Selvage, whose little back shop, hung round with the old masters, is so suggestive of liberality and sixty per cent, discount  young Goldspink was now a nice, plump, fair-haired, middle-sized youth, with if not an expressive, by no means an unpleasing countenance, and manners as good as those of the majority of mankind, when to be as unmannerly as possible seems to be the order of the day. Talk as we will about our superior refinement  it is a good deal coat and waistcoat refinement.

We are not half so courteous or encouraging to strangers as the old school, whose first object was to set every one at ease, and who did not wait for an introduction to proffer a smile and a bow. What gentleman of the last century would come swinging through a hold-open door without making the slightest acknowledgment, as we see parties doing at the clubs every day? That, however, is the getting into the dancing and deportment line, our business is with the high court of Cupid, whither let us now repair.

Were it not that every days experience shows how people are often talked into matrimony, and that Rosas experience of life was very limited, one would have thought that some one whose appearance was more opposite to her own would have taken her young fancy; but then those contrasts are not to be procured in the country  another proof of the advantage of coming to a place like the Rocks, where all sorts and sizes of men are presented to the unsuited. So, if affairs matrimonial are regulated on the rule-of-contrary principle  dark men liking fair maids, and little ladies preferring tall men  our Mend Mr. Admiration Buntings dark hair and superior stature would operate as a set-off against Mr. Goldspinks better ascertained metallic properties.

There however the reader has them both, and now Mamma must be left to manœuvre them according as the barometer of riches seems to incline. At present the new corner had rather the pull, as the racing people call it, in his favour, consequent upon the suspicion that had been thrown on Mr. Buntings possessions. On the morning of Mr. Goldspinks arrival, our poetical Mend having had his usual bye-way promenade up Lavender Lane, Green Court Terrace, and so by Prospect Place into the Larkfield Downs, was dismissed for the day, with an intimation that the ladies would not be at home in the evening, and took his departure with the same confident security with which Mr. Goldspink rang the door bell about an hour afterwards. John Thomas smiled a welcome greeting when he saw their country neighbour filling the portals of their sea-side mansion, and forthwith motioned him to enter without waiting for any inquiry as to whether anybody was at home or not. And Mr. Goldspink having deposited his hat and hunting-stick  last souvenir of the disagreeable chase  on the entrance hall table, as if he had come for a sit, followed the noiseless servant up stairs and was presently ushered into the sun-obscured back drawingroom, where the lovely Rosa was reclining, Punch in hand, in the glorious amplitude of a well got-up blue and white tarlatan muslin. Never having seen her with her plainly dressed hair, our suitor did not at first recognise her in the gloom of the apartment, and made her a bow, thinking it was some young lady on a visit; and it was not until Rosa advanced with a friendly hand to greet him that he saw his mistake. He then gladly coalesced, and was presently in the full swing of country cordiality  more than it would have done Mr. Bunting good to see.

In due time, a liberal ten minutes or so, Mamma came sidling in, all smiles and graciousness, as if she never thought of admitting any rival near his fair; and after due inquiries respecting Papa and Mamma, and the Wedderburns, and the Holleydales, and the Simeys, and asking how things were looking in the country, Mrs. McDermott gradually contracted the field of speculation, and asked Jasper how he thought Rosa was looking, and how he liked her with her hair in bands. And then our hero related how he actually didnt know her at first, and then having taken a refreshing stare, he began doubting whether he didnt like her best in ringlets; he wasnt sure, but he thought he did. Yes, he did; and then Mamma took the plain side, and so it became a question of Plain or Ringlets? for a time, till something else usurped its place.

When John Thomas descended by three steps at a time into the lower regions, after ushering our hero up stairs, there was such a scuttling, and laughing, and laying of heads together, and wondering how it would be. Fairplay or Stirling, or Barker and Marshall  any of the betting fraternity  might have made a book upon the event. It had been generally thought by the household, that our fair friend had cried off with the old love before she began with the new. Now things assumed a different aspect. Which would it be? was the question. There was evidently competition. Mrs. Meggison, the cook, still thought it would be Spink. She didnt know why, but she thought it would be Spink  a neighbours bairn you see. Miss Perker, Rosas maid, who had been most judiciously complimented by Mr. Bunting with a very pretty pink satin scarf, inclined towards him. She was sure, if she had her choice, she knew which she would take. Spink hadnt half the blandishment of Bunting. John Thomas was almost neutral  didnt know which to think  and Jane Towel, the next door neighbours housemaid, who had stepped in to take a surreptitious tea, having only seen Mr. Banting, could not give on opinion. So the down stairs debate was adjourned.

Meanwhile our friend Jasper had his family dinner, and his family walk (a retired one), and his family tea, and altogether felt like one of the family. At length he took his departure, after making his racing arrangements with them for the morrow. And Mamma and Miss then talked the two gallants over, Mamma thinking it would be well for Rosa to keep back a little,  at all events not to show any decided preference when they were together  an event that there seemed little probability of averting. If Mr. Bunting had the fine castle and all the money Mrs. Trattles talked about, well and good; if not, Mr. Goldspink would be extremely well off, and there was no doubt the Duke of. Tergiversation and the old gentleman would get agreed sooner or later for the estate our banker wanted to buy, and so enable him to build a house in the country  so that either way, Miss would be very comfortable  with which agreeable conviction Mamma and Miss retired to rest 


CHAPTER XXII.

ROSEBERRY ROCKS RACE COURSE.
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WE SOMETIMES THINK the elements are unfavourable to Racing. Whether it is that the flimsey nature of peoples attire  the silken jackets and paper boots of the jockies, the gauze and gossamer of the ladies, so pretty in sunshine, so futile in showers  makes one more than ordinarily susceptible to the slightest variations of the atmosphere, or whether it is that so much ruinable finery is too great a temptation for Jupiter Pluvius, we know not, but there certainly often does seem a disposition to give the milliners the benefit of the day by watering the silks and drenching the assembly. How seldom an Epsom, for instance, is got over without some tremendous descent. If the weather has been ever so fine previously, it is almost sure to change about then. So soon as the adventurous travellers get well away from their homes, and a delicate coating of dust has permeated the garments, peacocks begin to scream, donkeys to bray, dust to rise in corkscrew eddying curls, and the whole face of nature to give these unmistakeable yearnings for drink that a sot displays as he sneaks round a street-corner to get into the splendidly illuminated gin palace. Then more screams, more brays, more dust, and great spattering drops that beat like shillings as they fall, are the prelude to the disastrous rain that with all the aid of heads up and umbrellas hoisted, just damages the finery sufficiently to make it finery no more. And the curious contortions of ribbons, and flowers, and gauze, called by courtesy, bonnets, are reduced to the value of as many pence as they before represented pounds.

If racing was brought home to every mans door, as was attempted some years since on the present site of Notting Hill, how few people would be at the trouble of going to them. A quiet walk in Kensington Gardens or a penny or twopenny seat in the Park, with the aristocracy of England paraded before them, would be considered a much better thing. It is the outing from town, the fun of the rail or the road, the feasting, the fresh air of the downs and the heath, above all, the once-a-year-ish-ness of the thing that keeps the great meetings popular. Nine-tenths of the visitors know nothing about the horses or their owners or their riders, or care to confuse themselves about the odds on animals that may be running to win or lose just as it suits their owners pockets.

Epsom, too, generally inaugurates summer, for however many false starts Dame Nature may make with her mis-called springs, it is seldom much before Epsom that there is any downright genial outburst of warm that sets things a-growing almost perceptibly, and does in a night what spring has been nibbling at for a month. Then the cattle get a full bite of rich succulent grass, and lilacs and laburnums, and pink and white thorns  all the flowering tribe  mingle their rich hues with the clean newly-burst foliage and the golden-tipped grateful evergreens, that have helped us so handsomely through the winter. How trim and nice and comfortable all the villas, and houses, and parks, and places look as we pass them in quick succession, each containing a little world of its own.

Between Epsom and Ascott there is a good interval which is generally filled up with broken umbrella-ish sort of weather, better for turnip-sowing than for sitting in the park, which generally clears itself off with a good blue sheet-lightning thunder storm, and a copious warm rain at the races, which finishes the proclamation of summer, after which people may safely come up from the country with the certainty of not wanting fires. To those who make an annual sightseeing visit, this is decidedly the best time, a month of fine weather being far more available than six weeks of broken alternations of sunshine and showers.

The road to Roseberry Rocks race-course does not exhibit any great amount of rural or floricultural beauty, whatever it may say for the enterprise of the dairy-farmers, who, with the aid of that great benefactor muck, succeed in raising heavy green crops on as unpromising a looking staple as that of the sea-shore itself. Neither, whatever mischief it may lead to, can it be said to possess the facilis descensus Averni qualify, for it is extremely difficult to get at, being up a very steep hill, to which a hired-by-the-hour-flyman considers it necessary to pause, and block his wheel once or twice, if not to ease his animal by taking a short walk himself, though the job-gentleman generally trots, angling the severity of the rise as he goes, thus performing two journies to his rivals one. Thanks to the able legislation of Mr. Fitzroy, the London cabman has become a model both in the ways of charges and civility for the country one to follow.

The summit of the Roseberry Rocks Mont Blanc being at length attained, a goodly scene bursts upon the view. To the south is the pure glittering sail-dotted sea, next the dean, white stuccoed town stretching extensively along the equally white cliffs; then the circular green course, with its handsome stand, and distant white posts on the brow of the hills, standing in hold relief against the clear blue sky; anon the sheep-dotted downs, backed by the flourishing woods and enclosures of the vale. One almost feels it a pity that so pure and healthful a place should be polluted by the scenes that occasionally take place upon it. Still, if there is a breath of wind stirring it is sure to be had there, and many have been the ejaculations and regrets of the fair after toiling up the sun-roasting hill, at not having brought something warmer to brave the breezes of the heights. On this particular occasion rude Boreas was more than ordinarily boisterous, and having a great breadth of petticoat to play upon, there was a corresponding inflation of Crinoline, many of the fair ladies on emerging from their carriages at the stand being driven past their port like peacocks with their tails up on a windy day.

Railways which have condensed our cares, have condensed our pleasures too, and taught us that novelty and not repetition is the true source of enjoyment. Hence, race-meetings which used to be elaborated and attenuated over a whole week, sometimes enlisting the Sunday at each end into the bargain, for the purposes of the publicans, have gradually shrunk into half their proportions, and yet there is seldom more than one day kept up with anything like interest or spirit. People find that railways enable them to shoot out far away, see friends they had rarely met, and visit places they had only heard of, instead of being doomed to the perpetual horse-in-the-mill lives that their forefathers led. Even at our particular watering-place, where pleasure is the real business of life, with the racecourse so near as to be only a walk or shillings worth of fly, people think one day quite enough, and some disdain even that. Of course, the show-day is the one upon which Mr. Shiney, the silversmith, shares the prize with the winner in the shape of a conical design for some extremely out-of-the-way appendage that a nobleman might be puzzled to place, let alone a man who perhaps hasnt even a three-legged stool to put it upon, an inconvenience, however, that Mr. Shiney is always ready to rectify by tilting it back at the price of old silver. Hence what is most attractive to the company is the least so to the turfite, who thinks the chaste design of golden sovereigns is for better than any model the old masters can supply.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

JACK AND JASPER.
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IT WAS ON the memorable Cup or rather Candelabra day of the Roseberry Rocks races that our two heroes first met in Mrs. McDermotts back drawing-room in Sea View Place, the meeting arising in the following manner: Mr. Bunting had been duly aired out the back way in the hopes of satisfying him for the day, and inducing him to leave the coast clear for a young friend who had come from their neighbourhood in the country to see the races. But Mr. Bunting having, quite unintentionally,  for he was on far too good terms with himself to think such a thing as a rival possible,  put the ladies into a flutter by dwelling rather too much on the announcement; making them think he knew more than he really did, Mamma, who was a skilful general, thought it best to parry the point by accepting the double escort up to the course. So Mr. Bunting returned himself at 2.20, as the railway people say, just in time to see Mr. Goldspink fingering Miss Rosas pretty pink and white tarlatan muslin dress, in a style of familiarity that he didnt altogether approve of.

Cow-found him, hes no boy, frowned our hero No. 2 in return for the off-hand sort of salute our hero No. 1 accorded him on the introduction; Mrs. McDermott having judiciously hinted to Jasper that the gentleman coming was merely a chance acquaintance, of whom they made a convenience.

Hes a cool hand, thought Jasper, conning the strangers airified manner, and the at-home sort of way in which he lounged about the room. He did not seem to recognise Jaspers consequence at all.

Hes no beauty, thought Mr. Bunting, taking a complimentary glance at himself in the mirror as he passed onward through the front drawing-room to the window, from whence he emerged into the balcony and took an unconscious survey of the sea. He wondered who the deuce the fellow was. Hoped he didnt think of going with them. Yet still he seemed to stay. Would see if he could make it out.

Well, its about time we were going, observed Mr. Bunting, returning and speaking as if he commanded the Crinoline.

Is it! replied Miss Rosa, rising and circling away to get on her finery  giving Mr. Bunting one of those assuring glances with which a clever woman will hold half a dozen men in tow at a time. If an honest man, struggling with adversity, is a sight for the Gods, sorely a pretty girl playing two youths off at once, is a sight worthy of society, and such is the delicacy we purpose setting before the reader. Mamma presently followed, feeling assured there would be no comparison of notes between the gentlemen during her absence.

So she closed the door upon them, and her light foot-fall was presently heard overhead. The two gentlemen then sat, surveying then foet and their hands, as if neither thought the other worth notice. Each however wished the other away.

Been here long? at length drawled Jack, thinking to sound Jasper.

Just come, yawned Jasper, as if he was thoroughly tired of Jack.

Humph snorted Jack unused to such shortness, and this from a poacher too. He then sat looking at Jaspers double chin and dumpy legs, thinking what a beauty he would be at forty. Admiration Jack wondered who Jasper was  where he came from  what he meant by sitting there like a great bull-calf  how it was that he had never heard of him before. It was very singular. It really looked as if he meant to go to the races. In fact, Jack had no doubt he meant to go to the races. Then he recollected that Mamma mentioned their young friend had come to see the races. That would account for his coming, and Jack felt rather more amiably disposed towards him. Still he would like to know that he was not to be troubled with his company too long; a passing bore he might put up with, but a permanent one he couldnt endure. So Jack looked round about the room, and up to the ceiling, and then at his watch, as if for an idea, and at length poked the pertinent question.

Stay long? with an air of indifference.

Dont know, replied Jasper, wondering what business it was of Mr. Buntings.

Long as its agreeable praps, suggested Jack.

Just so, responded Jasper.

Nice place, observed Mr. Bunting after another pause.

It is, assented Jasper, thinking it would be just as pleasant if Mr. Bunting was away. He then drew Miss Rosas Present from Roseberry Rocks work-box towards him, and began tumbling, and fumbling, and mixing its contents.

Impudent dog, thought Mr. Bunting, that box is mine  (Mr. Bunting had helped Rosa to wind the reels of blue and yellow silk that Jasper was now winnowing through his fat fingers). Jasper then touched the invisible spring in the lid, and taking out the little looking-glass, began examining his teeth, and his whiskers, and his stupid face generally.

Better have a bason and water thought Mr. Bunting, eyeing the operation; when to show that he was equally at home with himself be arose from his seat, and making for the mantel-piece mirror, proceeded to examine his whiskers, his collar, his watch ribbon tie, and his upper man generally. Miss Rosas beautiful mother-of-pearl musical box being on the ledge, he then deliberately wound it up, and setting it a-going with the venerable Rory OMore, returned to the balcony, leaving Mr. Jasper in the enjoyment of the music, or the noise, whichever he considered it.

Dash him, but hes an impudent fellow that, thought Jasper, eyeing Jacks retreat, whereupon Jasper returned the little glass to its pink-wadded case, and heaping in the goods as if they were so many potatoes, placed the work-box in the position in which he had found it. He then threw himself listlessly in his chair to listen to the tunes he had so often heard before.

Ere the box had run down, the side door opened, and Miss Rosa sidled in, with the self-satisfied smile of a good get up on her countenance. In truth, she was expensively dressed, though whether the rich rustling lilac-coloured silk in which she was now enveloped was an improvement upon the pretty muslin in which our friends found her, is a question upon which ladies and gentlemen would most likely differ; ladies generally going for the gay and grand, gentlemen for the simple and becoming. However, there she was, and, as in duty bound, both gentlemen admired the dress exceedingly, praised the bonnet made of a gauze to match the silk, and envied the pretty pink roses within their propinquity to the fair face. And Miss received their compliments with a laudable balance of smiles that would have puzzled a chaperone of twenty years standing to say which was the favorite. In the midst of their laudations, in came the keeper of the conscience, Mrs. Mamma, who, after surveying Rosa all round, and very round she was, and telling her she must be careful how she got into the carriage, proceeded to ring the bell for the vehicle. The compliments meanwhile passed into the old course.


CHAPTER XXIV.

THEY LOVE AND DETTE AWAY.
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MRS. MCDERMOTT HAVING chartered Joshua Buckletongues newly done up cane-sided landaulet, so provokingly smart that it might be taken for a private one, which is just the very thing the hirers of job carriages generally wish to avoid, there was room for our beaux inside, and Mr. Bunting having handed and tucked the voluminous ladies in, proceeded to ensconce himself in front of Rosa, leaving Mr. Goldspink to follow and take up his position opposite Mamma. John Thomas, having then carefully closed the door on the bulging crinoline, mounted the box, taking good care of his stockings, and at his nod the driver, with his half dirty berlins, got his horse by the head and proceeded to cut away to the course. Off they went with a jerk that nearly sent the gentlemens hats into the ladies laps, and they were presently worming their way among the multifarious vehicles and flights of equestrians that enliven the drive at this the witching hour of day. Every body as usual was on the move, some on foot, some in carriages, bound for the course, some for the shops, others for a crawl along the shore, some for  they didnt know where.

The day as shown by the sea, however, was now undergoing a change. Instead of a smooth glassy surface, cold ruffling breezes flitted quickly over, and heavy rolling swells pressed onwards, breaking in great yawning lethargy waves against the shingly shore. The enterprising marine landsmen, whom no amount of bounty could coax into the navy, looked glum, passing monosyllabical words to each other, deprecatory of appearances, and then trying to tempt the unwary into their boats, under the delusion that it was a fine day for a sail. And, when in reply they got a rebuff, they blowed the races, and wondered what people could see in such work. Nothing like leather was not the motto for them.

Meanwhile our pleasant party jolted on, each thinking how much better it would be if there were only three. Mamma sat eyeing her competitive sons-in-law with a comfortable complacency, wondering which would be the happy ring-buyer  mentally placing Jaspers well-ascertained wealth against Mr. Buntings superior manner and appearance. Still, if Bunting had the castle, and all Mrs. Trattles said, there was no saying which might be the man, and the more she thought about it the more undecided she was, and the greater dread she was in of making a mistake. A woman generally thinks she gets the wrong one whichever it is. Mr. Bunting finding that he had a long way the lead of Mr. Jasper in the matter of small talk, plied away his poetry and his pleasantries, while Jasper leant moodily back eyeing the beauty, and feeling satisfied that his money would carry him through. Money was a grand thing he had always been told, and he fully believed it. Who was this Mr. Bunting, he should like to know. A mere idle danger, hed be bound to say. Just the sort of man for ladies to make a convenience of. And he looked at Bunting as if very little of his company would satisfy him.
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A sudden turn to the left presently cut our turfites out of the quietgoing current of society, and brought the old horse to his bearings against the collar. The ascent of Mont Blanc then commenced. The dash of driving wits over, and the toiling one-horse travellers had to undergo the humiliation of being passed at a trot by the pair oss powers, while they in turn were eclipsed by Shadrac Absolam, the hook-nosed keeper of the Turkish Saloon and Oyster-rooms, who with a select party of cigar-smoking Israelites dashed past in a yellow complacently the Jews loll with their great arms over the sides, like half-drunken sailors on a spree. The contortions of people unused to carriages are very amusing. Gutting a dash up-hill, however, is at the best a sorry performance  an attempt that had better be abandoned for more favourable ground. So thought the majority of our pleasure-seekers, and straining, and coaxing, and cracking, and quartering became more the order of the day than cantering. Even when the acclivity was accomplished, there was no room for the panting posters to recover their wind and make a run in, so cargo after cargo were deposited in a very sedate bathing-machine-like way. But if the horses lacked wind, the downs were well supplied, and angry fitful gusts now swept over the unprotected open, increasing in intensity with each fresh attempt. The wind soon began to tell. The Union Jack on our Hic et ubique friend, Mr. Baccomans marine villa, as he called his tent, was the first to go floating and sweeping, and rising and sinking along the flat, followed by an applauding pack of boys, all anxious to aid its escape, until it caught itself against one of the white rails of the course. Scarcely was its capture effected than the blue and yellow flag on the Hambletonian and Diamond tent followed suit; next half the red pennon went off the Fox and Hounds, Pavilion; when old Boreas, as if angry at not effecting his full purpose, took the rotten canvass suddenly in the rear, and with a well-directed whisk, sent the whole concern flying in the air, leaving the jolly topers exposed in a sort of cage resembling the framework of a ladys Crinoline. People then saw the storm was something to care about, and forthwith there was a running to the pegs, and tightening of ropes, and shortening of sail, and hauling down of ensigns; while the rival owners of the two fattest boys under the sun, fraternised with their respective caravans, lest they should both be blown away together. Boar, blast, roar; went the wind, keen, sharp, and driving, silencing the drums and trumpets of the shows, retiring the troops, and sending the acrobats, Ethiopians, organ-grinders, monkey-masters, and Aunt Sally-men, here, there, and everywhere for shelter; while the card-sharpers, and thimble-riggers plied their games in out-of-the-way places, free from the noxious ken of the inquisitive police. Amid this aërial conflict, the carriages continued to set down in long-drawn file at the back of the Stand, and after a series of those little pitching stoppages and short progresses, that announce a near approach, the blue-armed hand of policemen at the door-handle at length arrested the further progress of our friends, and the clanging of the iron steps invited their descent. John Thomas then jumped down from the box, and holding his hat on with one hand, he assisted the descent of the Crinoline with the other.

As people always think there is more snow falls at their front-door than anywhere else, so the troublesome wind always seems to touch our nobility more than any one else, and certainly on this occasion our fair friends had good cause to complain of the manner in which they were met at the Stand, and, with the aid of their hoops, nearly blown up into mid-air. But for the prompt vigilance of Mr. Bunting, who saw by other alighters what was likely to happen, there would have been inevitable discomposure of the rayment, but Mr. Bunting having very judiciously taken Miss Rosas flounced parasol, kerchief, and bouquet ere she attempted to alight, he popped out of the carriage, leaving her with both hands at liberty to steer her voluminous dress, and then secured her on his arm as soon as her taper foot touched the ground, leaving Mr. Goldspink to perform the same good offices for Mamma. Mr. Bunting then pressed on through the passage-obstructing crowd, crying, Make way, please!  make way! with a wave of the hand, that as good as said, Please look at me and my astonishing beauty! And forthwith the hurrying, draught-sucked ladies took furtive glances over their shoulders to see who was coming, each aspiring belle inwardly fearing she was going to be eclipsed, while the miscellaneous assortment of men  all, however, alive to the charms of the fair  winked and nudged each other, declaring Rosa was a clipper, and wondering how it was that Admiration Jack always got hold of such pretty girls. Mamma and jolly Jasper quickly followed, benefiting by the sensation caused by Miss Rosas appearance, and picking up the compliments lavished on her as she passed. How glad Mamma was that Privett Grove wanted painting!


CHAPTER XXV.

THE RACES.
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THE ASCENT OF the gently rising staircase being presently accomplished, our friends ushered themselves into the conservatory-looking state room of the Stand, with the comfortable seven-and-sixpenny sort of feeling of independence that distinguishes public from private assemblies, and then proceeded to reconnoitre the scene. It was a spacious room, light, lofty, and gay, with a marvellous variety of bonnets; for, despite the World of Fashion, arbiters of taste, there was not the slightest similarity or affinity among them, some being in chip, some in crape, some in straw, some in silk, some in satin; some garnished with fruit, some with with feathers, some with beads, some with fruit, flowers, feathers, and beads. So, as it is said that there are no two human faces alike, it may also be said there are no two bonnets alike. The dresses, too, were as various as the bonnets, with a laudable desire, however to harmonise in colour, instead of heaping on all the extremes, which used at one time to distinguish the English ladies from the French. So much floricultural elegance being ill-calculated to resist the fury of the wind, the ground-reaching windows were kept down, and the graduated scale of race-seeing steps on the balcony outside were deserted. Ladies promenaded up and down the room, showing that, how various soever their dresses might be in texture or in colour, they were unanimous in being as much like bell-glasses in shape as possible. The promenaders of course were the open or disengaged ones, those who had little affairs in hand congregating in groups under the protection of Mammas or married sisters, for the others to say of the lady How pleased she seems, and of the gentleman How silly he looks, the usual current compliments of the occasion.

And of all the gay comers, none attracted more attention than our fair friend Miss Rosa, not only on account of her generally admitted beauty (pretty but conceited was the qualified term), but now more than ever from her evidently having that greatest female luxury  two strings to her bow. Mr. Goldspink, nettled at the intrusion of the stranger, presently asserted his claims with the air of a man who has no idea of being thwarted in anything he fancies. So he pushed and forced himself past Mr. Bunting in a way that as good as said, What business have you poaching on my preserve? Miss Rosa, on her part, held the scales of preference very evenly; if she smiled on Mr. Goldspink, she presently looked sweet at Mr. Bunting, and no two ladies could agree upon which was likely to be the happy man  which get the blissful inaugural kiss.

But hark! a familiar voice at the white marble refreshment stand is exclaiming, What! no Hermitage! no Malmsey! no Lachrymæ Christi! Why surely you dont call this a refreshment stall! Never saw such a place in my life! The speaker thereupon Aunt Sallying a whole pyramid of pies with his gold-mounted riding whip as he spoke, then picking it up and chucking a half-crown at the fair custodian, he turned on his brass-spurred heel, and, swinging up the room, confronted the company. We need not say it was the voice of Mr. ODicey  ODicey got up in the brightest of hats and shineyest of braided blue coats, for he is now affecting the militaire, and seeing his pupil environed by the petticoats, an intercourse of which he did not altogether approve, having lost several good chances by their officious interference, he strolled up to see what was doing, claiming acquaintance with the rest of the party by dint of the familiarity with which he greeted our friend; for ODicey was not a shy man, and would address the Queen herself if Her Majesty came in his way. So he rattled and talked as if he was both hard and soft, and sharp and flat, and, producing his card of the races, was ready to back or bet, or lay or take, or do anything to lose money  seeming as if he would take it as a real favour if somebody would rob him.

And nows the time for doing so, for the wind-scattered notes of a bell outside seems to awaken both sharps and flats, causing a general move among the men, all anxious to avail themselves of the last chance of cheating each other. How the chorus rises as they recede, one vociferating Young Belshazzar! another shouting for Sorceress, a third for Flora Grey, a fourth for we dont catch what. So they go, yelling and elbowing and treading on each others corns, to join the general flock in a sort of every-man-for-himself sort of way. The room looks all the better for their absence, just as a flower-border looks better after the removal of the weeds. The ladies, like tulips, then get more room to expand their skirts and adjustable bustles, and sweep up and down with the peculiar dromedary sort of movement these singular encasements give them. Presently a shout outside attracts their attention and causes them to wheel to the still drawn-down windows, like a flock of sheep after the passing of a fox.

An unfortunate cur, with an old hat tied to its tail, is undergoing the attentions of the crowd and the police, who drive it from side to side, without letting it leave the course. As fast as it makes a dart at one point it is driven to another, and is thus battledored and shuttle-cocked between them. At length it makes a vigorous dash at a young Cockney Highlander attired in all the magnificence of his clan, knocking the young Cheapside chieftain flat on his back, sending his eagle-plumed bonnet one way, his currant bun another, and himself a third, to the terror of his nurse, who fears that the name of Brown is extinct. Up she lifts the roaring kicking urchin, and bears him to the rear, where his cries are drowned by the boom of the drums, the clang of the cymbals, and the crashing announcements of the speaking trumpets; the proprietor of the pink-locked lady denouncing the sea-green haired nymph as a dyed imposter, the Berkshire giant keeper proclaiming the surpassing stature of his protégé, and the custodian of the Cornish dwarf being equally eloquent in praise of his pigmy.

In the midst of the hubbub up rides the mainspring  the motive power of the meeting  the renowned Tim Boldero himself, on a punchy black cob, forming with its rider a perfect series of semicircles. Like all would-be sportsmen, Tim has got his extremities into breeches and boots, which he thinks is all that is required for the character, though one might put a penny roll in between his knee and the saddle. But Tim does not profess to be a jockey, only the ruler of jockeys, and his tadpole-like figure causes a sensation among the brotherhood, denoting that it is time to strip and prepare for the start And now Sir Felix, having ridden as consequentially up the course as he can for the wind, followed by his crimson-coated, white-collared groom, alights, and is bowed obsequiously up into his pigeon-house of a Stand, and presently appears at the front, much in the manner of Punch prior to commencing his connubial differences with Judy.

Whats that old fool about? asks Mr. ODicey, with a twirl of his moustache, adding, hes always showing off somehow or other.

Mr. ODicey suspected that Sir Felix had marred a very promising plant of his, and hence his displeasure.

Another longer, more vehement peal of the bell now resounds, causing what the Frenchman called the nightcaps to be taken off the horses heads, and their clothing swept over their long tails, showing little cheeseplate-looking saddles on their satiny backs. Meanwhile sundry heretofore extremely insignificant-looking little men, more like Scarborough fly-boys than anything else, suddenly rise into consequence by taking off the dingy husks in which they are enveloped, and shining forth like so many butterflies. A perfect shoal of them burst forth all at once  red, green, yellow, blue, spots, stripes and all. Now General Boldero charges the phalanx as gallantly as an unsteady seat and a steady wind will allow, urging them into line; which no sooner does one reluctant horse accomplish, than another turns tail, and the exhortation has to be renewed. Then the false starters have to be accommodated with their recalls, and it is not until Tims naturally rubicund face assumes a very mulberry-like hue, and he begins to talk about fining, that a simultaneous movement of elbows and legs urges unanimity, and at length sends the whole squadron scudding away. Theyre off! is the cry.

W-h-i-s-h, blow, w-h-i-s-h, goes the wind, inflating the jockeys jackets like pilot balloons, and looking as if an insidious gust would strip them off altogether. But the race must be run whatever the weather, and if one horse cant face the wind another can, and the tempest is all in favour of the one that can, thus verifying the old adage, that it is an ill wind that blows nobody good. Besides, who would wish to disappoint the Honourable Society of betting men, now distributed all over the kingdom, to say nothing of the interesting collection of honesty that adorns Bride Lane, all on the qui vive for the telegraphic message that will enable them to proclaim themselves conjurors, or leave them to back out of their false prophecies the best way they can.

So away the horses straggle and struggle along the green sward, till at the sea turn the gale takes them in the rear, and blows them all together again, sending them along the brow of the distant hill in a cluster. With what a difference of feeling their progress is regarded by the roughs on the top of the Stand, and the fair dames down below  the former straining their eyes, or directing their Dollonds to detect the whereabouts of red jacket or blue, while the ladies look quietly about to see how the flirtations progress  wondering whether their Captain Locket or Mr. Honeybill are coming, and why Major Mew looks so shy. Hats off! is now the cry, and curly heads, and lank haired heads, and bald heads, and half-bald heads, stand with upturned faces, while the horses sweep by like a whirlwind, arms going, heels working, leather breeches in convulsions, and the excited legs  men who bet thousands on a farthing capital  jump, and roar, and shout, and stamp, Ill bet!

Ill lay!

Ill take! A rush, a kit-cat of jockeys, and its over! Two minutes and a-quarter have decided the fate of hundreds  perhaps thousands of pounds. And scarce has the judge posted the winner on his board, than the drums and trumpets of the shows and the booths raise a discordant din, as if in glorification of the winner, but in reality to get the gaping countrymen into the shows, the insides of which are never so good as the out.

But the race of the day is the one for the aforesaid candelabrum, classical in design, and costly in structure. It is now exhibited on the accustomed green-baized pedestal on the balcony in front of th« Stand, and excites with its numerous branches for lights and ornamental centre basket as much admiration among the fair, as does its concomitant purse of one hundred sovereigns among the contenders for the prize. Mr. Chizeler, the Bermondsey Sausage-maker,  who runs in the name of Captain Howard de Hastings  Mr. Chizelers grey horse, Dogs Meat, is the favourite for the race; but Mr. Somerville Douglas, alias Mr. Peter Brown, the Clerkenwell Pawnbrokers bay horse, Soothsayer, has numerous friends, and there have been sundry communications during the morning to see if they cannot accommodate matters, the difference between them being what Chizeler calls the sovs; the candelabrum apparently being taken little account of. There are, however, a good many other horses of which neither Dogs Meat nor Soothsayer may have got an accurate measure, among others one belonging to an Honourable Society, known by the name of the Forty Thieves, so that upon the whole there is the chance of a genuine race. And now, just as parties are reforming in the Stand, (some loving couples doubtless thinking how agreeable it would be if it was not for the tiresome races) Tim Boldero is again seen aggravating the black cob into a canter, emulating as he thinks any jockey of the day. At the sight of the little bustling beer-barrel-shaped man, the dark wâves of humanity roll back on either side of the course, and presently there are a couple of lines of hats and bonnets ruled as straight as the lines in a copy book. What a concourse of heads! All so much alike outside, and yet so different within; according or not as they are furnished with brains. What a marvellous difference that little addition makes! And there is no saying which has them till you tap them and try.

But the race, the race is the thing; and now our friend Jasper inducts the fair Rosa into the mysteries of the winner, while Mr. ODicey twirls his spiral moustache, clanks his brass spur, and twists about, apparently anxious to be doing Ill bet a dozen kids with any body  and knowing the influence of Mammas, he endeavours to propitiate our chaperone by offering to lay her five pair to one against the favourite, though the odds are not half that amount. But Mrs. McDermott who knows the signs of age is not deceived by Johnnys elaborate cosmetiqueing, fixatriceing, and getting up, (rivalling the exploits of that great lady-renovator, Madame Leverson) into believing that he is a suitable companion for a youth like Jasper, and she eyes Johnny with the suspicion peculiar to discrepancy. What if he should victimise Jasper!  Rob him before he is fledged!  The man must be looked to, thought she. But ODicey, who has been scanned pretty often, turns his back on the light, and puts the best face he can on his wrinkles. The saddling bell presently comes to his relief and puts an end to the inquisition.

And now all the gay butterflies are again on the wing, forming quite a collection for a naturalist, and as everybody understands horses, there is the usual criticism, and picking out of the winner. There is plenty of choice, what with true runners, and false runners, and waiters on true runners, and false-start makers, and so on  a bakers-dozen in all. The jackets are bright, and the leathers are spruce, save those of a little old fellow in a faded green silk, whose drab cords and gaiters draw down the gibes and jeers of the cynical as he passes complacently to the post. Let them laugh as wins, thinks he, feeling his springing little horse under him as he goes. This, though a light bay, is what the legs call a dark horse, namely, one that they cannot get much information about, and the owner, Mr. Whistlecraft, the horse-breaker and coper, of Rotheram, is making the most of the opportunity  taking everybody in that he can.

And now the supercilious gentlemen in the leathers, close in upon their provincial-looking brother of the drabs, apparently ashamed of the intercourse, and after few preliminary false starts, carry him away in the midst of them. A good driving wind aids the endeavour, and sends them sweeping along to the turn of the course in a cluster. A volley of chalky dust then envelopes them and hides old Dingys apparel from further observation.

And now the excitement begins to bubble and simmer, and presently boils up into the usual frenzy. Every mouth is a-gape for his neighbours money  offering every species of bait.

What a life must be that of a leg! Always on the stretch! Always trying to take somebody in! A continual mill-horse-round of never-ceasing anxiety; one event over, another beginning. Two to one against the favourite of this year; twenty to one against that of the next. Out upon such work, say we! A man had better break stones in a workhouse-yard than attempt to get money by such means.

But our particular spasm is again at its height. The striding, taper-limbed horses are distending themselves in the distance, the cluster having this time assumed more the shape of a telescope. On they come, at a rattling pace, the tail lengthening as they near. Hats off! is again the cry, to which the men respond, and jump, and raise themselves on tip-toe, while the ladies below put their glasses complacently to their eyes and reconnoitre the scene. Now the excitement finds vent in noise. The gray!

The gray! shout a dozen voices, as the conspicuous favourite appears well in front, his backers hoping to pocket the guineas. The hay! The hay! The bay! vociferates the deep-coned Whistlecraft, flagellating his brown top-boot as he eyes the little stealing bay shooting to the front  and sure enough within a few yards of home the little horse gives some springing bounds, and pokes his nose in first. Hoo-ray! shouts the stentorian-lunged winner, turning abruptly on his heel, pushing and forcing his way through the crowd, in a way well calculated to arouse the wrath of the losers. Lets oot! Lets oot! cries he, forcing one man one way, and another another, as he makes for the door. The brawny, macintoshed, Yorkshireman, then goes stamping down stairs, shaking the edifice with his step, leaving the lato clamorous but now chap-fallen speculators to digest their disgust at their leisure. Whistle is off to see after the cash, and the beautiful candelabrum will presently adorn his gin-palace at Rotheram. Nobbier, the trainer of the Forty Thieves, looks aghast!

And again the excitement of gambling galloping, is succeeded by a Babel-like outburst of musical instruments and clamour, in the midst of which rude Boreas, as if indignant at the idea of anybody making a noise but himself, suddenly arose and blew a most furious concentrated blast upon the offending line, knocking down the caravans and turning the tents inside out. Then Jupiter Pluvius, roused into action, rolled a dense leaden-like cloud over the firmament, and, without hint or notice of any sort, drew the string of his shower-bath, and let down such a torrent of rain as half drenched the tumblers ere they could unfurl their patent umbrellas or get their siphonias out of their cases. Heavens, what destruction a single minute made of the finery that now distinguishes the maid from the mistress! How the artificial flowers were drenched, the gay coquetry taken out of the feathers, and the cheap crinolines  the 1s. 11 1l2d worths  reduced to one-half their original dimensions. We wonder what our mob-capped grandmothers would say, if they could rise from their graves and see housemaids in hoops, and the other absurdities that recently drew down the just indignation of the worthy Recorder of Hull. They would indeed think the world had got a turn! This day, however, would avenge a good deal; and then the tantalising part of the thing was, that when the rain had ruined everything, it suddenly ceased, like the stage-storm of a theatre, and the sun started forth from behind a cloud, shedding a halo on the mischief, while a gorgeous rainbow arose inland, throwing a gay arch far into the sea. Meanwhile the ladies in the comfortable stand look complacently upon the wreck of finery outside, occasionally looking at the sky, and hoping it would be dry under foot for them. Carriages then begin to draw up, and the staircase is presently enlivened with looped dresses, vandyked petticoats, and Balmoral boots, all properly arranged for display. Our prudent Mamma, who never likes to stay late, presently applies Mr. Bunting to the utilitarian purpose she described him as encouraged for, namely, by asking him to go for the carriage, leaving Mr. ODicey an uncomfortable spectator of Miss Rosas lovely blue eyes, revolving, as he thought, rather too often and too sweetly on Mr. Jasper.

What a bore it will be, thought ODicey, eyeing her bewitching smile, if she gets him away from me; and he thereupon applied himself to Mamma, to find out how much longer they were going to stay at the Rocks. In the midst of this inquiry Mr. Bunting returned to say the carriage was ready, and tendering his arm to Miss Rosa, he led her away in the order in which they arrived; and Mr. ODicey, having helped to tuck in Mamma, saw them drive off, each with a considerable misgiving of the other, each wishing the other were further. Then Mr. ODicey hopped gaily up stairs again, humming a tune, but in reality extremely uneasy in his mind. He wished that the ladies might not be too many for him. Having cast carelessly about among the now departing crowd, he presently mounted his seven-and-sixpence-a-sider, and cantered hack to the Rocks, arriving about the same time as the last rivulet of rain.


CHAPTER XXVI.

THE ORDINARY.
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HOWEVER HAD A day may be for anything else, it is never too had for dining; and accordingly about half-past five the usual heterogeneous assemblage  roughs and smooths, half roughs and half smooths  of a race-ordinary began to congregate and obstruct the doorway and passages of the Flying Dutchman Hotel in Shark-street, being the sporting rendezvous that Mr. Boldero patronised, and where a gentleman could he accommodated with the odds, or anything else in the sporting way. To it came appetites in various degrees of vigour and ripeness, some that dined at one oclock, others that dined at two; some that could put off till four, some that dined at sunset; others that dined whenever their owners could get a dinner. And again the contusion of tongues arose, arll lay this, arll take that: Yorkshire bellowing against Lancashire, Manchester pitting itself against Leeds. Each race was run over again, and the cause of defeat explained, including that of Nobbler on behalf of the Forty Thieves. And as the plot thickened, and people began to growl and talk about their stomachs, thinking their throats were cut, and so on, up drove Mr. ODicey in a smart Queens coloured brougham  ODicey got up on the Shaksperian principle, Costly thy habit as thy parse can bay, velvet and silk, and chains and lockets, and puffy pink-tinted shirt, presenting a strange contrast to the coarse hard-featured herd by whom he was surrounded, from which, however, he quickly disentangled himself, and skipped up stairs to secure a becoming seat a the table. Waitor! exclaimed he, swinging hastily up the long room (two bed-rooms and a billiard-room laid together); Waitor, where can I sit? and the waiter (a retired gentlemans butler, whose little discrepancy with his late masters plate caused by his too great love for the turf kept him out of place), thinking ODicey looked like a tip, put him second from the chair, next Sir Stephen Sappey, who of course was coming to support his brother Bart.: a place that ODicey immediately secured by placing his thin glazed card on the plate. He then confirmed the waiters estimate of his quality by chucking him half-a-crown for himself.

Next, Sir Felix Flexible whipped up in his smart dress chariot, the cockaded coachman making as much fuss with his tightly curbed horses as he could, and seeming to think himself rather demeaned by haying to drive up such a narrow greengrocerish sort of street. Header, if you live in the country and value the peace of mind of your horses, never engage a town coachman  that is to say, a man who has driven in town. They think of nothing but bitting and bearing and cutting round corners. One of these elbow-squaring gentlemen will spoil the best tempered horse in a week, and declare he is vicious. If Mr. Rarey would teach them the real nature and character of the animal, it would be a great blessing to masters; only most of them are so self-sufficient that they will most likely say they have forgotten more than Rarey ever knew. As Sir Felixs coachman stops with a sudden jerk, the well-powdered footman rather ponders on the boards thinking perhaps Chorles has made a mistake, and is only asking his way; but a Now then! over the aiguilletted shoulder, accompanied by the letting down of the carriage window, announces all right, and Jeames jumps nimbly down to unfold the door-steps and exhibit the great man inside. Sir Felix then descends in due state, letting the assembled outsiders see the brightness of his hunt-club buttons and the glorious amplitude of his well starched white vest; and preceded by Tom Boozeyworth the landlord, and a flight of those rusty-coated waiters that turn up on all public occasions from no one knows where, explores the intricacies of the long low passage, amid cautions of Mind, heres a step down, Sir Felix, and theres a step up, Sir Felix, and Mind your head, Sir Felix, until he reaches the creaking old stairs that lead up to the extemporised long room, where he finally lands amid a great display of white ware and sundry huge joints of beef and mutton, forming with cheese what the sailor described as all the delicacies of the season. If not very fine, however, it is substantial, and the ornamental centre basket of the prize candelabrum makes a grand plateau for the usual group of calves feet jelly-glasses.  

Sir Felix has hardly contemplated the room and the semicircular chair, from which he has to deliver his classical eloquence, ere Sir Stephen Sappey is borne in by the pushing, rushing crowd, all clamorous for places and anxious to be at the viands. Seeing the style of men, and feeling pretty sure that if one of them was to choose to occupy the chair, he would not perhaps get him out again, Sir Felix immediately takes possession, his brother Baronet squats in the seat of honour on his right, Mr. ODicey seats himself on his left, and the thirty or forty sportsmen  or sporting men  composing the body of the party fall into place as best they may. An immediate onslaught commenced upon the food, and the joints and the pies and the potatoes were pulled and rolled and pushed about the table in a most promiscuous, every-man-for-himself, sort of way. Munch, crunch, munch, crunch, patter clatter, patter clatter, waiter, beer, spoon, salt, pepper, fork, knife, plate, are the only intelligible sounds that escape. Presently the less voracious of the appetites begin to be appeased, and as the noise somewhat subsides Mr. ODiceys voice is heard storming the waiters, and demanding all sorts of unheard-of and impossible things. First he wants some Gorgona anchovies, and is furious, or pretends to be, at not getting them. What! no Gorgona anchovies! Never heard of such a thing! Wheres the man of the house? Send the man of the house here! But the man of the house is far too busy drawing old bottled sherry  rich, dry, and full of character  out of the cask to attend to any such summons, and our friends wrath is diverted at the absence of French mustard for his cold beef; so sending his plate away he demands some plovers eggs, then some Bombay mangoes, and last some Emmenthaler cheese, which latter is offered to him in the shape of a great leathery-looking slice of strong-smelling Cheshire. Scorning the substitute, he sends his plate away, and balancing himself on the hind legs of a somewhat ricketty rush-bottomed chair, proceeds to twirl his moustache and contemplate the company There are a good many fellows there that he knows, legs, levanters, and lame ducks of all sorts, but none that he cares particularly about. If they can blow him, he can return the compliment and the reciprocity system is well understood among them. So amid the process of identifying faces, now seen without their familiar hats, the last sounds of mastication gradually die out, and a short grace is now listened to that was not waited for at the opening. Plates, bread, sweepings generally, disappear; and two long lines of variously-shaped wine-glasses range from end to end of the narrow table, guarding, as it were, sundry pyramids of very teeth-trying biscuits, placed on the well-known old green-coloured dessert plates. Mr. Boozeyworth then furnishes material for the coming conviviality by placing ports and sherries at either end of the table, while his coadjutors take orders for rum, gin, hollands, brandy, whatever the parties prefer to wine. These in their various forms of hot with and cold without, cold with and hot without, being at length distributed according to each mans behest, and an approving sip taken, eyes began gradually to turn towards the chair, and Sir Felix, after a good prefatory Hem! arose and calling for a bumper-toast, gave the health of Her Majesty the Queen in a very laudatory, word-dwelling manner; after which he complimented the Prince Consort, the Prince of Wales, and the rest of the Royal family, in a similar strain, and again resumed his seat, feeling pretty comfortable as to voice, provided he could bring out the book-learning when he wanted it. After a proper pause he again rose, and gave the Army and Navy in highly eulogistic terms, when, true to his morning spurs, and greatly to the surprise of Sir Felix, up jumped Mr. ODicey to return thanks on behalf of the army. A buzz of applause welcomed the change of voice, and assured our not overdiffident friend of a favourable reception.

Sir Felix Flexible, Sir Stephen Sappey, and gentlemen, said he, looking down the table, I thank you most cordially for the compliments you have paid that branch of the service to which I had the honour to belong. (ODicey had been turned out of the Fandango Huzzars for turning up the King too often at écarté.) I need not say, gentlemen, that under all times, all climes, all circumstances, the army will ever be found true to those illustrious antecedents that have procured us honour abroad, and comfort and tranquillity at home. (Applause.) Gentlemen, I agree with my Lord Palmerston, that a foreign foe would bitterly rue the day he ever set his presumptuous foot on our shores, for the country would rise to a man, and show that we are as great in the strength of war as we are in milder pursuits of peace. (Renewed applause, during which the grog-drinkers took courage out of the varied contents of their glasses, and felt very brave.) And let me observe, gentlemen, continued Mr. ODicey, addressing himself to the legs, that these race-meetings are intimately connected with the best interests of the army, fostering and encouraging that unrivalled breed of horses for which our glorious country has so long been justly famous. (Applause.) I need not observe to this meeting, presided over by a gentleman of the high classical knowledge and acquirements of the worthy Baronet, that in all times, and all ages, the improvement of its breed of horses has been an object of care and solicitude to every paternal government.

Very true! very true! assented Sir Felix, tickled by the compliment paid to himself, which he did not expect from our friend.

We know, continued Mr. ODicey, twirling his moustache, We know how all-absorbing were the Olympic games, and that racing was considered in Greece a matter of the highest national importance.

Holloa! muttered Sir Felix, pricking his ears.

We can almost realise the glorious spectacle of Philip of Macedon, and Hiero, King of Cyracuse, contending in person for the prize. (The deuce! exclaimed the Baronet, starting up in his seat). And to come nearer home, continued Mr. ODicey, taking a sip of his sloe juice port wine, history tells us how in the ninth century, Hugh Capet sent a present of race-horses to Athelstane.

Oh, the deuce! groaned the Baronet, sinking back in despair, and covering his face with his kerchief, in which position he had the mortification to hear Mr. ODicey run glibly through the very speech he had taken such pains to prepare for himself, and finish with a well-rounded eulogium on the Turf, which drew forth the general applause of the company.
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Mr. ODicey having resumed his seat, then presently arose, and sweeping his wine-glasses on to the floor with his brown dress-coat tails, swung carelessly out of the room  chuckling at having paid the old boy (as he called Sir Felix) off for his former interference. He then ordered a fly, and drove away to tell his friend Curlew, who lived in the adjoining rooms to the Baronet in the too thinly-walled Minerva mansion, how he had stolen the speech they had jointly heard Sir Felix concocting, and anticipated its delivery at the ordinary. ODicey also recounted his own observations on the race-course; how Miss Rosa had looked sweet on young Fatty, as they called Jasper, and Mamma rather sour on himself; and being presently joined by their confederate, Mr. Wanless, whose acquaintance the reader will presently make, they resolved themselves into a committee of management to consider what was best to be done under the circumstances. Meanwhile Sir Felix floundered on as best he could with the court card taken out of his hand, and when, after speech, song, and sentiment, subscription to this, that, and tother, Mr. Boozeyworth again steered him down stairs, and along the dark intricate passage; A step down here, Sir Felix,

A step up here, Sir Felix,

Mind your head, Sir Felix, he felt he had been made a tool of, and resolved that he wouldnt be caught that way again. And so he drove home in the dumps, and when he awoke the next morning, with a dry tongue and feverish head, instead of pleasant applause and tinkling of spoons in the toddy-glasses, he was very ill-pleased to find that, one way and another, he had been let in for some five-and-twenty pounds. While Sir Felix was acquiring all these désagrément, ODicey and Co were settling their course of procedure towards our friend Mr. Jasper.


CHAPTER XXVII.

BATCH OF GOOD FELLOWS.
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COME AND HAVE a quiet chop with me at Chouseys, said Mr. ODicey in his usual off-hand way, as he met our plump hero strolling moodily along the north shore  hands deep in peg-top trouser pockets  chewing the cud of a conversation he had just had with Miss Rosa, in which he thought she had been rather more affable to Bunting than there was any occasion for. This was shortly after the consultation we described in our last chapter, during which time ODicey had had ample time for making arrangements, as well for the entertainment as for securing the company of a few of those choice spirits by whom a pluck is best effected. The invitation was opportune, for Jasper was out of humour with Miss Rosa for encouraging that grinning simpleton, with his flourishing airs and poetical nonsense, and knew that dining with ODicey would annoy both her and Mamma, so he immediately closed with the offer, and inquired about the hour.

What time? asked he, with a smile of satisfaction.  

Oh, any time,  six, half-past; seven if you like; but seven pune mind, if it is seven.

O six would suit me best, replied Jasper, unused to such fashionable hours. (Four was their hour in the country.)

Six be it, then, replied Mr. ODicey, Six be it; and Ill see if I can get two or three good fellows to meet you. Just a chop you know  no dressing  no dressing  come as you are  come as you are. So saying, he waved an adieu with his clean primrose-colour kid-gloved hand, and went swinging away in quest of his comrogues.

It no happened that there were a good many queer fellows down at the Rocks at this particular time; indeed there generally are at all race-meetings; and though the sports of the turf were over for the present, the vultures availed themselves of the short interregnum before the commencement of the Scrambleford meeting to indulge in a little bodily ablution, and pick up such stray birds as came in their way at billiards, cards, dice, or what not. An accomplished leg can play at anything, or find those who can. Mr. ODiceys dining rule being not more than the eight nor less than the six, he very soon picked up as many guests as filled the round table of the Dolphin diningroom. As it is always a convenience to know something of those we are going to meet before they arrive, we will here introduce them to the reader, instead of leading them up as they come. The stuttering Major Minster claims precedence in point of age, and was a long-faced, straight-haired, blue-eyed, stoutish, middle-aged, clean-shaven, blue-surtouted, pepper-and-salt-trowsered man, who talked aide-de-camp-ship, and affected such a horror for gaming and all youthful indiscretions, that a fond mother would think he was just the sort of man she would like to send a darling son abroad with. The Major was cautious and considerate; always paused before he stuttered his answer; and gave disparaging opinions in such a guarded sort of way, that they carried far more weight than downright denunciations would have done. He was a capital hand at both billiards and cards, but having had the misfortune to be found out, people had got shy of him; and not having the wherewithal to set up for himself, had become a sort of hanger-on of ODiceys, to whom the Majors steady demure looks and respectable conversation were a great advantage and accommodation.

Curlew, the before-mentioned Ginger Curlew, was a very little man, with a whipped-spaniel sort of look about him that told sadly against him at first; but he was a bold, bad little fellow, who if he made a set at a man, would follow him to the Lands End, before he would let him go unamerced. His rôle was Parliament. When oi was in Parliament, for he always took care to trot out his short parliamentary career, just as Mr. Handeycock trots out Peter Simples grandfather, Lord Privilege,  when he thinks there is anything to be made by the display. Curlews investment for a seat had not been a bad one, for Thos. Curlew, Esq., M.P. appears on all books, papers, and writings, belonging to him; thus giving his comrogues an opportunity of thinking he is still a senator instead of something else beginning with an S, a title that would not be quite so useful in aiding his plucking endeavours.

The next gentleman we have the honour of introducing to the reader is the well-known Captain Arthur Gammon, who goes on the false tack principle too, namely, that of keeping hounds, thus usurping the credit of the Gammon who does. His flash talk is about hunting, 



Hones and Horses and and the system of kennel, 

Leicestershire nags and the bounds of old Meynell.



And very well he does it. He is always wanting a huntsman or whip, or a horse to carry one of my men. In person he is a sort oi ODicey double, but younger, having all his great originals impudence without his tact. Gammon had the misfortune to begin life by thinking he could do ODicey, and bitterly he paid for his temerity. ODicey plucked him as clean as a poulterer plucks a pullet, and then converted him into a sort of second fiddle, setting him to aid his arrangements and do his bidding on all occasions. Like ODicey, Gammon goes for the clothes, flash, shiny, and glittering, seldom appearing two days alike. He is a smart well-set-up little man, with a good curly head of dark clustering hair, bright eyes, and good features generally; which, with his careful costume and consummate assurance, served him in good stead at first, and got him into several good country houses, from which he was often as difficult to eject as the celebrated Soapey Sponge himself. Having once effected a logement in a certain noblemans house, where he seemed well inclined to stay on for ever, various expedients, such as packing up his portmanteau and presenting him with the key at breakfast, asking him where he wished to have his letters directed to, and so on, were resorted to for the purpose of ousting him without success. At length it was thought advisable to take soundings as to how long he meant to stay, so the project of some future excursion was brought upon the tapis during dinner, and Captain Gammon was urgently appealed to to form one of the party. Hay  haw  hum, replied he, fingering his tie; hay  haw  hum, paying the same compliment to his trinkets, fear I must be off before then  been here almost a fortnight as it is.

Sir, interposed the pompous butler, who was drying or sweeting the company Sir, you will have been here three weeks to-morrow.

So much for the Captain, who may now pass on for the present.

Now for Mr. Wanless, the gentleman who formed one of the council of war at the Minerva Mansion. Joe, as they call him, is a queer fellow, and he looks like one. He calls himself a monetary discount and general commission agent, which may mean anything. He is a sedate, bald-headed, middle aged man, whose otherwise quiet appearance is marred by a watchful restlessness of eye, as if he lived in constant expectations of a kick. His conversation is generally about lords and great people whose bills he has manipulated (perhaps stolen); but a man might talk to Joe for a month without being able to come to any conclusion as to what he really is, so mixed and miscellaneous is his matter  now about politics, now about prices, now about farming, now about shooting, and anon about fox-hunting. His is the finishing department  his the delicate duty of opportunely producing the little bill-stamp that enables parties to square accounts at the moment, on the principle that Joe always enforces, of short reckonings making long friends. Joes next business is to trot off into the City to get the bill done. Such were the parties to the plant on our fat friend; and ODicey, well knowing where to find them  the Major at Slowmans reading-room, Curlew at Sidepockets billiard-table, Gammon at Spurrier the saddlers, and Joe at the railway station  he gave each a monosyllabical summons for six, and proceeded on his way rejoicing. He would steal a march on mother and daughter (meaning our fair friend and Mamma) if he could. He then looked in at Chouseys to give the finishing touch to the programme of the entertainment.


CHAPTER XXVIII.

MR. ODICEYS DINNER.
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ALTHOUGH MR. ODICEY talked of a mutton chop  a quiet chop, it was only a pleasant figurative sort of way he had of speaking of as good a dinner as money can procure, and Mr. Chouseys instructions were to send up the best entertainment the house could afford. So long as a man played, Mr. ODicey said he was unwise to deny himself anything, for it was only to increase the stakes a little and have it all back. Whatever ODicey did, therefore, he did in the most liberal manner, trusting to other people paying for it. Accordingly a first-class dinner was ordered in the best room at the Dolphin, the waiters were beshorted and bebuckled, and the prime vintages brought up from the cave. Nothing was omitted that could add to the bill, and though the dinner might cost three times as much as it would in a private house, we should like to know the private house where you could get such a one at such short notice. As of course it would not do for ODicey to be fussy or figetty about it, he was not there to receive our friend, who arrived a few minutes before six; and when Mr. Goldspink was ushered into the Dolphin  a room radiant with mirrors, and shining with French polish, and cut crimson velvet furniture  he found the exemplary Major admiring a number of the Turner collection of engravings, while Joe was raking the sea through a standard telescope, looking at this ship and that, as though he expected a cargo of something coming in. They both desisted from their avocations as Jasper entered, and received him with an obsequious civility that was extremely flattering to our friend. They apologised for the absence of their host. Dare sayd Mr. Goldspink knew ODicey as well as they did  excellent fellow, but anything but punctual; however, it wasnt quite time yet, so they wouldnt say anything, and proceeded to discuss the sea, and the weather, and the state of the country, courting and encouraging our young friends opinion instead of laying down the law in the dictatorial tone of some of the elders.

So they roved gaily from subject to subject, until Jasper landed them on the Roseberry Rocks race-course, when, just as he was explaining how it was that the Forty Thieves had been so unsuccessful at the recent meeting, the door flew open, and in bounced Mr. ODicey, flourishing a highly-scented cambric kerchief, curled, dressed, and jewelled, as if he were going to a ball. Ah, my dear fellow! exclaimed he, seizing Jaspers fat hand; Ah, my dear fellow! I beg you ten thousand pardons for not being here to receive and introduce you; but better late than never, added he, patting Jasper familiarly on the back. This, continued he, bringing forward the model Major by the arm, is my excellent Mend Major Minster, late aide-de-camp to Lord Strutandstride; and this, continued he, doing the same by Joe, is my good Mend Mr. Wanless  Mr. Joseph Wanless; two gentlemen, let me say, whom the more you know the more youll like, than which no higher compliment can be paid to any one; whereupon they all went through the form of grinning, and scraping, and bowing, without which the acquaintance would have been incomplete. Mr. ODicey then compressed his gibus hat, and chucking it in a corner, proceeded to reconnoitre the round table. The dinner, of course, was to be à la Russe, that convenient invention for serving réchauffers; and there was a splendid vine-wreath-pillared A. B. Savory epergne, full of cut flowers in the centre, with transparent Wenham-lake ice in the four richly cut glass side-dishes. The table linen was immaculately white, and the pyramidical napkins stood like sentries over the clear crystal. All things looked promising and well. Just as Mr. ODicey had completed a hasty survey, the door opened, and little Curlew came sneaking in after his waiter-announced name, and having been presented to Jasper, was formally introduced to the other two gentlemen, as though they had never had the pleasure of seeing each other before. Ere he had got much advanced with his ingratiation, in flung Captain Arthur Gammon, quite in the ODicey style, scented, jewelled, and varnished, like his great prototype. After shaking hands with his host, nodding to Joe, and old-boying the Major, he made a passing bow to our hero, in return for Mr. ODiceys introduction of My Mend Mr. Goldspink, and then proceeded to reconnoitre himself in the mirror. First he frizzed up his dark curly hair, then he twitted his luxuriant whiskers, next he examined his teeth, and then encouraged his collar.

Come, youll do old boy, said ODicey, digging his double in the ribs with his thumb as he passed to the bell knob, which scarcely responded to his touch ere the door opened, and in poured the servants, bearing the banquet.

A first-class hotel dinner is by no means a bad thing  barring the payment; a second-class one is to be deprecated, and a third avoided. Still, save at Richmond or Greenwich, an hotel dinner, though far more expensive, is never half so much appreciated as one at a private house; just as people consider a ball given at Williss Rooms is no écornaient for their hostesses not turning their houses inside out to receive them at home. Chousey knew how to do the thing, both in the way of catering and charging, and there was no exception to be taken to anything here. There was turtle soup, both clear and thick, Severn salmon, Torbay soles, and a variety of other fish, all hot and prime of their kind. Chouseys wine, too, was good, and his decanters holding surprisingly little, and three-quarters emptied bottles, being invariably whipped away, for fear of any little sediment at the bottom, an apparently great consumption caused very little headache. Abstemiousness is one of the hardships of a gamblers life, who must always have his keenest wits about him ready for action; and Mr. ODicey, though always calling for wine, and sipping, and tasting, and eyeing and urging his friends to generous potations, in reality drank very little himself. Joe and the Major, who were generally on short commons, and only the out-riggers, or heavy fathers, of the entertainment, made up for their hosts deficiency, and ate and drank, and ate and drank, with the most laudable sea-side appetites.

Venzon coming, sir, whispered Mr. Chousey in Joes ear, as he was going to have a second côtelette de veau.

Venzon is there! replied he, pausing to consider.

Yez-ir  venzon from the Earl of Blazingtons  best park in England, replied the landlord.

Our landlord was right. There teas venison; not from Lord Blazingtons, but from the Duke of Tergiversations, the migratory haunch having at length found a resting-place at Chouseys, who had given Mrs. Trattles a couple of dozen of fine pale sherry (out of the cask), for the same. It was now in what Chousey called high order, so high, indeed, that if Captain Gammon had not been under recognisances, in the shape of a long-standing bill, to keep his peace, Chousey would have preferred having it carved at the other end of the room. As it was, however, he ventured it at the side table, and by helping Mr. Wanless first, and deluging his plate with sweet sauce, he got him to utter the approving capital, so essential to the prosperity of a haunch, and which set all the other eaters anxious for their turns. Gobble, gobble, gobble, was presently the order of the day, broken by occasional demands for the jelly or the French beans. The best test of their sincerity was that, after being refreshed by a round of Bordeaux, they all got hot plates and went in for more venison. So the travelled haunch came to good account at last.

Turtle and venison are very convincing, and sweets and savouries are of little account after. The Bordeaux, and the Johannesberger, and the Steinberger, and the sparkling, and the old dry Sillery, and the creaming champagnes, presently did duty for the viands, and host and guests discarding the non-health drinking system, were extremely attentive to our hero; so attentive, indeed, that he was more than ever convinced that he was somebody. At length, the lobster salad, and the ice-pudding, and the jellies, and the creams, and the fritters, of this mutton-chop dinner, began to be passed or hastily rejected, each man feeling as though he would never be hungry again, and some nice fresh parmesan cheese was introduced, to give zest to a glass of Clos Vougeot. This latter was introduced on its side, in the cosey cradle, with all the pomp and circumstance peculiar to Babies and Burgundy, the well-stained cork carefully extracted amidst observations on the capricious character of the wine, and hopes that the bottle would prove good. And very good it was, though ODicey would have had up a dozen ere he would have been foiled in his object. Finger-glasses were then placed on the table; splashing, and dabbling, and drying becoming general; after which a short grace was said by the host, and, amidst a flourish of napkins, and shaking of legs, an adjournment was moved to the window, while the waiters cleared away the things. The ground-reaching windows were then partially opened, and our now-flushed friends poured out, to enjoy the fresh air of the balcony.


CHAPTER XXIX.

A QUIET INNOCENT EVENING.
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IT WAS A splendid autumnal evening; the sky was red, and the last rays of the setting sun danced merrily on the sea, lighting up the white-sailed pleasure boats, and drawing the accustomed comet-gazers out of their respective houses. The broad brick footway past the hotel resounded with light footsteps and light voices, and light laughs unchecked by the coming of the gas-light man, whose presence is generally so suggestive of retirement in other places. Presently the long line of sea-board glistened with lights, looking like a beautiful necklace of brilliants. Pay and night then contended a while for the mastery, until a thin transparent gauze of mist began to descend, turning the scale in favour of night. Still the gay promenaders kept on their routes, the tribe of Spanish hats and floating dresses swelling rather than decreasing. Glow-worm-like young gentlemen in various habiliments presently joined them, whiffing and smoking as they walked, the ladies all declaring they liked the smell of cigars out of doors. Meanwhile our well-fed friends lolled and lounged in the balcony ere they returned to the enjoyment of the fruit and the wine. The Major, who was full of sentiment and enthusiasm, pointed out the beauties of the sunset and the scene generally, expatiating on the melancholy feeling engendered by the declining year, while Gammon, perked up, declaring it was the very thing he liked, as it would enable him to begin cub-hunting almost immediately. And Jasper, who had some very unpleasant associations connected with the chase, looked with astonishment at a man who could anticipate pleasure from such rude bumpings and boundings. Little Curlew, too, began to give tongue initiatory of his parliamentary career; but ODicey presently recalled them to their allegiance at the table, now decorated with a splendid dessert and a magnum of Claret. A thin water-biscuit being voted a much better accompaniment to wine than fruit, the pine and grapes and peaches were discarded, while the ruby wine circulated briskly in the large thin glasses with which the table was plentifully supplied.
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Very good, observed Mr. Wanless, smacking his lips as, after draining his glass, he sat in judgment on the last mouthful. Very good, repeated he, replacing the glass on the table.

It is, assented the Major, who had discussed his wine more leisurely.

And that being the general opinion, Mr. ODicey presently filled again on a liberal heel-tap, and sent the wine out on a second excursion. Twice round, with liberal helpings, makes a good hole in an inn Magnum; and when the three-quarters-emptied jug again stopped before our host, he just drew the bell-string, and pointing to it with his knife as the quick-sighted waiter entered, ordered candles and an anchovy toast.

The waiter presently returned with the wine and the candles, and the stuttering Major having begged for a reprieve of the twilight as the man was going to close in the shutters, they continued sitting in the mixed light of inside and out. The wine criticism being over, the guests presently accommodated themselves in their chairs, each man sitting or lolling according to his liking, and conversation became general, the Major leading off with regrets at the shortening days, while Captain Gammon was all for the turkey carpet, warm red curtains, with the horse-shoe table before the wood and coal fire. Summer or winter was then the thesis, each man offering his opinion and arguments on the point; in the midst of which the anchovy toast came, and ODicey gave another tap at the Claret jug with his dessert-knife.

Ne  ne  no  more, stuttered the Major, rising and rubbing his lips with his napkin as if he was done. Ne  ne  no  more for me, repeated he, with an emphasis.

O fiddle! replied ODicey. Do as you like, you know, only sit still and lets have a little quiet chat. Dessay youve got no place to go to.

Why, ye  ye  yes I have. I was go  go  going half-price to the p  p  play.

Go to-morrow night, replied ODicey, pulling him down by the coat-tails. Go to-morrow night, and Ill go with you.

With which assurance the Major resumed his seat and helped himself to a little more wine. The others did not evince any disinclination to a sit; and though the wine was sourer than our friend Jasper was accustomed to, yet he took ODiceys assurance that good claret never did anybody any harm, and helped himself in his turn. So the circulation proceeded amidst longer or shorter stops according to the inclination of the party before whom the bottle was. At length even Wanless began to pass it, whereupon ODicey rung the bell, observing that they would have coffee and a rubber at whist.

Ne  ne  no c  c  cards, interposed the Major, reddening; ne  ne  no cards. I must inter  di  di  diet ca  ca  cards altogether.  

Well, then, Ill play you a game at chess, replied the tractable ODicey.

So be it, assented the Major, equally affable.

Coffee presently came, and while it and the etceteras were circulating, the waiters cleared away the wine and dessert, and brought in the chess-board. As luck would have it, it contained a pack of cards, which Curlew immediately pocketed; and having seen the Major and ODicey apparently deeply absorbed in their game, he invited Mr. Wanless to écarté, at a convenient table placed immediately behind the Major.

Hell never notice us, whispered Curlew, with a knowing chuck of the head. And forthwith the two sat down and began to play. Captain Gammon looking on and backing Wanless, who had very much the best of it, so much so, indeed, that Jasper gladly closed with Gammons offer to go halves in his bets. And the more Curlew frowned and growled, and bit his lips, the more luck seemed to go against him. The two games then proceeded noiselessly together.

At length the Major, by a most masterly manoeuvre, completely overcame his antagonist at chess, and rising triumphantly from his chair, seemed to awake to the reality of there being other people in the room.

Holloa! exclaimed he, looking wildly round. Holloa, cards! When did they come in?

Just then Wanless again turned up the king, when Curlew dashed down his cards with an oath, declaring he was never so out of luck in his life.

Well, my dear fellow, you would play, said Wanless, consoling him.

Would play? growled Curlew, diving into his pocket for his purse. I did it as much to oblige you as anything else.

Then oblige me by handing me over three sovs., observed Mr. Wanless, dryly.

And me three, added Gammon, holding out his hand for the money.

What! exclaimed the astonished Major, have you been playing for me  rao  money?

Money, ay, to be sure. What do you suppose we play for? asked Wattless.

Why, I thought we were to have a quiet, innocent evening. ODicey and I have been playing for love.

Ah, you look like a man for that sort of game, retorted Gammon. Suppose you take a turn now at the other thing.

Not I, responded the Major, firmly.

While this was going on, little Curlew handed Gammon his three sovereigns, who, in dividing them with Jasper, proposed tossing up for the half one. This being agreed to, Gammon covered a sovereign in the palm of his hand, and Jasper crying heads it came heads, and our friend pocketed the two sovereigns with great gusto. Not a bad evenings work, thought he. A good dinner and a couple of sovereigns for eating it.

The orthodox Major then looked at his watch as if he were going away, but little Curlew crying out for his revenge, Mr. Wanless gallantly took up the gauntlet, and changing seats prepared to give him it. The stakes were doubled and the betting increased: but luck went against the little man, and when at the end of half-an-hour he came to settle his losses, his smart gold-spangled blue purse seemed likely to be entirely denuded of its contents. Jasper still going halves with the Captain, came in for three more sovereigns as his share of the venture, and now felt as if he had got into the real unmistakeable way of making money. The exchange of sovereigns and nice crisp Bank of England notes is far more conducive to play than counters or I. O. Us., which may mean anything or nothing. So all parties thus became excited, and even the Major showed a disposition to nibble. He no longer inter  di  di  dicted cards, but hovered about the table like a moth flickering at a candle.

It was not, however, until after the waiters had come jingling in with jugs, tumblers, and spoons, and the black bottles of courage, that he took any decided part in the play, and then he appeared to do it more for the sake of conformity than from any desire to win money. Sherry-and-water, and brandy-and-water, and gin-and-water have a very stimulating influence; and ODicey, having plied our friend Jasper with a good tumbler of strong eau de vie, stopped the tell-tale clock on the mantelpiece, and the real business of the evening then commenced. Play rose rapidly. It is just as easy to say two as one, a thousand as a hundred, and the point was to carry our young friend quickly forward on the wings of excitement. Écarté was still the game, fresh players going in every now and then, ODicey amongst the number, who quickly turned the heretofore winning game against our friend, and was succeeded by Captain Gammon, who promised to retrieve their waning fortune if Jasper would back him on the mutual risk principle as before. Back him he did, but very ineffectually, for he lost three games in succession. Things began to look rather ominous.

The i on-playing Major then, drawing Jasper quietly aside by the arm as if to replenish their glasses at the tray, volunteered his advice to go on the doubling principle till he got a turn of lu  lu  luck in his favour, assuring him that it must co  co  come at last. That he never knew a bold player lose, it was o-o only those who took fright at the fi  fi  figures and didnt give themselves fair play who lo  lo  lost. And though Jasper did not like the appearance of things, yet the Major was so kind and paternal that he could not help following his advice, and going boldly in, of course, made matters a great deal worse.

At length a waiter entered, bearing a savory grill and other provocatives of thirst, whereupon a truce was called for, and the parties gathered round the table eating and drinking, and talking about what they owed one another. The amount had become serious, so quickly do figures mount up, and Jasper and Gammon owed one party and another several hundred pounds. That, however, was nothing compared to what Mr. ODicey understood Jasper was equal to, and not expecting to have the pleasure of seeing him again, he determined to make the most of the present opportunity. The blood of all parties seemed to be roused, and even Jasper was anxious to retrieve his position. Cards, however, being slow for the concluding operation of fleecing, dice began to rattle, introduced by nobody knew who, and not objected to by anyone.

First little Curlew was seen shaking his elbow  fun, just for fun  and having satisfied his innocent curiosity as to whether he could throw doublets twice out of thrice or not, he cast away the box, when the great master himself took it up, and seating himself at the green-baize table, adjusted the modérateur lamp to his liking, and proceeded to back himself in. The well trained confederates then plied their respective parts; now joyous at winning, now stamping at losing, until after repeated rattle, rattle, rattle and bangs of the box on the table, Mr. ODicey thought he had drawn Jasper as fine as was prudent, and throwing down the box, swung carelessly away to the grill, telling our friend to take his seat and try his luck with the bones. But the prudent Major here interposed. It was l  l  late. Did anybody know what oclock it was? producing his watch with well-feigned astonishment, and showing that it wanted twenty minutes to two.

Hot the time! exclaimed ODicey, helping himself to seltzer water on the faintest possible imputation of brandy. Rot the time!

Day was made for vulgar souls, Night, my boys, for you and I.

But Captain Gammon, too, got nervous, and drawing our hero aside, whispered confidentially in his ear, that he didnt like the looks of the thing, that luck was evidently against them, and they had better desist for the present and begin fresh another night.

Well, said our heated and confused hero, considering how they were to settle matters then.

Come along! Come! cried Mr. ODicey, peremptorily, returning to the table as he spoke, adding, Who will hold the box? putting in the dice and taking it up and rattling them.

But the spirit of the game seemed to have evaporated, and Mr. ODicey in vain endeavoured to rally them by urging the losers never to give up then without waiting for a return of luck.

Captain Gammon pleaded satiety for the present. The winners would perhaps give them a chance another night.

By all means! exclaimed ODicey. By all means! Only one doesnt like to leave off a winner in ones own house as it were. However, if thats the wish of the party, added he, looking around, its not for me to press play  its not for me to press play, added he, carelessly.

O, I  I  I de  decidedly think, stuttered the Major, that we had b  b  better leave off now and start f  f  fresh another night.

Humph, grunted Mr. Wanless. Thats supposing we have all got the wherewithal to settle with now. I confess I havent.

O never mind the settling, replied the off-hand ODicey. Never mind the settling. We can just dot it down on a bit of paper, so that we may know how to begin again the next time. Ive known men play for weeks and weeks without ever coming to the final penultimate cash.

Ah, but short reckonings make long friends, interposed little Curlew, now leading on to the desired point.

So they do, assented Wanless; but if anybody will tell me how I am to pay fourteen hundred and twenty pounds, with three half crowns, producing his poor attenuated purse as he spoke, I should be very much bleged to them.

Oh, I dont mean money down, rejoined Curlew; I dont mean money down, but a statement of how we stand.

Ah, to be sure, thats most de-de-sirable, observed the Major, thats most de-de-sirable; but as to p-p-paying, no man can p-p-pay what he owes over the c-co-counter, as it were.

Certainly not, replied ODicey, certainly not; credit is the soul of commerce, and why not of cards? Let us see then how each stands, and then we can talk about settling.

Our friends then resolved themselves into a finance committee, and the process of I O U-ing, and U O Me-ing, commenced, and proceeded vigorously, each debtor being exceedingly complaisant to his creditor, assenting to whatever sum he claimed. And what with one claim and another, they brought our friends Gammon and Jasper in debtors to above four thousand pounds; so much to this man, so much to that, so much to a third; and as Captain Gammon, who was equally implicated, did not dispute any claim, our greatly disconcerted hero could not do so either. This, the last, account being at last adjusted, Mr. ODicey recapitulated the whole as against the partners, and taking a hasty retrospective view of affairs  the amount they had won  the sum Jasper was said to be good for  together with the insidious glances from beneath the suspicious Spanish hat  be determined to make the bold coup, and go for the whole. May just as well stonish the governor with a cheque for four thousand as for two, thought ODicey, conning the final proposition in his mind.

Well now! exclaimed he, diving his hands up to the hilts in his peg-top trowsers pockets; Well now, lets see, we are all in the same boat, winners of Mr. Goldspink; suppose, as hes a stranger, and its not pleasant winning money of young men, that we all join in a double or quits toss, and that will include Gammons trifle too. It is not pleasant winning money of a young friend in that way, muttered he, frowning, and shaking from side to side, as though the very idea was repugnant to him.

The Major said it wasnt nice, and the other worthies apparently assenting, one cut with the cards was ultimately agreed upon. Jasper turned up the Queen of Hearts, which ODicey immediately capped with the King of Spades, and, of course, the debt was doubled.

What luck! Did ever anybody see such luck! I think I never saw any thing like it in all my life! exclaimed the gamblers, with well feigned astonishment, scattering themselves right and left in dismay; in the midst of which, Gammon drew Jasper aside by the arm, and whispered him to leave off, or he would inevitably ruin them both. Our fat friend then stood gaping, wondering how he was ever to get out of the dilemma.

And this well-intentioned effort to extricate him having unfortunately failed, the gamblers again gathered together to try and make the best settlement they could under this perverse aspect of affairs. Mr. Wanless, suddenly recollecting that he was engaged to join a shooting party in Worcestershire, and might not have the pleasure of meeting them again. It was lucky, he said, if he hadnt the cash, that he had the wherewithal for procuring it, producing sundry bill stamps from his red leather pocket-book as he spoke; which Captain Gammon seeing, suggested that Mr. Goldspink and he might settle the same way.

You seem to have plenty of paper there, Wanless; suppose you let my friend and I have the use of some of it.

With all my heart, replied the obliging gambler; with all my heart. Take whatever will suit your purpose, handing over a whole sheaf of bill-stamps, two shilling ones, ten shilling ones, fifteen shilling ones, one pound ones.

By Jove, but you must deal in large sums, observed Captain Gammon, eyeing their amounts. It will be nothing to a man of your means to take our little debt upon you as well.

Thankee, Gammon, thankee, replied Wanless. I find its about as much as I can do to pay my own way. Those stamps are meant to cover a multitude of mercantile transactions in all quarters of the globe.

Bless you, Wanless is one of the largest men in the city of London, observed Mr. ODicey. Im dashed if I had half his means, but Id have the longest string of horses at Newmarket, and hunt Leicestershire into the bargain.

Ah, would you, my friend, replied Wanless. I know where youd very soon be if you did. But come, continued he, sorting his stamps, if I give you, addressing Curlew, an on demand for your money, I spose that will do?

Oh, certainly, replied Curlew; certainly, an! O U is enough for me.

May as well make it a negotiable instrument, observed the great merchant, getting the ink-stand, and seating himself in a business-like way at the table. He then drew out a promissory-note in favour of Curlew, payable on demand at Messrs. Gingleton and Decimals bank, and presented Curlew therewith, who received it with as much gratitude as if it had been a real transaction.

Wanless then paid a similar compliment to the Major, amid the usual protestations of No occasion, no occasion; any ti-ti-time will do for me. And having thus settled his own obligations, he was appealed to by the innocent Gammon, who really knew nothing of such matters, to see if he could put Mr. Goldspink and himself in the way of settling too.

Let me see, said the man of metal, considering matters. Let me see. You two gentlemen are partners, each owing the same amount. O, I should say, the shortest plan would be to draw on each other in favour of the parties to whom you owe the money.

Ah, but how to do its the question, replied Gammon.

O, Ill soon show you how to do it, replied Mr. Wanless.

Please to give me those stamps here, appealing to ODicey, who was examining the collection with the greatest curiosity, as if he had never seen any thing of the sort before. Having got them back, and ascertained the sums, with the names of the banks at which they were to be made payable, Mr. Wanless selected appropriate paper, and proceeded to spread it out, preparatory to filling up.

On demand, I spose, said he, in a matter-of-course tone.

On demand, assented Captain Gammon, with a chuck of his chin. Whereupon the pen of the ready-writer passed glibly over the paper, and in about the time that it takes to pay a turnpike gate in the country, the onerous documents were ready for endorsement.

There! exclaimed the merchant, turning Captain Gammons bill on its face on the much-used blotting-sheet. There, youve nothing to do but write the words Accepted, Arthur Gammon, across here, showing the place, and the things done.

Come along! cried Gammon, taking the proffered pen, and writing as he was told.

And you, continued the director, now addressing Jasper, do the same across here only sign your own name instead of Captain Gammons, you know. And with a shaky hand and sad misgivings, for his father had always charged him never to put his name to anything, our Mend perfected the performance.

There! said Wanless, rising cheerfully, the things simple enough, you see.

Simple enough, when you know how, assented Mr. ODicey, receiving the bills with a bow.

And with mutual observations that it was much better to square accounts as they went on, regrets that Mr. Wanless would not be able to get his revenge for the present, and hopes that they would soon meet again, and have another jolly evening, with thanks to ODicey for the one he had afforded them, the Mends proceeded down the spacious staircase of the now noiseless hotel, and were let out into the misty morning air by a drowsy eye-rubbing porter. A division of the party then took place under the portico, some going to the cast and some to the west, the surge of the sea accompanying each detachment, and alone breaking the silence of the sleep-wrapt town. And Mend Jasper having parted with the last of his expensive companions, rang up the porter on the coffee-room side of the Corinthian Hotel, and retired to his couch with very uncomfortable feelings, which were not at all alleviated when he came to put that and that together on the morrow, and thought how much cooler his head would have been if he had taken a quiet tea with Miss Rosa, instead of dining with ODicey.
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CHAPTER XXX.

THE SUITORS.
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MB. BUNTINGS ENTIRE and devoted submission to Miss Rosa made Mamma feel very independent of Mr. Jasper, who, not being so obedient as he ought under the circumstances, Mamma gave increased liberty to our Mend Jack, and aired him out freely and openly, to the surprise of the knowing ones, who thought his affair was settled.

Why, how is that? asked Miss Cloverley, opening wide her beautiful darkly-fringed black eyes, not knowing of the private promenades. Why, how is that? I thought it was all over between Mr. B. and Miss McD.?

Then came the explanations  oftener wrong than right  but every body likes to be knowing; one showing how ill Mr. Goldspink had behaved to the fair one; another, how the lawyers had quarrelled over the parchments, and would not let it be; a third, how the old curmudgeon down in the country had set his great gouty foot upon it, when, just as the stories were beginning to spread, lo and behold, Miss appeared, with a dangler on each side, the gentlemen looking sweetly at her, and bitterly at each other. Then the mistaken knowing ones had to flounder out of their Actions the best way they could, one saying, Jones said so; another, laying it on Brown; while the more hardened ones looked wise, and said there was something wrong notwithstanding.

A lazy, lounging watering-place, where people have nothing whatever to do, but meet and pass, and meet and pass, morning, noon, and night, has a wonderful advantage over a trading, bustling town, and also over the country, where people are scattered far and wide, and can only come together by appointment, and more good business, as the merchants say, can be done in a week at a popular watering-place than in a year anywhere else. The men are idle at the watering-places as well as the ladies, which is a wonderful advantage, nine-tenths of the eligible men of the kingdom being so absorbed in their beloved ten per cent, hunting, as to leave little or no leisure for love. Hence, also, when they do begin wooing, they begin in right earnest; an introduction, a courtship, and an offer not unfrequently following in the same week. And though the time may seem short, and the climax premature, yet when we come to remember that these are railway days, and spread the time out, and apportion it fairly, what with morning rides, see side strolls, balls, concerts, confectioners, and comet, the enchanted ones see quite as much of each other in a week as they might otherwise do in a year. There is also another advantage, namely, that the lady has no occasion to conceal her love, letting it feed on her damask cheek like a worm i the bud; for quick is the word, and parties come to the What have-you-got? and what-will-you-do? point quickly, cutting the cable if things dont suit, and mooring the man if they do. Thus long courtships are avoided, and dilatory young gentlemen spurred up to the point, who might otherwise go on sighing and dying for years. In our particular case, Jasper might have served a regular apprenticeship to Miss Rosa, still keeping himself free and other admirers off; for men have not the same taste for cutting each other out that ladies have, and accept encouragement as a sign of engagement, or of the ladies willingness to be engaged. As even a Comet, however brisk and fiery, cannot make perpetual summer, still less replenish peoples purses, so the waning season, and the still more waning sovereigns, at length warned Mrs. McDermott that she ought to be giving that clear weeks notice from the day of entry, without which greedy uttermostfarthing-landlords too often insist upon another weeks rent. Save on the stage, the closing scene is undoubtedly the weak one anywhere  at a watering-place in particular, for there seems no end to the liabilities  the bills come showering in at the last moment  the parties gratitude being generally in the inverse ratio to their receipts  large bills, small thanks  each man biting as though he thought that bite would be the last  thus sending forth good walking advertisements against his house for evermore instead of parties to recommend him. Then when the ominous Let appears in the window, comes the unpleasantness of living in public for the rest of the time, it being open to any idle inquisitive person to come and look at the rooms to see who the parties are in them, or how they live. So the occupants are exhibited along with the furniture, much in the manner of the inmates of a club, only in a club the liabilities are general instead of being personal on the lady. And as ladies always want to see every thing from the attics down to the cellar, a good quick-eyed woman  such as Mrs. Trattles  would be able to form a tolerable idea of the ways and means of the party-r-compo-candles, cold mutton, and so on, just as the insolvent dandy indicated the sort of allowance he thought he could manage to keep body and soul together upon, when he paid a wax candle and Eau de Cologne one.

The Paul Pry system of persecution being very popular at Roseberry Rocks, and our heroine making the house rather a marked one, Mamma and Miss suffered a good deal from this sort of intrusion, the annoyance of which was not lessened by one old lady  Mrs. Saucefield  pretending to take Jasper for the drawing-master as he sat beside Miss with her sketch-book, and begging she might not interrupt Miss Rosa in her lesson. Another day, a whole troop of balloon-like Miss Jewisons came circling in with Mamma, criticising the rooms, and turning up their oiley hook noses at every thing, talking as though such accommodation might do very well for some people, it wouldnt at all do for them. Then when they got into the street, an observer in the balcony might see their machinery-lace shrouded shoulders rising with laughter as the gaudy bonnets got together, and each party recounted the result of her observation; one what a pair of dirty stockings were hanging over the chair in the bed-room; another, that somebodys hair-brush would be better of washing; a third had seen a roll of house flannel hid under the drawing-room sofa; a fourth would have liked to have had a peep into the ottoman; while Mamma declared the larder was filthy, and the kitchen a shame to be seen. 
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Next came the dread house-agent, Mr. Worrypenny, with his ominous red-backed book and pencil to go through the furniture and check the dilapidations. Then what a list of casualties appeared! Every thing seemed to be more or less injured  cracks, rends, and tears  all the more extraordinary, as Worrypenny said, because there were not no childer. Still he made the most of them. The drawing-room chairs were all more or less damaged in the joints (most likely from the fat boy swinging upon them), while those regular annuities to lodging-letters, the easy chairs, had wholly gone down, and now stood, or rather lounged, in the corners of the room. The commonest crockery could not be matched save at a matchless expense; and the old kitchen utensils were declared to have been wholly worn out in Mrs. McDermotts service. So what with Chousey at one end, and Worrypenny at the other, the estimates for the visit were rather exceeded. That, however, is nothing uncommon, as most of our readers are aware.


CHAPTER XXXI.

THE TENDER PROP PARRIED.
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WHEN THE LOT is in the window and the ladies are seen flitting from shop to shop asking for their bills, and those great horse god-mothers, the bathing women, are touting for their tips, it is about time for young gentlemen to be making up their minds, and perhaps for young ladies too, provided they can manage it. So thought our friend, Mr. Admiration Jack, who, though in no hurry to interrupt the pleasant interlocutory process, yet thought that Miss Rosa would be expecting the delicate offer, and that he ought to be making it. He had no doubt that she was desperately in love with him, and was only afraid that Mamma might think he was trifling with her beautiful daughters feelings if he did not make it. But for this he would have preferred going on a little longer in the eyeing, sighing line, rather than bring matters to a crisis and precipitate those terrible inquiries that immediately follow on the heels of an offer, and prove the downfall to so many flattering prospects. He knew by sad experience what a sudden revulsion takes place as soon as the smoothly gliding broad gauge of sentiment is exchanged for the jolting cross-roads of the end of the journey. How the heretofore smiling affable Mamma suddenly becomes serious  talks of the responsibility of her situation, as if something had happened she was quite unprepared for, and from being all ease and confidence takes to asking the most pointed pertinent questions that ever were propounded. No Old Bailey Barrister, no Detective Policeman, can probe a pocket with such dexterity as some comely matter-of-fact mothers. They will almost find out how much money a man has in his purse at the moment, and yet appear to be thinking of something else all the while.

All this Mr. Bunting knew and felt, and he would gladly have postponed the day of reckoning were it not that our fair friends departure from the Rocks, opened as it were, a fresh epoch in the matter, and made it necessary cither to come to a direct understanding or to make arrangements for carrying on the siege. Our fat friend from the country gave him little uneasiness, for he could never suppose that any young lady would prefer such an uninteresting looking cub as Jasper to himself. So after due consideration of the matter, reviewing the cause of former failures  all of which he now considered most fortunate  he came to the conclusion that this wax the right young lady, and that he ought to be offering to love and to cherish her, or, as the countryman repeated it, to go to London for cherries for her.

In a general way the offer does not require much making. The lady is often far more afraid that she wont get it than that she will. To have an admirer and not bring him to book is considered unskillful. The most hopeless suitors are often encouraged for the mere vanity of the thing; so much admired, so many offers, which are strung together just as boys string eggs upon a line. This big one Brown, this green one Jones, this yellow one Robinson. It is only in cases like the present, where the lady has two strings to her bow, that there is any difficulty, the danger of course being that of saying Yes to the wrong one. Not that the lovely ones care much for throwing a man over, but then it requires a little dexterity, and it is best when the right man comes first and the other is let gently down amidst a profusion of good wishes and gratitude. The difficulty is in knowing which is the right one, and as everybody flatters and magnifies up to the offer, a lady may well be bewildered. It is not until the thing is considered settled that people begin to pull the parties to pieces, find out that the young lady has nothing and the gentleman is all faults. In this case there had been great fluctuations both in the minds of Miss Rosa and Mamma as to the relative pretensions of our suitors, Miss not unfrequently leaning towards the Castle, which she thought would be so nice to date her letters from, and Mamma dwelling on the solid advantages of our Banker, who had money enough to build whatever he liked with. At this juncture Mr. Buntings pretensions had rather improved in consequence of young Plutuss escapade with the cards getting bruited abroad, and of course finding its way to Sea-View Place.

The amount lost, though large, was greatly exaggerated, besides which Mamma thought the mere fret of Jaspers playing was greatly against her beautiful daughters happiness. Rosa could not always be with him to keep him right, added to which his before-mentioned intimacy with the Ostlers son at home, which she used to make light of, was now under the beneficial influence of competition brought more prominently forward. Oh dear! she began to be alarmed. Altogether the Bunting funds rose a little; Mamma was more smiling and Miss more winning. If she did not encourage an offer she at all events showed no disposition to let Mr. Bunting go. It is a subtle game that of Who has the heart? which nobody can fathom who is not in the secret. Sometimes one seems to have it, sometimes the other, just like the pea under the thimble. Like the pea and the thimble, too, it is a dangerous one; for though competition may produce ardour and emulation, yet one suitor backing out may frighten away the other, and so leave the fair maiden lonely at last.

Then the ladies will rise in reprobation of her conduct  censure her heartless duplicity  declare she is rightly served  and say they dont pity her in the least. No matter how ill soever a woman behaves to a man let him never complain, let him, 

leave her to the ladies, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her they will do the business amongst them.

Mr. Bunting having settled in his own mind that he ought to be advancing nearer the fortifications of the heart, proceeded to take advantage of the opportunities their walks afforded for inquiring more particularly into the whereabouts of their country residence, the summer fêtes, the whiter balls, the hunting, the shooting, the coursing capabilities generally. From her he learnt that the county, like most others, was divided into two sets; that the venison-giving Duke of Tergiversation reigned over one party, and Lord Lavender over the other; that the Duchess gave splendid balls, and the Duke magnificent dinners; that the shooting was very good, and the coursing particularly so, though, lady like, she rather confused the greyhounds with Jonathan Joblings harriers  not an unnatural mistake, seeing that they are both licensed to kill hares. The mention of Jonathans harriers elicited the fact that the Duke kept foxhounds, whose Scotch huntsman, Mr. Haggis, was always at variance with Jonathan for disturbing their country. Perfect repose, Miss Rosa, observing, being essential to the comforts of a fox. Altogether she drew such a flattering picture of their county society and sports, that Mr. Bunting became quite enamoured of it. He really should like to pay it a visit.

Miss said nothing.

A man with a couple of hones might see a good deal of sport, he supposed.

Miss supposed he might.

This was drawing on, and another question, Would she be glad to see him? would about settle the point. Miss felt the coming pressure and stepped a little on to Mamma, who was swinging her brown parasol leisurely in front, apparently out of ear-shot but just within hearing. Our hero put on also and was presently alongside of our heroine again.

Would she be glad to see him if he came? enquired he, sotto voce.

Miss pretended not to hear.

What is that bird? asked she. Is it a cormorant? pointing with her pink-laced parasol to one over-head.

Mr. Bunting looked up. No, a crow, a carrion crow, replied he, turning to see if there was any confusion visible in her face.

No, she was quite composed. She couldnt have heard him, thought he. Just then they came to the anti-crinoline revolving stile, at the bottom of Verbena Lane, and Mamma having gone in and out, clever, Miss came up measuring her circumference with its capabilities and wishing herself well through. She wondered her Mamma had come that way from the Downs when there were so many others open to her, where they would not have met anyone, meaning Jasper. She then put down her parasol, and contracting her dimensions with both hands, placed herself in the obstacle while her gallant swain worked the wheel, and got her through without crease or injury.

Thanks, smiled she, fluffing herself out, as she tripped away from the trap.

Mr. Bunting then revolved on his own account, and quickly followed her.

I must put that question again, thought he, as ho regained his position. Mamma, however, was rather too near. What a beautiful sunflower! exclaimed he, drawing Miss Rosas attention to a great staring one in a little paled garden on the left of the lane. Miss stopped to look and thought it was a large one. Didnt know that she particularly admired sunflowers though.

Well, Mr. Bunting didnt know that he did either, but still they were showy.

That diversion led them back into the country and enabled Mr. Bunting to get Miss Rosa into her flower-garden at Privett Grove among the verbenas, the heliotropes, the pansies, &c. Mr. Bunting became suddenly fond of flowers and would like to dig her garden for her.

Miss said nothing.

Would she let him?

Yes, if he liked, replied she dryly.

Well, but would she be glad to see him? asked he, returning to the old question.

Mamma will be glad to see you, replied the skilful tactician, tripping up to her parent.

Mamma will be glad to see you, muttered Mr. Bunting, repeating the answer. Ho bad never had such a one before. What did it mean? But ere he could arrive at any satisfactory solution of the mystery, the ladies turned from the bye-lane into the semi-secluded region of Poplar Place, where under 

the variable shade 

By the light quivering aspen made,

poor Miss Snowball was taking a last sad adieu of Captain Languisher (the writings not suiting), and our Mend feeling that he had done as much as was necessary to propitiate Mamma and entitle him to continue his advances, restored his conversation into its usual airy nothingness, amidst a sufficiency of which he accompanied the ladies to their door. He was not asked in, because Mend Jasper was expected to be there, as in truth he was, lolling on the ricketty sofa, reading Bells Life in London of the previous Sunday. And Mr. Bunting being thus bowed off, the ladies entered the house, and Miss nodding Mamma into the dining-room, recounted what our hero had said, to which Mamma thought Rosa had given a capital answer. Miss then tripped up-stairs to the drawing master, and received him as though she thought of nobody but him. No crow, no sun-flower, no garden, no nothing was visible in her sweetly smiling face.


CHAPTER XXXII.

THE DEPARTURE.
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THOUGH WE LEFT Miss Rosa with the drawing-master, it was not for the purpose of superintending the performance of her crayons, but for the unsentimental one of preparing for their journey home. It was arranged they should all go together. Time was hup, as the old stage-coachmen used to say when they disturbed the passengers at their hasty meals, and another day would see them all off. The last day at any place is always a testy, disagreeable one; half the things one wants are packed up, and every room has a littery, untidy look. The servants are hurried and jaded, what between their own business and ours, and dont know what to do first. Then tiresome people keep calling, knowing that we will be at home to them, and so the day wears on without getting half through the work. The meals are ill-cooked and uncomfortable  breakfast on the day of departure particularly so  all odds and ends together. Then just as we are starting, come the last of the lingering bills, those that wont bear inspection; the milkman with that marvellous score; the publican with an equally long one; the baker for supplementary muffins. Who. is the midst of cording, and tieing, and directing, can resuscitate the memory of those manifold measures. Nothing for it, but to pay and resolve never to have any bills for the future, pay for everything at the time, soap, sand, sugar, sticks, and all. But when the next time comes we just go on as before, being sure we can remember what is got. But let us away. The key delivered to the dirty charwoman, then come the cabs for the voluminous crinoline and innumerable parcels and packages that stuff every pocket and tower upon the roof, making the cab look like a haystack. Heavens, how it would have astonished a stage-coachman of the olden time to have seen the quantity of luggage each passenger claims to have carried now-a-days!

Dress has made a marvellous spring since the introduction of railways. Ladies, whose mothers used to get all their things into a moderate sized box and a carpet-bag, travel with great piano-forte-case-like packages, so numerous that they are obliged to be numbered for fear they forget how many they have. And the more they take the more they want to take, till each lady looks as if she ought to have a luggage-van to herself. Then, to see them attempt the entry of a moderate sized carriage; the utter disproportion of the door to the object, as it may well be called, that seeks admission! The absurdity of fashion might be tolerated if it inconvenienced only the wearer; but when one lady, extends herself to the size of two, she necessarily takes up the room of two, and must exclude some one else from a seat. A family coach has now no chance of accommodating a family. One full-blown sister must go instead of two natural sized girls. The only advantage we see in the absurdity is, that it forms a sort of graduated scale of gentility; the more extravagant a woman is in her hoops, the less inclined we are to think her a lady. It is only the vulgar who go into extremes, and make themselves look like curtains to bathing-machines.

Well, at length all is ready for a start in Sea-View Place. Mamma and Miss take last looks at themselves in the mirror, hoping they have not forgotten any thing, and down they proceed on the descent of the stairs to the cabs.

The privileged beggar is at the street door, hat in hand, hoping for residuary halfpence, and numerous noses are flattening against the windows of the adjoining houses to see the fair visitors depart, who squeeze into their fly, amidst the speculations by the fair as to the probable result of the visit, and wondering what Misss name will be next. Bang goes the door; Station! cries the footman; whip goes the driver, and away the top-heavy vehicle rolls away along the east end of Sea-View Place, and so into Triton Lane, making for the broad Victoria Road, leading to the railway.

Stop! suddenly cries Miss Rosa, starting up in her seat, as they diverge into Triton Lane.

Whats the matter? asks Mamma, looking if Ross has left her watch.

The watch is there, but she has forgotten our old Mend the musical snuff-box, though she had put it on the centre of the mantel-piece, on purpose that she might see and carry it away in her hand. If she had put it on the centre of the table, she most likely would, but what lady can be expected to see anything save her own pretty face above the mantel-piece.

Stop! cries Mamma, poking the footman in the back through the let-down front window with her parasol.

Stop! repeats he to the driver, and forthwith the cumbrous vehicle stops, and John Thomas is touching his hat at the door.

Oh, dear! exclaims Mrs. McDermott, in a half timid, half propitiatory tone, Oh dear! Im afraid weve forgotten the murical box. Its on the drawing-room mantel-piece. I wish you would just step back and see.

Yez, um, says John, thinking how long it will take him to go.

And then come after us as quickly as you can to the station, you know.

Yez, um, says John, fore-fingering his hat.

Go on then, cries Mrs. McDermott to the driver, and forthwith the ponderous vehicle is again nid-nodding on its way to the station.


CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE ROSEBERRY ROCKS STATION.
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PEOPLE GENERALLY SEE more of a station on leaving a place than they do on arriving; for, on arriving, every bodys business seems to be to expedite every body else, and hurry them through as quickly as ever they can. Cab, sir? is the first sound that greets an arrival, and every porter seems anxious to get a traveller into one. Then the cabs come pouring in from some invisible source in such continuous line, that one might almost fancy they passed round and round the station, just as the handful of sham soldiers that compose the standing army at a theatre pass at the back and the front of the stage until the gods in the gallery begin to laugh at their familiar faces. On a departure, travellers, especially those who have been left behind once or twice, generally manage to have a little time on hand to take their tickets, get a bun, and secure seats. This done, they feel somewhat comfortable, and compose themselves for a stare.

It is a lively scene; all the gaiety of the packet-service without the sickness. Indeed, it is better than the packet-service; for while the tea air, salt water, and stuffy cabin, deter ladies from expensive dress, so the spacious comfort, and perfect shelter of the railway station, invite a liberal display of clothes. The Roseberry Rocks Station was built quite on the money-no-object principle of the early development of railways,  light, lofty, spacious, and elegant,  with a fine holiday air about it. The white marble stands in the highly decorated refreshment rooms are piled with the most tempting viands, solids, fluids, fruits, sweets of all sorts. Every thing looks so nice and fresh, that a stranger helps himself boldly without troubling to inquire when the tarts or the cakes were made  so necessary at some stations  where they have always a last weeks sandwich or pie ready to foist upon the unwary.

Nor is food for the mind forgotten in providing for that of the body. The books look so new and gay, and, above all, are so cheap  a shilling for what used to cost a guinea a few years since.

One of the peculiarities of modern travel is the great demand there is for books, a book to prevent people seeing the country being quite as essential as a bun to prevent their being hungry. Formerly, a newspaper was considered rather an extravagance, and one paper in a coach was quite enough for the crew. It passed round and round till they had all had enough  though papers were not of the table-cloth size in those days  a single sheet, no supplement, and sevenpence the price. Some people say that they have seen the country till they are tired of it, and know all the views and scenery on the line. True, but that is not making any allowance for the change produced by the seasons, the buds, the leaves, the hay, the grass, the corn, the tormots, the sowing, the reaping, the stacking. A railway ride presents a rapid panorama of agriculture; a passenger sees that transition from good to bad farming, from good to bad land, from drained to undrained soil, in a quick, pointed, forcible, unmistakeable way, provided he will but look.

But the train of ideas has carried us into the country, instead of letting us attend to the railway train at the elegant Roseberry Rocks Station.  

Though the place may not be so favourable to the pursuits of the little hair-dresser on the back of our work, as shady groves, cooing doves, and splashing waterfalls; and the wheelings of the barrow porter may not be so musical as the notes of the nightingale; yet it is capable of a great deal of useful application and a skilfully managed tear at parting has brought suitors to book, whose modesty or whose fickleness have survived the rides and drives of the Rocks. It was at the end of the Fern Hill departure line that Captain Leopold Hobson whispered something in Lavinia Lawsons ear that sent her flying away as happy as a lark, and it was in the ladies waiting room that the timid Peter Muffins slipped the little pink three-cornered note into Arabella Bensons hand, that ultimately made her Mrs. Muffins. Here, too, Esau Jones is said to have offered to Miss Swithinbank, and Mr. Brown to Miss Green.

On this our departing, day as Jasper Goldspink, stood victorious over the accumulated luggage of himself and ladies, Mrs. McDermott soothed the parting pang by assuring Mr. Admiration Jack that they (they, not she as Miss Rosa put it) would be glad to see him at Privett Grove if he ever came into their part of the country, and when after clue ringing of bells, taking of seats, banging of doors, and showing of tickets, the inexorable whistle at length sounded and the train began to move, Miss Rosa gave him one of those assuring smiles that completely prevented any idea of her ever being anybody elses than his. And as the puffing, snorting engine whisked the train out of the station, Jasper lolling luxuriously inside a carriage and Jack looking wistfully after it, each felt a pang of pity for the other.

And now gentle reader which hero will you take for choice?


CHAPTER XXXIV.

LONDON IN AUTUMN.
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WE NEED NOT say that Mr. Bunting did not stay long at Roseberry Rocks after our heroine had left. The place seemed quite changed after she was gone. True, there was the sea, and the shore, and the downs, and the cantering horses, and the cantering ladies, and the comet; but neither the comet, nor the cantering ladies, nor the downs, nor the sea, nor the shore, without her were sweet. The recollection of whose company he had last seen any of them in made them quite unpalatable to him. Then as he sauntered carelessly about, the anxious gossips stared suspiciously at him, and people exclaimed What! are you still here? as though they thought he ought to be somewhere else. At length, when he mustered courage to take a peep at the beloved house in Sea-View Place and saw the ponderous Mrs. Barkinson and three Miss Barkinsons sunning themselves in the balcony that had heretofore held his incomparable beauty, and a great red-armed cook bargaining for a cod-fish, his too sensitive heart sickened at the sight and determined him to leave altogether.

A flit homewards has the advantage of a flit outwards, inasmuch as there is no picking and sorting and choosing, and everything is included in the order. It is pack up my things and away, instead of look out my things, that I may see what to take. So in a very short space of time after the determination was come to, Mr. Buntings voluminous wardrobe  his costly coats, his magnificent shirts, and various shoes, all the paraphernalia of a swell  were reposing layer upon layer and pile upon pile in very deep and convenient boxes; and having duly discharged the pecuniary obligations of the place, his profile was next seen nodding in a cab under a pyramid of luggage, which again set the gossips a-going to contradict their assertions that It was all off between Miss McDermott and Mr. Bunting: he was gone to see about the settlements; upon which hypothesis, and also upon the faith of what Mrs. Tartarman said she saw at the station (doubtless the assuring parting glance), sundry hats, gloves, and sovereigns changed hands, and the thing was considered as good as settled. Parties then turned their attention to the more budding and incipient flirtations  Miss Thorneycroft and Mr. Flushings, Miss Cheeseroy with Captain Rivulet, Tommy Dipnal with Mrs. Rule. And our Mend Mr. Bunting, having got his ticket and ensconced himself in a corner of the carriage, one good stroke of the Magnet engine shot him away from sea and shore, and shells and sentiments, hats, habits, and hoops  all the cares and contentions of Roseberry Rocks; and as people who have nothing whatever to do are always in a desperate hurry, the flying express landed him in London ere he had turned the second couplet of a stanza he was weaving to the beautiful lady. He was then ejected from his comfortable cushions into a hard-featured Hansom upon the vast desert of the empty metropolis. At a touch of the whip the high-bred screw started off as if it had not had a fare for a week. Save in a dense yellow fog, when the place is unbearable, London is perhaps never seen to such disadvantage as in the dead of the autumn; there is nothing stirring but stagnation; the very cabmen sleep on their boxes or pore over books, as if being called off the stand was quite out of the question. The streets are deserted, save by the busses and a few drowsy old horses, too palpably drawing the doctor. Late hospitable houses now show you nothing but their shutters; lethargic town-bound men yawn about St. Jamess Street, crawling from one club to another, to compare the thermometers and see if each copy of the paper is the same. Those great warrens of society are put away, carpets rolled up, mirrors gauzed, fenders dissected, waiters reduced, papers few, and the chiefs of the staff away on their travels. A barrier of a notice at the bottom of the staircase, announces that the drawing-rooms and library are getting cleaned. The hall porters at the great political clubs have little to do, either in the way of entries or letters. How changed the Park! Frizzled leaves and Med grass. Two donkeys and a goat-carriage compose the activity. Chairs are indeed at a discount, and the letters now have time to repair the astonishing mounds of broken ones that accumulate during the season. A few tawdry careless nurses, with pallid children, lounge listlessly up the line where lately 



knights and dames, 

And all that wealth and lofty lineage claims, 

Appeared.



London is always completely oat of town in the autumn. The lodging-letters put up their notices in a sort of matter-of-course way, and a staring stranger, with a slip of paper in his hand, attracts the cupidity of the whole street. The advertising hotel-keepers, those who, like Mr. Chouscy, make out their bills by the almanac, now announce that this is the real cheap time. And so it ought, for people should be paid for staying in town.

Our Mend Mr. Bunting, as he paced the silent streets and squares, might have an occasional hail out of a gun or cigar shop door from some passing-through sportsman recruiting or replenishing his stock as he went; but few, very few people pleaded guilty to being town-stayed altogether. Those who did, laboured hard to persuade him that this was the most sociable time of the year, when people saw their Mends without fuss or ceremony, and met with but indifferent success in their exertions. Here, however, leaving him for the present, let us follow our fair Mend to Privett Grove.


CHAPTER XXXV.

MISS ROSA AT MAYFIELD.
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THE FIRST THING that strikes a returning traveller after a visit to great places, is the extreme smallness and littleness of everything he before thought great and good. It is the same sort of feeling that pervades a man on revisiting the scene of his school-boy days, when he finds lofty hills reduced to very low ones, large houses become extremely small, and broad rivers mere brooks. Thus it was with our fair Mends on their return from Roseberry Rocks. Everything seemed stunted and dwarfed. The well-laurelled drive from the Thom Tree Road up to the house seemed narrow and short; the house contracted, the trim lawn lessened, and the garden half its former size.

But it is the small country towns that show to most disadvantage after visiting such places as London or Roseberry Rocks. The people seem so sleepy and slow  the shops so small and unstocked  the keepers so easy and stupid. They are generally eating, and dont seem to care much whether they serve a customer or not. So it was with the star-fish-shaped town of Mayfield, stretching its finger-like streets out upon the rich green meadows around. One such is a type of the whole.
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A square stone-towered church on one side of a market-place, a brick town-hall upon arches in the middle, with a perpetually going but never gone mugger behind, large stone or flaming red brick houses with green doors and bright brass knockers alternating with inns and smaller housed around, and the aforesaid finger-like streets stretching out in all directions, generally tapering towards turnpike gates in the distance. And yet these outlandish places generally contain an amazing amount of comfortable self-complacency  the residents thinking there are no such people as themselves, that they give the tone to the rest of the world. The men stand staring with their great gummy hands deep in their trouser-pockets, criticising each horse and passer-by, and regulating the affairs of the nation, while the ladies sweep about like meandering shower-baths, thinking they set the fashion and all others follow them. Then on a Thursday, the market-day, when the natives ferment into activity, what a conglomeration of consequence takes place, town and country stupidity amalgamate, and everything is settled off-hand  George Brown, the wise man of the place, saying a thing, and everybody else repeating it, for what George says must be right, and from his decision there is no appeal.

It was on a fine autumnal day that our fair friend drove herself and Mamma in their neat basket-carriage drawn by the pretty white pony, Miss, with her glossy hair in braids, under the piquant Spanish hat and blue feather, into the good town of Mayfield, just at the high Change of market time, to the delight of the Hawbucks and the charm of the Chawbacons, who declared they had never seen nothin so pretty afore. She created quite a sensation. Mrs. Winfield, the eating-house-keeper, desisted from carving a goose; Mr. Sanders, the grocer, upset all the currants; Geordey Ribstone, the itinerant apple-man, trundled his laden barrow over Mrs. Cream, the butter-womans toes; while Mr. Shepherd, the grazier, who was handling a heifer, broke clean away, and came bounding over the cattle-pens to get a nearer look at the lady. All were in ecstasies about her, and her health was drunk at the farmers ordinary at the Fox and Hounds, the Hare and Hounds, and the Greyhound and Hare. Still Miss felt the insignificance of the triumph, and would gladly have exchanged it for a glorious hour at Roseberry Rocks  with the gentlemen all praising, and the ladies abusing her. And when having purchased a pennyworth of pins at one place, and a halfpennyworth of ribbon at another, she drove to Mrs. Muslins, the modiste at the corner of Hay Street, who has her millinery on one side of the shop, and books and muffins on the other, Rosa saw a painful difference between it and Madame Bergamottes beautiful bonnet-shop, to which she had paid so many satisfactory visits. And having looked at the World of Fashion, and bought the current Number of Punch, she resumed her charioteership, and trotted briskly up the south side of the Market Place to our bankers private door. Mrs. Goldspink, of course, being at home, the pony was left in charge of the boy, while Sairey, the maid, announced file visitors; and the healthy looks and smart hat having been duly discussed, our travellers proceeded to pour out all their watering-place exploits and intelligence, Mamma drawing Mr. Buntings name to and fro in a triumphant sort of way, as if to let Mrs. Goldspink see they were not wholly dependent upon Jasper.

That genius was playing skittles at the Bear and Bagged Staff skittle-ground, and this being market-day, and the time of year when farmers mortgage their stack-yards to raise the forthcoming rent, our Banker himself sported his oak or rather his wainscot, on which was nailed a card containing the following characteristic notice:  



Call on a Business man in Business Hours only on Business.



Transact your Business and go about your Business, in order to give him time to finish his Business.



MATFIELD BANK, 

Established 1774.



With which caution staring him in the face, it would require a bold man to intrude into our Bankers den. So the ladies having talked till they were tired, at length took their departure, to the great delight of many half-holiday children all crowding round the pretty white pony with the beautiful blue ribbons at its head. And Mamma having resumed her seat, Miss gathered her smart wash-leather reins, and at a light touch of the parasols whip, the pony whisked its long silky tail and trotted off gaily with its head towards home. Mrs. Goldspink then resolved herself into a committee of taste, and decided that Miss had come home very airified, and might have Mr. Bunting, if she liked. Their Jasper was not a young man to be sneezed at. Indeed she didnt know such another, and altogether Mrs. Goldspink was not very well pleased, and thought that the girl looked a great deal better with her hair in ringlets than as she now had it. Wished she mightnt have got her head turned by her trip.


CHAPTER XXXVI.

SIVIN AND FOURS ELIVIN.
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ALTHOUGH OLD SIVIN and Four was one of that numerous tribe who see no beauty in anything but a good balance-sheet, yet the instinctive promptings of an ambitious wife, coupled with the fact of his odious rival Mr. Dibworth having set up a country house (Discount Park as it was called, its real name being Daisy Bank), made him rayther incline to follow suit  provided, of course, he could do so without any very grievous sacrifice of his beloved cash. It took him a long, long time, and many careful calculations, before he came to any such conclusion. Sivin and fours elivin, he used to begin in the gloomy solitude of his sweating room, with the pertinent notice outside, Sivin and fours elivin, and sivins eighteen, and threes twenty-one, dont know that it would cost much more to live in the country than it does here, and eight is twenty-nine  might kill ones own mutton and save twopence i pund that way, and nine is thirty-eight  would have to keep a chay, but then the nag would lead the coals, and sivin is forty-five  might turn him to account in other ways, and six is fifty-one  a cow would come in capital, and sivin is fifty-eight, and help to keep a pig, and eight is sixty-six  might have some poultry too, and sivin is sivinty-three, and eggs at summut like trade price.

The idea having once entered his mind, when it was not at all encumbered with company, he worked it up and down and round about with all the variation of figures until he got it firmly fixed, and then he began to talk incontinently to masons and joiners, and painters and plumbers, and people when they came on their usual excursions to the Bank, about land and labour, and sand and plaster, and prices generally. And here let us observe, that in addition to immunity from abuse, bankers enjoy another advantage, namely, that of not getting cheated, and of having everything they want at trade or nearly trade price; no one daring to impose upon them lest they should retaliate the next time the unlucky wight wanted a slip of stamped paper converted into sovereigns or nice crisp £5 notes. So each tradesman told our friend in a quiet confidential sort of way what their usual charges were, but what they could do such and such things for if he should happen to want them. And having sifted and sorted, and sivin and tourd these matters well in his mind, and arrived at some sort of conclusion as to what he could build such a house as would serve his purpose for, he next began casting about in quest of an estate to place it upon. The first purchasing symptoms that developed themselves were when our banker, having got a glass, began button-holeing his man  generally some one whom he knew hadnt the means  and asking if he was going to buy  buy Selwood Hill, Beechwood Grove, the Haw, or whatever estate was in the market. All glorious glass! that can unlock the inmost heart of such a man as this, and make him tell what the rack would hardly extort in cool sobriety. How his cold grey eye glistened as he brought his great protuberant stomach and nasty brandy-smelling breath to bear against some unfortunate wight while he poured forth the history of his wealth  his bonds, his mortgages, his money in the funds, his intended purchases of property. He seemed to have a design upon every place, large or small, rich or poor, near or distant. But when the sobering dawn of day returned, he took no steps to realise his grand prospects and enable him to show off as Peter Pounce showed off to poor Parson Adams, when the latter rode with Peter in his chariot, by exclaiming, Ah! my heir will have reason to wish I had loved money more and land less; for if reminded of his grand monopolising land scheme, Sivin and Pour would seem to have forgotten all about it, and would hurry away as if afraid of committing himself by a single indiscreet word.

At length things took a different turn. The reader may remember the Sivin and Four prognostication of a déuce of an overdraw, by the Duke of Tergiversation, on account of the present, of the haunch of venison; and His Grace did not disappoint the prophets expectations, for cheque after cheque came dribbling in, till our friend was almost frantic. First there came one for a hundred and twenty-three pounds for Mathtub the brewer, next one for seventy-nine pounds for Charbon the coal merchant, then one for fifty on account for Mulcture the miller, and lastly one for two hundred and ninety for Spanker the horse-dealer of Dunchurch. Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a hundred and ten; how the deuce can any man carry on business in this way? exclaimed he, as the latter was brought in to him; and sivintys a undred and eighty  might just as well throw open the door and give him the run of the till, and ninetys two underd and sivinty  wish most heartily Dibworth had him  would stop his gallop in no time  soon set his ricketty concern to rest.

Now we mentioned that the Duke had a small property  small at Least for a Duke  called Garlandale, a few miles from Mayfield, on the Canons Ashby Road  which was not tied up in the stringent way peculiar to peerages, and upon this our Banker had long cast an eye as peculiarly adapted, in his mind, in consequence of its freedom from toll-bars, for the erection of a villa residence. He had even gone so far as to mention it incidentally to Mr. Acreage, the steward, saying, that he wondered his Grace kept a little out-lying place of that sort, for which he dared say he could get him a customer; and once, after dining at the Fox and Hounds farmers ordinary, and imbibing the communicative glass, the Banker went so far as to say that he wouldnt mind buying it himself, adding, with a slap of his brandy-charged stomach, and a wink of his hazy eye, you know Im a substantial man.

People, however, dont like selling land, and somehow or other the thing never got any further. But when the cheques began dropping in, completely overbalancing an already top-heavy account, our Banker got fidgetty, and finding he could make nothing of Mr. Acreage, he determined to open a correspondence with his Grace himself. So he took a large square sheet of paper, and beginning quite at the top of the page, as if he had a great deal to communicate, he commenced with the ominous words, Mayfield Bank, established 1774, and proceeded in a very few lines to draw his Graces attention to his account, and request that he would reduce the balance against him as soon as convenient. The Duke, however, having a good nose for a dun, took no notice of the letter, upon which our friend wrote him another, more pressing and mandatory in its terms, which sharing a similar fate, as soon as our Banker heard that the flag was flying on the castle keep, indicating that his Grace had arrived in the country, he ordered Trippers one-horse chaise, and dressing himself in Ids seediest apparel, and very impoverished it was, he proceeded to the siege of the Dukes fortress, a castle that seemed to command the whole country. Nor did the Banker quail as mile after mile lessened the distance and revealed the size and strength of the place; its ivy-mantled towers rising majestically above ancient trees rich in the luxuriance of their autumnal tints. Nor did the park appal him, nor the frowning gates, the massive loop-holed walls, the inner walls the moat, the bastion or the bridge, be seemed to pass through everything as a matter of course, and after a ramble under the frowning portcullis, the noiseless sweep of a wood-paved court-yard brought him up short at a little door on the left of the vestibule.

Shall I ring, sir? now asked Wagstaff the ostler, who had driven him, descending and touching his greasy hat with his baggy Berlin-gloved hand.

Bing, replied the Banker, dry-shaving his double-chin, adding, and ask if the Duke is at home.

Wagstaff then gave one of those extraordinary lurches peculiar to stable-men, and hitched himself up the steps to the door. Taking the little brass nob of the bell, he drew it with the greatest caution, and then stood listening for a response, like a terrier with its ear at a rat-hole. Slight as the summons was, it answered the purpose, and brought a powdered footman to the door, whose trim undress clothes contrasted with the miscellaneous half-plain half-livery costume of the corner.

Duke at home? muttered the driver, as if half afraid of asking the question. What if the Duke should insist upon seeing him!

Who is it? asked the footman.

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighteens twenty-nine  what business is that of his, I wonder, muttered the Banker, sitting forward in the little chaise, and again lowering the white worsted comforter from his face, so that the servant might see.

O, I beg pardon, sir, continued the servant stepping down to the carriage-door; beg pardon, sir  dont know whether his Grace is at home or not; but if youll please to alight, sir, Ill show you in to Mr. Cucumber, who will be able to tell you, so saying, the man unfolded the jingling steps of the carriage, and proffered our Banker on arm to descend.

Wait! exclaimed Mr. Goldspink to the driver, as his foot touched terra firma; so saying he bundled in after the footman, leaving the driver to hitch to and fro, and flagellate himself into warmth with his arms, at the door.


CHAPTER XXXVII.

MR. CUCUMBER.
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WE DO NOT know under what denomination of servant Mr. Cucumber came, for he did not fill any of the offices in the curious mélange at the head of the tax-papers, that makes little people thankful they are not great ones. He was neither a maître dHôtel, nor a house-steward, nor a master of the horse, nor a groom of the chamber, nor a valet, nor a butler, nor an under-butler, nor a clerk of the kitchen, nor a confectioner, nor a cook, nor a house-porter, nor a footman, nor a running footman; neither did he fill any of the various out-of-door offices enumerated in the list, being in point of fact neither more nor less than a dun-stopper, and therefore we should think as exempt from duty as old Willy Walker the earth-stopper who shuts the foxes out of their homes for the Dukes hounds. Be that, however, as it may, dun-stopping was Cucumbers forte, and he was extremely expert at it. From his easy chair on the central tower, he could sweep all the converging roads to the castle, select such vehicles as should pass, and arrange such a string of excuses for those to be turned, as were never surpassed. He was always so sorry the Duke wasnt in  would have been so happy to have seen Mr. Maskell, Mr. Lewis, or whoever it was. His Grace was just gone to Orbelle Petty Sessions, or had left not half an hour before for Tidswell Tower. Wondered Mr. So-and-So hadnt met him. And there was such a frank open air about his hearty face that none but a trickster could doubt his sincerity. Even if the Duke was seen meandering about among the laurels and evergreens of the shrubbery, composing, as was his wont, an explosion for Parliament, Cucumber would declare it wasnt him some person very like him though, he would say. So he smoothed them, and liquored them, and sent them away, trusting to chance for a better excuse another time. Having the run of the Dukes letters, he easily divined what had brought the old coronet winkered and pelican-padded mare to the side-door, and collected his faculties as the Banker traversed the somewhat gloomy corridor leading to his presence.

A great mans great man is generally a much greater man than the great man himself, and, both in size and importance, the duplicate far surpassed the original. Indeed the Duke, who was generally in difficulties, could be as free and easy as any one when it suited his purposes while Cucumber having no cares or contentions, no bills to meet or balances to square, revelled from years end to years end in the tranquillity of stately enjoyment. He was always Mr. Cucumber, tall, portly, and pompous, to whom the little children touched their caps in trembling awe, and tradesmen toadied with obsequious servility. Our great man having had his peep, had resumed his wine and walnuts, when our Banker was announced, and laying down the Post, he arose from his easy chair, and drawing himself out to his utmost altitude, towered imposingly above the little man, just as one sees a great dog impressing its importance on a little one prior to the commencement of a conflict.

Mr. Cucumber was extremely glad to see Mr. Goldspink bowing and tendering him the two fore Angers of friendship, then motioning him to a seat as he resumed his own.

Sivin and fours elivin, and elivins twenty-two, rayther a cool customer this, I think, poking his hat under his seat, Must just pitch into him with the book. So saying our banker dived into his greasy-mouthed outside coat-pocket, and fishing out first a dirty snuff-coloured bandana, next a rusty-looking old ready-reckoner, he finally drew forth that multum in parvo, the passbook containing the skimmings of so many transactions, annuities, jointures, dowers, mortgages, bonds, bills, &c. Sivin and fours elivin, and eighteens twenty nine  just called to speak to his Grace bout his little count with us, the spokesman tapping the ill-omened parchment-backed book with his podgy finger-nails as he spoke.

Oh, indeed, replied Mr. Cucumber coolly, what the balance is getting too great for you to hold for us is it? Well, Christmas is coming on, and His Grace will soon draw a little out for you now that hes here.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a underd and ten, never heard such an impittant dog in my life, mused the Banker, eyeing Cucumber severely.

No, retorted Mr. Goldspink, with irritated eyes, not too heavy to hold, but too much over the left to allow of my keeping.

Ah, indeed, rejoined Mr. Cucumber blandly, seeing he had gone too far, and recollecting that he had a post-dated cheque of his Graces that would be about coming due, which he would like to have cashed. Ah, indeed, sorry to hear that; but his Grace you know is the most careless man in money matters that was ever known. However, it will not be an insurmountable sum I dessay, and our rent days coming on which will put all matters right, so take a glass of wine and come back  say the Monday after the rent day  and then see what we can do for you.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivin eighteen, that wont suit me, pondered our friend, looking at his shabby shoes, and sivins twenty-five  must have a word with the Duke himself to-day; so settling that matter in his own mind, he next looked the splendid man full in his great prosperous harvest-moon face, set off with a profusion of slightly-frosted curling brown hair and whiskers, and declared that the case was so urgent and necessitous, that nothing but a personal interview with his Grace would have the least effect, and he even went so far as to hint that the stability of the Bank  a Bank stablished sivinteen underd and sivinty-four, might be jeopardised; and altogether his manner was so urgent and impressive that, used as Cucumber was to the imperative mood, he could not sustain the picture which the bankers fancy had drawn. He thought there must be something in it, and fearing for his own fifty, he determined to depart from his general rule, and endeavour to get the Duke to see his unwelcome guest.

Take the paper, said he, handing the banker the Post,

and Ill try what I can do for you. So saying, Cucumber gave his bushy whiskers a renovating brush at the glass, and disappeared through an invisible door in the wainscot.

Thats an impittant chap Ill be bund, said the Banker as the door closed on his exit. He then began thinking what he should say to the Duke when ho got to him.


CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE DUKE OF TERGIVERSATION.
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THOUGH THE DUKE of Tergiversation was still young and curly as Mr. Disraeli would say, yet his immediate predecessor, Duke Fortunatus Emanuel, had enjoyed such a prolonged reign that his Grace had nearly eaten out his life estate before he got possession, an inconvenient position for a nobleman of his Graces great spending abilities, with a son, the Earl of Marchhare, now coming on, fully equal to his sire. The consequence was, that the Duke was a good deal importuned by parties wanting their little bills, while he on his part, importuned each successive minister for place or power, or something that would bring him in money. He was not at all scrupulous which side he claimed it from, being of the Walpolean creed that every man has his price, if not on his back, tinder his coat collar, in the lining of his hat, or somewhere about him. So he went on parrying and promising, but seldom or ever paying, it being, as we have already stated, Mr. Cucumbers prerogative to shield his Grace from that disagreeable plebeian necessity. Now, however, Cucumber had to take the other side, and learning from Monsieur Millefleur that he had got his Grace up for the day, paper boots, satin tie, smart coat, and so on, he stole softly into his Graces luxurious dressing-room, with a well-assumed flurry that plainly bespoke mischief.

Whats the matter? asked the Duke who had seldom seen his Jidus Achates so discomposed.

Oh dear, whispered Cucumber, heres that horrid boor of a banker come bothering about his pestilent balance.

O send him to the devil! retorted the Duke kicking out his right leg as he spoke.

Ah! but hes in a very stiff mood, replied Cucumber, and doesnt seem at all inclined to be put off.

Send him to Mr. Acreage! send him to Mr. Acreage! I cant have all these base mechanics coming here! exclaimed the Duke indignantly.

Well, but hes seen Mr. Acreage, and Mr. Acreage can do nothing for him, replied Mr. Cucumber calmly.

Send him to Mr. Docket then! send him to Mr. Docket! He can talk to him better than I can, retorted the Duke.

Ay, but he tells me that it is of the most vital importance that he should see you himself, that in fact (added Cucumber, sotto voce), the stability of his bank depends on his doing so.

Confound the stability of his bank, muttered the Duke what have I to do with the stability of his bank?  honour enough that I take his nasty notes. They smell enough to mike one sick!

Well; but if the bank stops, whispered Mr. Cucumber, it will only make matters worse, for the officious  I mean the official assignee will walk in, and people will all have to pay up their balances

The deuce! exclaimed the Duke, not liking that view of the matter.

It will be so, observed Mr. Cucumber, creeping up to his point.

But is there any run upon the old crazy concern? asked the Duke.

Mr. Cucumber. Dont know; but he evidently expects one, I should say.

The Duke, after a pause. Well, well; tell him if it will restore confidence I will drive up to the door in my carriage and four  four grays you know!

Praps if your Grace was to see him and say so, it would come better from you than from me.

Rot the fellow! I hate the sight of him, and detest him afresh every time I see him, replied the Duke frowning. I dont see why you cant smooth him over. Youve had as obstinate fellows to deal with as him.

True; only a bank, you see, observed Mr. Cucumber, is such a ticklish affair, that a man praps hardly likes to trust a third person like me.

Well; but surely the four grays will do something, observed the Duke soothingly; promise him out-riders too, if you like.

Cucumber, however, still stood out. He wanted to get his cheque cashed, and thought obtaining the desired interview would be a step in that direction. So he pressed the Duke to see the poor man, observing that he could soon get him off his hands again  only to tell Garnett to announce somebody else, and so what with encouragments and alarms, he left the Duke much in the mood of a man about to take a black draught, and inveighing bitterly against the ingratitude of a man who could take his venison and then ask for his money.

Meanwhile Mr. Cucumber returned to our friend, and after magnifying the favour he had done him, and charging him not to let out that he had not seen Mr. Acreage, he passed him on to Mr. Garnett to conduct to his Grace.


CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE INTERVIEW.
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AH, MY DEAR Mr.Goldspink! exclaimed the Duke, advancing with outstretched hands with all the cheerful cordiality imaginable as our crab-actioned friend followed the smoothly gliding Mr. Barnett into the presence- Ah, my dear Mr. Goldspink, this is indeed most kind and considerate. First neighbour that has come to greet us. How, may I ask, is your worthy wife and your excellent son? taking both the bankers hands and shaking them severely.
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Sivin and fours elivin and sivinty-sivins eighty-eight, on the gammon and spinach tack I guess  thank your Grace  his Grace  my Grace, that is to say  they are both pretty well,  hope the Duchess and my Lord Marchhare

The Duchess and Marchhare are both at this moment enjoying a quiet cup of tea in her pretty little boudoir, where I am sure they will be most happy to see Mr. Goldspink, the Duke motioning him onwards to the gilt-moulded white door opposite.

Sivin and fours elivin and sivins eighteen, must stop him from that, decided our Mend, diving into his coat-pocket again for the ominous book. I just called (hum), I just took the liberty of

Ah! but you havent seen my new Swaneveldt! interrupted the Duke; grand Italian landscape, with peasants crossing a wooden bridge over a cascade which falls from a woody height, now trying to turn the man of money to a door in another direction.

Thank e, your Grace, thank e, rejoined the Banker, backing instead of advancing. I would just wish to speak one word with your Grace in private before we go.

By all means! exclaimed the Duke, by all means; only we can talk and look too, you know  got a new Velasquez as well  view of the Siena Morena; a chateau on the right, near a stream of water, with figures on a road  vast expanse of open country beyond enclosed by a mountainous background  painted with great spirit and masterly effect, continued the Duke, still leading on to the other door.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivinty-fours eighty-five; wonder whether its paid for or not, mused our Mend, reluctantly following.

They then got into the picture-gallery  a noble apartment full of portraits, pictures, carvings, busts, crystals, bronzes, all the ingredients of indefinite expense; for though the Duke might not be able to pay for a horse, he could always purchase a Hobbema, if there happened to be one in the market. And as every one thinks his hobby is interesting to others, so the Duke kept stopping his visitors musing with Titians and Tenierses and Rubenses, and articles of virtu generally.

Though the Duke talked of the Duchess as an affable lady who would be glad to give Mr. Goldspink a Mendly cup of tea, yet our Banker knew better, and was not going to be cajoled that way; so whenever his Grace desisted from praising a background or expatiating on the effects of light and shade, he at him with his wants in such a steady persevering way, that at last not even a Snyders with a peacock, a turkey cock, a cock and hen, rabbits and guinea-pigs, could parry his importunities, and the Duke was at length obliged to succumb and hear what he had to say. The Banker then at him with his open newly written-up passbook, with a terrible bringing forward, to which he pointed with his fat forefinger, declaring that it was going to be the ruin of his bank  bank stablished sivinteen underd and sivinty-four  and he really would be bleged to his Grace if he would take immediate steps for reducing the amount.

Oh dear! thats nothing! replied his Grace, taking a cursory glance at the figures. Thats nothing. Why, Flint and Stone, of Friday-street, never notice an account until it gets into the teens of thousands.

True, your Grace  true, I dare say its very true; but then they are people in a great way of business, with the Bank of England at their backs; whereas Im a poor lonely individual, just able by the greatest caution and prudence to keep my head above water and no more. I sure your Grace, continued the Banker, increasing in earnestness as he proceeded, its with the greatest reluctance I trouble your Grace, but it really is a case of necessity, or I wouldnt have come.

Well, well, interrupted the Duke, Ill see what I can do for you against the rent-day  or speak to Mr. Acreage  hes the Chancellor of the Exchequer; I only spend the money,  he finds it. Come now, let us go to the Duchess, continued he, making another effort to disengage himself.

Or, continued the Banker, without noticing the invitation, if it didnt suit you to pay, I dare say I could get you a customer for some of those little outlying places of yours, that can be nothing but trouble and loss, and that would help to make matters square.

Well, then, that will be an affair for Mr. Docket, replied the Duke, always ready to turn matters over to some one else.

Shall I see Mr. Docket and try to arrange matters with him? then asked the banker, coming boldly up to the point.

With all my heart! replied the Duke, with all my heart! Mr. Docket and you, I dare say, will soon arrange matters; so now let us go to the Duchess.

The Banker, however, had exhausted his mission and declined; and the Duke, seeing he had pacified him, did not press any further politeness; but, taking leave, handed him over to Mr. Garnett to reconduct to his carriage; who having tucked and buttoned him in gave the word home! to the coachman, who forthwith aroused his drowsy horse with a longitudinal cut of his antediluvian whip, and getting him in motion went rumbling out of the courtyard, wondering what they had all the places se strang for. And the Banker went jolting home, alternately sivin and fouring a speech for Mr. Docket, and building mental villas on the property  Gothic, Doric, Ionic, Dutch, and Chinese.


CHAPTER XL.

MR. DOCKET.
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AN OLD BUTLER of our acquaintance used to say that his master had three sorts of malt liquor  ale, table, and lamentable; and so there may be said to be three sorts of lawyers, able, unable, and lamentable, the latter of course being the black sheep of the profession, of whom it is fortunate there is so small a proportion compared to the white. There is no greater blessing to a country  no more creditable character anywhere  than a peace-making, peace-loving lawyer, one who sacrifices his own interests rather than involve his neighbours in costs and litigation. Unfortunately such men are seldom appreciated until the parties get into the hands of the opposite sort. It may appear strange, but we believe our oft-lauded friends, the railways, have had a good deal to do in repressing the old spirit of litigation and making parties keep the peace together. People fly away from the scene of action, and it is wonderful how insignificant the obnoxious Brown or Jones becomes at the end of a railway ride. Locomotion, with the short costs of the court, which generally entail a loss even on a winner, prevent people fighting about nothing. The Scotch still contend about trifles with the sort of hereditary animosity that made old Lord Eldon inquire whether certain combatants in his court were first cousins or neighbours in the country? but the Scotch will soon learn that they can spend their money more profitably in excursion trains and summer trips. Still, as there will always be indifferently honest people in the world, so there will always be lamentable lawyers to aid in carrying out their endeavours. Respectable men will not have anything to do with questionable deeds, so the parties must either take the unable halfwits who will do anything they are told, or men of the lamentable order, whose employment bespeaks the character of the transaction. Tell me your attorney, and Ill tell you what you are, has almost grown into an adage. So with the bar; dirty men for dirty cases. When that worthy successor of Dan Hakefield  Mr. Verde  begins twiddling his eye-glass, everybody knows there is trickery astir.

Mr. Docket, or Dicky Docket as he was generally called, was one of the dubious order, a legal tool instead of an adviser. He thought it was an honour to be employed by the Duke, who wrote him familiar letters, sealed with great butter-pat-like seals, which of course Dicky was always proud to show or to rehearse the contents of. Though Dicky had not received the Dukes missive announcing the probable visit of the banker and telling him what to do, when Mr. Goldspink arrived at Dickys dingy office in the little town of Rackenford, yet he knew quite enough of affairs to entertain the question and endeavour to probe the cautious mans mission. Of course Mr. Goldspink did not open out with his desire to purchase the Garlandale estate, but, harping on the heavy debt due to the bank, he drew one or two other places casually into notice, declaring that though he had a perfect horror of land, which he believed would go down in value, and would rather any one else should purchase than him; yet sooner than things should continue as they then were, he would take a place at a fair price  not a fancy price, but a fair price  such as would give him proper interest for his money; but the places he named being all in strict settlement, and of course as immoveable as rocks, Mr. Docket stopped the unprofitable dialogue as soon as he could by declaring that they were so. The banker then, as he thought most skilfully, worked Garlandale round; but Mr. Docket saw through the hollow device, and immediately proceeded to enhance its attractions, declaring that the Duchess was so attached to it, that he hardly thought the Duke would venture to sell it: at all events, that his Grace would require a very long price; and though they had two stiff glasses of brandy and water together at the Swan Inn, in the course of which the banker brandished the Dukes passbook and Docket expatiated on his Graces riches, they could not carry the negotiation any further, and our man of money returned pretty much as he came.

Next day, however, brought the following letter from the Duke, explaining matters and telling him what to do. Thus it ran  

DEAR DOCKET, That drivelling old dotard from Mayfield has been over pestering about his little account, and wanting to purchase one of our detached places, and not being able to get rid of the old Philistine I referred him to you, so please, if he comes, squeeze him severely as to price, for, as you know, he has no mercy upon me or on any one else whom he gets into his clutches. He is an ungrateful old curmudgeon, for I sent him a haunch of venison only the other day, and his son used to hunt with my hounds till he found ho was safer on foot than on horseback, besides which the bank always charges me full interest up to the day so that the obligation is really on my side instead of his. However hear what he has to say, and if you can make a good bargain with him do, and let me know the result, but I dont want to be troubled with all the pros and cons.

Yours truly, TERGIVERSATION.

Richard Docket, Esq., Rackenford.

One of the peculiarities of the present day is that there is no dealing for anything without a haggle. Whatever a person asks it is always inferred that he means to take less, and forthwith the purchaser applies himself to running it down, and this whether or not he considers the article worth the money asked or not. Some do it on principle, some for pleasure, but nine people out of ten do it and think nothing of the waste of time. To say that our Banker did it would be wholly superfluous, but he had better have dispensed with the ceremony, for each time he demurred Mr. Docket added a trifle to the price, till seeing the money mounting up, Mr. Goldspink was obliged to close at a hundred or two more than he might at first have had the estate for. And here leaving the transaction for the present, let us turn to the more invigorating pursuits of country life.


CHAPTER XLI.

NOVEMBER.
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PEOPLE SCATTER SO far and wide, that it is generally November before the country gets established in the full swing of its sporting supremacy. Summer has then fairly abdicated in favour of winter, light clothes have been replaced by warm ones, red coats brought out to air, top-boots reviewed, and Pater familiae is surprised to find that he cannot read so well by candlelight as he did in the spring. The transition of nature from heat to cold, though slow and gradual at first, becomes fierce and determined afterwards. First goes the sycamore, that cheerful tree of early spring  black spots disfigure its leaves as though there had been a shower of ink. Then the hazel turns yellow, next the beech, then the birch, presently the lime showers off its leaves in volleys, and the yellow ash stands in bold relief against the sturdy oak. The charms of the garden are gone, the flowers look shabby and dull, while bottles of flies and wasps usurp the place of the late blooming peach. A sharp white frost or two, followed by drenching rains, finally settles matters; the oaks turn brown, the rivers flood their banks, the brooks roar, the country is saturated with wet, and ready for hunting.

Society, as contradistinguished from company, then commences in the pleasantest easiest form, people asking each other to their houses because it is a convenience to the visitors to come, and not because the host wants to astonish them with his splendour. If there were no other argument in favour of field-sports than the sociality they engender, it would be amply sufficient to carry them through. Contrast a country house, from which there is hunting or shooting, with one where there is nothing to do, and there will not be much doubt about the matter.

The sporting furnishes the chief dish in the bill of fare, and with plenty of good exercise, a good appetite, and good spirits, are sure to be engendered. If there is nothing to do  nothing but eat, eat, eat, a man had better pen himself up in a club, and be stall-fed like an ox. Field-sports should, therefore, be encouraged by every legitimate means, not only for the manly spirit they engender, but on account of the inducement they hold out for a resident gentry. Even if the hunting is not so good as may he got elsewhere, there is nothing like a man hunting from home. Winter is a precarious season, and if the day proves had, a man at home need not turn out, he has his books or his hills, or his farm, or his something to attend to, whereas, at an inn, or elsewhere, he very likely feels constrained to go, if it is only for the sake of something to do. Touring is only for bachelors and men without fixed residences. The family man will find it for cheaper to subscribe to hounds at home than desert his affairs by going away, even though he gets his hunting nominally for nothing. The risk and trouble of travelling, the expenses of the journey, the grumbling of the groom, the discomforts of the inn, to say nothing of the magnitude of the bill, all tend to deter a man from moving. A shooter can put up with a much worse billet than a fox-hunter, because being a summer excursionist he has the fresh air to resort to, while a fox-hunter is housed early in the evening, and must put up with all the nuisances and annoyances so peculiarly the property of the British inn.

Shooting  shooting in moderation at least  is a sport that may be enjoyed almost anywhere. It is not necessary to have an array of keepers, and beaters, and markers, shooting made easy, in fact, for men who have the full use of their limbs, and like to see the sagacity of dogs displayed in the field. As an old writer on hunting once said, the emulation of leading in hounds and their masters has been the ruin of many a good cry, so as regards shooting, we have often thought that the emulation of making a big bag has been destructive of much quiet rational sport. Every one wants to beat his neighbour in point of numbers, and as everything nowadays finds its way into the papers, a perpetual rivalry is kept up throughout the country. Then the concentration of game attracts the ruffianly poachers, and those deadly conflicts ensue that are so much to be deplored. In a moderately preserved country, where men shoot instead of slaughter, poaching does not pay: at all events, it is carried on in a very limited way, by local men who are well known and easily detected. These are generally the very scum and scourings of the country, men whose least crime is that of poaching; for if a respectable man has a real turn for the trigger, he is speedily engaged as a keeper. The dregs then only remain, skulking fellows lurking about beer-shops, who carry their convictions on their faces, on their backs, on their everything about them. Moderate preserving, therefore, we think should be encouraged, and the slaughter of the battue censured and despised. So much for shooting; now for the nobler pursuit of hunting.

There are few countries now without some approximation to a pack, and the district we are describing possessed the advantage of two, namely, that kept by his Grace the Duke of Tergiversation, and a subscription pack under the auspices of Mr. Jessop, and though neither might draw many strangers from afar, they were yet amply sufficient to keep the natives at home. So, perhaps, the legitimate ends of the Chase were accomplished; those riding over the land to whom it belonged, without subjecting the farmers to irresponsible damage. The Dukes being the oldest pack, of course claim precedence at our hands, and his huntsman being a character, we will devote an introductory chapter to him.


CHAPTER XLII.

MR. JOCK HAGGISH AND THE HOUNDS.
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MR. JOCK HAGGISH, or Haggis, as Miss Rosa pronounced it, was a great muckle six foot, sixteen stone, sixty year old, grayheaded, grayeyed Scotchman, whom the Duke had taken into his service because he got him cheap, and because Jock would turn his hand to anything, which is not the case with English servants generally. Jock could hunt, and he could shoot, or shut as he called it, throw the caber, put the stone, play the pipes, or dance a reel, and would back himself to catch rats with any one. Moreover, (and this perhaps was one of his recommendations,) he was a great screw, and husbanded the Dukes siller as though it were his own. He was continually exclaiming against some piece of extravagance or other. No more green silk whopcord! no more green silk whopcord! the green silk whopcords cost the Duke eighteen pence! exclaimed he shortly after he entered the Dukes service, bursting into the saddle-room, among all the grooms and helpers, flourishing the terrible document frantically in his hand  and this to men who had always considered that a Duke should pay double for everything.

True, Jock was bad to mount, but then he was a great e-eo-o-nomist of his horses as well as of the Dukes siller, never leaping if he could possibly circumvent a place. He would stick his great seat of honour against a stiff stake and witherings, and send the whole concern flying into the next field as if it were a bundle of straw. He rode low short-legged dray horse-like animals that would creep or screw or scramble up and down and through, the most cramped impossible looking-places, according as Jock by hand and voice indicated his desire to he doing. At leading over he was quite unique, Jock and his horse hopping over walls or gates or hog-backed stiles together, to the great discomfiture of his followers, who would come up expecting the places were nothing. As to riding for éclat or reputation as he called it, Jock hadnt the slightest idea of anything of the sort, his notion of a horse being merely as an accessory to enable him to get up and down the hulls, and keep near to his hounds in the open. Indeed, he never rode up the hulls always leading like Mr. Briggs did at the Devils Dyke. Then Jock would come skating straight down with his horse almost on its haunches, leaving long railway-like lines behind him, and nearing the bottom would gradually ease out his horse, and shoot away till he came to some other obstruction.

He had but two horses, a white called Grampian, and a black called Galashiels; but as the Duke let him find his own whips, he never stood upon ceremony in dismounting either of them that happened to be up. Though more of a Tod than a fox-hunter, and not caring whether he killed with two couple of hounds or with ten, he yet was uncommonly keen, and rode like fury when there was any occasion.

The want of style, however, did not make much matter with the Duke, for he was a munificent supporter of the chase in everything except the main essentials, viz., hounds, bones, and men. So far as dressing up in an orange-coloured coat, with cherry-coloured linings, collar and cuffs, with a white vest and white kerseymeres, to attend a hunt dinner or ball of an evening, his Grace was quite unexceptionable; but his exit from the smart Queens-coloured barouche, with the four grays and postilions at the cover ride, savoured more of the foot lights of the theatre than of the appropriate fitness of things so peculiar to fox-hunting. For the morning, the order of things was reversed, the Duke and his field appearing in scarlet coats with yellow collar and cuffs, while Jock and his men sported the orange (plush) with cherry-coloured linings and facings, and the latters numerical strength was sometimes increased on state occasions by two or three stablemen in plush, without the cherry-coloured facings, who galloped frantically about, taking a sly cut at a hound whenever Jock wasnt near. These, with the Duke himself, were long Jocks great annoyance; but Jock was a free-spoken man, and would D the Duke just as soon as he would anybody else.

Now, however, Jock had got an addition to his troubles in the person of the young Earl of Marchhare whose idea of hunting consisted in riding at all the impossible places he could find. At the most critical moments of the chase, when perhaps the fox had been coursed by a cur, headed by shooter, or the already-failing scent had been rendered less by an impending storm, Swich, crash, hang! his lordship would come blundering head-formost through some impervious-looking place, right into the middle of the hounds, sending them right and left, laming if not killing one or two. Then Jock would rise in his stirrips and imprecate the dighted body as he called him, wishing him at Jericho beyond Jordan, or some other distant place. What made these performances more unbearable was, that the Duke was extremely parsimonious in the matter of hounds, never letting Jock buy any, though he was welcome to take what he could get in a gift; but as people do not generally give away their best hounds, the assortment was not very select. Still they made a good show at the meet, and with the aid of the extra yellow plush, and the green silk whop-cord, were kept in tolerable subjection, while the Duke talked and criticised them to his ignorant or obsequious friends in a way that made the long gray locks protruding beneath Jocks black velvet hunting cap shake with laughter.

The castle company, however, being chiefly composed of distinguished foreigners and parties who did not know or care much more about the matter than the Duke, the exhibition answered very well, and Jock having made the welkin ring with the roar of the hounds, and satisfied the keenness of the cocktails, by the capture of a ringer would trot away to a distant cover, leaving a couple of incorrigibles at this farm-house, and a couple at that, until he got himself suited with a somewhat steady pack for his afternoon fox. He would then exercise his Scotch prowess in catching another, unaided by the Dukes instructions, and uninterrupted by the notes of his silver horn. But perhaps the reader would like to have a day with his Graces hounds, for which purpose we would take a fresh chapter.


CHAPTER XLIII.

THE FIRST MONDAY IN NOVEMBER.
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THOUGH THE DUCHESS was extremely popular, In her own estimation at least, she did not care much to cultivate that quality in the country, relying on her London reputation for carrying her through. With a few exceptions, therefore, she used her country acquaintance merely as auxiliary to her London ones, sending for them when it suited her to have them, and snubbing them when it did not. The consequence was, that unless they were sent for, people did not care much to go, though they always cheerfully responded to a castle invitation of any sort  breakfast, dinner, dancing tea, ball, or what not. Her Graces impertinence was then placed under the head of high spirit  at other times it was censured, and people said they would not go again  nor did they  till the next time.

There not being any notabilities down at the castle, the flag flew on the tower on the first Monday in November, much as it would on the first Monday in May, indicating that the Duke and Duchess were alive, but did not want to be invaded. Of course the hounds figured in the list of appointments in the papers, and at the wonted hour  a quarter to eleven  Jock and whips were seen wending their way with them across the park to the accustomed eagle-winged cedars on the right of the castle, the orange coats of the men contrasting with the rich green tint of the trees. The landscape was presently further enlivened by the arrival of sundry scarlet and dark-coated equestrians, when the usual greetings and compliments were exchanged, followed by the usual recognition of hounds and identification of horses.

What! the old bay still going? Declare I didnt know the dun mare since she was clipped  good for another season I guess.

There was no hospitality used, not even a horn of ale or a bit of bread and cheese, the Duke never doing anything unless he over-did it. When Baron Bumperhausen and suite were at the castle in the spring, there was such indiscriminate profusion that all the grooms and helpers got drunk on hock and sparkling moselle. Mr. Haggish, however, was thankful that it was a banyan day, for, though no teetotaler himself, he had a great abhorrence of drinking, and always got rid of any crittur about him that could no keep itself sober. Besides, he thought the Dukes siller could be a deal better employed than in making all the people about fou.

What the davils the use of comin out to hunt if you want to drink! he would exclaim, as he saw a party of sots wheeling off to a public-house. Drinking and hunting are twar mens works! Drinking and hunting are twar mens works! he would continue, trotting briskly on with the hounds in hopes of finding and getting away with his fox before they came up again.

And now the green-coated red-vested Mr. Bagwell the pompous keeper, comes swaggering up with his gun on his leather-capped shoulder, in the supercilious sort of way these gentlemen do before hounds, as though they were the real boys for finishing the foxes. No circumlocution about keepers, cock, snap, bang, and hes over and under, perhaps before anybody knows anything about the matter. Bagwell and Jock of course are at variance, Jock thinking, and not unjustly, that the keeper is not altogether fair to the foxes. Their greetings are therefore brief and distant, with the usual amplitude of Mister  Mister Bagwell, Mister Haggish, for servants are always very respectful to each other. Mister Bagwell wants to know where Mister Haggish is going to draw, in order that he may look out for cock, to which Mister Haggish replies with a waive of the arm, A, arl oboot, arl aboot. This answer not conveying much information, Mr. Bagwell grounds his gun, adjusting his broad gold-laced hat on his carrotty head, sticks out his new leather-gaitered legs and proceeds to criticise the hounds to Mr. Morris the mole-catcher, who happens to be by. Seen a brighter coated lot, Mr. Morris, you and oi, observes he, after a searching scrutiny. Mr. Morris says nothing, for he doesnt want to rile Jock  who is very handy with his fists. He then tries Gripper the horse-breaker, who is introducing a chestnut filly to the hounds, but meets with no better success from him. Dry meet this, Mr. Stubbings, continues he, nothing daunted, now addressing the newly arrived half-drunken cow-doctor, whose rubicund nose gives promise of sympathy Dry meet, repeats he, adding, this usent to be the way at the castle.

Far batter for your halth! exclaims Jock, now shaking with vexation, far better for your halth.

Well, but a glass would do one no harm, replied Stubbings, drily.

Yas it would replied Jock, Yas it would; one glass begats another, till ye keep glass, glass, glassin all day, adding with a furious crack of his cords with his fist, I hate that glassin! Why the davil cant men stop at home and get their glasses. Halth and contantment say I, before all the glasses i the world!

The temperance discussion is now interrupted by a cloud of equestrians  red and black coats commingling with habits appearing in the distance, and advancing rapidly towards the hounds. All eyes turn in that direction, and speculation is rife as to who the ladies are.

One says they are the Miss Beauchamps of Somerville Tower, another the Dingwalls of Buteley, a third the Bedfords of Weston; but none of them guessed that they were the pretty Miss Springfields of Freelands Lawn, accompanied by their plain cousin, Mrs. Sparrow, playing propriety for Captain Ambrose Lightfoot, and young Mr. Netherwood of Viewforth House, who are making up to the ladies. However, on they come, speaking or chattering for themselves, and scarcely have they got the salutations returned, and their horses heads loosened, before a further reinforcement takes place, in the persons of the two Mr. Woodrosses of Daneley, Mr. Young of Helmsley, and Mr. Leyland Langford of Lesdale. Then high change commences, the ladies are complimented on their looks, the horses on their condition, and everything promises well for the day. Inquiries are made after the Duke and Duchess, and the usual answer received  their Graces quite well. Then, are they coming?

Cant tell, believe the Duke is; in the course of which inquiry fanner Freeman trots up on his pony, and the Union Doctor stops for a stare. Mr. Haggish moves the hounds to and fro on the circumscribed spot, and the whips make as much noise as they dare with Jock so near.

But who comes here with her flowing robe almost brushing the dew off the green sward as her light-actioned white pony tit ups gaily along, the riders mauve-coloured neck-tie fluttering on the light breeze. Who can it be? asks one, Who have we here! exclaims another, shading the sun from his eyes with his hand. Gentle reader you know, because you have seen horse and rider before, though under somewhat different circumstances, namely in the clothes basket, going into Mayfield. Yes, it is Miss Rosa; Rosa on the same pretty white pony, now clipped and looking all the better for the operation; Rosa dressed in the neatest of habits, and the prettiest of hats, with a beautiful well tagged foxs brush curling gracefully round the crown. As she advances, she gradually reins in her steed, and at length approaches the pack at a walk. Hats and caps then rise in her honour, after which the parties compose themselves for a stare.

A sporting parson once asked his bishop if he thought there would be any harm in his hunting? to which his lordship replied, He did not think there would, provided the parson didnt tally ho; and Miss Rosa would seem to have taken somewhat similar counsel, for she occasionally shows when the meet is near home, without professing to follow the hounds. The gallantry of the gentlemen, however, especially of those who dont like risking their necks, is so great that she generally gets piloted about through farm onsteads, down bye lanes, along rising ground, in a way that enables her to see quite as much as a good many aspiring youths who aggravate themselves and their horses into a lather. So after Larkspur has been riding at Hopkins, and Buckler or Burstem at Cramner, taking the most improvident places, and thinking to have shaken off all the field, just as those oon-founded cross roads intervene, and Haggishs hand is high in the air, praying for silence, Miss comes spurting down a green siding, having seen all the fun from afar. Then Jack having hit off the scent at a meuse, gives one of his unmistakable yells, and forthwith the scramble is renewed and away they all go as before. It was after one of these circuitous performances, in which she was gallantly led by Lord Lovedale, that the gay brush we now see responding to her movements superseded the rigid pheasants wings then in her hat. Still she is not a fox-hunter, only a young lady who occasionally goes to the meet to see the hounds throw off, and such is her errand on the present occasion. The old gentleman in the snuff-coloured coat, with the drab shorts and gaiters, on the high ewe-necked bay mare, is the groom-gardener now in attendance on the beauty. She does not come into the crowd like the Miss Springflelds, who are mounted on full-sized horses, but hovers on the margin as though she may be going on to the Castle, or only taking advantage of a ride in the park on this an open privileged day. Still the Miss Springflelds think it very bold of her coming in that unprotected way without any chaperone, and are glad they have enlisted cousin Sparrow in their service. Miss Bertha is much consoled by Captain Lightfoot declaring that he does not think anything of Rosa. If he does not, however, others do, and she presently becomes what the elegant writers term the cynosure oi all eyes, as she puts her pretty little pony about.

But come, it is nearly twelve oclock, and the unpunctual Duke of Tergiversation, having at length got all his letters read and papers skimmed  home news, foreign news, fashionable intelligence  and himself installed in a epic and span new scarlit coat, with orange-coloured collar and cuffs, though Ids last years coat was not a quarter worn out, thinks he may as well take a little horse-exercise and show himself to the country, if he does nothing more. So sending his valet to announce to the Earl of Marchhares valet that he is ready, he puts on a shiny new hat, and proceeds towards the grand staircase, where he is presently joined by his equally glossy son.

Though we said that the Duke was still young and curly, we omitted to mention whether his curls were dark or light, or indeed to give any general description of his person; and as this may be as convenient a place for drawing his portrait as any, we will deviate for a brief space to introduce it.

Lord Marchhare may be considered in a manner as sitting for his likeness too, for he is the exact duplicate of his noble father, with the exception of being dark like the Duchess, instead of fair like the Duke. First, then, for the father. His Grace is of a good person, rather above the middle size, with a handsome, well-whiskered oval face, enlivened with pleasant blue eyes and an engaging smile, well calculated to throw a stranger off his guard. His conversation is agreeable, his manners free and easy, and his flattery delicate and insinuating. In fact, for cozening or moulding men to his mind, the Duke has not his equal anywhere, and is not at all scrupulous what he asks people to do. As we said before, he considers that every one has his price. Take the same sized man, but of course slighter, for the Earl, with dark hair and dark eyes instead of light hair and light eyes, with moustache and imperial instead of imperial only, and a voluble tongue attuned to talk nonsense, and a fair idea may be formed of the two.

Let us now get them mounted.

Well, Marchhare, I suppose we should be going, said the Duke, drawing on a pair of clean white doe-skin gloves as they met on the landing preparatory to making a descent to their horses. This is the first day, added he, and people will expect us to be punctual.

Which we shall not be, observed the Earl, producing his watch and showing that it wanted a few minutes to twelve.

Ah, well, never mind, first day, rejoined the Duke, gives people time to look over the hounds. Dare say Mr. Haggish will manage to amuse them.

They then accomplished the descent of the broad staircase, and were met in the inner entrance by an overpowering phalanx of servants  men out of livery, men in livery  men in half-livery, some with their whips, some with their sandwiches, some with their sherry, who escorted them to the great doors, which were thrown open as if Daniel Lambert himself were coming, and disclosed the sheeted horses waiting for their riders. These were presently run up under the vestibule; one man holds a horses head, another a stirrup, while a third sweeps the clothing over the tail, and father and son are presently in their saddles, apparently to their mutual satisfaction. Stirrups are felt and approved, reins drawn, and away they go, the Duke on a gray, the Earl on a bay. The doors are then closed, the late obsequious household then run for their hats, liveries are exchanged for mufti; housemaids in hoops expand their parasols, and a pedestrian party presently emerges from the Castle.

And now, as the great men approach the pack, respectful demeanour begins to simmer and gradually boils up into a general irruption of politeness  hats and caps go off simultaneously, Mr. Bagwells gold laced hat making as fine an aerial sweep as any of them.

I thought your Grace was no coomin, observed Jock, replacing his black cap on the straggling gray locks of his big bald head. I was just agoing to throw off without ye, added he.

Oh, come, I was sure to come, replied the Duke; never miss a day if I can possibly help it  only affairs of State must be attended to, his Grace looking round on his satellites as he spoke to see whom he should recognise specifically. Good morning, Young!  How are you, Mr. Field? Hope you are well, Mr. Langdale? fine hunting day, Mr. Netherwood, honouring him with a shake of the hand and an inquiry after his parents. Meanwhile Lord Marchhare takes a survey of the fair, shakes hands with the Miss Springfields, and hopes Mrs. Sparrow is well and all the little Sparrows, whose name is legion. And here we may mention that Lord Marchhares other foible, besides breaking his neck, was breaking his heart. He was constantly falling in love with some adorable creature, from whose delicious poison there was no cure, save getting him another charmer. If he had been of age he would have had to stand a dozen breaches of promise actions, or compromise them on the usual uncomfortable principle of being the offender. The law does not consider that the lady can make the advances, though perhaps a jury of matrons might find the reverse. Be that, however, as it may, lady had succeeded lady very rapidly, and these belonging more to the aristocracy of usefulness than the aristocracy of birth; and as no woman, however humble, who has seen the popular pantomime of Cinderella, but thinks she herself might be manufactured into a duchess, so our noble friend, if he will allow us to call him so, had caused ideal coronets to spring up very promiscuously. His Lordships present liaison was Miss Wrigglesworth the milliner, of Tillingford, a lady of great personal attractions, though somewhat his senior, an advantage that she knew how to turn to account. She was a dark haired, dark eyed, spacious, well hooped woman, a great contrast to little Clara Brown the bakers daughter, of Maplehurst, whom she had supplanted. But mark the fickleness of man! No sooner had Miss Rosa disclosed her pearly teeth with a smile, in return for his Lordships upraised hat, than away went Wriggles worth, hoops and all.

A clever woman knows when she has hit her man, just as well as Bagwell knows when he has hit his bird; and as his lordship turned his horse inside her pony to accompany her in the now onward movements of the hounds, she felt a sort of thrill of Marchhareishness come over her, and the glittering flag, and the sun-bright panes of the lofty castle, seemed to beckon her to its towers; she shook out her habit and re-adjusted her seat with delight. His lordship who had a voluble well-hung tongue, opened out with great vehemence and glee; praised her hat and her habit and her pony and her appearance generally. Indeed, the Duke who saw what was going on, rather wished that he had kept to Miss Wriggles worth, who he would be less likely to marry than a girl like Miss Rosa.

However, like a sensible man he kept that to himself, knowing that opposition sometimes promotes what is meant to prevent. His Grace of course, wished to see his son marry a lady who would bring something more into the family than her petticoats and her pedigree as his Duchess had done, and had submitted many great heiresses to his sons notice, who however had all been declined on the score of want of looks  good looks were a sine qud non with the Earl. However, the Duke hopes for the best, and trots on between the Miss Springfields as if there was nothing whatever disturbing his mind. Thus they pass through the home farm-yard, under the right wing of the castle, and are presently at the decoy on the north side, which is always drawn first. What with various supplementary detachments, the field may now number some forty or fifty horsemen of one sort and another.


CHAPTER XLIV.

TALLY HO!
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VOOI IN THERE! cries Jock, as the hounds reach the south end of the decoy, and at the accustomed sound they desert his horses heels, and proceed, each leisurely in his line, to draw through the moss, and reeds, and sedges, splashing and jumping and picking their way as they go. It is not a usual find (unless Bagwell has arranged matters beforehand), but the ladies in the castle like to see the sight, and now throng the terrace for the purpose. And very pretty the scene is with the rich varied evergreens, enlivened with the rich varied hues of the hunters, the cheer of the huntsman, the screams of the ducks, with the awe-stricken deer forming in groups among the browning ferns on the undulating hills in the distance, wondering if the commotion is directed against them.

Twang, twang, twang, presently goes Jocks horn; tweet, tweet, tweet, goes the Dukes, for he likes to have a blow no matter why, and often aggravates Jock by its use. But the Duke is a man who thinks he has an instincitve knowledge of everything, and has only to take up a subject to become a professor. Out the hounds come at the duplicate summons, and Jock having got the majority of them around him, feels great Grampian gently with his spur and trots briskly away, crying, cop, come away, cop, come away, to the hounds as he goes. He then gets them well in advance of the field, being always das parately afraid lest any of the horses should tread on their tails. The field then mingle promiscuously, red coats with black, and black with rustic drab, the Earl still adhering to the fair lady on the pony which seems as lively as her mistress. So they go past the keepers lodge, round Hewfield hill, and over Stebbings Bridge to Branchley.

The warren is the next draw; but Bag having the rabbits for his perquisite, takes care not to harbour any vermin, however there is no harm in running the hounds through, and the line lies past a series of most inviting park hurdles, which Lord Marchhare always makes a point of jumping as he goes. His dark eyes sparkle as he approaches the first flight, and pointing them out to Miss Rosa with his whip, he draws his horse together and shoots him over like an arrow from a bow. He then pulls him up on the far side, and wheeling about charges the reverse way, Miss of course expressing her trepidation, by a slightly suffused eyelid which is not lost upon his lordship as he returns to her side. He thinks she is extremely pretty and great Miss Wrigglesworth is altogether eclipsed by the wearer of the fox-brushed hat. He wont ride over any more rails if she wishes him not. And of course she does wish him not.

Hark! Whats that? Tally ho! so it is, and already Haggish has his white horse by the head, and is striving over the green sward to get to the place. Its Will Ranger, the under keepers voice, who has just shook a bag fox, a regular Leadenhall gentlemen, down in Knotty-Ash Glen, and after hiding the sack, and viewing him away, is making as much noise as he can to delude people into the belief that hes a wild one. Every body is now suddenly seized with a spurt of activity, the Duke gets out his horn and blows most profusely, the yellow whips holloo and crack their whips, though every hound is away, caps are adjusted, and hats thrust down upon brows, and Bagwell hurries up the Obelisk Hill for a view, as though he had never seen the fox before. As he goes he loses the invoice for him out of his pocket.

And now the hurricane of hounds get to the place, and old black faced Bummager, with a vigorous dash to the point, hits off the scent with a yell, which the body of the pack endorse, and away they go up the echoing glen with a roar, the reverberating hills seemingly take pleasure in repeating the sound. How the leading hounds reach the lowering banks of the end of the glen, and a slight overshoot occurs, the ox having changed his mind on viewing the wide-stretching water meadows in front so unlike his late confined residence in London, and has popped back into cover below the shelving rocks by the brook.

Banger, however, being there with his whip to confiront him, the fox again turns tail, and puts his head to the formidable unknown open, going in that confused zigzag sort of way that makes a huntsman doubt whether he is after a fox or a hare. It must be a hare! Ho 
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Fugleman speaks! It must be a fox! and Jock cheers the pack on the line.

For a lawn meet perhaps a bag fox answers a better purpose than a wild one, for he shows in so many places that a wild one would avoid as greatly to increase the excitement of his followers. There is nothing so exhilarating as a view of the fox. It converts the field into a sort of Joint Stock Company on the limited liability principle, no one being obliged to go further than he likes. So it was on the present occasion. As Lord Marchhare piloted his fair charge along the brow of the undulating Martindale hills, with Jock cheering on his hounds in the green water-shining valley below, his lordship viewed the fox stealing round the middle of Canonridge hill, with his old enemies the crows, too plainly denoting his line.

Y-o-onder he goes! cried his lordship, pointing him out to the lady. Y-o-onder he goes! a regular flyer!

Where? asked Miss Rosa, straining her pretty blue eyes in the direction of Gilden Clump, instead of Canonridge Hill.

There! there! just where the sheep are  now you see them running! exclaimed his lordship. The fox is above them!

Oh, I see! replied Miss Rosa, with increased animation, I see, just crossing the green by the gate so saying, she got her pony by the head, and touching him lightly with her gold-mounted whip, scuttled after her excited leader as fast as it could lay its little legs to the ground. The consequence was, they crossed the line of the fox on the Warden and Lancroft Road, and brought the hounds to a momentary standstill, thereby causing a general objurgation of their followers from Jock as he came bustling up the hill on the line. Having, however, pretty well settled in his mind what he was after, he swung the hounds boldly to the left, to give the fox a little more law, and then let them make their own cast, despite the entreaties of the field to get them on to Homers Mill, from whence the fox had been seen to cross to Nunfield House. Jock, however, pretended to think otherwise, at all events, he inclined to let the hounds make it out for themselves. Not that it is a case of long concealment, for confinement has made the poor animal carry his own condemnation, and Trumpeter and Rallywood flinging well in advance, proclaim the line with most unmistakable energy. Away they all score to cry, now Trumpeter leading, now Tuneable, and presently Pilot, making direct for the mill, then over the water meadows, and so on by the gravel-pits up to the hill, on which the fox was viewed  the line extremely comfortable, with bridle-gates and grass belts on the ploughed fields. No occasion for leaping, though, if his lordship had not been so pleasantly engaged, he would have found occupation for his horse among the high stone walls of the hill enclosures. As it is, he cheers Miss Rosa along, promising her the brush if they kill. It is not, however, quite killing time yet, for a light breeze helps poor reynard down wind, and fear and freedom lend a little impetus to his cramped limbs. Still he runs bewildered; and instead of making for the main earths at Kesterton Rocks, as a native would have done, he turns short on the far side of Canonridge Hill, and retraces his steps on the other side. This détour would have been convenient for some in a hard run, but where little Snowdrop is going at her ease, there is no want of breathing time.

When people dont know a country, and some never learn one, a twisting run is as good as a straight one, and Lord Marchhare being one of the innocent order, he kept piloting Miss Rosa carefully through gates and other shirking conveniences believing they were having a capital thing. Meanwhile the hounds go tearing and screeching along, every one with a scent, each striving and racing to be first. Jock keeps hollowing them on, hoping they will make as much of the run as will prevent the majority of the field wanting another. So he lets the hounds cast, and fling, and feather, and do all the work for themselves, though he could have put an immediate stop to the performance by a lift if he liked. Thus they go most jovially down Summerlands banks, skirting Tangleton brake, on to Copsewood House and Alum Hill, the fox very little before them, and each moment making that little less. The persecution now becomes too intense, for not only are three-and-twenty couple of great frantic fox-hounds, and two squeaking ignominious terriers leagued against him, but every clown and cur dog in the country makes common cause, as though he had been the abductor of all the geese, turkeys, and hens instead of never having been within a hundred miles of their hen-roosts before. Here he is!

Yonder he goes!

Hoop! hoop! Tally ho! Tally ho!

Have at him, Towler! good dog! greet him at every point, until baffled and stupid he totters and rolls into an adjoining hedge-row, The pushing pack overrun the scent, a momentary lull ensues, quickly followed by a lusty WHO-HOOP! as Novice and Traveller return to the spot and dispatch him. Its Jocks death-knell, who, hearing the fatal cranch, throws himself from his horse, and comes tearing through an apparently impracticable boundary fence composed of blackthorn and whitethorn entwined with honeysuckle and ivy  the blind ditch full of the luxuriance of rank grass and fern. Through it Jock tears, regardless of scratches, but the sight of such an obstacle is too great for the Arl, as Jock calls his lordship, who hustling his hone, sends him at it full tilt, and landing with his fore-feet in the ditch, shoot his lordship well over his head into the next field. Rosa shrieked, as she saw by the undue elevation of the horses tail what had happened, a very different expression to what was elicited from Jock, who exclaimed, as he saw his young master regaining his legs after his headforemost flight, A! whats the dighted body loupen at! and immediately proceeded to handle his fox. His lordship, however, being used to Jocks politeness, and also quick on his legs, is at his now staring horse by the time Jock has extricated his fox from the hounds, when remounting, he at the fence a little lower down, and taking it on and off, returned handsomely to the place from whence he came. Miss Rosa having brushed the rising tears from her eyes, returns her well-ciphered lace-fringed kerchief to the saddle-pocket just as Jock struggles back through the formidable fence with his fox, followed by the now baying clamorous pack, rushing and pushing, and nearly upsetting him as he goes.
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The fox is then thrown carelessly on the green sward, the mortuary circle is formed, hounds and pedestrians in the middle, equestrians outside, and as Jock whips off the brush, a sort of general impeachment of the foxs morality is made, Billy Buckwheat declaring that he is the identical thief that stole all their hens, while Tom Thistlewaite vows that he could swear to the rascal among a thousand. Thinks he just sees him now carrying off a turkey on his back. So, on the principle of giving a dog a bad name and hanging him, they give the fox a bad one and eat him. While the pack are contending for the unsavoury remains, Headstrong wrangling with Hostile for a haunch, and Pillager chasing Luckylass for a leg, Lord Marchhare, having dismounted, possessed himself of the brush, and drawn it to and fro through his Frangipane-scented cambric kerchief, proceeds to present to Miss Rosa, regretting that the one in her pretty hat prevents him the pleasure of placing it there, but praying to he allowed to decorate her pony, whereupon with the aid of a piece of string he fastens it into the headstall, declaring that she looked quite charming, and worthy of being painted. And Miss Rosa simpered and smiled, and felt thoroughly delighted; was so glad that the Miss Springfields were there to see. And the Miss Springfields curled up their noses, and wondered she had not put the brush in her hat along with the other one. This having completed the ceremony, his lordship and the rest of the dismounted ones resume their horses, and the Duke turning to Jock asks what he will do next?

A, what your Grace pleases, replied Jock, well knowing what would suit the Duke best.

Another run would please me most, repled his Grace, but where to get ones the thing.

Why, we maun just trot on to Lighthomep bushes, replied Jock, its na use potterin on about Trouble-hill or Twycross banks.

Why not? asked the Duke.

Why not? retorted Jock, angrily, Why not? why, because theyve bin and stole all the foxes! Stole all the foxes, as Im a livin man! Theres no greater folly than folks buying foxes  very likely buying their own back again. Soon come to havin their fox and their fish down by the same train. However, if your Grace thinks we can do any good nearer nor the bushes we had better go and see, for the days fast spending, and the nights begin to be longer than they were, Jock hoisting his great self on to Grampian as he spoke. He then called his hounds together, and, without waiting for orders, cleared them of the crowd, and trotted briskly away, feeling pretty sure that the Duke would not follow.

Jock was right; for the Duke, after looking at his watch, thought he had taken as much exercise as would insure him an appetite for dinner; and suddenly recollecting that he had a great arrear of letters to write, he reined in his horse, while those who were going with the hounds passed onwards, and those who, like himself, had had enough, turned away, and dispersed right and left. And Miss Rosa being rejoined by old gaiters, smiled a sweet adieu to the Earl, and was presently cantering homewards with the gay trophy nodding merrily over ponys nose. Jock, with a choice few, then trotted off to the bushes, and effaced the recollection of the bagman by a chivey after a wild fox which finally beat him at dusk.


CHAPTER XLV.

MISS ROSAS RETURN.
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O Rosa, my love, Im so glad youve got back! exclaimed her parent, rising from her little work-table and hurrying up to the window.

Well Mamma, and what do you think of this? repeated Miss Rosa, putting her ponys head straight before her.

Of what? asked Mamma, not seeing what she meant.

Of this, said Miss Rosa, pointing with her tiny whip to the decoration on the ponys head.

What, another! exclaimed Mrs. McDermott, with unfeigned surprise; well, whose is it this time?

Miss Rosa (archly) Guess.

Well, the Duke, perhaps, suggested Mamma, after a pause, seeing by her daughters face it was some one she was proud of.

Guess again! exclaimed she, with increased glee.

Well then, Lord Marchhare, replied Mamma, now naming the gentleman she was inclined to do at first.

Lord Marchhare it was replied Miss Rosa, with due emphasis  Lord Marchhare it was repeated she, fastened it into Snowdrops head with his own hands.

Indeed, smiled Mamma, evidently not thinking so much of the triumph as her daughter.

Fastened it with his own hands, Mamma, before the Miss Springfields and a whole host of other people  Captain Lightfoot, and I dont know who else.

That was nice, rejoined Mamma, still fearing the compliment would not lead to a coronet. Im glad you went, for it has been a beautiful day, and the country must have been charming.

Well, but about the brush! Dont you think it was very nice? asked Miss Rosa, patting her pony.

Oh, very nice, replied Mamma; only I hope you didnt show you thought so?

Certainly not, retorted Miss Rosa, bridling up certainly not  Im not quite so unused to civility as that.

And how did the Duke seem to take it? asked Mamma, after a pause.

Oh, the Duke was quite affable and agreeable  didnt seem to think it anything uncommon.

Ah, Im afraid that would be the case, rejoined Mamma; he would look upon it as one of his lordships matters of course.

Oh, you do so like to tease me, retorted Rosa, jerking her elbows.

No, my dear, indeed I dont, replied Mrs. McDermott, calmly; only you know its well to look at the case in all its bearings.

Bearings! my dear Mamma, there are no bearings! I only said Lord Marchharc rode about with me, and gave me the brush when we killed.

Oh, rode about with you, did he? replied Mamma; well, thats more like the thing.

Yes, regularly chaperoned me, rejoined the somewhat pacified Miss; told me what to take and what to avoid. In fact, if it hadnt been for him, I should not have stayed for the run. He kept coaxing me on, and on, and on, till at last we came to a finish by killing.

Mamma And then he put the foxs brush in your bridle.

Rosa Yes, he couldnt well do it before, continued she, laughing. because the fox was wearing it himself, you know.

I see, said Mrs. McDermott, who had now mastered the whole story  find, flurry, finish, flirtation, and all.

Well, Im sure Im glad to see you safe back, my dear, continued Mamma, eyeing her pretty daughter regardfully. I began to be uneasy about you, only I thought you might have gone to the castle.

Castle! There was no castle to-day, replied Rosa; nobody out but the Duke and my lord.

No Duchess? asked Mrs. McDermott.

No Duchess, replied Rosa, with a shake of her head heard nothing about her, in fact  she doesnt show, you know, unless she has company, or there is some one she thinks it worth her while being civil to. No poor little me, you know, nor yet the Miss Springfields, nor yet Cousin Sparrow.

Well, never mind, my dear, youve done very well, replied the satisfied parent, youve done very well. So now put up your pony, and let us have dinner; for you must be hungry, and it is long past the hour, and cook will be cross, and its no use making her angry about nothing, you know. So saying, Mrs. McDermott closed the half-opened ground-reaching window, and Rosa turning her pony about, trotted away to deliver it up to old Gaiters at the stable. That worthy, having housed his own horse, had rushed into the house as well to refresh his frame with a draught of mild ale, as to tell the establishment the wonderful events of the day. How the Earl had selected their young lady to ride with, how he had led her through the country, and finally, given her the brush; a piece of intelligence that was presently confirmed by our heroine re-entering by the back way, bearing the trophy triumphantly in her hand. And the conversation both in kitchen and parlour that evening took a very ambitious coronetted turn, the maids all going for the greatness, while Mrs. Gaiters, who had seen something of life, took the more moderate hope-for-the-best tone.


CHAPTER XLVI.

SIVIN AND FOUR AGAIN.
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MONEY, MONEY, MONEY, being our rich mans sole end and aim, he was as cunning in getting it as a rat-catcher is at getting the rats to take his traps. Moreover, he had been tried in so many different ways,  bad bills, middling bills, forged bills, bad securities, middling securities, no securities  that he fancied himself half a lawyer, and talked and argued as if he were a whole one. This being a sort of character that a real lawyer does not like, our friend had been bowed out by independent practitioners and had now taken refuge under the pliant ignorance of young Mr. Saplington, who did his private business for nothing, in consideration of what he got out of the bank for writing on or before letters, issuing latitats and missives of the forcing imperative order. Our Banker, indeed, would seem to have a natural relish and appreciation for the law, for whenever he got a bundle of title-deeds into his possession, he would set-to and read every document from end to end, no matter how mouldy or musty, and seemed thoroughly to enjoy their dreary headaching contents. Then, having them once into his clutches, no power on earth could induce him to let them go out of his sight until he got his money repaid. Saplington might come and copy them in his little den at the bank for anybody wanting to know their contents, but no taking away even to Saplingtons office, and as soon as the dinner hour came, back they were bundled into the tin box, the Bramah lock replaced, and the whole returned to the vast abyss of the strong iron safe. Many thousand acres of land had been compressed within its solid sides, many cornstacks, many haystacks, many flocks and herds, many horses and implements of husbandry.

With a man so exact, even in a loan, with all the circumjacent contrivances to protect him, it is needless to say that in an out-and-out purchase he was consistently cautious, and Docket and he having at length got a deal, and the difficulty of the case might be thought to be over, lo and behold! it would seem to be only beginning, just as in matrimony, the difficulties are often all to come to, after the parties themselves think everything is smoothly settled, and are announcing the fact to their already well-aware friends.

Mr. Goldspink would seem to have conjured up all the blots and defects of all the titles he and his predecessors had ever had through their hands since the establishment of the bank in sivinteen hundred and sivinty-four, and to have invested Garlandale with the whole of them. Like Gil Biass mule, the title would seem to be all faults. The consequence was that he made Mr. Saplington put so many points and doubts, and queries, and draw his attention to so many things, that Mr. James Habendum, the conveyancer of the Temple, naturally concluded the Banker was an unwilling purchaser, wanting to be off his bargain. Now it so happened that the title was singularly clear, twist it as he would, Mr. Habendum could make nothing against it  nothing fatal at least  for it must be a marvellous title that a keennosed lawyer cannot take some exceptions to, but the evident anxiety of the party made him set his best wits to work to try if he could accommodate him, when he hit upon the following instance of the beautiful simplicity of our real property laws.

There had been a trust-money mortgage on the estate some forty years before, and between the time of making the mortgage and paying it off a new trustee, one Mr. Cracknel Cauldfield, had been appointed, which enabled Mr. Habendum to suggest that unless the death of the original trustee and the due appointment of his successor could be shown, the money (notwithstanding the surviving trustee joined in the receipt) might have been wrongly paid, and an intending purchaser might have to pay it over again  and this, after the lapse of the forty years, during which no claim for either principal or interest had ever been made; and Mr. Habendum further played as he thought into the Bankers hands by saying that unless the vendor could show all this, a Court of Equity would not enforce the performance of the contract. The Banker was appalled when he read the opinion. It would have done Mr. Habendum good to have seen how he took it. Sivin and fours elivin! exclaimed he to Mr. Saplington as that gentleman presented him in his little den at the bank with what he too thought would be an agreeable document, Sivin and fours elivin and eighty-four is ninety-five, and a underd-and-one is a underd and ninety-six. Why this is indeed a tremendous announcement!  a lamentable discovery! Thought the title seemed as clear as the sun at noon-day, and here have I gone and told Mrs. Goldspink and she has told Mrs. Wedlock, and Mrs. Wedlock will have told Mrs. Sinney, and it will be all over the town that Ive bought the estate, and now I havent got it. Oh dear! Oh dear! continued he, wringing his fat hands in despair, one should never holla without leave of the lawyers! so saying, he sunk into the old hard-seated semi-circular chair in which he had spent so much time, and calculated so much agreeable money.

Presently he became more composed, and looked at the matter in a different light. Sirin, and fours elivin, said he, crossing his fat legs and dry-sharing his chin, and forty-one is fifty-two; its lucky praps that things have turned out as they have done. If I had set-to and built a messunge, tenement, or dwelling-house, with the appurtenances, and just as I got my carpets cut, and all on the square, this horrid old Cracknel Cauldfield had cast up from the continent, from Holland, or Flushing, or wherever he has been hiding, demanding the whole in the name of the Queen, or of Sir Alexander Cockburn, Baronet, at Westminster, I should have been in a pretty predicament; wholly, entirely, completely ruined. Mr. Saplington then essayed to pacify him by pointing out that Mr. Goldspink would not lose the estate, but would only have to pay the mortgage -money over again; whereupon the banker seized upon the unfortunate word only, and worked it in a way that plainly showed he did not think it any trifle paying for a place twice over.

At length, having let off his vehemence, he began to take matters in a more amiable mood; and, now, for the first time, enlightened Mr. Saplington with the fact that he really wanted to buy the estate, and was not nibbling at it as an investment, or for the sake of covering a loan, and though he could not think of touching without the flaw being removed, he instructed Mr. Saplington to inform Mr. Docket that he should expect Mr. Docket to produce Mr. Cracknel Cauldfield dead or alive, to clear up the mystery about the money. And the lawyer having taken his departure, the Banker added another doubt to his long list of legal difficulties.

Wouldnt he take care for the future to see that trustees were properly appointed! He would take nothing for granted. No, not even that he had a nose on his face without seeing it. And the inviting smell of roast goose now invading his den, our friend locked the opinion up in his safe, and proceeded to the discussion of meure agreeable matters.


CHAPTER XLVII.

MR. TOM TAILINGS.
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WE MENTIONED INCIDENTALLY that our hero, Mr. Jasper Goldspink, had a sporting chum, the ostlers son at the Bear and Ragged Staff Inn, at Mayfield, and coming performances requiring that he should be more specifically introduced, we will here take the liberty of doing so, His name was Tailings, Mr. Thomas Tailings, son of the bow-legged old ostler, who had fairly worn off his cow-lock by touching it for eleemosynary shillings and sixpences, for hoisting half-drunken farmers and others on to their horses. Old Tom had a good strain of sporting blood in his nerves, being a son of the well-known old Tailings, the ostler at the Eclipse Inn at Easingwold, in the palmy days of eight out and four in and though Tailings, the father, had never been able to recreate his sporting propensities as he could wish, yet he was right glad to see wor Tom, as he called his son, in a better position, more particularly as the pursuit brought him in money, and caused him to rise from the obscurity of fustian into the smart bow-legged swell, whiffing his cigar, with his dirty-nailed hands deeply ensconsed in his well puckered peg-top trouser pockets, so familiar to turfites on a variety of race-courses. Notwithstanding the garnish of dress, however, there is still the same manifest likeness between Tailings the father, and Tailings the son, as there is between Her Most Gracious Majestys profile on a half-crown, and Her Most Gracious Majestys profile on a half-penny; the same square Tailings face, the same Tailings pug nose, the same little ferrety eye, the same sly mouth, above all, the same beautiful bow-legs, so inviting to a headstrong run-a-way pig to pop through.

Although it is pleasant in this hard-featured money-striving world, to see honest, plodding industry gradually surmount the difficulties of life, and rise to eminence and distinction; yet there is no such feeling engendered in beholding the mushroom exhalations of the turf expanding under the sunshine of prosperity; for somehow the critturs, as Jock Haggish would call them, never know how to behave themselves. They always do something preposterous, either burst out into gaudy-coloured liveries, or carriages with two grooms in the rumble, or make some such outrageous extravagant display as causes the public to laugh, and their comrades to blush for their impudence.

Indeed we do not know, but that compelling them to exhibit themselves in some such way, is the best punishment for their audacity; for assuredly there is no position in which a man who has no business in one, feels so awkward as when shut up in a close carriage. The contortions of a half-drunken sailor enjoying himself is nothing to it; for Jack thinks it is all right, and that everybody is envying him, while the poor turfite is soon most painfully convinced that everybody is laughing at him, even to the servants who take pay for sitting behind him. Fancy the honour of serving a blackleg! Somehow the service is generally of short duration, for, as we have said before, turf-gotten money never seems to prosper, the recipients being up to-day and down to-morrow. Like moths they flutter round the candle of prosperity, and then suddenly extinguish themselves, either with more betting, or brandy and water, or perhaps with a combination of both.

Mr. Tom Tailings, at the time of our story, had just about got to the half-way house of turf prosperity  the period of existence that in the corresponding life of an artisan, would lead him to call for sherry and water instead of ale, wine-drinking being considered by some as the first stage on the road to gentility. Tailings, however, was a good deal in advance of the sherry; he called for champagne, a beverage that is also a good deal in advance of its time, seeing that there is about quadruple the quantity consumed that the vineyards produce. However, Tom paid for it as champagne, and he had a right to call it so if he liked. In addition to the fine clothes, the fine ties, the fine pins, and the excellent sparkling, Tom had secured some two or three hundred pounds, which he complimented by calling thousands, or thoosands, as he pronounced it; and leg-like, he yearned to display it. If a trader gets into a good thing he keeps it to himself, or perhaps runs it down while he quietly feathers his nest; but a leg likes to be noisy, and brawling, and attracting attention.

Kind fortune soon sent Mr. Tom the means of distinguishing himself. It so happened that the ill luck of the Forty Thieves, pursued them to the end of the season, and made them resolve at the end of the hay and straw meeting, to convert some of their horses into money; and steam enabling a man to be anywhere and everywhere, Mr. Tom Tailings duly appeared with our hero among the select circle formed round the temporary rostrum of Mr. Dweller, the auctioneer, who was entrusted with the dispersion of the draft, to affect the sale of which of course a good many were introduced into the catalogue that were not meant to be parted with, except at full, or perhaps fancy, prices.

Time was that the tap of the auctioneers hammer was supposed to denote the conversion of property into money, but modern science long since introduced a custom,  chiefly among household goods but now extended to horses, and perhaps to everything else  whereby the efforts of the auctioneer are but preliminary to the completion of the transfer, the intermediate process being what is technically called the knock out. At every sale there are certain parties present who are ready to take things at their own price; but this of course, not being agreeable to the honourable fraternity generally, they form themselves into a sort of joint-stock company, for the purpose of running up any bond fide bidder who declines to avail himself of the terms of the knock out. If, however, an intending purchaser does agree to come in, then one of the party bids, and the rest direct their energies to ridiculing and running down the lot  declaring, if a carpet, that a person can see through it; if a carriage, that the wheels are so rotten the wood wont hold the nails; and if a horse, that he is either touched in the wind, or so slow, that a man could beat him on foot, by which means in nine cases out of ten perhaps, where the property is for absolute sale, they succeed in getting it at half its real value. The hammer having fallen, then comes the real legitimate  or, more correctly speaking, illegitimate sale; the late runners down now become the runners up, the lot is assessed at something like its fair value, and the transaction closes with a gain to both buyers, and, of course, a loss to the owner of the property; and also to the auctioneer, who is thus defrauded, or at all events, deprived of a portion of his fees.

That is now a common process, and it seems that where honour has ceased to exist amongst thieves, no number  not even forty  will restore its equilibrium; for the united confederates were subjected to the same treatment on the reduction of their stud, as old farmer Hobnail would have to undergo on the seizure of his pigs, and his poultry for rent. Our new acquaintance, Mr. Tailings, having a half-cousin in the knock out line, commissioned him to bid for two or three lots, whose pedigrees and performances did not threaten to make too great a hole in his thoosands, and after the usual amount of laughing, throat-squeezing, rib-thumping, trottings up and trottings down, with exhortations from Mr. Dweller to the company to bid, a very good-looking bay colt, with a white ratch down its face, called Honest Billy, by Pickpocket, was knocked down at an apparently very low figure.

The same observation that we made with regard to peoples heads, namely, that no amount of outward inspection will enable a person to say where the brains arc, and where they are not, applies also to the speed, if not to the endurance of horses, for assuredly no one seeing an animal huddled up in straw, or at exercise in sheeting and hoods, or trotting along to the excitement of the hammer, can predict how he may be endowed with speed on a suitable course, with ground to his mind, and all the other contingencies that constitute the uncertainties of a race. True, the Forty Thieves had tried Honest Billy, and found him wanting; but then, the thieves go for the great stakes, whereas our confederates were only nibblers, who would be content with the pickings of the minor courses, and Tailings half-cousin intimating that our friends might be good customers, the members of the knock out, consented to let them have the horse for twenty pounds more than they gave. And so our hero was launched on the turf.

Honest Billy, however, was not destined to retrieve his lost laurels under his old name, for the purchase being made just at the time that the Banker incautiously hollod about the estate, it was resolved that it would only be a proper compliment to call the horse after the property, namely, Garlandale. So Honest Billy was duly rechristened under a proper discharge of the best sparkling, and many predictions were indulged in as to the money he would win, and the cups and trophies with which he would decorate the sideboard of the dining-room in the projected new Hall. How far the anticipations were fulfilled will appear as we proceed in our story.


CHAPTER XLVIII.

MR. CRACKNEL CAULDFIELD.
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WHAT A WONDERFUL institution is The Times! It is a perfect modern miracle. It has kept increasing for the last five-and-twenty years, till it is nearly the size of the table-cloth on which it is laid every morning at breakfast-time. No one feels fit to confront his fellow-men until he has mastered its leading contents. Through its medium every wish may be announced, and every want supplied. The second column of the supplement contains hints for a hundred novels. The open, the mysterious, the anxious, the forgiving, the mandatory, the admonitory, the conciliatory. Take a sample Folly.  All going on well: write immediately, &c.

S. T. B.  Hereford  write immediately to M. J., Farnham, &c.

My dear sister, I arrived in town on the 1st and found, &c.

P. Q. Gratefully acknowledges your bounty, most acceptable  very ill, &c.

Then comes a whole list of losses:

Lost, a terrier; a letter; a portmanteau; a portmonnaie; a brooch; a locket.

Next the sentimental:

If the gentleman who travelled in the 3-5 p in train, &c., to, &c, with a lady in a pink bonnet and ermine tippet, will, &c.

Followed by:

Found a red and white pointer dog, &c.

If this should meet the eye of, &c.

Missing friends in Australia, &c.

To heirs at law.

Caution to purchasers of revolvers.

And so on to the bottom of the column.

Then the general announcements include almost every possible requirement: Houses, horses, estates, cooks, coals, coachmen, carriages, straw, stockings, steam-boats, candles, canaries, cows, books, bottles, boots, clocks, clothing, chickens, soap, sugar, shipments, towels, trousers, teeth, corsets, crinoline, cottage-pianos, bedsteads, brandy, Brighton, microscopes, mangles, and mustard; harmoniums, harrows, and hyacinths; umbrellas, and rollers  every imaginable article, and so arranged too, that a person knows exactly into which folds of the tablecloth to look for the advertisement of what he requires.

The pen and ink portrait gallery too, is very perfect, and often severely like. It must be very inconvenient to an absconding gentleman to find one hundred pounds reward offered for his apprehension, with some such minute description of his person as the following: He is about 60 years of age; 5 feet 9 or 10 inches high; florid complexion; stout made; gray hair (thick bushy whiskers, which he sometimes dyes); walks very erect, with a short quick step, and wears a silk hat with flat brim, placed much over his eyes. After reading that, we should think the gentleman would very soon give up dyeing his whiskers, and have his hat on the back of his head like a ladys bonnet.

This department, we are sorry to say, is sometimes used for entrapping the confiding and unwary. We often see advertisements stating that if Jeremiah Waddle or Jonathan Lameduck, or some such gentleman, will apply to  say Mr. Thomas Truemans, in Red Lion Square, he will hear of something greatly to his advantage, and Jeny or Jonathan, as the case may be, on arriving breathless at Truemans, fancying himself master of a sack full of sovereigns, finds himself in the grasp of a sheriffs officer, who politely informs him that it will be greatly to his advantage to pay his debts!  

Still the publicity of The Times is truly invaluable, and though there are those who affect to discard the supplement, and indeed to read only the City article or the summary, there are others who work steadily through every column from births, deaths, and marriages to Francis Goodlake, &c., at the end.

When Mr. Saplington, in pursuance of our Rankers imperative requirements, had exhausted every means of finding the much wanted man, he bethought him of appealing to what ought to have been his first move, and offering a reward for his discovery. Accordingly, an advertisement appeared in the all-potent second column of The Times announcing that if Mr. Cracknel Cauldfield, formerly of Mayfield, then of Harwich, afterwards of Homcastle, and late of Leominster (for Mr. Saplington had had a good holding scent, though he never could hunt up to his man), would send his then address, &c., he would receive ten pounds, with an invitation to any one to come forward and prove his death, or give other information respecting him under inducement of the same reward.

How though Cracknel Cauldfield is a queer name, and one would think that there could be but one such person in the world, yet the advertisement had not been four-and-twenty hours in the paper before three parties of that name sprung up, one writing from Shepton Mallet, another from Great Marlow, and a third (who proved to be the son of the right Cracknel), from Cracknel, in Staffordshire, and after a desperate rummage in the garrets, among old trunks, old boxes, old spinning-wheels, old fire-screens, old furniture generally, the much-coveted, but long-neglected parchment was at length found in an old plate-warmer, where, with other documents, it had reposed for many years out of harms way from the rats. So just as the case seemed desperate, and our Banker was about to relinquish all his ambitious house-building projects, thereby of course causing an alteration in the name of the horse, by the judicious expenditure in the way of an advertisement, all matters were again put right, and the nearly abandoned purchase completed.


CHAPTER XLIX.

ME. ODICEY AGAIN.
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SCARCELY WERE OUR Bankers scattered thoughts recalled and restored to the line of masonry, ere another catastrophe befel him, more fearful than the first. This, we need hardly say, was the arrival of Mr. ODiceys little bill, for the experienced reader will doubtless wonder what has become of it all this time. Like all gambling-given bills, it was never to be negotiated, merely taken as a matter of memory, and to be renewed interminably. Now, however, it appeared with a certain mystical bit of paper attached to the left-hand corner, intimating that there were no effects.

Worst of all, it was brought to their bank by one of Dibworths saucy clerks, who flourished it triumphantly as he handed it over the counter. There it was, with the ill-written but too palpable signature of our friend, while the date corresponded with the time of his absence.

Scorer the cashiers few remaining hairs stood on end when he saw it, but thinking the appended slip of paper would be sufficiently, if not more than sufficiently explanatory, and not caring to indulge the bearer with an exclamation, he carried it into the lions den, and laid it on the old scratched and battered leather table without note or comment.

Our unsuspicious friend was thumbing the interest tables of his Bankers Sure Guide, or Monied Mans Assistant, calculating eighty-seven days interest at eleven and a quarter per cent, on Doughey the bakers note for fifteen pounds, and thinking Scorers presentation was merely a matter of reference, he completed his arithmetic before taking it up. The reader may imagine the start and stare he gave as he gradually saw and mastered the awkward phenomenon. He even forgot his favourite apophthegm of sivin and four being elivin, and dived right into the middle of the subject, Dishonoured! ha? Jasper! ho! whats this, hey? exclaimed he, appealing imploringly to the clerk.

Dont know, sir, Im sure, replied Mr. Scorer. Its just as it came from Dibworth & Co.

Dibworth & Co.! exclaimed our half-frantic friend, Dibworth & Co.! why what in the name of all that is ugly has Jasper to do with Dibworth & Co.?

Mr. Scorer stood mute.

Oh dear! oh dear! continued our Ranker, wringing his fat hands as he threw himself back in his old semicircular chair. Oh dear! oh dear! fear theres mischief in the wind for our old stablished house stablished sivinteen underd and sivinty-four, and diving into his coat-pocket, he fished up a well-used chocolate-coloured bandana, and buried his face in its folds. All his visions of greatness seemed again to vanish at a moment  cows, pigs, poultry, and all.

Meanwhile Mr. Scorer returned through the bank, and telling the messenger with the utmost nonchalance, that the bill would be duly attended to, he passed on through the little door leading into the house, and communicated with Mrs. Goldspink, who forthwith came hurrying to her husband.

He was still in the bandana, with the ill-omened document before him, which seemed to prevent his looking up, so Mrs. Goldspink began attributing his indisposition to the stuffyness of the little room and the too liberal hashed goose and toasted cheese supper he had indulged in over night; in which speculation, however, she was suddenly interrupted by the sick man exclaiming: No, no, its not the hashed goose, its not the hashed goose, its that ! taking a sly peep out of the corner of the kerchief, as he poked the bill towards her.

Mrs. Goldspink was then transfixed.

Bless us, what could it all mean! Jasper putting his name to a bill! She couldnt believe it  and yet it was his handwriting  what could it mean?

Mean! gasped the man of money mean! Oh dear! Im afraid lies been robbed  got into the hands of the sharpers. The hunting horses were bad enough, but these racing ones, I fear, are far worse. Help me into the house, continued he, rising from his chair with averted head from the bill, and hurrying out of his den, he passed through the bank into the parlour. There sat the delinquent himself, reading Bells Life with the greatest complacency, little dreaming of the consternation he was causing his worthy parents. They both at him at once  What had he been doing? What had he been about? Giving a bill, a thing he had been charged never to do! never to put his name to paper! Oh dear! what did it all mean?

Jasper, though considerably surprised, affected to treat the matter lightly.

Oh dear! oh yes, oh yes, oh dear, all right (hesitated he) no, it was a mistake. He knew what it was. Mr. ODicey would put it all right. It was merely a memorandum  a-a-a.

Memorandum! exclaimed the Banker, why its a regularly drawn and accepted bill, protested too; a thing thats frightful to contemplate, to say nothing of the amount, which was perfectly appalling.





[image: img391.jpg]







Oh yes, Jasper admitted it was large, but then it was not a real transaction, not a thing that was meant to be acted upon.

Acted upon! why it has been acted upon, interrupted the Banker, go and look at it yourself and see, and Jasper, glad of an excuse to get away, repaired to the office, where an inspection immediately recalled unpleasant recollections of the past  the sumptuous dinner, the honest major, the cards, the grill, and the double or quits, which led to the dreadful document before him. Then, further reflection recalled ODiceys repeated assurance that the bill was a mere matter of form, just to keep matters straight, should never be negotiated, and so on; and, unwilling to believe that so frank and generous a gentleman could be guilty of anything unhandsome, he determined to treat the matter as a mistake, and try to get it put right without further interference. Accordingly, after many scratchings of the head and eye-wanderings up to the ceiling, he wrote him the following letter:  



MAYFIELD, NOV. 13, 1858.



DEAR ODICEY, 

By some strange unlucky mistake, the memorandum or bill which I signed at Roseberry Rocks, on the night of your agreeable dinnerparty, has been negotiated and returned to our bank dishonoured. As you will remember, it was expressly understood at the time it was given, that it was merely a sort of memorandum of the state of the game at the close of the evenings amusement, so that we might know how we stood when we began again, I wish you would have the goodness to get it withdrawn, so that we may again stand as we were. It isnt pleasant to have ones paper floating about, as Im sure you will agree; besides which, it may be detrimental to the Bank. Please, therefore, look it up, and oblige, Dear ODicey, 

Very truly yours, 

JASPER GOLDSPINK.



To John ODicey, Esq., 

Roseberry Rocks.



Mr. ODicey being a gentleman of large practice in the sharking way, carrying on business as well in the French capital as the English, and at most of the fashionable watering-places, was not quite so easily found as a dishonoured bill rendered desirable; and Dibworths clerk looked in several times in passing to inquire after its safety, and at length hinted that the holder, who had given full value for it, would like to have it back, in order to take proceedings before any reply was received from the worthy. During all this time, our Banker was kept on the rack of suspense, now half inclined to dispute its validity altogether, now a quarter or so inclined to pay it and be done with it, hoping, though an expensive lesson, that it would make Jasper more cautious in future.

At last the fever of anxiety was somewhat allayed by the receipt of the following answer:



DEAR GOLDSPINK, Yours of the 13th, addressed to Roseberry Rocks, after following me to various places, till it is stained with the variation of each post office, at last reached me at the Rag and Famish Club, as I was passing through town, and I lose not a moment in writing to say, that it is quite a mistake your bill having got into circulation, for it ought to have been Captain Gammons bill, and not yours, I having settled with the other parties in cash, so as to enable me to hold yours, till, as you say, the amount was either played off or the bill taken up at your utmost convenience. I now see, on looking among my disorderly papers, that I have given up the wrong one. This is unfortunate, but I fear it cannot now be helped; and perhaps the best way will be for you quietly to withdraw your bill, and keep it till we all meet again, and give you your well-deserved revenge. I must say that I never saw a man lose his money with a better grace than you did; unless, indeed, it was our friend Captain Gammon. Meanwhile, in great haste to save the post, believe me, dear Goldspink, 

Yours very sincerely, 

JOHN ODICEY.



To Jasper Goldspink, Esq., 

Mayfield,



Sivin and fours eleven, and ninety nine, is a underd and ten, and sivins a underd and sivinteen, this is the most audaciously inconsistent letter I ever read in my life! exclaimed our Banker on perusing it. A man talking about thousands as if they were sea-sand, and then belonging to a beggarly club, where they most likely have their knives and forks chained to the table, and sivinty sivins a underd and ninety four, the whole things a reglar swindle, and Ill go before my Lord Size, and prove it. So saying, he threw down the letter in disgust, and produced an extensive sheet of paper to summon Mr. Saplington to his presence. Jasper did not like the idea of this, for he had often heard ODicey, when capering on the gentle milk-white horse of morality, denouncing the mean-spirited wretches who only play to win money, and expatiating on the disadvantages through life to a young man repudiating or disputing his debts of honour; a doctrine that ODicey used to enforce by pointing out sundry examples of parties whom he used to say he wouldnt touch with a pair of tongs, the parties however generally looking at ODicey as if they would not touch him either. Jasper therefore tried to keep the parental band from the paper. He thought he could get matters put right. He had a good opinion of ODicey, who had always stood his friend, and endeavoured to keep him right when other parties wanted to cheat him. He couldnt believe that there was anything intentionally wrong.

The words Rag and Famish, however, stuck in old sivin-and-fours throat. He could not get over them. He could not imagine that any good could possibly come of such a forlorn combination. Rag and Famish seemed to him to be the lowest pit of human degradation. He had no doubt it was a low cellar somewhere about Saffron Hill, or St. Giless, constantly under the ken of the police. There was no saying but Jasper himself might go there next. No, no; no Rags and Famishes for him. He was a substantial man, and could afford beef, mutton, and broad doth.

Our friend Jasper, however, still worked the other way. He was afraid of the exposure  afraid of the slow-pointing of scorn proclaiming him a man who did not pay his debts. This too, just as he was going to alight upon the turf with Garlandale. Seeing, therefore, that ODiceys letter held out an overture for further correspondence, and that the substitution of his bill for Captain Gammons had been accidental, it occurred to Jasper that the best thing to do would be to get the Captains bill, and so set it off against his own little acceptance. Accordingly he wrote to Dear ODicey, thanking him for his explanation, and asking him to send him Captain Gammons bill to Mayfield. How ODicey laughed when he read the letter, and took the worthless document out of his desk to place in an envelope with Mr. OD.s kind regards written inside. Wish you joy of it, old boy, said he, as he chucked the letter containing it into the pillar post at the Derby Station. Then when Jasper got it, he felt doubly triumphant, triumphant at having retrieved his position, and triumphant at having proved a true prophet. It was dear his father didnt understand the men of the present generation  was quite one of the past. What could be fairer or kinder than Mr. ODiceys conduct  nothing, he was sure. He carried the bill into the bank with a swagger, telling Scorer, as he handed it over, to let it be looked to, meaning, presented for payment. Scorer descended upon it all fours as it were, for he was unused to such amounts, and moreover suspected something was wrong; but after straining his eye-balls, and scanning every word, every figure, every mark, he could find no fault with its form, so looking up at our friend, he gave an emphatic, Yes, Sir; saying to himself, I wish you may get it.

Up, then, went the bill to London, along with the other bank documents, and Jasper felt quite relieved in his mind, and easy as to the result. Indeed he began to think himself somewhat of a conjuror. Sharp being the word in the City, the bill was journeying comfortably up Cornhill, in one of those easy black note-cases peculiar to stamped paper, and presently passed into the glibly gliding door of Grumpy and Stumpeys extensive establishment.

There were gentlemen in every variety of pecuniary activity, those in front, counting nice crisp five pound notes, or shovelling about sovereigns; those in the rear passing them inward, and those further back noting them down. All were as busy as bees. A double lino of customers  clients, we believe, is now the term  pressed onwards to the counter, or whatever they call that barrier, some looking extremely unlike the money they were entrusted with. Still they were recognised, their behests fulfilled, and the door swung again on their easy retreat. It seemed almost as if the golden age was returned, and money was to be had for asking. But stop; not quite so quick. We are now at the receipt of custom. The big bald-headed gentleman, with the clean linen and black satin vest, suddenly starts, like a setter crossing a scent, and stands electrified as he gets into the middle of our messengers presentation. Whats this! exclaims he, weeding out the unlucky acceptance, and holding it up for inspection. Gammon again! exclaimed he with astonishment, Wont do! most impudent man in existence; whereupon he contradicted his assertion of having Gammons acquaintance, by appending a bit of paper to the bill, with the words not known upon it; whereas, it is clear, the office should have been better known than trusted. However, the bill was handed back to the clerk, who received it with the indifference peculiar to strangers, and carried it back to their firm to retransmit to the country. That evenings post saw it flying back.

Our Banker was not surprised to see it again, for he had lived too long in the world, and had scraped and screwed at shillings and sixpences too hard to believe that thousands were to be raised in this off-hand sort of way; moreover, he did not see how Captain Gammons bill being paid would absolve Jasper from his obligations, and altogether he was very much perplexed, and wished that Cracknel Cauldfields appointments had never been found  he would then have jogged on to the end of his tether, and let all ambitious villa-building projects alone. No pigeon pies, no brawn, no bacon, no cooing doves or murmuring rills, could equal the soft music of £ 8. d.

It was clear that Jasper had been grievously imposed upon, and it was bad to part with so much money. If it had been hundreds he might perhaps have got over it, but thousands  thousands, were awkward counting. Then to dispute the thing on the ground of its being a gambling transaction, and having the holder coming into court to swear that he was ignorant of the facts and had given full value for the bill, on the strength of Jaspers most respectable name, would be like throwing cold water on the Bank, already sufficiently damaged by Dibworths impudent clerks talking about it, as if he was going to stop payment. Indeed he almost feared they might make a run upon it as it was, for there is nothing so ticklish as the fame of a bank. At last he made up his mind to pay and be done with it, but only on the express condition that Jasper eschewed cards, and above all promised him never to have anything to do with the Bag and Famish Club. Promise me, promise me faithfully, Jasper, said he, with tears in his eyes, never to have anything to do with that terrible club! I dread the very name  it must be a shocking, a frightful place  a place where they would very likely cut you up into quarters and drop you quietly over Blackfriars Bridge in the dead of the night, or shoot you through the head and bury you in the back kitchen, as somebody did Mr. Manning or Mr. Manning did somebody, I forget which way it was.

And Jasper, who had no more taste for losing his cash than his father, and thought he saw his way to great wealth on the turf, readily promised all that was asked.

And so, what with fear of Dibworth and the fame of their most respectable bank  above all, of the Rag and Famish Club  the beloved cash at length retired the worthless piece of paper. So far, however, as the latter influence was concerned, the worthy man might have saved his money, for it turns out on inquiry that Mr. ODicey does not belong to the Rag.

And now, having floundered so long in the muddy waters of impurity, let us expand our wings and mount into the lofty regions of high life 
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CHAPTER L.

PRINCE PIROUETTEZA
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THE SAME COMET year that showered such blessings on the country was not unmindful of the town, for that auspicious spring produced the elegant Prince Pirouetteza, whose easy impudence and delightful dancing caused such sensation among the angels in the mundane heaven of high life. The Prince, we believe, was not regularly accredited to our court, but being on easy terms with his tailor, his swarthy face and jet black beard were soon revolving with the crinoline, to the great disgust of the native circlers, who stood frowning and biting their lips and wondering what the deuce the women could see in the foreigner. Still the Prince persevered assiduously, and the ladies seemed to take a pleasure in announcing, without reference to their cards, that they were engaged to dance the sought-for dance with Prince Pirouetteza; and presently His Highness would spin them about in a way that could only be likened to the movement of a large tetotum. So he rose rapidly in request; and as the capering season drew to a close, and luggage vans began to usurp the place of dashing equipages, there was a great run upon the Prince for the autumn sports and the adornment of country houses in the winter. Foremost in this lion hunt was the Duchess of Tergiversation, who, though a well-bred woman, was as inveterate a tuft-hunter as could well be imagined, and who was always scheming to outwit some one else in the same line. The Duchess, indeed, was a woman of excellent faith, whom no amount of exposures would shake; and sham counts and sham barons and sham marquises and sham dukes only made her more confident in the integrity of the next corner. They couldnt be all shams, she said, so she would take up with the last man as eagerly as she did with the first.

It would indeed be an evil day if a continental Burke or Hardwicke were to arise to dispel the pleasing delusions of the English fair, by publishing the Whos who of all the distinguished foreigners who honour our shores with their presence. We fear there would be sad mortification sometimes, and that even our Prince would not have fared quite so well had it been known that he was only the son of an impudent dancing-master at Florence. Hence his agility with his toes. Indeed he would have made a fortune if he had followed the paternal profession, for he was a natural dancer, rather above than below the middle height, with a well set-up figure, and an easy supple elasticity in every limb; but being just in the morning of life, with a little money left him by an uncle, he thought it would be far better to dance on terms of equality, and take whatever good the gods might provide. So he dubbed himself a Prince, and proceeded to enact the part.

Prince is a grand travelling title anywhere  magnificent in England. He lives like a prince is supposed to be the highest eulogium that can be passed on an establishment. We always thought our excellent Commander-in-Chief rather lost caste when he changed from a Prince into a Duke. Every county has its duke, but a prince is not seen every day. We associate the title with pomp and immense profusion, trumpets and a sovereign-for-a-sandwich sort of work. To be sure, railways have rather mitigated the severity of magnificence, but that is all in favour of the party sustaining the character, and also enables him to exercise the condescending amenities so acceptable from exalted rank. The great man in a train is always known before he gets to the end of his journey.

His Highness, as he called himself on his luggage labels, though in good demand in fairish circles, had no such grand invitation as that of the Duke, or rather the Duchess, of Tergiversation, of whom, of course, he made the most during his peregrinations, taking care to time himself for its fulfilment. So he passed from house to hall, and from hall to park, and from park to place, eating and drinking and dancing and making extremely merry.

It is a hard life that of an itinerant eater, drinker, and bed-airer  always expected to be lively and gay, always eating and drinking more than is good for one  never to have a quiet evening alone to set matters right, so as to rise for once with an unheated head. To be sure, a Prince has the advantage over other people of being consulted as to his wishes, and there is such a taste for practical courtiership in this country, that the more unreasonable he was, the better some people would like him, and the more flattered they would be by his presence; but His Highness was an accommodating man, and chimed into the habits of each house just as if he belonged to it, by which means he prolonged his stay, and was not unfrequently asked to return. Then as he moved about, the country papers chronicled his whereabouts; as for instance  

His Highness Prince Pirouetteza, after a prolonged visit to our noble neighbour, the Right Hon. Lord Lumbago, at Lumbago Castle, has proceeded to Sir George Drearynuts, at Turnabout Tower, where a select circle are invited to meet him; and then, when he left Drearynuts, there was another paragraph noticing the adjournment; so that what with prince in public, prince in private, prince in the papers, our friend felt himself a prince in reality. If the old skipper could have seen him, fêted, bowed, and bended, how he would indeed have laughed at the credulity of the English.

At length the Tergiversation visit became due, and with duplicate directions of Rocks largest sized adhesive luggage labels on the numerous packages containing the comprehensive wardrobe, our great man and his valet left Major Lobsters at Hards tuff Hill, where they had been sojourning for a couple of days, for the little railway station of Rattenford-pool, to catch one of the few trains that condescend to stop there. Adopting Lord Broughams excellent maxim, that it is better to be a quarter of an hour too soon than half a minute too late, our magnifico drove up in such capital time, that Tommy Ratter, the isolated station-master, who lived there like Robinson Crusoe with nobody but a man Friday of a porter to converse with, thought to get a little gossip with the arrivers before the train came up; but finding whom he had got, he was completely overpowered, and could hardly direct Friday what to do. The valet being a tall man, of course Tommy took him for His Highness, and bowed and humbled himself accordingly. It was not until he was saluted with a Go along you old fool, that he was sensible of his mistake. He then turned the steam of his politeness on the Prince, pending which ingratiation, the shrill whistle of the engine announced the approach of the train, and the Meteor came tearing along at a pace that looked very unlike stopping. And it did shoot past a good way, as if calling at such an untraffic-like place was not only a sham but a degradation, and the guard seemed half incredulous when Robinson Crusoe proclaimed he had passengers to go.

But when the man Friday came tottering along under the oppression of luggage, and the imposing directions caught the guards eye, he thought it was lucky they hadnt shot past, and inwardly settled that there was no saying where people might come from. He then ran the contents of the carriages through his mind to decide where ho should put the distinguished stranger. Mr and Mrs. Daniel Dotchin and family were in number twenty-nine, some gents were smoking in thirty, there was a child in arms in thirty-one, thirty-two had two invalid ladies with a black nurse  but thirty-three had only Mrs and Miss Meredith, who he thought would be glad of a little company. So he hastily opened the door  the ladies whipt up their legs, and their kerchiefs, while His Highness came headforemost in, followed by caps, comforters, cloaks, furs, foot-warmer, everything calculated to make a Prince comfortable. He then soused himself into a seat, with his back to the engine, and having broken the ice of conversation by placing the window at the disposal of the ladies, a whistle and a waive of the hand from the guard, set the engine to her collar: a jerk, and a jolt, and they are again on the wing. Getting into a railway-train, and shooting away, after a long cross-country trail over woolly roads with weak washy horses, feels like the rapid descent of a Montagne Russe after a walk, so quickly does a traveller get to the end of his journey. He has gone ten miles before he gets settled into his seat, and ten more before he is familiar with the new sensation.

Ladies are generally much more conversable in railway carriages than gentlemen, and Miss Meredith, who had been educated at one of those highly polished seminaries where they first charge for everything in a lump, and then in detail afterwards, finding herself in company with a foreigner, availed herself of the opportunity for airing her Kensal Green French, while His Highness reciprocated his English, as they shot along the smoothly gliding plains through which their route lay. Meanwhile Mamma sat complacently by, well pleased to find that her daughter had got so much learning for her money. At length the pace began to slacken, and the train finally drew up at a more imposing-looking station, on the wooden wings of which were painted in large red letters on a salmon-coloured ground, Straw Hill Station for Tansey Hill and Tergiversation Castle.

Tare  gi  vare  sation Castle, said His Highness, spelling it. Ah, this shall be my station, and just as he said it, the guard appeared at the door to release him, while a long line of heads protruded at the windows to see for whom the Dukes carriage with the four grays was waiting. Presently a tall footman with a lace-oppressed hat was seen piloting the great man across the platform to the exit door, and the hurrying guard, in reply to the numerous inquiries who it was, exclaimed. Prince Piper Something! as he gave a shrill whistle, and the engine again set off with a snort and a tug. Then the curious travellers wished they had known before, and were sorry they had not taken a good look at him.

Meanwhile, the Prince having entered the ducal carriage, was whisked away as fast as four horses could lay legs to the ground, and as the last rays of a setting sun burnished up the landscape, the easy swing of the well-built carriage landed him on the wood-pavement of the noble portico. Here he was received by the stately Mr. Cucumber in all the splendour of silk calves, and varnished shoes with many men out of livery, and many more in livery, hovering on his margin to dismantle the arriver, which being accomplished, Mr. Cucumber backing through outer and inner hall, brought the great man up in excellent form to the foot of the grand staircase, where he was received by no less a personage than the Duke of Tergiversation himself.

Mutual salutations over (the Prince wanted to kiss the Duke, but his Grace declined that), the crowd of servants slowly retired, and the Duke proceeded to conduct his distinguished guest up-stairs, amid expressions of his gratitude to him for his condescension in thus coming to visit them in their humble abode, for the Duke could condescend when it suited his purpose, though riding the high horse was more in his way. With speeches such as these he ushered His Highness into the Duchesss beautiful boudoir, where sat her Grace, with her widowed sister, the Lady Cassandra Milicent Honoria Hopkins, the latter with every disposition to change her name again. Here he was again most cordially greeted, and invited to partake of the ladies hospitality of tea, a request that he very complacently complied with, and the Duke having now performed his part of the ceremony, quietly withdrew leaving the ladies to pursue their designs at their leisure, aided by the influence of a long winters evening.

And when at last they retired to their rooms to dress for an eight oclock dinner, the Prince settled that Lady Honoria wouldnt be bad looking if she didnt squint, while her Ladyship thought his Highness was a most agreeable man, and greatly superior to Hopkins.


CHAPTER LI.

OLD AND NEW SQUIRES.
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WHEN A STONE-BREAKER begins to ply his useful labours on the road, he generally selects a large stone wherewith to form the foundation of his heap, and so his Grace the Duke of Tergiversation used to establish his parties on the foundation of some such attractive centre as a Prince. Having thus laid the foundation of his heap, he investigated his position in the country; thought who were steady  who were beginning to jib, who it would be useful to cajole, and forthwith invitations used to issue, déjeûnera to the tractable, dinners to the docile, fetes to the froward. A person may be brought to the neutral ground of a fête who might shy at the apparent downright committal of a dinner.

The Duke weighed everything well before he did it, and never took any step without a motive.

Time was  before the establishment of railways  that the Squires used to respond to the call of their chiefs with the greatest alacrity, but the whistle of the engine has somewhat dispelled the authority of the leaders, and made men think more for themselves than they did. In truth, there is perhaps no class of Her Majestys subjects more benefited by the introduction of railways than the country gentlemen generally, who too often, after what used to be called the Grand Tour, buried themselves and their usually good educations in remote country places, there to marry neighbours bairns, and perpetuate the practice. Now they fly about the world, here and there and everywhere, importing ladies from all parts, making the whole kingdom but as one county, while the lists of members of the various Clubs show that they are not indifferent to the attractions of the capital. The very thing has come to pass that was predicted when stage-coaches were first established some two hundred years ago, namely, that country gentlemen and their wives would get easily and cheaply conveyed to London, without the remainder of the prophecy, however, being fulfilled, namely, that they would not settle quietly at their homes in the country afterwards, for whole families whisk about in all directions, and feel all the better for the change, enjoying their spacious homes the more from having perhaps put up with contracted quarters elsewhere.

Heaven help the parties ideas of ease who attributed anything of the sort to even the latest and best of the old stage-coaches, let alone the ponderous, unwieldy vehicles that first ploughed the bottomless roads, turning up the great boulder-stones like flitches of bacon, and taking the liberal allowance of from twelve to sixteen days in performing the journey between London and Edinburgh! Dr. Johnson, we make no doubt, described very accurately what they were in his time, when he boasted that he had travelled from London to Salisbury in a day by the common stage, hung high and rough. The doctors observation, that a postchaise had jolted many an intimacy to death, was doubtless very correct also. Who hasnt a lively recollection of the musty old horrors? Talking of travelling, there is or was a notice in the coffee-room of the Black Swan Hotel at York, stating that a four days stage-coach would begin to run (crawl, would perhaps have been a more proper expression), on Friday the 12th of April, 1706.

All that are desirous to pass from London to York, continues the advertisement, or from York to London, or any other place on that road, let them repair to the Black Swan in Holborn, in London, or to the Black Swan in Coney Street, in York, At both which places they may be received in a stage-coach every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, which performs the whole journey in four days (if God permits). And sets forth at five in the morning. And returns from York to Stamford in two days, and from Stamford by Huntingdon to London in two days more. And the like stages on their return. Allowing each passenger 14 lbs weight, and all above 3d a-pound.

Rather a diminutive allowance for a modern exquisites luggage.

As time advanced, the pace certainly improved, but even up to the last of the coaches, they were five times as long as the rail.

In truth, the country gentlemen were a land-locked, leg-tied tribe, before the introduction of railways  coaching was uncomfortable, and posting expensive, besides which a journey took such a time. There was no running up to town for a week in those days. It took the best part of a week coming from a remote country to make the journey, and recover from the effects of it. No wonder the gentry did not make them very often, and contented themselves with their country towns instead of the capital. They were somebody in them, but nobody when they got into London. It seems rather strange, though, that even in those days, when transit was so slow and expensive, and men had to live so long on the road, that there were always plenty of country gentlemen ready to contest their respective counties, though the cost was frightful, and the poll as lingering as the coaches.

How, when both counties and costs are curtailed, and transit so quick, there is great difficulty in getting country vacancies filled by resident gentry as they occur. The fact is, the world is so opened out, that every man who has a taste for travel, or who can sit a horse, or walk a moor, thinks he can employ his time and money better than in paying for working for other people. Members ought to be elected free of expense, and then let them work for nothing if they like. It is singular that some of the greatest screws  some of the most determined nothing for nothing, and uttermost-farthing men, are now the greatest spendthrifts in the matter of electioneering expenses. And the humiliating part of the matter is, that men who question and fight every farthing in their respective trade transactions, will part with thousands upon thousands in the wildest, blindest way, and declare that they hadnt the slightest idea the money was for anything but legitimate expenses! Why didnt they see to its application, then?

But to return to the Old Squires Another safety-valve that the gentry of the old school had for emitting the steam of their wealth, besides keeping hounds and electioneering, was in huge house-building  they built against each other. If Squire Fatfield built a great staring house, Squire Flaggon would follow suit with a bigger, and Squire Jollybuck would cap Squire Flaggon with a larger still. How building a big house, and buying a big house, are two distinct things; for the builder of a big house is expected to live in it, and maintain a suitable establishment, while the buyer of a big house can shut up as much of it as he finds is too large for his purpose. Then the larders, and the cellars, were expected to correspond with the houses, the characters of the owners depending a good deal on the strength of their taps, while the conviviality of the dining-room always found a hearty response in the servants hall  masters and butlers considering it a reproach to let any one leave the house sober. These hospitalities expired together, French wines superseding the glorious old port, and railways opening out other means of expenditure than upon malt liquor for gratuitous distribution. A country house in former days was little better than a great unlicensed inn  everything was taken in that arrived, and everybody had to be refreshed that came. We have heard of a gentleman  not an M.P., or a man of large fortune either  whose brewers bill for a single year, amounted to no less a sum than eight hundred pounds!

In thus noting the manners and customs of a bye-gone day, we must not omit to do justice to the merits of the port wine, which certainly was excellent. There was no buying of two dozen hampers in those days; every man had his stock of port wine in wood as well as in bottle, and that in the wood was not advanced to the bottle before a long probationary process. Being at length bottled, it would lay many years in its bin mellowing for use, an occasional bottle being produced to competent judges to see how it was advancing, and then when it was at length pronounced fit, it was drunk on the premises without further to-do. Port was the staple beverage in those days, fine dear ruby-coloured wine, not a headache in a hogshead of it as the old ones used to say, and certainly they tried it at high pressure. They generally drank out of small glasses, so small indeed as to be insignificant, and a man helped himself almost incontinently, as the oft-recurring bottle passed round. In the midst of mirth and conversation, one man is very apt to do what another does, and it is not till the next morning that he becomes sensible of any excess.

There was no blowing men out with Champagne or sparkling Moselle during dinner then, as there is now; Sherry and Madeira were the regulation wines, varied perhaps latterly with a little of what the Yorkshire farmer called Bluecellas; but the dinner wines were rarely taken into account, the nights consumption being calculated solely on the Port. In fact, the real business of the evening did not commence until the ladies (or as they say in Courts of Justice, women and children) had withdrawn from the dining-room; then the horseshoe table would be brought out, the fire stirred up, the log put on, and everything arranged for a symposium.

We can fancy the surprise and indignation of a party of these worthies at the intrusion of the three-quarters drunken butler, and the half-drunken footman, with coffee, at the end of half an hour after they had got so settled. We think they would go out faster than they came in. But we will not imagine anything so monstrous and inhospitable. No; the party sit true to their glasses, the bottle circulates briskly, the glasses are fairly filled to the brim, and as fairly drained, and a couple of hours glide away, amidst jokes, songs, and sentiments, ere there is even a summons from the ladies. If the jokes were not very new, they answered just as good a purpose as if they were, and it shows a kindly disposition to greet an old friend with a laugh. There was no Punch in those days to supply the weekly stock of fun, and the papers were small, and deficient of news. No family breakfast table-cloth-like sheets, with information from all parts of the globe. But if the size was small, the price was large; sevenpence being charged, some forty years ago, for a four-columned London paper of four pages. A quick reader would skim through one of them in five minutes, for the type was bold and well-leaded. The country papers were worse, and contained little but advertisements: Horse stolen,

Hay for Sale,

Green Dragon Inn to Let,

Main of Cocks to be Fought,

Gout and Bilious Pills,

Cornhill Lottery Tickets,

Fire and Life Assurance Offices, all well spread out in the most liberal, amplified way; mixed with murders, inquests, and a very slight sprinkling of political and parliamentary news. No wonder that people were thrown on their own and each others resources for information and amusement.

Now, every pursuit and calling has its organ, all admirably conducted, and published at very low prices, so that a modern squire can select such papers as suit his taste, and have his non-eating, nondrinking guests down by each post, whom he can lay aside when hes had enough of their company, which he cant do by a tiresome chattering guest, who can neither talk nor hold his tongue. Some squires are not very lively. We shall presently have the pleasure of introducing a gentleman to the reader, who is only amusing when he falls asleep or talks in his slumbers.

The establishment of the Penny Post, and the liberal scattering of post-offices too, has been a wonderful boon to country gentlemen, indeed to all sorts and conditions of people; but the old squires being about the only people in the country who received letters, or who, perhaps, could read them when got, were often sadly put to in the sending long distances for them. To be sure many of them did not care much about getting them, and there are even some now, who if they happen to leave home for a few days, wont have them forwarded on to where they are.

The grand, the crowning benefit of all however, were railways. Without them, cheap postage, cheap papers, cheap literature, extended post-offices, would have been inefficient, for the old coaches would never have carried the quantity of matter modern times has evoked. Who does not remember the last spasmodic efforts of the unwashed, worn-out old vehicles, and weak horses to compete with the accumulating traffic in the neighbourhood of a newly-making line  amid the anathemas of coachmen and guards, and their brandified predictions of a speedy return to the road? But at a certain hour on a certain day, without noise, or boast, or effort, came the smoothly-gliding engine, whisking as many passengers along as would have filled the old coaches for a week, unlocking the country for miles, and bringing parties within a few hours of each other who had formerly been separated by days. Large, roomy, prebendal stall-fitted-up like vehicles, usurped the place of little stuffy, straw-bedded stages, into which people packed on the mutual accommodation principle, you letting me put my arm here, I letting you put your leg there. So they toiled on through a live-long day, cramped, squeezed, and confined, making about the same progress that they do now in a couple of hours with the greatest ease and enjoyment. Independently of the saving of time, railways may be looked upon as downright promoters of longevity, for assuredly a man can do and see twice as much as he formerly could without; so if Squire Mistletoe lives to seventy or eighty, he will be entitled to have put on his monument that he died at a hundred and forty, or a hundred and sixty, as the case may be. Squire Mistletoe can run up to town fifty times for once that his father did, and feel all the better instead of all the worse for the trip.

The next greatest boon to railways that modern squires have to be thankful for, is the great multiplication of London Clubs.

Without Clubs, the railway system would have been incomplete. After such luxurious travelling a man requires something better than the old coaching-houses  the Bull-and-Mouth, the Golden Cross, or even than the once prized Piazza, with its large cabbage-smelling coffee-room. A night at the old Bull-and-Mouth, with its open corridors, was a thing not to be forgotten. The railway companies, to be sure, anticipated the want, and built spacious hotels at their respective termini, the Piazza became a Crystal Palace, and the Bull-and-Mouth changed its ugly name! but disguise it as you will, an hotel is an hotel, and an Englishman cannot make himself believe that it is his home.

Then these railway houses are all out of the way of where pleasureseeking people want to be, and though a partys requirements are fairly supplied, yet these hotels hold out no inducement for a run up to town for the mere pleasure of the thing. This is what the Clubs do. They invite visits. A man feels that he has a real substantial home  a home containing every imaginable luxury, without the trouble of management or forethought  a home that goes on as steadily in his absence as during his presence, to which he has not even the trouble of writing a note to say he is coming, to find everything as comfortable as he left it.

No preparation, no effort, no lamps expiring from want of work; good fires always going, good servants always in attendance, everything anticipated to his hand. Verily, a member of a Club may well ask, What are taxes?

Clubs, in fact, are the greatest and cheapest luxuries of modern times. We have before us the balance-sheet of one of the largest Clubs in London, whose income is some fifteen thousand a-year, which of course is all spent inside the house, there being no carriages, no horses, no coachmen, no grooms, no valets; nothing but butlers, waiters, cooks, housemaids, what are generally called menial servants, in fact. Of this 15,000l, salaries and wages come to between 2,000l and 3,000l a-year; lighting, 1,000l, fuel, 500l, liveries, 400l, washing nearly as much; and for some eight or ten pounds a-year, a member has the full benefit of the entire expenditure, with the range of a magnificent house, the use of a valuable library, reading-rooms, writing-rooms, billiard-rooms, smoking-rooms, baths, everything except beds. The propagation of Clubs has caused quite a revolution in the matter of town visitors living. We saw that an unfortunate Boniface, who had got into the quagmire of the Insolvent Court, attributed his misfortunes to the altered system of the day, many of his once best customers, he said, now driving up to his door with their luggage, and after washing their hands adjourning to the Wellington, or the St. Jamess Hall, instead of eating and drinking for the good of his house, as they used to do; but we know many men who have washed their hands of hotels altogether, and drive up to bachelor bed-room-houses in the neighbourhood of the Clubs, where for a few shillings a-night, they get capitally lodged, with a sneck key and invisible valeting of the first order. Then having renovated their outer men on arriving, they go to their Clubs and live like princes, the best of everything being sought for their use.

Talk of country cream, country butter, country eggs, our farm of four acres, and so on; what country house can surpass the butter, cream, and eggs of a first-rate London Club? Not only is the cream good, the butter good, and the eggs good, but the whole breakfast apparatus is of the nicest and most inviting order. Everything you want, and nothing more. Then the finely-flavoured tea is always so well made with real boiling water, instead of the lukewarm beverage we sometimes get; the muffins are fresh, the ham handsomely cut, the rolls crisp, and the toast neither leathery nor biscuity. A Club-breakfast is a meal to saunter over and enjoy, alternately sipping the tea and the newspaper.  

The dinners are quite on a par with the breakfasts, and adapted to every variety of pocket and appetite. The best of all is, that though there is no previous arrangement on the part of the members, everything is as quickly supplied as if there had been. A quarter of an hour suffices to have dinner on the table  soup, fish, meat, sweets, and all.

Then the prices for which a man can live are something incredibly low; but it is the nature of luxury to beget luxury, we do not know that the new generation have profited much, in a pecuniary point of view, by the establishment of Clubs. The old squires were rich  rich in the fewness of their wants, but the new squires have found wants that their forefathers were ignorant of. The old home manor wont do, they must have a moor; the row on the river wont do, they must have a yacht on the sea; the couple of hunters for Squire Jowleymans hounds wont do, they must have six, and go upon grass; so that an increased expenditure has far more than absorbed the value of the reductions that have been made, and the money-saving advantages that have been acquired. The consequence of this is, that the new squires have begun to turn their attention to what their fathers had a great aversion to, namely, a little trade, and endeavour to make both ends meet, as Paul Pry used to say, by a little speculation. Railroads first led them astray at the time that all the world went mad together, and though it is true the Stock Exchange gentlemen were not so self-denying as to let any of the squires make any money at that time, yet the seed of the desire was sown, and has gone on fructifying ever since. Joint-Stock Banks were in favour until they brought so many parties down with a run, but the new Limited Liability Act offers great facilities for adventurous enterprise. We strongly suspect, however, that the squires will find no safer or better speculation than in draining and improving their own land. We do not advocate their teaching the farmers their trade, but we like to see them dispel the prejudices of habit by their example and superior intelligence.

Altogether the country gentlemen have become a very different race to what they were. They are more men of the world, and have shaken off the rancour and delusions of party, which, as Lord Brougham well said, allowed no merit in an adversary, and admitted no fault in a friend. Whether this change is attributable to the emancipation of railways, or to the shock their system sustained by the ruthless repeal of the Corn-laws, or a combination of both, is immaterial to inquire. The fact is undoubted, and to men like the Duke of Tergiversation, who wont to turn everybody to account, the change is inconvenient.

But we must apologise to his Grace for keeping him so long at his stone-heap, and will now proceed to assist him to entertain his Prince.


CHAPTER LII.

SHOOTING AND SLAUGHTERING.
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HAVING NOW, LIKE Mrs. Glasse, caught his hare, the Duke of Tergiversation proceeded to consider how he should cook him; roast him, bake him, jug him, or stew him. The Prince was there for two distinct purposes, viz., that of the Lady Honoria Hopkins, and his Graces own, who of course wanted to make a magnet of attraction of him. The two pursuits being perfectly dissimilar could be carried on simultaneously without detriment to each other.

Leaving the ladies, therefore, to their own devices, we will proceed to notice his Graces entertainment of the great guest.

Beyond striving for power or place, the Duke of Tergiversation had no particular pursuit that interested him more than another, though he turned his hand to most things, by way of keeping up his interest and doing as others did. Hunting he followed as a matter of business; keeping the hounds because he thought they got him votes; and he shot on a somewhat similar principle. In the shooting way he was, perhaps, more determined than he was in the hunting line, for he liked to compete with his political opponent, the Earl of Musk and Lavender; so if his Lordship announced that so many guns had killed so many head of game, the Duke would bestir himself to eclipse the performance. How its all very well for people to say I will have plenty of pheasants, I will have plenty of partridges, I will have plenty of hares; but unless they take the necessary means of securing them, they stand a very poor chance of having them. Lord Lavender was a shooter, a slaughterer rather, and fed highly, allowing a thousand a-year for barley, whereas the Duke of Tergiversation only allowed a hundred; and most of the land about the castle being in grass, there was no tenants grain whereon to make reprisals.

Bagwell was therefore in a somewhat similar position to poor Ducrow at Astiey s, who was overheard exclaiming one night, when it was his turn to go upon the stage to represent Autumn in the allegorical piece called the Seasons,

Ow the ell can I play Hautumn without the happles? Ow the ell could Bagwell have a good battue without the barley?

The Duke, however, didnt care about the barley, he was peremptory, and if he willed a thing, he would know the reason why he hadnt it; and Bagwell knew by the experience of his predecessors that if the slaughter was not commensurate with the Dukes expectations, his place would very soon be vacant. So he had to exert his utmost energies, arrange the covers to the best advantage for back-handing the birds, and employed people to beat all the straggling out-lying ones down into the magic circle of the beat. He then essayed to supply any deficiency by an ingenious expedient, that we shall relate hereafter.

The cooking question with the Duke then was, whether to lead off with a hunt, or a shoot, or a course, or a flourish about the country in the carriage and four. His Highness, like most foreigners, including both hunting and shooting under the one comprehensive term chasse was quite ready to assist at one, and the Duke having duly conned over the eligible parties to ask, it was finally arranged that a Battue should inaugurate the Princes visit. It required a little tact and consideration to get it up properly, for some people like battues while others dont. Mr. Waddles would like to shoot if Mr. Pepper was to be there; while Mr. Addleton would not go if he thought farmer Meadowcroft was coming. Again, the guns are to be taken into account, some people being too good shots, others too bad; Tomkins dangerous and Simpkins not altogether safe. There is the excitement of being shot as well as the excitement of shooting.

In addition to all this, the Duke had the political and other tendencies of the parties to consider, for he was a nothing for nothing man, and always liked to see his way to a return. Asking people to come and shoot at a battue with a Prince, was quite a different thing to giving them a days leave over hill and dale, from Eastgate rim to Westfield corner, or from Broomey Banks to Limefield Lawn. And this leads us to observe, that it is hardly possible to imagine that one and the same amusement can be followed in such ways as to look like two distinct pursuits, as in the case of shooting and battueing. In one case a man goes out with his dogs and gun, just as he would with his walking stick; roves the fields, looks at his stock or his drains, or his turnips, or the coming corn; goes just as fancy prompts him, or his dog inclines to his game; if he gets his two or three brace of birds, well and good, if not, he gets healthy exercise, and the birds are there for another day; he has looked over the manor, and let the country see that the Squire is astir. He has used shooting much as Beckford used hare-hunting, who said that it should be taken instead of a ride after breakfast to get one an appetite for dinner. If you make a serious business of it, says he, you spoil it. That is just the case with the battue. There is little or no exercise, while there is great preparation, trouble, and expense. True, in ordinary shooting, a stranger does not range the estate with the same interest as the owner; but it is perfectly possible to have quite as much game as will satisfy every reasonable requirement, and bring a friend home with a very good appetite for dinner without any extravagant outlay. The exercise and the pleasure a man has in watching the working of his dogs, is quite as great as sending the poor birds neck and crop over. If, as is said of coursing, you are mad for a moment, and starved for an hour; so with the battue, you exterminate in a day what should serve you a year.

We never heard of but one utilitarian reason attempted to be given for the battue, which was, that to lessen the quantity of game and to kill it for the surrounding district, the battue is infinitely a better way than to potter after game thinly spread over a wide extent, whereby a man would not be able to kill half so much; but that is rather an argument for not having so much game than for reducing it in that way. The party, to be sure, added a very sensible observation, namely, that elderly gentlemen, like himself, who had had the gout, could not get over hedges and ditches as well as they did five-and-twenty years before; and therefore, without the battue, they would be debarred from the amusement altogether. Still they are not the things for able-bodied men; and the fact of their being of foreign extraction does not recommend them to our notice. Another thing is, that after all the barley  the beat, beat, beating, and the bang, bang, banging  the tottle of the whole, as poor Mr. Hume used to say, is tame and insignificant compared to the campaign of the foreigner. I assisted, writes Count Veltheim from Germany to a friend in England, at a battue at Baron Assburgs (a very proper name for the giver of such an entertainment), where a company of a dozen shots killed in three days 13 deer, 56 roes, 10 foxes, and 327 hares. We could at the same time have killed a dozen wild boars if the proprietor of the estate had not wished them to be spared.

The Count then relates how two friends of his had been at a battue, where in four days 2400 hares were killed; but, says the Count, I do not like such feats, which are more a massacre than a sport; partly, because I am of opinion, that there should be at all sports some chance and skill; and partly, because I like shooting the best where different kinds of game are expected, though not in such immense quantities.

The sport that the then King of Naples, the greatest sportsman of Europe, is reported to have had in Germany, about the year 1791, would have been more to the Counts taste, so far as variety is concerned; the result being  5 bears, 1820 wild boars, 1968 stags, 13 wolves, 354 foxes; pheasants, rabbits, hares, she-goats, roebucks and partridges, innumerable. The results of a British battue, the pheasants, partridges, and hares, seem small by the ride of such doings as that.

But let us to the Ducal preserves, and see what we can do. First, however, for a word with the Keeper, and about the guests.


CHAPTER LIII.

MR. BAGWELL THE KEEPER.
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THE DUKE OF Tergiversations were capital covers, and wanted nothing but the barley to make them perfect. They were warm and dry, with plenty of nice underwood, mingled with briars and brambles and other leaf-retaining shrubs, or weeds as they would be called elsewhere. Then there were thick grassy and sedgy spots for the accommodation of the hares and restless rabbits, with rare temptation for woodcocks. Altogether they were very good, and ranged conveniently round the castle. Bagwells pretty lodge stood on the gently rising ground of Sunnybrow Hill, nestling among cedars and evergreens, and cut off from the kennel by a huge, well-clipped yew hedge, that would have puzzled Mr. Haggish to get over. It was a thatched, lattice-windowed, woodbine - porticoed house, with the usual museum of natural history  rats, cats, weazels, hawks, owls, magpies, &c., in various stages of decomposition  nailed in rows against the end.

Mr. Bagwell had been in a good many places, and there were few of the tricks of his trade that he was not up to. He never staid very long anywhere, having been dismissed from one place for not having any foxes, from another for having too many, and from a third for having neither foxes nor pheasants. Still he was what the country people call a alee chap; knew well where to sprinkle the white peas, sow sunflower or plant Jerusalem artichokes, to tice over a neighbours pheasants; and being a big, burly, bullying sort of fellow, he kept the country quiet, and prevented stories getting to the Dukes ears that might otherwise have reached them.

Bagwell used often to turn out on his white pony to criticise his aversion, Mr. Haggishs proceedings with the hounds, always declaring confidentially to his comrades, that that Haggish John, as he called him, was the greatest humbug he had ever set eyes on. It was now, however, Mr. Haggishs turn, and Bagwell felt that he would he sure to retaliate. He would have given his ears for it to have been a wet day. No such luck, however, for Bag; on the contrary, it was a lovely one  a sort of summer day, that somehow or other had got slipped into winter, just as a sovereign sometimes gets slipped into ones silver. The sky was blue, the air was clear and calm; the sun shone brightly, burnishing up the ruddy beech and the browning oaks, while the evergreens, the yews, the pines, the cedars, stretched themselves out comfortably against their late oppressive rivals, the now leafless elms and ash. This is the time that a man feels the value of his evergreens, and almost wishes his trees were all such, just as in spring, when the larch puts forth its early light-green leaves, he wishes his trees were all larch; and when the sycamore or something else succeeds, he wishes they were all sycamores, or whatever the others happen to be, and inwardly resolves to plant a great profusion of his favourites in the autumn.

The days of early winter are generally either very fine and bright, or very dull and hazy, scarcely any day at all, indeed  days that in towns the sun has to be supplemented by the gas, and the country looks like an immense vapour bath.

Having started betimes and cracked the country round, and placed sentinels at all the likely points to scare back invaders, Mr. Bagwell at length returned to his residence to array his stalwart figure in the green and gold livery of office, and proceed to the rendezvous at Banger the Under-keepers Lodge at Merevale Gate. Having accomplished the toilette, and crowned himself with the lace-bedizened hat, he invested himself with the insignia of office in the shape of a little knotty dog-whip, and, unkennelling a couple of spaniels, set off on his mission, inwardly hoping that things might turn out as well as ho could wish. He didnt want to change his place if he could help it. As he crossed the spacious park, the straggling infantry of beaters  youths in smocks, youths in fustian, youths in tweeds  were seen converging on the same quarter; while the clatter-patter, clatter-patter, of the distant blockers was borne down wind upon the light western breeze.


CHAPTER LIV.

THE RENDEZVOUS.
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BESIDES OTHER ECCENTRIC freaks that the great Goldengoose railway played, it changed the Duke of Tergiversations grand carriage drive from the south side of the Castle to the north. We dont mean to say, that the railway directors rolled it up and carried it away bodily, but by running the line up the valley of the Dart, instead of winding round the Scars of the Shire, they practically extinguished it. Wherever the station is there will have to be the road, regardless of groves, grottoes, temples, terraces, or what not. The exigencies of the Bus knows nothing of scenery. The consequence of this was, that a very fine triumphal arch, surmounting Gothic lodges, holding massive iron gates of splendid structure, was nearly lost to society; for these are short cut days, and none but an owner cares to go round for the ride. The Duke, however, not being the man to put his candle under a bushel, always took care to air his guests in that direction, and had now fixed upon the Arch as the rendezvous for the battue. And, as Bagwell, 

If not, The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung at all events, The playful children just let loose from school, for old Dame Dunkerley had hurried her brats, through their three Rs. (Reading, Riting, and Rithmatic), in order that they might bear a hand at the battue. And now a curious medley of small boys, armed with score-crows and hedge-stakes, nearly as tall as themselves, crowd round Mr. Ranger, who, attired in all the pomp of green plush, stands towering in imposing altitude above them. He presently succumbs to the swaggering Mr. Bagwell, and no sooner has the change in command been effected, than a four-wheeled chaise, containing two little haystack-looking men, one topped with a pigeon-pie hat, the other with a drab wide-awake turned up with green, appear outside the imposing gates which, revolving on their easy hinges, the tramp, tramp, tramp, of a good old family horse, sounds on the pavement beneath the massive arch, and is again lost on the gravel of the drive.

The carriage contains Captain Cambo, R.N., and Mr. Humphrey Cheadle, of Lambswool Hill, who though plumpers in person, had split their votes at the last election, a proceeding that the Duke wishes to rectify in future. This he thinks to accomplish by giving them a dinner and a days shooting; and though the Captain was at first disposed to accept the latter only, yet Mrs. Cambo, or Mrs. Captain Cambo as she calls herself, being, as the Duke says, an ambitious woman, has persuaded him to go in for both. They are both good shooters, but bad hitters, and Bagwell is not sorry to see them.

And now the fatties having descended from their vehicle and given themselves probationary shakes on reaching the ground, as if to ascertain that they have not left any of their limbs behind them, proceed to unhook and unclasp the integuments that conceal their sporting habiliments, to uncoil their shawl cravats, and discard their Inverness and Hippopotamus Inverness cloaks.

In this metamorphose the shooter is greatly in arrear of the fox-hunter; for as the latter proceeds to dismiss his exterior he reveals improved and becoming apparel, while the shooter too often strips to a mere figure of fun.

Captain Cambo, the gentleman in the pigeon-pie hat, with his scrimpy bright-buttoned green coat, flattening on his puffy peg-top trousers, thrust into old round-toed Hessian boots, is the exact image of our much-respected friend, Paul Pry; and Mr. Humphrey Cheadle has a sort of half-butcher, half-poacher like appearance.

But whom have we in the Whitechapel, drawn by the good-looking roan pony, with a gun popping out, like an ear at either side of the vehicle? Ah, these are Mr. Brown White and Colonel Nettlestead both out-and-out Tergiversation men, who do what they are told and ask no questions. They are shooters, and will most likely get a brace of pheasants, and perhaps a hare, to take home with them at the end of the day; but no dinner. They are safe without. Cambo and Cheadle nod to them in a sort of patronising way, as much as to say, we are not one of you yet. Mr. Black White, Mr. Brown Whites brother, is not asked; because having ratted from the other side, the Duke thinks there is no fear of his going back again, so he is on the neck of venison list  the lowest of the political feeders.

But the consequence increases. Up trots a pair of horse-registered dog-cart, with smart lamps, shining aprons, coloured sheep-skins, and all complete. In it we have Mr. Tommy, alias Mr. Tonguey Thomson of Airyholme, Mr. George Wheeler of Biverdale, and Mr. Bain try of Swellacres Hall. Tonguey Thomsons tongue never rests, it goes morning, noon, and night, and being of the light falsetto order, is not to be mistaken. It is generally heard before the owner heaves in sight. Tonguey is a good shot, Wheeler a middling one, and Daintry a bad one. Daintry is here, because the Duke understands he has lately been dining at Lavender Tower, and he thinks a day and a dinner may keep him steady. He voted right last time. This new arrival makes seven guns in all which, with the three expected from the Castle, give a tottle of ten, as many as Bagwell would like to find pheasants for.

And now, when the great sportsmen have all got out of their vehicles, and out of their husks, they present a most miscellaneous incongruous assortment, no two of them being in any way alike. If our gallant, and, we believe, unjustly suspected neighbours, the French, were to attempt an invasion and meet such a force on landing, they would never get further for laughing. The scene is like that of a Bal Masqué, where each man laughs at his neighbour, without recollecting what an object he is himself. Paul Pry Cambo struts about, staring first at Tonguey Thomsons Glengarry cap and Knickerbockers, then at Wheelers duck trowsers and rusty Napoleons, and wondering where Mr. Daintry got his very fine pea-green jacket and white moleskins from. Thinks he must have been expecting to breakfast at the Castle, and intended to captivate the Lady Honoria.

Then as the carriages wheeled off, and the chattering cigar-smoking group lounged about at their ease, Bagwell conned them quietly over, thinking how he should place them, with an eye to his own interest, and the advantage of the bag. And as the cigars of the smokers gradually approached the tips of their noses, watches began to be looked at, and eyes turned towards the distant Castle, where the crimson flag fluttered lazily on the breeze, and the bright sun illuminated the windows, and burnished up the gilt vanes and pinnacles of the towers.

Then Captain Cambo, feeling the chill, began to strut to and fro, as if he were walking the quarter deck, while Tonguey Thomson cocked his Glengarry cap, and chattered on the beauties of punctuality, while Mr. Brown White, who did not like giving his tongue much licence, asked if it was possible they had mistaken the day? Oh no,

Oh no, was the ready response, whereon some growled, and others looked out for fresh cigars. Bagwell too lighted his pipe, and the smoking became pretty general  for it is safer to smoke than to talk when you are not quite sure of your company.


CHAPTER LV.

THE PRESENTATIONS.
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THOUGH THE DUKE of Tergiversation was extremely particular in making his appointments, he was most unpunctual in keeping them; and, notwithstanding he had requested the sturdy Squires to be at the Triumphal Arch at ten minutes to eleven  ten minutes to eleven, punctually, if they pleased, he was so taken up with his papers, and the Prince with the Lady Honoria, that it was a quarter to twelve ere the two, with Lord Marchhare for vis-à-vis, left the Castle in the carriage-and-four for the scene of action, and then proceeded at a slow pace through the glades and windings of the Park, in order to enable his Grace to point out the beauties and extent of the place. His Grace was on the high horse that day. Meanwhile the Squires had begun to be rather growly, looked at their watches, and looked at the sky, and talked about losing the best part of the day.

Sail, ahooi! at length cried Captain Cambo, who was still on the quarter deck, as the yellow livery of the out-rider rounded Holling Green wood, whereupon murmuring tongues were silenced, and all eyes turned to -where the scarlet-jacketed postillions were g  e  e  ntly rising in their stirrups to the piloting of the yellow guide.

Here they come! was then the cry, and animation was infused into the late muttering, murmuring group.

On the carriage came, at an easy airing-like pace, looking as though it were Midsummer-day, and that there was no one concerned in the drive but themselves. Presently the red vest of the out-rider was visible, next his red collar and cuffs, and then the bright, closely arranged buttons of the postillions jackets began to glitter in the sun. A jerk of the head, with a wave of the whip-hand of the out-rider, now showed where the carriage was going to set down at the Lodges, when up it presently came, amid a general hoist of pigeon-pie hats wide awakes, Glengarries, and other head-coverings. All was then condescension and politeness.

The carriage having drawn up in good form, two highly powdered footmen in the rumble were presently at the door, the noiseless steps unfolded, and the well muffled up trio descended and entered Mr. Rangers lodge to unwrap and prepare themselves. That ceremony over, with the aid of Mrs. Banger, the Duke presently appeared dressed in a full suit of heather-coloured Tweed, with a muffin-cap of a similar material on his head, now ushering the bearded Prince, who was attired in a very splendid Lancer-like gold-laced green foraging-cap with a square patent leather peak, a tightish fitting green tunic buttoning down the front and secured at the waist by a black patent leather gold or gilt lion-headed clasped belt. Greenish tinged doe-skin trousers, and leather-topped buttoned boots of a similar hue, encased his Highnesss extremities, altogether a very different costume to that of the banditti-looking party to whom he was now about to be presented, or rather who were now to be presented, to his Highness. A general stare and flutter ensued as the great men emerged from the Lodge on the left of the Arch, and the little boys jumped up, and stood on tip-toe, or pressed past taller people in order to get a sight of the hero.

Then the ceremony of shaking hands, and grinning, and welcoming, and inquiring after wives and families, had to be undertaken by the Duke under the doubly disadvantageous circumstance of not being very sure of his men at any time, even in their usual attire, let alone in the grotesque costume many of them had now assumed.

Every great man should be allowed a Remembrancer, a person to prompt, and tell him who people are, and hint their peculiarities os they approach; for they all expect to be properly identified for ever after an introduction, thinking because they remember the stranger, that the stranger must remember them, forgetful of the fact that they have but one face to digest and remember, whereas the stranger has a whole host. Who doesnt know the difficulty of whos who-ing, a field of fox-hunters after an introduction, and again of identifying the same parties in an evening?

Candidates at elections always have a smart somebody at their elbows to tell them who people are, and perhaps indicate their peculiarities, as, for instance, this corpulent gentleman with the green cutaway-coat and buff waistcoat is Mr. Stopgap the master of the Mugginsworth harriers, and forthwith Mr. Embryo, M.P., begins ingratiating himself by inquiring first after the health of Mrs. Stopgap, and all the little Stopgaps (twelve in number); then after the hounds, with hopes that they continue to show the sport for which they have always been famous  a good safe venture, seeing that if they have never shown any, the hope will be right. Or if the approacher is a sour, sombre, cadaverous-looking gentleman, with perhaps a tract peeping out of his long, puritanical coat-pocket, the prompter will say, this is Mr. Soberton, the great teetotaler, whereupon the candidate revolves the circle of his ideas, and up turns a dissertation on the virtues of temperance, and anathemas against Brandy and Beer-shops, wine and spirits generally. So the smiling gentleman passes from grave to gay, from lively to severe, each voter feeling the full force of his compliments. How much better this is than calling Mr. Kiffield Mr. Driffield, asking after a mans children who has none, or hoping Mr. Bolters good lady, who has just been Sir Cresswell Cresswelld, is quite well.
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But we are keeping our great men waiting, and this too on a fine but cool winters day, so let us operate upon the group at the Lodge. crop by bringing up all those whom he thought were to be influenced by a flattering presentation  First he called up Mr. Daintry, the second swell of the party, and introduced him as his excellent Mend and neighbour Daintry, whereupon the Prince gesticulated  was much proud to make Daintrys acquaintance, and asked him at vot time of year his ewes lambed? Before Daintry could hit upon the answer, Mr. Wheeler was brought forward, and was put through his facings; then Captain Cambo, next Humphrey Cheadle, and Anally Tonguey Thomson was hounded upon him, from whom the Prince at length got an answer to the question he had propounded to all the rest, namely, Vot time of de year his ewes lambed?

Brown White, and Colonel Nettlestead alone were unpresented.


CHAPTER LVI.

THE BATTUE.
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WHILE TONGUEY THOMSON was buttonholeing the Prince, telling him about his ewes, and Jackey Joness ewes, and somebody elses ewes, Mr. Bagwell stepped forward with one of those exuberant military salutes which generally denote that the donors take their change in the way of impudence out of other people, and then most respectfully submitted the programme of the days performance to the Duke.

Ever since Lord Brougham unbagged the schoolmaster, and sent him on his travels, there has been a growing tendency to shed ink until it has become almost impossible to arrange the simplest transaction without a great consumption of paper. Every one wants to show off in his own particular line. So Bagwell got Rodwell, the village-schoolmaster of Skelperton, to draw him an elaborate plan of the cover and country, showing two different modes of attack, one of which plans was emblazoned with a triumphant pheasant, the other with a lethargic-looking hare, both thought at Skelperton to be perfect triumphs of the art. Alas, for the aspirations of mankind! The Duke having glanced at them, cut short all discussion by handing them back, saying, Take us where we will get the best shooting. So Bagwell and Rodwell, and all the population of Skelperton were cushioned with as little respect as is paid to a petition in Parliament. Bagwell having restored the plans to their smart blue case, gave a chuck of the head to Ranger, who forthwith dived into his Lodge, and presently emerged with an armful of guns for the use of the distinguished trio. These being duly distributed among the loaders, his Grace, with a slight inclination of the head and wave of the hand to the Prince, put himself at the head of the party, and led the way to the scene of action.

Of course, as in showing a house, or a club, or a castle, nobody begins with the best rooms first, but draw the guests on through gradually increasing splendour, until they end in  say  St. Georges Hall, at Windsor, or in that most extraordinary production the banqueting-room in the Pavilion at Brighton, so the Duke did not dive at once into the thick of his pheasants, but nibbled a little at the outskirts, going from middling covers to better, from better to good, and from good to capital. The first the invading army halted before was South Rippleford, a long plantation of about thirty years growth, with a tolerable crop of fern, privet, and brushwood generally. It was some five or six acres of generally even width, close at top, and not very good travelling.

Here then they all halted on the green sward to receive arms and arrange the form of attack. Gun to his Highness, gun to the Duke, gun to Lord Marchhare. The first thing that struck the assembled group was the extreme laxity with which his Highness handled his implement. Now, it is all very well for great men to condescend, but there is no occasion to carry their familiarity to their guns, and it struck both Captain Cambo and Mr. Brown White, that there was very little to choose between being shot by a poacher or a Prince. The Duke, however, trusting these matters to Bagwell, just as he trusted the hounds to Haggish, took it for granted that all was right, so placed his distinguished guest in the post of honour, and the rest of the party having fallen into line, his Grace gave the signal to Bagwell to commence the attack, and lead them to glory, despite the want of the barley.

We do not wish to say anything unpolite, but we do think there seems something rather akin to placing the twenty-pounder against the pig-sty door, this bringing such an array of men, boys; beaters, loaders, and guns against a lot of birds, which, though handsome and ornamental, are not the most sagacious in the world. In fact, a pheasant, of all the game tribe, is the least self-provident  for though they can run pretty fast, yet when they come to fly it must be an indifferent shot who cant knock them over  while the way in which they show themselves on their feeding-places, and the proclamations they make of their whereabouts at nights, are perfectly unpardonable, as the old gamekeeper said.

However, it does not do for guests to find fault with their hosts entertainment, so having come to a battue we must make the best of the business. The beaters are into the cover, the line is formed, so let us advance.

Now an# unwonted clatter, and cries of cock, cock, cock, resound through the wood, scaring the cushets, and causing alarm among the denizens generally. Meanwhile all eyes are strained, and guns kept ready cocked, eager for the excitement of the first shot.
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Now an unusual clatter resounds across the cover, and  Bang! there it goes to Mr. Brown Whites gun.

Rabbit! cries Banger, adding, smallest donation, thankfully received, as the boy brings it up.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Three guns all in a row. Two hares killed by Wheeler and Col. Nettlestead, and a hen pheasant well missed by Captain Cambo.

W-h-ir-r! Up goes a great gollaring red-eyed cock pheasant from the ground, right in a line with the Prince.

Bang! goes his Highness half at the noise, half at the object.

Good miss, cries the Duke letting drive, and missing also.

Bang! Bang! Bang! go three or four guns, blowing a hen pheasant all to atoms, followed by cries of Captain Cambo! Do keep in line!

Bang! Bang! again, the Princes gun has gone off incontinently, the charge ploughing up the ground, a few paces in front of a fustian-clad beater. The second gun was that of Mr. Daintry, who let drive at an owl, thinking it was a woodcock.

On, on the invaders go, up fly the game, bang go the guns, as either fur or feathers happen to appear.

And now the fugitive pheasants having run the covers utmost limits, are at length ensconsced amidst the ground feathering spruce and hollies, at the high end of the plantation, and the shooters emerge to take up favourable positions for the final destruction. Clatter, clatter, clatter, go the beaters, and after one or two solitary w-h-i-r-r-h-s, the rest rise as it were in a cloud, and going up like rockets come down like dumplings to the bang, bang, bangings of the guns.

So South Rippleford is shot, and the parties after recounting their individual success, and excusing their misses, enjoin Captain Cambo to keep better in line, and proceed to Yeavering Hill, rejoicing. Here the same sort of scene ensued, with the exception that the sportsmen encircled the clump, and the game being driven out in all directions, the shooting was more short, sharp, and decisive. There was plenty of firing for every one, and the steady shooting of Mr. Brown White and others made up for the missing of their companions. From the clump they marched to the Nightingale Shades Wood, into which they had scarcely entered ere Mr. Humphrey Cheadle viewed a fox, who came stealing along in a sort of half-cautious, half-careless, way that as good as said, I think these arc not my enemies.

Look out, Prince! cried Tonguey Thomson, thinking to afford his Highness a rich treat, when the latter mistaking his meaning, levelled his gun, and doubled poor Reynard up in a minute. Then came such wailing and lamentation and such surprise on the part of the Prince, that he was not complimented on his prowess, while the Duke endeavoured to soothe matters, and get parties dispersed on their beats. At length they left the fallen hero, and the bang, bang, banging of the guns was presently resumed on the legitimate objects of their care.

So they shot the Nightingale Shades, and proceeded to the Wiltshire Walk Wood, then to the Juniper Banks, and afterwards to Willow-dale Glen. Here the powdered footmen appeared in the hermits cave  an open-fronted room cut out in a rock, with a rustic table well supplied with sandwiches, sherry, soda water, and so on. Then the victorious army halted, and the piles of provisions suddenly diminished, while the subdued pop, pop, popping of the corks supplied the place of the bang, bang, banging of the guns. And still the talk was of what each had done, what wonderful shots they had made, and how they could not help missing those that they had. Taking their own words for it, there was not a bad shot in the party. And now exhausted nature being recruited, they looked to their fire-arms, and prepared for the bon bouche of the day  the range of the crack cover, the Duchesss Grove. This was formed of tall stately oaks, carrying their wood well up, without taking more room for their tops than was absolutely necessary. Some oaks are very unreasonable, and spread themselves out like cauliflowers, or like ladies crinoline, never considering that there is any one to be accommodated but themselves. In this respect they somewhat resemble the newspaper monopolists at the Clubs, who tuck the Post into the Times, sit on the News, and impale old Punch under their elbows on the tables. The oaks in the Duchesss Grove, grew nobly and well, just as Mr. Buntings ought to have done if they had gone for the good of their master. Many Duchesses had reigned in the Castle since they were planted, and many more would reign ere they arrived at maturity. It is trees such as these that deceive people as to the relative value of their wood. A man reads of, say, six acres of oak selling for six thousand pounds, and forthwith he jumps to the conclusion, that his forty acres at Hagburnmoss, that have been going back these twenty years, are worth the same  forty thousand pounds! whereas perhaps they are not worth a thousand. Again, a man hears of another having cut down a thousand oak trees, and estimating them all by the value of such as we are now about to enter, reckons them roundly at five pounds a-piece  five thousand pounds! and it is wonderfully surprising to hear that they are only worth a hundred. Our friend Admiral Bunting is not the only man who has been deceived by this sort of property.

The Duchesss Grove, in addition to its fine crop of oak, had a beautiful undergrowth of healthy hazel, with abundance of shelter from briars and brambles. Here too were patches of sedgy grass for the accommodation of the hare and rabbit, so that altogether it was well reserved for the grand finale. The line being again formed, it seemed the evident desire of all parties to give the Prince a wide berth, for his random style of shooting, was not at all considered as conducive to safety.

The bang, bang, banging, was soon resumed, the clamour increasing in intensity as the invaders advanced up the wood, until the noise resembled the skirmishing of troops in Hyde Park on a field day. It was now fine shooting, for the pheasants rose clear and straight, giving each sportsman his fair unmistakeable mark. A man who could not hit one of these, had no business to waste his substance on a licence. The Prince blazed away most assiduously, frightening them well if he did not hit them.

The wood ran out into a broad double hedge-row, whose high banks were riddled with rabbits, and studded with every description of scrubby unprofitable brush-wood, stunted birch, shabby holly, dwarfy beech, the whole plentifully mixed with blackthorn, brambles, and box-bushes. To this last refuge came all the runaway pheasants, hoping for peace and safety at last, a calculation that was grievously disappointed by the shooters forming on either side, while a few diminutive urchins were sent in to beat every bush and nook in the place. Up they flew in volleys, and volleys of shot responded to the sound. The guns could hardly be loaded quick enough.

At length the fire began to slacken, and gradually to die out, Lord Marchhare giving, like the fiddler in the rejected addresses, a tiny flourish still, by firing at an unfortunate rabbit that popped out prematurely. This closed the grand battue. The sport was over, and nothing remained but to recapitulate their respective performances, and count the game.

Then the great Mr. Bagwell again rose to importance, and stepping forward to relieve the Prince of his gun, hoped His Royal Highness had had a satisfactory day, whereupon the Prince assured him that he had, and slipped a couple of shillings wrapped up in tissue-paper into his hand, which Bagwell conveyed to his waistcoat-pocket with the dexterity of a railway porter, feeling perfectly satisfied that he had got a couple of sovereigns. And not too much either for a Prince to give, thought Bag, who had had some sort of mental conflict whether he wouldnt be good for a fi pun note. The Duke and Lord Marchhare then surrendered their arms, and there was a general grounding of guns.

Last scene of all in this brave battue was the counting of the killed. All the pickers-up having come in and contributed their quota, the accumulated slaughter was strewn on the green sward. Cock pheasants, hen pheasants, hares, rabbits, snipes, woodcocks, wood-pigeons huddled hand over head in promiscuous confusion, from which, however, they were speedily extricated by throwing out a separate sample of each, and then dealing the rest to it like a person sorting a pack of cards. Then Mr. Bagwell, with an eye to the paragraph, having jobbed some twenty brace of pheasants from his fox-supplying friend in Leadenhall Street, introducing them stealthily into the heap, so that when the final announcement came to be made, the result was pronounced to be very satisfactory  seventy brace of pheasants, forty-three hares, these brace of woodcocks, ten couple of rabbits, one owl, and a fox. Write ninety brace of pheasants, sixty hares; ten brace of woodcocks, and twenty couple of rabbits, muttered his Grace to Mr. Bagwell, adding, as he returned to his companions, thats diplomacy And when the return appeared in the country paper on the Saturday following, the Earl of Musk and Lavender was extremely surprised, and wondered how his noble friend managed so well without the barley. And when Mr. Bagwell packed up the return pheasants, he too said, thats diplomacy, though he did not exactly know the meaning of the term.


CHAPTER LVII.

THE PROVINCIALS.
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BUT WHERE AND oh where, in the midst of all this Princing and this pop, crack, banging, are our heros Jack and Jasper gone? The latter, to be sure, we have recently seen in connection with his little bill and his race-horse; but Mr. Bunting has been lost sight of, while waiting for that time when Mamma would be glad to see him, as intimated by Miss Rosa and confirmed by her prudent parent herself at the Rocks. The reader, perhaps, will not attach much importance to Lord Marchhares attentions to Miss Rosa, though they had undoubtedly the effect of consoling her for Mr. Buntings absence. Our friend Jasper was still looked upon as the ultimate harbour of refuge if nothing better could be done; but in this enterprising gad-about world there is no saying what a day or an hour may produce. Jasper of course had the run of Privett Grove in a domestic cat sort of way, but there was no pressing or hinting that he ought to be offering. If the Bunting funds had not gone up, the Goldspink ones had rather fallen, and Mrs. McDermott would like a little more information about Mr. Bunting, if she only knew where to get it.

Cupid has the advantage over all other sportsmen in his season being continuous. His arrow flies as freely in the frosts of winter as in the heat of summer. Winter had now established her full supremacy, the trees and hedges were leafless, and would-be sportsmen had now no excuse left for not taking the field in pursuance of the summer announcements. Some men are desperately keen so long as the corn is in the ground. Our friend Mr. Bunting, though not a six days a-week, and more if possible man, could hunt a little just as he could shoot a little, and fish a little, especially when so doing would forward his views in other respects. Though absent, he was still true to the pretty hat, and longed for the day when he would be restored to its company. Meanwhile he spun several yards of bad verse in praise of our beauty.

As hunting runs a good deal in streams, the current of which generally sets one way, all for the grass, a man may make many inquiries in London ere he gets much information respecting a remote country. Of course if ho falls in with a man of the land he will hear how the Scrambleford are the finest hounds in the world, how there is no such huntsman as Tootles, how their country is next to the Quorn, and a chap who can go over it can go anywhere; but for any reliable directions as to quarters and so on, he might as well ask what hounds there are in the moon.

Mr. Bunting felt the full force of this observation, as in the course of his peregrinations he varied the usual conversation about the weather, by asking any hunting-man with whom he came in contact, if he could tell him anything about the Duke of Tergiversations hounds.

Why yes, Sir Sampson Scamper knew there was such a -pack, because he saw them advertised, but where they hunted he hadnt the slightest idea in the world. Didnt spose they were a pack that any body ever went to see  riglar provincials  he made no doubt.

Why, what the deuce can you want with the Duke of Tergiversations hounds? exclaimed Mr. Rowley Rushington, on being interrogated on the same subject Why what the deuce can you want with the Duke of Tergiversations hounds? repeated he, eyeing Mr. Bunting suspiciously.

Oh, nothing, quoth he, nothing particular, see them, thats all, stuttered our conscience-stricken hero, trying to turn the conversation.

Oh fiddle-de-dee; one pack is very much like another nowadays. If you want to hunt, go into a good country  costs no more than a bad one  not so much generally.

So Mr. Bunting profited very little by his inquiries, and felt it advisable to discontinue them.

Of course, if a man goes into a country solely for hunting, his best plan is first to ascertain where the kennel is, and then to look out for accommodation somewhere in the neighbourhood, but in a case of this sort, where the hunting was a secondary consideration  indeed subservient to something else  the plan was to see what locality would be most convenient to the something else.

For this purpose Mr. Bunting conned the large map of the country hanging against the wall of the sinecure library, or rather sleeping-room of the Polyanthus Club, putting his fore-finger on the modestly denoted Frivett Grove, and then casting about for the Castle, Mayfield, and other familiar though yet unexplored places. He felt himself quite at home with them, though he had never seen them, so often had he talked them over with Miss and Mamma, when  





Mayfield was certainly what the country-people call most contagions to Privett Grove  but then it was wide of the castle, added to which our friend would have to encounter his fat rival with his dirty five-pound notes at every turn and corner. Heatherfield was nearer the Castle, but wide of the railway, and Cotfield Court did not seem likely to be large enough to accommodate a gentleman of his luxurious requirements. Burton St. Leger seemed larger, and a reference to a certain expensive topographical dictionary, showed that it boasted three inns, viz., the Marquis of Cornwallis, the Saracens Head, and the Malt Shovel. Upon the whole therefore, after mature deliberation, and all the available information he could obtain about the Dukes derided country, he determined to throw himself upon the resources of Burton St. Leger. To this end he then began to prepare himself, and ultimately made the arrangement we shall presently disclose.


CHAPTER LVIII.

CAPTAIN CAVENDISH CHICHESTERS HORSES.
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THE BENEVOLENCE OF the Londoners with regard to their horses can Only be fully appreciated by those who are aware how much those excellent people are in the habit of giving things away. Not a number of The Times do we take up without finding some most -excellent offer, a steady cob, equal to carry a castle, without fault or blemish, to be parted with for one quarter his value to insure a good master and a comfortable home.

A highly broken ladys horse to be disposed of or lent, subject to approval, with any trial allowed, either on the road or in the riding-School.

Next, A gentleman having a pair of well-bred, handsome grey horses, will lend them until the summer, or sell them at a great sacrifice. They are 15 hands 3 inches high, five and six years old, quiet in single and double harness, and quiet to ride; will carry ladies; also good hunters, step well together; have grand action, with light mouth, and temperate; splendid Brougham or phaeton horses; sold together or separately with their suits of clothes. Warranted sound, and one months trial given. To save trouble, no dealer need apply.  A useless exclusion, seeing that none would be weak enough to do so; but then it looks as if the tender-hearted owner merely wanted to secure good quarters for his dumb favourites, where he could occasionally have the pleasure of seeing or hearing of them. And what does the reader think the disinterested party asks for these pieces of perfection  these Matthews at home of horses  five and six years old; own brothers most likely, in the prime of life Three hundred guineas? as Tattersall would say. Two hundred and fifty? Two hundred? A hundred and seventy-five? A hundred and fifty? A hundred? A paltry hundred! No, not even a hundred  ninety guineas! Ninety guineas is all that is asked for a pair of well-bred handsome horses, that can do everything, and a months trial allowed. What can be fairer or more liberal! With three such offers, a man might have his seasons job for nothing. First the grays, then the bays, and next, perhaps, the silver roans. In fact, the Cockneys are so soft and generous that they are always wishing to oblige other people with their horses. Their kindness in this matter exceeds all belief. They are always offering. That splendid brook-jumper Topthorrne, seems to be getting lent or given away every day. Somehow the offers all run upon horses. We never see a good cow, or a carriage to be lent, or a fat pig to be sold for half price.

That there are a great many well-to-do people ready to avail themselves of such bargains is evident by the number and pertinacity of the advertisements. Even our friend Mr. Bunting was not above accepting a handsome offer of the sort.

Whatever a mans mind is running upon, to that point will he naturally turn his attention when perusing his paper. Thus, if he is thinking of his beloved Consols, he ats the City article first, sees whether they are on the rise or the fall; if he wants a cook, he skims the wont places advertisements; if a grand pianoforte, he knows where to go; the same with regard to coals, candles, carpets, or what not.

Our friend Mr. Buntings too susceptible mind running a good deal on spurs and Spanish hats, caused him to look occasionally into the second page of The Times Supplement, perhaps to see if there was anything likely to suit his charmer, who had frequently expressed a desire to have a fine horse with thin legs, and a flowing mane and tail instead of her pony. As luck would have it, just at the time of the Tergiversation trip an advertisement appeared in the usual column, stating that in consequence of a bad fall out hunting, a gentleman would be glad to lend his two splendid hunters, Owen Ashford and The Exquisite, to any one for a month or six weeks, who would ride them fairly, and keep them in condition, an offer that does not occur every day just in the cream of the hunting season; and though our friend had about made up his mind that his own two horses would do all the dangerous he was equal to, he nevertheless, after considering it a little, got into one of Cutbushs safety cabs and bowled away to the indicated quarter, viz., Sligo Mews, Rochester Square, there to see these magnificent animals. Arrived at the Square, he paid his fare, popped out of the vehicle, and, with the slip of paper in his hand on which he had written down the address, began asking his way to Sligo Mews. Police constable 49 B pointed it out to him, and away he went as directed.



It was not a very inviting locality, and appeared worse in consequence of the sudden transition from the openness of the Square to its contracted limits. It was a long narrow alley running the whole length of the Square, interspersed with dunghills, dairies, coal-sheds, and cabbage-shops, with here and there a marine-store-dealer. As Mr. Bunting wended his way, taking care of his boots, the women looked at him and smiled, as if there was something unusual about him, but when he paused at 51 A, and began asking in a loud and audible voice for Peter Crankey, Captain Cavendish Chichesters groom, there was an increased supply of plain or ringlets at the windows and doors, with more smiling and putting of aprons up to the mouth.

Where shall I find Peter Crankey, Captain Cavendish Chichesters groom? demanded Mr. Bunting, wondering what they were giggling at Where shall I find Peter Crankey, Captain Cavendish Chichesters groom? repeated he, reading the address from his slip of paper.

Touch the bell above your head, Sir!  Touch the bell! above your head, Sir! exclaimed a chimney-sweep from a window over the way, and looking up, Mr. Bunting saw the half-rod, half-chain of a little bell-pull dangling at the white door-post beside him. He gave it a gentle pull, and stood waiting for the result. Scarcely had it concluded its tinkle ere a rustic up the adjoining entry announced an approach, and a man came, settling himself into a greasy gray coat as he walked.

He was not at all a prepossessing looking person, nor at all the sort of groom that one would expect to find attached to the person of such an aristocratically named Captain. He looked like a cross between a circus-man, a dog-stealer, a cow-leech, and a besom-maker. In person he was about six feet high, but awkward and ill-proportioned, close clipped, clean shaved, and moustached, with a green patch over his right eye, and all the roguery of the two compressed into his left one. That indeed was a piercer, and Mr. Bunting felt rather nervous as its ill-omened lustre settled fully upon him. He inwardly resolved whatever he did about the horses he wouldnt borrow the groom.

You be come to see our nags, I spose, observed the man, giving his greasy vest-pockets an external squeeze for the key, and then diving deep into his baggy broad patterned brown cord ones. From the right pocket he then fished up the ring-key, which he quickly applied to the lock of the newly-painted pea-green door, hallooing out, Matthew Andrew! Matthew Andrew! as he opened it.

Walk in, Sir! walk in! continued Peter, in a peremptory sort of tone, as our hero rather hesitated on the threshold walk in, Sir, do and Mr. Bunting, remembering the dislike these gentry have to a breath of fresh air in the stables, and wishing perhaps to escape the criticisms of the now gathering crowd, almost involuntarily complied trusting to the publicity of the place for not being murdered. The door was closed and bolted inside as soon as he was well in, and an attenuated ginnified-looking lad, attired in a full suit of dirty fustians, came crawling headforemost down the loft-ladder in reply to the summons for Matthew Andrew.
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Open the window-shutter, said Peter, adjusting his stable-cap on his grizzly head as the lad reached the ground, and while the boy was obeying his masters orders, with the aid of a pitchfork, Peter drew back the brown-holland curtain of another long slip of a window Anther on, and threw a general light upon the scene.

It wasnt so bad as it seemed, and barring a certain smell, more resembling that of a chemists shop than a stable, there was nothing remarkable about it. It contained three stalls, two of which were occupied by horses, the other with fodder, while a goodish hat with a new cockade hung conspicuously against the back wall.

Humph! mused Mr. Bunting, eyeing the whole, and thinking perhaps, Peter might not be so great a ruffian when properly dressed to attend on his master. He certainly did not look well then. It was now that great master of arts turn to operate, and hitching up his baggy shorts, and giving his tell-tale nose a rub across the back of his hand, he fixed his evil eye upon our watchful friend, and proceeded to make a mental estimate of his character. Peter thought Bunting looked soft, but he might be hard for all that, and it behoved Peter to be circumspect.

Well now, said he, nodding towards the horses, there be the nags. In all humane probability youll know the cause o their bein in this ere unfortunate predicament, scanning Bunting attentively as he spoke.

Why yes, your master has had an accident, hasnt he? asked Bunting, remembering the terms of the advertisement.

Bad accident, bad accident, werry replied Peter, shaking his head. No fault o the osses though, I must say that, continued he, vindicating the character of his quadruped. I measured the brack, and there was near nine yards o water, with a werry rotten takin off  in fact, one that none but Matt. Mytton and my master would ever have thought o ridin at, but these ere young gents will be fust or nowhere, and indeed I werry much fears that it may put him nowhere, Peter applying the corner of a very dirty old red cotton kerchief to his roguish eye as he spoke.

Then he wants to lend them for a time in consequence of the fall? asked Mr. Bunting.

He wants to lend them for a time in consequence of the fall, repeated Peter, delighted to see that Bunting was swallowing the bait the Advertisement, said he, pulling a Times Supplement out of his pocket, says for a month or six weeks, but, atwixt you and I, continued he, nudging Mr. Bunting confidentially, with his elbow, I dasay whoever gets them may keep them to the end o the season.

What, hes much hurt, is be? asked Mr. Bunting consolingly.

Oh, despert, despert, replied Peter, with a frown, and an ominous shake of his head spine, I should say  spine, putting his right hand on his own back doctor says No, but I says Yes, and I werry much fear I shall be right, Peter applying the dirty ball of kerchief again to his blear eye as he spoke.

It was now clear that Mr. Bunting was going to bite, so as soon as his feelings could be properly composed, Peter restored the kerchief to his pocket, and turning to the boy said, with an air of authority, Strip that oss.

Forthwith the young vagabond, rushing up to the horses side, seized the straps with his teeth, and undoing the buckles, very soon had sheet, and blankets, and roller, and hood sweeping over his quarters and down his bang tail.

There! there! exclaimed Peter, extending his right arm in an attitude of admiration, that is the Hexquisite, the best of the two, for I disdains the dealers hartifiz o showing an inferior hanimal fust.

The Exquisite certainly was a beautiful animal, a bay, or rather something between a bay and a mouse colour, the horse having been clipped or shaved, giving it that good firm condition those operations impart. He had a small well set on head, a good intelligent eye, lengthy shoulders and quarters, with large clean muscular legs. Altogether a very superior looking animal.

Go hup to im, Sir! Go hup to im, said Peter encouragingly, and Mr. Bunting, albeit not very fond of strange horses, went sneaking up the stall to where the boy now had hold of the Exquisite by the head.

Quiet as a lamb!  Quiet as a lamb! Child might ride im! continued Peter, as the horse began snuffling and smelling at our friend. Sixteen ands zactly, said Peter, as Bunting began chinning him sixteen ands zactly  hes the oss to carry a man out o the dirt, and make the fences look small. Im dashed if theres anything too big to stop im  anything in reason and moderation at least. In cos, if gents will ride at navigable rivers or harms o the sea, they will get into grief, whatever theyre on; but for a man as treats an oss as an oss, and not as a hengine, that is the one that can give satisfaction. There! throw the rug over im, boy, and strip Howen Hashford, now continued Peter, shifting his position to the back of the next stall.

Oh, thank you, replied Mr. Bunting, coming gingerly out from beside the Exquisite, I wont trouble you to do that, I dare say I can see all I want as he stands.

Well, Sir, wot you please, Sir, replied Peter, rather chopfallen, fearing Bunting was going to back out, only I shouldnt be a doin o my master justice if I didnt offer to show im. Better strip im, continued he coaxingly  .better strip im. No trouble. Come, boy, look sharp! strip im at once!

Matthew Andrew then at the clothing with his teeth as before, and very soon had Owen Ashford in his when unadorned, adorned the most state.

Notwithstanding Peters assertion to the contrary, Owen was the handsomer horse of the two; a beautiful dapple gray, with an arch neck, and a splendidly set on tail. If it hadnt been that he was to be lent, there might perhaps have been a slight imputation of ginger. Bunting conned him quietly over, not caring to contradict the groom as to the relative merits of the two, and thinking how well he would look upon either. At length Bunting spoke  

Well, they are two very nice horses, said he.

They are two werry nice osses, replied Peter. No man need wish for no better. Put the clothing on, boy, continued Peter, addressing the lad.

Bunting then drew back a pace or two, and contemplated them from beside the cockaded hat.

And they are to be lent, said he, after a pause.

To be lent, repeated Peter, slowly and deliberately, feeling that they were drawing up to the critical point. To be lent, that is to say, continued he, scrutinising Bunting, lent to a gent as is not over heavy, and will ride them fairly and well.

I dare say I can do that, observed Mr. Bunting  who had a pretty good opinion of his horsemanship.

Well I dont know but you can, replied Peter, diving his hands into his greasy breeches pockets as well as any as has been to look at em yet, I dare say.

What, youve had some other parties after them, have you? asked Mr. Bunting.

I believe I have replied Peter, winking his eye at our friend Chaps of all sorts and sizes  great, bulky, barge-like fellers, and little bits of bodies that could ardly old a cat together. There was a Mr. Percival Dobbin, from Balls Pond, or some such queer place ere, not alf an hour afore you came, who looked more like the mark nor any on em, but I should say hes a good stun eavier nor you, and altogether, he wasnt quite a man to my mind.

This information rather quickened the pulse of Mr. Buntings aspirations. He wouldnt like to let Dobbin have the horses.

Then you and he didnt deal? asked he.

We didnt deal, and we didnt not deal, replied Peter, with a chuck of the chin. I told him I should give him an answer the day arter tomorrow.

Well, but have you power to make the arrangement without referring to your master? asked Mr. Bunting, thinking that quick was the word.

Power! to be sure I ave the power, smiled Peter, Ive lived man and boy these forty years in the famly, and if I hant power to make an arrangement, I dont know who as.

This rather threw a light on the matter. Peter was evidently an old family servant, hence his one eye and disregard of appearances. Perhaps his young master had put his eye out.

Then the horses are ready to start at any time? asked Mr. Bunting.

Any time, any time, replied Peter, arter we get greed; tomorrow morning, if you like.

Well, I dont know why we shouldnt agree, observed Mr. Bunting, half to himself and half to the man.

Nor I, assented Peter, carelessly, adding, if you give me a reverence, I makes no doubt I shall find all right.

Well, my name is Bunting  Mr. John Bunting; I am a member of the Polyanthus Club, and of the Tearaway hunt, producing a card of his Club as he spoke, and handing it to Peter, who received and pocketed it in silence.

Then youll do nothing with Dobbin till you see me again? observed Mr. Bunting, sidling to and fro, with his hands in his peg-top trowser pockets.

Nothin with Dobbin till I see you again, assented Peter, adding to Matthew Andrew! Light the gas, boy.

Mr. Bunting having then taken his tiny umbrella from the top of the corn-bin, next began sucking its ivory knob, thinking if there was anything else he could do. He thought not. Yet stay, give the fellow a sovereign, and that will keep matters straight, so saying he dipped his forefinger and thumb into his waistcoat-pocket, and fishing up a sovereign, found Crankeys hand attracted to his on the instant. It jinked into his pocket just as the boy lit the jet of the gas, and Peter then unlocking the door, bowed Mr. Bunting out, hoping to have the pleasure of seeing him the next day.


CHAPTER LIX.

AN EQUITABLE ARRANGEMENT.
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IT IS A remarkable fact that we never met any one yet who liked to be laughed at, and though the gathering gloom of a wintry day was fast shrouding the passenger from observation, our friend Mr. Bunting on leaving Captain Cavendish Chichesters stables, bolted out at the other end of the Mews, in order to avoid the invidious gaze of the aprons by the way that he came. The exit end gained, a short street to the right led him back to the cheerful regions of Rochester Square, on the reverse side to that on which he before entered. Day was now about done, oil and gas were usurping the place of the mist-obscured sun, and careful servants were shutting the shutters, while the me-a-u of the milk-maid, and call of the crumpet-man began to awaken the areas.

It is a good thing for a mind-perplexed man to get away from the scene of contention, and Rochester Square formed a healthy and agreeable contrast to the fetid smells of Sligo Mews.

Mr. Bunting was now enabled to take a calm and dispassionate view of the matter. Here was an offer that seemed almost like a god-send to aid his endeavours with his incomparable charmer. True, the groom was not very good, but the horses were magnificent, and looking at such animals made him more sensible of the imperfections of his own. He thought he oughtnt to miss such a chance, and yet he didnt exactly see how he could manage it. Four horses would be of no use to him with his mild style of riding, besides which he wouldnt like to go about with a man with one eye. The slang cry of There you go with your eye out! occurred to his recollection. He would like to dispense with Crankey if he could. The question was, how to manage it. At length a thought struck him. If I could get Captain Cavendish Chichester to exchange horses for a time, it might answer both our purposes; I should get my riding, and he would get his horses kept in wind, and condition, and the eatage of the one could be set off against the eatage of the other. Dash it! if I dont think that will do, said he, delighted at his cleverness, and liking the proposition the more he thought of it. He took a rapid turn round the entire Square, and having conned the point well, decided it would do; at all events that he would make the proposal. And why not at once? asked he. Why not, indeed? was the answer he gave himself. That point settled, he right-about-faced, and again made for the little street by which he had re-entered the Square, and was speedily back in the gloom of Sligo Mews. Faint glow-wormlike candles flickered here and there, varied by an occasional stable-lantern, or the red fire of the itinerant pie or roast-chestnut man. Having taken his bearings pretty accurately, our friend came upon 51 A, just as Peter, having seen the four oclock stable-ceremonies performed, was retiring for the evening.

Hillo! exclaimed Bunting, as the key turned in the lock, and the retrograding groom nearly trod on his toes Hillo! repeated he, is that you?

Its me, replied Peter, turning the lantern upon Bunting, to be sure of his man. Oh, Mr. Banting, I see, continued he, for people generally mangle a name if they can.

The same, replied Mr. Bunting, pocketing the injury. It has just occurred to me, continued he, that the Captain and I could make an arrangement that would be mutually beneficial.

Well, Sir, said Peter, wondering what it was.

You see I have a couple of very neat horses, but not quite the perfect hunters I should like to take into the country Im going to, where there are bullfinches that require big horses to take in their stride, and also a good deal of water-jumping, so that altogether I want to be rather extra well done by, and it occurred to me that it might suit Captain Chichester if we were just to change horses for the time, and let the servants remain as they are  you taking my horses, and my groom taking yours, by which means you could remain quietly with your family in London.

Now mark the amiable benevolence that attends these London horse-dealing transactions! A groom in the country would have looked as black as thunder, and growled, No, Im blowed if I do anything of the sort  Ill not part company with my osses not for no man! but Peter Crankey came quite pleasantly into the thing, and only seemed anxious about the merits of the animals he was to have in exchange. He was quite greeable, only he wouldnt like to look arter no rubbisin cat-legged beggars that would do him no credit, but if the osses were as Mr. Bunting described, and the reverence Mr. Bunting had given was good, he didnt see why the rangement shouldnt be made.

Well done! thought Mr. Bunting, chuckling at his own acuteness, and thinking what a swell he would be on Owen Ashford.

It was then arranged that Peter Crankey should visit Mr. Buntings stable in Haycock Mews, May Fair, on the morrow, and if matters were approved of, that the exchange should take place the day after. And Mr. Bunting went away extremely well pleased with his bargain, and chuckling at the idea at having disappointed Mr. Percival Dobbin.


CHAPTER LX. 

JOHN CROP.
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A REAL LONDON groom is a gentleman of great pretension and powers of indolence. He can make less work serve him than almost any other description of servant. They are like the men of a hunting establishment without the exercise  they can dress and they can ride,  at least sit a horse in a walk; but as to dressing the horse or caring about him after they get off him, that is no part of their business  there are other people paid for doing that. So, as the huntsman comes shambling into the yard for his horse in the morning and returns him to the place from whence he came in the evening, do these natty elbow-squaring, neat neckcloth-tying grooms expect to be presented with their animals. The groom who does least is considered to be the greatest man. Between men of this description and the humble-minded individual who advertises his general willingness, there is indeed a great gulph. One is the show, the other the working partner in the great firm of Horse, Hound, and Man. Sometimes indeed the willing man includes matters not exactly within the scope of his jurisdiction, as, for instance, groom and gardener, can wait well at table; or, more humble still, gardener and groom, who can milk and butcher if required. Considering the number of works we have on the choice and management of horses, we wonder no master has ever favoured the public with a treatise on the choice and management of grooms, a subject of quite as much importance, seeing that the horse is of very little value without an efficient attendant. There are few but whose experience would supply a few wrinkles.

Mr. Buntings groom, John Crop, was a perfect model of the do-nothing order. Accustomed to the light, trim, drawing-room-like stables of the metropolis and great watering-places, he had an idea that there were helpers and men to do all the dirty work for the smart grooms in the country. He could cock his hat and button his coat and arrange his belt, and make his boots and breeches approximate becomingly; but as to anything useful, that was quite out of the question. He cleaned his own clothes and kept himself trim and smart to ride after his master, and what more could a good-looking, fresh-complexioned young fellow, be expected to do.

When Peter Crankeys emissary (for he did not go himself) arrived at Bensons livery and bait stables in Haycock Mews, May Fair, to inspect our heros horses, Crop was waiting for orders at Mr. Buntings lodgings in Clarges Street; but the production of Mr. Buntings card enabled the party to see the horses, squeeze their wind-pipes, punch their ribs, and otherwise examine them under the auspices of the helper. That done, the man turned on his heel and walked deliberately out of the Mews without note or comment, followed by the usual ejaculation of Ah, youre a gemman, you are, from his late assistant. But if the man was remiss, the master was prompt; for when Mr. Bunting arrived at the Polyanthus Club, the porter on handing him his letters announced that a party had been there to say he could have Captain  Captain  Captain somebodys horse.

Captain Cavendish Chichesters, interposed Mr. Bunting.

Thats the name, sir, replied the porter; whereupon our hero went bounding up stairs into the morning room, looking as happy as R  d  l P  lm  r when he has thrown his clients case away.

His various notes, letters, cards, &c., hurriedly conned, he got into a Hansom cab and went rolling away to Rochester Square, there to bind the bargain. What a good thing it was, he thought as he galloped along, that he had given the fellow a sovereign. How foolish that finely-named Mr. Dobbin would look when he came, expecting to show off on the gray. And our hero thought if Owen Ashford and he did not captivate Miss Rosa, nothing would. Arrived at Sligo Mews, he presently thought the money might have been better bestowed; for Peter on appearing had evidently been basking in the sunshine of the gin-palace, and had dimmed his evil eye considerably. Still, as a man who is never exactly sober is never quite drunk, his indulgence had only the effect of engendering familiarity, causing him to receive our dandified friend with extended hand instead of giving him the cap or hat rap of servitude. Somehow or other, too, Peter had shaved off or forgotten his moustache.

Ah, Captain! exclaimed he, grasping our heros hand severely as he turned, or rather bundled, him into the stable; Ah, Captain! youve got the two besht (hiccup) oshes that ever (hiccup) man laid (hiccup) leg over (lurch), dont care where the two next (hiccup) besht are. Now when shall we shwop? When shall we shwop? continued he, diving his hands into his dirty breeches pockets and making a rubbing-post of our friend as he spoke.

Well, directly, replied Mr. Bunting, wishing to be done with the nasty fellow, the return smell of Juniper being stronger than he liked.

Di-rectly ish the word! hiccupped Peter, nudging Bunting with his elbow.  

Thats to say, to-morrow morning, qualified Mr. Bunting, thinking Peter was in no condition to deliver.

Morrow mornin ish the word, responded Peter; morrow mornin ish the (hiccup) word, Equinocshal Gale, Esheware Road.

No, no, the Golconda Station  the Golconda Station, frowned Mr. Bunting.

Musht stop at the Nocshal Gale, rejoined Peter, eyeing Bunting reproachfully.

No, no, take it as you come back  take it as you come back  after you get my horses done up, replied our friend, snappishly.

Well, Golconda Stashon ish the word  Golconda Stashon ish the word, muttered Peter, adding, What time?

Eleven thirty, replied Mr. Bunting, sternly; but the horses should be there before that to load  say eleven punctually.

Eleven punc ish the word  eleven punc ish the word, assented Peter, drawing his dirty hands out of his greasy-topped pockets, adding, Youll get my oshes there, and Ill get your oshes ere. No, Ill get your oshes where?

Well, at my stable, replied Mr. Bunting.

No spose you bring em ere, goVnor, rejoined Peter, after a pause, lurching as he spoke, and fixing his evil eye steadily on our friend.

Well, I have no objection to that, assented our hero.

You bring your oshes ere, and Ill ave mine ready to schange, said Peter, looking especially wise.

Very good, very good, replied Mr. Bunting, thinking they would be better without the monster.

 Shoddies, bridles, rollers, rugs, everything, enumerated the man.

Yes, and I get yours in exchange, observed Mr. Bunting.

In courshe  in courshe, assented Peter.

Then say at ten thirty in the morning  ten thirty in the morning punctually, rejoined our hero.

Ten thirty punc ish the word, added Peter, keeping his eye steadily on Mr. Buntings hand, to see if it revisited his waistcoat pocket. But our friend had had enough of that game, and now beat a retreat without further beneficence.


CHAPTER LXI.

TUB QOLCONDA STATION OF THE GREAT GAMMON AND SPINACH
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RAILWAY.

CROP received the intelligence of his masters change of horses with the same indifference as he would hear that Bartley had sent a pair of new hoots home and wanted the old ones to mend. What he rode was nothing to him, so long as his master was pleased, provided, of course, his mount did not disfigure him. He felt more the severance from pretty Betsy Jane, the barmaid of the Coach and Horses hard by, but by sudden wrench, believing not that Hearts could thus be torn away, he looked confidently forward to a renewal of their interesting intimacy. Meanwhile he presented her with an eighteen-penny workbox, with a picture of Roseberry Rocks on the lid, and a handsome coloured photograph of himself in a claret-coloured case.

Having then communicated his marching orders to the helpers in the yard, so that they might get his horses ready for him, he next began hissing and packing up his own things, in order to send them along with Mr. Buntings. Of course he took both first and second class clothes, relays of boots, and everything becoming, little doubting that Burton St. Leger was a place of size and importance. Betsy Jane, indeed, had her misgivings on that point, and much feared he might fall into the hands of the designing. Even in his undress travelling clothes, with the rose-tinted tops obscured with caps, she thought she had never seen any one so natty and handsome. What a happy woman she would be if she could have a bar of her own under the title of Mrs. Crop. So Crop and she went to the Alhambra Circus together that evening, and after a soothing glass of rum and milk in the morning, he tore himself away from her auburn ringlets. He then repaired to the Mews, where he found his master waiting to receive him. The bill was paid, the horses were quickly turned out, everything becoming, and Crop received the last compliment of the yard in the shape of a leg up, while another helper handed him his led horse, and, after the usual bumpings and jerkings, he got settled into his saddle, and with parting adieus put his horses in motion, and presently passed off the pavement of the Mews on to the McAdam of May Fair.

They were nice looking horses as they now stepped freely along; one a hay  called the Bard, on which Mr. Bunting is depicted careering over the Downs to the Pic Nic; the other a brown, called the Kitten, of much the same cut and calibre. Horses, servant, saddles, clothing, were altogether a very creditable turn out. So thought Mr. Bunting, as Crop now aggravated them into a trot, and our Mend jumped into a perambulating Hansom to follow and see that all went on right at the place of exchange. Crops instructions were to go to 51 A, Sligo Mews, Rochester Square, there to exchange horses, and then proceed at once to the Golconda Station, where Mr. Bunting would meet him. Now, however, Mr. Bunting thought he would just follow him in view, and abandoning his cab in the Square, take a peep round the corner, to be ready in case of requirement. Crop knowing the town as well as any cabman, went jerking by all the short outs and by-ways, was presently in the denoted region. As luck would have it, he entered Rochester Square on the east side, which led to the 51 A end of Sligo Mews. Being a tolerably quick fellow at finding addresses, he soon saw by Matthew Andrews darting in at the door as Crop rounded the corner where the stable was, and ere he reached it, Owen Ashford came popping out in charge of the lad, followed by the Exquisite led by old one-eye. Crop coming up then dropped from the Bard, jockey fashion, who was immediately slapped into the stable, followed by the Kitten, and Crop was instantly hoisted upon Owen Ashford, and the leading-rein of the Exquisite passed into his hand. He then proceeded to jerk and jag them into motion, Peter and Andrew retreating into the stable the moment their horses had left the door. Though the exchange was effected as quickly as possible, not two minutes being consumed in the operation, 

all the white bonnets were over the border,

again, and John Crop was honoured with a perfect ovation as he passed up the Mews.
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Sally Saunders the washerwoman, threw an old shoe after him; Billy Booth, the knife-grinder, ceased his discordant noise and grinned extensively; Mrs. Codling, the greengrocer, offered Crop a bushel of apples for his bargain; Jessey Ford and Lucy Grove, the jobbing milliners and dress-makers, clapped their hands and exclaimed, Thosell be the swells we saw!  thosell be the swells we saw! While Tomkins, the badgeless cabman, hallood out, I say, sur! is your govnor fond o valking?

Crop jerked his head, and tried to look unconcerned, putting it all down to their low back-woodsman-like ignorance. They knew nothing of May Fair. Meanwhile Mr. Bunting having seen the exchange effected, regained his cab and drove off to the station to order the horse-box. built, as George Robins used to say, regardless of expense, the architect having apparently taken his idea of the edifice from some scene in the Arabian Nights entertainment. Hence, the splendid dividend of two-pence-halfpenny a share, so complacently announced by the chairman, as shown in the picture of The Railway Meeting in that inimitable work, the Manners and Customs of the English. If poor George Stephenson had ventured to shadow forth such a gigantic structure in the early days of railways, he would have been pooh-poohd, and requested not to make a fool of himself; so vast is its space, and interminable its limits. No need of mirrors or artificial means to magnify or reproduce its dimensions. It is startling as it stands. Since, however, the dividends, originally pitched at two hundred and fifty per cent., have dwindled down to two-pence-half-penny, the directors have been endeavouring to rectify their original error by curtailing the working establishment, and instead of having two men  one to help the other to do nothing, as formerly they had  they put the work of two men upon one; so that unless a traveller looks a little to himself, he stands a chance of being only indifferently served. If the majority of railways had been constructed with anything like ordinary prudence and economy, they would have been sources of wealth to the shareholders, and the public might have travelled for half what they now do. As it was, it was believed that their resources were boundless, and every species of folly and extravagance was indulged in. That, however, by way of parenthesis.
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When Mr. Bunting arrived at the Great Golconda Station, expecting to have a horse-box supplied as quickly as he would a shillings worth of heads at a club, he found there was a good deal of holloaing and shouting, and shifting of work from one person to another. There is nothing so unbusinesslike as a great deal of noise. At length the little caravan was got up to the tramway, the compartment let down, and the willing horses were punched into the box like bullocks. Up then went the side, and nothing further was seen of Owen Ashford but his eye. Tickets were taken, cabs and carriages began to roll into the yard, and presently the engine came hissing down from its house. Meanwhile Mr. Bunting proceeded to give his parting directions to the groom  fearing before to trust him with two sets at a time. The only difficulty he anticipated was that of the man-boy finding his way from the Curleyford Station, where he had to stop, to Burton St. Leger; to obviate which Mr. Bunting had taken a tracing off the county map on to a piece of foreign letter paper, which he now presented to Crop, pointing out to him what to hit, miss, or avoid, in a very blind-leading-the-blind sort of way. Youll have no difficulty, said he, youll have no difficulty, repeated he, folding the paper, after mystifying himself and giving it to Crop, who forthwith transferred it to his hat along with his kerchief and a slice of bread and cheese.

Just then Mr. Dick Dawdler, who has the same sort of mania for seeing trains start that some gentlemen of old used to have for seeing the mails leave the White Horse Cellar or the Peacock at Islington, strolled up and claimed our heros acquaintance, almost making him forget, in the midst of Dawdlers sage observations about the weather  what it had been, what it was going to be, what it was last year,  to tell Crop to order him apartments at the Cornwallis Hotel, and have a fly to meet him by the Express train that evening.

The bell then rang. Take your seats! Please take your scats! resounded along the platform; late comers rushed frantically in, hollowing out Stop! as though they were left behind. A battue of doors sounded from end to end, a shrill whistle followed, and away went the long train, hissing and snorting like an exasperated crocodile. The last joint of its tail having disappeared at the turn, porters again stood at ease, strangers retired, and the Golconda Station sunk into a state of temporary repose.


CHAPTER LXII.

BURTON ST. LEGER.
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BURTON ST. LEGER was a large place, or rather a small one stretched out into a large one, just as a goldbeater hammers a small piece of the precious metal into a large circumference, or a little moth of a woman distends herself into a hay-stack with crinoline. It was a longitudinal square, bisected with gravelly cross-roads, round whose spacious green area some spirited individual had planted unhappy-looking limes, in hopes of seeing them emulate the large oaks and elms with which the town, or rather village, outskirts was surrounded. These were now made more visible in leafless winter by the spars and thorns with which their stems were encased to protect them from the cattle and idle boys. The town being purely agricultural, the houses and cottages stood at respectful distances from each other; each seeming to be what the villa agents call self-contained, instead of huddled together, dependent on one another for support. There cannot perhaps be a greater contrast to the now thatched, now blue-roofed, now stone-slated miscellany of houses and cottages constituting a real straggling country village than the long monotonous repetitions of dwellings containing a window, a numbered door, and a peep-hole, peculiar to a mining one. The former always look healthy and nice, while the latter too often present a combination of mud, tawdry squalor, and unbecoming finery Burton St. Leger was a real country place, where the women wore bedgowns and went to the well themselves, instead of sending those wretched children-servants the mining population so delight to employ.

After the pear-tree covered parsonage, and the red brick fox-hunting farmer, Mr. Buckwheats residence, the Lord Cornwallis Inn was decidedly the most imposing-looking house in the place, being bow-windowed and blue-roofed, with white rails set in the stone coping of a low wall in front. Here on a summers evening the rural parliament would assemble and talk over matters quite as important to them as those that are discussed at St. Stephens  how Mrs. Manby managed her husband; how Luke Brown had been out poaching again; how Giles Summerbell had got forty shillings for his barley, while Tom Crosier had nabbut getten thirty-eight, and other equally important rural and agricultural matters. In the old ploughing days of posting, the Lord Cornwallis Inn was a sleeping house, and many great people have reposed in its old tapestried state apartment; but when roads began to mend, people found they could run through from High-green to Mayfield, and the Marquisate business began to decline. First his lordships cocked hat and wig on the sign went, then his coat, and lastly the effigy, like the marquisate itself, disappeared altogether. The name of the house, at the time of our tale, was only represented by a once sparkling blue board, having on it the following inscription in somewhat lack-lustre letters:  



MATTHEW MÜLDOON, 

LICENSED VICTUALLER, JOB AND POST MASTER.



MEAT WINS, MEAT POSTCHAISES, &C.



But though the name of the master appeared on the sign, the business of the house was in fact entirely conducted by his wife, Mrs. Muldoon, Matty haying long retired from business and devoted himself entirely to drinking  being always to be found at the receipt of custom in the bar, with his clay-pipe, ready to give or take glasses with any one. The taste for giving glasses among the lower orders seems to correspond with that of giving dinners among the higher ones, many people being willing to give glasses and dinners who would be very sorry to give the other party the money the glasses or dinners would cost. The dinners we can understand, because there is the gratification of display; but what pleasure there can be in seeing human beings reduce themselves to a level with the animal creation, by gulping down glass after glass of liquid fire, does seem to us to be rather incomprehensible. Nevertheless, Matty was always at it: never incapacitated by the quantity he had taken, but as ready to accept the hospitality of the last man as he had been of the first. Thus he had gone on year after year for many years, and though his corporation had increased and his legs spindled, while his face had assumed a more mulberry-like hue, yet people said the drink did him ne harm, he was se used to it and as the doctrine was a convenient one, Matty thought not either. So he sotted and drank for the good of the house and the bad of himself  a practice not so common now as it was a few years since.

Taking the general range of country inns, however, we may say that the same division into which the old butler threw his masters malt liquor, and we threw the lawyers, may describe the whole range of them, namely, ale, table, and lamentable. The George at Melton, the Station at York, the Bedford at Brighton, and a few others that do not immediately occur to us, are ale, but by far the greater number are only table, and very, very many lamentable. In fact there is no branch of our rural economy that requires more revision and amendment than the country inns; in fact there is no economy about them at all. The large comfortable old posting-houses that existed prior to railways have all disappeared or been converted into schools or convents, or such like purposes. At one of these a man with his horses could live very comfortably during the hunting season. The landlords were generally sportsmen themselves, and also large farmers, so that there was a stroll over the farm at all events, if not a little shooting to occupy a non-hunting day, while the constant expectation of travellers, the tinkle, tinkle, tinkle of the ostlers bell, with the commotion consequent on the long traces, the handing up of the smoking glass to the green-veiled maid in the rumble, with the grand aërial sweep of the landlords hat as the quickly-changed ploughmen post-boys climbed on to their horses and whipped away with their cargoes, with the commentaries of the now left-behind ones on the travellers liberality, all helped to beguile the tedium of the time. Those houses have all disappeared, or if any remain, are dragging out miserable existences, with weak worn-out establishments, women waiters, and either antediluvian ostlers or ignorant hobbledehoys, fresh at each quarter, who hardly know how to put on a bridle, and who, after staring at a stranger on horseback, ask him if he wants him put oop. Then to see them whip off the saddle, let the horse be ever so hot, and dash in the corn as quick as they can get it  giving him what they call a lick and a promise, instead of cleaning him  all irritate the man who knows how a horse should be attended to. And here we may observe that ostlers are generally either very quick clever men, or very slow useless ones; we seldom meet a medium man in the situation of ostler, though we meet with a great many brandy-nosed bad ones. Some of the good ones are marvellously active in their habits. In the old coaching days we knew a man who looked after twenty-five coach-horses and harness, with the aid of only one helper, and did the general stable business of the house into the bargain. But then he was a man who was always at work, never lounging at street corners or popping into the inn-bar to see what oclock it was. Third-rate country inns in England are deplorable places. Keen must be the British sportsman, or desperately in love the man who can stay long at one of these gristly, tough mutton houses for the purpose of hunting or courting, or even for a combination of both. There is no resemblance to civilisation in anything about them, save the bill, that is generally a famous one. Six shillings a bottle, or rather three-quarters of a bottle, of the earthiest sherry; eight shillings a bushel for oats; and servants keep, out of all comprehension. A master should always put his servant on extra board-wages before going to an inn, or he will pay double for what the man would himself get for one-half. Considering that the rule is for the groom to have a bed for nothing where there are horses, very little extra should do it, seeing that an innkeeper can victual a party of servants at two shillings a day each, or three shillings a day where there is only one. Of course there are some innkeepers who will exclaim on reading this, it cant be done, some one has written this who knows nothing of the requirements of gentlemens servants; but we beg to say that we had the information from one of themselves, therefore it may be taken to be true. If they cannot board grooms for a guinea a week, how, let us ask, does it happen that a farm-hind will board a stout ploughman for six shillings a week, and make money by it too? It is no advantage to a master to have his servant eating veal-cutlets or lambs fry for breakfast; he wants him fed like his horses for useful work, and the man would not order such dainties if he was paying for himself; he would have his moneys worth of good wholesome food, and if the innkeeper would not supply him at reasonable prices, he would soon find plenty of people about who would. The groom would thus pocket something a week for himself, and the master would also save by the arrangement, for if he gives the groom his head he will soon eat him a couple of pounds a week at innkeepers prices. Horses, too, are terribly overcharged at inns, which prevents sportsmen going to them if they can by any possibility avoid it. We have before us two bills, one for three horses for a week at a country inn, amounting to 4l. 12s. 3d., exclusive of the expectations of the ostler; the other for the cost of two horses standing ten weeks in a private stable, amounting to 51. 14s. 8d. A gentleman of our acquaintance, being presented with his stable-bill on the morning of his departure from an inn, intending to hunt his way home, was surprised to find that his horses had eaten four bushels of oats a week each, exclusive of hay, bran, beans, and other et ceteras, making the bill up to about double what he expected, 13l. Is. 6d., whereupon he had a long conference with the Boniface, who at length generously agreed to take off the odd eighteen-pence; whereupon our sportsman proceeded to the meet, and had the satisfaction of hearing that the hounds had found their fox immediately and gone right away, nobody knew where. So he saved his eighteen-pence and lost his hunt.

Still sportsmen like touring, and would tour very considerably if they could only get moderately housed at anything like reasonable rates; but the present system is almost a bar to locomotion. It is not that sportsmen object to paying inn bills where the accommodation is good, but that they object to pay the price of good accommodation for very bad. Nevertheless we must bring our friend Mr. Bunting down from the elegancies of the Polyanthus Club to take his chance at the Marquis of Cornwallis Hotel and Posting-house at Burton St. Leger. But first we must get his stud there.


CHAPTER LXIII.

THE LORD CORNWALLIS INN.
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IT WAS A dull winters day, with a cold rain beating right into the pit of his stomach, that a coat-collar-turned-up groom was seen working a couple of tuck-tailed horses round Barnfathers Corner, asking his way to Burton St. Leger. This was our friend Mr. Crop, who, after a variety of perils by rail and by road, had at length advanced thus far into the bowels of the land, wondering when his journey would end, when his question, How far is it to Burton St. Leger? caused Morrison, the foot Post-messenger, to whom it was addressed, to pause and stare with astonishment at the idea of anybody not knowing Burton St. Leger.

How far! exclaimed he, eyeing Crop with incredulous suspicion how far! Why this be it, to be sure!

Oh, this is it, is it? replied our Cockney friend, half-glad at the termination of his journey  half-shocked at the desolate appearance of the place, no flags, no gas, no cabs, no bus, no nothing; only a large green with a flock of geese on a pond in the centre.

Then please where be the Markis Cornwallis Inn? asked Crop, eyeing the scattered assortment of houses and cottages in the vista.

The Cornwallis Inn be the great white house on the right there, replied Morrison, pointing towards it; there, continued he, where the man has just come out from under the entry.

Thank ye, replied Crop, getting his horses in motion again and trotting up to the indicated quarter.

There stood a man in an old badger-skin cap, with a cadaverous countenance and desperately sore eyes, whose dirty fustian clothes might be improved, but could not possibly be spoiled, by the rain, of which indeed he seemed quite regardless, as with his hands in his tattered trowser-pockets he gazed, first up the street and then down, in the usual style of utter vacuity. Seeing horses approaching, he thought the rider might stop for a glass, in which case he would perhaps get something for holding them; so as their rounding heads showed which way they were coming, he stepped a little aside, to give them the shelter of the entry. But Crop passed under the arch into the narrow stable-yard beyond, the clatter of the horses feet on the pavement, disturbing Mr. Muldoon over his glass, and bringing the man of the fustians up the yard to see what was wanted. This was the ostler, Sore-eyed Sam as he was familiarly called, a wonderful fellow for shuffling off work and making excuses, a sort of performance that a man who is good at is seldom good at anything else.

Wheres the bell! wheres the ostlers hell! exclaimed Crop, looking wistfully round at the wretched, unspouted, red-tiled buildings, so unlike what he had left in the morning.

I he the ostler, I be the ostler, replied Sam, shuffling up to Crops knee, adding, What may you please to want?

Horses put up to he sure, Replied Crop, wondering at anybody asking such a question.

Put up, repeated Sam, scratching his uncombed head; put up  whoy he ye goin to stop here?

Why, yes  till my master comes at all events, replied Crop, muttering I dont think well stop long after that.

The wretched creature then rubbed his red eyelids, thinking how he could best shuffle through the matter. He was not prepared for anything of the sort  he had a cow and a donkey in the two-stall stable, a Crosskill roller, a sow and pigs, and half a ton of hay in the three-stall one, and the old mare occupied as much of the long stable as was water-tight.

If youd ha cornd yesterday, said Sam, staring, I could ha done for you nicely.

Well, but Ive come to-day, so stir yourself and get things ready, for my master will be here in no time, replied Crop, alighting from the now dejected-looking Owen Ashford, and jumping and shaking the wet out of his clothes as he spoke.

Im sure I dont know what to do, continued Sam, looking quite bewildered.

Well, you get the osses under cover, and dont stand staring there like a stuck pig, rejoined Crop, thinking what a contrast the wretch was to Mr le Measurer, the orthodox head of the Haycock Mews, May Pair. What have you here? continued Crop, advancing and opening the door of the two-stall stable a cow and a donkey! exclaimed he, adding, turn them out and put my osses in ere.  

Well, but where can I put the cow and the ass? asked Sam.

Put them where you please, replied Crop, entering and turning them out himself. He then led Owen Ashford is, and the Exquisite followed of his own accord. It was a sad, dirty, cob-webby place, but anything was better than the door on such a day as this. So Crop got them into their stalls, and fastened them up by the heads. Now wheres the man of the house  the Markis of Cornwallis  to be found? inquired he, returning to the door and dashing the wet from his hat on to the ground.

The man o the house is a woman, replied Sam, grinning at his own wit.

What, a Marchioness is it? rejoined Crop, equally sharp.

You can call her what you like, replied Sam, I calls her the Missus.

Well, lets have a sight of her, said Crop, Ive got a good many orders to give.

There shes! said Sam, nodding to where a little roundabout woman was making darkness visible by stirring the fire of a bay-windowed little back room, answering the double purpose of parlour and bar. There were the Old Tom and the Old Rum and the Old Gin casks ranged on a shelf against the wall, and there was the old cask of a husband sitting in a semicircular chair, with his pipe, by the now-refreshened fire.

The Marquis had about got to the time of day when he became 

Oer all the ills of life victorious,

for he had imbibed his own bottle of brandy and several eleemosynary glasses from parties who had looked in quite promiscuous, as they say, to have glasses themselves. He was now on the free list with Jack Calcot the cobbler, who had ordered two shilling glasses of hot with; and just as Crop opened the sash-door, the Marquis was endeavouring to impress upon Calcot the great spect and steem he had for him, and how Calcot was welcome to the loan of his donkey any day or any hour  the Marquis nearly melting himself into tears, and blinking severely at the beaker of brandy as he spoke.

Crops appearance at the door rather interrupted the protestations of friendship, and drew all eyes to where he stood.

Rooms for a gentleman and his valet, now announced Crop from the door, in the usual style of London laconics.

Heigh day! exclaimed the Marchioness of Cornwallis, starting and bustling up, as if touched with a reminiscence of former times. What was it you said? exclaimed she, hurrying up to where Crop stood with the door in his hand, surveying the cheerful scene  good fire, round table, and glasses all round.

Rooms for a gentleman and his valet, repeated Crop, adding, and a fly to meet him by the Express.

Fly! ejaculated the Marchioness Fly! theres not such a thing in the place.

Well, a covered conveyance of some sort, rejoined Crop, supposing he must do the best he could under the circumstances.

Covered conveyance of some sort, repeated the Marchioness, sticking her hands in her fat sides and thinking matters over. She then pulled the string of the ostlers bell outside, which presently brought dirty-shirted Sam to the presence, to whom she communicated the strangers behests. Sam, like a good many people, would rather be doing any work than his own, and after giving his red eyelids and snub nose an upward rub with his sleeve, he suggested that they might borrow Dr. Catcbeysides little carriage, which he could drive, and then they might get old Tommy Lee to come into the yard to look arter the osses.
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This suggestion being approved of, Sam was despatched on the double mission, while the Marchioness summoned her pretty maid-of-all-work, Rebecca Mary, to consult her about carrying out the domestic arrangements. Rebecca Mary was the belle of Burton St. Leger, a pretty smiling, blue-eyed, fair-haired maid, who, notwithstanding a host of other suitors, had to undergo the persecution of Sore-eyed Sam. No sooner did Crop see her smart little clean-aproned figure than, with the susceptibility of his master, he almost became reconciled to the discomforts of the place  this, too, in spite of auburn-ringlets and the other attractions of the Coach and Horses. So he withdrew with the ladies into the kitchen, leaving Old Muldoon to renew his protestations of spect and steem for Mr. Calcot, and offer the loan of his donkey any day or any hour as before.

The adjourned debate was then resumed before the kitchen fire, away from the observations and running commentary of the drunkards. Most women have some peculiar ideas of their own about comfort; some think half-roasting people alive is comfort, some that a fine teapot is comfort, others that a fine row of chimney-ornaments  shells, spars, and fossils  is comfort, while Mrs. Muldoon went altogether upon fine linen. If there were only fine sheets and pillow-cases to the bed, and a handsome toilette-cover to the dressing-table, she thought it made no matter what other things were like. The fowl might be stringy, the ham hard, pale, and indigestible, the eggs limey, and the toast tough; but if the linen was snowy all the rest would do.

So, having learnt all she could from Mr. Crop about his masters greatness and intentions, she produced the key of the beloved linen-chest to make the necessary selection, while Rebecca Mary lighted the fires, and Crop returned to his neglected horses in the sorry stable, there to see old Tommy Lee fumbling and dribbling at the dressing.


CHAPTER LXIV.

MR. BUNTING ARRIVES AT BURTON ST. LEGER. 

[image: img404.jpg]

IT WAS A great boon to the sporting world when railways enabled them to follow their callings in distant countries,  the shooter to fly down to the Highlands, the fox-hunter to move about with his horses, taking a hunt wherever he liked, instead of the old weary five-and-twenty or thirty miles a-day trail by the road, with the rest required at the end of the journey. Then when the grooms tardy letter arrived, saying the horses were safe, and the hounds at so-and-so, there was the clear day necessary for giving him his orders, with the uncertainty of getting a seat by the coach, and the withdrawal from all the occupations of life for the one pursuit, that a change of the weather might prevent. As the long looked for day approached, how anxiously the weather was studied, and references made to former seasons. What was so mortifying to a packed-up Londoner rushing out of town at night, as seeing the ominous champagne-glass-like rind on the shop windows, as he hurried along to the coach office, Hatchetts or the White Horse Cellar, say, and finding as he got off the stones the first freezing breath of a frost spread over the road that gradually ripened into blackness as they proceeded, stopping the up-shot of the wheels as the coach rolled noisily over the hard surface, the guard aggravating his discomfiture by apparently superfluous twang, twang, twangs of the horn. Or, again, our friend having got to his journeys end, with a few hours left for a thaw between the sheets prior to dressing for hunting, to be aroused to the fact that the country was half-a-foot under snow! No help for it but to stay on in hopes of a change, or undergo the toil and trouble of a return journey. Now, if a sportsman is stopped by the weather he just shoots back again, with as much ease as the sporting cockney of old used to make the return journey from Croydon. But we are receding in our progress, and must be getting our hero down into the country.

If Mr. Bunting had been bent solely on hunting he would have felt as many a man has felt who goes from home for that purpose, that the trouble was greater than the pleasure  that in fact there is nothing like hunting from home. The little station he stopped at, the little carriage he got into, the deep jolting cross roads he had to encounter, above all, the gloomy aspect of Burton St. Leger, and the dismal desertion of the Lord Cornwallis Inn, would have brought his sporting ardour down quickly to zero, and made him wish himself back at the Polyanthus Club. As it was, however, the near approach to the land of the fair lady, invested each scene with a charm, just as gallant Don Quixote turned all his troubles and disasters into glory.

The Cornwallis Inn was really very nice, the rooms were really very good, the tablecloth was very clean, the castors, those excellent criterions of comfort, were well supplied, and if the old landlord did smoke bad tobacco, that might be easily remedied by getting him some good. Fortunately, too, Rebecca Mary had somewhat reconciled Crop to his quarters, so there was no one to grumble but Bonville the valet, who received the usual attention that a man does who speaks broken English.

A sportsman of the old school on arriving at his quarters would have repaired to the stable to see how his horses were lodged, but that sort-of-thing has exploded, and the poor creatures are now left a good deal to chance and the care of the groom.

Now that is all very well where a groom is a groom, but as not one in ten calling himself so, really is one, the personal inspection cannot be safely dispensed with. However, Mr. Bunting did dispense with it, and busied himself with his own delectable self, and in speculating on his charmer, and the probable success of his trip. He wondered where he would meet with her first  he wondered how she would receive him  he wondered how Mamma would receive him  he wondered how they would look. He wondered if the fat boy was still in attendance  he wondered whether the fat boys father was rich  he wondered whether Privett Grove was the McDermotts own  he wondered how they got it  he wondered whether it was a pretty place. He thought ho would ride Owen Ashford over the next day and see. And so amidst a world of musing pleasant meditations, he sat at a very white-ash-burning fire, and sipped the best part of a pint of earthy sherry, ere he retired to the heavy tapestried low four-post bed, and the enjoyment of the fine linen. Thus, amidst pleasant dreams and anticipations of the morrow, our too susceptible hero passed a very tranquil night. Even in the morning when he arose, and a too truthful sun revealed the real poverty and dilapidation of the place, the grass growing on the road, almost up to the inn door, the ghosts of trees haunting the spacious green, he took courage, and thought of the summer glories of Roseberry Rocks, the mysteries of muslin and gossamer dresses. Then, when after breakfast Mrs. Muldoon, arrayed in a dyed-brown silk dress, came, smoothing her black satin machinery-laced apron, in at the door, to hope he had slept well, and to inquire what he would like to have for dinner; he availed himself of the opportunity, of having a word with her on the locality of Burton St. Leger generally. And a better person he could not have applied to, for in addition to good local knowledge, she had great powers of gossip, and knew the history of every house in the neighbourhood, as well as any register-office keeper. How there was company at the Castle, how there was a great Prince with an immense retinue of servants staying there, how they had had a great gunning match, where they had killed three hundred brace of pheasants, and two hundred hares, and how there were to be other great doings. Then descending to more ordinary mortals, she informed him that the large stone house he saw on the opposite hill was Preelands Lawn, Squire Springfields, that two of the young ladies there were going to be married; then from Freelands Lawn she got to Somerville Tower on the other side of the river where she said there were three beautiful girls with very large fortunes; thence, by a skilful manœuvre, Mr. Bunting brought her round to Mayfield, and managed to draw up to Miss Rosa through the medium of Goldspinks bank.

Did she know Goldspinks bank? he asked as though he had some of its notes, or a letter of credit upon it.

Know Goldspinks bank! repeated Mr. Muldoon in a tone of astonishment at the idea of any one asking such a question, Know Goldspinks bank! I should think everybody knew Goldspinks bank with its fi-pun notes.

What, its a good bank is it? asked Mr. Bunting, with apparent unconcern.

Good enough, I dare say, replied the hostess, Good enough, as if she had no great opinion of it either. Sivin and four had charged ten and a-half per cent, for discounting one of old Mattys bills, during the hard times, hence her displeasure.

Rich? asked Mr. Bunting in a tone of indifference.

Oh rich aye, rich enough my w  o  r  d, they know how to make money there; but if I mistake not, the young un will spend some of it for them one of these days.

What, theres a son is there? asked Mr. Bunting, as if he had never heard of him before. Is he a partner? added he.

No, partner, no! sneered Mrs. Muldoon, they hadnt need take such bodies as him into hanks. Hes just a young wild neer-do-well sort of a body.

What does he do? asked our hero, wanning with his subject.

Do! sneered Mrs. Muldoon, Do! hes always doing some foolish act or another; they say hes lost a vast of money by gambling, and now hes taken up with a low fellow to go upon the turf. My w  o  r  rd, but theyll clear him out there. Hed better let that alone.

Who has he taken up with? asked Mr. Bunting.

Oh, youll know nothing about him, youll know nothing about him, replied Mrs. Muldoon. He was a dirty ragged boy only the other day, and now hes dressed out in finger rings, and an Albert chain, and calls for hock and sober water.  

What fun! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, seeing who the gentleman was she was imitating.

Fun! I see no fun in it, replied Mrs. Muldoon. I like to see people sociate with their equals, and not with such rubbish as this boy does.

Why dont they get him married? asked Mr. Bunting, well knowing that the ladies consider matrimony a cure for everything.

Well, they did talk about that too, replied Mrs. Muldoon, smoothing her apron, and gathering her recollections, they did talk about that too, and to a very pretty girl; but somehow I think hes not a-going to make anything of it.  

Why not? inquired our now anxious friend.

Why not! replied Mrs. Muldoon, Why not! Well, in the first place, hes been such a long time about it; in the second place they have been brought up too much together like; and in the third  though this is strictly confidential, having had it from her maid  Miss has been away from home this summer, and picked up another beau  a fine gentleman, with large

Just as the conversation got to this interesting point, Crop, after a tap at the thin back door, popped his sleek head into the room to ask if his master had any orders for him, whereupon Mrs. Muldoon withdrew, leaving them to arrange matters together; and Crops report of the horses being somewhat favourable  at all events not prohibitory  our friend determined to sally out in quest of adventure as soon as they could be got ready. Who knows, thought he, but kind fortune might lead him in Miss Rosas way, at all events he would reconnoitre the country, and be better prepared for the coining campaign.

So with the aid of Bonville, he accomplished a radiant costume, and with palpitating heart took his place before the fire, there to await the trampling of the horses to call him away. As ill luck however would have it, the too brilliant morning sun had suddenly become obscured with dull leadeny clouds, and just as Mr. Bunting was consulting his diminutive watch to see what time it was, a sudden cash of sleet dashed across the window, as if some idle boy had thrown a handful of peas against it. And when our Mend went into the bay to see what it really was, such a driving storm rebounded from the ground, as gave little hopes of amendment. Here then was a pretty predicament for a club gentleman from town, with nothing to amuse him but the inscriptions on the panes  the Martha Bakers and Betsey Jones of former service, or the fervid effusion of poetical bagman. No books, no papers, no billiards, nothing but the old paste and scissors Mayfield Mercury parading its list of agents, and enormous circulation, with price currents, and an elegant assortment of quack doctors advertisements.

However, there was no mistake about the day  it was final and conclusive. Not the most sanguine young lady, bent on her first ball, could see any hopes in that heavy horizon. The atmosphere looked as if it might be wrung out like a wet sheet. So, with a sigh, Mr. Bunting cast his hat peevishly on the horse-hair sofa, inwardly wishing that Crop had kept out of the room. And it is a remarkable fact, that though he presently sought another interview with his landlady, and tried her in a variety of ways, he could not get her to resume the interrupted conversation. Whether her womanly wit had suggested that this stranger might be the young bankers rival, or Mrs. Muldoon was indebted to Bonville or to Crop for the information, or whether Miss Perkers confidential communication had returned more vividly to her recollection on getting down-stairs is immaterial, she would go to any place rather than Mayfield, and talk of any person rather than either young or old Goldspink. So our friend had to discuss the mutton chop beef steak, beef steak mutton chop question, without the piquant sauce that subject would have given the object of his choice. One thing however consoled him, namely, that Miss Perker had spoken well of him, which showed that the pink satin scarf had not been misapplied. So having got all the information he could out of Mrs. Muldoon, he at length let her withdraw to carry out his orders and respond to the repeated tap, tap, taps, of her drunken husband on the round table. Meanwhile the wind blew, the rain beat, and the whole aspect of the firmament denoted a hopelessly wet afternoon. So our friend was thrown on his own resources, aided by Pattesorns Itinerary, and a very old copy of Carys Cross Roads. But stay! we did the old Mayfield Mercury injustice with regard to its contents, for, in addition to the leading articles before-mentioned, it gave the meets of the hounds, from which Mr. Bunting gleaned that the Duke of Tergiversation was not the lord paramount of the country, for while his Graces pack only figured as a two days a-week one, the hounds of another gentleman, namely, those of Mr. Jovey Jessop hunted four; and though Joveys meets were generally wide of Burton St. Leger, yet when the Duke was at home and wanted his guests well galloped, Jovey hunted the east side of his county, in return for Baxterley Woods and other covers that the Duke gave him,  that is to say, let him draw,  for the Duke, early in life, had promised his mother never to give anything away, and most rigidly adhered to his word. And now, as, we are sorry to say, the tempestuous weather that greeted our hero continued unremittingly during the whole of the first, and also of the following day, we will here take advantage of the opportunity of introducing Mr. Jessop with a certain peculiar appendage of his to our readers.


CHAPTER LXV.

MR. JOVEY JESSOP AND HIS JUG.
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MR. JOVV JESSOP, as his name would almost indicate, was a good fellow  a thorough sportsman, and a hearty hospitable man. His fault perhaps was in being rather too good a fellow, a foiling, however, that tells against a man himself and not against his friends, and one that the world is always happy to overlook. The supply of good fellows is by no means in excess of the demand. A man has only to hoist the flag of hospitality to insure a very considerable amount of custom. So it was with Mr. Jessop. Coming into a large fortune on reaching years of indiscretion, and having undergone the depredations of the ODicey tribe, he presently ascertained that hunting was his forte, and took to it accordingly. He began with that best of instructors, a pack of harriers, and having mastered the rudiments of scent, as much as that puzzling phenomenon can be mastered (for, after all is said and done, all the learning in the world will not make a scent), he gave his harriers away and took to foxhounds.

Getting a country is now a very easy matter, the next great social science to scent being that of getting ones sport out of other peoples pockets. So Mr. Jessop had many countries offered him, all either richly endowed with subscriptions or presenting great local advantages. His first was the well known Bough and Ready-shire, where the subscriptions collapsed nearly one-half in collection, added to which, the few subscribers who did pay considered themselves entitled to have the hounds to adorn their lawns the morning after they had had two soups, two fishes, &c., on the table. Mr. Jessop not caring to be a servant, soon gave it up, and finding that a nominal subscription was in reality worse than none, resolved to hunt the next country he took at his own expense, an arrangement that gave great satisfaction to the squires of his present one, more especially as Mr. Jessop was a good-looking young bachelor who might make a permanent settlement in the country. He took Appleton Hall, a large, rambling old place, the owner of which had raced himself to the door, leaving the house and all about it in a sad state of dilapidation. If, however, the beds were hard and the furniture scant and shabby, there was no fear of a powdered and pink silk stockinged footman meeting a returning sportsman at the foot of the stairs with a boot-jack and slippers to prevent his harming it, and as a good fox makes any country good, so a good cook makes any house comfortable. And a capital cook Mr. Jessop kept  two, indeed; an Englishman to cook his beefsteak for breakfast, and a Frenchman to send up the fricandeau, &c., for dinner. Here Mr. Jessop exercised a great amount of hospitality  more, indeed, than was good for him, but which is difficult to stop when a man once begins  guests succeed guests, the man of last year likes to come this, and so, what with one and another, a Lost has a hard time of it. Bachelor houses may be very independent, but there is always this objection about them, that there is no break in the evening, and men sit longer after dinner than they otherwise would. In addition to this, Mr. Jessop had some capital port, fine rich, ruby, silky wine, that connoisseurs would give any money for, and wine-merchants, if they had any, would not know how many expletives to put before it in their lists. What was more, he had a good stock of it, and Ambrose, the butler, always knew that the convulsive shake of the wire in his pantry (for the dining-room bell wouldnt always ring) meant wine, and in he came with a bottle accordingly.

The consequence of all this was that Mr. Jessop was somewhat in the position of the man at the fight, where the rule was, one down, tother come on, for as fast as he spoiled the digestion of one man, a fresh one appeared to supply his place. So our host was kept at it from weeks end to weeks end, and though it is said that notwithstanding all the deleterious compounds they put into their insides, nobody ever saw a bilious post-boy, yet the rule did not seem to hold good with foxhunters  for Mr. Jessop, though not yet in the prime of life, not only began to be rather pink about the nose, but to have some disagreeable internal sensations, which not yielding to the treatment of the country apothecary, he just put himself into the express train one non-hunting day, saying that he was going up to Masons to look at a horse, and, arrived in town, he went sneaking along all the bystreets to the great Dr. David Whitlows gloomy, dirty-windowed old House, so conspicuous an object in C  Square, hoping none of his acquaintance would see him and imagine there was anything the matter with him. In feet he didnt look as though there could be anything the matter with him, for he was a tall, stout, fresh -complexioned young man, scarcely turned of thirty, with bright hazel eyes, and clustering brown hair, who walked as though he could never tire; but, as the child told its nurse, when assuring it it was not hurt, after a fell, Ou cant feel me, ou knows, so Mr. Jessop knew better than anybody else what his internal sensations were; and this observation will apply to many other people whom the stout healthy world calls fanciful. Mr. Jessop having gone at the Doctors dirty door just as he would at the Whissendine or any other brook, was speedily let in by a queer-looking little old fellow, dressed in a red-striped livery-vest, a blue drab coat with dim-centered brass buttons, and black shorts above gray worsted stockings, with absentee calves, whose Lynx-like eyes, set in an almost entirely hair-denuded head, saw at a glance who were good for a tip, and who might be done out of their turns. Seeing the hale comely person of our foxhunter, he immediately, after getting him in, began expressing his regret that there were so many visitors before him, a dissertation that Mr. Jessop cut short by showing him a half-crown, and telling him it should be his if he got him in the next turn.

If youll favour me with your card, Ill see what I can do, whispered the man, eyeing the money, whereupon Mr. Jessop handed him one of his best double-glazed pieces of pasteboard, and was then ushered into the dismal, seedy-carpeted dining-room, among sundry valetudinarians in various stages of languor and debility. Men with white faces, men with yellow faces, men with blue faces, men with green faces, men with every description of face, other than pleasant insurable ones. Jessop started, for it was like getting into a morgue, the contrast was so great to the mirthful healthy red-coated customers he was in the habit of seeing. The room, too, was dull and gloomy, the straggling rays of the winters sun being about excluded by a too liberal allowance of old purple-bordered drab window-curtains. On the long green baize-covered dining-table lay a couple of penny papers, while sundry reports and subscription-lists of hospitals and charitable institutions were scattered around, which the restless patients took up and threw down again, hardly knowing what they were doing. It has been said that the time spent in a lawyers outer office waiting for an audience, is about the most unprofitable part of a mans existence, but the great Doctors waiting-room is a more fearful ordeal, for the lawyer merely deals in dross, while the Doctor deals out life and death, some of them, we are sorry to say, rather abruptly.

If Mr. Jessop had gone to the great house of call for sportsmen  Tattersalls yard  he would have been hailed half a dozen times before he got up to the fox, but here he thought there was no chance of meeting any one he knew. In this, however, he was mistaken. Crouched between the sideboard and the cellaret sat a man muffled up in a green shawl cravat, and a gray fur-collared boat cloak shading a sallow face, wrinkled and compressed into something like Cambridge biffin.

Jessop, my b-o-u-y, how are you? gasped a sepulchral voice, with a forced attempt at hilarity from over the fur collar.

Mr. Jessop stood aghast.

What! dont you know me? asked the speaker, peevishly, slightly lowering his green muffler from before his mouth Scudder, Jack Scudder, muttered he, holding out a lean clammy hand for Jessop to shake. It was indeed a cold repulsive grasp, and like most men with unhealthy hands, he gave the shakee a good benefit of it.

Why, whats happened? asked Mr. Jessop, now endeavouring to reconcile the dry haggard features of the invalid with the once bright cheerful countenance of Jack Scudder, whose red-coat laps had often been distended before him flying over the leaps in a run Whats happened? repeated he, with a tone of concern whats happened, I say?

Oh, nothing ticklar, nothing ticklar, muttered Scudder, replacing his wraps, only, continued he, drawing Mr. Jessop towards him, and adding confidentially in his ear, I cant lush as I used to do  no, by Jove!  I cant lush as I used to do Scudder giving a melancholy shake of his head, as if his inability to drink was a national calamity.

Just then the street-door opened and closed on a departing patient, and presently the old servant opened the drawing-room one, and, with a knowing glance of the eye, summoned Mr. Jessop to the presence. Out then our master went, leaving Scudder and the rest of the patients to grumble at the preference.

Cant lush as I used to do  cant lush as I used to do, repeated Jessop, ascending the spacious old staircase after the servant. No, by Jove, I should wonder if you could, thought he, conning over the many carouses he had seen in Scudders company. This brought him before the imitation rosewood door of the consultation room, where his conductor now stood, card in hand, waiting for the promised halfcrown. That paid and pocketed, the man opened the door, and advanced with the Jovey Jessop card to his master  which having presented, he withdrew.

Dr. Whitlow or Davy Whitlow, as he is commonly called, was one of Natures rough diamonds, who, despairing of polishing himself up into anything like civilisation, had adopted the Abernethy tack, and was as rough and free spoken as his great prototype. This style, of course, only does for the men, the ladies requiring manner and feeling, while the men rather like those who come to the point, and get through their cases quickly. So Davy used to stare at them and question them and bully them, declaring there was nothing the matter with them, or that they had nearly got to the end of their tether, with much the same unconcern either way. Having invested the guinea of the last patient (the shilling in his baggy black and white Tweed trowsers pocket, the sovereign in his table-drawer), he was taking a slip-shod turn round the scantily furnished room with his hands in the pockets of his blue flannel dressing-gown, thinking now of his dinner, now of a proposed trip to Ham, when he was presented with the card, our friend closely following, who stood transfixed at the sight of the great bearded hairy monster, into whose hands he was now delivered. He looked more like a lion rampant than a man. Davy, seeing Jessop start, affected surprise too, and throwing himself into attitude with the card in the palm of his extended right hand, fixed his ferrety eyes (almost concealed with hair) steadily upon him, and then exclaimed, with an ominous shake of his great shaggy head, Ah! I say Mr. Jovey, whats your name? If you dont mind what youre arter, youll very soon be the late Mr. Jovey whats your name? So saying, the monster tore the card into quarters, and threw the pieces behind him.

This was not very encouraging, but still did not preclude hope, so Jessop tried to laugh it off, and then endeavoured to draw Davy into a retail consideration of his case.

Come this way, said the Doctor, laying his hairy paw upon Jessops arm, and leading him up to the middle window, where a mark in the oil-doth showed the place for examination. Davy scanned Jessop, and Jessop scanned Davy, and at last Davy spoke.

Ah, it is as I said, Mr. Jovey whats your name  if you dont put the muzzle on, youll very soon be the late Mr. Jovey whats your name.

Well, but if  ejaculated Jovey.

You go down stairs, and ask to see Mr. Scudder, interrupted Davy, and if youd like to be like Scudder, youll go on as youre doing, if not, youll just put the muzzle on, and live till youre eighty. So now give me a guinea; none of your sovereigns, but one pound one, and go, the Doctor holding one hairy paw out for the money, and ringing a little hell with the other. So Mr. Jessop was ejected, and not caring to inquire particularly into Mr. Scudders ailments, took his departure, much relieved by his visit, inwardly resolving not to emulate him in fixture. It was not that Mr. Jessop cared about wine, but he cared about company, and he presently hit upon an expedient for having the latter without the inconvenience of the former.

Among the steadiest customers of Appleton Hall  one always ready to come at long or short notice, or stay on if required  was a gentleman of the name of Boyston  Mr. Thomas Boyston, who hunted a little, but did a good deal more in the drinking way. The Boystons of Boyston, in H  shire, are a good old English family, filling a full page of Burke, even in the compressed form in which he has now potted the Commoners, but Boyston Père having left ten children behind him, when the moon came to be cut up into stars there was little left for our Squire but a receivership. So he let Boyston Park, and led a sort of wandering life, now hailing in London, now hunting where he could get a free pack. Our friend Mr. Jessops being of that description, Mr. Boyston had early taken up with them, and consumed as much Appleton port wine as any two of the hunt. He was quite the reverse of Mr. Jessop, being a dull, heavy, phlegmatic sort of man, who drank for drinkings sake, never leaving a heel tap, and always filling a bumper. His peculiarities consisted in talking in his sleep. and always wearing nankin trowsers, both summer and winter;  expensive wear, considering his propensity for sitting cross-legged with his glass on his knee. I didnt shay I wouldnt take any more wine, he would mutter in his sleep. I shaid if any other shentleman would like another bottle!  awakening himself to consciousness by sluicing his legs with his wine. He was a short, thick, bristly, black headed fellow, who did not seem to feel any ill effects from the drink, and it occurred to Mr. Jessop that by having him to have with him all the winter he might go on with Ids hospitality as before, getting Boyston to bear the brunt of the battle.

So he established him a bachelor bed-room, not over sumptuously furnished, with a couple of stalls for his horses, and made him perpetual vice-president of his table. And the arrangement suited Mr. Boyston uncommonly well, for he not only got capital fare, but rose considerably in the estimation of the ladies, who requested the honour of Mr. Jessop and Mr. Boystons company, instead of asking Mr. Jessop alone.

And the arrangements answered well in a sanatory point of view also, for in less than a month, the then lately rising rubicund hue had been transferred from Mr. Jessops nose to that of his guest, whose great harvest-moon face now waxed broader and redder, until it looked as if it had been put into a furnace and blown red-hot. The change was not lost on the ladies, and, one day after a dinner-party at Mr. Springfields, during the interregnum of the drawing-room, the abstemiousness of Mr. Jessop, and the rapacity of Mr. Boyston, came to be commented upon, when Mrs. Captain Cambo, who was the wit of the party, suggested that Mr. Jessop used Mr. Boyston as a jug to carry away the wine in he couldnt hold himself. And Mr. Boystons great square figure favouring the idea, it was passed round among the gentlemen when they returned, by whom it was well haw-haw-hawed, and pronounced to be extremely good, and thenceforth Mr. Jessop and his Jug became familiar as household words.

Having now introduced parties with whom our hero will presently come in contact, let us return to him at his weather-bound quarters at Burton St. Leger.


CHAPTER LXVI.

A SHOCKING BAD SADDLE.
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THE NEXT DAY was as bright and cheerful as its predecessors had been dull and gloomy. Nature would seem to have shed her tears, dried her eyes, and put her pocket-handkerchief away. The sun shone forth with redoubled splendour; the noisy geese went screeching and cackling and clapping their wings over the green to the water; the emancipated pigs roved leisurely about; the sparrows twittered on the eaves; while the fluttering pigeons were here, there, and everywhere. It was a fortunate circumstance that the weather had changed, for the Duke of Tergiversation had fixed upon this day to exhibit the prowess of his pack to his illustrious guest the Prince Pirouetteza. To this end all the odd horses had been put in requisition, and all the old yellow coats exhumed from their boxes to put upon helpers and straps, to swell the number and importance of the retinue. Great was the preparation at the Castle  Mr. Haggish alone was moody and thoughtful; for, independently of the noise and mischief of these amateur whips, the loss of his varra best hound was generally the result of a show day. However, the Duke willed it so, and Mr. Haggish was obliged to comply.

It was with great satisfaction, after two days confinement to the house, that our friend Mr. Bunting arrayed himself in his hunting costume  smart new scarlet, with anonymous buttons, white tops, and leathers to match. He was not one of the fine old English gentlemen-school of sportsmen, with their queer-cut coats, ugly drabs, and inky pig-jobber-like boots. His was the gay butterfly costume, further enlivened with a hearts-ease, embroidered blue cravat, a pink-striped shirt, with carbuncle studs and a worked buff vest, all covered with foxes heads. Having made a middling breakfast, he got on his spurs, and, after a satisfactory survey of himself in the mirror, with palpitating heart went clonk, clonk, clonking down stairs. Arrived in the yard, he gave his whip a crack to announce his approach, when the stable-door flew open, and Owen Ashfords gray head protruded at the portals.

The first thing that struck our friend was that the bridle was very bad. Oh dear, the bridle was very bad! That, however, was immediately eclipsed by the saddle, which indeed passed all comprehension. If our excellent coadjutor, Leech, were to draw such a thing people would say it was a caricature  that such a saddle never was seen. And certainly it bore no affinity to the handsome horse on which it was placed, or to the delicate cream-coloured leathers with which it sought to be invested. It was old and black, and battered, and patched, and capped, in almost every part and place  patched, too, in the roughest, coarsest way, with great long dog-teeth-like stitches, instead of the beautiful little sewing that marks the production of the London workman. Even the very seat had given way in the middle and been stitched up into a thing that looked like a map of the lake of Geneva. Oh dear, Mr. Bunting was shocked, the whole being so unlike what were supplied to him by those great masters of arts in Oxford-street, who puzzle their customers so to know which is which.

Why what the deuce have you put these things on for? exclaimed he, taking the weather-bleached rein of the old Pelham bridle between his finger and thumb.

They are what I got with the osses, sir, replied Crop, eyeing his masters look of disgust.

But you dont mean to say youve got nothing better than this! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, placing his hand on the lumpy pommel of the variegated saddle, with its frayed unmatching girths.

Nothing else for this oss, sir, replied Crop.

Oh dear, you must have made a mistake, and come away with the exercising things! exclaimed Mr. Bunting.

They are just what they gave me at the Mews, replied Crop.

Oh dear, oh dear; but I would never have taken such things, rejoined his master, frowning. Captain Chichester could never have ridden on such a pack-saddle thing as this, said Mr. Bunting, slapping it, adding, Couldnt you see what sort of a thing it was?

There was a cover over it, sir, replied Crop, popping into the stable and producing one as he spoke.

Why, the covers as bad as the saddle! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, throwing it down, adding, Its clearly a mistake, and they have given you the exercising things  deuced bad uns they are, too.

The question then was, what to do. There stood a swell all ready for hunting, and there stood a horse ready to go if he had but a decent saddle and bridle.

At this juncture sore-eyed Sam, who was as fertile in expedients as he was in excuses, suggested that praps Mr. Buckwheat, the sporting farmer, could let them have what they wanted.

Go and see, replied Mr. Bunting, adding to Crop, and you be getting the other horse ready in case of accidents.
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Crop, without telling his master that the other saddle and bridle were equally bad, then proceeded to strip the Exquisite; but ere he had got him rubbed over and turned round in the stall, Sam returned, hearing a very passable-looking bridle and saddle, which fortunately fitted the gray not amiss, wherewith being invested, Mr. Bunting drew on his other doe-skin glove, and, gathering his whip, proceeded to mount the now greatly improved handsome animal. The important adjustments of seat and stirrups being next accomplished, he then drew rein, and feeling his horse gently with his heel, passed under the archway of the Lord Cornwallis Inn into the open space of Burton St. Leger. Here, as he got a glance of himself in Miss Muslin the milliners plate glass window, he thought that Owen Ashford and he looked very well together. With this pleasing conviction he rose in his stirrups, and, putting his horse into a gentle trot, passed up the straggling street, to the great admiration of the women, who drew to their windows as though a telegraphic message had announced his approach. Great was their curiosity to know who he could be. All towns have their attendant toll-bars  the penalty of greatness; and Hooker gate paid, the excitement of observation was over, while a liberal grass siding now enabled our hero to commence an estimate of his mount on Owen Ashford. For this purpose he put along a little quicker, and proceeded to think of him, and him only. The horse was weak under him  weak certainly, Mr. Bunting thought  not the springing elasticity of either the Bard or the Kitten. And now he began to wheeze and cough. Confound the animal, growled Mr. Bunting, as he went grunting and wheezing up the green siding. May have got something into his throat, thought he, easing him down into a walk. He then became a little better.


CHAPTER LXVII.

A SHOCKING BAD HAT.
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JUST AS OWEN Ashford had about coughed himself out, and Mr. Bunting was thinking of setting him agoing again, a start and halflook round from the horse announced an approach, and presently up trotted a weather-beaten-looking old gentleman, in a shocking bad hat, stained scarlet coat, hard, cracky, uncomfortable-looking cords, and rusty Napoleons, who saluted our hero with a hail fellow well met Good morning! as though he had known him all his life. This was Mr. Archy Ellenger, of Kids Hill, a well-known old fox-hunting ferret, who followed the chase more to get into peoples houses and to fasten upon strangers than anything else. He had heard of Mr. Buntings arrival, and had come round by Burnfoot Lane, in order to take him in the rear. Archy was quite a different sort of gentleman to the Jug, for he affected hospitality himself, was always upbraiding people for not breakfasting or coming to him overnight  had such a nice piece of crimped cod and a four-year leg of mutton, to which he would have added a woodcock or a dish of mince pies; but if any one was simple enough to come, Archy would show that he was great at the art of evasion. He lived in furnished lodgings, kept a couple of screws and a shandrydan vehicle to attach to their tails, wherein he scoured the country far and near. Having the reputation of wealth, and no one to leave it to, Archy was everybodys guest, though if many of his hosts had known that he had sunk his wherewithal in an annuity, he would not have been quite-so welcome. There are Archy Ellengers in most countries  forward men who fasten themselves on to strangers, and pretend to introduce them to people whom they hardly know themselves.

The tout ensemble, however, was not at all likely to attract such a fastidious gentleman as our friend, and under ordinary circumstances he would have shied him  at all events have shaken him off  before they got to the meet, just as a member of Whites gets rid of a rustic at the top of St. Jamess Street; but after two days solitary confinement there is scarcely anybody that a man cant put up with. Moreover the horsemans familiar manner made Mr. Bunting almost think that he had seen him before, but where he couldnt for the life of him imagine. The face was something like Harry Elstobs, only more wrinkled; but Harry would be above puckering a crape right up his hat to conceal its shabbiness. The figure was something like Willy Waughs, of the Convolvulus Club, but the face didnt fit; besides, Willy didnt hunt, so it couldnt be him. However, there he was, and it was for Mr. Bunting to take him or leave him, as he liked. Mr. Bunting took him. Good morning, replied he, returning Mr. Ellengers salute, who then followed it up with a heres a fine hunting day!

It is, replied Mr. Bunting, and very acceptable after all the rain.

Very, rejoined Ellenger, reining his badly-clipped dun with the familiar black stripe down its back alongside our hero.

Bunting then looked Ellenger over, and Ellenger looked him; Bunting thinking Ellenger was a queer-looking fellow, Ellenger thinking he would like to buy Bunting at his price and sell him at his own.

Bunting then spoke: How far is it to the meet?  How far is it to the Holly Bush Inn? asked he.

Just over the hill  just over the hill, replied Mr. Ellenger, nodding onward as he spoke, adding, plenty of time  plenty of time  no fear of being late with the Duke.

What, hes unpunctual, is he? asked Mr. Bunting.

Terribly! terribly! rejoined Mr. Ellenger, adding, If he was half as keen about beginning as he is about leaving off, he would-do.

Not much of a sportsman then, I presume, observed Mr. Bunting.

Not a bit of one  not a bit of one, rejoined Mr. Ellenger. Just keeps hounds for shows sake  just keeps hounds for shows sake. Pack of curs and a red-herring would do quite as well for him.

Mr. Ellenger not having a vote or being otherwise available, was not admissible at Tergiversation Castle; hence his displeasure. He always abused the Duke well behind his back, and toadied him to his face.

Cough, wheeze, grunt, cough, now went Owen Ashford, again boring with his head to the ground.

Your horse has got a little cold, I think, observed Mr. Ellenger, when the horse had done.

I think he has, replied Mr. Bunting, carelessly, or something in his throat.

Cough, wheeze, grunt, cough, went the horse again.

Cold, I should say, continued Mr. Ellenger, drily.

Cough, wheeze, grunt, cough, repeated the horse, vehemently.

Deuced like broken wind, muttered Mr. Ellenger to himself.

Those stables at Burton St. Leger are not to be depended upon, observed he, aloud.

Arnt they! replied Mr. Bunting, adding, Whats the matter with them?

No trade  no custom  never aired  cold and damp  uncomfortable. Wish Id known youd been coming, Id have got you some good ones at Stobfield or Oldgate.

Wonder who the deuce you are, again mused Mr. Bunting, looking his companion over  shabby clothes, bad horse, and all. He thought he must have met him before, and yet he couldnt tell where. It wasnt old Hetherington of Berkeley Street, and yet he was very like him.

Cough, wheeze, grunt, cough, again went Owen Ashford, in the most summary manner.

If that horse is not broken-winded, Im a Dutchman, observed Mr. Ellenger to himself, eyeing the catch of his flank. However, it was no business of his, and perhaps he was only riding him to cover. Horse on? at length asked he, thinking to test it.

No, replied Mr. Bunting, just jogging him on myself.

So am I, rejoined Mr. Ellenger, trying to put a little liveliness into the dun with his off-side spur as he spoke.

Just then two horsemen, one dressed in a bottle-green coat, with a buff vest and white cords, riding a great staring four-year old bay, the other in fiddle-case boots and red shawl cravat and mufti generally, emerged from Brackenside Lane upon the road our friends were travelling, and were immediately hailed by Ellenger in the patronising way a red-coated man speaks to a dark one.

Hollo! Jobling! exclaimed he, addressing the gentleman in green, what, are you for the fox! How go on the harriers? Then before the master of Muggers had time to reply, Mr. Ellenger followed up the charge by touching Mr. Bunting on the arm with the crop of his whip, and saying, Allow me to introduce my friend Mr. Jobling  Mr. Jonathan Jobling, master of the best pack of harriers in the world; whereupon Mr. Bunting made a bow, and Jobling grinned more complacently than he would have done but for the compliment.

Ellenger then tried to trot Jonathan out, but the hare-hunter saw through him, and without noticing his next inquiry, How many hares he had killed? began talking to Mr. Bunting about the wet, the weather, and other indifferent subjects.

The man of the hat then joined the man in mufti, and thus they proceeded in pairs. As they neared the brow of Little Hay Hill, where the Quarry-house toll-bar embraces the four lane ends in its three-halfpenny grasp, Mr. Ellenger bellowed to Mr. Jobling, who was then in advance, Ive got sixpence, Job! Ill pay for all! but when they reached the gate, and Mrs. Fakey stood with extended hand for the money, the sixpence was not to be found. Our hero at last had the pleasure of paying for all.


CHAPTER LXVIII.

A SHOCKTNG BAD HOBSE.
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ORA TOLL-FREE MENDS having now gained the summit of Little Hay Hill, a goodly landscape appeared before them; in the far distance the town of Herdingford, with its lofty spire, then the tortuous windings of the silvery Dart meandering through the fertile meadows, next the ducal Castle on its stately eminence, and then a wide smiling vale, which at that distance looked extremely easy to cross. On the straight road full in front, a long cavalcade was approaching, foremost of which was old Halth and Contantment, with the hounds and the numerous attendants in yellow. Then came a dribbling line of scarlets, and blacks, and browns, and greens, the wearers riding in threes and twos and singly.

Great muster, seemingly, observed Mr. Jobling, eyeing the unwonted numbers.

Got a great gun at the Castle  Prince of Potatoes, or something of that sort, observed Mr. Ellenger, laughing at his own wit.

Then we shall have a show day, I fear  bag-fox or something of that sort, praps, observed the master of the harriers.

Not unlikely, replied Mr. Ellenger, provided any body will trust the Duke for one, he  he  he, hem  haw  haw.

The Holly Bush was a great resort of drovers and people of that description, but since they took to the rail, the Bush has rather come down in the world, and is more supported by the sale of lemonade and other non-intoxicating beverages, than by that of old Sir John Barleycorn. It stands in the centre of a good country, Sunny side Woods on the north, Shipton Green Grove on the south, Ravensdowne Craigs on the east, and Fernside Plantations on the west. Go which way a fox will, he can never get wrong. Though not so well adapted for a show meet as a park or a castle, it was better calculated for drawing a field, the roads being sound and good, and Haggish always showing sport when he could.

The fineness of the day, the badness of the previous ones, the fame of the country, and the attraction of a Prince, all conduced to a bumper, and people came whipping on wheels and spurring on steeds from all parts of the country, and great was the surprise and exclamations at unexpected encounters.

Why Short! who would have thought of seeing you here!

What Cox! have you come all the way from Eddyford Edge! You are the boy for an early start. Wonder if you breakfasted over night.

No, but I shaved, replied Cox, feeling his chin as he spoke.

Then when Mr. Haggish and the hounds came up, there were fresh exclamations, varied by inquiries as to who was at the castle, who on the road, and what Haggish would have to drink.

Thank ye, just nothin at all, Im obliged to ye, replied the veteran, touching the peak of his cap to the inquirer, adding, hanting and dranking are just two mens work.

Oh, but a glass ill not hurt you, observed Mr. Wallower, the wool-stapler, who dearly loved one himself.

O faith, but its just the first glass that does all the mischief; one glass begats another till a thing becomes foo, and no fit to take care of itself  halth and contantments my motto, added he, turning with his hounds into the little grass-field in front of the Inn as he spoke.

Now lat them have a roll, exclaimed he to the amateur whips who were for driving them up to him like a flock of sheep. And forthwith the hounds began rolling and stretching themselves on the green sward, uttering occasional notes of delight at the prospect of the coming sport.

Fortunately for Billy Brown, the corpulent landlord of the Holly Bush Inn, all the field were not of Mr. Haggishs way of thinking, and black bottles of whiskey, rum, and gin, began to appear and circulate freely to mutual good healths and good sports. And so a good many shillings and sixpences thus passed into Browns pocket. Having wetted their whistles, the parties at length began looking at their watches; twenty minutes past time and no Duke.

His Grace will not be coming, exclaimed Mr. Archy Ellenger, Hadnt you better throw off, Jock?

His Grace is coming, and the Earl too, replied Mr. Haggish, wondering what business Mr. Ellenger had to Jock him.

Coming! aye, so is Christmas, sneered Mr. Ellenger, adding, Its no use people advertising for one hour, and coming at another.

Not a bit, assented Mr. Bagnal, the butcher, who wanted a little bill of the Duke, and was thinking of dunning him.

At length, as even the most patient of the now numerous field were beginning to grumble, a something was seen in the distance, and presently the red and yellow liveries of the Duke loomed in perspective, and all eyes turned the way they were coming. There were out-riders both before and behind, who came working their arms in the great-exertion-little-progress-way peculiar to the riders of halftired horses. The postilions, who had been nursing their horses, presently began to spur and exert themselves in order to come up with a dash, which they did to the door of the Holly Bush Inn. Hats and caps then rose from the heads of those arrived. Archy Ellengers shocking bad hat making as great an effort as any of them. These salutations being condescendingly returned by the noble inmates of the carriage, the powdered footmen let down the steps, and the Prince, the Duke, and the Earl descended, and entered the parlour of the Holly Bush Inn, there to revise their attire. This they were not long in doing, and they presently returned, all red, and gold, and fancy colours, the Duke and his Lordship wearing leathers and tops, the Princes nether man being encased in a pair of superlatively shining Napoleons.
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It was a pity that the great mens horses were not so good as their clothes, or the turn out would have been very respectable. The Duke, to be sure, had a good one for himself, but Lord Marchhare having lamed the bay on which Leech depicted him piloting Miss Rosa, was reduced to a weedy little chestnut of one of the whips, while the Prince was put upon a great ambling, high-crested, hollow-backed white, that looked more like a trumpeters horse than a hunter. However, its flowing mane and abundant tail pleased the foreigner, who having mounted, began ambling and curvetting and caprioling among the crowd. But he had to earn his keep yet by having such of the field presented to him as the Duke thought would pay for the honour; and forthwith much of the same sort of scene ensued that was enacted at the battue  people being brought up and introduced whom the stranger would forget the next moment. To most of these the affable Prince offered some sage observation, such as It vos von vare fine day for foxing  should kill many dozens of them he thought, his Highness thinking that in fox-hunting, as in pheasant-shooting, quantity was the criterion of sport. Meanwhile Mr. Haggish sat on his great black horse Galashiels, tapping his boot with his whip, and grinding his teeth in disgust at the sight of the man who had shot one.

At length it came to Jocks turn to be noticed, and addressing his huntsman, the Duke inquired what he was going to draw first.

Wall, what your Grace pleases, replied Jock, raising his cap, I was thinking of going to Sunnyside at once.

Not Newham End? replied the Duke, who always liked to sport on opinion.

Newham Ends savan miles from here, your Grace, replied Haggish with a smile. Nevertheless, if your Grace wishes it, we can go.

Ah, I forgot, replied the Duke, I thought we were at the Mulberry Tree at Burtontongue Ferry. Well go to Sunnyside at once, then.

Jock then got great Galashiels by the head, and calling his hounds together led the way, thus leaving the meet three-quarters of an hour after the appointed time. But time was made for vulgar souls, not for Dukes and Princes. A general move then ensued, glasses were paid for, horses remounted, and the Holly Bush Inn presently resumed its wonted solitude.

The Prince proceeded at a sort of amphitheatrish amble between Mr. Nelson Brown of Barrow Hill, and Mr. Rennison Reveley of Victoria Green, while the Duke pushed about, doing the agreeable in his own peculiar way, mangling peoples names, calling Hobson Hobson, and Hobson Hobson; asking after single mens wives, and the wives of some who were dead.

Meanwhile Mr. Bunting was assiduously waited upon by Mr. Ellenger, who kept introducing people to him, though from want of knowing our friends name it was only a one-sided proceeding. The intervals were filled up with accounts of the country, and the marvellous runs Ellenger had seen, wherein the narrator had always been a conspicuous, if not a principal part. During all these varied proceedings, Owen Ashford had kept up a sort of running commentary of his own, in the shape of coughs, wheezes, and grunts, causing parties to look anxiously round, for there is nothing more appalling to a sportsmans ear than a cough. It is so suggestive of stop and go home.

It is a point with some people, whether to tell a man he has lost a shoe, or let him find it out himself, or leave some one else to tell; the disgust at the information being oftentimes greater than the gratitude at being told, and an over-reach, a stub, and a cough, may be placed under the same category. Indeed a cough is perhaps more exempt than the rest, for the rider has a better right to know all about it than any body else, and if he does not think it worth noticing, there is no reason why any one else should.

This sort of logic seemed to prevail on the Holly Rush Inn day, for though many sportsmen started and looked round to see whence the short grunty cough proceeded, and Jonathan Jobling observed to Mr. Cordy Brown, the sporting butcher of Mayfield, that somebodys horse would be better in the house, none of them thought of riding up to Mr. Bunting, and asking him if he did not think he had better go home.

So our hero proceeded in the great cavalcade, occasionally trying what a little counter-irritation in the shape of a touch of the spur would do towards stopping the disagreeable noise. But Owen Ashford would have it out, and went coughing, and wheezing, and grunting, regardless alike of kicking, or jagging, or nursing.

Presently a divergence to the right through a line of well hung gates, brought the field full in face of the cover, and a momentary halt on a strip of green-sward outside, enabled the last of the late comers to get their horses and those in attendance to draw their girths, and make the final preparations for the chase. Meanwhile a couple of whips had scuttled away to their places, and the white bridle gate being at length opened, at a nod of assent from old Haggish, the glad pack went tearing head over heels into cover. Then the cheer of the veteran sounded oer the scene, and the cracks of the whips reechoed among the hills.

Hark! a hound speaks  a light note, and doubtful, soon silenced by Haggishs rate Cradulous! Credulous! what are you after, Credulous? followed by a crack of the whip. And Credulous slinks away at the sound. Haggish goes on slowly and carefully, giving the hounds plenty of time to sniff and try each likely haunt, Jock being of opinion that foxes sometimes sleep in the daytime as well as man. Now the cover widens, and Jocks cheery note is heard on the high ride. There is rare lying in every part, any yard of which may hold a fox. And the hounds seem to like it too, for they quest and feather three or four on a line  half inclined to speak  hardly daring to do so Have at him, Ballywood! old man; holloas Jock to a favourite old finder, adding to himself, with a knowing jerk of the head, hes been there, for a guinea. And Ballywood thinks so too, for after a flourish round a patch of struggling gorse he gives a low whimper, which Madrigal, dropping her stem, endorses, and away they race up the green pathway beyond. Now the scent fails them, and, after a momentary hesitation, they make an inward turn.

Prosperous then takes a fling in advance, and with a deeper note proclaims him on  Rallywood, Rantaway, Venturesome, Pillager, Rantipole, score to cry, and the body of the pack strive to the point.

Hark! what a crash. Theyve found him. Now, as Beckford says, where are all your sorrows and your cares, ye gloomy souls! Or where your pains and aches, ye complaining ones! One holloa has dispelled them all  What a crash they make! And echo seemingly takes pleasure to repeat the sound. The astonished traveller forsakes his road, lured by its melody; the listening ploughman now stops his plough; and every distant shepherd neglects his flock, and runs to see him break. What joy! what eagerness in every face!

Mr. Haggish has got great Galashiels by the head, and goes blob, blob, blobbing up the deep holding ride after his darlings. His eyes sparkle with delight, and he is quite another Mr. Haggish to what he was when eyeing the Prince before the Holly-bush Inn. His Highness too tears along with a loose seat and a loose rein on his great white charger, looking as though he would very soon stop him. Luckily, the old nag can take care of himself, and will shut up as soon as he thinks he has had enough. The Prince, however, expects each moment will be the last, and wonders what they can have done with the guns  why they are not doubling the fox up with one as he did. They vill not kill many dozen, if they take so much time over von, thought he.

That one, however, is a good one, and runs the covers utmost limits, anxious to break, but headed back in all his endeavours. Now by the foot people, now by the horse, now by a combination of both. What a host of enemies the poor animal has! He should have a dozen lives instead of one, especially with such a skirting pack as the Dukes to contend with. The chorus increases; and even the terriers are squeaking at him. Theyll kill him if he doesnt get away.

Tallyho! there he goes across the ride, whisking his well-tagged brush, right under the Princes troopers nose, who hasnt the sense to draw the horse aside for the hounds to pass. Over they go, tearing and screeching, each hound working as though he would eat the fox himself. A sudden lull ensues! The echoing wood is still  who-hoop! cries Lord Marchhare, thinking the performance is over.

Not a bit of it, replies Mr. Haggish, spurring and cracking Galashiels through the tangled brake to the spot. The fox has laid down in an open drain, and the hounds have over-run the scent. Now Jock tries to recover him.

Foot, wind him! Rallywood, good dog  yooi, push him! Jock making the cover ring with the crack of his ponderous whip. Still all is silent. Not a note, save those of the chatterers on the ride.

Very odd, observes Mr. Cordy Brown, who thought that hunted foxes never laid down.

Very, asserts the master of harriers.

The Dikes dogs are not worth a button, mutters Mr. Archy Ellenger.

Tallyho! Theres a holloa at the low end of the wood, and Jock getting Galashiels by the head, crams away to the place. All right! Hes gone!



Hark! what loud shouts 

Re-echo thro the grove!

He breaks away!

Shrill horns proclaim his flight.



Each Btraggling hound 

Strains oer the lawn to reach the distant pack; 

Tis triumph all, and joy.



Not all joy, perhaps, though we dare say it would have been in Somervilles times when he wrote the above lines. Already the vision of Thorneyburn Brook and Butterlow fences arise in the minds of those who do not like bathing or bullfinching. Still it is a case of do all you can, and dream the rest, and each man elbows and legs himself out of cover, resolved to see as much as he can. Prince, Peers, peasants, all mixed up in heterogeneous confusion. The get away from a fox cover is the real leveller of rank, far more efficacious than any Reform bill.

We are sorry we cannot accompany the horsemen in their flight over Longhope Hill and down into the Hewish Yale, tell how the war-horse stopped with the Prince at MuddifordPond, and Lord Marchhare sending his chestnut at some impracticable palings, lighted on his head, and knocked his hat-crown out. How the Duke of Tergiversation thought he had had enough at Snowden Mill, and Archy Ellenger at Harpers Green. How the field gradually tailed off, and Galashiels gradually gave in till Haggish deserted him at farmer Muttons, and finished the run on foot who-hooping the fox at Toddlewood Hill. All this we must leave, to return to our hero Mr. Bunting in Sunny-side Wood.

The rides there, as we said before, were very deep and holding, well calculated to take the fiery edge off even the most sportive tailed horse, let alone one that could hardly go on the road, and Owen Ashfords distress was painfully apparent to every one except his rider. Mr. Bunting thought it must be want of work, which would most likely go off after a gallop. So he just jogged him up and down the rides with the rest of the field, the cry of the hounds animating the horse into extra exertion. But nature will not be said nay to, and ere the grand Tallyho! Owen Ashford had done his possible finished before he had well begun. Nevertheless, Mr. Bunting held him on, hoping he might get the second wind peculiar to well-bred horses. Perhaps he might be better in the open. So he took his turn at the lower of the two gaps in the ragged wood-fence leading out of the cover, and with a desperate effort planted the gallant grey in the middle of it. There he stood coughing, and wheezing, and rocking-s 2 horsing, unable to get either backwards or forwards. The horsemen behind him then took the other gap, and in this undignified position our friend was doomed to see the last of the field. Presently Billingford, the woodman, came panting up, and, advising Mr. Bunting to dismount, applied his brawny shoulder to the horses quarters, and fairly thrust him over into the next field.

He must be bad, surely! exclaimed Billingford, as the horse lay-heaving and gasping like one of Mr. Rareys Incorrigibles, after a lesson, a very different looking animal indeed to what he was in Sligo Mews.

I think he must, replied Mr. Bunting, wondering what Captain Cavendish Chichester would say if he killed him.

Id get him up, and get him into the house, if I was you, observed the woodman.

Well, I think that would be the best thing, replied our hero, only the question is, how to do it.

He heaves heavily, observed the man, eyeing Owen Ashfords flank, wish he maynt have got the staggers. Most people have some pet disease with which they invest every horse that is ill.

Just then Owen Ashford raised his head, and after staring about him with a fixed unmeaning glare, he got first on his hind-quarters, and then after a rabbit-like sit, with a desperate grunt, raised himself wholly on all fours. There he stood more like the wooden horse in a saddlers shop than anything likely to go.  

Hes surely been very sair ridden that hus, observed Billingford, eyeing his distended nostrils suspiciously.

Not a bit of it, replied Mr. Bunting, Hes hardly been out of a walk.

Then he mun be very bad somehow, rejoined the man, I would get him home, gin I ware you.

I wish I had him homo, replied Mr. Bunting, eyeing the horses rigid frame.

Id slack his girths a bit, sir, Id slack his girths, observed the man, still conning Owen over.

Mr. Bunting did slack his girths, and the horse appeared relieved by the operation, after a good cough, wheeze, grunt, he dropped his head, and began to nibble at the grass by the rail side. That was encouraging, and after getting his bearings from the man and inquiring where he would find a veterinary surgeon, Mr. Bunting gave Billingford a shilling for his trouble; and horse in hand, set out to work his way homewards on foot, to the great disadvantage of his boots.





[image: img408.jpg]







Poor Owen was very weak and tottering at first, and went coughing and grunting, and sobbing, as though he would break his heart; but he gradually picked up when he got upon the hard road, so much so indeed, that, after rising Little Hay Hill again, Mr. Bunting, tired of walking, and feeling for his Bartleys, inveigled the horse alongside a field-gate, when drawing his girths, he deposited himself very gently in the saddle, and then proceeded at a foots pace along the green strip by the side of the road. And with grunts, and groans, and occasional stoppages to stare, poor Owen Ashford at length began to go not so far amiss, though the country-people who saw him all thought the Dukes hounds must have had a tarrible run.  


CHAPTER LXIX.

THE SURPRISE.
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JUST AS OUR hero had got his sick horse nursed so far on his way home, as to about the place where ArchyEllenger overtook him in the morning, the animal, pricking his ears, gave a sudden start, and looking a-head, a flowing grey habit appeared upon the scene, borne by a careering white pony. It was now Mr. Buntings turn to start, for though an unfriendly hedge immediately concealed it from his view, a certain inward something whispered it was her. Her certainly he thought, and his heart throbbed at the sight. Another instant and the invidious hedge, descending into a cut and laid one, revealed the accuracy of the conjecture. Her it certainly was, in flowing ringlets too, which danced merrily in the sun to the motion of the pony. Mr. Goldspinks opinion had come to her ears, and caused Rosa to resume her anfo-Roseberry-Rocks-style of dressing her bright silken tresses.  

Miss started too, for between ourselves, gentle reader, she thought, at first sight, that the approaching horseman was Lord Marchhare, and the worthlessness of the gipsys prophecy flashed upon her mind What, if after all she should be a duchess! The fates seemed propitious to the idea. As she got nearer however, the delusion was gradually dispelled, for beneath the black cap she now recognised first the dark whiskers, and then the familiar features of our friend.

Why, Mr. Bunting! exclaimed she, opening wide her beautiful blue eyes, as she reined in her ambling white palfrey beside him.

Why, Mr. Bunting, who would have thought of seeing you here! tendering her pretty little primrose-coloured kid-gloved hand as she spoke  half wondering if the gipsy was going to be right after all.

Why, Miss Rosa, who would have thought of seeing you! responded our delighted Mend, seizing the proffered hand and pressing it fervently, adding, This is indeed an unexpected pleasure.

Up then came Old Gaiters, the groom gardener, on the yawning ewe-necked bay mare, which had been left immeasurably in the lurch by the quick-footed volatile pony. Gaiters and the mare had many a weary trash about the country after Miss Rosa, that neither his age nor the qualities of his steed qualified him for. Having succeeded in stopping the great boring brute, a few yards below them, he now sat staring and wondering who the smart gentleman in scarlet could be, and thinking he might do for his lady. Being down wind, Gaiterss position would have been rather inconvenient if the parties had had anything particular to say, but being chiefly confined to questions and answers it did not make much matter.

And have you had a run? asked Miss Rosa, as soon as the proper Privett Grove enquiries were over, Have you had a run? repeated she, with evident interest.

Why, yes  no, (hem) yes, replied Mr. Bunting in the hesitating sort-of-way of a man who does not know much about it.

A good one! exclaimed she with undiminished zeal.

Why, yes, no, yes, in fact I hardly can tell you, replied he, for my horse isnt well, and I was obliged to pull up at the end of (hem) time.

What! have you had a fall? now asked Miss Rosa, os she saw Owen Ashfords dirty side.
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My horse has replied Mr. Bunting dryly, adding, hes not quite up to the mark you see  got a little cold in coming down  so I thought it best to give in.

Just then Owen Ashford gave a hearty confirmatory cough, wheese, grunt.

Ah, I see he has, rejoined Miss Rosa. Must have his feet put in warm water and a little gruel, when he goes to bed; but tell me, added she, who was out?  

Who was out? repeated Mr. Bunting, Who was out? Ah, there you ask me a question I can hardly answer. I was like the new boy in the school you see, where, though they all knew me, I didnt know them.

Well, was Lord Marchhare there? asked Miss Rosa, coming at once to the point.

Lord Marchhare was there, replied Mr. Bunting, also the Duke, and a Prince somebody.

Prince Pirouetteza, suggested Miss Rosa.

I dare say that was the name, said Mr. Bunting carelessly, a beardy gentleman on a capering white horse, who rode like a trooper.

And which way did the hounds go? asked Miss Rosa.

Oh, over the hills and far away. I havent the slightest idea where. One hill is much the same as another to a stranger.

True, assented Miss Rosa, thinking she might as well give up her intended hound hunt, and accompany her faithful beau on his homeward way.  

With this resolution, she touched her pony lightly with her pink-tasselled riding whip, and Mr. Bunting giving Owen Ashford a hint with his heel to proceed, the two passed Old Gaiters, who presently getting his horse hauled round the same way, the trio proceeded on their homeward way.

The reality of the scene being now realised, Miss dismissed her Marchhareish ideas, and proceeded to talk to her watering-place acquaintance, Mr. Bunting, asked when he came, where he was going, as though she hadnt the slightest idea what had brought him down into the country. So they proceeded at a pace peculiarly adapted to Owen Ashfords infirmities, along the nice grass-sided road cheered with the rays of a bright winters sun.  

At length a harsh matter-of-fact white guide post stood in the angle of two road ends, one black hand pointing to Burton St. Leger, another to Mayfield, and Owen Ashford giving such a series of grunts as sounded very like coming to a period or full stop, the interesting pair at length parted, Miss again shaking hands with our hero, and assuring him that THEY (not Mamma only) would be happy to see him at Privett Grove, and then cantering away to announce the all-important arrival to her parent. And our delighted friend having followed her as far as he could with his eyes, then proceeded leisurely along the reverse road, inwardly congratulating himself on the result of the days adventures, and wondering what would be the result of the expedition.


CHAPTER LXX.

THE EXQUISITE

[image: img411.jpg]

AS OUR NOW thrice-happy hero descended Holmeside Hill, which commands a full view of Burton St. Leger, and the surrounding country, he saw a well-muffled-up man riding a badly clipped brown horse with a big knee, who checking his horse as they approached, stopped altogether as they met.

Mr. Bunting isnt it, sir? asked the man hesitatingly, touching his hat as he spoke.

It is, replied our hero, wondering what anybody could want with him.

I wish to speak a word with you sir, if you please sir, said the man, sawing away at his hat.

Well, speak away, replied Mr. Bunting.

I much fear that horse of yours is broken-winded, sir, observed the man, eyeing our friend intently as he spoke.

What horse! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, wondering how the man could know anything about Owen Ashfords ailments.

Well, sir, the horse Ive been seeing  the horse at the Cornwallis Inn  the bay horse.

The bay horse! exclaimed Mr. Bunting the bay horse! Why you dont mean to say theres anything the matter with the bay horse?

Indeed, I do, sir, replied the man solemnly.

How do you know? demanded Mr. Bunting anxiously.

Why, sir, they sent for me to come and see him. Im Mr. Kerby the veterinary surgeon, and they sent for me to come and see him  hed stopped in his gallop at exercise, and they could hardly get him home.

Stopped in his gallop, muttered Mr. Bunting, stopped in his gallop  what business had they to gallop him? Dare say, theyve done it themselves.

Oh, no, sir, replied Mr. Kerby, with a semi-smile and shake of his head. Its an old complaint sir,  an old complaint.

Well, but what makes you think hes broken-winded? demanded our hero.

I see hes broken-winded, sir  theres no mistake about that, can tell a broken-winded horse in the dark.

Humph! mused Mr. Bunting, feeling that as he had never had a broken-winded horse, he was not in a position to contradict the Yet.

There is nothing like experience for making people wise. The man who has had a splented or a spavined horse is always looking out for splents and spavins. A man who has had a glandered one invests every horse with a running at the nose with glanders. So with other complaints.

I dont think that horse is altogether as he should be, now observed Mr. Kerby, after a pause, during which he had a good stare at Owen Ashford.

What  this! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, slapping the horses side.

Indeed, I think not, replied the man, I dont like the heaving of his flanks.  

Why you dont mean to say hes broken-winded too? replied Mr. Bunting incredulously.

I much suspect he is, rejoined the man, who had wormed the history of the exchange of horses out of the groom.

Nay, then! ejaculated Mr. Bunting, superciliously.

Will you allow me to try him, sir? asked Mr. Kerby.

With all my heart, replied Mr. Bunting, dropping the reins quite resignedly, thinking he might as well know the worst at once.

Mr. Kerby then alighted, and leaving his own sedate nag to crop the short herbage by the road-side, he approached Owen Ashford, and under the well-known pretence of hitting him in the ribs, elicited the expected grunt.

I said so, observed the man, with a nod of confidence.

What! do you mean to say hes broken-winded too? asked Mr. Bunting in disgust.

Just as bad as the other, replied the man, with a chuck of his chin Just as bad as the other.

The deuce! growled Mr. Bunting.

Never saw two brokener winded animals in all my life, observed the Yet, half to himself and half to our hero.

A gleam of light then shone upon our friends mind, and he began to perceive, what we doubt not the sporting reader has seen all along  namely, what caused the mirth and merriment of the people in the Sligo Mews. The advertisement, like most specious offers, was too good to be true, and our hero had aided the robbery by his own proposal for an exchange of horses. But for this he would most likely only have lost a fifty pound deposit and got a broken-winded animal for the money, whereas, in addition to his losing his horses, he was saddled with two broken-winded ones. This was very soon painfully apparent, for happening to turn that very evening to the too seductive Times Supplement, he found the horse temptation had been changed from the loan of two splendid hunters into an advertisement of a superb ladys horse for sale. Thus it ran:

A CHRISTMAS PRESENT!



HIGHLY BROKEN LASTS HORSE!  To be disposed of for one-half its real value, or let, subject to approval of purchase, JEWEL, one of the neatest and most highly broken LADYS HORSES in the metropolis, with saddle, bridle, and everything complete. This animal is perfection, both in action, temper, docility, and appearance, and has been constantly ridden by a lady up to the present time, whose great anxiety is to get it well placed. Colour silver dun, with flowing mane and tail, Arab-like head, with clean legs and fashionable action. Any length of trial allowed. To save trouble, no dealer need apply. Ask for Matthew, Miss Holloways groom, 51 A, Sligo Mews, Rochester Square.

And thus the inhabitants of Sligo Mews are kept in a constant state of amusement by watching the flys that dock to each fresh advertisement; stout gentlemen with corpulent umbrellas hurrying up from the country thinking to do the generous at a cheap rate; languishing young gentlemen, with hands up to the hilts in their peg-top trowser-pockets, wondering if the Jewel would do for dear Mary Anne or Eleanor Jane; verdant gentlemen thinking to get a ride for nothing, and wonderfully disappointed at being asked for a deposit knowing grooms passing on with a smile as soon as Matthew presented himself, and less confident coachmen hesitating whether or not to go in according to masters or mistresss orders. Often and rapidly as A51 is cleared out, Aaron Levy the landlord fills up the vacancy with fresh Crankeys and Matthewss, so brisk is the trade, and so yielding the seams of British greenness and greediness.

One reason why this horse-cheating prospers is that parties axe ashamed to admit they have been duped, and part with the poor animals to the first person who makes them an offer, or who perhaps will take them in a gift. This is generally some confederate of the swindlers who thus get them back to operate with again under other names Indeed a suspicious-looking stranger arrived at the Malt-Shovel Inn at Burton St Leger, with a packet of pens and general stationery, and had several dialogues with sore-eyed Sam as they lounged against the railings in front of the Lord Cornwallis Inn, the burthen of which generally was that he wondered such a genilman as Mr. Bunting would ride a broken-winded oss, for which he expressed his willingness to give sometimes three, sometimes four, and sometimes even as much as four pound ten. Indeed, at length he got so valiant that he wouldnt mind giving ten pounds for the two, if it would be any accommodation to the Squire. And there can be no doubt that where the whole thing turns upon looks, a five pound note would be extremely well invested upon a horse that would immediately convert the five pound note into fifty or perhaps a-hundred.

No one, taking either Owen Ashford or the Exquisite out of the stable on trial, would hesitate to deposit a fifty pound note or give a cheque on his banker, if he had not the money with him, for that amount, conditional on the safe return of the horse; indeed would think he was let rather cheaply off for that amount. Half an hour however, would undeceive him, but when he came back he might knock and ring a long time at 51A before he got admitted. Meanwhile all Sligo Mews would be alive from one end to the other, and numerous would be the inquiries if he didnt wish he might get it.

It may appear cruel, but considering the torture these poor animals undergo to furbish them up for their share of the deception, it would be a greater kindness for a dupe to give them to the nearest horse-slaughterer rather than prolong their existence by selling them back to these barbarous ruffians. The dupe would at all events aid in the suppression of the fraud, as far as he was concerned, an object that we hope to promote by thus detailing the adventures of Captain Cavendish Chichesters horses.  


CHAPTER LXXI.

PRIVETT GROVE.
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MR. BUNTING DID not accommodate the peripatetic stationer with his stud, but got Mr. Kerby, the veterinary surgeon, to patch them up as well as he could for walking purposes. By judicious feeding a broken-winded animal may be made available for slow work and quiet purposes. Having ascertained through the medium of the electric telegraph that there was no such person then known at 51 A, Sligo Mews, as Peter Crankey, Captain Cavendish Chichesters groom, or any such horses there as his own Bard or the Kitten, Mr. Bunting became somewhat resigned to his unlucky fate, and treated the ailments of his horses as colds they had caught on the journey down. It would ill become a man of his knowledge and experience to admit he had been victimised in any such ridiculous way. So he determined to accommodate himself to their coughing, and consoled himself with the thought that it would have been worse if they had been glandered. If he could not hunt them, he could at all events ride to the place, that he had adopted the pleasures of the chase for the purpose of getting to, so Mr. Kerby, having done all he could in the way of mitigation of their complaint, and prescribed the best course of treatment, Mr. Bunting wrote to London for new saddles and bridles in lieu of the wretched things he had got with the horses, and prepared for carrying out his designs in another quarter. Meanwhile he added to his obligations to Mr. Buckwheat by borrowing a second set of accoutrements of him for his grooms horse.

We need not say there was great excitement in Privett Grove in consequence of Mr. Buntings arrival in the country, Mamma and Miss both felt that matters were coming to a crisis, and upon the right application of the little words Yes and No depended a world of comfort, or the contrary. Whichever way it was, they could not but feel that they might sometimes think they had taken the wrong man. It therefore behoved them to be most wary and circumspect. Mr. Bunting was certainly a most agreeable man, but then they knew little or nothing of him (intrinsically at least), while, as regarded Jasper, there was no doubt whatever about him, though he certainly was a cool indifferent suitor. Even Miss Rosas return to ringlets, which was all done to please him, seemed to produce little or no effect upon him. Ringlets, said he, eyeing the rich glossy curls Ringlets, well I think you look better in them! was all he said.

Now, however, it was clear that Mr. Buntings presence would quicken him if there was any quicksilver in him: at all events Mrs. Goldspink would see that it was not a case of necessity, and instruct Jasper accordingly. And though it might perhaps be better if Jasper were to declare first, yet there was no reason why Mr. Bunting should not be encouraged and put in the right way. Hitherto Miss Rosa had played her cards with the utmost skill and discretion, holding Bunting on but yet keeping him back, just as a skillful sportsman rides a young horse up to a leap, but wont let him go over till he likes. How much longer that game could be played was now the question for consideration. There could be no doubt that Mr. Bunting was safe, or he would not have come down into the country, and as it was clear Miss Rosa could not take both, there was no reason why she should not take the best. The matter was one of deep and serious consideration, and Mrs. McDermott well knew what a commotion our heros appearance would make in the country where courting could not be carried on upon the double entry principle of large towns. Matters, therefore, had now about come to a crisis, and Mr. Bunting, it was clear, must be disposed of one way or other. So thought our friend himself, who, as soon as calling time approached on the day after the road interview, with the aid of Bonville perfected an elaborate costume for the occasion. Crop and the coughing horses too turned out not so far amiss, and another friendly sun smiled brightly on the scene.

A swell in London is a swell anywhere, and Mr. Buntings smart hat, purple and black tie, careful collar, curiously cut coat, ample pantaloons, and highly polished boots, contrasted with the rough, harsh, matter-of-fact overcoats and mud defiers of the people he met on the road. Great was the curiosity he excited as he wandered leisurely along, trying to keep down the coughs by the evenness of the pace. Mr. Hodge told Mrs. Hodge when he got home that he had met such a smart gentleman, with such a smart groom after him; and Mrs. Hodge wondered who it could be  where he came from, and whither he was going. Mr and Mrs. Woodbine met Bunting as they drove the steady old family horse, who went dwelling along in his trot as though he half thought he was pulling the cart and ought to be walking; and the Woodbines were lost in astonishment at the glossy lavender-coloured kids!  clean on, too. And did you see the grooms buck-skins, boots, and belt round his waist? The latter was considered the greatest curiosity, and old Jack Chaffey, the road man, who worked by the day, ceased revolving the mud, and resting his chin on the top of his scraper, asked every man woman and child who came along what it could mean. Dear me, he had never seen such a thing as that before, and he had seen a vast of queer sights, but never such a queer sight as that before. And not being able to get any satisfactory solution of the mystery, he revolved the mud a few more times, and calmly awaited the coming of the next traveller. Meanwhile Mr. Bunting held leisurely on at his own pace, wholly absorbed on the object of his mission, so much so, indeed, that although he had studied the map pretty accurately so as not to have to ask any questions, he overshot the Crosland turn, and was riding away for Old Bridge End, when he met Margery Meggison, the rag gatherer, who, in reply to his inquiry if he was anywhere near Privett Grove, exclaimed, Privett Grove! why, you be riding away from it! Margery then having told him so much, thought to have her innings, and said, Itll be Mrs. McDermotts youre wanting, I spose?

Yes, replied Mr. Bunting, boldly.
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Or Miss, whether, now? asked the crone, fixing her little beady block eyes intently upon him.

Well, either, smiled Mr. Bunting.

Ah, Miss will do best for you, replied Margery; Miss will do best for you. Now, continued she, do you see you stacks by the barn on the hill?

Yes, replied our friend.

Well, then, a little to the left of them are some trees. Thats Privett Grove. Follow this road till you come to the turn, then take the one to the right and it leads past the gate.

Thanks, said Mr. Bunting, chucking her a shilling.

Good luck to you! exclaimed the woman, delighted at his generosity.

Mr. Bunting then raised a short trot to get a little in advance of his informant. He was presently at the turn, presently at the gate, and presently in sight of the beloved spot.

Privett Grove was a pretty place even in winter, perhaps nicer to look at than to live in. It was an up-and-downy, in-and-outy sort of place with odd doors, odd windows, odds and ends altogether. You went up a step into the dining-room, and down a step into the drawing-room; the larder was where the library ought to be, and the scullery had usurped the place of the shoe-house. However, it was no time for criticism, and Mr. Bunting felt as if he could love everything about it  the road, the rails, the roller, the very chimney-pots themselves. It wore a holiday aspect both inside and out; for Old Gaiters having duly discharged the duties of groom had undertaken that of gardener, and scratched the road with a rake from the gate up to the door. All the stray leaves that had been careering about for weeks and weeks, were now caught and consigned to the cow-house. The drawing-room was put into a sort of semi-review order, the Kidderminster carpet uncovered, but the flowered chintz allowed to remain on the sofa and chairs. If, however, the sofa was covered, its worsted-worked cushions were exhibited in a way that looked as if they were going to be raffled for. There was that triumph of the art, Melrose by moonlight, all worked by Miss Rosa before she was fourteen; there was Slingsby Priory, and Coppenthorpe Castle, and a Cockatoo of most conspicuous colours. We dont know how many stocking heels might be left undarned in order that she might work them, but that is not to the point. Our old acquaintance John Thomas was prepared to expect company, while Perker, the maid, saw by the way Miss Rosa twisted and turned and examined herself in each glass in succession, that she was bent on display. She had on her new lilac and black droguet, her neat waist set off with a band and a rich cut steel clasp, an embroidered muslin collar and sleeves trimmed with lilac-coloured ribbon. Very neat shoes and stockings completed her costume, in which she smiled complacently on herself in the cheval glass. Still it was not surmised in the kitchen who was the cause of all this commotion, and it was not until Owen Ashford came coughing and grunting up to the house that Perker became alive to the importance of the occasion.

My gracious! exclaimed she, clasping her hands, if here isnt Mr. Whats-his name! adding, shall forget my own next. So saying, she slipped noiselessly down the back stairs, ejaculating Mr. Bunting! and took up a position at the green baize-covered door connecting the little entrance hall with the back passage and offices.

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, now went the bell, in reply to Crops summons, who had dismounted for the purpose. Clear the way, woman, cried the footman, hurrying up to where Perker was now listening, in her greatly distended petticoats. Having brushed past the impediment he let the door swing to upon her, and advanced becomingly up the entrance.

Ladies at home? now asked Mr. Bunting, in a careless sort of way, that but ill accorded with his feelings, giving at the same time a smile of recognition to the man.

Yes, sir, replied the obsequious servant, bowing to the compliment, whereupon Mr. Bunting alighted, feeling pretty well assured that the eyes of England were upon him, and proceeded to follow his pilot into the house  the beloved house that might be his, marble slab, Louis Quatorze clock, stuffed Ptarmigan and all. Passing all these, our hero, following the footman, turned to the right, and a bright red rug proclaimed the door of the room of presentation.

As they say first impressions are everything, it was lucky this was not Mr. Buntings first appearance, for John Thomas, forgetting to warn him of the downward descent into the drawing-room, just as our friend had put on his most captivating smile, and arranged something pleasant to say to both of the ladies, in he went in the head-foremost sort of style that a clown tumbles on to the stage, completely putting to flight smile, simper, sentiment, all he had got to say.

A trifle of this sort would be nothing to most men, but to a man like our hero, who went so much on appearances, it was Badly vexatious. He knew there was nothing made a man look so ridiculous as a descent of this kind, and there was nothing he dreaded so much as looking ridiculous, especially before her. It was therefore some minutes ere he got his nerves composed and his ideas sufficiently restored to their former order, so as to start from the place where he had left mother and daughter, viz., the railway station at Roseberry Rocks. Having done ample justice to the charms of that beautiful place  the Rocks we mean, not the station  Mr. Bunting next drew a few mutual acquaintances casually before them, and despite Mrs. McDermotts efforts (who had a présentiment of what was coming) to turn the conversation, at length asked in a careless sort of way, if they had seen anything of their fat friend young Mr. Goldfinch since they left.

Gold-spink, replied Mrs. McDermott, with an emphasis on the spink.

Goldspink  oh, yes, we see him occasionally, said she; he lives near here, you know.

Oh, does he? replied Mr. Bunting, as though he had no idea of anything of the sort.

Mrs. McDermott here gave the bell-handle a turn, which John Thomas answered by bringing a silver tray with seed cake and some capital sherry; for the late Mr. McDermott was a great connoisseur, and had left her an excellent stock; which, however, Mr. Bunting declining, the conversation again resumed its former current of inquiry and recital: what they had been doing since they parted; where they had been, where they were going; and though Miss told of her hunt with the Duke of Tergiversations hounds, she said nothing of Lord Marchhare, or of his lordships decoration of her ponys head with the foxs brush.

They then talked about hunting generally, Mr. Jessops hounds, the Duke of Tergiversations hounds, Mr. Jonathan Joblings harriers; and Mr. Bunting expressed his astonishment at meeting Miss Rosa the day before. Shouldnt have known her if it hadnt been for her hat, never having seen her on horseback before, or with her hair in ringlets.

Then Mamma took up the running, and asked Mr. Bunting how he liked Rosa in ringlets; and though our hero was too good a judge to say anything decidedly against them, yet both Mamma and Miss saw that he preferred her hair plain. And the discussion reminded them of the interview in Seaview Place, when our other hero Jasper, first saw Rosa with her hair plain; and an inward something whispered to-them both, What if the whole thing should ultimately turn upon the question of Plain or Ringlets? Less important points have decided these momentous matrimonial matters.

And after a prolonged sit, during the whole of which Mrs. McDermott pertinaciously remained in the room, as the shades of evening began to draw on, Mr. Bunting at length asked leave to ring for his horses; and Mamma, having paved the way for another visit, an arrangement that Miss certified with a sweet smile and a shake of her ungloved hand, he at length backed himself out of the presence, taking care of the step as he left.

The last cough of the grooms horse having died out on the cold evening air, Mamma and Miss resolved themselves into a committee to consider the whole matter. The pros and cons we are not at liberty to publish, but the debate lasted long after Mr. Bunting had coughed his way back to his uncomfortable quarters at Burton St. Leger.


CHAPTER LXXII.

HASSOCKS HEATH HILL.
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WHEN MR. JOVEY Jessop heard of Mr. Buntings misfortune with his horses, he pitied him exceedingly, for thinking of nothing but hunting himself, it never occurred to him that a man could come into the country for anything else. It was such a thing for Mr. Bunting he said, to lose the best of the season, all through a damp stable, and though rather short of horses himself, Jovey determined to see if he could not give him a mount. So he took the Jug a stroll round the stables after breakfast, and upon hearing the report of Mr. Rowel. the groom, how Lapwing was lame, and Lady Jane off her feed, and the Squirrel not fit to go, Mr. Jessop finally fixed that the Bold Pioneer should have the honour of carrying the distinguished stranger. That point settled, Jovey presently put the Jug into the dog-cart and drove him rapidly over to Burton St. Leger. Arrived there he left him to enjoy the society of sore-eyed Sam at the Lord Cornwallis Inn door, and followed his card upstairs into Mr. Buntings apartment.

After a few common places about the weather, the roads, and the state of the country  the hunting, not the political state  Jovey broached the subject of our heros horses, which he was sorry to hear had caught cold on the road, and concluded by saying, that he would be glad if Mr. Bunting would allow him to send one to Hassocks Heath Hill, which, he said, was one of their best meets, and where, he thought, they would find a wild fox, and he concluded the overture by saying that he hoped Mr. Bunting would dine and stay all night at Appleford Hall after hunting. To an out-and-out sportsman, nothing could be handsomer or more inviting, and though a less vigorous programme would have suited our friend quite as well, he could not say nay to the offer.

So it was settled that there should be a horse at Hassocks Heath Hill, and our master of hounds declining our heros offer of refreshment (though the Jug had a glass of whiskey) presently took his departure, and jumping into his dog-cart, drove rapidly away with the Jug, to the surprise of sore-eyed Sam, who had not time to enquire who was to pay for the glass. Hassocks Heath was a popular meet as well for Mr. Jessops hounds as the Duke of Tergiversations men, to whose country it more properly belonged; but the Duke not caring to go long distances from home, had arranged to let Jovey Jessop draw all his out-lying covers on condition that he came whenever he required him, which enabled his Grace to talk of Mr. Jessop as a sort of appendage to the Castle  sometimes even going the length of saying that Joveys hounds were his Graces, only he didnt like to be thought so desperately keen as to keep two packs.

That style of thing, however, only does for the wholly uninitiated, for of all the undesirable false pretences that men can indulge in, there is none so self-punishing as that of pretending to like hunting when they dont. The parties impose upon no one but themselves.

The Prince Pirouetteza, however, was just the sort of person with whom to turn Mr. Jessop to account, and though His Highness had got far more bumping than he liked on the Holly Bush Inn day, and would much have preferred staying at home singing and playing his guitar to the ladies, yet the Duke was peremptory in his commands for him to go and see his other hounds at Hassocks Heath. Must go and see my other hounds at Hassocks Heath. So hunters were ordered, carriage horses were ordered, breakfast was ordered, at twenty minutes past eight to a minute, and the Duke having given all these orders and impressed the importance of punctuality on every one, went to bed at his wonted hour, and never thought more of the matter. What was the use of giving Jessop the covers if he didnt get something from him in return, thought he. Besides, the great star should never appear upon the stage till the proper time of the evening. Nothing like making people wait for giving them a due sense of ones importance, thought the Duke. Mr. Jessop on the other hand, was punctuality itself. Ten-thirty, to a minute was his hour, and as sure as peoples watches got to within five minutes of that time, Mr. Jessops hat would be seen bobbing above the neighbouring hedges, or the dog-cart, with the Jug and himself jolting to cover together, would be heard grinding and scattering the newly-laid stones on the converging road. Mr. Jessop wishing to keep his Jug as much for his own domestic purposes as possible, and not approving either of the glassings of public houses, or the hospitalities of private ones, always made his meets at out-of the-way places, milestones, finger-posts, stone pits, bridges, &c., places where there was little or no chance of getting drink.

Thus he kept his Jug empty for the evening. Neither did Mr. Jessop encourage the attendance of the fair. Though a highly gallant gentleman when in his black pantaloons, he always declared that he never wished to see ladies out with his hounds. That hunting was dangerous enough for the men, and the ladies looked far better in their drawing-rooms, with nicely done-up fires waiting for the coming home of the gentlemen in the evening, than tearing across country with their hair over their shoulders, and their faces running down with perspiration. And though the cat-faced Miss Sowerbys did sneer and turn up their pug noses at the idea of anybody marrying a mere fox-hunter, yet as Mr. Jessop was fresh and good-looking, there were plenty of young ladies who would be glad to relieve the old Jug from his arduous office of Comptroller of the hospitalities of Appleton Hall.

Now, for our particular fox-hunting meet. Hassocks Heath, unlike some heaths which grow corn, grass, tares, turnips, anything but heather, is still a heath; wild, spacious, sporting and wet. On parts of it a man can career as if on a race-course, while in others he may blob up to his horses tail in a bog. It seems to be a sort of sanctuary for game: foxes use its straggling gorses, the black-faced sheep seem almost as wild as the foxes, hares and rabbits scuttle among its browning fern, and ripening ling; snipes haunt its rushy rills, partridges bask on its sunny slopes, while the co-leek, co-beck, co-beck, of the startled grouse, gives a finished wildness to the whole. There is nothing Leadenhallish or £ s d.-ish about Hassocks Heath. It would not do for Mr. Jessop if there was. The very road is spacious and open at the sides, leaving a traveller the choice of divergence as he prefers hard or soft. The land rises and falls in wavy sinuous hills, whose gentle dips and bends only reveal other hills beyond. Such were the general features of the dun and purple moors of Hassocks Heath  r favourite meet of Mr. Jessops hounds.

If the man who plants a tree is entitled to be considered a public benefactor, assuredly the man who planted the clump on the rising ground in the middle of Hassocks Heath ought to be red-lettered in the almanac as a patriot, for it serves as a landmark to all the country round, to tinkers, muggers pic-nick-ers, fox-hunters, shooters, farmers, and wayfarers of all sorts. The Hill at Hassocks Heath, is the site of a lamb, a sheep, a cow, and a horse-fair  a sort of central rendezvous from all parts; and though certain white-headed frieze-coated farmers, can mind when the Scotch firs were more numerous, none of them can ever remember the trees being any smaller. There they stand, at wide intervals, on the gravelly hill with plenty of room for their stag-headed tops to spread and afford shelter alike from the scorching sun, and the driving storm. The well trodden dun-coloured grass around shows by the pole and peg-holes, the clippings of tin, the shaving of sticks, and the ashes of fires, the varied purposes to which the place is applied. Now it is going to be used as the opening scene in the great British drama called the fox-hunt  in which every man can take a part without note or invitation. First to arrive on this auspicious day were a group of pedestrians; Jacky Bray, the gigantic quoit-playing blacksmith of Lockerby Ford, who has walked fifteen miles; Tom Cooper the gentleman, in a cat-skin cap, with blue glass buttons on a faded red-plush vest, who lives nobody exactly knows how, but whose bulging calves show little symptoms of want; Nat Skittles the pedestrian whistler, who can do anything but work; Jim Savage the horsebreaker, who is only half broke himself; Ned Willowford the travelling basket-maker of anywhere, and two or three smock-frocked shepherds and countrymen, who have each forfeited a days work to be present. Their beaming faces, however, show they expect plenty of fun for their money. If they do but see the Squires dogs find, theyll be quite content.

Aye, they are good dogs they say, and so they out with their pipes, and squat on the gravelly ground to enjoy a smoke, discuss their merits  eulogising such hounds as they have the pleasure of knowing by sight. The next change in the scene, is the arrival of the horses, mostly fine handsome well-conditioned animals who know as well what they are going to do as the grooms who bestride them. Most of these men are got up for the occasion, smart ties, smart coats, smart boots, smart every thing  for there are gentlemen who would rather not hunt at all than not turn out in other than what they consider tiptop style. This, of course, varies with the taste of each master, so here we have laced hats, plain hats, cockaded hats, light coats, dark coats, chesnut tops, red tops, pink tops, and nearly black tops. There is as much affectation about tops as there is about pipes, each man thinking to have his pipe or his tops blacker than his neighbours.

The difference between a show and a sporting pack now begins to be apparent, the horses and servants of the men of the Dukes hunt contrasting badly with the neat quiet equipments of those belonging to Mr. Jessops. The finely-shaped flea-bitten grey horse and the bright bay, in charge of the knowing-looking little fellow in the black frock-coat, striped vest, and Bedford cords, are our masters own, his first and second horses, for he hunts the hounds himself, and always has two out. The diminutive genius in charge of them may be any age, any age at least, save young, for he was no boy when Mr. Jessop took him, and he has been with him many years. His name is Mark; he most likely has another, but it has long been lost from disuse, at least nobody would know him if he was called by it  while as Mark he is everybodys acquaintance; follow Mark, is the order to all the second horsemen. Wheres Mark! is the cry when the hounds come to check, let Mark have a run at it! is the proposal when the leap is larger than people like, and they want it reduced. Nature meant Mark for a horseman, and it was lucky he hit upon hunting, or he might have been silk instead of scarlet, fluttering on a race-course instead of careering across country.

The slouching-looking clown following Mark, in the unbrushed hat, shaggy head, careless tie, and drab coat turned up with grease, riding the iron-marked chestnut with the white face and legs, is the Jugs lad, Button, whose Christian name being Tom, of course they call him Billy and the led horse; a grand-looking grey  is the Bold Pioneer, one of our masters own horses, now for Mr. Buntings riding. Whatever Mr. Jessop did, he always did well, a mount being a mount with him, and not an animal that could only go a few fields.

Scarcely has Mark brushed away the mud-specks, and rectified the little derangements of the road, greeted his acquaintance, and made a general survey of the scene, ere the hounds heave in sight, lobbing along in long-drawn file on either side of the road, in the careless indifferent sort of way fox-hounds travel to cover. There are only a couple of scarlet coated men with them, Horneyman the first whip, who would be huntsman if his master ever gave him a chance by being away, and Michael, who, like Mark, most likely has some other name, if one did but know it.

Horneyman is a slight, slim, middle-aged man, while Michael is a little, short-legged, roundabout fellow, who sits like a sack, and looks us though he might be rolled about any where without hurting. And many rolls, and bumps, and thumps he gets in the course of the, season, for he has no notion of turning, and has many a rough line to fight for himself. Lord Marchhare has been known to make a special expedition into the vale for the sole purpose of having a cram across country with Mr. Jessops men, old Halth and Contentment never indulging his lordships taste that way.

The gay cavalcade approaches, and now a gentle rate from Horneyman stops old Gidan, who as usual is well in advance of the pack, and all at once the head recedes, the tail advances, and twenty couple of great lushing fox-hounds arrive in a solid mass instead of in the loose straggling lines in which they had been travelling. Gladsome now throws his tongue joyfully as if to announce their arrival, and Chorister takes up the note with redoubled vigour.

Ge-n-tly, old Noisy, says Homeyman, with a smile and a shake of his head, and Chorister, knowing the reproof is all moonshine, makes another proclamation, louder, if possible, than before.

Horneyman then, turning off the road, takes up a position on the deserted Aunt Sally ground, a little on the left of the hill, where on the comfortable flat the hounds have ample space to roll and refresh themselves. The foot people now gather round criticising and identifying their favourites, and making the acquaintance of those they had not seen before. Horneyman then looks at his watch, and giving the exact time,  twenty minutes past ten,  a general drawing out of watches ensues, whose time is as various as their make, the Lockerby blacksmiths hour being noon, Cooper, the gentleman with the calves, eleven, Skittles ten, Willowfords nine, and Savages a little after seven. The shepherds and countrymen who go by the sun expressing their opinion that Horneymans watch will be right, the rest set theirs by it, and fresh reinforcements of horse and foot arriving, a large ring is now formed, hounds, Horneyman, and Michael inside, foot people in front, grooms and second horsemen hovering around.


CHAPTER LXXIII.

THE UNION HUNT.
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THE FIRST PERSON or thing to arrive anywhere is sure to attract more attention and to make a greater impression on the bystanders than any who come after. The first lady at a ball, the first soldier at a review, the first horse on a race-course, the first carriage at a drawing-room, all stamp themselves upon the mind, and become prominent features of the whole. The rustling pink moire antique, with its lace and flowers, as it descends from the carriage, under the guidance of both fair hands, seems richer and finer than any of the silks or satins or moire antiques that follow, so the first soldier who trots into Hyde Park is regarded as a hero, and the first carriage that rolls down St. Jamess Street is sure to hold a beauty  though she may be all feathers and flowers.

The first real great man to arrive at Hassocks Heath Hill on this occasion was one that ordinary individuals would call the Duke of Tergiversations stud-groom, but whom the Duke himself dignified by the title of his Master of the Horse. This was Mr. Hawkins  



MR. HAWKINS, 

MASTER OF THE HORSE, he put upon his cards, a stout, solemn-looking, grey-whiskered, grey, headed man  we beg pardon, gentleman  in scarlet, leathers, and cap, who the servants called Sir, and touched their hats to. If Mr. Hawkins had only had a few decent horses to be master of, he would have filled the office remarkably well, as it was he was very weak in the department over which he professed to preside. That, however, was more the Dukes fault than his, his Grace having no notion of the division of labour and insisting upon Hawkinss horses doing everything  hunting, hacking, outriding, leather-plateing  anything  even going to the Post if required. Then, as his Grace was not in great repute as a paymaster, the farmers did not press their produce upon him, and Hawkins was often obliged to put up with only indifferent forage. He now comes to cover at the head of half-a-dozen screws which would be much better condensed into three. There are two for the Duke, two for the Earl, and two for the Prince, our old white friend with the triumphant ends, Timour the Tartar, as he is called, being one of the two for the latter. It is to be hoped that their numbers impose upon somebody, and tend to keep up what the Duke calls his po-o-sition in the county.

The first real accredited sportsman to arrive is our old friend Mr. Archey Ellenger, who has lain all night at farmer Hobdays, at Dumbleton, and Hobday having had to breakfast early in order to attend Mayfield market, has caused Archey to turn out earlier than he liked. His old rusty red coat and cords contrast badly with Mr. Hawkinss smart scarlet and leathers, and Hawkins returns Archeys familiar good morning with a sort of salute that as good as says, I dont know whether Ill touch my cap to you or not. Horneyman and Michael merely move theirs a little, as though they were not quite comfortable on their heads. Meanwhile the plot thickens and there is presently a great muster of horsemen, gentlemen in black coats, gentlemen in green coats, gentlemen in grey coats, gentlemen in pea-jackets, gentlemen in over-coats, and in every variety of legging. At length the red coats begin to arrive, those on cantering hacks showing their grandeur openly, those on wheels covering themselves up with warm wraps and rugs,  the yellow collars of the Dukes men distinguishing them from the plain reds of Mr. Jessops hunt. Of the former we have several of our old shooting acquaintance, the Duke having expressed a wish that as many of his friends should attend as possible. Our old friend, Captain Cambo, has invested his fat person in a very tightly-fitting old dress red with the yellow silk lining taken out, very fragile-looking white cords, and Rhinoceros-hide-like Napoleon boots. Then there is Tonguey Thomson, as noisy as ever, in a bran new yellow collared red coat, but a very seedy brown cap, also Mr. Daintry, both Brown, and Black White, George Wheeler  the crack man of the Dukes hunt, who can beat everybody  also Captain Ambrose Lightfoot, on leave of absence from Preelands Lawn, Mr. Woodross, Mr. Young, Colonel Nettlestead, Mr. Leyland Langford, and several others all bent on distinguishing themselves in some way or other.

Punctual to the minute, up drove Mr. Jovey Jessop, with his Jug, the red hot boots of the latter corresponding with his own rubicund face, and after a standing up stare in the vehicle, to see if Mr. Bunting was come, Mr. Jessop chucked off his poncho and stood out the sportsman. Then there was the usual hailing and welcoming, and where-are-you-from-ing? and hows old so and so? and have you seen Smith? and does anybody know anything about Mr. Bunting? Then somebody had seen a stranger on a bay coming very slowly, and Mr. Jessop wished Mr. Bunting mightnt have mistaken the hour, thinking they met at eleven instead of half-past ten; and after consuming some ten minutes in unprofitable talk, he at length hollowed out to Mark, Well, give me my horse; and you, addressing the Jugs lad, stay here till Mr. Bunting comes, and then show him the way to the cover.

Horse! exclaimed Mr. Archey Ellenger, horse! why, dont you know the Dukes coming?

Ah, true, I forgot, replied our now somewhat crest-fallen master, wincing at the persecution he felt he would have to undergo. Well, said he, flopping his broad chest with his arms, and stamping to get his feet warm, I suppose we must wait. It will give Mr. Bunting a chance too, so lets have a run up the hill and see if we can see anything of them. So saying our master started up hill like a stag, followed by several dismounted equestrians, who all found running in boots was not quite so easy as running in shoes.

There was no Duke visible, but Mr. Bunting was coughing his way on the Exquisite in a most uncompromising manner.

By Jove, what a cough that horse has got! muttered Mr. Jessop, thinking he would not like to ride him. He then ran down the other side of the hill, and greeted our hero with a hearty shake of the hand.

Im sorry your horse doesnt mend of his cold, observed Mr. Jessop, thinking, as he now looked at him, that it would be very odd if he did.

Why, no, he doesnt, replied Mr. Bunting, still unwilling to admit that he had been imposed upon.

Well, youve got here, at all events, observed our master; adding, and Ive brought you a horse that can go  ride him just as you like, you know. If you want to go first, youll follow my whip  if you want to go safe, youll follow my friend, Mr. Boyston, who knows every gate and gap in the country. By the way, continued he, let me introduce you to my friend Mr. Boyston, leading Mr. Bunting onward to where the Jug still sat slouching and smoking in the dog-cart.

Boyston! cried Mr. Jessop, Boyston! Let me introduce MR. Bunting. Mr. Bunting, Mr. Boyston; Mr. Boyston, Mr. Bunting. Whereupon Mr. Boyston showed Mr. Bunting his bristly black head, and Mr. Bunting returned the compliment by uncovering his well tended curls. The acquaintance was then perfected. Ive been telling Mr. Bunting, continued Jovey, addressing the Jug, that you can pilot him safely if hes inclined to put himself under your cure.

No man safer! exclaimed Archy Ellenger, who always liked to throw in his word  adding aside, and run him to ground in somebodys kitchen  the Jug and Archy sometimes clashing in their predatory exploits.

Mr. Jessop now looked at his watch, and finding it was above half an hour after time, a most unusual circumstance with him, exclaimed at the top of his voice, Does anybody know that the Duke of Tergiversation is coming? I say, you sir! addressing the pompous-looking yellow-collared stud groom, Do you know that the Duke of Tergiversation is coining?

Yes, sir, his Grace is coming, replied Mr. Hawkins confidently; also the Earl of Marchhare, and His Royal Highness the Imperial Prince Pirouetteza. These horses are for them, added he, putting his own a little forward, as if to astonish our master with the number and importance of the establishment.

A bonny lot they are, sneered Mr. Archey Ellenger, sufficiently loud for Mr. Hawkins to hear; an observation that was duly reported to Mr. Cucumber, and entered on the chronicles of the castle. Archeys chance of a dinner there then became extremely small.

Ten minutes more elapsed, and as the most patient of even the Dukes men were beginning to wax weary, and to ask Mr. Jessop how long he would wait, the glad word coming was heard, which speeding from mouth to mouth, put a little animation into the party, and caused them to make preparations for a start.

They were, however, somewhat premature in their movements, for the Duke, treating Mr. Jessops hounds quite as his own, after the usual lofty salutations were over, his Grace called to Mr. Jessop to bring the hounds up to the carriage for the Prince to inspect. And the Dukes covers being good, and of great use to Mr. Jessop, he had no alternative but to submit with as good a grace as he could, and hear the Duke and the Prince pass their opinion upon them. They asked the name of this hound and of that, their dams and their sires, talked of their colour, their size, and their general appearance. Pretty tails, said the Prince, tipped with pink. At length the Prince, thinking to say something agreeable to his Grace, observed Dat dey ver not quite all so moch of von same size as de oders, pointing to Ginger and Viper in confirmation of what he said. Whereupon Mr. Jessop, unable any longer to restrain himself, exclaimed, Why, dash it, man, those are the terriers! and immediately recollecting himself, with a slight whistle and a wave of the arm he got the hounds away from the carriage, and making his way to his horse jerked his head to the Dukes stud-groom as a hint for him to advance with his Graces. Getting them mounted, however, was easier said than done, for upon the gallant war-horse being again presented to the Prince, His Highness declared emphatically he would not have him  He vod no more Timour de Tartars  dat he had bomped him till he vas sores. And though Mr. Hawkins tried to cajole him that he was only to ride him the first part of the run, the Prince absolutely refused to have anything more to do with de Tartar; exclaiming, No, no, get me anoder horse! get me anoder horse! So Hawkins was obliged to substitute Rob Roy, who had rather a critical leg, and required careful riding, which he was not very likely to get at the hands of the Prince.


CHAPTER LXXIV.

BRUSHWOOD BANK.
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AT LENGTH THEY all get mounted to their liking, Prince, Earl, Duke and all, and his Grace having followed up his pretended supremacy by telling Mr. Jessop to draw Brushwood Bank first (which Jovey always did) the cavalcade was formed, hounds leading, the field following in long-drawn file, with a strongish inclination of sportsmen towards the Prince. That great man was as affable as usual, asking a variety of sensible questions, and hoping they would exterminate those diabolical foxes, and so give de chickens peace and repose. He seemed to consider it a monstrous grievance that they should be fed upon fowls. Tonguey Thomson supported His Highness view, and gave a variety of instances of Reynards extravagant housekeeping, such as killing a whole brood of turkeys at once, and helping himself to the earliest lambs, all of which the Prince thought very improper, but could not for the life of him understand why it was necessary to keep so many dogs to kill him Vot for dey didnt get de gon?

Our hero, Mr. Bunting, now mounted on the light-mouthed springey high-conditioned Pioneer  so different to the weak flobl y animal he had come on, was beset by our friend Mr. Archey Ellenger, who was delighted to find Mr. Bunting had come into the country to hunt, and hoped he would give him the pleasure of his company to dinner  Friday, Saturday, Sunday, any day he liked. All were alike to Archey, Mr. Bunting would always find fish, joint, and a pudding at six, and a bottle of Cutler and Fergusons best. And though Mr. Bunting did not think that Mr. Ellenger looked a likely man to have a very capital ménage; yet, knowing it was not always safe to judge from appearances, after a good deal of pressing he agreed to accept Archeys hospitality on the Sunday. And, this preliminary arranged, Archey presently scuttled away looking about for some body to meet him.

Brushwood Bank stands well in the heath, far from human habitation or trespass, the cover being formed in a sort of copse wood oval scoop, stretching half-way up the south side of Thorneyburn Hill, to which our master was now approaching. Whichever way a fox goes, he must he viewed by the whole field, a great recommendation to wavering sportsmen  who like to know what they are riding at. Though Mr. Jessop was constantly drawing it, and almost as constantly killing his fox from it, yet such was its attractions that it was seldom or ever without one. The hounds now approached it in a lively sort-of-way as if they knew they would find him. Having been detained long enough at the meet, Mr. Jessop was not going to give his Grace a second chance by halting at the cover side, so trotting up to the accustomed corner, he gave the glad pack their liberty, and in they went with an impetus that made the old bushes crackle and bend.

What does he mean by throwing off before we came up! exclaimed the Duke to Mr. Hawkins, who was now riding respectfully a little behind his Grace.

Dont know your Grace, replied Mr. Hawkins touching his cap, adding shall I ride forward and see; but before his Grace could give his commands, a loud sonorous voice was heard exclaiming, Now, GENTLEMEN, FOLLOW ME, AND DONT MAKE A BOW!

It was the voice of the Jug, who was comptroller of the field as well as of the household, and in the execution of his duty was now endeavouring to muster the field in one spot, but it being composed of more unruly elements than usual, the Jug had to repeat his exhortation several times, and even to summons some of the delinquents by name ere he could get them to comply with his request. Meanwhile the glad pack has scattered, each taking the line he thinks most likely to lead up his game. Rummager, Speedwell, and Valiant push on to where they found him last time without troubling to try the intermediate places.

One crack of Mr. Jessops whip stops their career, and startles old Reynard, who is reposing in a most comfortable reedy grass couch, under the stump of an old tree. Rising up and giving himself a shake, he listens attentively to the echoing voice, and satisfying himself that the cheer he now hears, is the same sound that indicated mischief before, he steps deliberately out of his lair, and looking a-head seeing the coast is clear, resolves to vacate by the line that served him before. So he deliberately passes down the hill, and getting upon the old wood track crouches along the overhanging bushes till he comes to the widening exit place, which, being clear, he dashes boldly out with a whisk of his well-tagged brush, that as good as says, Now Jovey my boy, catch me if you can.

Horneyman who is perched up aloft in a thicket, has his cap in the air, the instant the fox appears, and as the assembled field get a view, such a discordant roar arises as would scare a lion from his prey. The Jugs meeting is forthwith dissolved.

Hes away for Haselwood Banks, cries fanner Jackman hauling his great hairy-heeled horse round the reverse way to what the fox is going Ill lay a guinea he goes to Castleford Gorse, exclaims Captain Cambo, spurring and hustling his half-fed screw along as though he were the best horse in the field.

Then there is such a looking out for leaders, and such enquiries as to who knows the way over Elvington bog. Meanwhile Mr. Jessop, Horneyman, with George Wheeler at his heels, Lord Marchhare, with Mr. Black White in attendance on him, have slipped quietly away, and as Michael emerges from the cover with the last of the tail hounds, the line of gallop is formed, and a great amount of daring energy is ready for action so long as there is no leaping.

The old steady Jug, thinking more than he talked, recognised the fox by his full brush and light fur, and seeing the wind was in the same art as when he beat them before, tells our hero he will ride him right, and the Jug being a well-known safe pilot, several others, Archey Ellenger among the number, sought his convoy, and he went bucketing away with a very respectable miscellaneous coloured tail. Though the pace was tremendous, the Jug thought it wouldnt last after they got off the heath, so he went grinning, and hugging, and saving his horse with his great shoulders up to his ears, dreading every minute to be down in a rut or a stone-hole  or up to the tail in a moss-hag.

Meanwhile Mr. Hawkins affects to lead the Dukes division, and the Prince goes tearing along, pulling Hob Boy nearly double, his Highness grinding his teeth, and declaring he vos von deuced deal vorse dan de oder. Mr. Hawkins, seeing his misery, recommends him to ease the horses head a little, which the Prince doing, Bob Boy most ungenerously ran away with him, to the great danger as well of the Princes neck as of the horses own critical leg. Luckily the ground was not only favourable but upon the rise, and the Prince, after charging a flock of goats gallantly, and astonishing a cabin full of gipseys, at length succeeded in subduing him. The Duke with his tail coming up politely pretended to think the Prince was doing it on purpose.

Horsforth Hill now appears full before the various groups of approaching sportsmen, dividing the heath from the vale, and forming the natural boundary between the Duke of Tergiversations country and Jessops. The hounds were over the hill before the Jug rounded the little green valley, which brought his detachment within sight of it, and the last of the first flight men were striving, and easing, and hugging their horses up it, saving them as much as they could for the evidently coming struggle in the vale below. The Jug follows their example, and on reaching the bottom he rises in his stirrups, and holding on by the chesnut horses mane, exhibits himself in anything but an elegant attitude. His followers, however, all do the same, so none can laugh at the other; luckily for them, there is no artist out to draw them for Punch, or anything else. So they toil, and strive, and spread-eagle, themselves, each according to his own peculiar ideas of equestrian easement, just as ladies lean forward in a carriage going up hill, thinking they are doing a great deal towards expediting matters.

The summit gained, the Dukes diminished party, who have risen the hill on the slope at the low end, came tearing along the top, the Prince grinning, and gaping, and steaming, and looking as if he were most thoroughly sick of the whole performance. Nor is the change of scene at all likely to conduce to his happiness, for the hounds are now racing away over the large grass enclosures below the hill, bearing right away for the heart of the vale, Mr. Jessop lying well with them, followed closely by Lord Marchhare, while George Wheeler sticks to Horneyman like a burr, followed by Black White, all of them sitting in that determined sort of way that says, Now we are in for a stinger. The country gets flatter and flatter, and it is only those who are in the same field with the now almost mute running pack that really know where the hounds are. The tail of the first flight are riding at hats and caps and horses heads, hoping for a speedy change of the scene. The hill as usual affords a favourable place for many to pull up and take a birds-eye view of as much of the rest of the run as they can, and many indifferently mounted dark coats gladly follow the example set by Captain Cambos scarlet.

Vot von vare grand (puff) prospect! exclaimed the perspiring Prince, pulling up as if lost in admiration of the scene  the rich green water meandering vale, the dark clumps, the spire, the distant hills beyond.

Oh, come along! cried the Duke, adding, we shall have some fun now that we have got into the vale, his Grace eyeing Black Whites meritorious exertions to distinguish himself, and thinking B. W. wasnt such a bad fellow after all.

Oh, tank you, sare Duke, bot I am bomped enof! gasped the exhausted Prince, holding Bob Roy hard by the head.

Would your Highness like your other horse? now asks Mr. Hawkins, riding up cap in hand, thinking the Prince would get through the critical leg.

No, no, retorted the Prince peevishly, I have had foxing enof  I have had Timour de Tartaring enof  let me go ome to my music.

His Highness being resolute, there was no help for it, and a very little hesitation at the pace these hounds are going putting a very great gulph between them and their pusillanimous followers, the Duke now thinks it is of no use trying to catch them up, and resolves to save further risk, under plea of politeness to the Prince. Meanwhile, the flying pack press on in close array, and gradually appear no bigger than marbles. The fences, too, as surveyed from above, seem so trifling, that the only wonder is people dont all charge them abreast.

The further the horsemen get into the vale, the more formidable the fences become, until large water-cuts accompany them on either side, requiring skill and strength to get over. The slime and water-mark in the ditches show the marks of the recent flood, and prepare the mind for the probable treat of the river. They are now on the banks of the Lune, with its smoothly gliding water running even with its sides. First up is Mr. Jessop, followed closely by Horneyman and Michael; one side of the latter, together with that of his horse, being now encased in a complete plaster of mud, as if Michael had been taking an equestrian cast of himself.

Been down? asks Mr. Jessop, as he gets a glimpse of his disfigured servant.

Yes, sir, replies Michael, with a touch of his cap, Mr. Black White crossed me at my leap, and knocked me right over  got in himself too, added Michael, with a grin.

Sarve him right! replied Mr. Jessop, putting his horse at a stiff flight of rails, where he expected to find a gap, but which had been recently made up, and getting well over. Lord Marchhare follows gallantly, but his horse making an awkward rap, a friendly place is quickly found in the hedge, of which the rest avail themselves. Still there is the river to be negotiated, as they say in the city. Of all the impediments to progress, there is none so impervious to friendship. Water is a case in which no man can do anything for another. The only real kindness he can show him is not to break the banks, so as to make matters worse for the last corner than it was for the first. A wall, however high, is generally lowered until a donkey might step over it, while a hedge is often laid as flat as a pancake, but water, unaccommodating water, flows on in a careless sort of way, that as good as says, You may take me or leave, but youll get me for nothing less than you see me.

Our fox, either emboldened by repeated escapes or finding the river fuller than he liked, had evidently hesitated about crossing, and after running the green pastures for three quarters of a mile, took a bold swing to the right, and, passing up Acorn Hill, made across the large enclosures on the high side of the wood. Here, however, he was headed. Farmer Strongstubble was out coursing, and it was with great difficulty that his yellow dog Duster was restrained from running into him. As it was, Duster drove the fox so completely off his point, that when the hounds came up they overran the scent, and came to a check at the end of five-and-twenty minutes from the finding. Mr. Jessop saw at a glance what had happened, and, reining in his horse, sat transfixed in his saddle, while the hounds spread like a rocket and made their own cast. The check was lucky, for it enabled Mark to drop as it were from the clouds with our masters second horse, who, whipping his horn out of its case, was off one and on to the other in the twinkling of an eye.

Into the wood by the gate! now cries Mr. Strongstubble, waving his arm in that direction; and at a single whoop from our master the hounds rush to the spot to where he has now turned his horses head, and, catching the scent, go in with a cry that makes the cover echo, scaring out hares, pigeons, and pheasants, as though they thought the place was on fire.

Where have you brought him from? asks Humbolt the miller, hurrying up to Horneyman, as the latter opens the gate into the wood.

Brushwood Banks! cries Homeyman, as he now passes through the gate after his master.

The fox has passed straight through the wood, and dashes out into the green field below, just as the now red-hot Jug rides his detachment to the point at the low end of the cover. The Jug views him, and stopping his horse, holds up his hand as a signal to those behind to do the same. Out then pour the bristling pack, and Mr. Jessop, being now on a fresh horse, breaks the wood-fence for his followers. Away they all strive up the rich alluvial soil of the valley in much the same form as before. The Jugs party join on, and there ore still some twenty horsemen in all. The number, however, is now about to be reduced. Mr. Ravenhills keeper is out shooting, and meeting the fox full in the face, decides him to cross the river in hopes of better luck on the other side. So he just drops down the sandy willowy bank, and, after a swim, is presently crawling up and shaking himself on the opposite one. The cry of the hounds is too full to admit of much dandyism, and he trots on, lightening himself of the water as he goes. The hounds turn as short as the fox, and there is presently a rare splashing and scrambling and striving in the water. Out they go on the opposite bank, and Freeman and Resolute proclaiming the line with unmistakeable emphasis, the rest scored to cry and went away as hard as before. Then came the perplexity of the field  the splashing of the hounds cooling the courage of many behind. Mr. Jessop cocked up his legs and went over just where the hounds did, followed by both his whips and Lord Marchhare; but Mr. Black White (who was now nearly all black with his fall) thought there was a better place higher up, and Colonel Nettlestead said the same. So they trotted on to look for it.

Now Jug! exclaimed Archey Ellenger, as our safe pilot pulled up, and began to ponder on the bank, Now Jug, aint you fond of water?

Humph grunted our friend, indignant at being thus called by his nickname in the presence of strangers.

Let me be at it then cried George Wheeler, whom Horneyman had somewhat shaken off, Wheeler blobbing in overhead, and nearly parting company with his horse.

Hurrah for the Dukes best man! cried Archey Ellenger, as the yellow-collared rider and horse at last scrambled out on the opposite side, at a place a good deal lower down than where the others had done.

This exhibition damped the ardour of the rest, and made the Jug think with Black White, and Colonel Nettlestead, that there might be a better place higher up. So he too trotted on to look for it.

Meanwhile the hounds went racing on at a pace that spoke unmistakeably of killing.

Well do for him to-day, I think! exclaimed Mr. Jessop to Horneyman, as the latter galloped up to open the gate on to Mr. Collinss example-farm for his master.

Third times catching time, replied Horneyman, lifting the latch and throwing wide the gate for his followers.

Mr. Jessop then resumed his place, and went careering away over the swedes, mangolds, and winter tares, well-knowing that Collins would not say anything to his doing so when hounds were running best pace.  

They were soon off the Example farm, and on to another that was only an example of dirtiness, then down Sherwood Banks with a roar, past Salmons bridge, Crookham corner, and out on to Skyehouse flats, with its wide-extended plain, where a view was obtained, and our game fox fairly run into the open, Mr. Jessop Anally holding him up over his head to an undiminished pack, but a very reduced field. However, among the number was the Earl of Marchhare, to whom our master politely presented the brush, expressing the great obligations he was under to the Duke of Tergiversation for allowing him to draw his covers. And after a little time spent in decorating his lordships horses head with the brush, and recruiting the hounds, the well satisfied party separated each on his homeward line to disseminate the news of the great run as he went.

When the Prince got home he told Lady Honoria Hopkins that of all sports he had ever seen, he thought the English hont de fox was the most ridiculous, and he vonderd that the Duke spent such large monies upon it. So his Graces purpose was satisfied at any rate, by making the Prince believe that Mr. Jovey Jessops hounds were his Graces.

And as hunting notoriously brings us acquainted with many parties, we will now introduce a couple whom the Jug victimised on his way home from the hunt.


CHAPTER LXXV.

THE JUG AND HIS LUNCHEON, OR MR. AND MRS. BOWDERGUKINSS
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DINNER PARTY.

MR AND MRS. BOWDE- ROUKINS were honest, equitable, give-and-take folks, who loved s o c i.e. t y, which, in their opinion, consisted in eating and drinking periodically with their neighbours. Mirth, wit, humour, entered not into their calculations; three courses and a dessert being all they considered necessary. Hence everything was most studiously arranged in the most apple-pie order, with, at the same time, a sort of extempore air  Bowderoukins often demanding in a loud and audible voice from his end of the table, WHAT HAVE YOU GOT THERE, MISTRESS BOWDEROUKINS? as if he hadnt the slightest idea what it was; while Mrs. Bowderoukins on her part was equally elegant, never knowing until the dish was uncovered.

Partridges! Bowdey would exclaim, as the up-turned legs now appeared on the scene.

Pardon! Mrs. Bowdey would reply; gwouse, my dear.

Hem  gwouse, are they, Bowdey would rejoin, as if he had never heard of them before, though he very likely had the bill receipted, with the discount taken off for them, in his pocket.

Bowdey, as the country people called him, had been in the linen line; and Mrs. Roukins father had been in the flannel trade; but all that was forgotten now, save when they plushed or powdered their footman, set up a dinner bell, or committed any other act of saltation against the peace of their longer retired neighbours pride and dignity. Then the shop was resuscitated, and the invidious question asked, Who are these Bowderoukinss?  

Most people are Dutch-auctioned occasionally  put up at their highest, and run down to their lowest point; so it is of very little use being at the trouble of appraising themselves  the world does it for them, and, generally speaking, not unfairly either. Still, with all the powder and plush, and pulling to pieces, the Bowderoukinss were a nice plummy pair, well matched, and very comfortable, which latter term may be variously interpreted  some ladies thinking four men-servants to wait upon them, some three, some two, others one, comfort, or rather the height of happiness.

The Bowderoukinss residence, Rosella Lodge, was a pretty place  pretty even in the eyes of a stranger  beautiful of course in those of an owner. It was in the cottage ornée style, with neat lattice windows peeping out of the heather-thatched roof, and a green verandah encircling the whole; the pillars plentifully entwined with roses and flowering shrubs. It stood at the bottom of a little round Hassocks heath-like hill, on whose rock-rugged sides Spruce, Scotch firs, and ferns flourished with healthy vigour, as though they wished no better place. Bowdey had planned the house himself, and if it lacked some of the comforts that a scientific architect would have given it, Bowdey had the satisfaction of knowing that he had saved said architects fees, and was entitled to the credit of all the commendation that was lavished upon it. In truth, Bowdey had rather sacrificed comfort to appearances, for though the receiving-rooms, library, drawing, and dining-room en suite, were good, the bed-rooms at either end of the house were only so so, and liable to the intrusion of beetles, earwigs, and other undesirable insects.

To be such a fat, comfortable-looking man, Mr. Bowderoukins was a desperate fidget, always looking at his watch, always dreading to be late, always fearing people were not going to arrive. On his grand company days he was more than usually fidgetty, wondering why Paul didnt lay the cloth, wondering why Mrs. Empson the cook didnt put down the meat, fearing lest the fish mightnt come, or the tea-cakes be late. He was always a good hour in advance of the day; and instead of running after time, was always hurrying other people up to it. If Bowdey had had to cook the dinner and wait as well, he could not have been in a greater stew; whereas all he had to do was to sit quietly in his easy arm-chair, exclaiming at intervals, WHAT HAVE YOU GOT THEBE, MISTRESS BOWDEROUKINS? and so on to the end of the short dialogue appropriated to the piece.

Country hospitality being regulated a good deal by the moon, it so happened that what in the hunting calendar would be called the Hassocks hill day, had been fixed upon by our friends (if they will allow us to call them so) for the usual quarterly display of plate, linen, and china; and after the usual amount of prevarication, for people can fib in the country almost as well as they can in the towns, a full table full of guests had been engaged to assist at the demolition of a turbot, a Yorkshire pie, a Norfolk turkey hung in Dorking sausages, and other delicacies too numerous to insert in anything but a cookery book, all of which had given our host and hostess an amazing amount of trouble to get and prepare. As the time approached, the excitement became more intense; so much so indeed that, on the day of the great event, Bowderoukins could neither settle to his paper, nor his books, nor yet to that last solace of all  the contemplation of his accounts. He was in and out, backwards and forwards, here, there, and everywhere.

Being a man of pro  o  perty (eighteen acres in a ring-fence), Bowderoukins of course patronised the chase. We dont mean to say that he piled his fat self on a saddle; for, in truth, he was too wash bally for riding, but he talked affably about hunting, hoped the redcoats he met had had good sport, said he supposed Mr. Jovey Jessop had a good set of dogs that year, hoped foxes were plentiful, and so on. Now it so happened that, in order to allay the fever of excitement, and perhaps prevent himself committing an assault, he took frequent trots down to the green gate at the end of the little curved drive opening upon the Kelvingdon and Hassocks heath road, and, as luck would have it on the third excursion, just as he was rubbing his nose on his hand as he leant with his arm on the uppermost rail, who should come riding along but the Jug and our hero Mr. Bunting.

Holloa! Mr. Boyston! exclaimed Mr. Bowderoukins to old hot boots, How are you? opening the gate and going out to greet him as Boyston came up. Then seeing a stranger, Bowdey gave Bunting a full view of his large bald turnip-shaped head, by raising his green-brimmed drab wide-a-wake hat to him.

Well, and what sport have you had? asked he, as soon as Mr. Buntings cap was restored to his head.

Oh, very good, at least, very fair, middling  that is to say, muttered Boyston, in the indistinct sort of way of a man who has lost the hounds.

Killed! asked Bowderoukins, who considered killing the real criterion of sport. In shooting he knew that hitting was everything.

Yes, no, yes, cant zactly tell, replied Boyston; the fact is, the hounds (cough), the river (hem), the hills (hum)  you couldnt give us a glass of ale, could you?

By all means, replied Mr. Bowderoukins; glass of sherry, too, if you like, and a biscuit.

Oh no exclaimed the Jug, just a glass of ale  wouldnt touch a drop of wine in a morning if it was ever so.

Well, but praps your Mend will, replied the hospitable Mr. Bowderoukins, looking at Mr. Bunting as he now opened the green gate for them to enter.

They then passed through, and, leaving the gate to swing to at its leisure, proceeded up the slightly ascending drive, Mr. Bowderoukins waddling and puffing and blowing in the uncomfortable sort of way of a pursy little gentleman trying to keep up a conversation with people on horseback.

Gwacious goodness, whos here! exclaimed Mrs. Bowderoukins, who was superintending the removal of the drugget from the diningroom carpet, as the last turn of the road brought the guests in full view of the house, and of course the house in full view of the guests. Goodness gwacious! I do believe its the Jug  the Jug and a stranger! Whatever can Mr. Bowderoukins mean by bringing these people here on such a day as this.

Oh dear! oh dear! Id rather see anybody than that great redfaced man. The latter exclamation proceeded from one of the crimson curtains of the ground-reaching windows of the dining-room, where Maria the parlour-maid was busy distributing and pyramiding the napkins to the fourteen chairs for the fourteen guests, who were expected to partake of Rosella Lodge hospitality.

We need not say Mrs. Roukins was desperately alarmed, for, independently of not being in company-trim, having on an old stained blue and soot-coloured silk dress, with a very ordinary collar, she well knew that very little interruption at this time of day would throw the whole establishment out of gearing, and make it as useless as an engine run off a railway. But if she was not in apple pie order, the drawing-room was  carpet uncovered, mirror unmuslined, and all the infatuated worsted-work that ladies so much prefer to making their own clothes  developed for the occasion. Well she knew what little respect was paid by dirty-booted sportsmen to such decorations. She had absolutely seen old fat farmer Whickenrake souse down on her floss silk pheasants as if they had been a truss of straw. All these considerations flashed across her mind with inconceivable velocity, causing her to bundle Maria out of the room, and rush into the kitchen to consult with the cook.

Bowdey, too, had his misgivings, and now said in a loud and audible voice, as he pulled up and gave the brightly burnished knob of the sash-door bell a pull, Youre sure you wont take anything but a glass of ale?

Well, no, I think not, drawled the Jug, looking undecidedly at Mr. Bunting; and then adding, No, nothing, unless it were a pail of gruel for the horses.

Pail of gruel for the horses, repeated Mr. Bowderoukins; pail of gruel for the horses, certainly; will you have it here or  ? dreading to name where.

Praps we may as well put them into the stable for a few minutes, observed Mr. Boyston to Mr. Bunting.

Well, assented Mr. Bunting, who now looked upon Mr. Boyston as master of the horse.

The well palled on Mr. Bowderoukinss ear like a death-knell. He wished he had never gone to the gate.

Mrs. Bowderoukins, too, though out of ear-shot, saw by the movement there was mischief, and dreaded the result. Mrs. Tom Tucker, too, coming to dine  a woman who saw and told everything. Oh dear! Bowderoukins must be  . So saying, she hurried away to the dairy-window, which commanded a view of the yard, and there saw the dreadful apparition of the two red-coats alighting from their horses and leading them into the stable. They shallnt come in the back way, at all events, said she to herself, bolting the door and turning the key in the lock. Archy Ellenger had once slipped in that way and caught her whipping a cream. Nor was Mrs. Bowderoukins premature in her movements, for scarcely had she communicated her worst fears to the cook ere a rattle at the latch, followed by a kick from one of the Jugs great thick-soled boots, announced an attempt to get in by the forbidden way.

Come round to the front door! now holloaed Bowderoukins from the centre of the yard. Come round to the front door! repeated he, extending his right arm in the direction he wanted them to go. The trio then formed and retraced their steps to the front. Dreadful, indeed, was now the agony of Mrs. Bowderoukins. She saw there was going to be a pretty kettle of fish. Bowdey, too, was in such a state of tribulation, that Mr. Buntings flattering observations on the beauty of his place were wholly lost in considering what he should do with his guests  where he should put them  what he should give them; above all, how he should get rid of them. Meanwhile the old Jug trudged on in his usual stolid way  his whip under his arm, his hands behind his back, and the accumulated mud of the day clustering on his boots. How Bowderoukins shuddered as he looked at them. Unlucky man, that he was! What the deuce sent him down to the gate! Why didnt he let them pass. The trio were now, however, again at the door, which Paul had left open, as if expecting a return; and our greatly perturbed host made a last desperate effort to get rid of them by saying, Will you have your ale here? get it in a minute! you know,  looking as if he would run for it himself.

May as well go in, now that we have got off our horses, replied the Jug, stumping into the passage, and taking off his hat, he stuck his whip in his coat-pocket, in a quite-at-home sort of way. Mr. Bunting followed on, and there was then no help for it. A rapid retrospect made Bowderoukins resolve to brave it out in the dining room, hoping that the sight of coming company might act as a hint to the strangers not to stay. So he threw open the door, and in they walked.

Humph, dinner party, have you? observed the Jug, looking at the long table; thought I smelt soup  dessay you could let us have a basin  just the thing for this time of day.

By all means, replied the disconcerted Bowderoukins, adding, Ill go and see after it myself, in order that you may not be detained. So saying, he hurried out of the room and nearly upset Mrs. Bowderoukins, who was listening at the key-hole.

Oh, Bowderoukins! Bowderoukins! whispered she, with ill-suppressed anger, as she followed him hastily along the passage how could you ever do such a thing  how are we to manage matters? What possible occasion was there for you to bring in these hungry fox-hunters? fox-hunters! of all men the most rapacious!

My dear, I didnt bring them in, whispered Bowdey, turning short upon her; they invited themselves  didnt you hear them asking for soup?

Soup, my dear, they cant have soup! Theres only just as much as will-serve the party.

The deuce! exclaimed Mr. Bowderoukins, perplexed beyond measure. What can they have then?

Im sure I dont know, replied Mrs. Bowderoukins. Theres stewed pears, or cheese-cakes, or tartlets, or something of that sort.  

Oh, stewed pears or tartlets will do nothing for fox-hunters, snapped Mr. Bowderoukins; must be meat of some sort  do let us get them something and set them away as soon as we can, or they will assuredly drive us into a fix with our dinner.

I feel that theyll do that as it is, whined Mrs. Bowderoukins, and Im sure theres no occasion for any mismanagement with MRS. Tom Tucker coining. Dont you remember how she quizzed Mrs. Frogbrook, and talked of Mrs. Dixey and her doings?

The name of Tucker seemed to exasperate Bowderoukins, who, dashing at a fine stilton cheese as it now stood up to its chin in a clean damask napkin, hurried away with it, calling to Paul to put on his coat and follow with a loaf of bread and some beer as quickly as possible.

When Mr. Bowderoukins returned to the dining-room, he found the Jug sitting with his back to the fire, resting his great heavy head on his arm on the top of the chair, which he had turned round for the purpose, with a perfect shower of mud under each distended leg on the smart Turkey carpet.

Here! exclaimed Bowderoukins, with ill-counterfeited glee, holding the cheese high above his head, I know you fox-hunters dont like to be kept waiting, so Ive brought you the first thing I could lay hold of, placing the cheese on the table just opposite the Jug as he spoke.

Humph! Cheese is it, observed the Jug, carelessly; I thought you said aoup.

The soup wouldnt be ready this half-hour, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, and I thought you would like to be doing.

Oh, why, were in no hurry for that matter, drawled the Jug dont dine till six thirty; however, as the cheese has come, we may as well attack it, continued he, advancing his chair a little as he sat, to the great detriment of the joints. He then dived deeply into the cheese, and, having helped himself plentifully, pushed it along to Mr. Bunting. The bread and beer then appeared.

Munch, munch, munch, now went the Jug, in the steady deliberate sort of way in which he did everything. Munch, munch, munch, continued he, to the evident horror of his host.

Have a little ale, suggested Mr. Bowderoukins, slightly elevating his tenpenny  pointing to the foaming tankard as he spoke.

Presently, replied the Jug, without taking his eyes off the cheese.

Deuce take the fellow, inwardly growled Mr. Bowderoukins, wishing he had never seen his great red face.

Munch, munch, munch, went the leisurely Jug as before.

Now Ill have a little, at last said the Jug, looking up and holding his glass out to be filled.

With pleasure, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, pouring him out a bumper, which the Jug disposed of at a draught.

Not very strong, observed he, setting the glass down.

Can have some bottled Bass if you prefer it, observed Mr. Bowderoukins, incautiously.

Bottled Bass, can I? repeated the Jug; adding, after a pause, Well, I dont care if I have a little bottled Bass.

Mr. Bowderoukins rang the bell vehemently.

Bottle of ale, Paul! exclaimed he, as the footman entered.

Yes, air, said the man-boy, retiring.

Quick! exclaimed Bowderoukins, adding, the gentlemen are in a hurry.

No, were not, replied the Jug, again attacking the cheese.

The Bass was a good deal better than the beer, and the Jug, having swigged off a glass, said he felt all the better for it.

Have another! exclaimed his host, holding up the bottle.

Presently, replied the Jug, returning to his cheese.

Oh, Bowderoukins, Bowderoukins, what a goothe you are, lisped his agonised wife, who had now returned to her listening-place at the door. However is a dinner to be served under such circumstances?

Meanwhile the phlegmatic Jug jogged on with his cheese with his usual stolid vacancy, Mr. Bunting only eating for conformity. At length the Jugs appetite was apparently appeased, and having drained the bottle of Bass, he rose from his seat, and taking a coat-lap un des each arm, proceeded to warm himself before the fire Having, duly sucked his teeth and made all sorts of incoherent noises with his mouth, he began to take a vacant survey of the room, the ceiling, the pictures, the sideboard, &c. As ill-luck would have it, there was a bottle of sherry on the latter, minus a couple of glasses that Mrs. Bowderoukins had just extracted for the mock-turtle soup; and the Jug, having made a good steady point at it from where he stood, at length said, Is that sherry? nodding at the bottle as he spoke.
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She  she  sherry! ejaculated Mr. Bowderoukins; no, b  b  brandy, thinking to choke the Jug off.

Ah, well, brandy will do as well, observed the Jug, carelessly taking a wine glass from beside him and trudging round the long table to where the bottle stood on the sideboard. He then poured himself out a glass, and, after smelling at the contents, drank it off with a gulp. Brandy! exclaimed he, smacking his great thick lips; brandy! sherry, I should say, not bad either. Have a glass, Bunting, continued he, appealing to our friend as he approached him with the bottle.

Oh dear! oh dear! this will never do, mused Mrs. Bowderoukins, who overheard the movement and observation from where she stood. I must make a desperate effort to get rid of them; so saying, she rose and hurried away to Pauls pantry, who was now putting the last polish on to the plate. Go into the dining-room  not as if from me, you know, said she, sotto voce and ask the gentlemen if they would like to have their horses round.

Yes, Mum, replied Paul, taking down the blue red-edged livery-coat from the peg behind the door and wriggling himself into it as he went. He opened the dining-room door noiselessly, and, gliding in, addressing Mr. Boyston, said, Please, sir, would you like to have your hosses round, sir?

Presently, replied the Jug presently, pouring himself out another glass of sherry, and resuming his backward seat on the chair before the fire, with the bottle full before him.

Thats Gordons Golden, I should say, observed the Jug, smacking his lips, and looking at the now diminished quantity.

No, Christophers, replied Mr. Bowderoukins.

Christophers, is it? replied the Jug, taking another glass, as if to satisfy himself on the point. Christophers, in Great Coram Street  I know him, continued he, drinking the wine off. Very good it is, added the Jug, nursing his glass on his knee  with the evident view of replenishing it. You havent such a thing as a biscuit in the house, have you? asked he, addressing Mr. Bowderoukins.

Biscuit, gasped Bowderoukins  thinking his guests would never go biscuit! repeated he, Yes, I dare say I have, ringing the bell as he spoke.

Great was Mrs. Bowderoukinss horror when she found the summons was not for the horses. At first she declared there were no biscuits, although she had a whole bag-full in the store-room, then considering the voracious fox-hunters might demand something else, she determined to give them some biscuits, and tell Paul to make another announcement about the horses, so, getting a plate, she put a couple of biscuits upon it, and desired Paul to let the gentlemen know their horses had done their gruel.

Done, have they? replied the Jug carelessly, helping himself to a biscuit done, have they  well, then, give them each a feed of corn  stretching his arm out again for the bottle as he spoke.

The Jug then looked first at one great boot, and then at the other, and finally cocking up his heels, began jingling his spur against the French-polished chair-legs, with his glass on his knee, and a steady eye on the bottle.

Thus he continued for some minutes, Mr. Bunting and his host mutually wishing he would go. Mrs. Bowderoukins, like all people away from the absolute scene of action, was doubly solicitous, imagining all sorts of misfortunes; now that they would upset the bottle all down the fine pheasant-patterned table-cloth, now that they would all get drunk together, now that the Jug would catch the cloth with his spur, and drag the whole contents of the table on to the floor  candelabra, candlesticks, china-vases, wax-flowers, and all. At length she could contain herself no longer, and, summoning Paul again, she desired him to go into the dining-room and tell the gentlemen their horses were quite ready.

Please, sir, your horses are quite ready, said Paul, addressing the Jug, who had just helped himself to another bumper of wine.

Oh, Paul! Paul! why persecutest thou me! exclaimed the Jug peevishly, amidst the mirth of the party at his unwonted explosion.

It was now clearly a case of finish the bottle; so Mr. Bowderoukins, changing his tactics, directed his exertions that way. Help yourself! exclaimed he gaily, as the Jug sat nursing his glass on his knee; Im afraid you dont like the wine.

Oh, yes I do, replied the Jug; the wines good wine.

It is good wine, assented Mr. Bowderoukins, the best I can buy.

The Jug then showed his appreciation of it by taking another glass.

The wine presently approached the bottom of the bottle; and Mr. Bowderoukins, determining not to be inveigled into a second bottle, seized an empty glass, and helping himself to a small quantity of wine, held the glass up, saying, Well, sir, Ill give you our next merry meeting!

Our next merry meeting, growled the Jug, in his usual lugubrious accents.

Having quaffed off the glass, he sat a few seconds with it on his knee, as if to be sure there was no more wine coming. Mr. Bunting, who had noticed their hosts perturbation, now came to the rescue by saying, he supposed they had better be going.

Well, I suppose we had, replied the Jug, rising and shaking the further dried mud off his boots as he set down the glass on the table.

Will you go to the stable or have the horses brought to the door? now asked Mr. Bowderoukins.

May as well have them to the door, replied the Jug, who didnt like trouble.

Ill go and send them round, then, said Mr. Bowderoukins, hurrying out of the room, and communicating the glad intelligence to his half-frantic wife that they were going at last.

Have a weed? now asked the Jug, diving into his breast-pocket and producing a greasy old Russia leather cigar-case as he spoke, and offering the choice of a row of cigars to our friend.

Thanks, replied Mr. Bunting, helping himself to one; adding, we musnt smoke here, though, I suppose?

Oh, yes, rejoined the Jug, taking a cedar match out of the bronze stand on the black marble mantel-piece and applying it to the fire. These things are meant to light them with, said he; so saying, he I used one for the purpose, and putting it to the cigar, presently raised a good cloud of smoke.  

Gwacious goodness, theyre smoking, I do believe! exclaimed Mrs. Bowderoukins, who had the greatest horror of tobacco, and knew that Mrs. Tom Tucker had too. Oh, Bowdey, Bowdey, run and hurry them with their horses, or theyll make the whole house reek like a tenth-rate tavern.

Whereupon Bowderoukins crowned himself again with his drab wide awake, and rushed frantically up to the stable just as the Jugs horse put his head out of the door. Quick, Paul, quick! cried he to the footman who had charge of it, the gentlemen are in a hurry to be off!  the gentlemen are in a hurry to be off!

But when Paul, followed by Dick Harwood, the pottering man of all work, hurried into the ring before the house they caused no corresponding activity in the parlour within, for the Jug just went on puffing and blowing dense clouds of smoke above and-around his great fiery face.  

Horses are come! horses are come! exclaimed Bowderoukins, opening the dining-room door, as if to promote the egress of his guests.

(Puff) I see, (puff) said the Jug, staring vacantly at them through the window, and resuming his cigar.

Can I lend you a Mackintosh, a paletot, or an overcoat of any sort? now asked Mr. Bowderoukin, still standing at the open door.

No, (puff) Ill (puff) as I am, replied the Jug, emitting a voluminous cloud over his great red face.

Well, then, let us be off, said Mr. Bunting, who really began to feel ashamed of his Mend.

Off, (puff) off! replied the Jug; why, Ive been (puffing) for you.

The deuce you have, said Mr. Bunting; I wish Id known that before; adding, come, then, lets go.

The Jug then dived into his coat pockets, and fishing up first a pair of old dog-skin gloves, and then a pair of dirty white mits, proceeded to thrust his hands and wrists in them. That feat being accomplished, he then looked leisurely at Mr. Bunting and said, Now Im your (puff) man.

Bye old (puff) boy, said the Jug, now advancing and tendering a fat gloved hand to his host.

Good bye, exclaimed the emancipated Bowdey, grasping it fervidly.

Ill (puff) in upon you again the first time Im (puffing) this way, observed the Jug. s Do! exclaimed Mr. Bowderoukins, again shaking him heartily by the hand, thinking the Jug would be very sly if he got in.

Mr. Bunting then tendered his adieus; and proceeding to the door, the Jug got his horse punched as close up to the step as he could, to enable him to mount with as little trouble as possible; and having gained the saddle he drew rein, and feeling him gently with his spur passed on to let Mr. Bunting mount the same way. That done, the two red-coated gentlemen sauntered away, leaving Mr and Mrs. Bowderoukins eying and objurgating them from the dining-room window.

Was there ever such a man as that Mr. Boyston! exclaimed Mrs. Bowderoukins, from behind the window curtain; was there ever such a man as that Mr. Boyston! Hes made the place smell like a pot-house. Wonder you let them in, Mister Bowderoukins, added she, shaking with vexation.

Couldnt keep them out, my dear, couldnt keep them out, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, soothingly; fox-hunters, you know, will be in. Its the red coat that does it  its the red coat that does it.

Oh fiddle! Ive no notion of anything of the sort. I dont see why they should have the run of ones house any more than soldiers or sailors or other way-faring people.

The rising dialogue was here interrupted by a horses nose, with a silver crest (a star fish) flopping over its forehead, suddenly rounding the laurel clump of the drive, causing the now terrified Mr. Bowderoukins to ejaculate, WHAT HAVE WE GOT HERE, MISTRESS BOWDEROUKINS?

Oh, gwacious goodness! its Mrs. Mitchison. That unhappy womans clock is always half an hour fast. So saying, she rushed out of the room, and hurried up stairs to arrange her toilette, amid the clamorous peal of the door-bell  strange servants always making a point of pulling as hard as they can. And ere Mrs. Bowderoukins got her best bib and tucker on, another and another peal sounded furiously through the house, another and another letting down of steps was heard, another and another slamming to of doors and grinding away to the back premises.

Bid Mr. Bowderoukins hunt?

Mr and Mrs. Bowderoukins were both in extremis. Bowdey couldnt find his best blue Saxony coat, or Mrs. Roukins her cameo bracelet or cashmere shawl. At length, after almost superhuman exertions, they accomplished their respective programmes, and came smiling into the drawing-room, full of apologies to the now grinning but lately groaning guests for not being ready to receive them. The fact was, some foxhunting friends had dropped in and ra-a-ther detained them. But they hoped, &c. And then the conversation took a fox-hunting turn.

No, Mr. Bowderoukins didnt hunt  had given it up  used to be very fond of it; most people thinking it necessary to pay hunting the compliment of pretending they liked it once.

Then the door-bell rang again furiously  more company coming  the dread Mrs. Tucker this time, followed quickly by the Bondells and the Holleydales, and, lastly, the Freemans, who brought young Mr. Shuttleworth, who was suitoring Miss Harriet, instead of papa, who had got a twinge of the gout. And when the conversation, which became rather languid, had got cherished up into a pretty good cry, dinner was announced; and after a little backing and bowing, and you before-me-ing, the guests, Mr. Shuttleworth and Miss Harriet included, all got arranged in pretty good order in the tobacco-smelling dining-room, the scent of which, however, was forgotten on the second explosion of the popular sparkling beverage.

So the lunch and the dinner did not clash after all, an announcement that we are sure will give great satisfaction to our housekeeping readers, and encourage them to be generous to the old fox-hunting Jugs, whose name in some countries is LEGION!


CHAPTER LXXVI.

APPLETON HALL.
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MB. JOVEY JESSOP was right when he said the Jug knew every gate and gap in the country, for no sooner had Mr. Bunting and he got clear of Mr. Bowderoukinss premises than the Jug stopped short at the corner of a grass-field, and, fishing a furze-bush out of the hedge with the handle of his hunting-whip, put his horse at the now open place, saying to Mr. Bunting as he rose it, May as well go over here.

Mr. Bunting then followed his leaders example, and the two were presently sailing over the sound sward of an old pasture, the horses cantering gaily together over the high ridge and furrow. Though there was no apparent way out, the Jug sat leisurely on his horse as if in the full confidence of a comfortable exit, and, making for the cattle shed at the end, he passed at the back of it, and pulling out a rail that had been interlaced with the quickset fence, hopped over the lower one and was again upon grass.

Neednt mind putting it in again, observed he, looking back at Mr. Bunting, there are no stock in either field so saying, the Jug again slouched in his saddle, and went cantering away to a good blue gate opening upon the Farmanby and Oxmanfield road. That gained, he kept its course for some three hundred yards, when again stopping short the Jug brushed through a weak place in the adjoining hedge and was again on turf. He was now upon Mr. Hollambys farm, with its trim hedges, piped ditches, and self-shutting gates, which being sped over, a short divergence over all that now remains of the once wide-stretching Scrubbington Common brought them to the locked iron gates of Flowerdale Lodge.

Must be through here, observed the Jug to his companion, cuts off three-quarters of a mile. Holloa, gate! gate! roared he, rising in his stirrups and pretending to be in a desperate hurry. Look sharp, woman! look sharp! now cried he, as old Peggy Porringer the custodian came toddling along to take a survey through the bars of the barrier. Look sharp, woman! look sharp, repeated he, the hounds are running! the hounds are running! and we shall be left immeasurably in the lurch!

Seeing red coats, Peggy unlocked and opened the gates, and the Jug, followed by Mr. Bunting, spurring his horse, passed through, and the two went cantering up the avenue as far as the Lodge commanded a view of the line.

May take it easy now, observed the Jug, pulling up; adding, there are no locked gates at the other end, and if they wont let us keep the road, I know a way through the fields. So saying, he relaxed into a gentle trot, and passing unchallenged at the back of the gardens, passed the keepers lodge, and out at the saw-mill on the Sunburry road. This line they kept for some distance, till at length a once white wicket, between rather ornamental stone posts at the low end of a belt of beech, announced a change of scene; and the Jug, pushing the unlatched gate open with his toe, turned his willing horse to it, who entered of its own accord.

What place is this? now asked our hero, fearing they were going to commit another trespass.

All right, replied the Jug, all right; adding, this is Appleton.

Appleton, is it, rejoined Mr. Bunting, as a glorious sunset illuminated the many windows of a large stone mansion. Appleton, is it; its a very fine place. Tell me, added he, is Mr. Jessop married?

Married, no! hadnt need, replied the Jug, laughing.

Mr. Bunting looked confused.

Not that I mean to say anything disrespectful of matrimony, observed the Jug, apologetically; only I mean to say that Appleton wouldnt quite suit a lady.

Indeed, replied Mr. Bunting, adding, Why not? Its large enough at all events, and nobody ever saw a house that was too large for a lady.

Large enough, said the Jug, looking at it; large enough, only theres no furniture in it.

Oh, indeed, smiled Mr. Bunting, adding, thats rather against it; but how do Mr. Jessop and you manage then?

O we just knock on the best way we can. Jessop dont care for finery; no more do I; so we get on well enough  the stables are good, and so is the eating and drinking; and, between ourselves, Im not sure but that dinners are quite as comfortable without the ladies, lor you see they have all dined beforehand, and only come to show their clothes and talk and interrupt one in ones eating.

Well, but they help to pass the evening pleasantly at all events, observed Mr. Bunting.

Oh, have them in the evening if you like, rejoined the Jug; have them in the evening if you like  they are all very well in the evening; then they can spread their sails and show off, but when they are jammed and crammed under a dinner-table there is nothing for them but to poke one with questions and put one out of ones stride, with ones soup, or ones fish, or ones something.

A nearer approach of our horsemen to the mansion now began to show the imperfections of the place. There was a sad want of maintenance about it  patched roofs, inefficient spouts, broken rails, restive gates, and blotchy, blistery doors.

Some houses in the country let as soon as they become vacant, others will not let at all. Of this latter description was Appleton Hall  it infested the country papers till everybody was tired of seeing it. Appleton Hall with its spacious park and beautiful pleasure-grounds  Appleton Hall with its pineries and vineries  Appleton Hall with its sporting attractions. It had tried its luck as a ladies school, also as a nunnery, and a cold-water-cure establishment, and had signally failed in all  each succeeding occupant leaving the house worse than he found it, the cold-water-cure gentleman being generally supposed to have stolen the lead off the roof.

When a house gets to this deplorable state there is nothing for it but either to let it tumble down or to let it off in tenements; and there not being sufficient population about Appleton for the latter purpose, the owner was extremely glad to close with Mr. Jovey Jessops offer of doing the necessary repairs on condition of sitting rent free. So Mr. Jessop did up the stables, converted the coach-house into a kennel, the vinery into a shoe-house, the pinery into a saddle-room, restored the lost lead to the roof of the Hall, and made the premises water-tight generally. As, however, the owner expected to return to it every year himself, as indeed he had been expecting for the last twenty years, of course Mr. Jessop did not do more to it than was absolutely necessary, either inside or out.

And now let us, suppose our friends to have disposed of their horses at the stable, and let us get them out of the cold night-air into the more comfortable atmosphere of the mansion. The Jug being a short-cut man generally now piloted our Mend the back way instead of leading him round to the Corinthian column-porticoed door, and across the lofty black and white marble-flagged entrance hall of the house. Ill show you the way, said he, stumping along, occasionally meeting a man or a maid, who halted and stood respectfully aside to let the great guns pass. Traversing a cocoa-nut-matted passage, a genial glow of warmth from an open door shone upon them, and the Jug, now stopping, bowed Mr. Bunting into his bed-room. It was not a sumptuously furnished apartment  indeed it contained little beyond the absolute requirements of life, save an oil-painting of Boyston Hall, with the meet of Lord Spankerleys hounds on the lawn, above the mantelpiece, which the Jug used to sit and contemplate as he smoked his cigar, wondering if he would ever return to live at it again. His bed was a common stump one, very near the ground (for he was in the habit of tumbling out), two buff and green painted rush-bottomed chairs, a cream-coloured chest of drawers picked out with black, on the top of which stood the Jugs Sunday hat, his other pair of hot-tops, also the redoubtable jacks, that looked as if they might be applied to any purpose. On a common deal clothes-horse near the now blazing wood and coal Are were clean flannels and linen, and somewhat soiled nankin pantaloons, with very roomy dress-shoes and a pair of much-faded worsted-worked slippers in front. Here, too, was the remnant of a hearth-rug, with many holes in the middle, but whose texture was softer to the feet than the cocoa-nutmatting, with which the rest of the room was supplied. Before the unpainted washhand-stand, with its solitary white jug and basin, was the hide of our friends once famous bay horse Dreadnought; but beyond the jug and basin and a water-bottle there was no bath or other symptom of enlarged lavement, the Jug, in truth, not being a great advocate for water.

We dont sacrifice much to the Graces here, observed the Jug, as Mr. Bunting now approached his unshrouded toilette-table, with its shilling comb, its black bristly eighteen-penny brush, and its sixpenny pot of hard-featured pomatum, to have a look at himself in the glass. We dont sacrifice much to the Graces, said he, for we dont see the use of men dressing up smart to captivate each other; and though this is what they call a furnished house, there is in reality very little furniture in it. I was obliged to buy my own boot-jack, continued he, taking up a rather smart folding mahogany one; adding, by the way, if your boots dont come off easily, Ill be happy to lend you it, for Jessop can kick his off flying, and says everybody should be able to do the same, so there isnt another in the house. Its rather a neat article, continued he, folding it up and showing it to Mr. Bunting French polished, brass hinges, steel screws  cost two shillings. Dont know a greater nuisance than pulling off ones boots with ones toes and kicking ones nails with ones heels. But come, continued he, laying the boot-jack on the dressing-table, wont you be seated? pointing to his American rocking-chair, in which he dozed away life in anticipations of the future.

Thank you replied Mr. Bunting, now returning and seating himself on the high green fender before the fire. You keep good fires here, observed he, as the warmth shot through him summarily.

Capital, said the Jug, good fires and good fare is the order of the house. By the way, would you like to take anything before dinner?

Thank you, no, replied Mr. Bunting, adding, Mr. Bowdey what s-his-name has prevented that. What time do we dine?

Six thirty, replied the Jug, six thirty, from the tenth of November to the tenth of February  seven at all other times of the year; saying which our friend took a little hand-bell off the mantelpiece, and, going to the door, rang a prolonged peal in the passage. No bells in this house, observed the Jug, returning and replacing it on its stand. No bells at least that will ring, though there are plenty of wires and places where bells ought to be,

The summons was speedily answered by a neat but plainly dressed footman, in drab and red, by whom Mr. Boyston sent word to Ambrose the butler that there would be eight to dinner instead of six. Having thus discharged his commission, he used his French-polished boot-jack, and drawing off his boots put his feet into his slippers, and, exchanging his red coat for an old grey duffle dressing-gown, prepared his mouth for a smoke.

Mr. Bunting subsided into the American rocking-chair; the Jug put his two rush-bottomed chairs together, sitting upon one, and laying his legs on the other, and proceeded to breathe a strong trail of Havannah cigar-smoke round his face. His black eyes were steadily fixed on the picture of Boyston Park, but he was not in reality indulging in any reverie or speculation either as to the past or the future of it; for he was thinking over that days run, and wondering if he had taken the water whether he would have got to the end of it. Wished he had taken the (puff) water. If he had only taken the water, might have got Archey Ellenger a (curl) ducking, and altogether he was vexed he had not taken the water. Then he wondered which way they had gone. Shouldnt be surprised if the fox had taken his old (puff) line, than which nothing could be (cloud) finer or better calculated to give a (curl) stranger a favourable impression of the (puff) country. And again he upbraided himself for not taking the (puff) water, and resolved on all future occasions to shut his (puff) eyes and just do as others did. A ducking was nothing (puff) when a man had plenty of dry clothes (puff). Wouldnt do to sit in a (puff) railway carriage (cloud) in wet things; but on (puff) horseback it was (puff, cloud) nothing. Dashed if he wouldnt always take (puff) water in future.

Just as our friend had come to this resolution, a voice was heard in the passage exclaiming  

Has anybody seen anything of Mr. Bunting? Has anybody seen anything of Mr. Bunting?

Mr. Bunting is in Mr. Boystons room, sir, replied a servant; and scarcely bad the Jug confirmed the answer with a view-holloa, ere a clank, clank, of spurs sounded along the passage, and the standing-ajar door flying open revealed the person of Mr. Jovey Jessop in the full mud and enthusiasm of a victorious fox-hunter. He was well splashed from head to foot. Advancing, he greeted Mr. Bunting with a cordial shake of the hand, welcoming him to Appleton Hall, apologising for not being there to receive him, and hoping his horse had carried him well, which Mr. Bunting assured him he had.

Well, youve killed him I see, said the Jug, eyeing Mr. Jessops pawed and blood-stained leathers.

Killed him! aye to be sure! replied Jovey, joyously, killed him after os good a run as ever was seen; adding, as he laid his hand on the Jugs broad back, but what got you, my good friend?

What got me? replied the Jug, thinking what he should say. What got (puff) me? Why, you see I got bothered with the (curl) water  waters a bothering thing, added he, if you dont take it at (curl) once theres an end of the (cloud) matter; for the more you look, the less you like it, and one (puff) person said one (cloud) thing and another another, till at last we lost the (curl) chance.

Mr. Jovey Jessop then briefly related the residue of the run; but, not wishing to crow, he presently turned the conversation by asking Mr. Bunting if he would like to take anything before dinner. Mr. Bowderoukins, however, having effectually prevented any want of that sort, our master presently retired to pass through his cold-water bath into his other clothes, leaving his guest to the intermediate care of his Jug. Mr. Boyston then resumed his former position, and sat in a meditative mood, with his eyes fixed on the Boyston picture, smoking and making a mental panorama of the concluding portion of the run, which he thought must have been very fine. At length his red-ended cigar approached so near the tip of his own red nose as to be no longer agreeable, whereupon he threw the remains into the fire, and, rising from his uneasy couch, took up the fine folding French-polished mahogany boot-jack, and offered to show Mr. Bunting the way to his bedroom. They then passed out of the Jugs apartment into the passage, and, our friend adhering to his short cuts, led him up the back stairs as if he were taking him to some second-rate bachelor bed-room instead -of the state apartment of the house. The opening of a once red, but now nearly drab, baize-covered door at the first landing rectified matters, and introduced the stranger to the wider space and loftier proportions of an elegant staircase, whose perfections and imperfections were alike displayed by a profusion of well-directed light. On the once peach but now dirty drab-coloured walls might be traced the inscriptions and poetical effusions as well of the school girls as of the nuns, and the patients of the cold-water-cure doctor who stole the lead, while sundry heads and hieroglyphics exhibited a bountiful ignorance of the art of drawing. Cocoa-nut-matting was still the order of the day  cocoa-nut-matting up the stairs, cocoanut-matting along the corridor, cocoa-nut-mats before the doors. A hurrying-out housemaid bearing the last putting-to-rights emblems in her arms denoted the door, and Mr. Boyston ushered Mr. Bunting into a noble room, whose blazing fire illumined the amber-coloured hangings of a prodigious four-post bed, which stood like a tabernacle in the centre. Both the bed-hangings and the window-curtains were festooned and draped in a way that looked as if there had been a trial of skill on the part of the upholsterers as to how much stuff they could put into each; a prodigality that was painfully at variance with the meagreness of the rest of the furniture. The flower-garlanded Brussells carpet was brushed into a mere shadow of its former self; there was no sofa; the chairs were few and far between, while an immense high-backed one stood like a throne by the fire, with a large foot-stool in front. The chamberware did not match, being of three sorts: white, blue, and green; but there was a good fire, an ample supply of nice linen, and a spacious hip-bath at hand.
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Plenty of bed, said the Jug, contrasting its great carved posts and lofty canopy with his own little stump one down below. Hope you wont tumble out of it, continued he, thinking of his own exploits in that line.

Hope not, indeed, replied Mr. Bunting, measuring its height from the floor with his eye, and thinking it would require a good spring to get into it.

Well, now, said the Jug, taking his boot-jack from under his arm and unfolding it, will you take your boots off now, or shall I leave this with you?

Oh, why, praps you may as well leave it with me, replied Mr. Bunting, carelessly.

Well, then, rejoined the Jug, placing it on the floor, will you have the kindness to put it into the toilette-table drawer when you are done with it, lest any of the careless maids carry it off?

Certainly, said Mr. Bunting, certainly.

So be it then, rejoined the Jug, wishing he might not be doing a rash act; adding, as he moved slowly away, when you are dressed you will find your way down by the lights  no ladies rooms here to get into by mistake.


CHAPTER LXXVII.

APPLETON HALL HOSPITALITY.
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AS PARTIES IN the country are only of rare occurrence, there was generally a dinner-party at Appleton Hall every hunting-day, to which sportsmen were asked, or invited themselves by sending or leaving their names with Ambrose the butler, on or before the morning of the day. The table was usually laid for six, which was easily extended to eight or ten, if the harvest of the hunting-field yielded a greater crop of guests.

Mr. Jessop being an even-going man, with the word comfort for his motto, there was never any fuss or hurry of inconvenience, Jovey and his Jug always having a good dinner, even if they sat down to it alone. Monsieur Ragout, the cook, of course liked to know when there was a new-corner, so that he might put on the extra steam of astonishment, otherwise the culinary current ran pretty evenly.

When our re-arranged hero descended the grand staircase, he found Ambrose and a drab and red liveried footman waiting to receive the candles of the inmates, and to meet and announce the out-of-door guests on their arrival. Receiving Mr. Buntings candle with a bow, and handing it to the footman to set down, Ambrose conducted our Mend across the spacious entrance hall towards a lofty, richly-carved, but very dirty door on the right. This being well thrown open, Mr. Bunting entered a large well-proportioned drawing-room, whose once costly gilding and decorations were almost made respectable by the force of the fire, and the light that was now thrown upon them. It was, however, but a momentary triumph, for a second glance showed the indignities to which the room had been subjected, as well by the girls as the nuns, and the cold-water-cure gentleman. The hundred guinea mirror was starred in three places, the white marble chimney-piece was chipped and scratched, the crest in the middle was wholly gone, while the coloured coat-of-arms was nearly obliterated.

Whatever extravagance there might have been in the furniture in former days, there was nothing of that sort now, for Mr. Jessop had discarded all the faded finery, substituting good cocoa-nut-matting for the fine Kidderminster carpet, whose holes were always tripping people up, chasséed the footstools and ottoman, and sent all the invalided furniture up stairs into the garret. It now looked more like a ball-room with a little hired rout furniture than anything else.

Some people look better in hunting things, others worse; Mr Jessop, for instance, looked better, the Jug worse. Mr. Bunting scarcely knew the former, as he now stood in the usual British ease-before-elegance style warming himself at the blazing fire. Neither would Mr. Bunting have recognised the Jug in his clerical costumed upper half, but for the notorious nankins below. Mr. Jessop, we may state, did not effect a dress-uniform, not wishing to promote the growth of cock-tails in the country. His theory was, that no man should be allowed to ride in scarlet who had not first ridden three seasons in black, an arrangement that he thought would be greatly productive of sport, for very few men, he observed, entered a fourth season  so that all their mischief was confined to the three years, which in all probability they would not take if they were not allowed to ride in red. So he always set the example of dressing quite plainly, not even wearing a hunt-button of an evening, and now, if he had been felt, he would have been found to be enveloped in black tweed, all except a cloth coat and black silk cravat.

Making way for Mr. Bunting at the fire, as he advanced up the room, Mr. Jessop hoped he had found all he wanted in his bed-room, adding, that as it was not a very sumptuously furnished house, he begged he would ring, or rather call for whatever was deficient; whereupon Mr. Bunting assured him there was every requirement, since his good friend Mr. Boyston had been good enough to lend him his boot-jack, which, he informed the owner, he had put safely into the drawer as requested: whereupon Mr. Jessop laughed, and said Boyston was very particular about his boot-jack, and had once nearly lost it by lending it to a friend. He then turned the conversation upon the more agreeable topic of dinner, asking Mr. Bunting if he was ready for his, whereupon Mr. Jessop made the grand announcement, that it was the rule of the house never to wait for anyone, adding, that it was wonderful what an effect it had in procuring punctuality.

The Jug then hauled a great turnip of a watch out of his nankin-trousered fob by the big sealed jack-chain to which it was attached, and first putting it to his ear, to be sure it was going, which was not always the case, the Jug sometimes forgetting to wind it up, he said it only wanted seven minutes to dinner.

Theyll all come in a rush, observed Mr. Jessop. Wheeler brings Lightfoot, and Langford brings Daintry. When Mr. Bunting now thinking it was as cheap sitting as standing, advanced towards a scanty line of birds-eye maple chairs ranged against the wall, from which he drew one, to bring to the fire.

Stop half a minute! cried Mr. Jessop, darting forward stop half a minute! adding, lets see that that chair will carry you, for its more than all the chairs in this room will do: adding, if youd seen old Archey Ellenger go down, cup of coffee in hand, the other night, youd have been amused. The old sinner looked as if ha thought he was wanted.

Mr. Jessop then took the chair, and, after trying its legs all round, as he would a horses, stamped it soundly on all fours, saying  

Yes, I think itll do.

Mr. Bunting then deposited himself gingerly upon it, and ere three minutes more had elapsed, the sound of wheels outside was followed by the shuffling of feet within, and a faint sound of voices presently swelled into chorus as the coming party advanced to the drawing-room door.

When are you going to get your door-bell replaced? asked George Wheeler, as Jovey advanced to greet him.

Hang the bell!  no ringing allowed here, replied Mr. Jessop, shaking hands, adding, How are you all? What sort of a night is it?

Dinner is on the table, now announced Ambrose, advancing pompously up to the glad group.

I told you so! said Mr. Jessop, glancing at his watch, and showing Mr. Bunting that it was half-past six oclock to a minute. Come! added he, taking Mr. Bunting by the arm, let me show you the way so saying, he led him out of the drawing-room across the marble-flagged hall into the dining-room on the opposite side of the way. The spacious room was a perfect blaze of light. Ambrose had just given the fire a polishing stir, and which was lending its radiance to the effulgence of the wax and oil.

On the massive carved side-board at the far end stood the splendid Bough and Ready-shire testimonial  a magnificent candelabra, flanked by a profusion of beautiful glass and family plate.

Where will you sit? Near the fire or from it? asked our host, offering his guest the choice of seats at the round table, adding, any of these chairs will carry you, for our friend Boyston there tries them all at high-pressure, and he rides fourteen stone in his nankins.

Mr. Bunting chose the chair with his back to the fire, and the redcoats and yellow facings of the Dukes men drawing up, the dark coats followed suit, and the Jug having said grace, quietly slipped his nankins under the table, and began to help the soup  while Ambrose and the footmen plied the plates, and lap, lap, sup, sup, was the order of the day. The dining, like the drawing-room, was large and dirty, the latter being more apparent when contrasted with the brightness of the plate and the snowy whiteness of the linen.

The Hydropathic gentleman used to sluice his patients in the bedroom above, and a continuous flow of drippings had expanded into a sort of large map of Europe on the ceiling. But it is now no time for airified criticism, looking at plaster, and looking at portraits, belongs to a much later period of the evening  these hungry gentlemen are much better employed in discussing Monsieur Bagouts varied and excellent dishes, all sent in beautifully hot, and washing them down with copious draughts of sweet and dry. Monsieur had indeed exerted himself to the utmost, nor had Mrs. Allspice been behind in the sweets and savouries, for which she was so justly famous, and when the Jugs nankins again appeared, all the guests did feel extremely thankful for what they had received.

They then sat at ease, Wheeler turning to Lightfoot, and Daintry to Gumley, each couple with a distinct topic of conversation, while the table was arranged for the second part of the entertainment. A neat dessert, of which nice thin water-biscuits formed a prominent part, being set on, a goodly array of richly-cut decanters presently set sail from before Mr. Jessop  to the toast of foxhunting, which immediately raised the doings of the morning, prematurely cut short by the quick announcement of dinner, and the importance of discussing its delicacies under the Jugs injunction of the silent system. Then each man gave his own version of his own doings, explaining how it happened he wasnt up at the finish, one having lost a shoe, another having lost two, a third having followed a bad leader, and vowing he would always take a line of his own for the future,  a resolution very often come to after a good dinner.

The Jug, who was a steady Port-if-you-please man, found a companion in Old Fullerton, while the rest adhered to the excellent Claret, which circulated briskly  the Jug keeping himself awake by repeated excursions to the bell, which sometimes rang and sometimes didnt  but, nevertheless, always produced the butler. The pace having somewhat slackened, devild biscuits made their appearance, which gave a slight impetus to the evening, and carried the guests through another bottle of Latour. At length the map of Europe began to be studied, the height and length of the room discussed, with occasional conjectures indulged in as to what would have been the fate of the house if Mr. Jessop had not taken it. Sherry then began to be asked for, clean glasses sought, watches slyly looked at, and other symptoms of complete satisfaction given. The Jug and Fullerton still held on with their second bottle of Port, but the former seeing the general inclination, trudged away to the old bell-place, and, on Ambrose appearing, said, Well take tea and coffee in here, if you please.

Ambrose then retired, and presently reappeared with his attendant aides-de-camp bearing the massive articles of the family plate-chest covered with the usual paraphernalia of the drawing-room, whereupon parties arose from the dining-table, shook their legs, took a turn up and down the room, agreeing that cocoa-nut-matting made a very good carpet, and then drew up to the salvers and sweets  creaming and sugaring themselves, each man to his mind. Meanwhile, the Jug having buzzed the bottle, gradually sunk into a profound sleep, at his end of the table, with his right hand on the glass, and was presently dreaming oer the events of the day, recalling Mr. Jessops oft-repeated injunctions in going to cover, to keep the field quiet, and not let them press on the hounds, when the Jug, fancying himself again at the cover-side, with the Prince breaking away after the fox, exclaimed, Hold hard, you beggar with the beard! and raising his glass like a whip, dashed the whole contents full into his own face! Up the Jug jumped half blinded with wine, which streamed from his visage down on to the unfortunate nankins, looking such a figure of fun that even the most sympathising of the guests could not help laughing at him. Mr. Jessop, however, who was used to such scenes, just gave him a napkin to rub himself dry, which the Jug proceeded to do, merely observing that he must have been dreaming. And this observation operating as a hint upon the dinner guests, there was presently a calling for carriages, great-coating, good-nighting, and getting away-ing. It being then past eleven oclock, and Mr. Bunting declining any further potations, Mr. Jessop and he retired to bed, while the Jug went to have a quiet drink and a rock in his own room.


CHAPTER LXXVIII.

THE BACHELOR BREAKFAST AND BILLY ROUGHUN.
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WHEN MR. JOVEY Jessop awoke the next morning and thought over the events of the preceding day, as he lay cool and comfortable in his curtainless bed, for he was no kinder to himself than he was to his Jug, he felt rather sorry that he had said anything to Mr. Bunting about following Mr. Boyston, for, thought Jovey, our hero might have taken a line of his own, and seen the end of the run, whereas, he perhaps thought I told him to follow Tom Boyston for the sake of saving my horse. And being a liberal-minded man, and not liking to do things by halves Jovey considered how he could put matters right. That was a non-hunting day, but the hounds met at Branforth Bridge on the following one, and the Bold Pioneer would be all the better of the gallop from Brushwood Banks; so he determined if the horse was all right to offer him again to Mr. Bunting. That point decided, he bounded out of bed, and after passing through his bath, proceeded to array himself in a loosely fitting suit of black and green tweed. Though so punctual to his dinner, Mr. Jessop was quite a latitudinarian in the matter of breakfast, and guests just rolled in, and rang or called for theirs whenever they liked, each man having his own tea-pot, and water-pot, eggs, muffin, toast, and so on, after the manner of the Clubs, while there was always a plentiful supply of cold meat and game on the sideboard, and fish, omelette, and frys in a great iron stand before the fire. So breakfasting continued till everybody was done, when the remains were removed, a clean cloth supplied, and the cold meats advanced from the sideboard to the dining-table, for the entertainment of those who might drop in during the day. So long as Mr. Jessop was not obliged to partake, he was always glad to give anybody a luncheon, and the Jugs appetite being accommodating, he found him useful in the eating as well as in the drinking-way.

Mr. Jessop having made the tour of the stables and found all right as regarded the Bold Pioneer, dropped into the dining-room just as the Jug was inducting Mr. Bunting into the mysteries of the morning meal, and after the usual good mornings, greetings, and common-places about the weather, he gradually broached the handsome proposition about the horse.

Mr. Bunting was surprised, for he had not lived sufficiently among fox-hunters to know their general kindly disposition, and, moreover, had about arranged in his own mind to take Privett Grove in his way home; but the Jug devoting the intervals between munching a large plate of brawn, and washing it down with plentiful libations of tea to seconding Mr. Jessops proposition, our hero paused in his resolution, and considered whether staying on might not be as agreeable as spending the evening alone at Burton St. Leger. And as Mr. Jessop seemed to be sincere in what he said, and the Jug occasionally threw in an approving tongue between mouthfuls, Mr. Bunting was not very difficult to overcome. Mr. Jessop then rang or rather shook the bell wire for his own breakfast, oatmeal porridge and a thin rump-steak with fried potatoes, pending which, Monsieur Bagout appeared with his bill of fare for that day, and to receive the compliments of the company for his performance on the preceding one. There is no keeping a French cook up to the collar unless you flatter him well. Cash without compliments wont do; so Mr. Jessop, and the guest, and the Jug, all joined in his praise. Monsieur having passed his bill of fare with the addition of an omelette soufflée at the suggestion of the Jug, then withdrew, and Mr. Jessop proceeded to enjoy his breakfast in the leisurely way of a man who generally has to hurry it. That being his business day, when he went through his accounts, he then bethought him how he could assist his Jug in getting his guest through the interval. Library there was none, at least there were no books in it; indeed the room was made into a servants dormitory, and though Mr. Jessop took in the Times, and the Jug Bells Life and the Field, even these with the assistance of the Post-Office Directory, which the Jug was much given to studying, would hardly suffice to a stranger.

What are you going to do to-day, Tom? now asked our master as he played away at his steak, thinking to see if his coadjutor could help him out with an idea.

Me, oh, why, I  thought of taking a round with the harriers, drawled Boyston, as if he had not quite made up his mind on the matter.

Ah, to be sure! the very thing! replied Mr. Jessop, gaily turning to Mr. Bunting, and saying, And why shouldnt you go?

I have no horse, replied Mr. Bunting; who, indeed, did not care much for hunting if it did not include the scarlet.

Oh, Ill find you a horse, replied Mr. Jessop. Ill find you a horse  theres my little grey Merrylegs, the very thing for harriers  carry you like winking, wont he Boyston?

Capitally, replied the Jug, still holding on steadily at his breakfast.  

Just order him when you are inclined to go; then said Mr. Jessop, addressing the Jug.

I will, replied he, gulping down his last mouthful of tea; then chucking his napkin away, he arose and stumped leisurely away to the windows with his hands in his side-pockets.

Fine day, observed he, after a good vacant stare outside.

Oh, fine day, replied Mr. Jessop. Fine day as can be  I only hope it will keep this way over to-morrow.

Well, then Im ready when youre ready, observed the Jug, addressing Mr. Bunting.

Youd better say, when, replied our hero.

No hurry with harriers, rejoined the Jug, can always catch them up; but as the days fine, we may as well be in the open air as in the house. So what say you to half an hour?

So be it, said Mr. Bunting, whereupon the Jug stumped away to the stables to order the horses.

Now it so happened that the Jug had just got a new horse; Lofty his late owner called him on account of his high action, Billy Roughun the Jug called him, because of his shaking him so. He was a grand horse with a great inclination for the chase, but he was too many for most people, hence he passed from hand to hand at always receding prices, until he came down to the Jugs figure  a twenty pound note. And having tried various bits upon him with but indifferent success, our friend bethought him that the best way to prevent Billy pulling his arms off was to give him a little more work, so he resolved to treat him to a round with the harriers the day before hunting with the foxhounds whenever he could. To this end he made the acquaintance of our before-mentioned Jonathan Jobling, who, though no great admirer of the red coats in general  certainly not of those with yellow collars to them  yet agreed out of respect for Mr. Jessop, to send Mr. Boyston his card, provided he did not come out in white cords, of which Jonathan had a mortal aversion, Lord Marchhare having ridden over the pride of his heart, the beautiful Bluebell, when so attired. And the Jug having found the first day with the harriers very beneficial upon his new horse, and not being at all fond of a large washing bill, had no difficulty in complying with the terms, as to omitting the white cords.

So much for the rider, now for a word about the horse.

Billy Roughun was a grand horse, stood sixteen hands, with strength and speed of the first order. He could go as fast through plough as he could upon grass. He was a darkish bay, with a large star, and a white fore foot, capital legs and loins, with a small well set on head. His fault was being too much of a horse, too keen and anxious to be with hounds, which, combined with a very high rough action, put as it were two days work into one for his rider. Indeed if Billy was not regularly worked there was no riding him, and he had nearly shaken the hearts out of half-a-dozen people before the Jug got him. Hot that Billy had any vice in him, it was only his impetuosity that made him unpopular. He was a sort of horse that a looker on liked better than the person that was on him. There is no secret so close as that between a rider and his horse.

When Billy, then called Lofty, stepped out of Mr. Blandisher the dealers yard, he was a hundred and ninety guineas worth, a ten pound note haying somehow slipped off his two hundred guinea price during the transaction, and though undoubtedly rough, yet when not in his excited knock-his-knee-against-his-tooth action, by no means an unpleasant horse to ride. He was then the property of Mr. George Dallimore, a weakly constituted gentleman, who had been recommended horse exercise on account of his health; and when George first appeared at Weston Wood side with Lord Furzebrakes hounds, Lofty was pronounced by the cognoscenti to be a deuced nice sporting-looking nag. George, however, had not been on him half an hour, before the bay horse had been changed into a white one, and finding as soon as the fox broke away that he must be first (which was by no means Georges place) or no where, he thought he had better be no where, and so went home. Blandisher, however, was a kind man, and readily exchanged him for an easy oily going gray,  a sort of animal that would do for a Roseberry Rocks riding-master, and sold Lofty again the next day for about his old figure, Blandisher making an uncommonly handsome profit by the transaction. The next purchaser was one of the same sort, a light man who fancied himself heavy, and wanted something above his weight, which Lofty certainly was, stotting him up and down like a parched pea on a drumhead, tiring him completely and sending him asleep almost as soon as the cloth was drawn after dinner. He then sold him to a youth, with whom Lofty, certainly under great provocation, ran away, whereupon he was pronounced vicious, and quickly came down to the Jugs price, who devised the expedient for curing him we have already mentioned. Billy, however, had no vice in him, it was sheer love of hunting and disgust at being ridden by tailors who had not the sense to appreciate his spirit. If he let people down at little places, it was only because they never gave him a stance at big ones. It was no use trying to deceive Billy Roughun about hunting  no use sending him on alone with a lad in a jacket and trousers, as if he were going to exercise  he knew as well as the genius who saddled him what he was going to do. The first red coat he saw on the road set him on grinding his teeth, fretting and trying to be on  what he wanted was to be with the hounds. Even on the present occasion, when the Jug turned out in his old round-crowned deer-stalking hat, brown sea-side jacket and long leather gaiters, the horse felt by the hunting martingal on his shoulders what he was going to do. And when little Merrylegs came prancing out of the stable for the dandified Mr. Bunting to mount, Billy gave a half squeak, as much as to say, now well have some fun together, you and I.

W-h-o-a-y! cried the Jug, hoisting himself on, adding, Ill take the nonsense out of you when I get you on to the Downs. So saying, he drew reins and piloted our hero out of the yard.


CHAPTER LXXIX.

MR. JONATHAN JOBBINGS HARRIERS.
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MR. JONATHAN JOBLING had two distinct countries, hill and vale, the hill formed of fine open undulating downs, the vale of very stiff, cramped, awkward enclosures. On a clear day nothing could be finer than a gallop over the sound turf of the downs, swelling and falling sufficiently to give zest and impetus to the horse without endangering the neck of the rider. Here, indeed, a man could see hunting in its wildest openest form, there being nothing to distract his attention with regard to progression, there not being even the fear of a water furrow in the bottoms. He could go sailing away wherever the hounds went  seeing the find, the forward, the double, the triple, the Gordian knot itself unravelled.

Jonathan was a real great man, stood six feet two in his stocking feet, and weighed twenty stone, at least, that was his reputed weight, for he had declined the scales for many years before the period of our story. He had begun hunting when bed-gown coats were the order of the day, a fashion that he still retained, and now had as much cloth in each lap as would make a moderate sized modern exquisite a coat. How many bed-gowns, the great white mother-of-pearl buttons with the black hares engraved upon them had worn out, it was impossible to say; Jonathan himself having lost all count of them. They were numerous, and yet Jonathan was not the man to give up a coat upon slight provocation. They descended gradually, the shiney No. I. of sunny weather, being a long time before it became the faded No. II. of doubtful days, still longer ere it was the patched and tattered No. III. of desperate wet and stormy ones. Number IV. generally occupied the post of a flay craw, in the fields. His boots and breeches corresponded with his coat, large, roomy, and rough, drab with brass buttons, and boots brown without effect, while his ponderous hammer-headed whip in the hands of a misguided man, would be enough to make the blood curdle in ones veins. His horses of course were of the largest, most formidable order, and to see Jonathan tearing away after his hounds with his great coat laps flying out, followed by the usual miscellaneous assortment of a harrier field gave him much the appearance of a gigantic hen and chickens. But we are going to have a day or rather half a day with him at Missendon rubbing Post, so we had better be getting on as he is a man to a minute, and never waits for any one.

The rubbing post was at least five miles from Appleton Hall  that is to say, five miles by the road  but the Jug with his great geographical knowledge and acquaintance with gaps and short cuts could ride it in three and a half or four. First he took the liberty of going through the Rev. Mr. Spintexts glebe, then he was sure Widow Weatherly would have no objection to their passing along the top of her seeds, though he knew Widow Weatherly had the greatest possible objection to anything of the sort; next he cut off a large angle equal to a quarter of a mile, by trespassing up Squire Cracklows carriage road, and boring through his young plantation into the Burtreeford turnpike, which latter, however, he quickly forsook for a pet line of gates through Mr. Blatherwicks farm, then past the Punch Bowl Inn, through Thurlestone fivelanes to the little village of Barrymore at the foot of the downs, whose ascent he then made by the zig-zag road up the sides, passing up into an entirely different region to the one they had left  wild, open, undulating downs, with nothing but plovers and tinkling-belled sheep to disturb the serenity of the scene. Billy Roughun then applied himself vigorously to the sound turf, and went snorting and cantering away in evident enjoyment of the change, accompanied by little Merrylegs, who seemed equally pleased.

Having thus opened their pipes by some three-quarters of a mile gallop, the Jug looked at his fat watch, and finding they were in plenty of time, the friends pulled up just as Jonathan appeared with his hounds on the brow of the opposite hill, attended by farmers Brushfield and Jaoobstow, all straining their eyes and wondering who the deuce these strangers could be. As they approached, Jonathan saw it was the Jug, whereupon he gave his old sugar-loaf shaped cap an upward poke off his brow, and said he hoped Mr. Jovey Jessop was well.

Quite well, replied the Jug, thank you; adding, youd better come and dine with us after hunting and see.

Humph! grunted Jonathan, what time does he feed?

Six thirty, replied the Jug, six thirty to a minute.

Dinner! exclaimed Jonathan, raising his eye-brows, soouper, I should say.

Get an omelette soufflée, added the Jug, recollecting his own order.

Whatnt a things that? asked the master of harriers, erecting his great whip like a column on his leg.

Come and see, said the Jug.

No-r, batter puddin, if you like, muttered Jonathan, after a pause; batter puddlin if you like, but none of your messes.

Up then came the old customer, Cordey Brown, with his spurs in his hat, thinking nobody would know he had gone out to hunt, followed by Jack Pole, Billy Brickworth, and Tom Talford, the tippling farrier, who has lain overnight at the sign of the Punch Bowl, and has very much the appearance of one himself. All are either dressed in green coats or the dark clothes and strong lower garments of men bent on defying the united attacks of weather and woods. There was nothing like a white top-boot, let alone a pair of white cords amongst them. A hunt was what they wanted and came for.

Jonathans, like Joveys, was quite a working establishment, nothing for show or appearance. But Jonathan, unlike Jovey, was a queer morose sort of chap, who could be extremely disagreeable when he liked. If one of the over riding red coats was to tell Jonathan he had seen the hare pass through a gap or a gate, Jonathan would immediately hold the hounds the opposite way, muttering something about it had most likely been a cat. Not that anybody ever was rash enough to come out with Jonathan in red; but he had a certain instinctive knowledge of those who wore it, and always dreaded their jealous rivalry and rushing for a start.

Bad word it, sir! he would exclaim. Do you think Id bring out these sixteen couple of beautiful amers if I wanted you to catch the ar? Do, please, hold hard whilst they try to make it out, or at all events get off your horse and put your nose to the ground yourself. Now for our particular day.

Time being up, and all the field come or accounted for, and Cordey Brown having unbagged and buckled on the clandestine spurs, Jonathan now moved his beautiful hounds to a few acres of fallow on the right of the rubbing post, whose depth of soil had been too much for the fanner to resist, and ere he had gone half over the ground up started puss, with a flounce that sent the sandy soil up into the air, looking as terrified as an old maid when a man offers to shake hands with her without his glove on.

Away she scuttled at best pace, every hound in full view, gaining upon them, and looking as if she would leave her competitors immeasureably in the lurch. A patch of gorse on the brow of the hill hid her from further view and brought the late screeching pack fairly to their noses. There was a good scent with which they swept down in a cluster into the vale, and rose the opposing hill with undiminished dash. Meanwhile the field went coolly and fairly away, all except the Jug, who was borne impetuously along by the overanxious, boring Billy Roughun. Getting him down into the bottom, however, with a fine grassy slope in front, the Jug eased him out gently, and ere Billy reached the top the Jug had the satisfaction of feeling his impetuosity gradually subside, when, giving him a touch of the spur, as much as to say, Come, old boy, we are not done yet, he at length landed him on the top of the rising ground, with every apparent disposition to be quiet. The Jug then held back a little for Jonathan Jobling and his tail to come up, when falling into the ruck, Billy Roughun and he went sailing along very comfortably together, along the brow of Lingfield hill, past Silverdown quarry, over Polestar peak by Brockenden bam, sinking the hill, and so down into the enclosures of the vale below. These were large and roomy, and puss having traversed the first, a field of seeds, diagonally swerved to the left, and after making a Gordian knot, finally threw herself with a surprising bound into a ragged boundary fence between Bickington and Fittisss farms, composed of the usual confusion of brushwood, dead wood, old harrows, and anything.

The pace having been severe, and the return pretty sure, several of the field, the fat ones in particular, pulled up and sat mopping themselves on the side of the hill, from whence a secure view of the farther performance was obtained; but Jonathan, as in duty bound, went skating down the steep side followed by the Jug, Mr. Bunting, and such others as felt sure their steeds could get up again. The hare had now puzzled the pack, and there was nothing for it but patience and letting them try to make it out for themselves. So Jonathan having pulled up at a respectful distance, sat shading his eyes from the sun, watching their bustling anxiety, but inability to proceed.

At length they had so foiled the ground that it was no use letting them persevere any longer, and there was nothing for it but to help them. So, advancing and passing through the familiar gap, he made a forward cast to be certain she was not on, and then returned to belabour the hedge, when a very few cracks of the great whip sent her flying out of her form, one ear lobbing one way the other another, looking as if she didnt know which leg to put first. Having recovered her surprise, she presently got into her stride, and went bowling away to the joy of the hill siders, and the excitement of the pack, who strained every nerve as before. Jonathan hugged his great horse Humpty Dumpty, and went labouring after them, grinning with delight at the feat. Billy Roughun, too, dropped quietly on his bit, and took the enclosures as if conscious he would have to contend with the hills. Nor was Billy out in his reckoning, for the hare now treated the field to a turn round the base of Bossington hill, and then regained the downs by the gorge between it and the Chapel, when, getting breath, she again scuttled along the brow of the general range of undulating hills, the now reunited field following the pressing pack with every demonstration of joy and delight. Foremost went Jobling, grinning and hugging his horse in a high state of enthusiasm at the round he was giving the red-coats, hoping Mr. Boyston would see the marvellous hits of old Lavender, and appreciate the guidance of Leader. On, on they went, all plain sailing and smooth, nothing to hinder or distract the attention, no asking the way over Bartnaby bog, no offering of Huggins to hold Wigginss horse while he pulled out a gap or opened a gate for the rest.

At length, on passing Barricane bam, puss met with an impediment. Tom Hollowjaws, the shepherd poachers stump-tailed lurcher, Teaser, turned her, and but for the deficiency of helm would in all probability have killed her. As it was he got a mouthful of fur, and sent her flying down Banfield footway instead of pursuing her easier line along the brow of the hill. This greatly aggravated her discomfort, already sufficiently taxed by the vehement clamour of her pursuers behind. Still, like Jovey Jessops Brushwood Banks fox, she had been hunted before, and did not despair of escaping again. So she exerted herself to the utmost, and speeding along put as much space between herself and her followers as ever she could. Thus she traversed Towlsworthy Hill, dipped into Watergate Valley, and again made for higher ground on Warleighworth Wold. Still the cry of the hounds and the cheer of the fat huntsman pursued her, and made her wish for a friend to relieve her. There were plenty of hares if one would but get up-plenty of hares if one would but get up! But alas! no friend was by.

The fox is always supposed to be a gentleman, and the hare a lady; and though the sexes are sometimes transposed, the terms remain the same, and exercise a considerable influence in the chase. The fox is pursued with a vehement ardour, if not an inveterate hatred; everybody has something to say against him  while a little turnip nibbling and wheat cropping is about the worst that can be laid to the charge of poor puss.

Still a hare takes a deal of hunting, especially on a bad scenting day, and those who have been at the trouble of unravelling her steps, watching the working of Lilter and Tilter and Wonderful, dont like to be baulked of their prize in the end, even though they are regardless after they have got it. On the present occasion, with two strangers out, of course it would not do to be beat, and Jonathan worked with assiduous care. All the field, too, were careful, each man feeling his credit involved in the performance of the pack.

Our hare, which was a buck and a stout one, had now done the field good service. She had given them a very pretty lead out, or rather round, of some two miles in the first instance, one in the second with a straight shoot out, and a curve for the third. Though the hounds flew over the downs, they made it out tolerably well on the fallows, their merry stems twinkling when they would hardly trust their tongues to say the scent was there. At length a chalky fallow brought them studiously to their noses, and Jonathan, feeling that killing time was come, crept gently on, to be ready to save her in the last extremity. The field followed their great leaders example, many of them looking alternately at the hounds and the Jugs stolid unappreciative countenance. The pace gradually slackened until the hounds almost stopped upon the drab fallow.

Jonathan now drew rein, and sat transfixed. He was sure she was somewhere there. Humpty Dumpty presently gave himself a hearty shake, when up bounced puss right under his nose, and with a desperate effort to gain the opposite hedgerow, twisting and turning from her numerous open-mouthed pursuers, was finally snapped by Mariner, over whom Jollity and Jovial immediately rolled, when the whole pack poured in like bees at a hive, and the kill was complete.

Jonathan was amongst them in the twinkling of an eye, and from a ground worry the scene changed into a high in air trophy with the glad pack baying and jumping and pawing the stout British yeoman.

WHO-HOOP! holloaed Jonathan, with a voice that made the hills echo.

Who-hoop! responded Cordy Brown, from the thick of the field.

Well hunted! cried Telford, who paid his subscription in flattery.

Deuced well! assented Brickworth, mopping his brow.

Five-and-fifty minutes! announced Pole, who was time-keeper to the hunt.

Jonathan, having duly exhibited his victim, now proceeded to disembowel her and give his favourites a taste of her blood; after which, having got his hands licked pretty clean, the herculean huntsman advanced to the Jug with the hare in his hand, saying, You were good enough to ax me to dine off a scoffla  but scoffas are not in my way  but if youd accept a hunted hare, I shall be very glad to give you her, holding the hare up to the Jug as he spoke.

Thank you, said the Jug, taking her and fastening her into Billy Roughuns hunting martingal.

And make my compliments to Mr. Jessop, continued Jonathan, helping him.  

I will, said the Jug.

No better sportsman than Mr. Jessop, continued Jonathan, thinking unless it were himself.

Well, now, we are going to Somerslease Hill, continued he, when they had got the hare adjusted. There we shall find another stout un, get on to fresh ground, and have another good gallop.

I think I must be going home, replied the Jug, adding, Im going to ride this horse with the fox-hounds to-morrow.

So, said Jonathan. Well, then, sir, Ill bid you good morning, tendering him his still rather blood-stained hand as he spoke.

The Jug shook it and said good morning, too.

Jonathan then hoisted his great sternpost into the saddle, and, calling his handy hounds together, proceeded onwards, leaving our friends to journey home in the contrary direction.


CHAPTER LXXX.

PRIVETT GROVE AGAIN.

[image: img417.jpg]

WONDEE WHERE WE are, now observed Mr. Bunting, looking about him, as their mutually receding steps soon put a wide space between our Mends and the held.

I know, replied the Jug. This is Okers Over; that (nodding to a little hamlet embedded among large bare-branched trees beneath the shelter of a swelling hill) is Bluemeadows; at the back of it we get upon Bleakendale edge, and can either go home by the road or the fields, whichever you like.

My names easy, replied Mr. Bunting; adding, I suppose theres nothing to do before dinner?

Nothing, unless youll like to go to the kennel and look over the hounds.

No  no; not in my way, rejoined our hero; thats au old-fashioned proceeding, added he.

Well, then, well just saunter quietly home by the road, rejoined the Jug, dropping the reins on the neck of the now subdued Billy Roughun, and diving into his side-pocket for the conversation -stopping weed. He presently had a large Lopez cigar, blowing a cloud round his harvest-moon face. The two then jogged on quietly together through Filterton, Swimingdale, and the little villages of Lofield and Upton. After passing the corn-mill the road rises over Warring-borough Hill, and though no great hand at recognising a country, it somehow struck Mr. Bunting that he had seen this one before  stacks by a bam  chimneys among trees  it was very like the ground about Privett Grove.

What place is that? now asked he, trotting his horse up alongside Billy Roughun.

That, rejoined the Jug, that, repeated he, with his usual careless indifference, thats whats-its-name  where the widow with the pretty daughter lives.

Thought so, said Mr. Bunting, gaily.

What, do you know them? asked the Jug.

A little, replied Mr. Bunting, a little.

Suppose we call, suggested the Jug.

With all my heart, replied our hero.

If you know them well, I can take you a short cut to the stables through the fields, said the Jug, pointing to a weak place in the hedge they were passing, where the hoof marks of a horse were still visible  this being one of the Jugs short cuts to cover.

Perhaps we may as well go the front way, observed Mr. Bunting, our hero knowing that ladies do not like to be taken by surprise.

Praps we may, assented the Jug, thinking to finish his cigar. So Baying he passed the place and plodded on to the gate. This is the way in, said he, opening and pushing it back, as if his companion was a perfect stranger to Privett Grove. The Jug then, having thrown his cigar-end away, produced a black pocket-comb, and, uncovering his bristles, proceeded to give them and his stubbly whiskers a good stirring up. He then ridded the comb out and offered it to our friend, who, however, preferred giving his curls a run through with his fingers to availing himself of it. So the Jug pocketed it without further to do. This performance brought them to the diverging road to the stables, which the Jug, pointing out, said, Shall we put our horses up and go in, or how?

Better go up to the house and inquire if they are at home, which will give the ladies time to put on their best bibs and tuckers.

Well, said the Jug, turning Billy Roughuns head up the road. The horses then paced quietly on, wondering what was going to happen. The invisible guardian of the house saw the approaching guests and gave the alarm ere the vociferous door-bell responded to the hearty summons of the Jug. He pulled as if he would pull the knob out of the socket.

The difference of the sexes is strikingly shown in the matter of visitors. Ladies are always at home to them; gentlemen, never. As soon as the bell sounds, the ladies whip away their uncompany-like work, and after glancing at themselves in the mirror, subside into a company posture; while the gentlemen hurry away to intercept the servant, and whisper lowly but vehemently not at home as he passes. Sometimes, indeed, the excommunicating order is general and positive never at home to any one; while the exceptional guests of the ladies are few and far between. Of course we are speaking of middle life, one servant being quite unequal to exclude or to carry in the card of a caller in high life  there must be a shoal of them there to do that.

Our old friend John Thomas, in well-put-on clean stockings and neatly-stringed shoes, smiled as he opened wide the door for admission, whereupon the Jug, who was better pleased with Billy Roughun, said, if Mr. Bunting would give him his horse, he would take them round to the stable and get them some gruel; so saying he laid hold of Merrylegs bridle and trudged away to the diverging road he had coveted before. Arrived at the stable, with the aid of Old Gaiters he got what he wanted, and having thrown a sheet over each horse, he returned to the front door, where he found the footman waiting to receive him. Following his guide, he presently made the head-foremost descent into the drawing-room that our hero had done on a former occasion. Indeed he did worse, for he almost landed in Mrs. McDermotts lap, who was contemplating her daughter and Mr. Bunting as they sat upon the sofa  wondering if he was to be any thing more to her or not, and all that sort of thing. Oh dear, that door! exclaimed she, as the Jug recovered himself after his stumble; oh dear, that door! wish we could devise some means of curing it  it is so disagreeable making such a sudden descent.

It is, said the Jug, who now felt the full effect of the truism.

Miss Rosa than came forward to greet our unaffected friend, after which they all got into places again, and the chirp of conversation was presently renewed  surprised at seeing them together  supposed they had been hunting  harriers, and so on.

Cake and wine presently made its appearance, and were placed on the table, whereupon the Jug, after a good steady stare at the cut-glass decanter, arose from his chair, and, helping bumpers all round, proceeded to distribute them  one to Mamma; one to Miss, one to Mr. Bunting, and, of course, one to himself. The ladies looked at theirs, Mr. Banting sipped at his, but the Jug, after ruminating over a good mouthful, finally swallowed it, and then took off the rest at a gulp.

Good wine, said he to Mrs. McDermott, nursing the glass on his knee, as if he meant to have another good wine! McKinnels, I should say, smacking his thick lips.

No, it is some I have had in the house a long time, replied Mrs. McDermott, with a sigh; whereupon the Jug, seeing he had touched a wrong chord, helped himself to another glass, which very soon went the same way as the first one. Still he sat with his empty glass on his knee, as though he might be tempted to fill it again.

Wont you take a little cake? now asked Mrs. McDermott, inclining her hand towards it.

Thank you, replied the Jug thank you, I will presently, then, recollecting himself, he added, Wont you take a little, Mam?

Mrs. McDermott declined, so did Miss Rosa, and Mr. Bunting, who was making play on the sofa, would not take any either.

The Jug then, after a pause, looked first at the cake, then at the wine, then at his feet, and finally rising, helped himself to a good thick slice of cake.

Good eating requires good drinking, observed he to Mrs. McDermott, as he helped himself to another glass of wine, and then resumed his seat by her side.

So it does, assented Mrs. McDermott, and hunting makes people hungry.  

Very, replied the Jug, munching away at the cake.

Mr. Jovey Jessop is very fond of hunting, I suppose, said she.

Very, replied the Jug.

I wonder he doesnt get married, observed Mrs. McDermott, he would be much more comfortable with a wife, I should think.

Humph  dont know that, thought the Jug, taking a liberal mouthful of wine.

Plenty of elegant, accomplished girls in the world, observed Mrs. McDermott, looking at her daughter.

No doubt, replied the Jug no doubt, adding, after a pause, only, for my part, I dont know but I would rather have a wife that could set a good dinner on the table than one that could talk Greek.

Well, but she might do both, observed Mamma.

Seldom, replied the Jug seldom  all go for show  happy mediums the thing  happy mediums the thing, finishing the contents of his glass as he spoke.

Mamma then lowered her voice, and a subdued confidential conversation ensued between her and the Jug, which greatly facilitated Mr. Buntings approaches to the daughter. He felt that he got on better with her them he had done since the Pic Nic at Roseberry Rocks. He almost thought he might offer.

The friends were so comfortable that each waited for the other to give the hint to rise, and if the premature shades of one of those short winter days that appear so impossible in the fine long drawn ones of summer had not begun to obscure the room, there is no saying but they might have sat over the dinner-hour at Appleton Hall. The Jugs inward monitor, however, coinciding with the waning day, caused him to haul up his great warming-pan of a watch, when dangling it by its jack-chain, he asked his companion if he knew what oclock it was? Of course With her conversing, Mr. Bunting had forgotten all time, and was perfectly astonished when he was told what it was, but there was no gainsaying the fact, or that they had sat quite long enough for a call  so the Jug rising, and helping himself to another glass of sherry en passant, asked permission to ring the bell for the horses.

And now, while they are bringing them, we will retrograde a little, and tell how Miss Rosa came to be in a more affable humour than usual 


CHAPTER LXXXI.

THE NEW BONNET.
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THE DAY AFTER our heros former visit to Privett Grove, Mrs. McDermott thought it her duty to go to Mayfield and tell Mrs. Goldspink what had happened. They had been such old friends, and the young people had always been so intimate, that she would not like Mrs. Goldspink to hear of anything likely to affect her daughters happiness from any one but herself. At the same time she could not go open-mouthed as though she thought they had achieved a great triumph, but just drop in in a quiet neighbourly way and broach the subject carelessly in the course of conversation.

People wanting to see the real essence of diplomacy should watch two discreet matronly ladies trying to outwit one another. They approach with all the caution of chess-players, and go quite as much upon looks as they do upon words. It is here that the people who dabble in ink-shed fail. They cant see the effect of their observations, insinuations, aggravations  or whatever they indulge in. It is no uncommon thing to hear ladies say, I would give anything to see So-and-sos face when she reads this, which shows the importance they attach to a view. Of course the invading party has the advantage, being ready primed for the occasion, with plenty of time for conning and calculating contingencies, and considering what they shall say if things take an unexpected turn. Upon this sort of mission Mrs. McDermott proceeded to visit her good Mend Mrs. Goldspink.

As the weather was cold, and Miss Rosa now worked her white pony severely, Mrs. McDermott drove into Mayfield in her brougham, Gaiters assuming a gaudy, many-buttoned, livery-coat for the purpose of piloting the ewe-necked mare, who looked much better in harness than she did when under the saddle. Of course Mrs. McDermott did not drive direct to the object of her mission, but hovered about the market-place, calling at the tinners, the glaziers, the butchers, the bakers,  the bonnet-shop. Our watchful banker, however, was on the look on.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivins twenty-one  heres Mrs. McD., said our Mend to himself, as through his little peephole in the bank window he saw her draw up and dart into the milliners and sivins twenty-eight  what a go it would be if she should happen to buy the bonnet Mrs. G.s been barginin for.

The visit to the bonnet-shop occupied more time than all the other calls put together, and sivin and four was interrupted in his peeping by a clerk coming in with a bill that he did not altogether approve of, for, though it had a good many names to it Cordy Browns among the number), there was not one that they were particularly fond of. So, after twisting, and turning, and considering it, the cleric at length returned with it from the little den, and passing behind the counter, handed it back to the old farmer who brought it, saying, it was not quite convenient to do it just then.

Wy, wy, replied the ancient, nothing daunted wy, wy  arll call again in hafe an oour or so.

Just as the clerk had got rid of the customer, the quiet rolling hum of a carriage was heard round the corner, which was quickly followed by a knock and a ring at the bankers front door.

Thats her! said old Goldspink to himself, thats her  lets see if shes got the new bonnet. So saying, he whipped up his clotty old pewter inkstand, and telling the junior clerk to replenish it, passed on through the bank into the parlour beyond, and was presently in command both of the street door and the house passage. He heard the quiet foot-fall of the maid, the opening of the front door, the enquiry and answer; saw the touch of the hat repetition at the brougham side, the turn of the plated-handle, and the falling open of the door  when out came a hat and feather.

Thats it! green with a bunch of tiger lilies inside exclaimed he. Thats it! green with a bunch of tiger lilies inside! Was there ever such luck as that? And our bankers heart smote him when he remembered how he had advised Mrs. Goldspink to hold off, thinking to get the hat for something less than was asked.

Meanwhile Mrs. McDermott, very well pleased with her purchase, followed the maid up stairs, thinking that in all probability the discussion would open with a dissertation on the new head gear. But Mrs. Goldspink, who had seen the brougham meandering about the market-place and finally draw up at Mrs. Muslins, had her misgivings as to what might happen, and a very hasty glimpse as Mrs. McDermott alighted confirmed her worst fears. If Mrs. Muslin hadnt got two bonnets exactly alike, which was not probable, she really believed Mrs. McDermott had bought hers. However she would soon see.

Please, Mam, Mrs. McDermott, now announced Sairey the maid, ushering the visitor into the low heavy-ceilinged apartment of the old house; whereupon Mrs. Goldspink, though perfectly aware who was coming, arose and greeted her with well-feigned surprise. She was so glad to see her quite charmed  and thereupon she gave her a second squeeze, and then backed her down into an indifferently stuffed easy chair. Sure enough there was the coveted bonnet, looking all the more tempting from now being in the possession of another.

Well and how are all here? asked Mrs. McDermott Pretty much as usual  pretty much as usual, a something swelling in Mrs. Goldspinks throat that nearly choked her. Hows Rosa?  

Oh, Rosas quite well  Rosas quite well  had an unexpected visit from a gentleman she met at Roseberry Rocks.

Indeed, replied Mrs. Goldspink, wondering if her visitor had bought the new bonnet to come and tell her of it in. However, she would not gratify her vanity by asking her any questions either about the beau or the bonnet. Coming in this sort-of-way looked rather like adding insult to injury, and Mrs. Goldspink was not a lady to be put upon. If Mrs. McDermott did not know Jaspers worth, she did, and there was no occasion for any subserviency to her. Let Rosa take the gentleman she had met at Roseberry Rocks if she liked.

So contenting herself with the simple Indeed, she rose and rang for the conversation-stopping cake.

Mrs. McDermott was fairly posed; baffled upon two points, either of which would be enough to engage the undivided attention of most women. What could it mean? Somebody must have told. Her evil genius Mrs. Simey  that woman was always thwarting her. She would sound Mrs. Goldspink on the subject. Had she seen their friend Mrs. Simey lately?

No; Mrs. Goldspink hadnt seen her she didnt know when  certainly not since the autumn.

Then thought Mrs. McDermott it will be Mrs. Wedderbum; and she immediately transferred her stock of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness to her. Had Mrs. Goldspink seen Mrs. Wedderbum lately?

No; she hadnt seen her either.

Mrs. McDermott was posed, for she could not think of any one else who owed her a good turn. So she sat mute, wondering what it meant. At length she took her departure, feeling assured that Jasper had fallen in with some one he liked better than Rosa, and thinking it was fortunate Mr. Bunting had come down. So the reader will understand the favourable circumstances under which our hero paid his second visit to Privett Grove.


CHAPTER LXXXII.

THE RIDE HOME.
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THE READER WILL now understand how it was that Mr. Bunting felt he had made greater progress with Miss Rosa than he had done upon any recent occasion. The bonnet had stood his best friend, though the Jug had certainly contributed to his success. While our hero was plying his softest soft nonsense into Miss Rosas ear, the Jug was sherrying and enunciating some very comfortable domestic platitudes into Mammas, whom he inwardly settled was a very sensible, agreeable woman. He would be (sip) bound to say (sop) that (sip) lady would make a steady respectable man very (sop) comfortable  what nice sherry it was (gulph)  dare sayd she would have some port to correspond. The house too was very nice, barring the down step into the drawing-room. Where two could dine, three could dine (sip)  certainly capital sherry; and so the Jug with more gumption than he seemed to possess, proceeded to glance at the question of amalgamation,  Boyston Park, Appleton Hall horses, boot jack, picture and all. He didnt see why it shouldnt do. This double intercourse going on, it was not to the interest of either party to move an adjournment, and if the day had not done it for them, there is no saying how long they might have sat. Even the Jugs scoffla might have been forgotten. At length, premature evening came to the rescue, and hinted that they ought to be going home.

However parties may watch one another, and think they read their feelings by their eyes, there is one proceeding that completely baffles them, namely, the amount of fervour put into the squeeze of the hand at parting. Without going into particulars, we may say that both our friends mounted their horses, each perfectly satisfied with the result of the visit. the Jug was even gay, and tried to strike up a tune as he jogged Billy Roughun down the carriage drive on to the road.

Nice ladies, said he, stooping to unlatch the gate, and swinging it open for our Mend to follow.

Very replied Mr. Bunting with an emphasis.

No idea that you knew them, observed the Jug reining up alongside our Mend. No idea that you knew them. Have you ever been in this country before?

No, replied our friend; I met them in the summer at Roseberry Rocks.

Ah, I heard they were away somewhere, observed the Jug, adding, I didnt know where it was.

It was there, rejoined Mr. Bunting; and having given his companion this piece of information, he thought to have a little out of him in return. Tell me, said he, jerking his head back at it as he spoke, is that place their own?

No; rented, replied the Jug, seeing the point.

Hem! mused Mr. Bunting, doubting whether it was safe to go further with his inquiries. The Jug might tell Mamma, and that would not do.

The Jug then lighted a large Manilla cigar, and proceeded to fumigate his face, until he arrived at the first of a series of gaps by which he sought to lessen the distance to Appleton Hall, by a diagonal cut across country. Farmer Grafton, however, had anticipated the movement by making up the introductory gap in a more summary way than is usual in the middle of a hunting season.

Rot the fellow! exclaimed the Jug, halting before it, and looking at the stout perpendicular post with its strong interlacings of black thorn and white.

Rot the fellow! he deserves to have a fresh hole bored in every rood of his fence, repeated the Jug, putting Billy Roughun close up to the place, and trying to pull the post out with his hand as he sat. It was too firmly driven in for that.

Ill have it out, said he, dismounting and handing his horse to our hero.

The Jug then ascended the little mud bank, and after a series of struggles and wrestles, succeeded in drawing the post from its place. Nasty unhandsome behaviour, said he, knocking the other impediments out of the way as he spoke. Nasty unhandsome behaviour; I nearly broke my neck in making this gap, and now he seeks to deprive me of the fruits of my labour.

The road being now clear, the Jug resumed Billy Roughun, and leading him over the gap, remounted with the post over his shoulder.

What are you going to do with it? now asked our hero.

Ill put it where they wont get it again, replied the Jug, rousing Billy Roughun into a canter with a touch of the spur, and threading a variety of fences with a knowledge of outlets that was perfectly astonishing. Whenever Mr. Bunting thought they were irrecoverably pounded, the Jug solved the mystery with a swerve or a turn to some heretofore invisible opening. So they proceeded from fallow to pasture, from pasture to seeds, from seeds among turnips, in a sort of hands-across-and-back-again, down-the-middle-and-up-again dance of agricultural variety.

At length they approached a few cottages, in the little garden attached to one of which was a red-cloaked old woman gathering kindling wood from the fence.

There, old girl! cried the Jug, chucking the post over the hedge to her as he spoke There! theres something to make the pot boil.

Thank you, sir, cried the woman, hurrying to take it up, thinking what a fine fire it would make for the evening. Thank you, sir, repeated she as she clutched it.

Shant be troubled with that again, observed the Jug, now swinging back a very ricketty gate leading on to a very rutty road.
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They kept its course for some half mile, when squeezing through a ragged belt of hr plantation, and availing themselves of a fallen place in the haw haw, the Jug whoayed Billy Roughun as he got upon grass, and looking back, asked our hero if he knew where he was.

Not the slightest idea, replied Mr. Bunting, looking around.

Home, said the Jug, pointing to the stable lights twinkling in front.

Whod have thought it! rejoined Mr. Bunting.

Nothing like knowing a country, observed the Jug.

Nothing, assented Mr. Bunting, adding, I shouldnt have thought we were half way there yet.

Nor should we, replied the Jug, if I hadnt pulled out that post; adding, Its not fair after a man has been at the trouble of studying a country, and establishing his gaps, to stop him in that sort of way.

As our friends advanced over the green sward, the trod of horses feet became more frequent, until the grass was altogether obliterated with the repetition of their hoofs as the line of march led up to the stables.

Entering the yard, the Jug gave one of his familiar holloas, which brought out as well Billy Button as the man who had the charge of Little Merrylegs.

Having taken the hare from the saddle, and given his orders for the morrow, the Jug led the way into the house by the same way as he had introduced Mr. Bunting on his first arrival.

Anybody dine here? asked he, as he met a footman in the passage leading into his bed-room.

Yez-ir, Mr. Gurney Busbey does.

Oh, does he? replied the Jug; then we shall want an anchovy toast, which meant a second bottle of port, Gurney Busbey being one of the gentlemen against whom it was the Jugs office especially to provide, and very ready he was so to do. So Busbey and Boyston had their bottle a-piece of Huttons thirty-four port, while Mr. Jessop and our hero sipped their quiet bottle of Latour, and all arose apparently equally sober. And the Jug having at length seen his companion buttoned into his booby hutch, retired to his bed-room to rock in his chair, con over the events of the day; and about three oclock in the morning, he returned a mental verdict to himself, that he might do a great deal worse than  the reader knows what. So saying, he off with his nankins and turned into bed.


CHAPTER LXXXIII.

BRAXFORTH BRIDGE.
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BOOTS AND BREECHES again! What boys for boots and breeches! Here is Mr. Jovey Jessop all red and yellow, all hurry and confusion, as keen as if he had never seen a fox or a hound in his life. Here is the old hot and heavy Jug, too, red up to the crown; and here, too, is Mr. Bunting very smart and orthodox, moving leisurely about as an easy going exquisite ought to do. It will not be a hunt that will put Mr. Bunting out of his way.

Horse on? (munch, stanch, munch), asks Mr. Jessop with his nose well down to the porridge plate.

Bide him myself, grunts the Jug, trudging away to the well supplied plate-warmer at the fire for some kidneys.

Take Mr. (slunch, munch) Bunting then with me, observes Mr. Jessop, who is going on wheels.

Thank you, replies our hero, now falling too with his breakfast to be ready in time.

Munch, crunch, sip, sop, sup, was then the order of the day varied by occasional exclamations of tea! toast! egg! or whatever the party wanted, a footman hovering round the breakfast-table to supply all rising demands on the instant.

Mr. Jessop was done first Ten minutes! exclaimed he, rising and looking at his watch as he wiped his mouth, and threw his napkin away; Ten minutes if you please, repeated he, hurrying out of the room.

Sharps the (munch, crunch) word here, observed the Jug; labouring away at the beef-steak and fried potatoes.

So it seems, replied Mr. Bunting, putting on a little more steam.

Never knew (crunch) Jessop late in my (munch) life, observed the Jug, filling his useful mouth full of muffin.

By the (munch, crunch) way, youll not forget my (crunch, munch), boot jack, observed he, looking up at Mr. Bunting.

Oh no, Ive laid it on the toillette table to be ready to bring down.

Thank ye, replied the Jug, adding, I nearly lost it one day by lending it to a friend, whose groom would insist that it belonged to his masters dressing-case, and was walking away with it under his arm when I met him.

Indeed, replied Mr. Bunting, thinking it would have been no great matter if he had lost it.

Bather a neat (munch, crunch) article, observed the Jug between mouthfuls.

Well, yes, no, middling, replied Mr. Bunting from out of his tea cup the fact is, said he, setting the empty vessel down, I dont know, but it would be better without the fold  the joint you know.

Why, so? asked the Jug.

The fact is, I have rather a fleshy frog, and it nipped me as I stood upon it.

Ah, well it bit me that way too once, replied the Jug; but that was because I hadnt my (crunch) slipper on  should put your (munch) slipper on when you draw off your (crunch) boot.

The clank of a spur followed by the crack of a whip now sounded in the entrance-hall, and just at the moment a quick stepping hay whisked round with the dog-cart, and pulled up at the front door.

Now then! times up! cried Mr. Jessop; and in rushed a footman to announce that master was ready.

Well, then, adieu for the present, said Mr. Bunting to the Jug, as he rose to obey the summons, and investing himself in a roomy Napoleon gray overcoat, he put on his hunting-cap, and was presently by his hosts side in the vehicle. The groom leaving hold of the horses head, at a twit from our master, after a half-pretence of a rear, the gallant bay shouldered the collar, and started away at the rate of ten miles an hour. Knowing that he would cool down of his own accord, Mr. Jessop just let him go, and after bowling through the Park, they shot past the dilapidated lodges, and got upon the newly-metalled Fillingdale road. The velocity gradually subsided, and quartering, and easing, and picking the way became the order of the day. So they proceeded, jolting and laughing, overtaking horsemen presenting various indications of the chase, one with spurs to his leather-leggings, another with a fine Malacca cane whip-stick in his hand, a third with an entire whip; then a man in mufti all but a hunting-cap, and presently the knowing, well-dressed grooms, jogging on by ones, by twos, and by threes. All touched or took off their hats to our master as he passed.

The bridge stands obliquely over the broad impetuous Wheetlade, presenting a pleasing feature from whichever end it is approached. Belonging to two counties, the surveyors of each exercise their ingenuity in making their respective ends as different as possible, the arches of one being of thirty, the other of fifty feet chord; while the wall and parapet of one is of coped rubble, and the other has an iron-railing fixed upon an indifferent ashlar one, to prevent drunken farmers and others shooting over the acute angle into the brawling river below. The bridge itself is on a liberal incline; and of course there is a toll-bar at the low end, presenting a substantial barrier to runaway horses, and causing many an objurgation from travellers on wheels, who expect to enjoy the benefit of the descent. Nothing annoys people so much as having to pull up to pay when they are cheating their horses into a belief that they have got nothing behind them.

Branforth bridge was not a very favourite meet for foxhunters, the general report of a days sport from thence being, We ran up the banks and down the banks; but as the foxes liked the banks it was necessary to disturb them occasionally and drive them out into more popular quarters. Still it was a favourite place for the rising generation, and just at the season of the year when the schools had returned their valuable charges to their homes, it was sure, on a fine day like the present, to draw a considerable number.

Although Mr. Jovey Jessop did not, as we said before, affect lady-foxhunters, he was kind and encouraging to boys, who, besides placing under the particular care of his Jug, he always charged his servants to keep an eye upon, and to ride by such safe ways as would show them the most of a run. So he kept up his popularity with the Mammas who brought their smiling-faced boys on their ponies and in their pretty basket-carriages and confided them to his care, in the full confidence of getting them safe back again.

Here we are now! exclaimed Mr. Jovey Jessop, as the brow of Highford Hill brought them full above the circling river, with its well-wooded banks, marking its meandering course through the country. Here we are! repeated he, taking out his watch, and showing Mr. Bunting that it was seven minutes within time.

Two or three red coats, and two or three black coats, dotted the line, the wearers working their horses in the careful sort of way that denotes a ride on, but there was little to indicate a popular gathering.

Well, but where are the hounds? asked Mr. Bunting, thinking there was a great falling off in the field.

The hounds are in the quarry, replied Mr. Jessop, and easing out his horse, he drove rapidly down the hill; but, instead of crossing the bridge, he turned short to the right, and trotting up a narrow lane, entered a spacious whins tone quarry, that looked as if it could supply all the world with stone. Ow, wow, wow, went the joyful hounds, up went the hats and caps, smiles and greetings burst from all quarters. The large sheltered area of the quarry was alive with hounds, and horses, and carriages, and ponies  black, white, dun, roan, pie-bald, skew-bald  all the captivating colours, in fact. There was Mrs. Lob, with her large lustrous dark eyes fixed on her son, now sitting sideways on his skew-bald, whom she commends to the very great care of Mr. Jessop, begging that he will not let him ride over any five-barred gates, or dangerous places; there is Mrs. Honeybrook, sitting in her clothes-basket in the midst of her bevy of beauties equally energetic with regard to Albert Arthur, while Mrs. Eglantine begs that Mr. Jessop will see to sweet William, who is out with the hounds for the first time in his life. To all of whose injunctions, and to those of several others, Mr. Jessop replies that he will make a point of attending, and will place the boys under the care of Mr. Boyston as soon as ever he comes up. And scarcely are the words out of his mouth ere our red-hot Mend is borne into the midst of the assemblage by the boring, teeth-grinding Billy Roughun; and, the usual interchange of civilities or incivilities, such as Well, Tom!

Well, Jug!

Well, old Quart Pot! how goes it? and so on, over, Mr. Jessop, who has now mounted his horse, and sits in the midst of his hounds, exclaims, I say, Boyston! here are three hundred and fifty thousand pounds worth of jewels (looking round on the smiling faces as he spoke) committed to your care; now will Mark and you take and ride them so as to show them as much of the run as you can, and keep them out of all scrapes?

To which the Jug, who is a kindly-disposed man, and takes up with children as though he had some of his own, replies, I will, whereupon Mrs. Lob and all the Mammas open upon him, each urging the claims of her innocent to extra care and protection, in the midst of which Mr. Jovey Jessop having moved first his hat to the ladies, then moves his hounds out of the quarry.


CHAPTER LXXXIV.

A DAY FOR THE JUVENILES.
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AS USUAL THE departure of the hounds operated like the bursting of a pent-up cataract; there was a general rush and hurry after them. First went the keen fustian and smock-frocked countrymen with their staffs, and their poles; then the anxious few-days-a-season-men, desirous of seeing as much as they could; next the easy-going regulars who despised the banks and were only out because it was a fine day, followed by a few second horsemen and the homeward bound grooms. Mr. Boyston was presently left alone in the quarry with the youngsters and their Mammas. Then there was a fresh appeal to his sympathies on behalf of Albert Arthur, sweet William, and others, each Mamma declaring she would be so much obliged to Mr. Boyston if he would look after her boy. Oh, she would be so much obliged!

Billy Roughun, not being a horse that liked being left behind, very soon began fidgeting and turning tail to get after the hounds, so Mr. Boyston having assured the ladies that they might rest perfectly satisfied of the safety of their darlings, marshalled his forces as quickly as possible, saying, Now, boys! follow me, and whatever you do, keep clear of the horses, for they often kick ponies when they wouldnt kick one another. So saying, he took off his hat to the ladies, and led the way out of the quarry, followed by the miniature field, the rear being brought up by some very sedate-looking family servants with large stomachs, large whips, and a great many large crest-buttons on their party-coloured coats. Then the ponies, like their riders, began showing which had a turn for the chase and which not, some ambling and curveting to get oh, others plodding carelessly along, as though there was nothing particular astir.

It is strange how hunting runs in families, some boys taking to it quite naturally, others never having the slightest idea of anything of the sort. There is young Lob, for instance, so lively and gay, sitting quite at his ease, though his skew-bald pony is excited and keen, while Master Bowderoukins (nephew of our esteemed friend) has called in the aid of his roundabout red-vested man to see if he cant make his old brown pony go quieter, though it has no more life in it than a cow. Even little Eglantine, who is two years younger, and has never been out before, laughs at Bowderoukins, and asks if he is tired already. Joe Walker, who has been out hunting four times, and is quite an old sportsman, holloas out, Never say die! as flourishing his right arm he trots past Bowderoukins, now busy a bun.

Mr. Boyston, meanwhile, looks them all over, thinking which will make sportsmen and which not.
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And what do you call your pony? asks he of Lob, as the keen little animal darts up along side the great striding Billy Roughun.

Atalanta, replies Lob, swinging along quite at his ease.

Rather fresh, isnt it? asks Mr. Boyston, eyeing its impetuosity.

Ill soon cure it of that, replies Lob, patting its arched neck wait till I get it upon grass.

And what do you call your pony? asks Mr. Boyston of little Honeybrook, as the latter on his white now draws up on Mr. Boystons left.  

Lily of the Valley, replies the boy, pleased with the notice of the red-coat.

Lily of the Valley, repeats Mr. Boyston Lily of the Valley  a very pretty name, and a very pretty pony too. Mind, added he, addressing himself conjointly to his companions mind you keep out of the crowd, and dont let your ponies touch the horses, and tell the other boys to do the same.

I will, says Lob.

And whatever you do, keep clear of the hounds  Mr. Jessop wouldnt lose one of those dogs if it was ever so.

I will, says Lob, now turning his pony off the road for a probationary gallop up the grass-siding. Away went Lob, followed by Honeybrook, Walker, and two or three others.

Come on! come on! cries Mr. Boyston, looking back, and waiving his arm to little Bowderoukins, and others in the rear, to advance.

Get on, Master Charles! get on, Master George! urge the attendant servants, and forthwith there is extra exertion of elbows and legs, and the party press up towards the safe pilot.

Mold hard! now holloas Mr. Boyston to those in advance, and forthwith Lob and his tail pull up, and turning their ponies, take a return gallop towards him.

G-e-ntly! cries Mr. Boyston, holding up his hand as they advance g-e-ntly! repeats he, as the hurrying boys try to outstrip one another. After shooting past a few paces, the racing-party pull up, and wheeling round, rejoin their companions, when the juvenile party is again complete.

Meanwhile Mr. Jessop having jogged on with the hounds, is now approaching the end of the little spinny which runs down into the banks. It is a nice warm sheltered place, with a variety of comfortable am bush, which our master always makes safe before drawing the wood. Hopping over a low fence, his gallant chestnut horse, Star of the West applies himself vigorously to the steep ascent as though he liked the exertion of climbing. Arrived at the top, the hounds dash eagerly into cover, dividing and spreading like a rocket. The field follow in long-drawn file, but Mr. Boyston recollecting that there is an awkward bottom to cross, halts his little party to the infinite mortification of Lob, who does not like leaving the hounds.

This way, boys, cries Mr. Boyston, turning Billy Roughons head in quite a contrary direction to what the hounds are going this way, boys, and passing through a well-established gap, he rides them along Leawood Green, while the occasional cheer of the huntsman becomes fainter and fainter.

But what shall we do if they find? now asks Lob, anxiously, trotting up alongside of his leader.

Oh, Ill soon catch them up, replies Mr. Boyston, jogging on.

Lob doesnt like it, and thinks they had much better stick to the hounds. That, however, he keeps to himself.

Mr. Boyston jogs on briskly, and presently making a short turn to the left, after pursuing the intricacies of a very devious cattle-track through some much mutilated brushwood, he suddenly pulled up on Pebble Bidge Hill with the panorama of the advancing pack coming down upon them.

Here we are! cried he, pointing them out to his party. Mr. Jessops yoicks wind him! yoicks push him up! sounding most musically. So the steady hounds come sniffing here and there and everywhere for the scent, regardless alike of scuttling rabbits, and bouncing hares. Lobs eyes sparkle with pleasure, but little Bowderoukins dives into his overcoat-pocket, and fishes up a currant-bun, with which he commences regaling himself. Still the cry is yoicks wind him! yoicks push him up! varied with an occasional crack, which startles the wood-pigeons and scares an occasional pheasant. And now the steady drawing hounds are parallel with our juvenile party, and the sloping spinny inclines more determinedly to the river.

Follow me, boys! cries Mr. Boyston, again turning tail, and cutting away through a ricketty old gate on the left, ho strikes down a very indifferent road, which, after two or three tortuous windings, brings him upon the alluvial soil of the fields next the river, just as Conqueror, Traveller, Whimsey, and Whipster round the expanding spinny, and enter upon the well-wooded banks above.

Now youll see everything, says Mr. Boyston, pointing to the spreading pack with Mr. Jessop and the body of the field riding on the high side of the cover.

Lob draws rein, and sits with eager eye viewing the gay speckled hounds ranging all over the banks; while Honeybrook and Walker propose a race up the field to the opposite gate, and Bowderoukins perseveres assiduously with his bun. There is pretty good lying, and Mr. Jessop gives his hounds plenty of time, never liking to hear that he has loft a fox behind, or that one had slipped away at one end of a cover just as he went out at the other.

And now a loud crack of Horneymans whip reverberates through the clear atmosphere awakening the distant echoes; and ere its last notes have expired there is such an outburst of melody from the pack, that the horses are thrown into ecstacies, the ponies caper, and Atalanta darts at the bit as if it was determined to be off.

The fox has been snugly ensconced in an ivy-bush, high up in a crag, and came down with a sweep right before Pillager and Champion, and nothing but astonishment at the unwonted descent prevents them annihilating him. Prompter, and Prowler, and Hotspur, and Spanker, and Sportive, too, get a view, and the whole pack rush from their respective lines to join in the general outcry. Twenty couple of lately leisurely-taking-it hounds are thrown into a state of the most frantic excitement, and rush after the hardy old veteran of a fox in the most headstrong violent way. If he was to dash at an express train, or run into a red-hot furnace, they would follow him. The twang of the horn, and the cheer of the huntsmen are drowned in the melody of the pack, and the glad party push on in the hopes that the fox will run up the banks, but not down the banks, as heretofore has been usual. Mr. Bunting is now quite at home on the Bold Pioneer, who is neither too fresh nor too stale, but just in that comfortably subdued state when a horse yields his wishes to his master, and canters merrily along, snorting, and clearing his pipes as he goes.

Now, boys! look sharp! cries Mr. Boyston, hugging the teeth-grinding Billy Roughun, and getting in front of his party; follow me, continues he settling himself in his great saddle, feet well home in the stirrups, and proceeding to pound up the gate-accommodating line of fields running parallel with the swiftly gliding river. The hounds are on their right hand, crashing and racing through the well-wooded banks, making the welkin ring with their melody. All operations are suspended at their coming. The birds in the air, the cattle in the field, the countrymen in the fold are all diverted from their pursuits. A magical influence pervades the air, heads are up and eyes are straining to the utmost to get a view of the fugitive.

Mr. Jessop shoots a-head in the stealing sort of way that so soon leaves a lagger in the lurch, and just gains the brow of Millerton Hill as the fox comes pacing up the green valley leading from the banks to Summercourt Dale, with two crows and a magpie hovering and wheeling on his line.

Our master daps spurs to the gallant Star of the West, and dropping his whip-thong as he goes, meets the fox full in the face at the accustomed turn by which he generally seeks to regain the banks, and with a tremendous crack and a hoop! sends him sailing away on to Farmanby Common, and so up to Rawdon Hill, and away towards Finglemoor Edge. This dexterous feat accomplished, a second or two bring up the racing hounds. Fugleman and Firebrand racing for the lead  every hound throwing his tongue  and all in a fine widening phalanx. Away they race, with a breast-high scent. And now two distinct parties emerge from the banks, the one led by Horneyman, comprising the élite of the red coats; the other by the Jug, who being on the low side of the wood has lee-way to recover, and comes tearing up a roughly stoned lane, spattering his little followers with the mud and débris of the surface as he goes.

Now, boys, follow me! exclaims he, standing in his stirrups and looking round on the party, as on rising the banks he sees the hounds are racing due north; adding, and whatever you do, dont cross or touch other horses, for there are tailors who seek to conceal their incompetence by abusing boys. So saying, he again settled himself in his saddle, and went bucketing away, with the little ponies after him, in the extraordinary sort of way these little animals keep up with a horse. Thus he went hitting and holding and grinning and watching, running his minds eye through all the familiar gaps and gates and nicks of the line.

Hold hard! now cries he, as Lob, who is a little in advance, puts Atalanta at a broken down fence over which the rest of the field have passed. Hold hard! cries he, turning short to the left, and throwing open the first of a series of gates leading up to Shillingham farm on the hill. Then seeing that Bowderoukinss Robin-red-breast has caught the gate for his young master, the Jug again sets sail, with Lob by his side, who asks him anxiously, Why they dont keep with the hounds?

Ill show you, says the Jug, rather posed with the question. Ill show you, says he; and after clattering along the field road and swinging open several more convenient gates, he at length passes right through farmer Sweetlands stack-yard, and presents his followers with a fresh smiling landscape, just as Sweetlands cur, having chased the fox, has brought the hounds to a stand-still on a large rough fallow two fields below the comfortable well-stocked homestead.

There! said the Jug, pointing triumphantly to the hounds, there, said he, you have them without risking your neck over the hedges and ditches.

Well, but I like leaping, says Lob, stealing on and making for the hounds instead of waiting with the Jug to see which way they will go next. Little Albert Arthur follows Lobs example, but sweet William, Bowderoukins, and the rest remain with our deputy master, Mr. Boyston. Mark, Mr. Jovey Jessops second horseman, then detaches himself from the miscellaneous group of servants, and trots gently on with an eye on the adventurous youths. Lob pulls up at a respectful distance from the field, and eyes Mr. Jessops proceedings with his hounds, now casting them, now letting them alone. So he holds them round the south side of the large fallow  every bound working his best, but unable to recover the scent. At length Trueman after a precautionary whimper drops his stem with a vigorous proclamation, and dashes at the neighbouring hedgerow as if he expected to find the fox in the middle of it. Life is again infused into the lately drooping pack, and impetuosity supplies the place of care. Horses and riders catch the enthusiasm, and there is a complete electrification of the whole. The hounds dash at the hedgerow which bends and breaks with their weight. Mr. Jessop follows close on the tail ones, clearing the wattled fence and yawning ditch in his stride. Homeyman does the same, the next man breaks the witherings, the third displaces some cut and laid growers, while the fourth brushes all away together, and nearly reposes after a flounder in the broad black ditch beyond. His horse having at length extricated his hind legs and re-established himself on terra firma, to the great satisfaction of his rider, again sets sail, when the dread place has to be encountered by the remanets, many of whom go w-h-o-a-ing and craneing, wishing themselves well over. That desirable feat accomplished by the next in rotation, he looks back and cries, Theres nothing to be afraid of! so the succeeding man approaches it with increasing confidence, his young grey horse, however, throwing such an arch as apparently contradicts the assertion. Still, it is no time for turning; every man hurries his neighbour, either for the purpose of getting over or putting an end to his own fears.



Now, Tomkins!

Now, Jenkins!

Now, Jones! So they go at it, each man according to his own fashion; some straight, some sideways, some rushing, some creeping, some blundering clumsily. Now comes Lob, closely followed by little Arthur Honeybrook; and Lob, running his pony well at the place, comes over with a bucking bound that looks as if he was clearing a hedge instead of a ditch. Lily of the Talley then creeps down the ditch and up again; and Lob, seeing Arthur well landed, swerves to the left, and giving his pony its head up the grass, spurts past all the old drab-coated farmers and people, closely followed by the white. So they get to the gate at the tail of the red-coats. Grass succeeds grass, and a small transparent hedge dividing the next enclosures, the sportsmen spread in the independent sort of way peculiar to safety, each man taking the young fence in his line, and Lob flying over it like the rest of the field.

Well done, young un! cries Mr. Jovey Jessop, snatching a hasty backward glimpse from his now racing hounds. Well done, young un! repeats he, as Albert Arthur, with a less leap than Lobs, lands on the right side of the hedge too. Wheres Mr. Boyston? cries Mr. Jessop, looking further back for the magister curser of his hunt.

Wheres Mr. Boyston? And echo answers, where? A similar return is made to an enquiry after the boy with the bun.

Our friends are now on Cherrytree Hill, with the hounds sweeping round its base, and a shepherd holding up his hat in the distance to denote the line of the fox. The field are inside the semicircle, with a full view of the contesting energies of the pack; the rich-coloured Hotspur now leading, now Famous, now Firebrand, now Pillager, the pace being too great for much music. So they sweep over the perennially green meadows up to the point indicated by the countryman. He has not headed him. On the contrary, being what they call a alee chap, he dropped down into the ditch, when by the running of the sheep he saw the fox was coming, and had an uncommonly good stare as he assed through a meuse a little below where he was hid. He is amost sure hes the varra fox that stole their turkeys i the spring.
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Countrymen always declare that a fox is dead beat, but upon the present occasion the shepherd was not far wrong in his assertion, for the fox having eat a very liberal late supper, is in no condition to compete with Mr Jovey Jessops fleet stout-running hounds. The scent too is better than is convenient under the circumstances, and altogether, what with surprise at being whipped so unceremoniously out of his ivy-mantled tower, confusion at being stared full in the face by Mr. Jessop and driven from his point, together with not being able to make up his mind whether to shape his course for Chippendale woods or the craigs at Havens Hill, he doesnt exactly know what to do. The cry of the hounds, and the cheer of the hunters, however, keep him going, for he feels it would never do to let them come up with him. So he travels on, trusting to beating them again as he has beat them twice before. Third time, however, they say, is catching time, and it is destined to be so on the present occasion. Steering an intermediate course between the craigs and the woods, he gets into a more populous neighbourhood  a country dotted with hamlets and small farm houses, with their concomitant curs and other incumbrances. The further he advances the more he gets holloaed and viewed, until the whole country seems raised against him. The roads, too, run conveniently, and the clatter of the horses and the noise of the macadamites makes confusion worse confounded.

The Jug and Billy Roughun are both in a high state of excitement, the Jug at having laid out of his ground by riding for Chippendale Woods, Billy Roughun at being kept on the hard road when he wants to be racing in the fields alongside the musical hounds. The Jug has reduced the number of his small friends and increased that of his large ones; Bowderoukins pony having peremptorily refused to risk its shins by passing over a tumble-down wall, while Lishman and Brisket of Pittville have turned up from nobody knows where  the George and Dragon at Crossfield, perhaps  and are long trotting in the loose stick-out-leg sort of way peculiar to butchers and drovers.

The Jug is red-hot; his face is as red as his coat. Billy Roughun has bumped and shook him till he feels like a great dish of calves feet jelly. What with the excitement of riding the wrong way, and then making up his lost ground, the excitement of being bullied for doing so, the excitement of looking after the youngsters, and the excitement of keeping Billy Roughun in something like moderate subjection, the poor Jug is nearly overpowered. Added to this, he doesnt know but that young Lob and Arthur may have come to grief, for which he will be sure to get the blame. Pretty Mrs. Lob will never forgive him. Great is the relief to his mind as, on rising Dickering Hill, he sees the two boys careering away, near enough to the hounds, but yet clear of the crowd. The fox begins to run short, but the hounds turn as short as he does, and the Jug knows by experience that there will soon be an end of the same. So seeing a promising course of gates with a double fence in the distance, he boldly forsakes the road, resolved to be up at the end. His gallant tail follow suit, and there is presently a reunion of the field.

Hillo, Green!

Holloa, Brown!

What, Smith, are you there? proceed from the fieldites, who look at the roadsters much in the manner of hounds when a straggler comes up.

Mr. Bunting, who has been most comfortably carried by the Bold Pioneer, asks Mr. Boyston where he has been?

Busy with the youngsters, busy with the youngsters, replies the Jog, leading his little troop outside the now halting horseman. The fox is now running so short, and the enclosures are so queer and cramped, that with a failing scent, it requires all Mr. Jovey Jessops skill  science the fine writers call it  to keep the hounds on the line of the scent. The fox has evidently no idea which way he is going, running up Tommy Hoggins potatoe field, down Mrs. Masons pasture, and back over through farmer Fothergills turnips. He has now lain down among the turnips, but mistrusting their flaccid security, he incautiously jumps up just as the hounds enter the field, when a shrill holloa gets them a view, and away they race, Pillager and the fox at length rolling over together down the slope of the adjoining pasture. Firebrand, Absolute, and General, complete the worry; and in an instant the rest of the pack are rumblety, tumblety, head-over-heels, with the fox in the middle!

Mr. Jessop jumping off his horse is presently in the midst of them, and stooping and extricating the fox from their fangs, holds up as fine an old dog one as ever was seen. Then the frantic pack jump and bay at our master, Victory, with a surprising spring, seizing the fox by the brush, and hanging on despite Mr. Jessops efforts to disengage him. Horneyman, who is close at hand, gives his horse to a hind, and dashing up on foot, clears a ring round his master, who dropping the fox on the green sward, Victory lets go his hold, and slinks away to his companions around. Then, after a brief inspection and guess at the foxs age, out comes the old buck-handled knife, with which Horneyman performs the last obsequies of the chase, whipping off his fine head, which he lays on the ground, and handing the brush and pads as he kneels to our master.

The mutilated remains Horneyman then holds up on high, when the wrath of the pack being excited by the hoops and holloas of the horsemen, the carcase is thrown in mid air, and descending is caught by a myriad of mouths.

Worry, worry, worry, rush, crush, growl, snarl, scramble, is then the order of the day.

Keep away your horses! then cries Mr. Jessop, fearing for his hounds, when Resolute and Dexterous giving a unanimous pull, the carcase rolls down hill, and the danger is over.

Now, where are the youngsters? exclaims Mr. Jessop, advancing with his whip under his arm, and the proud trophies in his hand Wheres Lob? cries he, looking about for the rider of the skewbald.

Here! cries the Jug, who has now got his little party marshalled around him.

Well, now Lob, heres the brush for you, my fine lad, says Mr. Jessop, advancing towards him; but stop, added he, we must blood you first. So saying, Mr. Jessop made Lob a very fine moustache and imperial with the blood of the fox.

Now then, said he, fastening the brush into Lobs bridle, you tell your Mamma that you rode like a man. Then advancing to little Honeybrook, he smeared his face too, and giving him a pad, says he may tell his Mamma the same; after which Mr. Jovey Jessop handed the rest of the pads to his Jug to distribute as he chose.

The hounds meanwhile having finished their wrangling repast, and the whip fastened the foxs head into the couples, people begin to look at their watches, those who have had enough enquiring their ways home, others asking Mr. Jessop what he will draw next. Chippendale Woods being the never-failing resort, the word is given for them, which causes a still further dispersion of the field, one man dropping off at one lane end, another at another, till the Jug, our hero, and our master are the only red coats that remain. The deep-holding rides  enough to pull a horses legs off  are too good a chance for Mr. Boyston to lose for taming Billy Roughun, otherwise he would have preferred drawing Mr. Walkers or Mr. Eglantines on his way home for a luncheon. As it is he lays the foundation for a future visit by sending his compliments, and desiring the boys to tell their Mammas that he will look in upon them the first time he is passing. He then, consigning them to the servants, takes a good holding grip of Billy Roughun, as much as to say, now that we are clear of all care, Ill see whether you or I shall be master. And what with a slack rein, and an occasional touch of the spur, at the end of twenty minutes after they found, he certainly was a very different Billy Roughun to what he was during the first run, and the Jug had the satisfaction of bringing him home very tame. He then added 120l to his price, 140l being what he considered him worth to any one who could ride him. And not being disposed to keep more hones than he wanted, he rocked himself asleep at night thinking whom he would suit 


CHAPTER LXXXV.

MR. ABCHEY ELLENGERS DINNER.
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OUB HERO, MR. Bunting, did not prosecute the chose in Chippendale Woods. True, he went there, but it was only for the purpose of slipping away without the disagreeable leave-taking that we all dislike so. Greetings are pleasant, but adieus are melancholy. So when Mr. Jovey Jessop began yoicking and cheering his hounds on the high side of the extensive wood, Mr. Bunting struck up the middle ride, and, by aid of certain land-marks he had previously established, succeeded in «finding his way into the Rookery lane, from whence he presently diverged upon the Buckworth and Badger field road. He then, by dint of copious inquiries and sundry deviations that he would have avoided if piloted by the Jug, came upon the more familiar landscape surrounding Appleton Hall. The house gained, he surrendered his horse, and committed himself to the care of the St. Leger pill-box on his return to Lord Cornwallis. The day was Saturday, and he was engaged to dine with Mr. Archey Ellenger on the following one.

Sunday was a dies non at Appleton Hall, both in the eating, drinking, and dressing way. There were neither sea-side coats nor tweeds, nor deer-stalker hats, nor turbans with tassels, nor any of the complications of modern ingenuity to be seen; but, on the contrary, very sedate Sunday clothes of the plain orthodox order. The Jug always inaugurated a pair of clean nankins, in which, regardless of the weather, with a large Boyston Park prayer-book, wrapped up in a red cotton kerchief, he stumped perseveringly to church, accompanied by Mr. Jessop, and such of the servants as liked his leading. The clergyman dined at the Hall, and there was a sermon for the establishment and neighbourhood in the evening. So Mr. Jessop commenced the week well, and prospered in the course of it, as he deserved to do. But we must follow our friend Mr. Bunting to his uncomfortable quarters at Burton St. Leger.

Oh, I shall not dine at home to-day, exclaimed our hero to Mrs. Muldoon, as she appeared after breakfast at the door of his sitting-room to know what he would like to have for dinner, just as if he could have anything he called for. I shall not dine at home to-day, repeated he, wishing to get rid of her, for he had stuck fast in the middle of a sonnet to Miss Rosas ringlets, which he now thought he could hit off if she would go away.

Oh, indeed, replied Mrs. Muldoon, looking somewhat disconcerted, adding, Id got a goose, thinking you might like a little change.

Had you, replied Mr. Bunting, had you; well, it will do for another day  it will do for another day; adding, Im going to dine with Mr. Archey Ellenger to-day.

Indeed! mused Mrs. Muldoon, who, having now mastered the whole Privett Grove mystery, thought he might he going there.

I shall want a conveyance of some sort! exclaimed our friend, as she was about to withdraw; I shall want a conveyance of some sort  I spose I can have the thing I had yesterday?

Well, sir, I dare say you can, replied Mrs. Muldoon, who had a convenient arrangement with the owner. Ill send along and see. She then withdrew, and desired sore-eyed Sam to slip up and see if they could have Dr. Catcheysides carriage, which, as usual, was much at Mrs. Muldoons service.

Our hero, however, being still unable to extricate the muse, after a series of stumbles and flounders, at length shut up his desk, deciding that ringlets did not become Rosa, and presently obeyed the summons of the bells to church. In the afternoon he took a stroll about the place, met pretty Rebecca Mary dressed like a duchess, and sore-eyed Sam in all the glaring impotence of satin. There is nothing like a sloven for getting up smart on a Sunday. Mr. Bunting then had a look at his good-for-nothing horses, and wondered what he should do with them at the end. And, having exhausted the resources of the place, as the shades of evening drew on, he retired to his room where Rebecca Mary, having put off her fine beaded bonnet and laid aside her parasol, was deranging her hoops by making up the white-ash burning fire.

Just as our friend was thinking of retiring to his bed-room to put on a dress-coat and vest and a pair of japanned Wellington boots with red morocco legs, the roll of a carriage was heard driving rapidly up to the inn door, which Mr. Bunting would have thought was coming for him, had not a voice immediately been heard exclaiming, Is Mr. Bunting gone? Is Mr. Bunting gone?

No, sir, replied sore-eyed Sam, who had been attracted to the archway by the sound of the wheels; but I expect Dr. Catcheysides carriage coming for him every minute.

Oh, thats all right! exclaimed the voice, cheerfully, thats all right! adding, then stand by my horse while I slip up stairs; so saying, the speaker alighted and proceeded to grope his way towards an eight-in-the-pound mould-candle flickering in a glass cracked lantern placed against the wall at the bottom of the stairs.

Yot name shall I enounce? asked Monsieur Bonville of the stranger, Monsieur, too, having been attracted to the stairs by the sound of the wheels.

Mr. Ellenger  Mr. Archibald Ellenger, replied the arriver, making the most of his name.

Ellenger, Ellenger, why thats the man Im going to dine with, muttered Mr. Bunting, as the familiar sound came up the little staircase leading to his room.

Mr. Ellenger then ran a dead heat with his name. Ah, my dear fellow! exclaimed he, tripping gaily into the apartment, seizing Mr. Buntings right hand with both his, and pressing it fervently. Ah, my dear fellow! Im so glad Ive got in time to stop you  Im so glad Ive got in time to stop you; Ive had a desperate misfortune at home  Ive had a desperate misfortune at home. My cooks got so scandalously drunk that she is utterly incompetent  put the cod-fish on to the spit, and wanted to boil the goose with lobster sauce!

What fun! exclaimed Mr. Bunting, not sorry to be off the engagement.

Fun to her, but death to us, rejoined Mr. Ellenger, releasing Mr. Buntings hand. Id got the nicest little dinner and the nicest little party that ever were arranged; and then the cruel catamaran goes and spoils all by her confounded intemperance.

Well, better luck next time, replied Mr. Bunting, soothingly; better luck next time.

Ah, thats very kind of you, rejoined Mr. Ellenger, again seizing Mr. Buntings hand and pressing it warmly; thats very kind of you, but I assure you I feel the disappointment exceedingly.

Misfortunes will happen in the best regulated families  misfortunes will happen in the best regulated families, rejoined Mr. Bunting.

So they will, said Mr. Ellenger, so they will; and we must just make the best of it, adding adroitly, theres nothing like a lady for keeping matters right., I wouldnt have cared so much if it had been any day but Sunday, observed Mr. Ellenger; only when a man loses his Sunday dinner, he has no place to fall back upon.

Oh, yes, I have, rejoined our hero, Ive a goose in the house.

Goose in the house! have you, exclaimed Mr. Ellenger, brightening up; goose in the house! well, thats a good hearing.

At least, there was, observed Mr. Bunting, and Ive not smelt its disappearance. A goose, you know, leaves a strong scent.

So it does, said Mr. Ellenger, so it does; and by the way Ill tell you what, continued he, as if a bright thought had just struck him, Ill tell you what, Ill just go down stairs and see if it is in existence still, and tell them to put it down, and I will dine with you, and you shall dine with me some other day.

Do, replied Mr. Bunting, rather chagrined at the proposal.

Dine as soon as it is ready, I suppose? asked Mr. Ellenger.

Oh, yes, said Mr. Bunting, I shall be ready when it is.

Thats a bargain! exclaimed our brisk old friend, wheeling about and leaving the room. He then proceeded down stairs, making straight for the street, where sore-eyed Sam stood in charge of the horse. Sam, said he, put up that horse; give him two feeds of corn and hay, and have him ready to put to about nine oclock; but dont put him to till I tell you.

Yes, sir, replied Sam, surprised at the magnificence of the order for Archey was generally a pail of water, and Ill remember you next time, man.

The horse thus disposed of, Mr. Ellenger next made for the bar, to see what he could do for himself. Ah, Matty! exclaimed he, going gaily into the little room just as he had done to Mr. Bunting; ah, Matty! how goes it, advancing up to the sot as he sat with his glass and his pipe by the fire.

Who is it? asked Mr. Muldoon, not recognising Archey in his dark non-hunting dress.

Who is it? repeated Archey, why, me to be sure. Mr. Ellenger!

Ellenger  Ellenger, growled Muldoon, knocking the ashes out of his pipe on the floor. Ellenger  Ellenger, repeated he, looking intently at his own toes for an idea, why, you owe me three and ninepence, said he, blinking intently at Archey.

No, I dont, replied Mr. Ellenger.

Yes, you do, asserted Matty, confidently.

How do you make it out? demanded Mr. Ellenger.

Make it out, replied Matty, make it out  the missis makes it out; but I know you do.

Hut, fiddle man; youre drunk man, replied Mr. Ellenger, turning carelessly away.

Drunk! retorted Matty, drunk! theres not a soberer respectabler man in Her Majestys domin  minions than (hiccup) I. What do you (hiccup) mean by saying Im (hiccup)? demanded he, blinking and shaking his head angrily at our fox-hunter.

Whats the matter, now? asked fat Mrs. Muldoon, bustling in with her keys.

Oh, nothing, replied Archey; nothing, only your good mans made a mistake. Tell me, continued he, drawing Mrs. Muldoon aside, what can Mr. Bunting and I have for dinner?

Mr. Bunting is going to dine out, observed Mrs. Muldoon.

No, he was going to dine with me, replied Mr. Ellenger, but I have had a misfortune in my kitchen  cook taken ill  and so I am going to take a little dinner with him here instead.

Oh, indeed, replied Mrs. Muldoon, thinking matters over. Well, sir, what would you like to have?

What have you got? asked Archey, taking a short cut to the point; adding, not mutton-chops, beef-steaks  beef-steaks, mutton-chops, mind.

Well, theres a goose, said Mrs. Muldoon, complacently.

Goose! is there? exclaimed Archey, adding, well, that will do. No fish, I suppose?

Fish, said Mrs. Muldoon, fish; yes, there are some haddocks.

Capital! rejoined Archey; a couple of haddocks  or say three  egg sauce, you know: and now about sweets  what have you got in the way of sweets?

What would you like? asked Mrs. Muldoon, in the usual provoking style of inn answers.

Oh, like! I should like an omelette au confiture, or some little delicacy of that sort; but what I am likely to get is the thing.

Well, sir, would you like a damson tart, or an apple pudding?

Damson tart, apple pudding? replied Archey; well, apple puddings very good with goose. Yes, well have an apple pudding. And now about wine  what wine have you?

We have all sorts of wine, replied Mrs. Muldoon; port, sherry, Madeira, cowslip, tent, grape, and elder.

Bother your grape and elder! retorted Archey; have you any champagne?

Well, yes, we just have one bottle, replied Mrs. Muldoon; one bottle that we kept for old Lord Lushborough, who used to sleep here on his way up and down.

Lord Lushborough! Lord Lushboroughs been dead these twenty years! exclaimed Archey.

Well, not so long as that, rejoined Mrs. Muldoon; it was shortly after the opening of the railway, which ruined our calling, and we have never been asked for a bottle since.

Ah, well, it will be good for nothing; but, however, you may send it up, and if its drinkable well drink it, if not youll get it back. So saying, and after urging Mrs. Muldoon to activity, Mr. Ellenger retired, followed by a heavy growl from Matty about the three and ninepence he owed him. Having reported to Mr. Bunting what he had done, Mr. Ellenger then excused himself for half an hour while he went to visit his good friend Mr. Buckwheat, and see if he could arrange a billet with him for some future occasion. The half-hour was somehow protracted into an hour; and when Archey came blundering down the street in the dark, the smell of the goose would have arrested his progress even if the economical candle had not been flickering an equivocal light in the archway. Mr. Ellenger stopped like a pointer crossing a scent, and, turning short in, regaled his olfactory nerves with the smell as he proceeded leisurely up stairs to Mr. Buntings apartment. Here he found our friend making another attempt at the impracticable sonnet, which he whipped away with his rhyming dictionary into his desk. Mr. Ellenger then hung up his hat and proceeded to make himself at home. He was so sorry about the cook  nasty drunken creature  but he would give her up in the morning.

However, things might have been worse if they could not have got any dinner; and while they were discussing the matter, the increased clatter of plates below was followed by the bump of a tray against the turn of the staircase, and Bonville presently appeared with the fish. The haddocks were good, the goose was good, and though the champagne was dead and ropy, the sherry was passable, and so was the port. Mr. Ellenger did ample justice to all. The leathery cheese being at length removed, the cloth drawn, and some red hard-featured apples and lemon-coloured oranges placed on the table, Monsieur Bonville having arranged the composites, presently withdrew, shutting our friends up for a confab.

Mr. Ellenger was one of those accommodating gentlemen who will tell people anything they see they want told. Of course he knew all about our friend and Miss Rosa, and after a cursory glance at some of the other beauties  the Springfields, the Beauchamps, the Bedfords  he turned the conversation upon her. Like Mrs. Tom Trattles, he knew, or professed to know, everything  how much there was in the funds, how much in railways, how much in canal shares. Altogether he made out a very encouraging report. He only hoped Miss Rosa would marry some producible person, and not that young cub of a banker. Archey did not like sivin and four, who had hitherto successfully resisted all attempts on his larder. He had never been able to get even as much as a water-biscuit out of him.

To Mr. Buntings inquiry if he really thought there was anything between Miss Rosa and young Goldspink, Mr. Ellenger replied, with a shrug of his shoulders, that he really couldnt say, he only knew he was frequently there; and when a young man went to a house where there was a young lady, of course there was always the usual inference. And Mr. Bunting, not wishing to appear too inquisitive, did not press the inquiry, but, tapping the now nearly-emptied port-wine decanter with his dessert-knife, asked Mr. Ellenger if he would take a little more of that, or try what the claret was like? but Mr. Ellenger, having a stout British stomach, little addicted to vinegar, declared for the port; whereupon another bottle, or as much of a bottle as the decanter would hold, was produced, the greater part of which Mr. Ellenger succeeded in placing under his waistcoat. And the moon having at length risen, and Mr. Ellenger having had tea, coffee, and chasse, presently ordered his vehicle; and after an affectionate leave-taking, and making Mr. Bunting promise faithfully to dine with him some day, he tucked himself carefully in, and, telling sore-eyed Sara he had no silver, went lilting and tilting away back to Kids Hill, extremely well pleased with the result of his ruse. The cook was no more drunk than we are.


CHAPTER LXXXVI.

THE TENDER PROP REPEATED.
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THOUGH THE NEW bonnet was a sore subject with Mrs. Goldspink, it was rather a useful one for Miss Rosa. It made Mrs. Goldspink knag and talk against Mrs. McDermott and her daughter, and as a natural consequence, made our friend Jasper more keen and determined about the young lady. And as Mr. Bunting was equally ardent there was presently very brisk competition, and much ringing at the Privett Grove door bell. Our Mend, the Jug, too dropped in occasionally on his own account; so that altogether there was a very considerable amount of billing and cooing going on at the Grove. This being the fanning up time, people talked very amiably and complacently of the Jug and his property  such an old family  such a nice place; and said he had been quite the saving of Mr. Jessop, who but for his good and virtuous guidance would soon have degenerated into a regular sot. Then as to Admiration Jack and Jasper, the ladies (for it is they alone who dabble in these matters) declared that either was excellent, whichever in fact seemed to be the favourite; so that all seemed to be unanimous, so far as the tongues were concerned. If, however, Mamma and Miss Rosa could have over-heard the mirth and ejaculations that burst forth as their dear Mends got away from the house, they would not have had much opinion of their sincerity  little flirt  old fool  drunken creature, alluding to Boyston,  pity him  pity her  pity them, and so on.

Our friend Mr. Bunting, as we said before, had had much experience in courtship, and though he had undoubtedly been kept in abeyance a good while, yet he was not altogether unwilling to procrastinate the suit, so long as he felt certain of winning at last. Despite Mr. Archey Ellengers information, and also despite meeting our Mend Jasper at the Grove, occasionally, he had no doubt whatever that he himself was to be the happy man, and so treated Jasper with a proper mixture of pity and condescension. The advent of the Jug now, however, rather altered matters, and Mamma thinking Rosa might do well to suit herself with one or other of the gentlemen, gave her the usual opportunities, losing her keys, forgetting her kerchief, or being called away to see new servants, and so on.

Some ladies pretend to get offers without expecting them, and practise all sorts of elegant little airs and graces on the occasion, start and stare as if wholly unable to comprehend what the gentleman means, or declare that they are really so taken by surprise that they must be allowed a little time for reflection  that they have a high opinion of Captain Trophy, Mr. Green, or whoever the suitor may be, but that he had never crossed the fair ones mind in any other light than that of an agreeable companion, thus paying an indirect compliment to their own looks at the expense of their veracity. A man must be very simple who believes such a story.
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Though Miss Rosa had not had much experience in the offering way, and that only with our hero, yet her womanly instinct told her to a minute when it was coming, and after flashing a glance at her questioner, she turned aside as if unable to speak her emotion. Mr. Bunting, who had had this style of answer before, and knew how to deal with it, then seized her in his arms, and impressed such a volley of kisses on her coral lips and fair cheeks, as enabled him to present her to Mamma on her return as his own accepted bride. And Mamma equally astonished, was delighted to hear the good news, and after saying all sorts of handsome things on behalf of her daughter, concluded by declaring that she was sure Mr. Bunting would make Rosa an excellent husband, and she wished them all possible joy and prosperity, whereupon she too kissed her daughter extravagantly. All this unwonted energy and exercise naturally drew forth the tears and the kerchief, and John Thomas happening to come in with the cools in the midst of the sunshiny shower, reported to Miss Perker, the maid, what he had seen; whereupon Perker immediately jumped to the conclusion that the hero of the Roseberry Rocks sash, was to be her future master. And in less than five minutes, the news was all over the house, and conveyed to Crop and the groom gardener in the stable. And a great commotion was the consequence  great speculation as to when they would be married, where they would live, what Jasper would say, and whether Missis herself was going to change her condition  they thought it looked very like it  but they would soon see.

Save for the triumph and perhaps the sake of appearances among friends, there is very little use in announcing a match  people all know it so well long beforehand. Ladies, however, have always great pleasure in proclaiming them, and Mr. Buntings offer was speedily trumpeted throughout the county. The news was variously received by the young and the old. The young were always sure that Mr. Bunting would be the man, while the old shook their heads, and said, theyd believe it when they saw it. It wasnt likely a worldly-minded woman, like Mrs. McDermott, was going to let such an undoubted prize as young Goldspink slip through her fingers.  Who was Mr. Bunting?

Mrs. McDermott was now rather puzzled how to act with regard to her dear friend Mr. Goldspink, whether to let him hear of the engagement from some one else, or to call and inform the bankers lady herself. On thinking it over, she saw no reason why she should not call herself. There had never anything really serious passed between the Mammas, save a mutual confidence and readiness to leave the young people together. If Jasper did not choose to be on the alert, Rosa was not to miss a chance by waiting for him. Certainly not. Ho might never have come forward. Dared say Mrs. Goldspink thought whey would consider Jasper a catch, but this offer would show that they were not dependent upon him.

So she determined to go herself; and the brougham, and the invidious bonnet were speedily back at sivin-and-fours door. Mrs. McDermott arrived at a critical time, for Jasper had just heard of Miss Rosas engagement from his turf friend, Mr. Tailings, and had been upbraiding his mother most roundly for the part she had taken in the matter, declaring he would throw himself off the church steeple, or go to Yan Diemens Land forthwith, if he didnt get Rosa. Mrs. Goldspink was frightened, for Jasper was accustomed to have his own way, and could ill put up with any opposition. Instead therefore of following Jaspers furious example, she tried the soothing system, commencing of course by kissing Mrs. McDermott, and then after a sort of half-congratulation proceeded in a round-about way to insinuate (simper) that there was a (cough) time when she might have (hem) hoped to have had the (sneeze) pleasure of calling dear Rosa her (cough) daughter; but  and then she paused, apparently taken up with something that had got entwined in the silk fringe of her cloak. Mrs. McDermott bobbed and simpered too; she was sure she had always felt and expressed the greatest regard for dear Jasper as well on account of his own intrinsic worth, as on that of his excellent parents; and nothing would have given her greater (hem) pleasure than cementing their long (cough) intimacy with a match, but  and here too she was brought up short, and began feeling for her kerchief. Each then sat sighing for a while, until perhaps emboldened by the success of her approaches, and thinking of Jaspers proposed descent from the steeple, Mrs. Goldspink proceeded to make more inquiries, asked all about Mr. Bunting and his means, whether his Papa was alive, if he had a place of his own, where it was, and finding that there was a good deal yet to ascertain, she said that of course Mrs. McDermott would see that Rosa was properly secured, and she then began to talk of her husbands old sivin-and-fours great wealth, Jaspers fine expectations, and the beautiful villa they were building, of which she produced the plans, showing the kitchens, cellars, and shoe house, larder, dairy, and everything. Then, after a prolonged sit, dear Mrs. McDermott returned dear Mrs. Goldspinks kiss, and saw her to her carriage, feeling considerably relieved by the result of her visit. And Mrs. Goldspink made such a representation to her son as induced him to postpone as well his aerial flight, as his journey to Yan Diemens Land.


CHAPTER LXXXVII.

MAMMA INSTEAD OF KISS.
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THE SAME WANT that we named before  that of some instrument at invention whereby people may be enabled to ascertain the hidden thoughts and feelings of others, again beset our friend Mr. Bunting in his pursuit of the fair and beautiful Miss Rosa. Dear Mamma, as he had now begun to call Mrs. McDermott, who had thereto been all smiles and confidence, suddenly changed, and became so pressingly urgent to know all about him and his affairs, that he could not imagine what had happened. The morning after her visit to Mrs. Goldspink, at Mayfield, instead of descending as he expected upon Miss Rosa alone in the drawing-room, he was shown up a step into the parlour, where sat Mamma, hemming a stout Baden Baden towel, who at once twofingered him into a very uneasy high-backed low chair, saying with a keen eye and a somewhat compressed mouth, that she wished to have a few minutes conversation with him before he saw Miss Rosa; laying a slight emphasis on the word Miss.

Mr. Bunting of course knew what was coming, and demeaned himself accordingly, taking his seat with the air of a man entering a dentists throne. Mrs. McDermott did not begin as some of his lady confessors had done, by asking about his religious principles, his political opinions, or speaking on any extraneous subject, but after a dry prefatory hem, she glanced at the compliment he had paid to her daughter, and the high opinion they both entertained of him, and then proceeded to say that she was sure Mr. Bunting would agree with her that it was desirable to come to a distinct understanding as soon as possible, for that long engagements were always to be deprecated, and people did talk so that it made her quite nervous and uncomfortable, and in short she should like exceedingly to have the thing settled forthwith. And after a few repetitions she began to pinch the Baden Baden towel severely, as if in search of fresh ideas.

Mr. Bunting, who during this exordium had been twirling his turban hat, then dropped it on the floor, and clasping his hands, with upturned eyes, proceeded to indulge in the most high-flown panegyrics on the beauty of her daughter, the sweetness of her smile, the perfection of her figure, the elegance of her walk; declaring that her electric eyes had quite penetrated his heart the first moment he had seen her. To all which compliments Mrs. McDermott kept smirking and smiling and pinching the Baden towel, considering how she should get him worked round into the right tack. Well, Im sure Rosa has cause to be proud of your good opinion, at length interposed she; but courtship and matrimony, you know, are proverbially different, and it wont do to marry smiles and dimples-and pretty figures alone; there must be prudence and consideration for the future, and now, you know, is the proper time for making all necessary arrangements.

Undoubtedly, replied Mr. Bunting, undoubtedly; though with the girl of ones heart these matters are of very minor importance. And before Mrs. McDermott could interpose her opinion to the contrary, our poetical friend had broken right away with his favourite quotation:

With her convening I forget all time, All seasons and their change, &c. going right through to the end of it.

Mrs. McDermott, however, kept the point steadily in her mind, and when he had concluded she looked up from her towel, and drily observed that love in a cottage was very well in theory, but it did not do in practice  that all ladies liked large houses, and concluded by asking him point blank if he hadnt a castle in Scotland.

Well  ye-es drawled Mr. Bunting, looking at the tip of his Balmoral boot;.

Rosa would like a castle, observed Mrs. Mc Dermott, drily What was it called?

Buntingbury Castle, replied our hero.

Buntingbury Castle, indeed  called after himself?

After my grandfather, Admiral Bunting, replied our friend.

Oh, indeed! a family place, is it? observed Mrs. McDermott, perking up  Goldspink and Garlandale rather going down.

Was it large? asked she.

Well, no  not large  usual size of a castle, I suppose, replied our hero; (just as if there was ever a usual size for a castle  Little Belvoir, and real Belvoir, for instance).

Mrs. McDermott then applied herself assiduously to her Baden Baden towel, taking some rapid stitches, and an equally rapid retrospect of the Roseberry Rocks anonymous letter. The writer, if she recollected right, couldnt say that Mr. Bunting hadnt a castle  only told her to question him about his castle. Well, she had questioned him about his castle, and he said he had one. What more could she do? She really thought the writer had just wanted to spoil Rosas chance. And Goldspink and Garlandale sunk still lower in her estimation. Buntingbury Castle on the top of a letter would sound far fine? than Garlandale, Garlandale Lodge, or Garlandale Villa, or whatever they decided to call it.

Well, said Mrs. McDermott, looking tip from her work with a smile, I suppose it will be all right.

I suppose so, replied Mr. Bunting, who had rather his misgivings about the castle. He could have wished that dear mamma had led off with some exposition of what she herself would do than thus throw the onus of the whole arrangement upon him. If she married the Jug, who was evidently after her, there would be very small chance of getting her to give up any part of her life interest in what there was to dear Rosa. Altogether Mr. Bunting was as depressed as Mrs. Me Dermott was elated. He was tired of the returns made to the castle inquiries, and would gladly have left that property out of the reckoning, or only brought it in incidentally.

Now, if the before-mentioned much-wanted invention or instrument were in existence and use, our hero would have seen his way clearly through his dilemma  would have said at once when John Thomas ushered him up stairs instead of down, Ah, my dear Mrs. McDermott, I know how it is  I know how it is  Mrs. Goldspink and you have had an imparlance, and as I cant compete in the cash way, I must withdraw. For want of that knowledge, as we shall now show, he was led on to the lawyers.

I have no doubt it will be all right, again observed Mrs. McDermott, who having considered the matter further over remembered what Mrs. Trattles had said about the property. I have no doubt it will be all right, repeated she, thinking Mr. Bunting was modest and did not wish to magnify his means.

Our friend inwardly wished that it might be all right.

Well, then, resumed Mrs. McDermott, measuring the towel off with her forefinger, as ladies are not great hands at business, and I really know nothing about it (here she did herself injustice, for she was a dab hand at it, and always thought herself cheated, whatever she got)  as ladies are not great hands at business, and I really know nothing whatever about it, perhaps the best thing will be to leave the further arrangements to our respective lawyers.

Perhaps it will, assented Mr. Bunting, who had a very wholesome dread of their perplexing interference. How many promising matches he had known them nip in the bud! In fact no man should say he is going to be married until he gets their assent. There are far more fires stamped out than fanned up.

Mr. Ballivant  Mr. George Ballivant, of Hassenden, is my solicitor, observed Mrs. McDermott. There are two Ballivants, George and John  but I dont like John, he let a party rather get the advantage of me in the matter of a cow. George is my man, and Ill send for him to come over, say to-morrow  the sooner these matters are settled the better, and then we shall have nothing but pleasurable arrangements to occupy us.

So be it, said Mr. Bunting, with a bow, and certain inward qualms as to the result.

Well, then, shall we go and see Rosa? asked Mamma, rising and folding her Baden Baden towel as she spoke.

If you please, said Mr. Bunting, getting up from the stool of repentance and proceeding to open the door.

Mamma then led the way down the step, and along the little passage to where a yellow ochre sheep-skin denoted the descent to the drawingroom. The door opened, when lo! who should appear but our fat friend Jasper; Jasper in the full swing of Miss Rosas work-box, just as if it were his own  Miss too smiling through her Ringlets at something he was saying.

Holloa, old boy! how are you? said Mr. Bunting haughtily, after squeezing Rosas soft hand with a gloveless embrace. He had come in with the full expectation of saluting her more enthusiastically, and was much disappointed at the result.

Holloa, old boy, how are you? was the familiar inquiry he now made of the destroyer of all his expected bliss.

Tol-lol, replied Jasper, now carelessly rolling a pink and a green silk winder backwards and forwards on the table in a race.

Mr. Bunting then took a seat on the other side of the charmer, who was busy pricking her fingers pretending to work, though in reality much perplexed at this unlucky meeting of her suitors. She well knew what Mamma had been doing, and now judged from her face that things had gone right, and that she ought not to have been in Ringlets. But Rosa maintained an equitable equilibrium between the two gentlemen notwithstanding, giving as much of her attention to one as the other. And each ultimately left with a comfortable anticipation of the future. Jasper, who dined earliest, having to go first, Mamma was enabled to inform Mr. Bunting at parting that she had written to Mr. Rallivant to be at Privett Grove at twelve on the morrow, when she hoped Mr. Bunting would be able to come. And Mr. Bunting promised that he would; and being called away with her keys, our hero drew for the bliss and interest that he had been obliged to leave in Cupids treasury before.

The house being then quiet, Mamma and Miss had an anxious confab, in which each told the other what their respective guests had said and done  Jasper having in fact been, as Miss Rosa expressed it, quite as rude to her as Mr. Bunting. Mamma said well, that there would soon be an end of that work, inasmuch as she had written to Mr. Ballivant to come in the morning, and put things upon a proper footing, for she was getting tired of procrastination; and moreover she thought (though this she kept to herself), that these wild youths might be the means of keeping the steady old Jug away from the house. So she determined to close the accounts one way or other.


CHAPTER LXXXVIII.

THE GRAND INQUISITION.
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NEXT DAY AT eleven oclock, for Mamma had made the appointment an hour earlier than she told Mr. Bunting to come, in order that she might, what she called, insense Mr. Ballivant into the case, a Hassenden fly drove up to the door, from which emerged a stout, elderly gentleman, in a shiny black coat and vest, a puddingy white cravat with flowing ends, and drab shorts and continuations, who, despite John Thomass caution, presently came head foremost into the drawingroom. After a series of stumbles, which looked very like bringing him on his knees altogether, he at length recovered his legs, and began with the bow that he intended for entering, Mrs. McDermott having apologised as usual for the step, then backed him into a well-cushioned chair, and drawing her own straight-hacked one close up to him, proceeded in a voluble manner to explain all how and about the cause of her wanting him.

Mr. Ballivant was well through the morning of life, and, moreover, had had three wives, with a numerous family by each, though never a penny with any, so that he was quite past all the romance and sentiment of the thing, and looked upon matrimony in a conveyancing point of view. A beautiful young lady about to be transferred to a well-looking gentleman, provided said gentleman satisfied the expectations of Mamma.

Query  what are the expectations? As much as she can get of course, replied Mr. Ballivant, answering his own question; and he thought he saw his way to what was wanted.

Mr. Ballivant was rather a good hand at this sort of work, and had tied some couples up so tightly that they were almost starved themselves in order that their descendants might live. Moreover he knew there was competition in this case, and though he did not like Sivin and-Four, he had no objection to his paper. So he thought what with one or other of the gentlemen, he would have a very good job, and doubtless get a large slice of sugary almondy bride-cake, of which he was particularly fond  as indeed we all are, only somehow we seldom get any now  cards are a very poor substitute for cake. Punctual to his appointment, scarcely had the drawing-room clock ceased striking eleven, for it was always an hour in arrear, when Mr. Bunting (who had come unattended, and put up puffing Billy, as sore-eyed Sam called the gray, himself ) was seen wending his way past the window, making for the front door. A gentle tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, of the bell, was quickly followed by the tramp of John Thomass feet to open the door.

He will show him into the parlour, observed Mrs. McDermott, as Mr. Ballivant began fidgetting and getting himself ready to rise for a presentation he will show him into the parlour, and now before we go, continued she, gathering herself up, and growing urgent as she spoke, Dont forget to ask him about his castle, whether it has turrets and towers and everything becoming, adding, Rosa would like a nice place  now mind the step, continued she, leading the way to the door, and pointing to the unfortunate impediment, which being cleared, she continued her course along the passage, giving Mr. Ballivant a similar caution as to the ascending step at the parlour door. That being opened, Mr. Bunting was discovered warming his hands before a spluttering fire, after a rather chilly ride, rendered more irksome by the unfortunate infirmity of his horse, who, indeed, seemed to get worse in his wind instead of better.

Mrs. McDermott advanced and received him most cordially, apologising for the badness of the fire, fearing he was cold, and then introducing Mr. Ballivant to warm him, after a few common-places about the weather, she said she would retire, as she really knew nothing about business, and they would do much better without her. So saying, she gave her crinoline a twirl, observing as she sailed away, that they would find her in the drawing-room when they were done. And in another second our hero found himself alone with his father confessor, pic-nics, polkas, sonnets, regattas, witchery of all sorts, coming at last to the dull shrine of Plutus. Half an hour would settle the hopes and aspirations of half a-year.

Mr. Ballivant was a rough man but an honest one, and treated every thing in a cool business-like way.

Well, now, said he, scrutinising our dandified friend attentively as the rustle of the departing petticoats subsided, I spose you know what Ive come for. Ive nothing to do with your looks, or your manners, or your figure, or nothing of that sort  those the ladies will please themselves about  but just to inquire into your circumstances, what you have got, and what you will do, in short.

Just so, replied Mr. Bunting, who knew the point quite as well as Mr. Ballivant did.

Miss McDermott will have a purty fortune, observed Mr. Ballivant, beginning by enhancing his offering, and for looks, I think, I may say she is unsurpassed.

Shes beautiful! exclaimed Mr. Bunting enthusiastically, and as good as shes beautiful;





[image: img425.jpg]







in fact, added he, hers is 

 Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear. saying, he placed a couple of chairs side by side at the table, and diving into his outside coat pocket, drew forth a sheet of note paper, and a little brown Russia leather inkstand.

Always travel with my own implements, observed he, unscrewing the top of the inkstand, and placing it before him; ladies pens never write, only scratch, continued he, taking one of his own out. He then put on a pair of formidable-looking tortoise-shell rimmed spectacles, through which, having glanced at the great broad nib of his pen, he smoothed out his paper, and after a good steady stare at our friend, as though he were about to take his portrait, said, What shall we begin with, land or cash, £. 8. d.?

Ah, Sir, I see its the old Hudibrastic story, 

For when upon their ungot heirs 

Thentail themselves and all thats theirs, 

What blinder bargain eer was driven 

Or wager laid at six or seven, 

To pass themselves away, and turn 

Their childrens tenants ere theyre born,

exclaimed Mr. Bunting, everything tied up now-a-days.

Safe bind, safe find, replied Mr. Ballivant, nothing moved by Mr. Buntings poetry; but moving his pen as if he wished to be writing.

Seeing there was no help for it, Mr. Bunting began with his money, rehearsing his oft-repeated lesson with the ease of a charity school-boy saying his catechism, so much in consols, so much in Indian debentures, so much in railway shares, &c., all of which Mr. Ballivant recorded in tremendous thick mile-stone-like letters as Mr. Bunting spoke.

When Mr. Ballivant invited him to his land, our hero went very delicately over that part of his story, observing that he did not exactly know how they could make it the subject of a settlement, inasmuch as it was forest which yielded an uncertain income  much or little  dependent of course upon the quantity of wood they cut; but Mr. Ballivant having duly consulted the nib of his pen, thought Mr. Coupler, the conveyancer, would make something of it, at all events he would record the name, age, and acreage of the wood. And our hero having supplied him with these particulars, and given him a good deal of visionary information into the bargain, referring him to Daftun on Planting in corroboration of what he said, tried to have his own innings by asking about the purty fortune which his interrogator had mentioned at starting.

Mr. Bunting had been to Doctors Commons, and knew that Mamma had the property for life. This turn rather threw the man-of-law off his point, and put him upon the evasive tack.

Yes, she would have a purty fortune  purty fortune for a lady at least, replied Mr. Ballivant, feeling that Mr. Boyston was going to pinch him in return.

Well, but is it in possession? asked our friend.

Possession? yes, in possession  possession of her Mamma  Mrs. McDermott, at least.

Ah, thats another matter, replied our hero. It will be a long time before her Mamma is done with  at least I hope so.

Mr. Ballivant hoped so too.

Well, but Mr. Bunting supposed her Mamma would make Miss Rosa an allowance?

Mr. Ballivant really could not answer that question.

The two then sat mute for a while, Ballivant conning over the result of his inquiries as it appeared in his great thick penmanship; Bunting considering whether he should ask Ballivant if, in the event of Mrs. McDermott marrying again, any part of the fortune went away from her. He had forgotten to look at that part of the will, the Jug no; being then in the held. Thinking that might be too pointed a question, he essayed to put it sideways: They talk of Madam marrying again, observed he, rubbing his hands with ill-counterfeited glee.

Do they? replied the man of law, raising his brows, as if he had never heard of it before.

Most likely all talk, suggested Mr. Bunting.

Most likely, assented Mr. Ballivant, casting back in his mind for something he felt he had forgot. He could not hit it off  he had milked his man clean as to his means, and could not think of any other topic. He was sure Mr. Bunting was desperately in love, and would do anything unreasonable in the way of a settlement, which is always a most desirable state of mind in which to have a young man. Ballivant then restored his little stumpy pen to its case, and after again conning his notes, arose and held them to the fire to dry the great cesspools of ink of which they were composed. Mr. Bunting, feeling like a man retiring from a witness-box, arose too, saying, then I suppose that will be all youll want with me?

I think so, replied Mr. Ballivant, tardily, I think so; all at present at least  stay!  save the name of your solicitor; which Mr. Bunting having given him, our hero then shook hands with his executioner, and gladly retired to his charmer. She was all smiles, radiance, and affability; and Mamma, under pretence of seeing about luncheon, presently hurried away to the scene of the inquisition. Mr. Ballivant was just unlimbering his great tortoise-shell-rimmed spectacles and pocketing his implements of torture as she entered.

Well, what have you made out? exclaimed Mrs. McDermott, with bated breath hastening up to him.

Well, mum, I think hell do, replied Mr. Ballivant, slowly and sententiously, I think hell do.  

You do, do you! exclaimed Mrs. McDermott.

Yes, mum, I think he will  he has a purty fortune.

How much? asked she, coming at once to the point.

Well, that I cant exactly say, mum, until I make further inquiries; but I should say he has a purty fortune  yes, a purty fortune. And Miss Rosa, I told him, would have a purty fortune too.

Yes, when Im done with it, rejoined Mrs. McDermott.

Certainly, assented Mr. Ballivant, who suspected as much.

Its not a case of necessity, you know, whispered Mrs. McDermott; Rosa has another string to her bow, and a good one.

Perhaps so, mum, assented Mr. Ballivant, perhaps so, mum; but theres an old saying, you know, mum, about the two stools, that youll perhaps remember, mum.

Theres no fear of that in this case, asserted Mamma.

Well, as far as this gentleman is concerned I should say not, replied Mr. Ballivant.

Nor the other either, rejoined Mrs. McDermott.

Then Miss Rosa is well laid in, and no doubt something will come of it; meanwhile I will make some inquiries and report progress to you as quickly as I can. So saying, Mr. Ballivant made a sort of crab-like movement towards the door, in which he was checked by the following exclamation from Mamma:

But how about the Castle, is there a keep and a dungeon, and everything proper?

Oh, the Castle! exclaimed Mr. Ballivant, stamping as he recollected himself; I knew there was something Id forgotten. It teas the Castle! How provoking! Had a flag-staff in my mind all the time, and somehow it got carried quite away to sea.

Oh yes, there should be a flag-staff too! you know, replied Mamma, else how would people know when they are at home?

Well then, mum, I really quite forgot all about it, said Mr. Ballivant, honestly. I really forgot all about it, thinking of the more important points. Shall I make an excuse for seeing Mr. Bunting again?

I hardly know, mused Mrs. McDermott, I hardly know. Perhaps we could manage an opportunity after luncheon.

Luncheon I never take, mum, thankee, replied Mr. Ballivant, hauling up a great gold watch by its new blue ribbon from his fob. I dine at three, and it will take me that time to get home; but Ill tell you what I can do, mum, I can make the inquiries by letter along with the others I have to institute.

Well, that may do perhaps, observed Mrs. McDermott, or Rosa might make them herself of Mr. Bunting.

Certainly, assented Mr. Ballivant; or we might both make them, and then we could see how the stories agreed.

That would do, said Mrs. McDermott, apparently satisfied, and now leading the way to the door. Rosa! exclaimed she, as she got into the passage, Rosa! Mr. Ballivant is going away, dear! whereupon our fair heroine broke off her tête-a-tête with our friend, and came out of the drawing-room at once to greet and bid Mr. Ballivant good-bye.

Ballivant bowed low to our beauty, who graciously tendered him her hand, which encouraged the grand inquisitor to repeat the opinion to her he had previously expressed to Mamma, namely, that he thought Mr. Bunting would do; adding, that he hoped he would make her a good husband, which he was sure she deserved to have; and that being about as much gallantry as he could muster at the moment, he turned to Mamma, saying, Still you know, mum, it is well to be prudent, and I would advise you to keep Miss back a little for the present. Whereupon Rosa, forgetting she had left the drawing-room door open, replied gaily, Oh, you neednt be afraid of me, Mr. Ballivant! You neednt be afraid of me, Im not one of the sentimental sort, a bearing that was anything but agreeable to our hero, who thought himself quite irresistible.

The old cast-iron-like cab-horse, having waited at the door for his cargo, Mr. Ballivant was presently in the fetid vehicle, and the harsh steps being raised, the dirty driver whipped lazily away, quite unconscious of the sensation the appearance of his passenger was creating in the country. Whats up? was the question at many a dinner and tea-table that day as Ballivants vehicle was traced to Privett Grove. Was it the Jug? or was it Miss Rosa? or was it the young Banker? or who? They would like uncommonly to know. Meanwhile, Mr. Ballivant having driven away from the door, Miss Rosa tripped gaily back to our friend and embraced him, as if she was the most loving, affectionate lady in the world  as if it was a regular case of Perish Savoy! with regard to the gentlemans feelings. And Puffing Billy, late Owen Ashford, having at length got Mr. Bunting home, he packed up his grandfathers Daftun and sent it by book-post to Mr. Ballivant, in corroboration of what he had said about the capabilities of his forest. And Rosa, reviewing the past, really thought that the gipseys prophecy was going to come true. And considering that Ballivant was satisfied, we really see no reason for forbidding the banns.

Let us now return to other parties who will be instrumental in unravelling the mystery.


CHAPTER LXXXIX.

THE DUKE OF TERGIVERSATIONS VISITING LIST.
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THE JUVENILE DAY will have prepared our readers for the approach of that festive season, when bitter frosts, and tradesmens bills, are supposed to promote hilarity, and when those who have anything to give away think that now is the time for doing it. Christmas, in short, was coming; though it is but justice to the Comet year to say, that it was a very different winter to the one that succeeded it. Indeed, the Comet year had no winter at all. Be it remembered, that with its successor (1859  60) the first fall of snow was on the 21st of October, and the last on the 28th of May  the week after Epsom.

Among those who were anxious to increase their difficulties in this our Comet year was our noble friend, the Duke of Tergiversation, who thought to propitiate tradesmen, and smooth all parties over with a ball and supper. Perhaps he was moved to this end by a desire to get rid of our fox-shooting friend, the Prince Pirouetteza, who, independently of being always in the way, was not quite so cleanly in his habits as the Duke could wish. And though his Grace had no objection to helping Lady Honoria Hopkins to a husband, he did not want to be the victim of a procrastinated courtship. So he determined to try what a ball and supper would do in the way of acceleration.

We often think it must be a difficult thing for a great man to find the exact equator of his visiting list  the broad line of demarcation that admits happy Brown and yet excludes poor pouting Jones and Robinson. The Duke and Duchess of Tergiversation managed their popularity matters upon a sort of debtor and creditor principle, those from whom they expected to get anything being sure to be asked, while those who had been used were postponed for further consideration, or until it was seen what the first shower of cards produced.

The process of filtration somewhat resembled the passing of a bill through Parliament, the measure originating in the Lower House, viz., in that of Mr. Cucumber, who, with the aid of his old visiting lists, arranged a new one of all the producible people in the country, with such observations as occurred to him in the course of his references to poll-books, and the notes he kept of the conversations he heard or what other people told him. To this he added a supplementary list of officers and parties who might be brought from a distance, a ball at a Castle being always very attractive. The list was then presented to his Grace, who went through the names seriatim, hearing Die pros and cons on each party, and finally handing it to the Duchess, who went through it in her own fashion, perhaps restoring names that the Duke had struck out, and striking out names that the Duke had retained. A dissolution of Parliament appearing probable, and the Duke having certain ambitious views on the county, the list was now scanned with more than ordinary care and attention, his Grace and Mr. Cucumber devoting a whole morning to the subject. The As were disposed of without any difficulty.

His Grace then turned over the page and got among the Bs.  Berrys, Beauchamps, Bedfords, Binks, Browns, Brews, Bushells, Butterwells, Bedingfields, Beningboroughs, Bowderoukins, Mr and Mrs. Well, now, what are the Bowderonkins queried for? asked the Duke.

Bowderonkins, Bowderonkins scuse me  but I think the name will be Roukins, Bowderoukins, replied Mr. Cucumber glancing at the list as he spoke.

Bowderoukins it is, assented his Grace, looking at it again. Well, what is the objection to the Bowderoukins?

Ho objection whatever, your Grace, that I know of; only they have not been here before.

Havent they. There will be some reason for that then. Turn to the poll-book, and see how he voted.

He was not on the Register at the last election, your Grace, replied Mr. Cucumber.

Is he now?

Yes, your Grace.

And nothing against him?

Nothing whatever, your Grace.

Have them by all means, replied the Duke. Secure him against another time, you know; so saying, the Duke struck his pen through the query, and proceeded with the list.

Boyston, presently read his Grace. Boyston, Boyston; is that the gentleman they call the Jug?

It is, your Grace, smiled Mr. Cucumber.  

What is there a query to his name for? asked the Duke.

Oh, that is for the Duchess, replied Mr. Cucumber.

Her Grace objected to his nankin trowsers on a former occasion, and that is merely to draw her Graces attention to the name.

Well, we will leave the Duchess to settle the point herself, said the Duke, passing on, aiding, he Musnt come without something of the sort at all events.

Certainly not, your Grace, replied Mr. Cucumber with an emphasis.  

Bunting,  who is Mr. Bunting? now asked the Duke.

Mr. Bunting is a very genteel young gentleman, who is down suitoring Miss McDermott of Privett Grove.

Ah, the little blue-eyed girl, who comes out hunting? observed the Duke.

The same, replied Mr. Cucumber.

I thought she was going to marry the bankers son, observed his Grace.  

Well, its between the two, rejoined Mr. Cucumber; even Getting I believe which gets her.

You are sure Mr. Bunting is all right? said the Duke, adding, I shouldnt like to have any convict captains down here.

Oh, all right, all right, replied Mr. Cucumber, confidently. Ive ascertained all that  quite the gentleman, quite the gentleman.

So Mr. Bunting was passed for a ticket, subject of course to the approval of the Duchess.

The Bs being disposed of with Mr. Bunting, the Cs came next The Crofts, the Cranes, the Cambos, the Churchhills, the Cheadles the Cutlers, the Coopers, the Cottons, the Chatterleys.

Well, what are Chatterleys queried for? asked the Duke.

The Chatterleys are queried, your Grace, because you struck them off after the last fête. Mr. Chatterley voted wrong.

Then if they were struck off before, what occasion is there to put them on this list? asked the Duke.

They have been presented at Court since, replied Mr. Cucumber.

Have they? replied the Duke; so much the worse; shows they dont know their places  shant come here. His Grace striking his pen through their names, saying, Every pig-jobber goes to Court now-a-days.

The unhappy Chatterleys, Mr., Mrs., and two Misses, being thus summarily disposed of, the Duke proceeded with the list, retaining of course the names of our friends the Goldspinks, Mr., Mrs., and Mr. Junior; also the McDermotts, Mrs and Miss, Mr. Jovey Jessop, and many others in whom the reader will take no interest.

When his Grace at length arrived at the Ws, and found the name of Mr. Brown White alone, he paused, for he recollected Black Whites gallant riding with Mr. Jovey Jessops hounds, and thought he ought to be rewarded.

Mr. Black Whites name not down, observed his Grace, looking up at Mr. Cucumber.

Mr. Black White,  Mr. Black White; no, your Grace. Mr. Black Whites name is not down. Your Grace said none of the neck-of-venison gentlemen need be put on to the ball list.

Well, said the Duke, I suppose there would be some reason for it. However, 

To err is human, to forgive divine.



We will advance Black White this time; so saying, his Grace added Mr. Black Whites name to the list of guests.

Mrs. Black White, then  would your Grace put Mrs. Black White on?

Mrs. Black White? No, certainly not, replied the Duke; got a brandy nose and wears a bad front. Cant bear a woman with a brandy nose and a bad front. So Mrs. Black White was rejected.

The important document was then ready for the Duchess inspection, upon whom Mr. Cucumber waited, and went through it again, explaining the additions and objections  Bowderoukins, Chatterleys, Nankins, Black White, and all. When the Duchess inquired for Mrs. Black White, and heard the reason why she had been rejected, her Grace placed her name on the list, saying, What has the Duke to do with her bad front? adding, she may not always wear the same one, you know. So Mrs. Black White was rescued at the last stage. The list being thus duly passed, a suitable number of imposing-looking cards were then produced, and the process of filling up the invitations commenced, and proceeded to the usual postal conclusion. Great was the emptying of the Castle bag into the country post-office, it being no longer thought derogatory, as it once was, to send invitations by other than a special messenger.


CHAPTER XC.

CARDS FOR A BALL.
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WHAT A COMMOTION it caused in the country when the great ducal cards with butter-pat-like seals permeated through the post office. How, when it transpired, as most things do transpire, that they were coming, the doubtful ones chucked up their chins, and pretended they would not go if invited; how the sure not to be invited said there was no fear of their being asked; and how the safe ones speculated upon whether Mrs. So-and-So would be there.

It spoils some peoples pleasure to find others at parties who they think would be better away. The exclusiveness of the thing is half the enjoyment to many. If the Duchess had submitted her list to the revision of the country at large it would have been extremely select at the end of the operation  reduced to something like a fox and goose board at the end of a game. Her Graces boudoir would have held the party.

Now there was a great to-do in all the country houses, Mr. Cucumber, having told a dozen people  all in strict confidence, of course  who in their turns told a dozen more, till there was not a milliners girl or a seamstress in the district who did not know what was going to happen. Indeed it is these poor creatures who are mainly interested in such events, for their services are all wanted by everybody at once, and there is little rest for them until the ball is over. But we have not got to their miseries yet, the spasms and convulsions of the country having yet to be undergone. Let us endeavour to describe them.

Mrs. Chatterley, who was what the Duke would call an ambitious woman, said in reply to the expression of a doubt on the part of Miss Mary, that Of course they would be asked. How was a ball to be made up if it wasnt from people like themselves, the court set. And she opened the letter-bag at breakfast the next morning with as much confidence of finding a card as a fisherman puts his hand into the landing-net, who has seen his trout flickering in it the minute before. What ho! no card!

The Times, three tradesmens bills, and a wine merchants circular. Mrs. Chatterley said nothing, showed no symptom of disappointment, nor did the young ladies, but all had their unpleasant misgivings. Mr. Chatterley chuckled to think he would escape the terrible balloonlike ball dresses.

Next day was the same, no card, but an increased supply of Christmas medicine. Still there was no public demonstration, though the young ladies confided their worst fears to each other in private. On the third morning, however, it being known that the Nether woods and others had received their invitations, Mrs. Chatterley on emptying the bag carefully, observed that the Castle ball must be a tradesmens one as they had not sent them cards. And this view, being adopted by the ladies, and endorsed by Mr. Chatterley, who observed it was most likely a new way the Duke had adopted for paying his old Christmas bills, the ladies ordered the barouche, and went driving about, tossing up their heads, when asked if they were going, as if they were many cuts above such an assembly.

The Bowderoukinses, on the other hand, were delighted when they got their card  a large glazed paste-board with the Duke and Duchess of Tergiversation requesting the honour of Mr and Mrs. Bowderoukinss company to a ball and supper! Well, wonders would never cease! They had always gone upon the umble tack, talking of the Tergiversations as people many cuts above them. Now places were changed, and the Duke and Duchess absolutely considered it honour to be visited by them. At least they said so, and that too in print, which everybody believes.

WHAT HAVE YOU GOT THERE, MISTTESS BOWDEHOUKINS? demanded our fat friend, as he saw his delighted spouse coming grinning along from the larder at post time with the important document in her hand.

Guess! exclaimed Mrs. Bowderoukins, putting it behind her.

Letter from the Lord Chamberlain, perhaps? suggested Mr Bowderoukins, ironically, well knowing what it was.

No! guess again! replied Mrs. Bowderoukins.

Well, perhaps Mr. Sugars, the grocers bill, said he, thinking to humour the delusion.

No! exclaimed Mrs. Bowderoukins, unable any longer to restrain herself, card from the Duke and Duchess of Tergiversation! putting it full before him.

Only think! ejaculated Bowderoukins.

Only think! responded his ecstatic spouse; what will Mrs. Tom Tucker say?

Death of her, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, rubbing his fat hands.

What shall I put on, Mr. Bowderoukins? now demanded his smiling wife.

Put on, my dear, replied Bowderoukins, well knowing what that question would lead up to put on, my dear?  Theres your cinnamon-coloured satin, or your striped  what de call it?

Oh, Mr. Bowderoukins, the striped is a morning dress.

Well, then, there is your fine green genoa velvet  give it a turn.

Oh, Mr. Bowderoukins, I have worn it till everybody is tired of seeing me in it. It is the dress that that odious Mrs. Cambo called me the Emerald Isle in. Im sure you wouldnt wish me to go a figure the first time, Mr. Bowderoukins.

Certainly not, my dear, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, certainly not, my dear; but you must not cut the Duchess out in her own house, you know.

Not much fear of that, replied Mrs. Bowderoukins; but I really think I should have a new dress on this occasion, dear Bowderoukins. Dont you think I should, Bowderoukins?

Well, my dear, I dont know, Im sure, my dear. You are the best judge, my dear  only its candle-light, my dear  things look very well by candle-light that look only middling by daylight, my dear; my black shorts are not very good when you come to examine them by daylight.

Oh, Mr. Bowderoukins, you dont understand these things  gentlemen never do. You know, I must have a new dress, sooner or later, Mr. Bowderoukins; so why not have it now when it will be a credit to wear it?

Well, my dear, you know best, replied Mr. Bowderoukins, shuffling away with his newspaper, seeing it was of no use contending with a lady who has made up her mind. And the same post that conveyed their answer to the Castle, carried a letter to Madame Gigot, in Geranium Crescent, for a new ball dress of the most fashionable order, to be down without fail in three days.

Mr. Jovey Jessops and his Jugs cards were sent in the same envelope, the Duchess having heard of the Jugs frequent peregrinations to Privett Grove, and relying upon the ladies smartening him up. It was not that her grace objected so much to the Jugs nankeens as to his not having them clean, the Jug having been chucked out of his buggy on a former occasion and alighting on his knees, had gone about all the evening with two great mud stains, looking for all the world like a mole-catcher without his traps.

Sivin-and-four of course had a card, including Mrs. Sivin-and-four and our esteemed young friend Jasper. Sivin and fours elivin and sivins eighteen, that cards from the castle, said he, as he saw it lying conspicuously on the drawing-room table, and sivins twenty eight, wish I maynt have to pay for the party; so saying he trudged down stairs into the Bank to have a look at the ledger.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivinty-sivins eighty-eight, just as I thought, said he, surveying the deficiency creeping on again. Wish he would pay up instead of keeping one out of ones bed at night, incurrin no end of expense of conveyance, and gloves, and nobody knows what. Really think Ill say no, and write a line drawing his tention to his account, for unless ones always at him he thinks he has nothin to do but draw, and the money will be forthcoming-just as if one had a well to draw it out of. When, however, answering time came, Mrs. Goldspink accepted in the names of all three, and begged the banker to keep his account for a more favourable opportunity.

Words cannot depict Mrs. Black Whites astonishment at receiving a card, and that not a supplementary one, but sent in the first issue. Mrs. Brown White had always twitted Mrs. Black White with not being castle company, and now she was suddenly elevated into equality with herself. She could not resist walking over to Belladonna Cottage to see her; but Mrs. Brown White suspecting the object of her errand, took the wind out of her sails, by saying she supposed she would have got a card for the great to-do at the castle, adding, with a yawn, as if she was out every night in her life, that she didnt know that Brown and she would be going, they had been so often that they were about tired of the thing. Still she would advise Mrs. Black to go, as she had never been there, and the castle was worth seeing, especially under such favourable circumstances, and altogether she patronised her not a little. So Mrs. Black White did not take much by her mission. However, what with those that were asked, and those that were not asked, and those that thought they ought to be asked, and those who would not have gone if they had been asked, there was a pretty commotion engendered throughout the country; and fashion, books, and pattern books, were in great demand among the fair, and many were the orders for dresses, all of course wanted immediately.


CHAPTER XCI.

THE DUCAL DIFFICULTIES.
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LET US NOW fake a glance at the domestic affairs at the castle. Getting up a ball is generally excitement enough for most people, but the Duke and Duchess of Tergiversations excitement was considerably increased by the difficulty there was in getting the necessary supplies. Country tradespeople can seldom afford to give long credit, and Mr. Cucumbers applications and orders were too generally met by the production of some long-standing bill-which it would be a real convenience to the parties to have settled. The duke was a great economist up to a sovereign. That sum he exceeded went right overhead in extravagance. He would criticise the board at a toll bar from top to bottom, to be sure he wasnt defrauded of a halfpenny, while he would think nothing of ordering a couple of hundred pounds worth of cut flowers for an evening party.

Flat, said his Grace to Mr Hydrangia, the Bayswater florist, as he accompanied that genius on a tour of inspection of the receiving rooms, on the evening of a great London ball.

Flat, repeated he as they got into the drawing room.

Dont know your Grace, replied Mr. Hydrangia, there are two hundred pounds worth of exotics here.

Then put two hundred pounds worth more, replied the Duke, without a moments hesitation.

How much? exclaimed he, cantering up Purbeck Bar on his way home, from half a-days hunting at Sandforth Heath.

Tuppence! replied old deaf Turner, the toll-keeper, holding out his hand for the money.

Tup-pence! it is but three half-pence surely, replied the Duke, pulling up, and going attentively through the list on the board  broad wheels, narrow wheels, exemptions and all.

Ah, well, twopence it is, at length replied he, coming to the horse department Theres your money! adding, as he cantered away, The man who would rob me of a single halfpenny, would rob roe of all Im worth in the world.

It was seeing the Duke at one of these wrangles, coupled with his own innate regard for the siller, that made Mr. Haggish so obstreperous about the green silk whopcord, that terrible outlay that had cost the Duke eighteenpence. But we are getting to the out-door department, instead of confining ourselves to the internal arrangements of the Castle. Well, the Dukes credit, we are sorry to say, was not very great, but he never would want for anything on that account; and on Cucumber devolved the responsibility of seeing the orders executed. The Duke was well cared for too, and many were the enquiries made after him by the Assurance Office people in London, the directors of some of which had proposed to club together to take him a-moor to keep him in health, thinking the battueing was not sufficiently severe exercise.

There is no doubt that London is fast absorbing the retail trade of the country, and will do so entirely if shopkeepers persist in making summer hideous by sending in their bills half-yearly and dunning accordingly; but in a case like the present, where the entertainment was given as much to procure votes as to promote gaiety, it would never do to throw the patronage away upon the metropolis, and come what would the necessary supplies must be procured on the spot. Still a country confectioners is a miserable affair, little in the shop, and nothing behind, though there is never any want of enterprise in the way of taking large orders, the parties relying on the assistance of all the drunken out-of-place creatures, and trusting to excuses, and the cat, for getting out of their difficulties. The cat got in at the last moment  the cat upset the cream  the cat eat the jelly  the cat destroyed the game; there never was such a cat.

In the Dukes case it was not so much the cookery that was wanted  for that could be done in the Castle  as the material wherewith to cook. When Betty Barns could get three and sixpence for her fowls at Jollyfield market, she was not going to send them on any visionary prospect of some day receiving three and nine from Mr. Cucumber for them. So that gentleman issued his orders without much success, for country people hang together, and if one says no, they generally all say no. If, therefore, the pleasure of a ball is enhanced by the trouble it gives, this ought to have been a very enjoyable one. A ball at Williss Booms is not considered equivalent to one in a private house, simply, we suppose, because all the paraphernalia is at hand, no taking doors off their hinges, no turning masters study upside down, or making the library into a room for the ladies. So with the supper  supper for so many  bill for supper for so many  an order and a cheque  comprise the trouble  does the whole business. That however will only do for the division of labour peculiar to the unlimited means and appliances of the capital. The country must always be dependent upon separate purveyors, unless indeed parties choose to entrust the arrangements to some great London house; but then what a thing it would be if it should come a snow storm, and the supper be drifted up short of its destination! A ball without a supper would never do. The Duke of Tergiversation, however, had enough work with Hydrangia and people when in London, without troubling them to come into the country, so he drew his supplies from native industry.

First and foremost undoubtedly is the champagne. There must be plenty of champagne, at least, plenty of pop, fizz, banging, for as it is not all gold that glistens, so it is not all grand mousseux that sparkles. The wine, the Castle cellars supplied, and Mr. Cucumber and the butler understood the judicious mixture  when to interpolate a few bottles of grape, when to sow the pure supply stronger. Lights come next. There must be a perfect blaze of light, and in these glorious days when competing companies almost force their goods upon the public, sending their cash prices and their booking prices, as if determined to have an order, there can be little difficulty in procuring an abundant supply; and Cucumber gave magnificent orders for transparent wax, and China wax, and Ceylon wax, and the finest Colza oil, all of which came down carefully packed, with obsequious invoices, in some instances the railway-carriage paid  for weak-minded tradesmen are terribly obnoxious to the influence of rank. Next in importance to the wine and light is the music, and whether or not we have recently turned a military nation, there can be no doubt that we have greatly advanced as a musical one. There is scarcely a village of any size without its band, and where nothing but cock and dog fighting went on, and nothing but bacchanalian songs were heard, we have now the notes of soft music wafted on the breeze. We cannot but think if our legislators were to increase the harmless enjoyments of the people  say throw open the Museums, the Picture Galleries, the Crystal Palace on a Sunday  they would do them far more real service than by burthening them with a troublesome franchise that they do not require.

Well, the wine, lights and music being procured, the delicacies of the season  the beef, mutton, and cheese, as the sailor described a sumptuous repast he had had  were next considered, and Haggish was charged to make predatory excursions among the poultry whenever he went out with the hounds. Eggs, butter, and cream, too, were sought far and wide. So what with contributions on-the spot, and consignments from town, things at length assumed the dimensions of a grand entertainment, and the Castle looked as if it would stand a prolonged siege, or sustain a very heavy invasion.


CHAPTER XCII.

THE GENERAL DIFFICULTIES.
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HAVING GLANCED AT the Dukes difficulties, let us take a look at those of the guests. By the time the cards became due, the winter had just got to that critical period when we may look for all sorts of weather within the short space of four-and-twenty hours,  rain, snow, frost, sunshine; hunting on one side of a hill, skating on the other. The weather, however, does not in general make much matter to the ladies  so long as they can get into their carriages and out again, they do not care much what it is. It is the gentlemen who are always looking at their aneroids and land marks speculating on the atmosphere, and calculating the damage to their invaluable harness and horses  horses that they wouldnt take any money for.

And in truth, those who went to the Dukes on a ball night had needs look about them, for the stable accommodation was scanty at best, and three in a stall nothing uncommon. Providing proper stable accommodation for the visitors horses is another of the difficulties peculiar to country gaiety. Mr. Willis would look rather blank if all the coachmen setting down at his rooms in Kings Street were to want billets for their horses and something for themselves. The Duke looked upon the matter in a metropolitan point of view  he didnt ask the horses  they formed no part of the entertainment  could not be a horse quadrille if it was ever so; therefore, after such accommodation as the master of the horse and Mr. Haggish could spare was filled, the corners were left a good deal to chance and the care of the neighbouring publicans. First come, first served was generally the order of the day.

A ball being to the ladies a good deal what a fox hunt is to the gentlemen, there was a great demand for quarters and filling of country houses for miles around the Castle, which on the afternoon of the day somewhat resembled a fortress in a state of siege, the martello towerlike dresses of the ladies contributing to the idea. Then the fever of anxiety was increased in some houses on finding that the martello towers could not by any means be got into the carriages  at least not in the proportions they had theretofore been, when dresses wore smaller and more controllable.

A set dinner-party on a ball night, is always an undesirable, uncomfortable affair in the country, and had better never be attempted. The ladies are always in a fidget about something, and mysterious messages are getting constantly delivered, causing abrupt risings and departures, and perhaps frowning brows on the return. Then there is that constant looking at watches, and asking the gentlemen what oclock it is, no lady ever relying upon her own watch; and evident desire to be among the laces and flounces of the toilette instead of the flowers and fricandeaux of the dinner-table.

Young gentlemen are not much easier, and long to be at the looking-glass instead of the wine-glass  not an undesirable change from the days when it was thought necessary to be well primed before going to a ball.

Pater Familias generally does the bulk of his dressing before dinner  all most likely save putting on the immaculate tie and the No. 1 coat and vest  for he finds that stooping encourages blood to the head rather than digestion; and just as he has imbibed his usual allowance of wine, and about read himself asleep, the door opens and in glides a lady so large and gorgeous, so differently dressed to the one who went out, that he has to rub his knuckles well into his eyes in order to recognise her person. What! Mrs. Sunnyfield, is that you? exclaims he.

Yes, Sun, my dear, its me. Shouldnt you be getting ready? The carriage will be round directly.

Well, that is a dress! exclaims Sun, jumping up and hurrying out of the room, wondering what sort of a figure it will cut in the bill. He then dives into his clothes, and, putting himself into his paletot, resigns himself complacently to the hands of his fair executioner.

It is a pity the coachmakers had not foreseen the rage of crinoline, so as to have shaped their vehicles accordingly. The hooded and headed contrivances of the country  the turbot-tubs upon wheels  are but ill calculated to convey the expanded gig umbrellas they are now called upon to hold. Moreover, the budded and buttoned things are seldom wholly proof against weather. They may be all very well in the day-time, when a traveller can see the coming storm and meet it accordingly; but it is not nice to drive eight or ten miles in the dark, with the keen wind whistling through its pet aperture into ones ear, or for a lady to feel the drop, drop, drop of the neatsfoot-oiled water from the head upon her rich pink silk or beautiful moire antique. All this, too, perhaps amid the comfortable laudations of the owner at the convenience of a carriage that can be made either a close or an open one at pleasure.

Then the job carriages; what work there is with the job carriages. What resuscitation of old post-chaises, impromptu-ising of post-boys, and impressing of horses  animals that scarcely know what harness is are somehow accepted as safe and sufficient security. If the history of all the quadrupeds that run in public conveyances were known, people would not be so fond of getting into them. Yet somehow the good-natured public seem to take it all for granted, and the crazier a concern is, the more they seem to like it. Look at the ram-shackling things that go out of a country town on a market day, piled up on the roof like a Covent Garden cabbage cart. But let us off to the ball and get there as best we cap And to so absorbing an event let us devote a separate chapter.


CHAPTER XCIII.

TEE DUCHESS OF TERGIVERSATIONS BALL.
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THE DUCHESS OF Tergiversation of course had fixed her ball for the full moon, relying upon that kindly planet keeping matters right; and certainly up to the afternoon of the day things wore a very promising appearance. But the moon had scarcely gained her ascendancy, ere that encircling haze, so popular with sportsmen  so inimical to dresses, indicated a change; and ere the melon-frames, the turbot-tubs, and the various vehicles chartered for the occasion came round to their respective doors, a very decided rain was established. Then the ladies, with much the air of peacocks striving for a port on a windy day, having at length encircled themselves into their carriages, the gentlemen dived in at random, execrating the weather and the capacious crinolines, and objurgating the Duchess for her confounded condescension  wished she had kept her cards to herself. And the whole country was then presently alive with the Tumbling of wheels, the shining lights of carriages  apparently stationary, but in reality moving  surprising the country and pike people, many of which latter came to open their gates in very light attire. So the approaching forces neared the Castle just like sportsmen proceeding to a meet  some parties waxing nervous the nearer they got to it. Great people have very little idea what awe they inspire.

Fair reader, were you ever the first to arrive at a ball or other place of public entertainment? seen the wild hurry consequent on the finishing stroke  the getting into place of the various actors  the bewigged and broad-backed coachman at the door, the powdered footmen within, the out-of-livery gentlemen further back? If so we are inclined to suspect you have not repeated the experiment a second time. And yet somebody must come first; but still there is no occasion to arrive before you are asked. It is generally observable at London balls that the first persons to come are those whom the mistress least wishes to see, namely, some unfortunate country cousins whom it has been seriously debated whether to have or not, and who now show their gratitude by making themselves as conspicuous as possible, in all the eccentricity of bygone fashions. For though they have got new clothes, they are husbanding them to take back into the country  nobody, as they say, knowing them in London.

The first to arrive at the Castle on this auspicious night were our friends the Bowderoukinses, though they had had a desperate dispute about the propriety of punctuality  Mr. Bowderoukins insisting that it was only a proper mark of respect to attend punctually upon a first invitation, Mrs. Bowderoukins maintaining that a ball was not like a dinner, and that people might go to a ball any time they liked, provided they did not go before the hour fixed.

However, Bowderoukins being master of his own horse, had the steady family nag in the vehicle at a minute to the time he fixed, and not being a man to rest quiet under impulsive circumstances, Mrs. Bowderoukins thought it best to have herself in her rich rustling red moire antique dress too. And considering the horse was but a slow one, to whom the heavy roads were anything but familiar, it said something for Jonathans jehuship that he brought them up under the grand portico within a quarter of an hour of his estimate. Then, the leathern appliances being loosened, the oven door was opened, and Mr and Mrs. Bowderoukins turned out as best they could, just as another horses head poked up behind to claim the honour of second place. The ports were then opened, and from a dribbling stream of carriages the line gradually became closer and more connected, until a slowly moving procession was formed, reaching from the Castle to the centre gates.

But for the gleam of lights and the profusion of gaudy servants lining the spacious armour-decked entrance hall, Mrs. Bowderoukins would have admonished Bowdey on the impropriety of their early coming; as it was she submitted to the almost mute guidance of sundry white-kidded hands, all delicately indicating the way to the cloak and tea room; while Bowdey followed on, blinking like an owl suddenly turned out of his ivy bush against the radiance of the midday sun. Even here our friends were too soon, for only one pretty maid had got herself into her white muslin with cherry-coloured ribbons, and though the tea apparatus was on the counter-like table, the Bohea was not even put into the pots.

The fact was the Duchess was behind-hand with her toilette, having scolded her French maid well for putting her out the wrong dress, and the backwardness of the main-spring had communicated itself to the rest of the works of the Castle. Mrs. Bowderoukins, therefore, finding that she could give herself pause, deliberately sat down, determined to tea for half an hour if necessary.

She had not long to wait, for first one young group of maidens and then another came trooping in, all fuss and flowers, and gig umbrellas, chattering and wondering and wanting their beaux. Then the ladies began shaking hands, asking after the absent, and expressing their pleasure at seeing each other  some inwardly wishing their rivals were further. And they got so chatty and agreeable, and reinforcements poured in so quickly that they seemed to have forgotten all about the ball, so much so indeed, that her grace having at length descended, magnificently radiant of course, wanted people to admire her freshness, so she converted Mr. Cucumber into a gentleman usher of the black rod, and sent him to summon the guests. Whereupon, there was a great drawing on of gloves, arranging of lace, twirling of hoops, making way for each other to go first  for as it has often been observed, there is more trouble in marshalling a party of justices wives than a bevy of duchesses.

Then the rustling commenced amid the guidance of voluminous garments, and names were passed on from footman to footman placed at intervals on the stairs, until the guests reached the elegant groom of the chamber, whose attire far eclipsed that of most of the visitors. The Duchess was standing in state, the centre of a semicircle, formed of the Duke, Lord Marchhare, and Lady Honoria Hopkins, all splendidly attired  the Duke and his Lordship after the manner of the cocktails, wearing the full dress uniform of the hunt  orange coloured coats, with cherry coloured linings collars and cuffs, white shorts, and white silk stockings. The Duchess dressed in a splendid new double pink satin dress with rich bouillons of tulle and point lace, a magnificent diamond stomacher, and a tiara of diamonds on her head  the light of a neighbouring cut-glass chandelier being enlisted to perfect the radiance of the group.

The Duchess was a capital hand at measuring affability, and could do the smiling and freezing, almost with the same face. She could also apportion her politeness with all the accuracy of a letter weigher  an ounce to Mrs. Young, two to Miss Springfield, three to Mr. Addleton, none to Brown White. It was as good as a play and a farce put together to stand aside and mark the trepidation depicted on the countenances of the corners, and the look of joy that prevailed after they had passed the dread ordeal.

This sort of thing, however, is not peculiar to the country. Most people have some donnish acquaintance, who patronise them in the country and shy them in town; and in these days of general locomotion it is as well to ascertain who they are, so as to avoid a rebuff. There is never much difficulty in doing so, for they are always pretty notorious  indeed you see by a certain stately gathering as they approach, and a soit of semicircular movement that they do not wish to detain you. If you chance to meet them in society they accord you a very stiff bow, as much as to say, no shaking hands here, if you please, or, I think, sir, your place might have been better filled in this house. These are the charmers of society to whom literary people who draw from the life are so much indebted for character and incident. Perhaps, however, there is no more valuable acquirement than that of knowing when to use the hat and when the hand.

The Duchess meanwhile continues her reception; bows, and smiles, and curtsies, and shakes of the hand, with here and there a convenient obliviousness. The Smiths, the Fields, the Swineys, the Dockets, and the Dunns pass unseen, but the Beauchamps, and the Bedfords, are detained for a hug. Then the Langdales, the Holleydales, the Netherwoods, the Wheelers, the Cambos, the Cheadles, and the Thomsons come trooping in and pass rapidly on, while the Dingwalls and Wood-roses, who are tall and good looking, are kept for a while in the neighbourhood of the select circle.

The flow of company now becomes unbroken and continuous, names get mixed and greetings misappropriated; but the large apartments with the noble picture-gallery in aid are far more than sufficient to accommodate all corners. The guests disperse and range the rooms, wandering about like cattle entering a strange field. Lord Marchhare is now beauing the beautiful Miss Rebecca Isaacs, who has come down from town with uncle Joseph Samuel to try to get pay for that new Swaneveldt his grace pressed so much on the admiration of his banker when he called about his little balance. But where is that worthy gentleman with his sivin and four troublesome calculations? Oh, there he is, shorts and all, yawning already, with Mrs. Goldspink in a red and yellow dress with a portentous turban on her head. Sivin-and-four cant make out why people turn night into day for the pleasure of dancing, while Mrs. Sivin-and-four, who is full of furnishing, goes prying about looking at and feeling everything, thinking and wondering what will do for their new house at Garlandale.

And now, after a few prefatory twangs, a perfect crash of music, such as only a stout country band can produce, bursts forth, drawing all the ambulatory guests into the beautiful octagon ball-room, whose white and gold walls are lit up in a style extremely inimical to dirty dresses. In the company pour at all the four doors, and the thing immediately assumes the proportions of a grand ball. Not flat at all. And as the vigorous band ply the overture to the Traviata Quadrille, the grinning Prince Pirouetteza pilots in the Duchess, looking a very different prince to what he was when getting bumped on the unruly Timour the Tartar. The Duke, as we said before, had had about enough of his highness, and meant the ball to be the grand concluding event of the visit. The ladies, however, pulled the other way, especially the Lady Honoria Hopkins, who would rather be the wife of a dirty prince than the widow of a clean Englishman. So whenever the Duke asked Cucumber in the ladies presence if he knew anything about His Highnesss movements, the Duchess would exclaim, Oh, dear Duke, never mind about that! nevermind about that! Im sure hes no trouble to any one.
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The Prince is now a tremendous swell, with his stiff wrist-bands turned half way up to his elbows, and his broad chest glittering with jewelry and orders, real or imaginary. He had consumed five wax candles, to say nothing of a blazing fire, in getting himself up to his satisfaction, and in capering and attitudinising before the cheval glass in his bed-room. And now the various quadrilles being arranged, and the anxious musicians having taken breath, at a clap of the Princes well-gloved hands, a start is effected; and away the ladies dart and glide, and the gentlemen dive and duck amid the masses of tulle and crinoline to the sound. The ball is then established, and the late timid ones are astonished that they should have thought there was anything to be afraid of. A galop follows the quadrilles, and introduces fresh comers.

Who is this pleasant looking man in a black coat with a white waistcoat and white cravat, with whom everybody shakes hands as he advances quietly up the room, with his Gibus hat in his hand? Jovey Jessop! so it is  Jovey without his Jug. What has got the old boy? Oh, yonder he is, beauing Mrs. McDermott, who really looks quite handsome in her new light gray moire antique with broad black lace flounces, and a white feather wreath around her head. And what a swell old Tom is himself, fine new blue coat with a velvet collar and bright buttons, white vest, new nankins with shiny shoes, and open clocked gauze silk stockings. We will be bound to say, the old fellow thinks they will serve a double purpose, do for the ball to-night, and to be married in, if Mrs. McDermott is agreeable. He looks quite respectable and really by no means ugly. The Duchess vouchsafed him a hand as he came in, and said she was glad to see him at the Castle, quite a different reception to the one he got when he had been down on his knees. And really when we look at Mrs. McDermott and Tom we think we see a similarity between them  a sort of Mr and Mrs. Jugishness.

But see! who have we here? Who is this velvety Tom-cat-looking man, all silk, satin, and jewelry, with a pink shirt front worked with festoons of flowers and humming birds. We have seen him before; heard that sardonic laugh, watched that tortuous twirl. It cant be ODicey? Yet ODicey we believe it is. ODicey it is, as we live! Well, who would have thought of seeing ODicey at a Dukes. How came he here? We will tell you, gentle reader. That great capitalist Mr. Wanless, is going to lend his Grace three hundred and fifty thousand pounds, to relieve him from the Insurance Offices, and other troublesome people. Meanwhile the Duke is going to put his name to a little paper for the great British merchant to manipulate, and ODicey is down with the proper stamps for the purpose. we wish his grace may get the proceeds.

That, however, is no business of ours. But watch ODicey, watch the charming impudence with which he approaches and greets the victim of the mutton chop dinner. One would think their positions had been reversed, and that ODicey was the loser instead of the winner.

Holloa, old boy! exclaims he, thrusting his hand vehemently into our heros, holloa, old boy! how goes it? Dash it, Ive been thinking of you this I dont know how long, wondering when you were coming to have your revenge. And thereupon ODicey shook our friends hand so severely as almost made him doubt whether ODicey was the rogue the world gave him credit, or rather, discredit for being.

Well, and have they got you spliced yet? asks ODicey, with a significant glance at our friend; have they got you spliced yet?

No, not yet, replies Jasper, in a tone that as good as said I am going to be, though.

Why, what a slow coach you are! exclaimed ODicey, tickling Jasper in the ribs with his fore-finger: I thought youd have been old father Caudle by this time. Wheres the lady? continued he, glancing hastily round the room.

There, replied Jasper, nodding promiscuously at a group of sprightly waltzers.

Where? retorted ODicey, not being able to recognise her.

Here! replied Jasper, as our fair heroine now whisked past in the scarcely-board-touching Violante Valse.

So it is! replied ODicey, now watching the floating of the triple-skirted tulle dress looped up with flowers, adding, but shes got her hair in ringlets! Whats that for?

Because I please, replied Jasper.

All right, rejoined ODicey; adding, glad youve cut out that man-coquette, who is only fit for a dancing-master, alluding to Mr. Bunting, in whose grasp the lovely Rosa was then revolving, her bright eyes flashing dangerously through the fluttering graces of her curls.

There was some truth in what Jasper said about the ringlets, for we may mention that Mr. Ballivant had been over to Privett Grove again, and his report of the Scotch property had turned the scales again in Jaspers favour. Otherwise there is no saying but Rosa might have had her hair plain, which Mr. Bunting always told her she looked much the best in. And here a word about the property.

Our friend Jock Haggish says that if ever he wants to get acquainted with any gentlemans private affairs, he either gans to the Vawlet whats a coourtin of the ladys maid, or else to yen o them Writer Deavils i the next toon, and it so happened that Mr. Ballivant applied to the same Writer Deavil who had been similarly employed by another party (Biter and Co., we believe) on a previous occasion, who wrote word back that though he would not say Mr. Bunting was a liar, yet he would say that ho was a very great economist of the truth, for that he (the W. D.) had had this property through hands before, and there was nothing wherewith to make a settlement, and altogether, the W. D. said, a sovereign would satisfy the trouble he had been put to in the matter, for which he requested a P. O. O.

This, however, Mr. Bunting did not know; and now, the music of the valse having ceased, Jasper went up in a sort of you-be-off way to Mr. Bunting, and claimed Miss Rosa for the coming quadrille (Jasper couldnt waltz, at least only went round like a cart-wheel, and even that made him sick), and the fair lady and he were presently promenading together, the lady now smiling and smirking, and looking as if it was a regular case of Perish Savoy! with regard to Mr. Buntings feelings. Admiration Jack, however, was on too good terms with himself to imagine it was anything but Rosas natural kindness of disposition, especially as her great love for waltzing always made her gladly respond to his invitation to become his partner for them, to say nothing of the occasional interpolation of a quadrille  when the figure, the Lancers for instance, was more than the other genius could manage.

And as gentlemen have not the same taste for cutting each other out that ladies have, Miss Rosa passed from one to the other throughout the evening, to the great amusement of the lookers on, who speculated largely on the result  ODicey backing Jasper heavily whenever he could. get an opportunity; Miss Flintoff saying Rosa was a little whalebone-hearted thing, who did not deserve to have either; and many other ladies conspiring to run her down. Even in ringlets, however, she was decidedly the belle of the evening, and for dancing none of them could come near her, though Captain Ambrose Lightfoot did essay to spin his betrothed, Miss Laura Springfield, against her; yet Rosa held fast, and, guided by Mr. Bunting, distanced them immeasurably.

And now, we declare, here is old Sir Felix Flexible! Sir Felix, with his star and all complete, bowing and scraping, and acknowledging the marked attention he receives from everybody. Now ODicey steps familiarly up to him and slapping him on the shoulder, exclaims, Holloa, old boy! how goes it? How are Philip of Macedon and all our friends in Greece? ODicey tendering the baronet his hand, who almost involuntarily takes it, before he recognises hi» speech-stealing friend at the Rocks, who, however, the baronet supposes, must be a proper acquaintance as he meets him at a Dukes. So Sir Felix vouchsafes him a little notice, and ODicey looks about in hopes that people see it.

First love valse and supper dance! Who shall describe the commotion caused by that announcement? The rushing for partners  the claiming of partners  the evasion of partners. Miss Beauchamp is so sorry, she really thought it was number eleven dance,  would Mr. James Green Foozle kindly excuse her? and then she goes off laughing with Captain Winfield. How the Jug, who has been nursing a leg very carefully beside Mrs. McDermott, on a magnificent yellow and gold ottoman in the ante-room, suddenly lets it down, and rising offers her his arm, and Miss Rosa is only permitted to valse with Mr. Bunting on condition of surrendering to Jasper the moment it is over Captain Ambrose Lightfoot claims one Miss Springfield, and young Mr. Netherwood the other; and all the engaged and semi-engaged ones, whom it is needless to enumerate, presently coalesce, and go spinning about like teetotums.

Courtship is something like stag hunting, of which few care to see the finish. The indifferent spectator knows that after the offer comes the church, just as the sportsman knows that the stag will be taken sooner or later  in a pond, a bam, a brickfield, any place that comes uppermost. It is the beginning  the uncarting  that people want to see. Neither is it perhaps necessary for us to follow the guests to the demolition of all the viands we described as getting gathered together, seeing that the whole affair was chronicled in the county papers in far more accurate form than we can pretend to  Mr. Cucumber sketched it out, the Duke filled it in, and the Duchess polished it off.

There used to he a funny fellow in the north of England some time ago, called Billy Purvis, a sort of half conjuror half play-actor, who found it his interest to occasionally give a performance for the benefit of some charity; and one day, after exhibiting on behalf of the Newcastle Infirmary, he presented himself to pay over the proceeds to the credit of the institution. The treasurer having counted the cash and thanked Billy for it, chanced to observe, as he was going away, Perhaps, Mr. Purvis, you would like this to appear in the papers? whereupon, Billy turning sharp round and spread-eagleing himself, exclaimed with astonishment, Papors! aye te be shu-er. Why, whaat would be the use o mar givin it if it wasnt put i the papors? We often think honest Billys answer accounts for a good deal of the philanthropy of this world. Where would be the use of people doing this or that, if it wasnt put i the papors?

And so that there might be no mistake about the matter, the Duke always did his own reporting himself, letting the public know when he had a dinner, when he had a dance, when he had a battue, when he went from home, when he came back, and when, as in this instance, he had a grand ball. Of course the newspaper people did not sell him, as some of them occasionally do the quack medicine mongers, by putting Advertisement at the top of the paragraph; on the contrary, they let him have the full swing of the paper, as if he was really great We himself, a deception that was aided by occasional affectation of ignorance; as for instance, in giving a list of the guests, his grace would write as far as we have been able to learn, or in reporting his own speech, the paper would have it, the noble Duke spoke nearly as follows, as if the reporter had not been able to catch all he said.

Still, with a little allowance for a certain couleur de rose style, the accounts were very accurate, and on an occasion like the present embraced the variety of topics other than the splendour of the ball, such as the pedigree of the Prince, who We were sorry to hear was going away; also the cordiality of the Duke; the beauty and affability of the Duchess; the magnificence of the place; the success of the late battue; the staunchness of the hounds  winding up with a well-turned eulogium on the advantages of having such an exemplary family resident in the county, and the expression of the decided conviction of great We, that such enlarged liberality would be duly remembered at the coming crisis  meaning of course the general election.

Thats diplomacy, said the Duke, as, having received the revised account from the Duchess and interpolated the passage about the departure of the Prince, he sealed the missive and dropped it into the letter-box for transmission by post.


CHAPTER XCIV.

MR. BALLIVANT AGAIN.
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OUR FRIEND MR. Bunting was soon enlightened as to the result of the Buntingbury Castle enquiry. The day after the memorable ball, as he was laying in bed feverish with excitement and with the ghost of a tune in his head, he overheard a colloquy between his valet and a voice which he presently recognised as belonging to Mr. Ballivant. Bonville was presently at his bed side with the ominous name written in the old unmistakeable characters on a small slip of not over-clean paper.

Ballivant! gasped Mr. Bunting, feeling that the long-delayed crisis was come at last. Ballivant, repeated he, dropping the slip of paper down the bed-side Show him up stairs  get him the Times and tell him Ill be with him directly. So saying, our hero, bounded out of bed and extemporised a costume wherein to receive judgment.

To be or not to be, that was the point thought he as he rushed into his trowsers, combed out his whiskers, and frizzed up his hair with both hands. Knotting the silken cord of his cerulean blue dressing-gown hastily around him, he threw open the door in the wooden partition that separated his bed-room from his sitting-room, and stood in the dread presence.

Sc-cuse my toilette, said he, bowing and advancing to greet him.

By all means, replied Mr. Ballivant, rising and bowing.

Have you breakfasted? asked Mr. Bunting, pointing to the cable equipage.

Many hours since, replied Mr. Ballivant drily, resuming his seat by the fire, and at the same time, diving into his outside coat-pocket for the dread Daftun.

Mr. Bunting took a chair beside him.

Ive brought back your book, said Mr. Ballivant, producing and presenting it to Mr. Bunting.

Thank ye, said our nervous hero, receiving it.

It is an illustration of the truth of the old saying, that if you will allow a man to use figures, he may undertake to prove any thing, observed Mr. Ballivant drily.

How so, asked Mr. Bunting, fearing the answer.

Because, said Mr. Ballivant, Mr. Daftun calculates that if he plants a tree it must necessarily grow and be of a certain size at a certain age, regardless of soil, climate, situation, and everything else, whereas nothing can be more fallacious, for the growth of one tree is no criterion for the growth of another, even on the same spot, let alone all the world over.

Hum, mused Mr. Bunting, feeling it was too true. Well, then, you think Daftun is wrong, observed Mr. Bunting.

Certain hes wrong in this case, replied Mr. Ballivant Out altogther.

Dash the Daftun, inwardly growled Bunting  thinking how often he had been thrown over by him. Mr. Bunting now thought ho would have his turn, and throw Daftun over.

Then how about the other property, asked he, after a short pause.

The other property is very purty, replied Mr. Ballivant, very purty for a single mans property, but it would hardly support the requirements of married life  not at least according to the high standard at which expectations are now pitched.

Not if theres love on both sides? demanded Mr. Bunting eagerly.

I think not, said Mr. Ballivant drily, with an ominous shake of his head.

Mr. Bunting gasped for breath.

The fact is, said Ballivant, sotto voce, we have two strings to our bow, and can afford to be a little fastidious.

I see, said Mr. Bunting resignedly.

Not that I advocate mercenary matches, observed Mr. Ballivant, but every days experience shows one the necessity of prudence and caution.

No doubt, replied Mr. Bunting, no doubt  only when there is mutual attachment and tolerable sufficiency it seems hard.

True, rejoined Mr. Ballivant, true, only sufficiency is a thing that no one has ever been able to define. It is something like riches  a man considers himself rich enough when he has got a little more than he has. People want to begin life where their parents used to end it. Women are educated now solely for the ornamental.

Well, but am I to understand that all this comes from the young lady herself? asked Mr. Bunting.

To a certain extent  to a certain extent, replied Mr. Ballivant. The fact is, Miss Rosa places herself a good deal in the hands of her Mamma, who consults me, and he was going to say, takes my advice or not as she likes it, but he checked himself at the and.

And you think it wont do? suggested Mr. Bunting.

I dont say that, replied Mr. Ballivant. I dont say that  it might do with prudence and economy  in fact, I have known many people marry upon much less, but then this young lady has the option of a great deal more, and here he checked himself again.

Which youll advise her to take, I suppose, observed Mr. Bunting.

I dont say that either, replied Mr. Ballivant, I dont say that either, but

Its a great temptation I suppose you think, continued Mr. Bunting.

Undoubtedly it is, assented Mr. Ballivant. Undoubtedly it is  nobody who scratches so grey a head as I do can be insensible to the advantages of money; but you had better see the ladies themselves  you had better see the ladies themselves, continued he, and if you can arrange matters with them, I assure you I shall be quite as happy to draw your settlement as Mr. Whats-his-name. So saying, our visitor arose and tendering his hand withdrew, leaving our unhappy hero transfixed with depression. Mr. Ballivant made the descent of the tortuous staircase, regained his vehicle, was shut in with a loud slam of the door, and a shout of right! from sore-eyed Sam, while the sound of the wheels had died out in the distance, ere he awoke to a full consciousness of his situation.

Ill go and see them myself, at length muttered he, ringing the bell for his breakfast, and,  ordering a  horse to  be  got ready immediately, he commenced the  to and fro  operation  of  eating and dressing at the same time. Having gulped a cup of coffee, and accomplished a half négligé toilette, careless cravat with dejected collars, but assiduous coat, waistcoat, and trowsers, he mounted Puffing Billy, and was presently urging him  along at a  pace that by no means comported with the horses infirmities. In  due time  he  arrived at Privett Grove.

Mrs. McDermott had anticipated his coming, and was on the watch to receive him. No castle no courtship being her fixed resolution, she greeted him kindly, but quite in the close-the-account style. After a little talk about the boll, she at once led up to the subject, by expressing her high opinion of Mr. Buntings character, manners, and acquirements, but candidly stated that both Mr. Ballivant and she were greatly (cough) disappointed at the (hem) result of their enquiries; and Mr. Bunting knowing well where the shoe pinched, durst not try to combat the point. Chalker and Chargers, and Biter and Cos, bills, rose up in judgment against him.

But you had better see Rosa herself, continued Mrs. McDermott, thinking to shift the responsibility on her daughter; and Mr. Bunting, glad to escape the now austere lady, readily sought the solace of Bosss charms.

He found her in the drawing-room, elegantly attired in a new blue silk dress, with a plurality of small flounces, and either with a view of still holding him on, or from a desire of leaving a favourable impression, she had her hair plain as it was on the eventful Pic Nic day, instead of in the Kinglets she had lately worn. Mr. Bunting at first looked upon this as a favourable omen, but our prudent young lady soon gave him to understand that though she had the highest opinion of him, and should ever think of him with the greatest esteem and regard, and hoped they would long remain friends; yet she would not think of acting contrary to her beloved Mammas wishes. Perish Savoy! if she would. And not all the vows he made, or the sentiment he could muster, seemed to have the slightest effect upon her resolution.

Mamma, however, having timed them pretty accurately, came in just as, having exhausted his arguments, he was invoking poetry to his aid, when ringing for cake and wine, she sat down to her needlework  the old Baden-Baden towel again  as if she meant to remain; and when that is the case the sooner the suitor goes the better. So without any extra formality our friend took leave, and just as ho regained the gate who should come up but the Jug  the Jug in a bran new hat, blue frock coat, and fancy vest, with a mauve coloured tie, and mauve coloured kid gloves, mounted on Billy Roughun, with Billy Button in a blue and yellow livery riding behind him. The Jug turned nearly mauve colour himself, for the day was chilly, and he had taken a stiffish glass of brandy to brace himself, which, coupled with his natural rubicund hue, worked upon by a guilty conscience, contributed to the effect. Mr. Boyston was much embarrassed, for he was just going to qualify as he thought, to be Mr. Buntings stepfather, and ought perhaps to be saying something facetious on the subject, whereas poor Mr. Bunting was in reality going away, and would gladly have avoided the collision; so after sundry splutters at each other, and nearly knocking their horses heads together in their anxiety to get out of each others way, they passed and proceeded on their respective routes  Boyston for Elysium, Bunting for Burton St. Leger.

Arrived at home, he indignantly thrust his Daftun into the fire, and summoning Bonville, desired him to prepare for instant departure. He resolved to go down into Renfrewshire and get rid of a property that brought him in nothing but grief and annoyance. Cushion it as he would the Castle would always rise up against him, and then when people had deceived themselves they talked and blamed Mr. Bunting, as if he had done it. He would be off and done with it; and Mons. Bonville having no predilections for Burton St. Leger  on the contrary, thought it a very uncivilised, unbilliard-tabled sort of place  readily seconded the motion, and presently had the valuable wardrobe in marching order; it being much easier to make a total flit than to pick and choose for a journey.

Crop, the groom, was ordered to return to town with the horses; but that worthy having succeeded in supplanting Sore-eyed Sam with Rebecca Mary, intimated his intention of retiring from service altogether, and taking the Malt Shovel Inn, which was then becoming vacant; whereupon Mr. Bunting most generously presented him with the valuable animals, which Welter the blacksmith declared when Crop took them to him to shoe that it would be like robbing Crop to put shoes upon for they really werent worth it. But whether they were worth shoeing or not they appeared to have been very expensive keeping, for Matty Muldoon, with the aid of his missis, sent our hero up a bill that would do credit to Chousey himself. And having at length discharged all the obligations of life, Mr. Bunting again availed himself of Dr. Catcheysides carriage, in which he reached the railway station in a very different frame of mind to that in which he had left it.

The first intimation Miss Rosa had of the departure was receiving in a pink lined envelope the familiar lines, beginning, Lovely Rose, farewell!

If ever fondest prayer for others weal availed on high, Mine shall not all be lost in air, but waft thy name beyond the sky, Ac., Ac.

But as the envelope gave no address, Miss Rosa was unable to return Mr. Bunting a beautiful pearl and amethyst ring be had given her  which, however, indeed she rather preferred keeping.


CHAPTER XCV.

MR. BALLIVANT ON RACING.

[image: img428.jpg]

MR. BUNTING BEING now clear of the premises, Mrs. McDermott had ample opportunity of running him down, and expatiating on the providential escape dear Rosa had had from a penniless adventurer old enough to be her father. And ill-natured stories being at a premium, several accommodating gossips who could talk on either side, contributed their quota to the undervaluation. Altogether they made him out to be a very bad man, a shocking bad man in fact. Meanwhile Mrs. Goldspink and Mrs. McDermott kept up such a friendly intercourse that it was not long before Mr. Ballivant was wanted again. Rosa had brought the young banker to book, and there was a little preliminary arrangement to be done. The Jug, too, was ardent, especially on non-hunting days, and altogether matters were hastening to a climax.

Mr. Ballivant was one of the Ale order of lawyers, and united a little of the milk of human kindness with the stem leaven of the law. He had lived through the rise and growth of the present struggle for station, and did not consider great wealth and happiness altogether synonymous. Moreover, he was not particularly fond of old Sivin-and-four, still less of our young friend Jasper, whom he looked upon as a very idle boy. So when Mrs. McDermott broached the cause of Mr. Ballivants coming, which indeed he knew pretty well without her telling, he made such a strong representation of the danger and profligacy of the turf, that he quite frightened Mamma as to the consequences. He would not advise her to let her daughter marry any one who had anything to do with it, certainly not a banker, who had such unlimited means of obtaining money  many people seeming to think it quite a favour for a man who issued five pounds to take it. And his arguments were so forcible that she quite came into Mr. Ballivants view of the matter, and commissioned him to see and talk with young Plutus on the subject  not to say anything harsh, but to reason him out of it if he could  put it upon Rosa and her if Mr. Ballivant liked.

And Ballivant being thus armed, and having his chay at the door, forthwith proceeded to Mayfield, where he soon found Jasper engaged in his favourite game of skittles, with Tailings the turfite, at the Bear and Ragged Staff Inn. Having sent the barmaid into the skittle-ground to say that a gentleman wished to see Mr. Goldspink in the Moon, Mr. Ballivant patiently awaited Jaspers coming, which he was not long in doing, a summons from a stranger being rather unusual with him; and Jasper half thinking it might be ODicey, who had promised to look him up the first time he was passing. Finding a lesser evil than he expected, he greeted Mr. Ballivant with the warmth of a repriever, saying he was very glad to see him, and asked if he would take any refreshment  a glass of sherry and a biscuit or anything of that sort.

Mr. Ballivant having declined his proffered hospitality, was presently button-holeing him with Well, now, I dare say you know what I have come about, the matter of your marriage in fact. Well, then, you know I have nothing to do with your looks, or your manners, or your figure, or anything of that sort, the ladies will please themselves on these points; but there is one thing I must strenuously urge and impress upon you, and that is, your immediate withdrawal from the turf.
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Why so? exclaimed our surprised hero, thinking it was rather a fine thing to be connected with it.

Because, replied Mr. Ballivant, it is a dangerous pursuit, and draws you into low profligate company.

I dont see that, said Jasper, biting his thick lips.

Well, but I do, rejoined Mr. Ballivant; and if Mrs. McDermott takes my advice she will not let her daughter marry any man who has any thing to do with it. Gambling and drinking are two insurmountable objections to matrimony in my mind.

Humph, mused Jasper, thinking Mr. Ballivant alluded to his ODicey performance. I dont think there is anything objectionable about the turf, at length observed he.

Well, but I do, rejoined Mr. Ballivant, I do; and Ive lived a good deal longer in the world than you, and seen more of it, and Ill tell you what, I have never seen a low fellow get a gentleman into his power, without his sooner or later making him repent it.

Jasper was silent. Tailings was evidently the object of the observation.

If gentlemen, continued Mr. Ballivant warming with his subject, think to ingratiate themselves with the lower orders by affecting undue familiarity they greatly deceive themselves  the lower orders respect a man in proportion as he respects himself, and there is nothing they dislike so much as to see a man who ought to occupy the position of a gentleman demeaning himself by low associates.

Tailings evidently, gasped Jasper, half inclined to resent the observation.

It is not only the degradation, but the danger, continued his monitor. These creatures keep everything they can get hold of that they think may ever by any possibility be turned to account, and years after an incautious note or letter may be produced with which you may be twitted and taunted nobody knows how.

But you would not put down racing surely! exclaimed our sporting hero.

Well, no, replied Mr. Ballivant, I dont say that, but there can be no possible occasion for you or I to support it. Leave it to noblemen and gentleman who have a direct interest in breeding good horses; but avoid the betting blackleg tribe as you would a pestilence.

However, continued Mr. Ballivant, raising his formidable looking spectacles on to his broad forehead, and taking a good stare at Jasper, those are my instructions  money matters I will arrange with your father, but upon this turf business I must be firm and peremptory. I never knew any good come of it. I have known a great deal of ill.

I never see a young man setting up a metallic penciled pocket-book, and sneaking round a street corner into what is miscalled a sporting house, without feeling that sooner or later he will be ruined  ruined  mind, body, credit and estate. It is only a question of time. If you want healthy excitement, continued he, Why not hunt? Thats a pleasant gentlemanly amusement. No man is more respected than Mr. Jovey Jessop, but you never hear of Mr. Jessop bellowing for odds, or scheming how to get money out of his neighbours pocket. People like to send their sons out with Mr. Jessop, because they know theyll take no harm; but as to the turf, as the turf is at present constituted  its vice, its depravities, its atrocities,  I really think a man had almost better be under it than on it. So saying Mr. Ballivant clutched off his spectacles, and wheeled round for his broad brimmed hat, as he cased and put the spectacles into his breast-coat-pocket.

Well now, then, said he, preparing to depart, Youll be good enough to think over what I have said to you; it is with the wish and consent of the ladies, and that being the case, Im quite sure it will be attended to. So saying, he tendered our hero his hand, and was presently back at the Hare and Hounds Inn, ordering his fly, wherein to return home. And Jasper thinking that Mr. Bunting was still to the fore, and having tasted the sweets of jealousy already, was obliged to attend to what was said.


CHAPTER XCVI.

WHO-HOOP!
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LADIES ARE MUCH more at homo in the matter of matrimony than men. It seems to come to them quite naturally, whereas the men are generally rather shame-faced, and wish it well over. No one ever sees boys blowing off dandelion-down to try who is to be married first. A pair of top-boots has generally more attraction for them. All ladies have a wonderful tendency towards the orange-blossom. It is quite the foxs brush of female life. They like the fuss, the excitement, the shopping, the choosing, the matching, the ordering. One would think a bride had either had no clothes before, or was going to an uninhabited island where they were not to be got, so vast and comprehensive is the assortment. Then when the garments are gathered together, how the ladies come trotting to see the grand trousseau, just as interesting, we should think, as looking at a lot of well-littered horses standing in a stable in their clothes. But the fair see beauty in the frail devices, and think how elegant they will look when filled up with such a splendid figure as the brides.

Then, as the happy day approaches, what anxiety there is about the weather. It is, perhaps, the only time when ladies really do care what sort of a day it is. They think of the bride and her beautiful dress, and her beautiful veil, her beautiful this and her beautiful that, and of the distance she will have to go from the carriage to the church.

Somehow weddings are generally favoured with fine weather  and we are happy in being able to state that our Heroine and Mamma were especially fortunate in theirs. A spring mornings sun awoke all parties to their duties, causing even the men to forego their objurgations at thus having a day spoiled  and cease their wonders at weddings not being in the afternoon. It certainly would be a great convenience if they were.

Punctual to a minute, Hr. Jovey Jessop had his Jug and his trap, boot-jack and all, in his dog-cart, and after an affectionate leave of the servants, who all agreed that Mr. Boyston was a very quiet gentleman who gave no trouble, Jovey set off with him as if driving to the meet of the hounds.

There seemed to be a general holiday throughout the country, and every house and cottage exhibited some little token of rejoicing, a flag, a streamer, a ribbon; some out of compliment to Mr. Jessop, some out of compliment to the Jug, some on account of the beef and ale they were going to have at Appleton Hall in honour of the event. As they neared Sleekfield turnpike-gate, they overtook one of those wretched attempts at finery, a job-carriage and four  the carriage a lack-lustre landaulet, the horses three blind uns and a bolter, the tawdry post-boys as unmatchable as the horses. Jovey and the Jug gave a view-halloa as they passed, and then let the inmates  Jasper and his worthy parents  see how much faster one good horse could go than four bad ones. So they arrived at Privett Grove in time to discard their wraps, and appear in much the same dresses as they did at the duchesss ball. Then the whole house presently broke out in an irruption of white  white dresses, white waistcoats, white gloves, white favors, white everything. Rosa looked lovely, and Mamma wore her years quite as well as she does in our frontispiece. Indeed some of the gentlemen thought they would just as soon be the Jug as friend Jasper. And all being punctual and pleasant the carriages were soon filled with crinoline, the gentlemen got into their various devices, whips cracked, wheels went round, while road-side bobbing and curtseying was again the order of the day. And the distance to Priestpopple church was either so short, or they went so fast that they seemed to be getting out of the carriages again before they had well got in. Some indeed thought they might as well have walked. For such a lasting ceremony, it takes a vezy short time to perform, and Mamma and Miss had both changed their names in the course of twenty minutes. Then the brides and bridegrooms having received the congratulations of their friends paired off together, a different arrangement had to be made with the carriages, which was effected at the church gates amid a salvo of silver among the by-standers. Then the return journey being rapidly made, the elegant breakfast was found ready, and the ladies had to be rechristened with a shower of champagne. Mrs. Boyston, your very good health! Mr. Boyston, yours! Mrs. Jasper Goldspink, your very good health) Mr. Jasper, yours, &c.

Then Sivin-and-four, and Mrs. Sivin-and-fours healths were drunk, and Sivin-and-four, unused to champagne, being rather elated, returned thanks in a dribbling speech, in which he told them how he had begun life very small, and how he was now a most substantial man, and advised every body to stick to the shop if they wished the shop to stick to them, adding, that if they took care of the pence the pound would take care of themselves, with other familiar sayings that we need not repeat And the six bridesmaids and Mr. Jovey Jessop being duly toasted, and responded to by Mr. Jessop, who spoke most handsomely on behalf of both them and his Jug, the ladies presently withdrew, the brides to rearrange their toilets, the bridesmaids to see to the derangements of theirs; whereupon the gentlemen proceeded to empty the bottles, and drink the single married, and the married happy, and finished by toasting the Jug and Jasper a second time. Then the carriages again appeared in the ring before the house, while the cording and bumping of boxes sounded in the passage, and the Jug withdrew to put on his boots, asking pretty Perker, the maid whom he met on the stairs, if Mrs. McDermott was ready? which Perker said Was a bad omen. Mrs. Boyston answered the question by appearing in person, dressed in a beautiful pink bonnet with a white feather tipped with pink, and a brown moire antique dress with brown velvet round the bottom, when the gallant Jug having saluted her, helped her into her black velvet jacket, and then leaving her, said he would be ready in a minute. And when he returned he found Rosa  we beg pardon, Mrs. Jasper Goldspink  getting admired in her white Maltese lace bonnet with small white roses and orange-flower buds, and her well set out light lavender coloured silk dress surmounted by a large black Maltese lace mantle. The Jug with his hat being the signal for move, there was presently a great hugging and kissing, with a slight show of tears, and then the respective parties got into their carriages and away, the Boystons to White Rock House, the Goldspinks for the Dovecote Lane Station. And as the carriages departed, the half-fuddled, full-dressed gentlemen yawned and looked at their watches wondering what they should do with themselves.

The day was done. Privett Grove was closed, Mr. Jovey Jessop drove home alone, and our Banker and his spouse set off for their quiet quarters at Mayfield in a one horse chaise.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivins eighteen, I dont know but Id as soon the mother hadnt married, observed our man of money to his wife, as they jolted along.

Oh, never mind, we cant have it all as we want, replied Mrs. Goldspink, the money is sure to come sooner or later, and there will always be Garlandale for them to go to if they dont like the Grove.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivin teen is twenty-eight, moneys very useful in this world for all that, replied the Banker, whipping the old horse into a trot, that presently brought them on to the rising ground overlooking their own familiar town, spire, town-hall, corn-market, and all.


CHAPTER XCVII.

WHO-HOOP AGAIN!
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OUR ESTEEMED FRIEND Punch says there are two things a man never forgets  his first love and his first cigar, to which we beg leave to add a third, namely, when he first heard that his banker had stopped payment. His banker stopped payment! What an appalling announcement! What a crash and commotion it creates in the country. How it spreads, reechoes, and reverberates, catching men in all sorts of ways; by sea, by land, by rail, on foot, on horseback, in their castles, in their counting-houses, seizing them in the side, depriving them of breath, freezing their feet, petrifying their faculties, almost stunning them with fear. They never forget where they first heard it, nor the way in which they stood gasping, calculating the consequences, considering how they would be hit, whether Fothergills bill would have been paid in, Crossgrains cheque presented, and how they should meet their own engagements. That recollection haunts them to the last, long after the adorable first love shall have subsided in a front, and the fume of the cigar become second nature. It was thought at one time that a discovery had been made for preventing all bank failures in future, and certainly, looking at joint-stock banking in a theoretical point of view, nothing can be more specious or plausible, though in reality nothing is more fallacious, the whole depending upon whether the directors are honest, and whether the proprietors are princes or paupers. So far from mitigating the evil, it has increased it tenfold, in consequence of the magnitude of the operations. And yet people go into them with all the confidence of security  believing the specious reports, and the existence of the mythical guarantee fund. Talk of the courage of facing an enemy, or Cardigan-izing a cannon,  what are such exploits compared to the courage of a man who deliberately risks his all in a concern over which he has no more control than he would over a run-away steam-engine?

So long as the beloved ten per cent, came rolling regularly in, all was right, and no questions were asked; nothing could be better than the Dibshire Joint-Stock Bank, and when word came that it had what is mildly called closed, parties wouldnt believe it  must be a mistake  somebody had been late with a cheque, which of course couldnt be paid, and it would be all right to-morrow. Why t was open only yesterday, with its bright doors, shining counters, and goodly array of sleek clerks weighing and shoveling sovereigns about as if it was too much trouble to count them. But when the morrow came, and the blinds were down, the sovereigns silent, and an ominous notice  short, but most potent  on the closed doors, then indeed came weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth.

Banks of issue interest the public according to the number of dirty five-pound notes in circulation, and as people always make the greatest noise about small sums, the failure of a bank of issue almost creates as great a consternation as the suspension of a joint-stock bank. Every man who has a five-pound note joins in the cry. Still, if ever there was a safe bank in the world, one would think it was old Goldspinks  established sivinteen hundred and sivinty-four  and worked with a caution that almost amounted to cruelty. No overdrawing  no interest allowed on deposit, no discounting without most approved names. ODicey might have waited a long while before they would have befriended any of either his or Mr. Wanlesss paper.

In troublous times, indeed, a very trifling thing causes a panic, and makes a run upon a bank. During the great bubble year of 1825-6, a bank in the City was ruined in consequence of a butchers pony falling down before the door just at the time of the high change, and the public mistaking the crowd gathered round the pony for a run upon the establishment. A rumour was raised, and a real run took place the next day. We are sorry to say that nearly as frivolous a cause produced as great an effect upon the old Mayfield Bank.

The reader will remember that Mr. Ballivant had insisted upon our friend Jaspers retirement from the turf, and by way of furthering the arrangement, had mentioned to one or two people that Jaspers racehorse Garlandale was for sale. Among others he told it to Mr. Kirby the veterinary surgeon, who told it to his cousin Armstrong the auctioneer, who, mistaking the horse for the house, asked Cordey Brown, mysteriously, what had happened that the Bankers new place Garlandale was for sale. Gordey asked Jobling, and Jobling asked Talford the tipler, until the report reached Archey Ellengeris ears, who, hitting off the idea that there was something wrong at the bank, went about the country asking what was up, and intimating that people had better be looking after their money, for that Garlandale Hall, as he called it, was for sale, and wishing that this marriage mightnt be arranged for the purpose of making matters safe.

The news spread like wild-fire! Archeys suggestion speedily assumed the dimensions of a fact  Brown White told Bowderoukins that young Hopeful had been at his old games again, Bowderoukins told Meadowcroft that he supposed there was something wrong at Mayfield, Meadowcroft gave Captain Cambo a hint that all wasnt right at the old bank, and Cambo told Mrs. Cambo, who told somebody else; people ran to their money-boxes to see if they had any of the familiar notes with, a fat ox feeding at a hay-rick on the top, and the mark of many thumbings at the corner. The more the marriage was talked about the more the story circulated, until it culminated on the very wedding-day. As our Banker and his spouse neared the town of Mayfield, they were passed by several parties, unaccustomed to be there on non-market-days, who looked at him very differently to what they did when they came to ask for a little accommodation.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivinteens twenty-eight  there seems to be a great many people astir to-day, observed our friend, seeing more travellers in advance.

Going to give us a welcome, perhaps, suggested Mrs. Goldspink, as the bells of St. Margarets church now struck up a merry peal. The numbers increased  foot people, horse people, gig people, all hurrying onward  but not dressed in their Sunday clothes, nor looking particularly amiable, wearing much the same sort of aspect that farmers do when the other-side candidate comes into the marketplace to canvass them.  

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivinty-sivin is eighty-eight  they seem very sour, wonder whats happened, mused our friend, as they now passed Jackey Brown and Cuthbert Donaldson, both of whom had recently had accommodation at the bank, and yet scarcely vouchsafed him a look  let alone a touch of the hat.  

The Goldspinks had now got off the McAdam of the road on to the uneven cobble stone pavement of the partially grass-grown streets, at the corners of which groups of people were collected in earnest conversation, many of whom gave significant nudges and glances as he jingled up, evidently showing that he had been the subject of their discussion.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a undered and ten  never saw people so sullen before, observed our Banker, as he passed a group who scarcely deigned him a recognition. As he drove on, people followed the same way, and on getting into the market-place he found a crowd outside the bank-door clustering like a swam of bees at a hive-mouth  all scrambling and fighting to be in.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivin underd and sivin is sivin underd and eighteen  do believe theres a run on the bank! Whatever can have happened, gasped he, driving rapidly up to the house-door, hurrying out his wife, and consigning the carriage to the care of the first passing countryman. He was in and through the house and into the bank in a minute. Then as he entered a Babel-like confusion of tongues arose, mingled with hisses and cheers, and derisive appellations, and the flourishing of dirty five-pound notes from equally dirty hands. The perspiring Scorer, the cashier, with an imposing wedding-favor on his breast, now turned and implored his master to mount the counter and endeavour to pacify the crowd, at the same time giving him a hoist up as he spoke.

Sivin and fours elivin, ejaculated the Banker from his eminence.

Nothin o the sort, roared Busby the baker, two fi-pun notes! flourishing them as he spoke.

Whats the matter? demanded the Banker.

Wants our money! cried half a dozen voices.

You shall have it, replied the Banker, firmly.

Out with it then! cried several.

Cant pay you all at once, replied the Banker.

Nicely, if you like, rejoined several.

Youve been puttin of your money away, you old scoundrel! exclaimed a voice from the midst of the closely wedged crowd.

Hooray for the old vagabond, shouted another; well have him hung at the next Assizes.

Rot ye, youre such a bitter old badun that if you were boiled into broth the devil wouldnt sup you! exclaimed Rippon the rag man, holding up a dirty five pound note as he spoke.

Just the man to rob a church, and not keep a prayer-book for his self! roared Bagshot the besom-maker  from Rippons side.

You bloated aristocrat, you deserve to be drowned! yelled Nat Skittles the pedestrian whister, who was staring it through the country.

Come, old Ten-and-a-half per Cent., out with the tin! cried Cordy Brown the butcher, putting his hand to his mouth as he spoke.

Then the hubbub increased, those who held notes wanting to be in, those who had got gold wanting to be out; and this kept going on, more or less violently, until every sovereign and Bank of England note was absorbed  when the old-established bank  established sivin teen underd and sivinty-four  was obliged to succumb, and this owing to parties mistaking the name of a horse for that of a house showing What mighty contests rise from trivial things, as Mr. Pope sings.

A country marriage is a local thing, and unless parties advertise themselves in the London papers is generally confined to its own district, but a bank breaking is food for every newspaper in the land, and our friend Mr. Bunting soon read of it at his highland home  where the reader will be happy to hear that the barrenness of the surface of his property is amply atoned for by the richness of the minerals below, prodigious beds of iron-stone, coal, and lime being found on the spot.

Mr. Buntings first impression was to throw himself  minerals and all  at Miss Rosas feet; second thoughts, however, suggested that the ladies had been rather mercenary in the matter, and before he could arrive at any satisfactory conclusion the announcement of the marriages in the Times dissipated the delusion. He then saw through it all as clearly as possible, and required no Adolphe Didier or any ingenious invention to assist him. He wrote to the Jug, congratulating him on his marriage, and sending him copies of a Prospectus of a Joint-Stock Company for working his Royalties, the Company haring, by a curious coincidence, the very same W. D. who twice thwarted Mr. Buntings matrimonial efforts, for Secretary. The W. D. now says that Mr. Bunting will be one of the richest men in Scotland, and can build a Castle or whatever he likes.

Garlandale, both house and horse, have been sold, and our substantial man considerably reduced in his circumstances. Jasper and Rosa live between the old people and Mammas, illustrating the truth of the old saying, that there never yet was a house built big enough to hold two families. Perker carries war into whichever establishment she enters, and sadly laments the hero of the scarf. She thinks Admiration Jack was much more of a quality gentleman than Jasper, and feels that she was completely defrauded of Bonville the valet. Jasper bad no valet to offer her, only Tom Tailings, a low fellow, who she wouldnt take if it was ever so.

The Jug, we are sorry to say, is not so comfortable as we could wish. Mrs. Boyston stints him of his drink, wont let him dine in his slippers, and wants him to make Billy Roughun go in the coal-cart She also threatens him with the terrors of Sir Cresswell for desertion and cruelty  beating her on the preterpluperfect part of her person with his boot-jack. Altogether the Jug has made a bad investment, and we should not be surprised to hear of his being back at Appleton Hall to cut out Archey Ellenger, who has applied for the situation of Jug.

So Miss Rosa had better have kept her hair Plain than put it in Ringlets, as the gypsys prophecy was not fulfilled after all.


Mr Facey Romfords Hounds
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Illustrated by John Leech and Hablot Knight Browne

Surtees last published novel appeared in 1865, a year after his death. It is a sequel to Mr. Sponges Sporting Tour, featuring several returning characters (including Sponge himself). The plot centres on Facey Romford, who falsely adopts the identity of a much wealthier man with the same name. Romford becomes master of the hounds at the Heavyside Hunt in the north of England and the focus of the novel is the hunting milieu  but, as ever, Surtees uses the county sporting circles to shine a satirical light on the foibles and obsessions of Victorian high society. Many later commentators have judged Mr Facey Romfords Hounds to be Surteess greatest novel.
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One of the original monthly parts
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I. OUR HERO  THE WOMAN IN BLACK
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IT WAS LUCKY for our friend Mr. Romford  or Facey Romford as he is sometimes familiarly called  that there was another Mr. Romford in the world of much the same tastes and pursuits as himself, for our Mr. Romford profited very considerably by the other Mr. Romfords name and reputation. In the first place they were both called Frank, and in the second place they both kept hounds; on different principles, to be sure, but still they both kept hounds, and the mere fact of their doing so was very confusing. Added to this, our friend Facey being of the pushing, acquisitive order, accepted the change without doubt or hesitation.

We dont mean to insinuate that he went about saying I am the rich Mr. Romford, owner of Abbeyfield Park, patron of three livings, J.P., D.L., and all that sort of thing; but if he found he was taken for that Mr. Romford, he never cared to contradict the impression. Indeed, if pressed, he would mount the high horse and talk patronisingly of the other Mr. Romford  say he was a deuced good fellow, if not much of a sportsman, and altogether pooh-pooh him considerably. To hear Facey talk, one would think that he had not only persuaded himself that he was the right Romford, but had made the right Romford believe so too.

Of the Facey pedigree we would gladly furnish the readers of this work with some little information, but unfortunately it does not lie in our power so to do, and for the self-same reason that prevented Nimrod from detailing that of Mr. Jorrocks, namely, that we do not happen to know anything. When in his cups (which, however, is but seldom), Facey has been heard to observe that he was nobbut well bred on one side of his head. My moother, he used to say, was a lady, but my father was a gardener. The illiberal, indeed, have asserted that the parentage was pretty equal on both sides of the head, for that the mother was a ladys-maid, and the father a gardener, a union that certainly does not seem so inconsistent as the other.

Be that however as it may, Facey in early life had constituted himself heir to a maternal uncle, one Mr. Francis Gilroy, a farmer in the country, and a great cattle jobber in London. Gilroy was his godfather, and Facey was called Francis Gilroy Romford out of compliment to him. Now a cattle jobber is to the bovine world what the dealer is to the horsey world, and it requires an uncommonly cute, sagacious sort of chap to make a successful jobber. All this Oncle Gilroy was. He had a pair of little penetrating beady black eyes, set in a great red-faced chucklehead, that could almost look into an animal, see what sort of an interior it had, what sort of a thriver it was going to be, and tell what weight it was likely to get up to. He was a capital judge of stock, and had a fine discriminating genius that taught him the propriety of charging a gentleman customer a good deal more than a farmer. Nothin like changin your stock often, he used to say to the former, which, considering that Gilroy had a commission at both ends, to say nothing of very comfortable pickings in the way of luck pence, and market charges, &c., in the middle, was a very judicious recommendation. He was supposed to have choked more gentlemen off the cattle department of farming than any other salesman going. Indeed, so pleased were the graziers in one county with his performances in that line, that they presented him with a testimonial  a silver tankard. It did not make the noise these absurdities usually do, either from a lack of eloquence on the part of the chairman, or because



This eternal blazon must not be,

but came off very quietly.



Francis Gilroy, said the Chairman, producing a silver cup from his pocket after the market dinner, and stripping it of its pink tissue and whity-brown paper. Francis Gilroy, theres the mug, handing it to him.

Gentlemen, said Gilroy, taking it, I thank you for the jug; and so ended the ceremony. But they all knew what it meant. The inscription, Gilroy, the Farmers Friend, told that.

Now Gilroy, who lived very economically in the country, was supposed to have accumulated a vast deal of money, and Facey Romford, who had been apprenticed or articled, or whatever they call it, to a civil engineer, thought there was no use in his toiling and slaving too; so he gave up the theodolite, intending to wait for his uncles shoes, which Facey reckoned Gilroy would not be long in being done with. And having a decided turn for sporting in all its branches, he laid himself out for it by fair means and foul, doing a little poaching when he couldnt get it otherwise. And being a bit of a Vet, he generally had an old horse to cobble up, on which he used to scramble after the hounds, and sell when he would pass for sound. So he went on from year to year, living, as Gilroy said, verra contagious to his farm, now fluting to and flattering the old fellow that he would live for ever, now most devotedly wishing that he would, what he called, hop the twig. And the neighbouring farmers and people, seeing the terms they were on together, put up with a good deal more trespass and nonsense from Facey than they would otherwise have done. Thus Gilroy increased in years and corpulence, and Facey matured to a man, each trusting the other just as far as he thought right. Gilroy never said in as many words to Facey, Francis, my dear fellow, all you see here and a great deal more will be yours, but he always directed his letters F. Gilroy Romford, Esq., as if proud of the connection, encouraged him to look after his farm in his absence, to protect his Talavera wheat from Squire Gollartons pheasants, and see that he got a fair days work out of his women people at harvest and turnip time. And as there is perhaps no man so happy as an heir-apparent, Facey lived on in little village lodgings, beguiling his days with his rod and his gun, and his evenings with a tune on the flute, varied with mental calculations as to how much Gilroy was worth.

There must be lots of money somewhere, Facey used to say, as he sat smoking his cavendish in his diminutive sitting room; there must be lots of money somewhere  bills, bonds, post obits, I O Us; for Facey reckoned rightly, his uncle was too good a judge to put his money out to ordinary interest. Shouldnt wonder if there was twenty thousand pund, he used to say confidentially to himself. Fancy me with twenty thousand pund, boy jingo!

Nay, he has been known, under the influence of his third glass of gin, to get it up as high as thirty thousand, on which occasions his imaginings were very magnificent. He would have the best kennel of pointers and setters in the kingdom, and, like Mr Sawyer, would go to the Shires with such a stud of hunters as never were seen. Money! Money would be no object to him! Hed give anything for a good horse! Hope deferred never made the Romford heart sick; on the contrary, he rose with the occasion, flattering himself that the cash was only accumulating.

One dull winter afternoon, on which day had scarcely gained its supremacy over night, as Facey Romford was taking a stroll with his dog and gun round his absent uncles farm,  the dog down in the dell on Squire Gollartons side, Facey all right for a shot either way,  what should he see but the unwonted apparition of a dark luggage-laden vehicle crawling leisurely up the rutty lane leading to the house. Facey stood transfixed, like a pointer to its game, regardless of Junos feathering below.

Who have we here? muttered he, stopping and grounding his gun on his navvy-shod foot. The dingy looking vehicle went crawling on as before.

No go, there, continued Facey, as the driver now stopped and descended from his box to open the last gate, which having propped back with a bit of stick that he found lying on the ground, he re-mounted and drove up to the door with as much dash as he could raise. Facey stood looking, and calculating how long it would be ere the white horses head reappeared at the end of the variegated holly hedge, that protected the Gilroy hereditaments from the cutting east wind. Then he wondered whether the fellow would have the sense to shut the gate, or would just leave it open as it was.

Dash it, I shouldnt wonder if he was to leave it as it is, said Facey watching; these town fellows have no idea of cattle trespass, or anything of that sort, and think gates are just put to divide peoples properties, or for larking foxhunters to leap over. So Facey looked and looked, keeping one eye on the gate and the other on the old red cow, who knew just as well as a Christian when there was the chance of a dash at the great Scotch cabbages at the back of the garden. Still no horses head, no vehicle appeared. Devilish odd, said Romford, staring; must be me Oncle Gilroy with a friend. Someone praps come down to see some stock. But its never like him to hire a fly with his own gig mare only doing half days works. Hope his friend pays for it. Never do to have him wasting the inheritance in that way. Must go and see, continued Facey. Whistling up Juno, and shouldering his Joe Manton, he went striding away, closely followed by Juno, looking somewhat disconcerted at being done out of her fun. Facey was a capital hand across country, whether on foot or on horseback, and soon put the intervening fields between him and the house behind him. His heart beat quicker as he advanced, for he felt there was something unusual in the sight. He had never seen a shut cab at his uncles before. It couldnt be that the long expected event had happened. Hardly, he thought. What was all the luggage for? However, he would soon see. On he went for the purpose. Kicking the little prop out from under the gate, so as to let it close on the swing, he hurried round the corner, and soon had the familiar house full before him. The fly was gone, gone to the stables behind. Couldnt be Oncle Gilroy, he wouldnt stand that, Facey knew. No fly-horses baited there; Red Lion was the place. Hark! sounds of mirth proceed from the parlour, childrens voices screaming and shouting, Barley me this, Barley me that. Oh, what a drum this will make! exclaimed another, thumping away at Uncle Gilroys hard hat.

Who the deuce have we here? muttered Facey, now lost in astonishment. Pushing through the partially opened sash door, he traversed the passage, and presently stood in the widely opened portals of the parlour. A great coarse-looking woman in deep mourning was arranging her crape bonnet in the diminutive mirror above the little imitation marble mantel-piece just opposite the door, while a perfect sliding scale of children, all clad in black too, were romping and rioting about in a way quite inconsistent with grief,  one had the Gilroy testimonial in its hand. The lady started as she saw Romford in the glass, and wheeling round turned a very brandified face, surmounted by a most palpable flaxen front, full upon him.

Who are you? ejaculated Facey, eyeing her intently.

And who are you? demanded she, putting her arms a-kimbo, and staring him full in the face.

She was a great masculine knock-me-down woman, apparently about five-and-forty, red faced, grey eyed, with a strongish shading of moustache on her upper lip. Facey trembled as he looked at her. He got the creeps all over.

Me Oncle Gilroys not at home, at length ejaculated Facey.

Hut, you and your uncle Gilroy! Dye spose I dont know that? exclaimed she, with a horse laugh.

Well, but who are you? demanded Facey, bristling up.

Who am I! retorted she. Who am I! Im the mistress of this ere ouse, replied she; and this is the young Squire, patting a boy on the head, so painfully like Gilroy as to be perfectly ridiculous  big bristly head, beady black eyes, capacious mouth, and lop ears.

The truth flashed upon Facey with terrible velocity. His uncle was dead, and had deceived him. Frightful idea! Facey quivered all over. His knock knees smote each other. It was but too true. Gilroy, instead of retiring to the Royal Oak, or the King and Queen on Paddington Green, there to enjoy a quiet frugal glass before turning in to his seven-shillingsa-week lodgings, as he always represented to Facey and his friends, had a regular establishment in the sylvan retirement of Lisson Grove, St. Johns Wood, where he had reared the covey of little Gilroys who now disported themselves profusely over his parlour. Gilroy was dead.

While Facey stood as it were transfixed, the lady had dived into her pocket and fished up a document that Facey saw at a glance was the will. There! exclaimed she, flourishing it open, so as to display the well-known Gilroy signature, theres the writins. Now have you got anything for to say? demanded she. Facey was mute.

Ive heard of you, you nasty sneakin mean-spirited wretch, continued she, thinkin to rob me and mine of their dues. Ive eat your cock fizzants and your ares, you nasty warmint, and laughed at your folly for sendin them; and thereupon she set up a chuckle that shot through Faceys every nerve. A waft of the will would almost have been enough to knock him down.

Just then old Mother Meggison, the housekeeper, who had already attorned to the new régime, came hurrying in with a red-hot poker to light the fire, and Facey gladly availed himself of the opportunity to beat a last retreat. He rushed frantically through the familiar fold yard, nearly upsetting the fly-man, who was crossing with a pail of water for his horse, then struck down the deep lane past the Lizzards, swung through Woodgate Marsh, and on to Ballishaw Barn, bottling up his grief until he got home. Arrived at his little lodgings at Dame Trotters, he rushed upstairs, disregarding the liver and bacon he heard hissing for dinner, and entering his little partitioned-off room, threw himself on the stump bed, and groaned loud and audibly.
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Oh, dear me! Oh, dear me! Oh, dear, what shall I do! Just as if he had got the stomach-ache. Then clasping his right knee with both hands, as he lay on his back, he held his leg up towards the ceiling, and apostrophised himself as follows: Oh, Francis Gilroy Romford, moy beloved friend, you are reglarly floored  done brown! That wretched old Oncle has sold you! Oh, Francis Gilroy Romford, discard the detested name of Gilroy, and be for ever after Romford only. Oh, Francis Romford, Francis Romford, what are you now to do  what are you now to do? Here for years have you been feasting and serving that vicious old man, sending him fish, sending him game, looking after his farm, nearly breaking your wind by playing the flute to him, and now  Oh, heavens, that it should ever have come to this! and thereupon relinquishing the leg, he buried his face in his hands. Just then Dame Trotter, who had heard his groans and his moans, came hurrying in with her never-failing specific, a glass of hot gin and bitters, which Facey bid her set down on the drawers and retire. Then finding he was overheard, he moderated the expressions of his grief, well knowing that very little clamour would raise a troublesome body of creditors about him. Taking the gin and bitters, therefore, into his sitting-room, he halloaed down-stairs to Mrs Trotter to give his dogs their dinners, adding that he didnt want any himself; and drawing his wooden-bottomed semicircular chair to the fire, with a foot on each hob, and a pipe of tobacco, he quietly contemplated his condition. It was very bad; there was no denying that. Gilroy had been too many for him. He now understood why he so often had cattle left from one market-day to another, and which he must needs stay in town to look after. The woman in black explained all that.

Wicked old man, where could he expect to go? Would surely get quilted below. It was not only the money Facey had lost,  the thousands and tens of thousands,  but all the fine chances of preferment he had thrown away on the strength of being Gilroys heir. He might have married Susan Burtree, who was reputed to have five thousand pounds,  three certainly,  with great expectations from an aunt. Miss Cropsey, now Mrs Jimmy Dobson, would have been delighted to have had him; and the rich widow Sago had set her cap at him, only she, as Facey said, was past mark of mouth. In the hey-day of heirship he was rather particular and difficult to please. Moreover he was a prudent Facey, and would never make up to a girl until he knew exactly what she had, because  as he used to explain to the mammas,  his Oncle Gilroy would be sure to disinherit him if he made an improvident match. So he never laid himself open to an action, or the charge of having used a girl infamously. He now felt he had built too much on Oncle Gilroy, and too little on himself. If he was not altogether handsome, he was of goodly stature  six feet high  and there was something about him, he said, that the girls couldnt resist. But perhaps the reader would rather have his portrait drawn by a more impartial hand than his own. Well, then, at the time the aforesaid calamity befell him, he was just turned of thirty-one, tall and muscular, with a broad expansive chest, heavy round shoulders, and rather knock knees. His large backward-growing-all-round-the-chin-gingery-whiskered face was lit up with a pair of little roving red-lidded pig eyes, that were constantly on the watch,  sideways, lengthways, cornerways, all ways save frontways. He looked as if he was always premeditating a parable, but somehow never produced it. Not that he was a fool  far from it, as those who had had anything to do with him in the betting or horse-dealing lines could testify; but he looked like a satirist who could cut a man in two with a sarcasm, only, like a generous giant, he refrained from doing so. In short, a sort of youd-better-leave-me-alone-looking man.

Well, then, this stout strong able-bodied man, without a grey hair in his head, was suddenly thrown on his beam-ends without the slightest notice, or provocation on his part. A long weary apprenticeship to his uncle Gilroys fortune regularly thrown away. The position was critical, for the woman in black would be sure to proclaim it, after which Facey felt there would be no quietus for him. And deeply he pondered on his alarming condition, and voluminous were the clouds of smoke he raised in his aid. Dame Trotters cuckoo clock chimed three before he turned into bed, and the bird announced four, and the bird announced five, ere he dropped off into an unquiet sleep, greatly dreading the terrors of the coming dawn.


II. A FRIEND IN NEED
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SOMEHOW FACEY ROMFORD AWOKE BETTER than he expected. The reality of his position was mercifully continued to him, instead of having to be gathered in disjointed fragments and put together again. His quick apprehension, too, suggested a resource.

On the south side of the village of Hezelton, where Facey lived, about equidistant from his uncle Gilroys, was Puddingpote Bower, the seat of Mr Jogglebury Crowdey, or Jogglebury Crowdey, Esq., as we suppose he ought to be called; a fat, estimable gentleman, who devoted himself to the administration of the poor law, the propagation of his species, and the manufacture of fancy-headed walking-sticks. Of children, he had twelve, with the prospect of more, to each of whom he flattered himself if he could leave a sufficient number of walking-sticks he would make them very independent. So he cut and hacked and hewed and fashioned ashes, hollies, blackthorns, &c., into the heads of great people,  poets, authors, statesmen, and so on.

To this and his other pursuits Mr Jogglebury Crowdey had at one time united those of shooter and occasional fox-hunter, more perhaps to promote the grand object of stick-hunting than from any decided inclination for either sport; but his waistband increasing in size he had long relinquished the saddle, and had latterly entered into an arrangement with Mr Facey Romford, whereby the latter was to have the free range of his manor (which indeed Facey had long taken without leave), in consideration of a certain equivalent in the way of game. So Crowdey, who was a good shooter, but a bad hitter, got a small supply of birds  as many as Facey thought were good for him  while he saved not only the cost of his certificate, but also of his powder and shot, to say nothing of the exertions of himself and his plethoric dog, Ponto, who like his master had become fat and lazy. This gunning arrangement of course brought Mr Romford occasionally to Puddingpote Bower, and. Mrs Crowdey, ever anxious for the welfare of her numerous progeny, and perhaps rayther mistrusting Jogs sticks, had conceived the notable idea of securing the Gilroy fortune, after Facey was done with it, for one of her youngsters. So she made up to Facey a good deal, always had him to dine when there was a goose (not her husband, but the bird), and put Master Marcus Aurelius forward as the most promising boy in the parish.

And Facey feeling all this, and thinking that perhaps the Puddingpote intimacy might now end, resolved to conclude it with a loan, which present circumstances favoured the prospect of getting. So, arraying himself immediately after his porridge breakfast in a glossy suit of black that he had long kept in lavender to be ready for his Oncle, he craped his Sunday hat deeply, and drawing on a pair of new black kid gloves, took the way across the fields, avoiding Bickerton and Branshaugh, to the Bower. Arrived there he found Jog feeding his Cochins, who started at the sight, and nearly broke the brown earthenware bowl in which he had the barley-meal.

Oncle dead, whispered Facey, with a knowing look and a solemn shake of the head.

Poor (puff)! ejaculated Jog; when did it (puff, wheeze) happen?

Only heard of it last night, replied Facey, slowly.

(Puff) in, and (gasp) Mrs Jogglebury, said Jog, taking Faceys muscular arm and leading the way through the back kitchen to the dining-room, where Mrs Jog was just sweeping the chips Jog had made in cutting a Lord Palmerstonian-headed stick under the grate.

My (puff) dear, heres (gasp) Mr Romford, said Jog, opening the door and putting his friend forward to bear the brunt of the action in case it should be wrong. Mrs Jog started, too, for she had never seen Facey in anything but his somewhat miscellaneous coloured clothes, and the contrast was rather appalling. She soon jumped to a conclusion.

Poor man! exclaimed she, clasping her hands, when did it happen?

Only heard of it last night, replied Facey sorrowfully, as the woman in black flashed across his mind.

Indeed! Then was he away from home?

Been away for a week, replied Facey; was to have come home on Tuesday.

Only think! ejaculated Mrs Jogglebury, turning her eyes up to the ceiling, as if with a fine moral reflection, but in reality calculating Aureliuss chances. What, died in London, did he?

Died in London, assented Facey.

Then youll be going up to see about things, wont you? asked Mrs Jogglebury, anxious for Marcus Aureliuss interest.

Thats just it, said Facey, looking out of the corners of his little ferretty eyes at Jogglebury, thats just it. You see the bankers wont let me have any money till the will is proved, and Ive just come down to see if you can let me have a  

Oh (gasp, puff, wheeze) yes, they will, ejaculated Jog. When my (wheeze) uncle (gasp) Crowdey died, Blunt and Buggins let me have as much as I (gasped).

Ah, that was in the country, observed Mrs Jog, thinking to clench the Aurelius interest with a loan.

That was in the country, said Facey, adopting the idea. London is a very different place; theyll hardly change you a fi pun note without a reference.

Well, but your (gasp) uncle would have an account in the (wheeze) country as well, observed Jog.

Not he, replied Facey; me Oncle wasnt the man to tell his right hand what his left hand did. However, continued he, raising the craped hat from the floor, I must just see what the Londoners will do, for time is precious, and things must be looked after. So saying, Facey rose as if to depart, whereupon Mrs Jog essayed another coup at her husband.

Well, but Jog, my dear, I dare say you could let Mr Romford have what he wants.

My (puff, gasp) dear, I have only (gasp) pound in the house, replied the excited Jog, stamping, and turning perfectly scarlet.

Now (gasp) pounds being an indefinite sum, and having the missus on his side, Facey did not like to say it would do, so, pretending indifference, he said he was only providing against possible contingencies, and did not know he might want it at all. That comforted Jog considerably, for he did not like lending money to anybody; but Mrs Jog speedily dispelled the delusion by observing that perhaps he could give Mr Romford a cheque for what he required.

Ah, that might do, said Facey, brightening up, and then I could cash it or not, as I wanted it; and Jog, seeing that a storm was imminent, after a long leisurely hunt for his keys, at length found them, and proceeded to unlock a great brass-bound mahogany writing-desk, out of a secret drawer of which he produced the important little money sheaf of a cheque book. Then he had to look for a pen that would write, next for some ink that would mark, after that for his almanack, and finally for his spectacles. Still Romford, though in such a desperate hurry, did not back out. So Jog, having consumed all the time that he could, at length filled in the date, and then came to the next blank after the word pay. Messrs. Blunt and Buggins, pay Pay who? asked Jog, looking up.

Oh, pay me, replied our friend. Pay me  Mr Romford  pay Mr Romford or order  say, fifty pund  not that I dare say I shall want it, but it will make even money, and I can send you down a fifty pun note  cut in two, you know; adding, dessay I shall find plenty of specie when I get there  only one likes to be provided.

This last observation had a consolatory effect upon Jog, who, after a hunt for his blotting-paper, at length found it, and stamping it severely on the cheque as if he would knock its wind out, took a last farewell, and tearing it abruptly from the book handed it over to Facey, with a feeling as though he were parting with his hearts blood.

All right, said Romford, glancing at it, and then folding it up he placed it in his betting-book and pocketed it.

Youll let us hear from you in London, I suppose, observed Mrs Jogglebury Crowdey, as Facey prepared to depart.

Certainly, replied Facey, certainly  write to you as soon as I get there  most likely send you your check back. So saying he shook each heartily by the hand and hurried away through the kitchen.

Without waiting for the bang of the back door, Jogs pent up wrath exploded with a I wonder you are such a (gasp) as to (puff) away money in that way.

Oh, nonsense, Jog, you are so suspicious. You have no spirit or enterprise about you. I declare the poor children might be all paupers for anything you do.

Paupers (puff)! enterprise (wheeze)! I think you are much more likely to make them (puff) paupers than (wheeze) me.

Nonsense, Jog; I tell you you dont know the men as well as I do. Leave me to manage these matters. Just as Marcus Aureliuss chance is at the best, you try to throw all my endeavours away.

Ah, (puff) thats just what you used to say with regard to Gustavus (wheeze) and Mr Sponge. Nothin was too (puff) for Mr Sponge  he was sure to (wheeze) Gustavus James everything he had, and must have the best of everything,  all the delicacies of the season,  and then he goes and marries a (gasp) actress. Wish I had the (puff) expenses of that (wheeze) visit in my (gasp) pocket. Would come to a pretty round sum, I know.

This agreeable dialogue was at length interrupted by a double knock at the half-open door, indicating the presence of a listener. It was the cook, come to say that Betty the fishwoman was in the scullery with soles, haddocks, and skate. Mrs Jog gladly beat a retreat to hold a conference with her, for Betty dealt in gossip as well as fish, and always had the latest intelligence. So, after a slight survey of the fish, she asked her if there was anything going on. Well, no, I think not, mum, replied Betty, who was more tenacious about the freshness of her news than that of her fish, and always opened as if the news was old, Well, no, mum, I think not. Youll have heard of the doins at Mr Gilroys doubtless?

Doings! exclaimed Mrs Jog, why, hes dead.

Dead, yes, and left a widdy and large family, replied Betty.

Shriek! screech! scream! went Mrs Jog, rushing to a vacant chair by the cistern.

Oh, mum, whats happened? exclaimed Betty, standing aghast.

Whats the (puff)? demanded Jog, rushing in with the Palmerstonian stick in his hand.

Oh, tell him  tell him, take him away and tell him, shrieked Mrs Jog, covering her face with one hand and motioning them away with the other.

When Jog heard the sad news he was quite beside himself. Summoning his man-boy the two got the phaëton ready, and drove off at such a rate, to stop the cheque at the bank, that they threw down the old family mare, breaking one of the shafts and both her knees. But Facey was too many for them. He never went near the bank, but just walked round to Mr Holmside, the treasurer to the Poor Law Union, saying, as that worthy appeared at his door, I say, heres one of your old broken-winded Chairmans cheques  just give me money for it, thats a good fellow. And Jog being a very great man in the eyes of Mr Holmside (Chairman of the Stir-it-stiff Union, comprising no less than ten townships), immediately produced his moneybags, and asking Mr Romford how he would have it, handed him five five-pound notes and five-and-twenty sovereigns. Facey then telling Holmside that there were a brace of partridges and a hen pheasant (one of Squire Gollartons) at Mother Trotters that he might have for sending for, bade him adieu, and was quickly out of sight. Arrived at home, Facey trundled his clothes into his box, and consigning his dogs to the care of his landlady, drove off in the postmans gig to catch the mail train at the Hyndleyburn Station. And the almost broken-hearted Jog vowed that he would never have anything more to do with Faceys or Soapeys or men of that sort, for the interests of his children would be much better promoted by sticking to the sticks. So he hacked and hewed and carved away with redoubled vigour, and is hacking and carving away to this hour for aught we know to the contrary. Last scene of all that closes this portion of our sad eventful history was the coming of the county court bailiff; who swept away all that friend Facey had left at his lodgings  his wide-awake hat, his flay craw clothes, his shabby mackintosh, his mud boots; above all, his valuable library  his Boxiana, his Fistiana, his Bells Life, and Whites Farriery.


III. THE SPONGE CIGAR AND BETTING ROOMS
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ARRIVED IN THE GREAT METROPOLIS, Faceys earliest visit was to the well-known Soapey Sponge, in Jermyn Street, St. Jamess. Soapey in bygone days had been a guest of Faceys, and had lost a certain sum of sivin pun ten to him at Blind Hookey, which no amount of coaxing or bullying had ever been able to extract from him. Indeed, latterly the letters had been returned to Facey through the dead-letter office. This was not to be borne, and Facey was now more than ever determined to have his dues, or to know the reason why. We may mention that Soapey, on his marriage with the fascinating actress, Miss Lucy Glitters, had set up a cigar and betting shop, a happy combination, that promised extremely well at the outset, but an unfeeling legislature, regardless of vested interests, had presently interposed, and put a stop to the betting department. So Soapey had to extinguish his lists, and Lucy and he were reduced to the profits of the cigar shop alone, WHOLESALE, RETAIL, AND FOR EXPORTATION, as the circular brass front and window blind announced.

Now, though Lucys attractions were great, and though she never sold even one of her hay-and-brown-paper cigars under sixpence, or ever gave change for a shilling, still Soapey and she could not make both ends meet; and when poverty comes in at the door, love will fly out of even a glittering cigar-shop window. So it was with the Sponges. Deprived of his betting recreation, Soapey took to idle and expensive habits; so true is the saying that

Satan finds some mischief still

For idle hands to do.

He frequented casinoes and billiard-rooms, danced at Cremorne, and often did not come home till daylight did appear. All this went sadly against the till; and the rent and the rates and taxes, to say nothing of the tradesmens bills, were more difficult to collect on each succeeding quarter. With this falling fortune friend Facey arrived in town to further complicate disasters. He took twopennyworth of Citizen bus from Lisson Grove as far as the Piccadilly Circus, and then, either not knowing the country, or with a view of drawing up wind, threw himself into cover at the St. Jamess Street end of Jermyn Street, instead of at the Haymarket end, where one would have thought his natural genius would have suggested the Sponges would be found. To be sure he had not been much about town; Oncle Gilroy, for obvious reasons, having kept him as much as he could in the country. As we said before, it being the winter season, when day is much the same as night in London, Facey lounged leisurely along the gaslit street, one roguish eye reading the names and callings of the shops on his left, the other raking the opposite side of the way; but though he drew along slowly and carefully, examining as well the doors as the windows, no Sponge sign, no cigar warehouse, greeted his optics. Fish, books, boxes, bacon, boots, shoes, everything but Sponges.

So he came upon the bus-crowded Regent Street, not having had a whiff of a cigar save from the passers-by. There then he stood at the corner of the street biting his nails, lost in astonishment at the result. Reglar do, muttered he; beggars bolted, looking back on the long vista of lamps he had passed. Well, thats a nice go, said he; always thought that fellow was a sharper. Just then an unhandsome Hansom came splashing and tearing along the way he had come, and dashing across Regent Street pursued the continuous route beyond.

May as well cast across here, said Facey to himself, picking his way over the muddy street, taking care of his buttoned boots as he went. His sagacity was rewarded by reading Jermyn Street on the opposite wall. For-rard! for-rard! he cheered himself, thinking the cigar shop scent improved as he went. Indeed he quickly came upon a baccy shop, green door, red blinds, all indicative of a find, for no sooner does one tradesman get well-established than another comes as near as he can get to pick away part of his custom.

Just then Faceys keen eye caught sight of two little over-dressed snobs stopping suddenly at a radiant shop window a few paces further on, and advancing stealthily along, as if going up with his gun to a point, the words Devilish andsome fell upon his ear. Looking over their shoulders there appeared the familiar figure of Mrs Sponge behind the counter. Mrs Sponge, slightly advanced in embonpoint since he saw her, but still in the full bloom of womanly beauty. She was dressed in a semi-evening costume, low-necked lavender-coloured silk dress, with an imitation black Spanish mantilla thrown gracefully over her swan-like neck and drooping well-rounded shoulders. The glare of the gaslight illumined her clear Italian-like complexion, and imparted a lustre to a light bandeau of brilliants that encircled her jet black hair. Altogether she looked very bewitching. There was a great hairy fellow in the shop, as big as Facey, and better made, who kept laughing and talking, and Lucy-ing Mrs Sponge in the familiar way fools talk to women in bars and cigar rooms. The little snobs were rather kept at bay by the sight; not so friend Facey, who brushed past them and boldly entered the once famous Sponge Cigar and Betting-Rooms. Lucy started with a half-suppressed shriek at the sight, for Romford at any time would have been formidable, but a black Romford was more than her nerves could bear. Added to this she knew who had returned the dunning letters, and feared the visit boded no good.

Well, and how goes it? said Facey, advancing, and tendering his great ungloved hand.

Pretty well, thank you, Mr Romford, replied Lucy, shaking hands with him.

And hows the old boy? asked Facey, meaning Soapey.

Hes pretty well, too, thank you, replied Mrs Sponge.

At home? asked Facey, with an air of indifference.

Well  no hesitated Lacy, hes just gone out to his drill. He is one of the West Middlesex. (He was up-stairs dressing to go to the billiard-room.)

The hairy monster seeing he was superseded presently took his departure, and the little snobs having passed on, the two were left together; so Facey taking a chair planted himself just opposite the door, as well to stare at her as to stem the tide of further custom. It was lucky he did, for Sponge coming down-stairs peeped through the dun-hole of the little retiring-room, and recognising his great shoulders and backward-growing whiskers, beat a retreat and stole out the back way.

And may I ask who you are in mourning for? inquired Lucy, as soon as the first rush of politeness was over.

Oh, me Oncle, me Oncle Gilroy, replied Facey.

Gone at last, is he, said Lucy, who recollected to have heard about him.

Gone at last, assented Facey, with a downward nod.

Well, and I hope hes left you something andsome, observed Lucy.

Leave! Oh, bless you, I never expected nothin from him. He had a wife and ever so many bairns.

You dont say so! exclaimed Lucy, clasping her beautiful hands; I always understood he was a bachelor. Well, Mr S. will be astonished when he hears that, added she, turning her lustrous darkly-fringed eyes up to the ceiling.

Fact, however, said Facey significantly.

You surprise me, said Lucy, fearing the little debt would not be wiped off. Well, continued she, its lucky for those that can do without.

Ah, thats another matter, muttered Facey, who saw how it bore on the sivin pun ten. Moneys always acceptable, continued he, looking round the shining shop and wondering if he would ever get paid. There seemed plenty of stock, provided the barrels and canisters were not all dummies. How would it do to take it out in kind? Better get money if he could, thought he. Facey then applied himself to sounding Lucy as to where Sponge was likely to be found. Oh, he would be sure to find him at any time; could scarcely come wrong. He hadnt been gone five minutes when Mr Romford came. Would be so vexed when he returned to find hed missed him. Facey rather doubted this latter assertion, and was half inclined to ask why Soapey had not answered his letters, but Lucy being too pretty to have any words with, and appearing to believe what she said, he pretended that he did too, and shortly afterwards left to get a beefsteak dinner at the Blue Posts in Cork Street. As he turned out of the shop he encountered a blear-eyed brandy-faced man, with a numbered badge on his breast, and an old red cotton kerchief twisted carelessly round his battered hat, whose seedy greasy clothes seemed greatly in want of a washing. The wearer started at the sight of our friend. It was none other than Soapey Sponges late job stud groom, Mr Leather, crawling from the cab-stand for his weekly stipend of eighteenpence of hush-money for a certain horse robbery he had been engaged in with Mr Sponge before he married Lucy, and the aged head within the battered hat was the one that butted the Romford stomach, and knocked its owner neck and crop backward down-stairs. (Vide Mr Sponges Sporting Tour.) Romford, however, did not recognise it, and Leather wisely thinking the reminiscence would not be productive of a tip, let him pass; so, after strolling into the Haymarket, Leather returned leisurely to Lucy, and told her that he reallie did believe hed seen that Mr Romford Facey wot wanted to steal his old masters clothes. And Lucy said he had. The fact was that Romford Facey, as Mr Leather called him, had wanted to detain the clothes for this identical sivin pun ten he now came in quest of, and Leather showing fight had ultimately been the victor, butting Facey backward downstairs and putting his shoulder out. Leather had long tried for sixpence a week extra for this service, but had not succeeded in getting it.


IV. THE BRIGHT IDEA
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LONDON WAS VERY EMPTY. THERE were as many waiters as guests at the Carlton, and Whites was equally deserted. A man might walk a long time before he would be hailed,  a very long time before anybody would ask him to dine.

Mr Facey Romford vacillated between the Blue Posts in Cork Street, John o Groats in Rupert Street, and Soapey Sponges in Jermyn Street. Still he never could find Soapey at home. Call early, call late, call when he would, he was never to be seen. Lucy was charged with excuses, and she did her spiriting so kindly and gently that Facey almost began to be reconciled to not seeing him. Still, sivin pun ten was a deal of money, a deal at any time, a great deal to a man who had just been defrauded of an ample fortune, and had to begin the world afresh. Ah, indeed! groaned Facey, as he lay in his attic bed above the ham and beef shop at his new lodging in Beak Street, thinking it over. What should it be? If that old scoundrel hadnt deceived him he might have made a great fortune as a civil engineer; been a second Stephenson or Brunel; for our friend had a good opinion of his abilities,  few men better. Facey was quite puzzled what to do. He couldnt return to his theodolite, to levels and surveys  

And drag at each remove a lengthening chain.

He wouldnt mind being an auctioneer, or station-master, if there was a good salary and he could steal away for a little shooting now and then. He wouldnt mind being a chief constable, or even a super, if they would let him hunt his horse occasionally,  could trap a thief with any one. His decided forte, however, was for dogs and horses. He wouldnt mind a farm, provided he had the game also; but then, under this confounded new system of improvement, it required capital; so did a horse-dealer, so did everything. That was what floored him. In vain he thought of something horsey, out-of-doorish and exhilarating, that could be worked without any money; nothing of the sort ever occurred to him.

A mans bright ideas generally come when he least expects them; they occur to some in shaving, some in smoking, some in thinking, some in batting, some in boating. Romford caught inspiration by staring into a saddlers shop window in Oxford Street. There he saw sundry busy men in their shirt sleeves, sewing and stitching and hammering away at saddles and horsey things. These being interesting to horsey men, he stuck his thumbs into his armlets and stood straddling and eyeing the operation, looking at saddles in every stage of advancement, from the trees up to the final finish. Dash it, why shouldnt I be a saddler? thought he; could fit one on as well as any man. And then the confounded money question arose again.

Well, but he might be master of the horse to some great man who had not as much leisure and experience as himself. That would do! Mr Romford master of the horse to an earl or a duke say. That would sound well! Would buy the horses and the forage, pocket the percentage, and ride for nothing. And he was half inclined to step into Wilkinson and Kidds and ask if they knew of anything of the sort,  ask as if it were for a friend,  a young man in whom he took an interest. While he was thus cogitating, his keen eye caught sight of a man fitting a hunting-horn to a saddle, which carried him away on the moment. From the horse to the hound is an easy and natural transition, which, coupled with the mastership of the horse, then uppermost in Faceys mind, struck the train of thought right into the kennel line, and caused him to hit off the idea of being a master of hounds. A master of hounds! That was the thing  the very thing for his money!  or rather, his no money  and he gave his great thigh a slap that sounded like the report of a pistol. Well done, ingenuity! cried he, swinging his right arm about, sending an old apple-woman into the gutter, as he rolled away from the window, feeling a new, renovated, regenerated man. A pack of hounds was the very thing to his mind, the very thing of all others that he would have liked best if he had got that wicked old mans money, though he now thought it had been so ill made that it would never have prospered with him. And Facey wondered that the idea had never struck him before: it seemed so natural and obvious, that he could not think how it had happened. Money! It required no money! The people who wanted the sport would find the money. He would find discretion and judgment. He knew all the ins and outs of management,  how a twenty pund horse was made into a fifty,  where to buy meal, where to buy oats, where to buy hay, where to buy everything. Then he would hunt the hounds himself,  do for pleasure what others did for pay,  and could soon fashion a light, active, cute lad with brains in his head into a whip. He knew how to get helpers at the exact market price,  he would be his-own stud-groom,  master of horse to himself. His hunting would get him shooting, and shooting would get him fishing, and the three would get him into society, and there was no saying but he might get an heiress after all. And Facey congratulated himself uncommonly on his sagacity, and retraced his steps to the Blue Posts, and then back to Soapeys, with a light elasticity that he had never known since the death of Oncle Gilroy. Still there was no Soapey to be seen in Jermyn Street. Lucy was there, neat and pretty as usual, with the accustomed levee of nincompoops, all looking out for a smile. A mortgagee to the extent of sivin pun ten might well exercise acts of ownership, and Facey rolled in with such an air of importance that several of the small fry slunk away in alarm, thinking Facey was Soapey, and might perhaps spin them into the street. And as Soapey knew better than appear when Facey was there, the latter had the shop pretty much to himself; a presence, however, that did not at all contribute to the increase of custom. But as Facey had no share in the profits, and found the shop a very convenient lounge, he just dropped in whenever it suited him, getting his pipe and his porter from the Black Horse over the way. Lucy was always neat and nicely dressed, and partly from having an excellent figure of her own, and partly because the space behind the counter was rather contracted, she did not counteract Natures gifts by making herself into a haystack with hoops, but just put on as much something as made her clothes stand out below. She was always busy with her needle,  always either making her own clothes or mending Soapeys, which latter were sometimes rather dilapidated.

Facey on his part kept the mastership project firmly and steadily in view. The letters M.F.H. met him in the morning, they accompanied him throughout the day, and closed his eyes at night. He apostrophised the Bow bells address to Whittington  

Turn again, Whittington,

Thrice Lord Mayor of London.

into,

Turn again, Romford,

Thrice Master of Fox-Hounds.

He felt fully persuaded he would be a master, just as Mr Disraeli felt fully persuaded he would be an orator, and Louis Napoleon that he would be an emperor  it was fated so. He visited all the likely haunts of horsey and hunting men, from Tattersalls down to some of the enterprising gentlemen who offer invaluable horses for half nothing, with every opportunity of investigation and trial. Though most of these thought Facey looked like a clown, yet there was something about his roguish physiognomy that prevented their trying it on with him. One thought he was a coper in disguise, and asked him, with a knowing wink, if he wasnt in their line himself. And though Facey had gone into the yard with a considerable swagger, he did not resent the imputation, but said, in a low confidential sort of tone, Well, no, but praps I could give you a lift. And the man being ever anxious to do someone, after feeling his way a little further, fraternised with Facey, and put him up to a thing or two. So Facey went about from place to place, always with an eye to the main chance  that of getting a country, and talking as if he had lately abandoned one.

Still, running about and making inquiries instead of advertising for what one wants, is very much like sending ones letters by a special messenger instead of availing oneself of the post. One good advertisement in the right quarter, the right medium of communication, will do more towards suiting people than whole reams of letter paper, and months of personal effort and inquiry.

Of course Romford, wanting a country, did not advertise in the Record, or the Saturday Review, but went to the appropriate office of Bells Life in London, where with the aid of a clerk he combed out a very taking advertisement. It stated that a gentleman, to whom subscription was a secondary consideration, was ready to treat for a country where he could get a little shooting and fishing as well. All letters and communications to be addressed to Francis Romford, Esq., at the Sponge Cigar Warehouse, Jermyn Street, St. Jamess, S.W., Facey thinking that Jermyn Street, St. Jamess, sounded better than Jermyn Street, Haymarket, which perhaps it does. And having thus laid the foundation of future fame he went about with a copy of the paper in his pocket, pricing saddles and bridles, and things, showing the fortunate victim by the advertisement where to send them to; and sportsmen being always in high repute with tradesmen, he very soon got a goodly collection together. He looked in at Bartley and Hammonds, intending to have his boots and breeches from them; but somehow, though these great professors took his measure, and complimented him on his proportions, they did not care to execute his orders. Bartley told him he would back him to lick Sayers, but still he would not make him a pair of boots to fight in. However, as Facey said, there was no harm done, and he inwardly wished himself better luck another time.


V. THE H.H., OR, HEAVYSIDE HUNT
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BEING ABOUT THE MIDDLE OF the hunting season it was not to be expected that friend Romford would have many applications for his immediate services; but these being the days for getting ones sport out of other peoples pockets, he had plenty of feelers as to what he would do against the next one. Some of the writers evidently thought they were communicating with the other Mr Romford, who if they could but get to adopt their country, it would save them all further trouble about subscribing  sport being evidently the object of the advertiser, not subscription  indeed, Mr Romford was known to be very rich. Facey entered into correspondence with some of these, and one gentleman came all the way from Uttoxeter to see him, to the serious detriment of a five pound note; when finding they were both of the same kidney, he was weak enough to try to get Facey to pay half his expenses  a light for a cigar was all he got out of Romford. Still, our friend continued his advertisement, and at length it brought forth,  if not golden,  at all events some fruit. The members of the old-established Heavyside Hunt had quarrelled among themselves, and it had been resolved to re-cast the establishment altogether, and have a dictator instead of many masters.

The hunt, as many of our readers are perhaps aware, is one of very great antiquity, being called after its founder, Mr Simon Heavyside, of Heavyside Hall. From one of his capacious clasped red pockets in which he used to dot down the doings of the day, the horses he bought, the corn he sold, the lambs he reared, we learn that, so far back as 1751, he had hired a youth called Mark Buck to go with Harry the huntsman and hounds, the same being, as Mr Heavyside noted, cappital when settled to their fox, but rather mettlesome before, most likely very riotous, and Buck was to be whipper-in under the inferior title of couple-boy. The hunt therefore must have been in existence sometime before this, though how long we are unable to say. Mr Heavyside kept the establishment, such as it was, and having the whole county to operate upon he used to make royal sporting progresses wherever he heard there was good wine to drink and foxes to hunt. Very cheery and jolly the old cocks were, hunting, and drinking, and talking enthusiastically of the sport. Very circumspect they were about their port  four years in wood and twenty in bottle was the youngest they could drink, and solemn and sententious were the judgments they delivered ere a pipe was considered perfect. Then they went ahead till it was finished. They never hunted two days together  three days a week was considered very handsome; but they used to assemble at the kennel on the intervening ones, and chat over the pedigrees and merits of those hounds that had particularly distinguished themselves on the preceding days,  how Firebrand led up to the Gibbet on Harrowden Heath, and how Trimbush and Trueman took it up and maintained the lead all the way to Billington Hill. It was all the hounds they talked about, not themselves or their horses. No telling of how Brown beat Smith, or how Tomkins set the field. Indeed, the horses were not adapted to that description of work; being merely what would be called machiners at the present day, but they could trot and clamber along, and a hunt not being a hunt unless it lasted three hours, there was great harmony between them and the hounds. They would paw and whinny with delight as some sage veteran of the chase made long-drawn proclamation of the scent, to be ratified and confirmed by each particular hound for himself. They used not to take much upon credit. Each hound had to be satisfied, and enthusiastic would he be when he was so  not a yard would they go without a scent.

We have been favoured with a sight of a picture of old Mr Simon Heavyside painted about the fortieth year of his reign, in which the old bottle-nosed hero is depicted on an old crop-eared grizzled horse with a whitening-brush tail, a flat flapped saddle, and a snaffle bridle in his mouth. The squire, a good eighteen stoner, is attired in a velvet cap, with a squarish peak, from whose black sides a profusion of snow-white locks protrude, gathered and tied into a comprehensive pig-tail behind. His abundant, almost superabundant, single-breasted scarlet coat-laps reach a long way below the mahogany-coloured boot-tops, which are kept over the calf of the leg by a pair of broad tanned straps across the knee, thus showing a sufficiency of the bright blue woollen interregnum, a buff vest high in the throat and long in the waist, with ample flap-pockets, a straight spur, a spare stirrup leather across the shoulder, and a most formidable-looking hammer-headed whip, the thong dangling at the side of the leg, complete the costume of this ancient worthy. Around him are several couple of hounds, great long-eared lumbering animals, and in the distance sundry stacks of chimneys are seen in full smoke rising among the trees, indicative of the extent of hospitality at the Hall. It was said that no one ever left it either sad or sober  it was a sort of free public house for the country at large, and as the squire brewed his own ale, killed his own meat, and made his own cheese, there was a great deal of wear and tear for the teeth at no very serious sacrifice. At length the old trump being unable any longer to partake of the pleasures of the chase himself, bethought him of providing for the amusement of posterity by securing the continuance of his hounds in the country to which he was so much attached. To this end he made his will, of which the following is an extract:  

I Simon Heavyside, of Heavyside Hall, Esquyer, being of hole and perfect mind and memorie, thoughe verie craysed and sore wounded in body, do make this my last will and testament in manor and forme folowienge; that is to say: To my well beloved friends and brother sportsmene Oliver Rookeburn, of Ringland Hill, and Thomas Dawson, of Chaldon Hall, Esquiers, and their Heirs, all my most truly valuable hounde dogges, with the cooples them thereunto belonging, together with £62 by yere, or as much more as my landes in Lamsheles and Allenton will let for by the yeare, for the keep and maintenance of the saide hounde dogges, and their desendents for ever.

And he gave to his friend Tom Tidswell of Hayford for a token, his racking gray nage, alsoe to Joe Smith, of Westfield, his donne horse, and to Ned Armstrong, of Windrush, a browne horse that he bought of Nicholas Rattler.

And he ordered that his huntsman, George Grimwell should have meat and drink in his house during his life, with 40s. by the yere for tobacco and snuff.

And Simon being greatly respected, as most men with bobble noses are, the hunt resolved itself into a Heavyside club at his death, the members of which all took the surname of Heavyside, and addressed each other by the title of brother, sinking their own surnames and using the prefix to their Christian ones only, thus, brother Nicholas Heavyside, brother Solomon Heavyside, brother Timothy Heavyside, the parties real names being Fairbank, Woodney, and Heaton. Then at the hunt dinners, the memory of their great founder was drunk standing with solemn silence, and those who had hunted with him and those who had wined with him shook their grey heads, and said they should never see his like again. But Time, the soother and reconciler, gradually lessened the veneration, as younger men with smaller waists and greater activity began to supply the places of the original members. Then they wanted a younger huntsman, quicker hounds, shorter runs, and smarter cords.

At first the mere mention of any innovation was looked upon as rank heresy, and the irritated elders peered over their formidable broad rimmed spectacles (for specs were specs in those days) to see who was guilty of such treason; but as the specs gradually gave way to eyes that could see, there was a growing inclination in favour of pace.

But Lawyer Lappy, who was an original Heavysider, and moreover had attained the distinguished weight of nineteen stone, insisted that according to the terms of the will the hounds must be the lineal descendants of the old stock, or they would forfeit the endowment, so they could do little in the way of improvement as long as the lawyer lived. At length Brother Lappy paid the debt of nature, whereupon the new generation abolished the term brother, and substituted a smart hunt button  dead gold with a bright border, and the letters H.H. entwined so affectionately and hieroglyphically together as to make it extremely difficult to say what they were. Then old Grimwell was turned adrift on his baccy and beer, the throaty old patriarchs of the pack were put in repose, and swallow tails superseded the flowing bed-gown like coats. Crop-eared horses disappeared, and whitening-brush tails were succeeded by long swiches.

Still there were always two parties in the hunt, those who admired the old system, and those who advocated the new, and Lawyer Lappys oracular decision operated very prejudicially upon pace. They would not like to lose the rents, which had increased amazingly since Mr Heavysides time. So they jangled and wrangled on season after season, each side declaring the others were the most stupid and impracticable people imaginable. At length they got to the point of dissention that resulted in the application to Mr Romford. They could bear each other no longer, and wrote to know if Mr Romford would undertake to hunt their country three days a week for £800 a year, each side being determined to screw the other up to the utmost.

Now though £800 a year seems a very small sum when compared with the book estimates, and considering the great opportunities a pack of hounds afford for spending money, yet £800 a year well administered will go a good way towards sport, especially with a man like Mr Romford, who knew the value of money, and meant to work the thing himself. Then too the H.H. had a fat huntsman, one Jonathan Lotherington, who absorbed the best part of £100 a year, and yet wouldnt ride over a water furrow, an aggravating circumstance to gentlemen who liked to see a man come gallantly over a hedge, and calculate what they themselves would do or try to do it for. This £100 Facey would save by hunting the hounds himself, and there were many other little items that he knew how to lop off or reduce. Of course he didnt tell the H.H. gentlemen this; on the contrary, he pooh-poohed the subscription, declaring it would do nothing for him, but that was only to excite them to further endeavours, and enforce the propriety of early and punctual payment. He determined from the first not to miss it, unless of course he saw his way to something better.

Indeed he talked, or rather wrote, so magnificently that some of them wished he mightnt be too great a man for their money. Lucy, who wrote a good hand and managed the literary department for him, was much struck with the grandeur of his views, and wondered that a gentleman who could do so much should make such a noise about a trumpery sivin pun ten. Meanwhile the H.H. gentlemen were staunch and anxious, only too eager to close with such a desirable gentleman, and the anxiety was not diminished by a reference to Burke, which showed that the owner of Abbeyfield Park was a bachelor, heir presumptive, his brother Augustus Umfreville.

Some of the young ladies thought they would like to save Augustus Umfreville the trouble of thinking of it. At length they got a bargain struck: So much money down, so much more in the middle, so much at the end of the season, and Facey strutted up Regent Street as if both sides of the way were his, and the middle too. It was Mr Romford, M.F.H., Mr Romford, master of the Heavyside hounds. And he drank his own health in a copious bowl of Blue Posts baked punch, and then bought Lucy a splendid tiara of brilliants in Burlington Arcade. Price two pound ten. Hoo-ray! for Mr Romford!


VI. GONE AWAY!
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AS ILL-LUCK WOULD HAVE IT, the very day that saw Mr Romford elevated into a master of hounds, placed him in an awkward position with Mrs Sponge. Soapey, as we said before, had not been a good husband. So long as the betting lists lasted, and he could pigeon the greenhorns, he was all very well, and attended to the shop, but when they were abolished, and Sir Richard Maynes cab-fares superseded those of his favourite author Mr Mogg, Soapey grew more and more out-of-doorish, horsey, and Hornsey wood-ish, until at last upon Lucy devolved the entire responsibility of making the pot boil. Still, they might have done pretty well with the cigar shop alone; for the abolition of the betting lists operated favourably in the baccy line by drawing a goodly number of young swells into the shop, who had theretofore been kept at bay by the appearance of Sponge; but unfortunately he spent more than the swells brought in, so the concern was rapidly retrograding. At this juncture came Facey Romford, as before mentioned, whose great athletic frame and keen watchful eye cleared the course like a constable. The lawful owner even, too, durstnt show, for there was that sivin pun ten scored against him, and as the take in the till grew daily less, the less Sponge cared to come to count it. And now, on this auspicious day, when Facey came to crown her with the tiara on the glorious termination of the hound treaty, he was met by Lucy with the serious announcement that Mr S. (for she did not care to mention the name) had bolted,  bolted with the spoons and all the loose cash.

She had just received a letter with the Euston Square post mark upon it, saying, he was off to Liverpool, to catch one of the Black Ball line of clipper packets for Australia, and would write to her again when he got there.

Bolted! exclaimed Facey, his lively imagination realising the position as quickly as did that of the old gentleman who had the child pawned off upon him in the City omnibus. Bolted! repeated he, twitching out a liberal sample of his cane-coloured beard as he spoke, and examining it by the fan gas-light of the counter.

Facey did not like it; Lucy neither. Though Soapey had not been a good Sponge to her of late, still she now realised her old aphorism, that a bad husband was a deal better than none. Facey feared to have a woman thrown upon him just at this critical moment of his preferment, when he thought he saw heiresses rising in shoals to contend for his hand. He now wished he had forfeited the sivin pun ten.

Whatever am I to do? exclaimed poor Lucy, clasping her hands, with tearful upturned eyes. Nathan Levy has fixed to be here at twelve oclock to-morrow for his rent, and there isnt a halfpenny to meet it with.

Humph! growled Facey, taking another pull at his beard.

Hell seize whatever he finds, ejaculated Lucy.

Then the less you leave him to find the better, replied Facey, Whose are these things? asked he, knocking the mahogany counter with his knuckles, and nodding promiscuously at the gas and general fittings around.

Some are his, and some are ours, replied Lucy.

Well, then, Ill tell you what, you just go and convert them, said Facey, and bolt too.

But where am I to go? What am I to do?

Plenty of places to go to!  plenty to do, rejoined Romford, with the confidence of a man well established himself.

Lucy hesitated assent.

Set up a register-office, start a school, teach dancing, give lessons in riding, return to the stage,  a hundred ways of making money in this great, rich metropolis.

Facey determined that, come what might, he would not be encumbered with her himself. He was a very moral man, especially when it was his interest to be so, and was not going to prejudice his chance of getting an heiress by  even the semblance of an illicit connection.

But why not go to your mother? asked Facey, who he knew was a theatrical dresser, living at Hart Street, Covent Garden.

Oh, my mother has as much as she can manage to keep herself, sighed Lucy.

Well, but you can stop there, at all events, for the present, observed Facey, till summut turns up.

The result of a long conference was, that the little slip-shod girl of the house was sent to Wardour Street for a furniture broker, to whom Lucy sold everything for ready money, with a stipulation that it was all to be cleared away that night, and, having packed up her clothes, together with the remaining stock of cheroots and manillas, she drove off in a four-wheeled cab to her mother in Hart Street, there to ruminate on the past and contemplate the future.

Next Morning, THE SPONGE CIGAR WAREHOUSE, WHOLESALE, RETAIL, AND FOR EXPORTATION, was closed!

And when Nathan Levy heard the said news, he wrung his hands in anguish, vowing that he was utterly and inextricably ruined. Never! no never, should he get over it.

And selfish Facey, having established Mrs Sponge, presently took his departure to look after his hounds, very glad that things had terminated as they had done, for at one time he thought they locked very ominous.

The reader will therefore now have the goodness to accompany Mr M.F.H. Romford into the country.


VII. MINSHULL VERNON
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RAILWAYS HAVE DESTROYED THE ROMANCE of travelling. Bulwer himself could not make anything out of a collision, and trains, trucks, trams, and tinkling bells are equally intractable. No robbing, no fighting, no benighting, no run-away-ing. One journey is very much like another, save that the diagonal shoots across country are distinguished by a greater number of changes. But with the exception of certain level crossings, certain mountings up, certain divings down like a man changing his floor at a lodging, there is really nothing to celebrate. Its, Away you go! or, Here you are!

The H.H. country had scarcely been screeched and whistled awake by the noise of railways. It had few requirements that way.

There were no factories, no tall chimneys, no coal pits, no potteries, no nothing. The grass grew in the streets of what were called the principal towns, where the rattle of a chaise would draw all heads to the windows. The people seemed happy and contented, more inclined to enjoy what they had than disposed to risk its possession in the pursuit of more. In fact, they might be called a three per cent sort of people in contradistinction to the raving rapacity of modern cupidity.

It was long after dark ere the little dribbling single line branch railway, that Mr Romford had adopted by means of a sort of triumphal arch on quitting the main one at Langford Green, deposited him at the quiet little town of Minshull Vernon, the nearest point to the H.H. kennel. He had been in and out of so many trains, paced the platforms of so many stations, and read the announcements of so many waiting rooms, that he felt as if he had traversed half the kingdom, and was thankful to get his luggage out for the last time in a quiet, unhurrying way. The train was twenty minutes behind time as it was, and the guard did not seem to care if he made it thirty before he got to the end of his short but slow journey. Minshull Vernon was a very small station, too insignificant for any advertiser save a Temperance Hotel keeper and a soda-water maker to patronize. Even their placards looked worn and dejected. There wasnt a bus or a cab or a fly or a vehicle of any sort in attendance, only a little boy, who however was willing to carry any quantity of luggage. Such a contrast to the leaving in London.

Finding there were but two inns in the place, The White Swan, and The West-end Swell, our friend, true to his colours, patronised the latter, and was presently undergoing the usual inquiry what he would like for supper, from a comely hostess, Mrs Lockwood, the widow of a London groom, who in all probability had christened the house after his master. Romford wasnt a dainty man, and having narrowed the larder to the usual point of beef steaks and mutton chops, he said hed have both, which he afterwards supplemented by a large cut of leathery cheese. Two pipes and two glasses of brandy and water, one to his own health, the other to that of the hounds, closed the performance, after which he rolled off to bed in a pair of West-end Swell slippers. He was soon undressed, in bed, and asleep.

Facey couldnt tell where he was in the morning. The excitement of the journey, the rapidity of events, all tended to confuse him.

He wasnt at Mother Maggisons, for he had no curtains to his bed there; besides, that game was all up. It wasnt Beak Street, for those were brown and these were green; then it came across him where he was, and with a victorious swing of his great muscular arm, he bounded out of bed with a thump that nearly sent him through the old dry rotting floor. Mrs Lockwood thought it was the chimney-stack coming down.

Never having heard of Minshull Vernon before, of course Facey had not formed any expectations as to appearance; but when he came to look out of his window he found quite a different sort of place to what it looked over night. In lieu of a dull formal street he found himself on the reach of a beautiful river with its clear translucent streams sparkling in the morning sun. Dash it but heres fishing, said Facey as he eyed the still trout holes  adding, Ill be in to you, by fair means or foul. Having made a general survey of the scene, he then halloaed down-stairs for hot water just as he used to do at old Mother Maggisons, and forthwith proceeded to shave and array himself.

Having ordered his breakfast  coffee and sausages, for which latter Minshull Vernon is famous  Facey put on his buttoned boots and turned out for a stroll in the street. It was a seedy-looking place, all the shops doing double duty, with no apparent pre-eminence among them. Jugs and basins commingled with ladies hoops, flour and fruit stood side by side, marbles and mustard were in the some bowl. Besom makers and beer shops seemed to predominate. At length Facey found a saddlers, or rather half a saddlers, for he dealt in cheese as well, far different to the saddlers in whose window he drew in inspiration in Oxford Street. This was Toby Trotter, a first-rate gossip and liberal tipper of servants who brought work to his shop. To hear the tippees talk, one would think there wasnt such another shop in the kingdom. Such leather, such sewing, such workmanship generally. Toby was what they call a jobbing saddler, a man who worked out by the day, either so much money and his meals, or so much money without his meals; but as people found that Toby managed to get his meals either way, they mostly adopted the system of paying and feeding him. This gave him a fine opportunity for picking up news, and many a story and many an arrangement that people thought quite snug all among themselves was promulgated at Tobys shop. All the queer rumours and scandals in the county could be traced up to him. He had heard when taking his usual night-cap that there was an arrival at The West-end Swell, and was on the look out for a view. He now saw Facey coming, and began busying himself with the arrangement of a bunch of brass nailed cart whips hanging at the shop door. Toby was a little bald turnip-headed roundabout white-aproned man, who looked as if you could trundle him down street like a beer barrel. At first he thought Facey was a bagman  we beg pardon, representative of a commercial establishment  a conjecture that was speedily dissipated by his stopping short and asking for a set of spur straps. Toby had none by him, but would make him a set in a minute, which was just what Facey wanted, the imparlance, not the leathers, being the object of his visit. A saddlers is always the place to pick up sporting news, just as a confectioners is the one to pick up matrimonial intelligence. So our friend entered and took a seat on a stool while Toby busied himself for what he wanted. Nay more, Facey made a mental inventory of the shop, and estimated its contents, cheese and all, at some eighteen pound odd. This, too, while he was talking on indifferent subjects with Toby. Our friends honours were too novel and recent to admit of his keeping them to himself; and Toby, who was a bungler, had scarcely begun to cut ere Facey let out that he was the new master of the Heavyside hunt. Great was Tobys awe and astonishment, and his hand shook and his cutter jibbed in a way that made very slovenly workmanship. Nevertheless his tongue went glibly enough, and he presently inducted Facey into his country, told him who kept a good house, who kept a middling one, who kept a shabby one, whose keeper shot the foxes, whose sold the pheasants, whose trapped the hares, whose wanted palming. Altogether, gave him a very satisfactory insight into what he might expect. And Toby declined taking payment for the spur leathers, handing Facey a card, and hoping he would allow him the honour of opening an account with him, a request that Facey was obliging enough to grant.


VIII. THE H.H. HOUNDS
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THERE ARE FEW THINGS so faithful as a dish of sausages, not the indigestible leadeny things cooks make in the country, but the light savoury productions of the practised hand; and friend Facey having eaten about a pound and a half of Minshull Vernon ones felt equal to any emergency; he didnt think he would ever be hungry again, so he didnt pocket his customary crust. Finding that the kennel was only seven miles off by the fields, he determined to attempt the expedition by the usual mystifying directions of the local bumpkins: Ye mun gan to the Old Wood toll-gate and then torn to the left and then to the reet, and then keep straight endways till ye come to the pound, and then take the Hay Bridge Hill road till ye come to a four lane ends, after which ye cross the common and come oot by Newbiggin toon end, all very plain sailing to a practised person, but quite bewildering to a stranger. However, Facey was used to country peoples directions, and by dint of keeping the kennel question steadily in view, he succeeded in reaching it in about double the distance he expected. Still, he did not care much for the détour, consoling himself with the reflection that he was seeing the country, and would be able to rectify his mistakes in returning. He now pulled up on a rising ground, a short way off, to contemplate the unmistakeable brick and slate structure standing on the slope of a corresponding hill opposite.

Its courts

On either hand wide opening to receive

The suns all-cheering beams, when mild he shines

And gilds the mountain tops.

Va-ry good, muttered Romford, eyeing it, va-ry good, the stables I see are behind, clock in the middle, corn lefts above  have seen many a worse-looking place than that Facey feeling his own consequence involved in the appearance.

He then sunk the hill, and crossing along a little rustic foot bridge over a gurgling stream, presently deserted the footpath for the more generous amplitude of the kennel-surrounding carriage way.

Our friend was now at one of the hunt-endowed farms, Allertor by name greatly altered and improved since Mr Heavysides time. Indeed, its value had been more than quadrupled.

A bright green door with a highly polished brass knocker placed between diamond-patterned paned windows, now announced the huntsmans house, and making for it, a very slight rat-a-tat brought a little hooped servant girl to answer it.

Mister Whats-his-name at home? asked Facey, who had either never heard, or had forgotten, the huntsmans patronymic.

Mr Lotheringtons in the kennel, sir, replied the girl, dropping a curtsey.

Then tell him Mr Romfords here, said Facey, thinking to have the whole establishment all out in a rush.

Please sir, Mr Bamfords here, said the girl.

Bamford, Bamford, know no such name; tell him to coom in, said the Yorkshireman, who was busy in a kennel conference.

Jonathan Lotherington was a self-sufficient man, who firmly believed in the perfection of everything around him, consequently he never went from home, for change or advice. People might imitate him, he said, but he copied nobody. His was the glass to dress by. Jonathan had been many years with the Heavyside hounds, and though he came out beef-ier and beefier every season, he never recognised any change in himself. He thought, indeed, he rather improved than otherwise. He now rode eighteen stone, a grand weight, he said, for making horses steady and careful at their leaps.

Still, he had his admirers among the H.H., few more sincere than Colonel Chatterbox, with whom he was then conversing. The Colonel had been one of the old Brothers Heavyside, and always regretted the change that had taken place in the name. When Jonathan and he joined their sapience together they were very convincing. They could unravel a run and kill foxes over again. They were in the middle of a long towl about a twenty years old run from Lovedale Gorse to Brierly Banks, when the little girl interrupted the narrative. Though they were both very cute, according to their own accounts, and were in daily expectation of the new master, yet they neither of them thought Bamford might be Romford, and so returned to the point where the confounded coursers headed the fox on Frankton open fields and drove him off the finest line of country that ever was seen.

When Romford rolled in, the fat huntsman was standing before the fat Colonel, each poking away at the others ribs, as they made their successful hits and recollections of the run. They were quite enthusiastic on the subject. Romford had no difficulty in recognising the huntsman, for he was attired in the last years robes of office, viz., a purply lapped coat, warm breeches and boots  a hat instead of a cap, and the absence of spurs, was all that denoted the non-hunting day. The Colonel was green-coated, buff-vested, white-corded, and leathered-gaitered. Carmelite had taken the liberty of wiping his feet on his cords, leaving him the only consolation that they were the second day on. Jonathan and he were now both prepared against further assaults in the shape of kennel-whips held under their arms.

Though they both saw Romford coming, they neither of them thought a man in such a shabby hat, and seedy paletôt, with his Sydenham trousers turned up at the bottom, worth their attention, so they just went on poking and talking as before.

Well, old boy, said Romford, laying his heavy hand on Jonathan Lotheringtons shoulder, Ive come to see these ere canine dogs.

Presently, sir, presently, snapped Lotherington, as much as to say, who are you, pray, that thus interrupts?

Presently! retorted Romford; adding, Im Mr Romford, the new master.

Lotherington started at the announcement. Off went the hat with a sweep, commensurate with a five pound tip, looking as if it would never be restored. The Colonel, too, raised his a little, and salutations being over, Facey renewed his application to see the hounds.

Certainly, sir, certainly, replied Lotherington, presenting Facey with a dress-protecting switch, holloaing at the same time, Michael! here, lad! coom! to his whip.

The lad, who was about sixty, came shambling along in the peculiar manner of dismounted horsemen, and passing out of the flagged court in which the Colonel and Lotherington had been having their kennel lecture, they entered the first lodging-house yard beyond. The door being opened, the hounds were turned off their warm benches by the lad, and came yawning and stretching themselves, giving an occasional bay, as much as to say, what are you bothering us about now? Mr Romford, like a general at a review, then took up a favourable position from which he could criticise their looks. There were several throaty splay-footed crooked-legged animals among them, and Mr Romford thought there was scarcely one that he could not find a fault in. However, that he kept to himself, pretending to imbibe all Lotherington and the Colonel said in their praise. At length the Yorkshireman, having rather over-egged the pudding with his praise, Mr Romford observed that he thought some of them must be kept for their goodness rather than their beauty. This only made the parties more vehement, and as Facey had not the means of confuting them, he made what he thought the amende honorable by saying they might be better than they looked. They then proceeded to the other yard. It was ditto repeated. More blear eyes, more flat sides, more weak loins. But Lotherington assured him he could carry their pedigrees right back into the last century.

So much the worse, muttered Romford. Then he continued his silent criticism. Well, at length said he, the proof of the puddins in the eatin, and Ill see them in the field before I say anything. Let me see, continued he, diving into his paletôt and fishing up his Life, Wednesday, thats tomorrow, Shivering Hill; Saturday, Oakenshaw Wood. What sort of a place is Oakenshaw Wood? asked Romford.

Very good, sir, said Lotherington.

Very good, assented the Colonel.

Then I shall most likely be there, said Romford, returning Lotherington his switch, adding, and now I must be off for the days are short, the roads dirty, and I dont know my way. So saying, with a sort of half bow half nod to the Colonel, he rolled out of the kennel.

But that Abbeyfield Park kept it down, the Colonel would have said hes a rum un. Lotherington, less awed, thus expressed his opinion to his friend Grimstone, the head groom, who, as usual, came, crab-like, down from the stables to hear what was up.

Ar think nout o this Romford, mister, said he. Why, he cam to kennel i buttoned boots! cam to kennel i buttoned boots! as if it was impossible for a man to be a sportsman who wore such things. And Grimstone shook his head as much as to say he wouldnt do.


IX. THE DÉBUT
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NO MAN WITH MONEY IN his pocket need ever be long in want of a horse; this Mr Facey Romford well knew, having bought four-legged ones, three-legged ones, and two-legged ones  all sorts of horses, in fact. He had bought horses with money and without  more perhaps without than with. He would take them on trial, buy them if he saw he could sell them for more than was asked, or pay or promise so much for their use if returned. And being a bold resolute rider, people had no objection to seeing him shove their horses along, feeling perhaps that they came in for part of the credit of the performance. Many of them thought what they would give to be able to spin them along as Facey did.

Having regained Minshull Vernon, with the omission of several of the angles he had made in going to the kennel, he refreshed his inner man, and then bethought him of further cultivating the acquaintance of his morning friend, Toby Trotter. Toby was in the West-end Swell, being a member of the Jolly Owls Club, which met there every other night, and gladly availed himself of the invitation to drink at Mr Romfords expense instead of his own. Besides, the honour of the thing was very considerable. A Master of Fox Hounds!  He had drank with many eminent men  commercial gentlemen  representatives as they called themselves,  but never with anything approaching such eminence. So he pulled up his pointed gills, readjusted his cameo brooch, and proceeded to answer the summons. At first the Owl was inclined to stand, but Romford insisted upon his sitting, and each having got his favourite beverage, rum to the Owl, gin to the Master, together with pipes, they drew to the fire and had a very discursive discussion with regard to the country and its sporting capabilities generally. From him Facey learned that there were several young farmers with goodish-like horses who might be equitably dealt with  men who wouldnt ask three hundred when they meant to take thirty  and Facey having got the names and addresses of some of these, borrowed Bullock the butchers pony the next morning and set off in quest of the needful. He wanted a mount for the Saturday, and almost the first place he came to viz., young Mr Dibble of Cumberledge, supplied the deficiency: Dibble was going to be married to the pretty Miss Snowball and wouldnt want his horse during the honeymoon, and finding who he had for a customer, he unhesitatingly placed him at Mr Romfords disposal, declining all mention of money. If Mr Romford liked him, well and good  they then could talk about it after; if not, he could return him, and would be welcome to the loan. Dibble was not one of the swell order of farmers, who ride in scarlet and spurt the mud in their landlords faces, but a quiet-going respectable young man, who got his day or two a week out of a great raking, snaffle-bridled, cock-thropped, chestnut horse, with white stockings; like Facey, himself rather deficient on one side of his head, his fatther being the gentleman, and his moother a cart mare. However, he could gollop, as Lotherington said, and leap almost anything when he was not blown. Independently of the usual trimming these sort of animals always want about the heels, a farmers condition is seldom first rate, and the Dragon of Wantley, as the horse was called, would have been better for a little trimming all over; but this was precisely where Facey was deficient  he had no idea of neatness, let alone style, and put hunting upon much the same rough footing as shooting. Whats the use of dressing up fine when ones going to dirty oneself directly? he used to say; so the Dragon of Wantley and his rider were much upon a par. Facey not having thought it worth his while to get the dribbling cow-boy ostler of the West-end Swell to take the long hairs off the horse any more than to try to put any lustre upon his own rusty Napoleons; and being quite a man for the morning, our friend, having made a most substantial sausage breakfast, mounted betimes to ride the Dragon of Wantley quietly on to the meet, calling as he went down street at Toby Trotters for one of his pig-jobber-like whips in lieu of the Malacca-cane-sticked one he had left at Mother Maggisons for the inexorable County Court Bailiffs. And now, being fully accoutred, Facey got the Dragon by the head, and giving him a touch of his persuasive spurs, tried his pace along the Westfield road. He was a strong light-going horse for his size, above sixteen hands, and seemed rather pleased than otherwise at carrying a pink, making Facey hope for his better acquaintance before night. So they proceeded gaily along through highways and byeways according as the pioneering grooms directed the course, from whom, however, Facey did not receive many complimentary caps. He arrived at the meet just as the hounds came up.

It having transpired that Mr Romford would be out at Oakenshaw Wood, there was a great gathering of the H.H. to greet the new master, and many were the times Lotherington was asked by ambling up horsemen if Mr Romford had come, the inquirers taking the shabby old scarlet sitting slouching among the hounds to contain young Tom Snowball, the brides brother, going to take his change out of the Dragon of Wantley, during the aforesaid honeymoon. And of course there was a good deal of awkwardness and many pantomimic gestures necessary to prevent further explosion, and stop people from saying what perhaps they ought not to say. It is very disagreeable to be talked of as if one was absent

And, as ill luck would have it, neither of the gentlemen with whom Facey had corresponded were out, and Colonel Chatterbox, the only member of the hunt who had seen him before, had got a bad attack of rheumatism from his day on the flags, where they met. So that there was really nobody to receive and introduce the owner of Abbeyfield Park to the field. However, Facey didnt care much about that sort of thing, and having stared at the hounds as much as the field stared at him, he asked Lotherington if they hadnt better be moving.

Generally give a quarter-of-an-hours law, replied Lotherington, with a semi-touch of the cap.

Do you, retorted Facey, Devilish bad plan  Id advertise an hour, and keep to it.

Well, sir, what you please, sir, rejoined Lotherington, in a more subdued tone, for there was a determination about Facey that as good as said he meant to be master.

Be off, then, said Facey, getting the Dragon of Wantley short by the head, giving him at the same time a refresher on the shoulder with the pig-jobber whip, and a touch of the spur in the flank. This then gave the field, who had only hitherto enjoyed a side and a back view of our friend, the benefit of a front one also, thus exhibiting his watchful pig eyes, a peculiar expression of countenance, his battered hat and shabby shirt. No one knows how ungentlemanly he can look, until he has seen himself in a shocking bad hat. The field drew into line as he passed with the hounds to have a good stare, which Facey returned with a scrutinising sidelong glance at them all, embracing both riders and horses, with a running commentary in his own mind, as to which were the fifties, which the twenties, and which the ten pound subscribers to the hounds. But there was no salute or recognition on either side, and as the Dragon of Wantley was well known, there was great curiosity excited on the subject. Where the deuce did he get the Dragon of Wantley? asked one. Did you ever see such a coat? asked another. Bought it off the pegs, I should think, observed a third. Boots and breeches are a dead match, observed a fourth. How much for the lot? exclaimed a fifth. Hard-bitten-looking beggar, observed a sixth. Lets be on and see what he does, added another, spurring in front and thus leading the field.


X. OAKENSHAW WOOD
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IF JONATHAN LOTHERINGTON THOUGHT LITTLE of Mr Romford in his buttoned boots, he thought less of him now that he saw him in his hunting costume mounted on the familiar Dragon of Wantley. He hadnt seen such a coat, such a hat, such breeches and boots, he didnt know when. They looked fitter for an earth-stopper, or a cad down Tattersalls entry, than for a master of hounds. Jonathan on his part was spicy and gay, having on his first-class coat, first-class cap, first-class everything, in addition to which he was mounted on his best horse, North Star, and sat as corkily in his stirrups as a man of his years and weight could do. In fact there was a little affected activity in his movements, as if he wished to make Mr Romford believe he was young. But for Faceys impudence at the kennel, Jonathan would rather have pitied him riding solitarily along with nobody noticing him; as it was, he thought to patronise him through the medium of his horse.

Got Mr Dibbles old hoss, I see, observed he, looking the Dragon of Wantley over.

Ay, what sort of a nag is he? asked Romford, giving the horse a familiar slap on the ribs with his hand.

Good hoss  gallops well, replied Jonathan. Loups too.

This was satisfactory to Romford, who hoped to put both qualities to the test before evening. So they trotted on familiarly as before, each party examining the other critically, Jonathan thinking there wouldnt be much credit in serving buttoned boots, buttoned boots thinking Jonathan was not at all like a man for his money.

Praps youd like to see me find my fox, now said Jonathan, consequentially, as they neared the little bridle gate leading into the east end of Oakenshaw Wood.

Go along, replied Facey, and at a wave of the hand away went the hounds, distributing themselves equably over the ground, sniffing and snuffing and questing as they went. Then Jonathan, who had a musical voice and could find a fox if he couldnt hunt one, began yoicking and cheering and cracking his whip, little doubting that buttoned boots would be very much struck with his skill,  if he wasnt, Jonathan thought he wouldnt give much fox his judgment. And as hounds know where the fox lies nearly as well as their masters, Pillager and Pilgrim were quickly feathering on the line, but not yet venturing to speak. At length Pillager gives a whimper, Pilgrim gives a challenge which Driver and Duster endorse with their usual vehemence, and Jonathan caps the whole with one of his XX stentorian cheers. Then the chorus fills, hounds come tearing pell-mell to the place, horses jump and plunge with delight, while their riders funk or rejoice according to the stuff of which they are made. The wood rings with the melody, driving every denizen out save the fox, who takes a liberal swing of its ample dimensions to see which side affords the most convenient point of egress. He is a long-toothed full-brushed gray-backed old fellow, who has had many a game of romps with Jonathan and his followers, and does not despair of beating them again (though he has had rather a heavy supper) as he has beaten them before, only he wants a fair start and not to be bullied on leaving, chased by a cur or a lurcher, or turned over by a great daft greyhound whose followers take him for a tiger. Twenty couple of hounds are enough for any animal to contend with, even when light and full of running. So he plods diligently along, eyes well forward, ears well back, listening to where he hears his noisy friends and their vociferous huntsman. Coston Corner is blocked by a great leather-legged man with a gun. Three or four unfortunates who never come to the meet arrive at the high gate just as the fox comes up, or he would have tried his luck for the third time over Amberley Common and away for the main earths at Frankton Wood. However, the fall of the ground here gives him a view of the adjacent country, and the green fields of Longville look very inviting, so running the wood well as long as it served, he drops quietly down into the deep Dillington Road, and presently swerving to the left, by keeping the low ground, is never seen until he is half over Warrenlaw Hill. And the hounds having been brought to a check at the wall, Jonathan, never suspecting such an unhandsome cat-like performance, is holding them back into the wood, thinking the fox may have lain down in a drain, when the first distant note of surprise ripens into a nearer holloa, and the man with the gun next gives a most unmistakeable Tallyho! as he views him stealing quietly over the crown of the hill. Oakenshaw Wood is again electrified, horses are got shorter by the head, seats adjusted, and riders prepared to follow their respective leaders. Some men are quite lost in a wood.

And now friend Romford, who has kept well down wind hearing every note and cheer that was given, gets the Dragon of Wantley hard by the head, and lets in his Latchfords, determined to see what he is made of. He presently gets into a deep clanging ride, whose distance was closed by a group of flying red coats, and setting the Dragons head straight that way, he scuttled up its length, and emerged with the last of the tail into the Billington road.

Which way? which way? was the cry as the sportsmen locked right and left for the double line of hedgerows denoting a road.

The first thing Mr Facey saw on coming up was the hounds considerably in advance of the huntsman, the next thing was said huntsman dancing and prancing at his fence. At length he went over, and a great show of activity then took place as he spurted up a wet furrow. Then there came another fence and another furrow, so that if the hounds had been a quick mettlesome pack they would infallibly have run clean away from him.

As it was they were laboriously respectable, like the merchants of old, who made their fortunes more by saving than by rapid dashing adventure. Give the hounds time and they would generally wind up their fox, but they must do it carefully and systematically, taking nothing on trust, retaining in fact a good deal of the old Heavyside style of suspicious proceeding.

Their noses were always in the right place, they had plenty of music, were very truthful, and could get on with a bad scent better than many; but they were a lobbing set of goers, that a light-drawn fox would leave immeasureably in the lurch. They were quite a peep-of-day pack, notwithstanding their pretension to later hours. Lawyer Lappy and the Brothers Heavyside had effectually kept them back.

Romford seeing at a glance how things were going, readily accepted the pas the hesitating field seemed disposed to yield him, and ramming the Dragon at a high mortar-coped wall, sent his coat laps and his character flying up together.

Well done, seedy boots! exclaimed dandy Captain Hollybrook, who however did not off to follow him.

Dash my buttons, but he can ride! exclaimed ugly Tom Slam, with a jerk of his head, as he pulled his dun horse sharp round preparatory to clattering along the Billington road. Then a greater length of tail followed suit. In truth the H.H. were not rash men across country. They retained much of the prudence and caution of the original Brethren, and always liked to see which way the fox inclined before they began to bump. On this occasion there were Peels three courses open to him, Frankton Woods, Gatheridge Craigs, and Bewley Hills. The fox was evidently undecided at first which line to take, and until he settled the point, the field hesitated to commit themselves to the perils of the chase. The roads were very convenient. Jonathan was more venturesome than usual, but that was because he thought to astonish Mr Romford, whose going powers he greatly doubted. It was therefore with no very pleasurable sensations that on looking back he saw our Herculean master sailing along on the Dragon of Wantley, shoving him at his fences regardless of the gaps, in a very determined sort of way.

Worst of all he began for for-ward, forward-ing! to the hounds as he came up, as though he were huntsman as well as master.

Gently, hurrying! exclaimed Lotherington, holding up his hand as if afraid Romford would drive them beyond the scent.

Hurrying! exclaimed Romford, cracking his cart-whip, why, man, you dont call this going! adding, a fox will last them a week at this pace.

And Jonathans broad back heaved with anger at the speech. Was there ever such a man? thought he.

The run then continued without further incident over Soberton Meadows, past Holden Mill to Marwell, the pace somewhat better, with easy fencing, and most accommodating gates. Here a short check occurred which the hounds hit off by themselves, and then a swerve to the left is answered by a turn of the upward road to the right, and they cross the Little Paxton Lane just as the ecstatic field come clattering along full of enthusiastic delight.

Hold hard! is the order of the day, horses are pulled up, and all eyes are strained to see the Invincibles carry the scent over the road. Beautiful! beautiful! were there ever such hounds? Truest pack in the world! as each particular Solomon issued his proclamation, that the fox was on.

Up then comes Mr Jonathan Lotherington on North Star, Jonathan sadly out of his bearings, for he has been tempted into a field excursion, instead of leaving the throaty old line-holders to carry the scent to Rickwood Thicket, where they are evidently going, while he trotted gallantly round by the road. Worst of all, they have crossed at a most unfavourable place, there being no way out of the field, on the lane side, save over a very uninviting ragged blackthorn fence with a wide ditch on the far side. Jonathan had often contemplated it from the road, but never with any eye to leaping it; now he began dancing and prancing and wishing himself well over.

Clear the course, old man! now exclaims Mr Romford, coming up at a canter, holding the Dragon of Wantley well by the head, with his cart-whip brandishing on high, to give him a refresher.

Old man! snapped Lotherington, looking round irately.

Then old woman! retorted Romford, giving the cock-tail a cut that sent him over with a bound  horse and rider landed well in the road before the assembled field. Without waiting to pick up the compliments, Facey then rammed the Dragon at the opposite fence, a stiff stake and wattle, with a rail beyond, and was again in the same field as the hounds  Lotherington then led over.

And Romford, being now in possession of the pack, shot alongside the head hounds, capping and cheering the tail ones on the line. The pace improved with the encouragement, and they went brisker and keener over Otterton Moo; past Thatcham Hill, skirting Lockham Green, and down into the depths of Fursdon Wood, than they had done any period of the run.

Meanwhile Mr Jonathan Lotherington, having accomplished his lead over, being highly enraged at buttoned boots interference with the pack, and knowing the run of the fox, hustles North Star along, and comes up the low ride just as the pack are swinging a cast at the brook at the bottom of the wood; some thinking the fox was back, others that he was forward, Facey that he had aught sight of a shooter, and turned short to the left.

And Lotherington being determined to have the hounds from Facey, even if he rode them astray, out with his horn and blew a discordant blast as he cantered past, pretending he was going to a holloa. But certain of the sages being of Romfords opinion that the line was to the left, persevered on that way, in spite alike of Jonathans horn and Michaels holloa. And scarcely had they got clear of the cold rutty cart road than Affable struck a scent on some very indifferent seeds, which Dashwood immediately endorsed with clamorous energy, and away they went, followed by about half the pack who had hesitated which side to obey. And Facey off with his shocking bad hat, and cheered them to the echo. The field, too, thinking better of him than they did at the meet, adopted his line; so the now greatly disconcerted Lotherington had to return at his leisure. Oh, dear! oh, dear! exclaimed he, knocking his horn-mouth against his cords, as he eyed Facey tearing away. Too mony huntsmen mak bad work,  too mony cooks spoil the broth,  too mony huntsmen mak bad work. So he trotted sulkily along with the field, while Mr Romford stuck to the hounds along Bleaberry Banks, past Duck End and Lawford Grange, cheering and encouraging them to run as he went

The chase has now lasted about an hour, which, according to Mr Romfords ideas, ought to be about enough; but had the fox been light with the start he got, and never having been pressed, he was well qualified to go on for a week. The country, too, was favourable, the fields being large, the hedges easy, and the population small. But the hounds didnt get on as they ought under the circumstances, and the fox has more than once stopped to listen if they were coming at all. Facey sees their defects and pities their infirmities. Dash it, but ye want heading and tailing, says he, and then I dont know that Id give much for the middle. Some of them, he thought, would run if the others would only let them; but they were a devilish tiresome set. G-a-r away, ye loiterin lumberin beggars! exclaimed he, cracking his cart-whip to set them forward. And away they went at a somewhat amended pace.

Now if Mr Romford missed his fox it is quite clear he would have been set down as a humbug, at all events as an officious intruder. Mr Lotherington would have declared he could have killed him if master would only have let him alone, just as a cow-leach always says he could have cured a horse if the groom had sent for him instead of the vet. And now with this evident issue before him, the Dragon of Wantley shut up at the time he was most wanted in a very summary and unexpected manner.

Facey had been so anxious pressing and forcing the hounds, that he did not feel the occasionally turnip-fed Dragon gradually sinking beneath him, until on putting him at a very low fence, he stood stock still, tail erect, nostrils distended, eye staring and fixed. Rot it! exclaimed Romford, jumping off thats a bad job! looking at the horses heaving sides and wooden frame. It was clear he was beat.

Here! exclaimed he to a countryman who now came running down the hill in a pair of very impeding clogs. Take this horse up to yon house, pointing to a whitewashed one on the left, and see him taken care of till I come.

As luck would have it, this was a led farm of Mr Dibbles, and the countryman having scratched his head and given a good stare, exclaimed, Whoy deare me it surelie be our masters lass.

Ah, Mr Dibbles, replied Romford.

Yeas! said the man.

Well then take and use him kindly, rejoined Mr Romford, adding, theres sixpence for you, and Ill give you another when I come for him if I find him all right; so saying he resigned the horse to the man and was preparing to follow the hounds on foot.

Fox be doon the Quarry Banks, observed the man, pointing to the right.

How dye know? demanded Mr Romford.

Mar dog torned him, replied he, thinking Jowler had done a very clever thing.

Tell me where? rejoined Mr Romford.

Just by you bit bush beyond the stone heap.

Facey then off with his hat and holloaed the now baffled hounds back on the indicated line. It was as the man said. Craftsman hit off the scent with vehement energy, bringing all his comrades to the cry, and away they went round the end of Preston Hill and up the rough gorse-grown quarry banks. The pace and the music here slackened. The rougher the banks became the less vehemence there was. Romford soon saw they would require all the encouragement he could give them. The Heavyside hounds were not fond of gorse, it pricked their sides too much. They had plenty of natural covers, and preferred drawing them. Besides, going in now after the fatigue of a long and to them very sharp run was rather unreasonable. If anybody would kick the fox out for them they would pursue him in the open, but routing him out for themselves was both hard and sharp. Facey saw this, and though he had very indifferent cords on and no drawers, and much of the gorse was of vigorous growth, in he went as though it were a field of oats.

Eloo in there! Eloo in! cheered he, trying to get the reluctant hounds to give cry. Just as he was in the midst of his endeavours up came General Lotherington with the combined forces, and distributed themselves along the brow of the hill. Lotherington laying himself ten shillings to one that the fox beat the new master. Facey then continued his exertions down below with the eyes of England upon him  Argus himself in fact. The cover was long and straggling, lying against the rather steep slope of the hill, thick here and open there, through which a quick mettlesome pack would soon force a fox, but where a judicious dodger was pretty safe from the Heavysides.

In vain Romford hooped and holloaed and dashed forward on the line, trying to bring the nearest forces to bear on the scent. When the ground was open they put in a bustling appearance, but soon withdrew when the prickles were troublesome. And the fox knowing his ground and watching his opportunity, at length slipped back upon the foiled ground, thus making the difficulties doubly great. Still Romford continued his exertions, and if the gentlemen on the hill were cold, he was warm. He also coaxed in several of the now assembled foot people, assuring them the pricks were nothing, and theyd catch the fox amongst them directly. He didnt say anything about paying them. Mr Jonathan Lotherington sat sulkily on the hill contemplating the commotion below.

If Mister Whats-his-name kills this fox Ill eat him pads and all, said the huntsman, making the bet twelve to one instead of ten. Then some of the field began to slink off. All U.P., said one, Starvation work, said another, Home, sweet home, sang a third.

And certainly appearances were now greatly against Mr Romford, for the fox had got into strong quarters, while the number of ejectors became fewer and fewer. There were not above two couple of hounds in earnest. Still Romford persevered on, now scrambling, now diving, now swimming as it were through the sea of almost impervious gorse to where the light whimper told him the fugitive was ensconced. He spared neither his arms nor his legs, nor his lungs. At length even the light whimper failed, and Facey was left alone in his labours. Con-found the beggar! muttered he, as he stood scratching his head in the high gorse.

Told you so! said Mr Lotherington, triumphantly, adding with a smile and a knowing shake of his head, taks a huntsman to kill a fox, taks a huntsman to kill a fox. And Jonathan began fumbling at his horn as if to blow the hounds out of cover.

Yap, yeau, scranch! the gorse shakes violently about ten yards from Romford, and taking a header he disappears in the thick of it.

Up he comes with a great ruddy dog-fox in his hand, whooping and holloaing as hard as he could shout.

Hoo-ray! cheered the horsemen on the hill.

Hoo-ray! cheered the foot people below.

Hoo-ray! responded Romford, holding him up.

Away Facey went dragging his prize along amid the baying of the lazy hounds, who now seemed inclined to eat him without onions. Making up to Lotherington he says, There, old man! theres your fox, giving it to him, and while the last obsequies of the chase are performed, our friend receives the compliments and congratulations of the field. Never saw anything better! Wonderful performance! Deserves to be immortalised!

So ended Mr Romfords first day with the Heavysides.


XI. THE TENDER PARTING
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THE READER WILL OBSERVE THAT we have not Brown, Jones, and Robinson in the field, Mr Brown, Mr Romford; Mr Jones, Mr Romford; Mr Robinson, Mr Romford; and for this reason, that, with the exception of an earnest and not uncommon desire to take care of their necks, there was nothing very particular about the H.H. gentlemen; and the fact was Mr Facey did not stay very long with them. Of course, after the run described in the last chapter, he rose rapidly in public estimation, and his fame kept increasing every time he went out  increasing with everyone save Mr Lotherington, who liked Facey less every time he saw him. At length, having ridden another borrowed horse to a standstill, Facey most unhandsomely dismounted Lotherington, under pretence of assisting at a mutual lead over, when, getting on to Lotheringtons horse, Facey galloped away, leaving the huntsman in the lurch. This indignity Lotherington could not brook; and having feathered his nest pretty well, the expenditure of the hunt having been a good deal under his control, he anticipated Romfords dismissal by giving him up, which he did rather cavalierly  so much so, indeed, that Facey, who was by no means fastidious, told him he was uncommon welcome to go, adding that he need not apply to him for a character. Whereupon, Lotherington, embodying all the slights and contumely he had received at Faceys hands  the old mand, old womand, slandered as no fox-killer, robbed of his horse  embodying all these, we say, in one bitter pill, Lotherington replied  

Im sure, sir, if you never mention Ive lived with you, I never shall, for Im most heartily shamed of it.

Facey, however, cared little for that sort of thing; indeed, it was rather in his favour, for it put him in possession of Lotheringtons horses, which belonged to the hunt, thereby saving him the trouble of begging and borrowing others. And Minshull Vernon being rather wide of the kennel, he presently removed to more convenient quarters at the snug little hostelry known by the sign of the Dog and Partridge inn, by the side of the Marlingford and Rockland road.

It was a quiet little solitary, stone-slated, six-roomed house, and standing in a clump of venerable elms; and Facey got a comfortable carpeted parlour, with the usual complement of stuffed birds, samplers, and sand-boxes, with a bed-room above, for ten shillings a-week, fire and cooking included. And here he did very well, getting his hunting and shooting for nothing, without the persecution of visitors; for though the H.H.s were a most respectable twenty shillings in the pound set of men, they did little or nothing in the way of extraneous gaiety. No balls, no breakfasts, no dinners, no nothing, and it is much to be questioned if they had not the endowment whether they would have had any hunt either. This, then, seemed just the very thing to suit a rough and ready customer like friend Facey, and why it did not must be reserved until we have introduced one or two more of our dramatis personæ to the reader. We may, however, state that Facey did uncommonly well in the country. He was most assiduous in showing sport, no day being too long or distance too great for him; and he rode in a way that astonished the natives, saving his horse where saving was right, but never saving him to the detriment of sport. They had never seen such a pounder before. He never turned away from anything, and if he couldnt leap he would lead over, his only anxiety being to get to his hounds. Even these he improved considerably, getting them to come quicker to holloas, and not lie on the scent, as old Lotherington had let them. So Facey really seemed to have benefited by the loss of his oncles fortune. If he had got it, in all probability he would have been nothing but a mere farmer, whereas now he was a master of hounds, courted and consulted, with people touching their hats to him, and paying him for enjoying himself in hunting the country. Nothing could be better. He only wished the woman in black could see him, and those terrible little imps of hers that he still saw dancing in his mind. And Jog, poor old Jog! what an ass the old stick-cutter was. He wondered what Jog would think of him, and what he would take for his chance of getting his (Jogs) fifty pounds back again. Soapy Sponge had hit Jog hard  he (Facey) had eclipsed Sponge altogether.

The H.H. being an early country, and the season whose doings we are recording an unusually dry one, Facey did not care to prolong it to the prejudice of the vixens, especially as there were no itinerant sportsmen who must either hunt or sleep, all the H.H.s having something to do either in the way of farming, or draining, or driving, or doctoring, or what not.

So Facey having killed his ten brace of foxes, making, with Lotheringtons five foxes, twelve brace and a half, shut up by giving two grand entertainments to the keepers and earth-stoppers, at the Dog and Partridge inn, at which he himself presided, thereby making the acquaintance of a very important class of men, with a good deal of summer amusement in their power; and though Facey was a big hen-speckled fellow, none of them could ever see him doing what he ought not to do, either in the way of fishing, shooting, netting, or what not. So he seemed landed in clover, and being a wise man, set about improving his position.

And Facey having a good idea of what a pack of hounds should be  say, three-and-twenty inches high, with bone and substance, pressers, but not hurryers, with plenty of music  bethought him of improving the H.H.s by heading and tailing the pack, and introducing a liberal infusion of fresh blood among them. To this end he wrote to the huntsmen of several of the best packs in the kingdom, the Belvoir, the Beaufort, the Bramham, and others, engaging their draughts, young and old, particularly mentioning in each letter that they were not to be sent to Abbeyfield Park, but to some quiet, out-of-the-way railway station therein specified, where they would be met by people who knew nothing about Facey, and again transferred to others who did; and the letters being written on good paper  best cream-laid  and sealed with the right Romford crest  a Turbot sitting upon its tail on a cap of Dignity  the huntsmen had no hesitation in complying with the orders, feeling, perhaps, rather flattered than otherwise at their draught going into such good hands. The seal, we may mention, was a bread one, made by Facey from an impression on a letter, or rather on an envelope from the other Mr Romford, enclosing a dunning shoemakers bill to friend Facey, that somehow or other, after boxing the compass, had found its way to Abbeyfield Park, in the extraordinary way that lost hounds and letters do cast up. And a most useful adjunct this bread seal was for, independently of other advantages, Facey got a most valuable lot of hounds together by it, and, though perhaps rather anticipating our story, we may add that he never paid for them, our independent master either treating the letters with silent contempt, or writing such abusive answers to the applications for the money, denouncing the hounds as a skirting, babbling, over running, sheep-worrying lot, not worth hanging, as perfectly astonished the worthy huntsmen, who, thinking they must be deceived in their judgment, or that the hounds had been changed on the journey, felt rather sorry than otherwise at having disappointed so good a sportsman as the Turbot on its tail, Mr Romford.

And Facey, being a thorough dog man, liked his bargains  or rather presents  amazingly, and very different were the reflections that passed in his mind as he stood weeding his cane-coloured beard on the flags whilst inspecting his pack, and the denunciations he had hurled at the huntsmen when they ventured to ask for their money.

And having invested our hero with the material of a good pack of hounds, let us now turn to the requirements of the necessary adjuncts of horses.


XII. MR GOODHEARTED GREEN
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AMONG OTHER EQUESTRIAN ACQUAINTANCES MADE by our friend Mr Romford while in London, was that of the extensive philanthropist Mr Francis Green, or Goodhearted Green, as he is commonly called, Brown Street, Bagnigge Wells Road. Goodheart is a sort of horse-dealing bat, veering between the plaited straw, yellow sand magnificence of Piccadilly and Oxford Street, and the queerly smelling back slum quarters of the check-stealing fly-by-night chaunters and copers. Though Goodheart spurned the latter, he was on friendly terms with many of the former, easing them of many objectionable horses that mistaken judgment or ill-placed confidence had put them in possession of, rearers, restives, runaways, wicked, vicious, unmanageable animals generally.

We dont mean to say that Goodheart dealt in nothing but incurables, for he had a happy knack of blending the useless with the dangerous, and was always ready to exchange a low-priced slave for a high-priced savage, or vice versâ. And there was such a fine, frank, open-hearted taking manner about him  coupled with his snow-white hair, his roseate hue, sporting attire, Bedford-cords, and top-boots, with a green cut-away, that, unlike the generality of dealers in cheap and damaged articles, he has been known to do the same flat a second time. Then he was so feeling and affectionate  quite the philanthropist in everything. Really, sir, really, he would exclaim, after listening to a victims list of enormities perpetrated by some notorious offender. You dont say so  you dont say so. Well, I ham distressed. I did think, if there was an oss I could scientiously commend a comely-looking gentleman of some fifty years of age, residing and carrying on business at No.13, Brown Street, it was that ere bay Sultan oss. But you are quite right, sir  quite right, Goodheart would continue. Dont keep him an hour longer than you like him, sir  send him back by all means  or shall I send for him? stepping out as if about to appeal to the ostlers bell outside the little office-door, but in reality inveigling the customer into a stable of soft ones, out of which he was welcome to choose himself what Goodheart called a cheery one. And if the too fastidious customer did not like that, Goodheart would let him have another of the same sort, always, of course, subject to the usual penalty of a few five pound notes. But a mans hobby never costs him anything, and Goodheart gained as much credit by the one transaction as he lost by the other.

London being now accessible to everybody  accessible either by the flying Express, the moderate twopence-a-mile, or the still more reasonable Parliamentary trains, according as time or money is most valuable to the traveller, people get sucked up to the capital almost incontinently, and talk of going to town just as their forefathers talked of going to sessions or assizes. And there being little fatigue consequent on the journey, there is no occasion for the prolonged stay for recruiting that used to be considered necessary ere the intrepid voyageur again committed his precious person to the care of all the jibbers, and kickers, and vicious horses in the country. People talk of the dangers of railways, but all horse owners know that there was no little danger attendant on the coaches. If a man had a vicious animal he always sold it to a coach proprietor.

And Romford, ever anxious to be doing, and being now a great man  a master of fox-hounds  sought the capital, like his equals, and renewed his acquaintance with the large swelling bosom of Goodhearted Green. Goodheart was well in stock with troublesome animals, having what Mr Rarey would call some very incorrigible offenders, constantly passing and repassing through his hands. Never a week elapsed without his either receiving a most fuming letter from some provincial dupe, or some resident cockney walking Lincoln and Bennett in hand up his yard, to show the destruction done to his head-gear.

Then Goodheart, inflating his canary-coloured vest, with grief would sigh and exclaim, Oh dear, dear, dear, was there ever sich doings, was there ever sich doings! Here, Michael! Robert! William! hallooing to his men, did any of you ever see any symptoms of vice or depravity about that ere cockolorum oss? then they all exclaimed, as with one voice, Oh, never, sir! never! quietest oss that ever was seen, and then retired to their respective dens to watch the further proceedings.

When Mr Romford came, which was towards the close of the London season, Goodheart had some seven or eight horses that a timid rider could make nothing whatever of, horses that, if the purchaser wanted to go to Barking, would perhaps insist upon carrying him to Brompton, or may be to Hoddesdon instead of Hyde Park. There were others with less objectionable properties, but still troubled with qualities that made them unmarketable to general purchasers.

Now Goodheart, who could read a man pretty quickly, recognised in Romford the materials of a determined rider, and opened his expanding breast accordingly, telling him the peculiarities of each, and recommending such as he knew were full of courage and endurance.

First on the list was that noble weight-carrying hunter, bought as The Cur, but re-christened by Goodheart Honest Robin. The Cur  we beg pardon  Honest Robin, was a bright, sixteen hands chestnut, with light lively action, a capital fencer, and fast, but unfortunately having been ridden to a standstill in his youth, and not relishing the performance, now shut up whenever he thought hed had enough. In the middle of a run, when the rider thought he was going gallantly, expecting to cut everybody down, the Cur would suddenly collapse, and refuse to proceed a step further, leaving the laughing field to pass him like a mile-stone. No, neither bullying nor coaxing had any effect on the Cur. He would kick, and strike, and plunge, and wheel round and round, but as to going any further, that he resolutely declined  it was quite out of the question. A fair days work for a fair days food was the horses motto; and of course the animal himself was the best judge of what was fair. And this sort of performance not being at all relished in the hunting-field, he passed quickly from country to country, becoming more hardened in his profligate habits at each change  until he introduced the practice of the hunting-field into his ordinary road performances. He wouldnt go any further than he liked on a journey, and if his rider insisted on pushing him forward, he would either run away or kick him over his head, and return home without him. And a horse that will neither ride nor drive not being of much use to anybody, he at length came into Goodhearted Greens hands, who, knowing how the world is governed by appearances, thought to turn him to account.

The Cur not being at all an endearing or marketable name, Goodheart quickly changed it to its opposite, Honest Robin, a confidence-inspiring one, which, coupled with his appearance (barring a certain sulk of the eye), was well calculated to produce a favourable impression. Then, to see Goodheart appraising him to a purchaser, shaking his head, and drawing in his breath, as though he were taking a prolonged suck at a stick of barley-sugar, was a fine piece of acting.

Green had sold him for three hundred guineas, and thirty back; for two hundred, and twenty back; for one hundred, with nothing back; and now put him into Romford at thirty pounds, or half of whatever he made beyond that. Of course Facey didnt put anything down, honour among thieves being the motto.

The next of Goodhearted Greens horses that it will be necessary to introduce to the reader, was a black horse called Brilliant, some sixteen hands and a half high, and nearly a perfect model of a weight-carrying hunter. (At first sight, he appeared to be two inches lower than he really was, his great frame having been well developed by good meat when he was young. He stood slightly over before, rather an advantage to Goodheart than otherwise, for suspicious purchasers invariably took exception to his legs, and required to be specially guaranteed against their going; a request that Goodheart readily complied with, for he knew that the horse had been foaled so, and subscribed to the doctrine that the legs of horses so foaled never failed.

Still Brilliant  and be it observed, he had never passed under any other name  had his peculiarities, being, as Goodheart amiably observed, a playful rogue, that is to say, a most inveterate savage in the stable. He would kick, and bite, and fly at even the man with his food, in a way that was perfectly alarming, and Goodheart had always to pay a helper two or three shillings a week more for looking after Brilliant than the regular tariff of the yard. Still, when at the door and in the hunting-field, Brilliant was quite quiet and tractable; but then the difficulty was to get him to the door, it being obvious to everybody that a horse is of no use to any one unless he can be got there. And many a time Greens too sensitive bosom had been wrung with recitals of the horses malpractices ere Mr Romfords manly form relieved him of him. Brilliant had nearly eat so many men, that Goodheart feared a crowners quest from him, and didnt know but he himself might be involved in the consequences. So he put him in very low, twenty pounds, or half of whatever Romford might get beyond that for him.

The third was Leotard, the wondrous Leotard! a beautiful creamcoloured ladys pad, with an Arab-like head, and silver mane and tail  a picture to look at, but a profligate in practice. Leotard had no notion of doing anything he didnt like, and as remonstrance was vain, and pretty sure to end in a backward over rear, it was Goodhearts humour to show him in a plain snaffle bridle, as if he could be turned with a thread. And there were times when Leotard would do exactly what he was wanted; at other times he seemed to be possessed of a devil, and would do nothing but either run away or rear. Still, he had the redeeming quality of generally showing off to advantage before strangers, especially to purchasers, and had brought Goodheart in considerable gains. But his peculiar colour was against him  as was his character. He came back too often, and people began to quiz Goodheart about the cream-colours notorious performances, so that altogether he wasnt sorry when Romford decided upon making Leotard the third in his horse-box. And having said that he wasnt altogether to be depended upon, he left Facey to find out what were his deficiencies. Leotard was put in low, ten pounds, or half profit as before. So the new friends parted, mutually pleased with each other, Goodheart thinking he had done Romford, and Romford thinking he had done Goodheart.

And now, humbly following in the footsteps of the immortal author of the House that Jack built, and having got some hounds to follow the fox that stole the goose that Facey meant for his dinner, and also some horses to live with the hounds that followed the fox that stole the goose that Facey meant for his dinner, let us see about getting some men to ride the horses and live with the hounds that followed the fox that stole the goose that Facey meant for his dinner.


XIII. SWIG AND CHOWEY
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WHAT DILAPIDATED SPECIMENS OF HORSEY humanity one sees down Tattersalls yard on a full Monday in the height of the London season. Men in every stage of sporting decay, from the covered button roseate groom of yesterdays dismissal, down to the threadbare, calfless scarecrow of irreconcilable garments, who does not look as if he had had a meal for a month. Were there ever such queerly-cut clothes, so oddly put on; such shaggy heads, such baggy shorts, such faded, careless ties, such uncouth vests, such extraordinary coats, so rich in little oddly-placed pockets, made for holding the mythical never-coming coin! What sticks, what legs, what sticks of legs! Two to one but every other man wants a back button to his coat. And yet these incongruous garments often cover those who have been clad, if not in purple and fine linen, at all events in pink  men who have been hailed by my Lord and noticed by Sir Harry, as they jogged on to cover with their hounds; or maybe they contain men who, in the soberer costume of stud grooms, and the full arrogance of office, have even refused their masters admission to their own stables, now perhaps only too happy to lead a newly-purchased horse at the hammer all the way to Hackney or Hoxton for a shilling.

If the talented author of Dick Christians lectures could inveigle a few of these men down into the Turf tap, and opening their hearts with a little of Mr Maishs best brandy, he might gain matter for instruction on servitude that would be extremely useful both to master and man  to the masters in teaching them not to give way to the men, to the men as teaching them not to presume with their masters. We incline, however, to think the demon drink would be found to have been at the bottom of most of their misfortunes. Not that the men themselves would admit the fact, but would say they had been most unhandsomely used, or made the victims of base conspiracy or unfounded suspicions. Drink! oh no, they never mention drink.

It was at Messrs. Tattersalls repository of bad legs and brandy noses that Mr Romford sought to supply the vacancies caused by Mr Lotheringtons retirement, and the subsequent secession of his coadjutor Mr Michael. Romford wanted two whippers-in to aid in breaking and entering the hounds so surreptitiously obtained, and our master giving his own personal superintendence to every department of the kennel, he did not care more about character than a groom generally does when he engages a helper. Knowledge of their business, with lightness of weight, were Faceys principal requirements; and as most men out of place are light, and summer is the season for choice, he soon had plenty of applicants  some with whole bones, some with broken; some with teeth, some without, some with a few scattered here and there. They were all most willing to work; no asking who did this or that, or inquiring how many suits of clothes Mr Romford allowed in a year. Fancy old Facey giving his servants what he didnt allow himself. He had so many remnants of humanity to choose from, that he scarcely knew which to select. Now he thought Joe Harford, late of the Blazers, whose face was his character, would do; then Harry, late of the Beckingham Bruisers, superseded Joe, and was in turn eclipsed by the hard-riding  too hard-riding Rat from the Cheshire. Just as he was closing with the Rat, who, as Facey said, seemed as light as a bladder, up came the residuum of that hard-bitten, hard-drinking creature Daniel Swig. Daniel, clad in three waistcoats, and no coat, the outer waistcoat worn open, like a spencer, a pair of very critical-looking cords, and dirty leather leggings, with sadly patched shoes. Daniel had lived with the great Lord Scamperdale, who had put up with his nonsense so long that he thought his Lordship would stand him for ever, and now, finding his mistake, he could never sufficiently atone for his faults by airing his Lordships name, on all drunken occasions. He seemed to think it a perfect talisman against mischief, and would go hallooing out Mind! Im Daniel! Im the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel! as if it would be perfect high treason to meddle with such a man as Daniel. Facey knew Daniel, and also that he knew his business, so he threw the Rat over (who had but one eye), and installed Daniel instead. He soon picked up a match for him in the forlorn figure of little Tom Chowey.

Who doesnt know little Tom Chowey?  Chowey, the man with the india-rubber-hall-like mouth?  Chowey, the mildest-mannered, civilestspoken, most drunken little dog in the kingdom? Chowey has been with half the hunts going, thus forming a large acquaintance, and so enabling him to earn a precarious livelihood when out of place, by touching his hat, and re-introducing himself to itinerant sportsmen, or gentlemen down Tattersalls yard. Remembers your Lordship when I lived with the Crammers, with a saw of the air with his arm. Caught your oss, Sir Harry, when you got that juice of a fall with the Varickshire(juice being the nearest approach to an oath that Chowey ever indulges in). Was out, Mr Crasher, when you swam the Lune on Lehander, and so on. A horsey scamp will generally get a shilling out of a sportsman, while a combey or a staylacey one would plead in vain. The most remarkable part of Chowey, however, was his mouth. This, as we said before, was like an india-rubber ball, and once seen could never be forgotten. In repose it was like the neck of the ball tied; when, however, the owner was excited  say, by the sight of a fox  it gaped again, just like one of the Dutch toys into whose mouth children try to chuck balls. When he screwed it up, it looked like the incipient trunk of an elephant. The whole of the lower part of his face seemed to converge to that feature. It was a most remarkable one.

Swig, with his three waistcoats on, was a few pounds heavier than Chowey, the two together weighing less than friend Facey. They were as lean as laths, just like so many feet of galvanized gristle. Both had piercing grey eyes that roved in all directions, like Daniel Foresters on dividend days. Their ages might be anything  anything between thirty and sixty. Swigs wardrobe went into a little valise that swung in the air as light as a pen case, while Chowey carried his in the crown of an extinguishing bell-shaped hat. These two geniuses, Romford, after due deliberation and much cautioning, at length engaged, and having paid their third-class fares by the Parliamentary train, and giving them each a penny roll and sixpence a-piece, sent them off to Minshull Vernon, thinking they could not do much harm till he came. And like a majestic master as he now began to be, he followed next day with his newly-acquired horses.


XIV. CUB HUNTING
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HAVING ALREADY INTIMATED THAT MR Romford did not stay very long with the Heavyside Hunt, and not having Brown, Jones, and Robinson in the field, the reader will not expect us to dilate much on the peculiarities of the country, or to tell who gave Mr Romford

white bread

Who gave him brown;

Who gave him plum cake

And sent him out of town;

but would doubtless rather that we trotted on with our story to the more permanent scene of his great sporting career.

To this end, therefore, we shall be very brief, merely observing that he got through his summer very comfortably, fishing where he liked, shooting where he liked, and, generally speaking, doing pretty much what he liked. The harvest was early, the corn was cut and carried in good order, and he satisfied himself that the litters of foxes were both numerous and strong. He had heard nothing of Jog or his check; nothing of Mr Holmside, the treasurer of the Stir-it-Stiff Poor Law Union; nothing of Mr Nathan Levy and his rent; and nothing of Mr Soapey Sponge, either about his shop or his wife. Altogether, Mr Romford felt like a new man  like the Turbot on its tail himself. If he ever thought of Oncle Gilroy, it was only to bless the day on which he stared into Wilkinson and Kidds shop window, and was instigated to become a master of fox-hounds. Thanks to the generosity of his brother masters, or the gullibility of their huntsmen, he had now a most promising entry of hounds. If they were only as good as they looked, thought he, they would indeed be hard to beat. And he would stand by the hour in the kennel, criticising their shape and their make, incontinently culling samples of his beard, until he was actually sore with the operation. And as the glad day approached for trying the pack, he was more and more in the kennel, until he seemed absolutely to begrudge himself his necessary rest and relaxation. At length came the time for trying their prowess, as also that of his horses and men.

Most masters would have felt rather nervous in taking the field with two such coadjutors as Chowey and Swig, but Mr Romford knew no fear, for he looked carefully after them himself; and there being no public-house within three miles of the kennel, save the Dog and Partridge inn, where he himself lived, and whose every nook and cranny he could command from his sitting-room, they dare not come there, while he hardly gave them time to get elsewhere. Moreover, they had no money, and were not likely-looking customers for people to trust. So they had to behave themselves whether they were inclined to do so or not.

What with the H.H. and his own, Facey had nearly a hundred couple of hounds in kennel, and meal being costly, it was his interest to reduce their numbers as quickly as possible. So he would be at it by daybreak, making the welkin ring with their melody, long before Hodge and his ploughmen awoke from their slumbers. Often, as our sportsmen have been returning home, all dust and perspiration, after handling a cub or two, they have been asked when they were gannin to cast off? And Swig and Chowey, seeing they had a master mind in our friend, readily seconded his efforts, and played into his hands with skill and enthusiasm. The presentation hounds were indeed capital, and Facey, having satisfied himself that he couldnt do wrong whichever he kept, again had recourse to the good bread-seal, offering most superior drafts to outlying distant masters, at what he called the very moderate price of five guineas a couple; and some of them knowing the Turbot on its tail personally, others by character, they readily accepted the offer, and Facey got a great number of five-pound notes in a very easy, agreeable manner. Nothin like bein a master of hounds, said he, as they came rolling in post after post. And he revolved in his mind what other packs he could draw further supplies from. It was clear that either his own credit or that of the other Mr Romford was extremely good, and he saw no reason why he should not profit by it. It was lucky that he had dropped the name of Gilroy, thought he.

At length, the Romford orchestra being properly tuned, and all things ready for an opening, Swig and Chowey clad in good second-hand clothes, bought off the pegs, the fox-hunting curtain arose early in November, to the old familiar H.H. audience.

Facey had matched his hounds admirably; they could both hunt and run, and the foxes having been well disturbed, flew as they had never done before. The new horses, too, were admired; and, altogether, the Romford star seemed in the ascendant. Still, there was nothing flash or showy in the establishment  indeed, our master had not even treated himself to a new coat, the Romford theory being that a hunting-coat, like a shooting-jacket, should be worn as long as it would hang together. But the plumcoloured coats brought many a fox to hand, one a day being the rule, instead of one a week, as it was in old Lotheringtons time.

We now come to what broke up all this apparent prosperity and, as there is a lady, or rather two ladies, involved in the case, we will begin a fresh chapter.


XV. MRS ROWLEY ROUNDING
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WE DO NOT KNOW THAT we have ever mentioned it before, but if we have, we venture the observation again,  that among other great advantages afforded by railways, has been that of opening out the great matrimonial market, whereby people can pick and choose wives all the world over, instead of having to pursue the old Pelion on Ossa or Pig upon Bacon system of always marrying a neighbours child. So we now have an amalgamation of countries and counties, and a consequent improvement in society  improvement in wit, improvement in wine, improvement in wittles, improvement in everything. Among the members of the Heavyside Hunt; who profited by this state of things during the summer of Mr Romfords noviciate, was the rich Mr Rowley Rounding, of Grandacres Hall, a good turnip-headed, turnip-growing Squire, whose faculties generally served him about twenty or five-andtwenty minutes after they were wanted. Being on a gaping excursion all along the Southern coast, he was perfectly galvanised with the beauty of the fair-haired, blue-eyed, brisk young widow, Madame de Normanville (née Brown), of Boulogne-sur-Mer, who came upon him at Ramsgate, in such a succession of bonnets, as almost to deprive him of reason and at first prevented his laying that and that together, and deciding that if he couldnt be Monsieur de Normanville, she, at all events, might be Mrs Rowley Rounding.

For first of all, being a Madame, he had to ascertain and digest the fact that she might be and indeed was single; then it opportunely occurred to him that he was single too, after which he came to the conclusion that there was no reason why  though he wasnt in search of a wife  he shouldnt try to catch the widow and carry her down into the H.H. country. To be sure, Bob Ricketts, Billy Meadows, and Charley Westrope might laugh and deride him, but they had not his means, and, moreover, had never been tempted by  such extraordinary beauty and bonnets, as hers. If she wasnt an angel, she was as near hand one as could be  but he thought she was one entire. He only wished he could make up to her. But what the juice, as Chowey would say, is a country gentleman with no acquaintance but the landlord of his hotel to introduce, to do under such circumstances?

The lady, however, soon solved that mystery. Madame de Normanville seeing she had Basiliskd the booby, presently afforded him an opportunity of making her acquaintance by dropping her finely-laced and ciphered kerchief as she floated before him on the pier, when she gave him such a pearly-teeth-showing smile of gratitude on restoring it as immediately finished the business.

Next day she had him as handy as a French poodle, and looking about as sensible as one. And widows being generally pretty good men of business, short, sharp, and decisive, she brought him up to the what have you got, and what will you do? gate, without giving him a chance of leading her over it. Indeed, her beauty ought to have exempted her from any such operation as that, for though inclining to embonpoint, she had a beautiful figure and complexion, set off by the best of modistes and milliners, as Rowley found when the rather long-standing bills came pouring in  some dating even as far back as the time when she was Miss Brown  or Brown Stout, as the impertinent young fellows of that day called her.

To make a long story short, however, which was more than Rowley could do by the bills, he married her off hand, and then, of course, according to the old needles and pins song  

his sorrows began.
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Of course he took her down into the country, and here we may observe that we cannot imagine a greater change than from the light elastic gaiety of southern watering-places to the sober realities of dull out-of-the-way country quarters, where the ladies were all prolific, and their talk was of children or nurses, and cooks, and how many candles each used in the kitchen.

Mr Rowley Rounding, though a very good man, and a capital judge of a cow, had very little in common with his sprightly wife, who having no family, required the excitement that children supply. And as it is not often given to the same man to be a good judge of a horse as well as of a cow, our Squire cared little about the former, and could not enter into the spirit of the equestrian performances of his wife, who was known for her capering qualities to all the small riding-masters along the Southern coast. Indeed, at Brighton they used to charge her rather more than other people in consequence of her weight and galloping propensities.

Having exhausted her country circle, got all their histories and grievances by heart, domestic economy included, she now took it into her head she would like to resume her riding, alleging that it was no use wasting a good habit; and although Mr Rowley Rounding pointed out that a habit ate nothing, and did not cost anything keeping, she stood to her point firmly, and insisted that she ought to ride, that she would be much better if she rode, that horse exercise would do her a great deal of good, that Doctor Senna had strongly recommended her to ride, the Doctor having said, in reply to her inquiry if he didnt think she would be better if she rode, that perhaps she might.

And she talked and teased so much about a horse, declaring she couldnt do without a horse  that she must have a horse  that she would be perfectly happy if she had a horse, that Mr Rowley Rounding, greatly appreciating peace and quietness, agreed to buy her a horse, and forthwith she besieged all her friends and acquaintance with inquiries if they knew of a horse, a ladys horse, a horse with a flowing mane and tail  a whole coloured horse with racing-like points  that she wouldnt be ashamed to ride in Hyde Park, for she had some notion of getting up to town in the spring if she could. And a person wanting to buy a horse being a novelty in the H.H. country, where they almost all bred their own, and wore them from end to end, it was talked of a good deal, and it seemed to be the general opinion that the wonderful Leotard was the likeliest horse to suit our fair friend. Not that Romford had said anything about selling him, but people thought he didnt seem to be of much use to him, and he might perhaps be tempted to part with him. So our old friend Colonel Chatterbox, who dearly loved a commission of that sort, and also, with some ten or a dozen others, fancied himself a great favourite of the ladys, deputed himself to sound our master on the subject, and pretending the horse was for himself, Mr Romford accommodated Chatterbox with him for a hundred  a cool hundred  Facey observing that it was absolutely giving him away. And though Colonel Chatterbox thought it was plenty of money, yet as he seemed the very thing Mrs Rowley Rounding wanted, and he knew she wouldnt like to ride a cheap horse, he closed with the offer by giving Mr Romford a draft on Checksby and Shorters bank at Ridwell, which of course Facey immediately cashed, and felt very comfortable in consequence. So the wondrous Leotard again changed hands, and of course furnished abundant food for comment and criticism in his new quarters, no two connoisseurs agreeing in their opinion of him.

At first, Leotard, having been kept on low diet by Romford, and exercised with the hounds, of which he was very fond, behaved pretty well; but common grooms being so fond of stuffing themselves, that they think they can never sufficiently stuff horses, so crammed him with corn that he soon began to relapse into his former bad ways. After one or two minor ebullitions of temper, Mrs Rounding and Leotard came to a decided difference of opinion at the cross-roads between Crowfield and Linghurst Hill, Mrs Rowley Rounding wanting to go to the right, Leotard evincing a decided preference for the left, though there was no earthly reason why he should care for either. And Mrs Rowley Rounding being little accustomed to be thwarted, and never considering that a pampered, over-fed, under-worked pad differed from the obedient rocking-horse animals she had been accustomed to do what she liked with at the watering-places, struck him rather smartly on the shoulder with a gold-mounted, amethyst topped riding-whip, which Leotard instantly resented by rearing almost perpendicularly, and sliding her down over his tail into a soft newly-scraped mud-heap on the road-side. Then, having deposited her as in a pudding, he struck off home, where he arrived to the terror and consternation of the household, and rushing into his stable, proceeded to eat the remains of a feed of corn that he found in another horses manger. And Mrs Rowley Rounding, with her dirty habit, presently arrived in the postmans gig, none the worse, but very angry at what had happened. Then there was a council of war held, as to what should be done with the horse, one recommending that he should be ridden back to the place and made to go the way he was then wanted to go; another, that he should be taken into the adjoining fallow and well lathered for his pains; a third, that he should be well licked in the stable; a fourth, that he should be beat at the door. And as they were all very angry, and imparted a portion of their ire to the horse by scolding and slapping him whilst he was eating, they did not at all improve the prospects of his obedience, and when the tea-tray-groom Postilion came to mount him to give him a good round in the paddock, the active Leotard very soon sent him, pink jean jacket and all, flying over his head. Then there was a fresh commotion, fresh anathemas at the horse, fresh recommendations as to what should be done with him.

And as there is always some great, heavy-fisted horse-breaker in every neighbourhood who will undertake to ride anything, Tom Heslop, of the Bee-hive beer-shop, the hero of that district, was sent for, who undertook to Rarey-fy the rebellious spirit forthwith.

Leotard let the dirty Heslop mount very quietly, and obeyed his dictation pretty readily, until an unlucky brewers dray happened to come along the road, when, catching suddenly at the bit, he sidled up to it and proceeded to rasp Toms leg against the wheel, rubbing it backwards and forwards till he made him bellow like a bull. Then the drayman got to the fractious horses head, and after a desperate conflict succeeded in rescuing the unfortunate man from his intolerable oppression. Heslop then jumped off, and led the refractory horse home.

Another council of war was presently held, at which the butler, the gardener, and Matilda Mary the ladys-maid severally contributed their quota of wisdom, when they all agreed that Leotard was vicious, and a most improper oss for missus to ride. So Heslop and another man were despatched to Colonel Chatterboxs with Leotard, and a request that he would be good enough to return the horse to Mr Romford, and get back the money.

Now returning the horse was one thing, and getting back the money was another, for Mr Romford particularly refused to refund one single farthing; alleging first, that it was an out-and-out sale, without any warranty or condition whatever; secondly, that the horse was sold to Colonel Chatterbox, and was quite quiet with anybody who could ride,  a double reflection, seeing that it involved an imputation both on the Colonel and Mrs Rowley Roundings horsemanship. But Facey politely added, that the horse might stand in his stable at the usual remuneration of four-and-twenty shillings and sixpence a week, all of which was repeated and commented upon by the gentlemen of the H.H. hunt, to the disparagement of Facey, who was thought to have been rather too sharp in the matter. But the Colonel having stretched a point as well as Facey, they could not make much of the transaction, and Mr Rounding was at length glad to take twenty pounds for his bargain, in payment of which our master assigned him Mr Tom Slowcomes subscription to the hounds, which there was always great difficulty in getting,  Facey alleging, as he gave the order on Slowcome for the money, that he never gave cheques for such trifles as twenty pounds. So the wondrous Leotard returned to Mr Romfords stable, there on diminished fare to undergo fresh discipline.

Still, Mrs Rounding being pretty and popular, and her husband giving good dinners, the spleen of the country was not satisfied, though it had not to wait long for an opportunity to break out in another quarter. Though Mr Romford rode Leotard to cover himself, to show he was quite tractable, they insisted that Mrs Rounding had been cheated.

It was quite a different thing, they said, being quiet with a great Herculean monster like our master, and with a timid delicate woman like Mrs Rounding.

It was a monstrous shame to sell a lady a horse that was vicious, said one in Faceys hearing.

And at such a price too! exclaimed another, a hundred guineas not being an every-day price in the country.

Lotherington went so far as to say that a man ought to be hung who sold a lady such a horse.

All these sayings in due time came to our masters ears, with, of course, a due allowance of exaggeration; and though our friend was not particularly thin-skinned, he yet feared that the Leotard transaction might operate prejudicially, as well on future sales of horses, as on his present position and popularity as a master of hounds. He hadnt got on far amiss as it was, his undoubted keenness and great money-reputation helping him along.

Facey, of course, didnt mean to contend, even to himself, that Leotard was a perfect ladys pad; but he well knew that, by judicious management, he could be made sufficiently tractable to last long enough to throw on the new owner the blame of spoiling him by bad riding. And in the course of his cogitations, Lucys beautiful horsemanship, as seen with the late Sir Henry Scattercashs hounds, occurred to recollection, and he said to himself, Ah! that is the woman that could do it, if she liked. Twist him any way, and do whatever she liked with him. Never saw such a hand on a horse as she had. She was a rider, said Romford to himself, twitching his beard as he said it. Dash it, but he would like to see her on him, added he, throwing the sample away.

At length, galled by the reproaches and rebuffs which increased rather than diminished, he thought seriously of having her down to contradict their ungenerous assertions, by showing that Leotard was perfectly tractable with a lady. It was, only the dread of expense, and the fear of exciting scandal, that prevented him; but the expense he, at length, thought might be previously settled, and the consequences averted by judicious arrangement. He really thought it feasible. He had still eighty of the hundred guineas to the good, and wouldnt mind standing a trifle to vindicate his character.

He should like to see her cutting down some of the spurters who thought they could ride, and leading the lumberers over the heavy into grief and humility. Cutting them down and hanging them up to dry, as they say in the Shires.

At length he took courage, and wrote to Lucy, directing to the care of her mother in Hart Street, saying that, if she had a mind for a mount with his hounds, he would stand Sam for the Parliamentary train, directing her, if she came, to stop at the sign of the West-end Swell, at Minshull Vernon, whither the horse should be sent on the morning of the meet; but by no manner of means to think of coming on to the Dog and Partridge Inn.

Lucy jumped at the offer, for she was well-nigh suffocated with fog and bad air, and felt that a run into the country would do her an infinity of good. Moreover, she had been keeping her hands in by taking part in the monster steeple-chase at the Royal Agricultural Hall at Islington, under the title of Madame Valentine de Mornington, to the great admiration of crowded audiences. So her hat and her habit were in very good order. She was presently packed and away.

And the arrangement was most opportune, for Swig and Chowey, we are sorry to say, had rather relapsed into their former habits, and the Dog and Partridge Inn being closed against them by reason of Mr Romfords residence, they had been compelled to go farther a-field for their liquid fire; and a hunt servant, a man who rides where he likes in a red coat and cap, being always an object of admiration in the country, they had no difficulty in borrowing farmer Roughstubbles dog-cart to drive to the sign of the Bald-faced Stag, on the Ashcombe Road, where the Old Tom rum was capital, the gin pure, and the drink generally both strong and heady. Here, being Saturday night, they fell in with several gentlemen of their acquaintance  Jack Arrowsmith the farrier, Peter Marston the mole-catcher, Jack Miller, Squire Thompsons keeper, with Jacob the coachman, Geordy Banks the standing sot of the house, and others, all of whom were most desirous of trying the alcoholic test of friendship upon them, which they did so effectually that our sportsmen required a good deal of helping, and hoisting, and holding in their vehicle ere they ventured to drive off, being then fully impressed with the conviction that they were the two finest fellows under the sun.

It being a moonlight night, the road straight, and the horse steady, they had little difficulty in driving. Swig, who acted as charioteer, giving the horse his head, who kept well on the middle of the road, turning all approachers aside, until within a few miles of home, when they had the misfortune to meet Billy Barber the flying higglers spring-cart, and Billy, being as drunk as themselves, charged right into them, shooting Swig one way, and Chowey another, then driving on with a damaged steed, despite of Swigs vociferations that he was Daniel, the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel! while little Chowey lay on his back, his india-rubber-ball-like mouth contracting and dilating as he muttered, in his usual bland way, By all means, shir, by all means, thinking he was helping a gentleman through a hedge with his horse, and wondering whether he would get half a-crown or a shilling for his trouble. Both were put, what Chowey elegantly called horse des combat, by the collision. So Mrs Sponge now took their place.


XVI. LUCY ON LEOTARD  THE LADY WHIPPER-IN
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A HABIT IN THE HUNTING-FIELD was quite an unknown article in the Heavyside country, where nearly all the ladies had ample domestic duties to occupy them, and the gentlemen found it was about as much as they could manage to mount themselves, and, moreover, had no particular fancy for being outdone by their wives so the first flaunting of Lucys elegant fan-tailed, blue and black braided habit, as she rode along with Facey and the hounds, created quite a sensation, which was little allayed by seeing it was borne by the refractory Leotard. Not only was it borne by Leotard, but the fair equestrian was absolutely going to act the part of whipper-in to the hounds: Swig and Chowey having got such juices of shakes as Chowey said, by their upset, as made them more like mummies than men. But for this untoward accident Facey might have passed Lucy off for a chance lady who had come down to look at the horse.

The meet was on Calderlaw Common  not a common by courtesy, as many now are, but a real unenclosed common of wildness and waste  rather a favourite fixture, for the roads were most accommodating, the country open, and, without being hilly, was undulating, very favourable for seeing, in fact; moreover, being mostly drained land, there were no agonising ditches to add to the terror of too formidable fences. So there was generally less which way, Tomkins? which way, Jenkins? when the hounds met there, than when they were lower down in the vale.

The early birds of the hunt, those who rode their own horses on, Friar, Friskin, Coglin, and others, were now surprised by the unwonted appearance of a habit.

Whats up now? exclaimed Friar.

Woman, as I live! rejoined Friskin.

Why, its Mrs Rowley Rounding, muttered Coglin, staring intently.

Not a bit of it, replied the first speaker, who knew her figure better.

Its her horse, however, observed Friskin, eyeing the cream-colour as he ambled along.

Was, rejoined Coglin, who knew all about the sale and return.

And now, as the widely-spreading pack came straggling along the green lane leading on to the common, there was a general move that way to see who it was.

Ill tell you what, I shouldnt be sprised, said Coglin, seizing Friar by the left arm, and whispering in his ear as they rode along together, Ill tell you what, confidentially, I shouldnt be sprised if its that Mrs Whatsher-name from the West-end Swell.

Not Mrs Spicer?

Oh no, thats the landlady. This is the mysterious lady who has just come down. My groom heard of her yesterday.

Indeed! exclaimed Friar, now staring intently, wondering what Mrs Friar would say when she heard of it.

Facey, who gave his hounds plenty of liberty on the road, now rather contracted their freedom by a gentle rate to Favourite, who had got somewhat too far in advance, and the head receding, while the tail advanced, the pack came up in a perfect cluster of symmetrical beauty. Theres a lot of charmers, thought Facey, as he looked them over, and then proceeded to nod to, and how are ye? the field. Our masters greetings were responded to, but the parties evidently seemed as if they expected something more; viz., to be introduced to the lady. This, however, Facey had no notion of doing, keeping, as he said, the coats and the petticoats account distinct, so he proceeded up the common to the usual halting-place; viz., the guide-post, where the Low Thornton and Hemmington roads intersected the waste.

Here was a fresh gathering  the cream of the hunt  the gentlemen who came late, in fact, Newton and Snobson, and Hastler, and Spooner, the two Bibbings, with Spencer Jones, and Burgess and Scarratt, with the usual concomitant grooms. Great were the nudgings, and starings, and what next-ings as the cavalcade approached. The like had never been seen in the Heavyside Hunt.

Well done, Romford! exclaimed one.

Whod ha thought it? muttered another.

A lady whipper-in, observed a third.

A deuced pretty one, too, observed young Spooner, drawing his horse round to have a good stare at her.

And very pretty she was. Nicely hatted, nicely habited, nicely horsed, nicely arranged altogether.

So thought they all as she passed along, looking down demurely, as if she thought of nobody, and thought nobody thought of her. That of course was a little acting.

Mornin, said Facey, mornin, mornin, continued he, giving two or three random shots of nods at the different groups of sportsmen as he passed, several of whom took off their hats to the lady. He then made for a piece of rising ground a little to the left of the guide-post, in order to give his hounds a roll on the greensward prior to throwing off. And as he showed no symptoms of a desire to introduce his fair friend to this the first-class portion of his field either, they renewed their criticisms as soon as the cavalcade was past.

Why, thats Mrs Roundings horse, observed Jones.

So it is, said Mr Newton. Thought there couldnt be two of that colour.

They say hes vicious, observed Hastler.

Nothing of the sort, replied Newton. Mrs Rounding has no hand. See! that lady can do what she likes with him, added he, watching Lucys light hand, as she twisted and turned the horse about at her will.

Who is she? asked Mr George Bibbing, pressing up.

Dont know, answered Hastler, with a shake of the head.

I do, observed Jones, with a knowing wink.

Well, who? asked several.

The lady at the West-end Swell, to be sure, replied he, after a pause.

Oh, nonsense, rejoined Bibbing, not a bit like her.

As like as ladies generally are in hats and habits to what they are in dresses.

Well, they do make a great difference to be sure, observed Snobson, who had mistaken Mrs for Miss Noakes, once.

But what is she doing here? demanded Spooner.

Better ask the master that, replied Bibbing.

Facey, however, didnt look at all like a man to take liberties with, as he sat in the midst of his hounds, his little watchful ferrety eyes peeping and peering about in all directions; to see how, as he said, the cat jumped.

Lucy, on her part, took things very quietly, apparently paying more attention to the hounds than watching who was looking at her, though of course she still kept an eye out for admiration. Leotard also behaved most amiably, answering the touch of her light hand on the plain snaffle-bit, now turning Pillager, now following Rummager, as though he were personally interested in the order and decorum of the pack. At length, time being up,  a quarter to eleven,  Facey gave Lucy a nod, and after a wide-spreading run through the common, a slight twang of the horn brought the hounds to his horses heels, and away they all jogged for Falcondale Wood.

You take the high side, said Facey to Lucy, as they now approached the cover  a long straggling wood, placed on a steepish hill-side. You take the high side, and blow this whistle if he breaks, continued he, giving her a shrill dog-whistle as he spoke; whereupon Lucy scuttled away up the rough side at the east end of the wood, closely followed by sundry swells, who preferred watching her to keeping along the low fields as usual.

Cover, hoick! cried Facey to his hounds, with a slight wave of his arm, and in an instant they were tumbling and scrambling head over heels through the blind fence into the wood. Facey, mounted on Brilliant, then rode quietly along on the line, keeping a watchful eye as well on the now wide spreading pack in the cover as on the Lucy-pressing youths up above. He had only sixteen couple of hounds out, having brought nothing but what he could depend upon. They had not been in cover many minutes, ere old black-and-tan Vanquisher, who had hurried along a path with a palpable but still unproclaimable scent, struck up a little fern-covered ravine, and as nearly as possible had old Reynard by the neck. But the fox bounced with a desperate energy that aroused the whole pack; a crash sounded through the wood as they hurried together, while the shrill sound of the whistle presently proclaimed he was gone. Facey got his horse by the head, and cramming into the ragged fence, cleared the wide water-channel beyond, and forced his way up the wooded bank, regardless alike of stubs, briars, and thorns. Another effort over a broad rail-topped mound, with a yawner on the far side, landed him handsomely on farmer Bushells fallow, just as the hounds, closely followed by Lucy, were straining over the large grass-field beyond. There was a rare scent. Every hound threw his tongue, making the welkin ring with the melody. So they raced up Amerton Hill, past Nutwell grove and Kellerton Law, through Oakley Wood beyond. The pace presently slackened; hunting became more the order of the day, to the satisfaction of the majority of the field, who preferred seeing the intricacies of the chase unravelled, to being borne furiously along at a pace that did not allow them to look after anything but themselves. Thus they hunted steadily past Brackenhill Green, skirting Orton Moor, leaving the Scar on the left, down the banks by the Winwick road, into the Vale of Heatherfield below. Lucy and Facey, or rather Facey and Lucy, kept their places gallantly, Leotard going with the greatest temper and moderation, as though he were the best-behaved horse in the world.

Whatever Facey took, Lucy took; and whatever Lucy took, the young H.H.s felt constrained to take, for the honour and credit of the hunt. So there was more dashing riding and heavy fencing on this occasion than usual. Romford, to do him justice, was always with his hounds, though Daniel Swig and Chowey both knew how to shirk. The steady hounds still kept pressing on, carrying the scent over the sandy soil of Heatherfield Vale with laudable pertinacity. This enabled the heavy fathers of the stage  the paterfamilias of the hunt  to come up, and presently the Westham and Studland road resounded with the ringing hoofs of the horses, and the laughing hilarity of the riders, each overjoyed at getting such a near view. And the slower the pace, the more they enjoyed it. Splendid hounds! Finest run that ever was seen! By Jove! theyre away again! And scarcely had the fatties given their horses the wind, and the youngsters looked down for lost shoes, ere Harmony and Desperate, having got upon a warm headland, gave such a proclamation of satisfaction as brought all their fellows to the enjoyment, making young and old again drop on their reins. The hunt was up! Faceys round shoulders were again careering in the distance, and Lucys plump figure was equally conspicuous. So they raced away, the hounds passing handsomely through the deer in Beechborough Park, round Sorrel Hill, past the limekilns at Dewlish, and into Langley Lordship beyond. And here the first check occurred. The fox had been chased by a shepherds dog, and the mischief was increased by a complication of sheep. The stupid muttons were just wheeling into line as Facey slipped through the farmyard on the hill.

Hold hard! cried he, raising his hand high in the air, to enforce quiet from those behind, while his hounds made their own cast ere he interfered with them. They spread and cast well to the front, to the right, to the left,  but no scent. The fox has been forced back on his line, and the field are all over the ground. The steam of the horses, the chatter of the followers, and the clatter of the roadsters, increase the disaster. Facey sits transfixed, one keen eye watching the hounds, the other raking the country round. At length he sees the black author of the mischief skulking along a hedgerow to his smock-frocked master, who appears at a railing at the far corner of the field.

Case for a cast, says Facey to himself; and getting his horse by the head, he halloas Turn them, to Lucy, who forthwith gets round them in a quiet but most masterly manner, and a single twang of Faceys horn, with a crack of her whip, sent them all flying the way Facey wanted them. He then gave them plenty of swing, letting them use their own sagacity as much as possible, and was rewarded at the end of a semicircular cast by hitting oft the scent at a meuse.

Well done! Devilish well done! Capitally done! cried the field, more to Lucy than Facey, as the hounds dashed over the fence into the turnip-field beyond, and took up the running inside the hedgerow. Being on turf, with a pleasant vista of white gates before them, the field kept on that tack, and Facey went scuttling along, throwing wide the portals as he passed. The best of friends, however, must part, and the line of gates at length came to an abrupt termination in a very rough, tangled boundary fence between Mr Pilkingtons and Emmerson Gunliffes farms, at Shepherdswell Hill. It seemed as if it was made up of all the rubbish and refuse of the country, and zigzagged like a ladys vandyked petticoat, wasting and spoiling a great width of land.

For the first time in the run, Facey changed his mind as he approached the fence, turning from a tangled black thorn lapped with mountain ash, to a still more impervious-looking ivy-blind place.

Dash it! but this is a rum customer, said Facey to Lucy, as he stood erect in his stirrups, looking what was on the far side.

Oh, throw your heart over it, said Lucy, and then follow it as quickly as you can.

Heart! muttered Facey. I shall never find it again if I do. It would be like lookin for a needle in a bundle of hay.

Let me try, then, said Lucy, backing Leotard to give him a good run at it. She then put his head straight, gave him a slight touch of the whip and a feel of the spur, and was presently floundering in the thick of the fence.

I thought how it would be, said Facey, jumping off his horse, and running to her assistance. But before he got up, another vigorous effort of the horse extricated her from her difficulties, and landed her in the next field, with a considerable quantity of burrs and briars in her habit.

Well done the lady! cried the panting Mr Goldthrop, now coming up, not only pleased, but grateful for the performance.

If Facey would but charge it too, the field might all be able to get through. What a place it was!

And Facey, having clambered back into his saddle, turned his horse quick round, and thrusting his hat down on his brow, claimed his right of saltation. They were all ready to yield him the pas, services of danger being generally at a discount, and Romford was presently planted in the midst of the thicket, which Leotard had done little to enlarge. Scramble they went, the horse fighting and struggling as if in the sea, Facey sitting with his feet out of the stirrups, ready to throw himself off clear if required. It, however, was not necessary, for Brilliant, after many flounders, with a tremendous heave, extricated himself from a woodbine-laced binder that held him, and landed on his nose on the opposite side. He was up like lightning, and Facey, who held on by the mane and his spurs, being chucked back into his seat, gathered himself together, and ere he sat, gave a cheering exclamation of Theres nothing on the far side! But if there was nothing on the far side, there was a great deal on theirs, as many of them seem to be aware. However, it was no time for measuring, and Leotards friend, Tom Heslop, coming up on a three-parts-broken cart colt, dashed manfully in, and fought a road safely through in the miraculous way peculiar to drunken men. What before was all doubt and obscurity, suddenly became clear and transparent. It was then who should get at it first. No Ill hold your horse if youll catch mine, or friendly negotiation of that sort. Meanwhile, the hounds had shot sadly away, leaving not a trace of their melody behind; and but for the clubbing of sheep and the staring of cattle, the H.H. gentlemen would hardly have known which way to ride. To be sure, an occasional countryman, after a prolonged stare, in reply to the inquiry if he had seen the hounds, would drawl out, Ye-a-s, ar seed them, but none of them could muster intelligence enough to answer where, ere the questioner was out of ear-shot. However, they rode on, hopefully and manfully: the young ones, as usual, abusing the fox for taking such a line, the old ones wishing they might come up with them again before they killed.

Fortune, however, always favours the brave, and after clattering through the little straggling straw-thatched village of Reepham bringing all the women and children to the doors in bewildered astonishment, Mr Friars quick eye caught sight of a red-coat topping the edge on the opposite hill, up whose sandy side ran the road they were then pursuing.

Yonder they go! cried he, pointing it out with his whip, though he did not know how far the hounds might be ahead of the coat. But riding to anything was better than riding to nothing, galloping about the country, exclaiming, Have you seen the hounds?

They then clattered down Cockenhatch Hill, across the bridge over the rushing stream, and laying hold of their horses manes, proceeded to stand in their stirrups, and hug them up the opposite bank. That gained, some of the young ones, disdaining the road, dashed over a quickset fence into a heavy fallow, and sought the line Mr Romford was leading, or rather following, for Lucy was leading. The old ones pounded away on the road, reaching the crown of Eccleston Hill long before the seceders, when their admiring optics were greeted with a sight of the hounds swinging down the green slope of Rippendale Hill, closely followed by Lucy and Facey. Then there was a burst of enthusiasm at the magnificent way the hounds were doing their work, slightly clouded, perhaps, by the sight of the silvery Ribble, meandering its tortuous course through the rich green fields of the vale. What if he should cross it, thought they. However, it was no time for reflection. Meanwhile, Facey and Lucy had got together, and Faceys keen eye descried the fox taking the water, and floating down the stream so as to land a good way below the taking-off place.

Cunnin beggar, said Facey, pointing him out to Lucy; but Ill have you in hand for all that, muttered he.

The fox then crawled out on the opposite side, and after shaking himself leisurely among some dwarf willows, and listening to the music of the hounds, he again set off on his travels, as if in no way particularly concerned in the concert. He was an old dog-fox that had beat Lotherington and his lumberers twice or thrice before, and did not go in great fear of them. He was not aware that there had been any change in the programme, or he might have put on a little more steam. However, he kept on at a good steady pace, and being now so far from home, thought he might as well go on to Addington Woods, where there were not only plenty of rabbits, but very comfortable quarters and respectable keepers. And Facey, who saw the woods in the distance, and knew their attractions, thought to terminate the performance before they got there, not knowing when he might get out again if he once got in, with only his fair friend for a whip. So, riding inside the hounds, he cut off a wide angle, and met them at the place where the fox had crossed. Up they presently came, lashing and bristling for blood.

Yoick, over he goes! cried Mr Romford, taking off his hat, as Constance and Cruiser spoke to the scent on the exact tract of the fox.

Forthwith the whole pack took the water like a flock of sheep, and went fighting, and splashing, and striving to be first out. Then, after a scramble out, and a hearty preliminary shake, they again put their inquiring noses to the ground to solve the problem, which way has he gone? Trumpeter struck the scent with an exulting flourish; the rest scorned to cry, and away they went, pressing and pushing as before.

For-rard, away! cried Facey turning Brilliant about to have a run at the brook. Well, how is it to be? said he to Lucy, ere he dropped in his spurs to send his horse at it. You first or I first?

Oh, both together, replied Lucy, turning Leotard round also to take it in line.

Bear to the left, then, said Facey, nodding to a narrower place at an abrupt bend of the brook. You take off by the bush there, and Ill go a little higher up, so that we maynt break the bank with our weight.

It was a prudent resolve; for the bank, which was a great resort for water-rats, immediately gave way with the weight of one horse; and when the first of the H.H.s came up, hoping to cross over it as our master and his lady had apparently done, they found a very frowning, yawning, formidable-looking place, that did not at all improve upon acquaintance.

However, there was no help for it: a brook is a brook and must be either taken or let alone. Neither sober nor drunken men can do anything for us, and some of the knowing elderlies boldly wheeled round for Lowington Ford, while the younger ones charged here, there, and everywhere, two getting in for one that got over. Great was the splashing and snorting, and snatching at hats, and scrambling after whips, and loud the exclamations of Catch my horse! Turn my horse! Help me out with my horse! But for the inconvenience of being beaten by a lady, very few of them would have risked a ducking.

The country now became wilder and opener, the scent worse, and the seeing better. You looked into the landscape with minute distinctness. The Addington Woods were darkly visible. He would like to lay hold of him before he got there. A fresh fox would be very inconvenient at that hour.

For-rard! for-rard! for-rard! cheered Facey, to get his hounds on; but the land was poor and exposed, and the line took a deal of finding.

To guide a scent well over a country for a length of time, and through all sorts of difficulties, requires the best and most experienced abilities, said Mr Romford to Lucy, as they now trotted on, watching the proceedings.

Dash it! yonder he goes! exclaimed Facey, pointing the fox out to Lucy, stealing at a very steady, serviceable pace along the low side of a rough gorse-grown pasture, some fields ahead.

So it is, replied she, recognising her friend.

Put them on to me, and Ill give them a lift, said Facey, pulling out his horn, and clapping spurs to his horse.

Tweet, tweet, tweet! went the horn; crack, crack, crack went Lucys light whip, and away the willing pack flew after their master.

As long as Facey viewed the fox, he galloped and blew his horn, and then stopped just at the place where he had seen him last. The hounds then dropped their noses, and quickly hit off the scent on much more favourable ground. They ran in good earnest. Galloper no longer keeps his place  Brusher takes it. See how he flings for the scent, and how impetuously he runs! Now another takes it, and so it is lost and caught, and caught and lost, by the compact phalanx of competing mouths. Mr Romford cheers them on, for he is anxious to kill the fox, as well for the credit of his pack as the éclat of our fair whipper-in. So he rides, all eyes, ears, and fears, looking anxiously out for any indication of the line. A man on a hay-rick now holds up his hat, and our master presently views the fox again, still pursuing the even tenor of his way towards the large sheltering woods. He has a good steady stare, and calculates the respective paces of each, thinking the balance of speed rather in favour of the fox. He is half inclined to lift them again. If it werent that they were hunting so well, he would do it. Just then fortune favours him. A party of practising riflemen, whom Pug mistakes for poachers, having been most unhandsomely peppered by one of the tribe, begin bang, bang, banging at the butt, causing him to make a long détour by Shirrington, and through Brandsby stone pits to Sherley. That seals his doom. He gets into a more populous neighbourhood, is headed and bothered, and driven from point to point, until baffled and flurried, he is almost driven into the mouths of the pack. Giving his horse to Lucy, Mr Romford dives among the worrying hounds, and picks him up a lamentable victim of mistaken identity. He had had a very different pursuer to Mr Lotherington. If he had known it was Romford, he would have made more sail.

WHO-HOOP! holloos Mr Romford, holding him on high. Whohoop! repeats he, with redoubled emphasis. Who-hoop! shrieked he for the third time. Dash my buttons if I was ever so pleased at killing a fox in my life! continued our master, throwing him on to the ground, and proceeding to examine his mouth. A reglar hen-stealin, goosegobblin, turkey-worryin old sinner, announced he, rising, and diving into his long, baggy black-and-white tartan vest for his knife. Off went the brush, head, and pads. There, said Mr Romford, pocketing them, youll do no more mischief. Then he again raised the now mutilated carcase high in air with both hands, and with a profusion of Whohoops, threw it to the clamorous pack, with un equal profusion of Worry, worry, worried.

Clear the course there! now exclaimed he, as the pull-Devil pull-baker pack, having broken the ring, were scrambling among the crowding horses legs. Clear the course there; repeated he, driving the field back with his whip like a circus master. Then there arose inquiries for the brush and the pads, and how long it had been.

Brush is bespoke, muttered Facey, advancing to Lucy, and decorating Leotards head with it. Better than the baccy-shop, this, said he, in an under-tone, with a knowing wink, as he adjusted it. And Lucy thought of the time when another sportsman (Mr Sponge) placed a well-won brush in her hat, and sighed.

He then distributed the pads, while the satisfied field expatiated on the merits of the run, the time, the distance, and the severity of the pace. Nothing could be better, they all agreed. Time, an hour and twenty minutes; distance, anything they like to call it. And they were all extremely obliged to the lady, they said. So they at length separated in various detachments, according to their respective destinations, many of them Which way-ing? the country people, as though they had just dropped from the clouds. And Lucy and Facey rode home extremely well satisfied with themselves, and the hounds and the horses, and with all they had done. Facey had no idea that Lucy was such a fine horse woman, not knowing she had been in a circus before she took to the stage.


XVII. THE FRACAS  THE LARKSPUR HUNT IN DOUBLEIMUPSHIRE
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WE ARE SORRY TO SAY that the unanimity which prevailed in the hunting-field, respecting Lucy and her equestrian performances, was not shared in by the domestic circles of the H.H. hunt. Her appearance, instead of propitiating matters as was expected, only fanned the smouldering flame of discontent that had been lit up by the sale of Leotard to Mrs Rowley Rounding into a down right blaze of anger and revenge.

What! they were to have pretty horse-breakers down in the country, were they? the ladies exclaimed. They didnt care about Mr Romfords wealth or his pack, or his sporting prowess, or anything about him. They would have no impropriety!

The H.H. had always been a most respectable, well-conducted hunt; and respectable it should be to the end of the chapter, or their husbands should have nothing to do with it. And they talked, and fumed, and stimulated each other into a grand phalanx of resistance. No pretty horse-breaker! was the cry. Swig and Chowey being still hors de combat, Lucy continued to officiate in their places to greatly diminishing fields, until one morning, at the meet at Mr Trollingers, Emerald Hall, instead of the usual offer of hospitality, they found the door shut, the window-blinds down, and the earths open; so when Facey thought the hounds were settling well to their fox, and about to drive him from the round hill on the left into the open, he popped into the honeycombed breeding earth behind the home farm. Pretty nearly the same thing was repeated at Starcross Court, much to Mr Romfords chagrin; for though he cared nothing about the breakfast inside, or the sherry and biscuits at the door, he was always very anxious for what he called a gollop.

And as the party most concerned is oftentimes the last to know the real facts, so our friend was the talk of the country, without his having the slightest idea that he had done anything wrong. At length, one gentleman more venturesome than the rest volunteered to enlighten him, and also to express the almost unanimous wish of the country that he would be good enough to resign it. Mr Romford was petrified. He had no idea that ladies were prohibited from hunting with the H.H.; Lucy intruded upon no one, and why should they interfere with her? He didnt understand such work  dashed if he did.

All this was looked upon as the arrogance of riches, and made the malcontents more than ever determined to sever the connection. Facey at first was inclined to be pacific, not wishing to forfeit the great eminence he had attained, and he was half inclined to concede that Lucy should not come out any more but the ladies would not let their husbands negotiate, and none of the fair dames being particularly fond of fox-hunting, which they considered a very inferior sport to shooting, they thought it would be a good thing to stop the adventurous amusement for a time, and also punish a purse-proud, arrogant man for his impertinence in thus thinking to ride rough-shod over them. So go was the word.

Then Mr Romford finding himself in a fix, dislodging the Turbot for a time, mounted his own cap of dignity, and resolved, if he was to lose the country, to sell himself as dearly as he could. So he said, of course he should not think of remaining a moment if he did not give perfect satisfaction, but they must all be aware of the enormous sacrifice he had made in coming to them, and the great outlay he had incurred in hunting the country, which would entitle him to the subscription for the season the same as if he remained,  not that he cared a farthing about money, and would most likely give it to a charity, but he did not choose to be snubbed or dictated to in that sort of way. And he talked as if he was well bred on both sides of his head, instead of only on one, and as if his pockets were full to repletion  talked till he almost made himself believe he was a gentleman. So the H.H.s, not liking to contend with a man of Mr Romfords means, were at length obliged to succumb. And they closed just in time to enable him to restore them some sixteen couple of the old H.H. hounds, which he had out at walk in various parts of the country, whose fate veered between the members of that famous scratch pack the Gatherley hounds and the rope  the Gatherleys wanting the hounds for less than Mr Romford chose to take. He had long since put down the most incorrigible of the old offenders, and, having now got his own pack well made, could afford to dispense with the rest. So he drafted all those with H.H. on their sides, and told his late followers that he wished them joy of their treasures.

Facey was now better in funds than he had ever been in the whole course of his life; better, indeed, he almost thought than if he had got Oncle Gilroys fortin; for if he hadnt got a fortin, he at all events had learned how to acquire one, and that was by hunting a country, keeping hounds, and getting his sport at other peoples expense. Far better than railway-making, turnip-sniggling, thief-catching, or any of the promiscuous pursuits he had once thought of. Hunting a country was the thing, and though the H.H.s might take exception to his menage, as Lucy called it, they could take none whatever to his prowess as a sportsman. If they didnt know his worth, others would. It must be a very slee fox that could beat him. And, though Mr Romford said it himself, there was a great deal of truth in the assertion, for he had a wonderful knack at circumventing a fox, and if there was not much style in his proceedings, there was a great deal of execution. This the H.H. gentleman felt, and recalled how often they had seen him handling his fox when old Lotherington had been nonplused, casting about without rhyme or reason  asking everybodys opinion and advice Which way do you think hes gone, Mr Brown? Which way do you, Mr Green? That which way is a very posing question. However, there was no help for it, and a pennorth of comfort being worth three-half pence to most of them, Romford, and Lucy, and Leotard, and all had to go, and were presently back at the old quarters at the West-end Swell, Facey telling people that the H.H.s were such a set of confounded cock-tails he had given up the country in disgust. He then took stock, and found himself master of fifty couple of most efficient hounds, with the recipe for getting more, and a comfortable sum of money in his pocket. Very well off in fact. What he called a very able man.

There are as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it, said Facey, determining to take another try in the advertising line; and forthwith he concocted a very specious announcement, offering the services of a gentleman with an excellent pack of hounds, to whom subscription was a secondary consideration to sport, to hunt a country, either for a term of years or for the remainder of the season. And having despatched the same to Bells Life and the Field, he quietly waited the result  amusing himself as best he could at the aforesaid Dog and Partridge Inn.

As luck would have it, the very first announcement brought an application from a gentleman, signing himself Simon Greenfield, of Greenfield House, Honorary Secretary to the Larkspur Hunt, asking him what he could do that season  immediately, indeed. The Larkspur Hunt, like the Heavyside one, had long been a free-gratis establishment  so long that the natives had ceased to look upon not subscribing as any accommodation; and when old Mr Bloomfield at length died, they had no doubt that plenty of people would be found ready to take the country on the same terms as he had had it. But experience shows, that with the great increase of wealth has not come a corresponding desire to support hounds, subscriptions being more difficult to collect now than they were fifty years ago. Formerly, hunting with shooting, satisfied a man: hunting from home, and shooting from home, both in reason and moderation. But now everybody must do everything: hunt in Leicestershire, shoot in Scotland, fish in Norway, race at Newmarket, and yacht everywhere, to say nothing of the necessity of enjoying the expenses of a London season, whether he likes town or not. As to a resident taking the hounds, that is a thing not to be thought of; hence, we have a breed of migratory masters  men like Mr Romford  who alight upon a country, and live out of the establishment. There were plenty of what Mr Romford would call able men in Doubleimupshire (the scene of the Larkspur Hunt operations), but they were all either gentlemen enjoying lifes wholesale recreations, or gentlemen most earnestly bent on making more money. The former gave their subscriptions more from coercion than anything else; while the latter found it more to their interest to subscribe liberally than to waste time which to them was money, in interfering with what they didnt understand, and with which they would most likely burn their fingers if they meddled. So they gave their money and stuck to their trades, some hunting for fashion, some medicinally, some for air and exercise, some they didnt know why. But as they were all £.s.d.-men, men deeply imbued with the spirit of gain, who had never been accustomed to the growing exorbitance of a pack of hounds, they always felt themselves imposed upon  never thought they got half enough for their money  never believed the hounds cost what they said, were always sure whoever had them was making money out of them, and so they went on until none but the worst of the migratory masters would touch, and at last even they began to fight shy. At length the country became vacant altogether, and had got so far into the season without hounds, when Mr Romfords opportune advertisement appeared. It was looked upon as a very apropos announcement,  one that ought to be cultivated, and forthwith each man began screwing his neighbour to see if he could not induce him to subscribe a little more. The usual stock-victims,  the Lord Lieutenant, the County Members, and the Borough Members,  of course, were applied to, it being part of their duty to find funds for all. There was plenty of money in the county, plenty of plate and powdered footmen, but somehow the parties preferred producing the latter to the former. But plate and powdered footmen alone wont draw, and the ladies soon began to feel the want of the red-coats, and the enlivening meets of the hounds. In this respect they differed from the Heavyside ladies, who thought sherry and biscuits were all that was required; whereas the Larkspur ladies looked upon a hunt as a grand nucleus of society  the promoter of balls, breakfasts, dinners, races, conviviality of all sorts. And as the winter had opened gloomily, and threatened to be very dull, they were more than usually urgent and pressing, when they heard of the advertisement, lest some other country might catch the advertiser up; for we all fancy other people want what we do. So Mr Simon Greenfield, who gave his services to the hunt instead of subscribing, was instructed to reply to the advertisement on behalf of the members of the Larkspur Hunt, whose country, Doubleimupshire, was then vacant  asking who the liberal-minded gentleman was that was ready to take one. And on receipt of the note, Mr Romford replied, sealing the letter with the invaluable Turbot-sitting-on-its-tail seal, which spoke more forcibly than whole reams of satin note paper could have done. Mr Romford! Mr Romford! I know the name perfectly, exclaimed several. And forthwith there was a rush to the Burkes, and an anxious turn to the Rs  Rippon, Robson, Robertson, roddam, oh yes  all right  here he is, Romford, Francis, Esq., J.P., D.L., seat Abbeyfield Park, patron of five livings, crest  a Turbot sitting upon its tail on a cap of dignity. Just so!  here it is (holding up the letter), a Turbot sitting upon its tail on a cap of dignity. Well done, Romford, Francis, Esq. He would be the very man for their money.

The announcement caused great satisfaction in Doubleimupshire, for Mr Romfords name was good, and, as he could only be changing for the sake of improvement, the superiority of their county would doubtless compensate for any little deficiency in the matter of funds. And some of the small subscribers began to wish they had put themselves down for double the amount, seeing it was not likely to be called for. So Mr Simon Greenfield was requested to rejoin forthwith, and thereupon a reciprocity of paper-politeness took place between Mr Romford and him, in which the latter expressed his readiness to meet Mr Romford to confer on the matter at any place he might choose to appoint. And Facey, not caring to have him too near, replied, after a good consultation and calculation of Bradshaw, that fair play was a jewel, and he would meet him half way, naming the Trench Crossing station of the Union Railway, at Hopton Heath, which appeared to divide the distance as nearly as possible, and being quite private, would prevent any chance of interruption; in other words, prevent any one seeing him, and letting out that he was the wrong Romford. And so a meeting was appointed to take place accordingly.


XVIII. THE HONORARY SECRETARY TO THE LARKSPUR HUNT  TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF
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THE TRENCH CROSSING STATION OF the Union Railway at Hopton Heath was an isolated shed upon a bleak, barren plain, inhabited only by a solitary snipe of a station-master, who but for the appointment would have made a capital hermit. The Express trains shot past it with disdain, the first and second classes only stopped on demand, while the pick-ups and parlies alone pulled up voluntarily, and having once stopped seemed as if they would never go on again. Facey had been down that way once before on a crusade against Sir Charles Goodacres pheasants, and knew how to change his third-class ticket for a first one at Fiddlers Ferry station so as to come up all right first class at the heath. His appearance on this occasion was very different to what it was then, his tenpenny wide-awake being exchanged for a good black hat, and his rough pouched-like garb for a very becoming sporting attire. In truth, Lucy Glitters  we beg pardon, Mrs Sponge  had civilised him amazingly, trimming his mane, and reducing the ruggedness of his uncouth all-round-the-face whiskers. Upon this occasion he sported a neat scarlet-and-white striped tie, secured with a splendid diamond (Brighton diamond) ring, that would have been worth many hundreds had it been real, whereas he had only given eighteenpence for it. Still it looked very handsome, and, though Mr Facey was ugly enough, he had the size and the action that carry a thing off. Then, when he discarded his smart gray or rather lavendercoloured paletot, he disclosed a neat, single-breasted, dark gray morning coat, striped buff vest, with Bedford-cord trousers, and buttoned boots. In his dog-skin gloved hand he clutched a green silk parasol-like umbrella, the property of Lucy, which looked altogether out of proportion to the monster who carried it.

A railway journey, unlike a road one, can either be made long or short, or middling, according to the taste and inclination of the traveller, and there is no limit to what steam will accomplish. Hence, it follows that time affords no criterion of the distance that a man may travel in a day. It all depends upon the train, whether he has flown by express, or taken it quietly by an ordinary train. Mr Romford did a little of all sorts, changing from one line to another, from one class to another, as did his travelling coadjutor from the contrary direction, until, like the weird sisters in Macbeth, they at length met upon the blasted heath. Facey came up in a slow train. Puff-whew-hew-ew-whiou, whew! and the sluggish monster at last got its cumbrous length laid alongside the little station. Out came the Snipe for a stare, never imagining that two passengers could want to alight there in one day. Two baskets he had had, and three boxes, in one day, but he never remembered two passengers. So he didnt proclaim the name of the station. Mr Romford, however, looked out and saw it, and prepared to alight. On the little platform stood a mildly drawn looking pink and white young gentleman, of some five-and-twenty or thirty years of age. Just the sort of man that Facey would like to have to negotiate with. A glance of his keen ferreting eyes told him that he could, what he called, talk him off his legs in no time. He was glad to see he was alone, for then he neednt mind what he said. Lowering the third of the remaining carriage window in which he was seated, he called to the Snipe to open the door, and then alighted with the stately deliberation of a man doing the consequential instead of the hurrying out of a second or third class carriage. Advancing towards where the stranger stood, he gave his new hat a groomy sort of a rap with his fore finger, accompanied by a duck of the head, and a mutter of Mr Greenfield, I believe.

Mr Greenfield it is, replied the placid stranger, with a smile, adding, Mr Romford, I spose, with a bow, whereupon Facey tendered him his substantial fist, and pump-handled him severely.

Ticket, sir, please, said the solitary Snipe, now coming up; which being delivered up, and Facey having arranged his paletot becomingly across his arm, and felt that the Brighton diamond was safe, turned again to the Honorary Secretary, saying, now lets go in and have a talk. Thereupon Facey led the way into the diminutive waiting-room furnished with four black horse hair-bottomed mahogany chairs, a round table, and a gaudy-coloured oil-cloth on the floor. In the little watch-pocket-like grate of a fireplace a few very inferior coals were gradually smouldering into white ashes.

Bring some fuel! roared Facey, digging his capped toe into the midst of the remnant; and the want being supplied, he invited his friend to be seated on one of the chairs, and, taking another himself, stuck himself well before the fire, and thus opened upon him

Now tell me first, said he, fixing his little ferreting eyes full upon him Now tell me, do your people eat, or do they drink, or do they hunt? I mean, said Facey, seeing the Honorary Secretary did not understand him, do they talk about their cooks or about their wine, or about the sport they have had with the hounds?

Well, I dont know exactly, replied Mr Greenfield, they do a little of all three occasionally. There is a good deal of dinner company goes on, and where there is eating there will be drinking and talking too, you know.

Ah, I dont care about dinners, replied Facey, with a shrug of his great round shoulders; a little shooting would be more in my way. Tell me now, are your people good-natured about their shooting, or do they kick up a dust if anybody gets on to their ground by accident or mistake?

Oh, some of them are very good-natured indeed, others are only so-so  men vary you know.

So they do, said Romford so they do; one man is no more a criterion for another than one horse is a criterion for another, or one hound a criterion for another. Every herring must hang by its own head. He then began biting his nails and weeding his chin, as was his wont on critical occasions.

Now tell me about the hounds, at length resumed he, coming to the real purport of the interview. Tell me about the hounds. How many days a-week do you want the country hunted?

Four, replied Mr Greenfield, promptly.

And the subscription? rejoined Facey.

Well, from sixteen to eighteen hundred a-year, stammered Greenfield, who had been told to begin low.

Sixteen to eighteen underd, muttered Facey, pulling a sample out of his beard, and examining it attentively at the fire. Sixteen to eighteen underd a-year, repeated he. How comes the uncertainty? Theres a difference, you know, between sixteen and eighteen, you know  difference of two, I should say, though I dont know nothin bout mathematics rithmetic, I should say.

There are always some people who put their names down and dont pay, replied the Honorary Secretary.

So there are, said Facey, and be hanged to them  so there are, as I know to my cost. Well, but I suppose we might put the subscription down at eighteen underd a-year, continued he, pulling out his betting-book, and doing a little rithmetic eighteen underd from three thousand, and twelve underd remains. That would leave twelve underd a-year for me, said he, with a cant-be-done-ish sort of shake of the head.

So much as that? stared Mr Greenfield.

The way I should do it, replied Mr Facey the way I should do it. Of course there are some of these newfangled Marsh-like masters who will do it for less, and live out of the subscription too, but that sort of work wouldnt suit me. I must do the thing properly or not at all.

Facey then arose, and diving his hands up to the hilts in his Bedford-cord trouser pockets, took a meditative fling round the little apartment, apparently lost in calculation, but in reality resolved not to miss such a chance.

Its too much for the master to pay, at length said he, pulling up short, and sticking himself John Bull-ically (a coat tail over each arm) before the fire. Its too much for the master  but still I think it might be manished,  I think it might be manished. Spose now, said he, sitting down again, and placing a foot on each hob, spose we were to say  subscription two thousand  subscription two thousand  that would leave a cool thousand for me  quite little enough for a man who has all the trouble and bother of the thing.

I am afraid we could hardly raise the money, replied Mr Greenfield, meekly.

Oh, easy enough, replied Mr Romford easy enough. Put on the screw! there are always plenty of fellows with more wool on their backs thans good for them, wholl stand a little fleecing.

Mr Greenfield sat mute, for his instructions were to fleece Facey.

Its a disagreeable thing to talk about money, observed Mr Romford, with a pish and pshaw, but landed property is so different to money property, where you get every farthing paid to the day, that ones bliged to be a little prudent and circumspect. Wont do to live up to ones income, you know, added Facey with a shake of the head.

True, assented Mr Greenfield, who had some house property of his own, which was always either standing empty, tumbling down, or wanting a years rent laid out in repairs.

Oh, I dont think there could be any difficulty about it, resumed Mr Romford, cheerfully, after a pause I dont think there would be any difficulty about it. Its only like putting a per-centage on to the present subscriptions, you know. Just as easy to draw a cheque for sixty as for fifty. People dont care half so much for parting with money by cheque, as they do in notes or sovs.

Mr Greenfield sat mute.

A man cant leave home without loss, observed Mr Romford. When the cats away, the mice will play, continued he, taking another sample out of his beard and examining it attentively as before. The two then sat silent for a time, Facey twisting the hair about and viewing it in various lights.

Youll have the country hunted as it never was before, at length observed Romford, throwing the hair into the fire. I dont like boasting, but if anybody can show sport I can. I have a first-rate pack of hounds, added he; spared no expense in getting them.

Mr Greenfield did not attempt to gainsay any part of this, his friends of the Larkspur Hunt being quite content to take Mr Romford, provided they could get him at their own price, but being a rich man they thought they should have him cheaper than if he was a poor one. And our friend, like the drunken actor who fancied himself the King, in the Coronation, and exclaimed as he crossed the stage, God bless you, my people!  our friend, we say, having talked so long in thousands, began a to think that he dealt in them too, and that he was really a rich man, instead of a rank impostor.

Having given the fire another poke with his toe, for they did not allow fire-irons at the Hopton Heath Station, Mr Facey Romford got up again and gave himself another fling round the room, as if for inspiration.

You see now, said he, resuming his erect position before the fire, you see now, what I want is sport  sport is the first consideration with me; but sport cant be had without money, and we ought to put our shoulders fairly to the wheel together to get it.

The Secretary nodded assent.

Well, then, you see, said Facey, besides what I shall lose by leaving home, I shall have to increase my establishment; and I neednt tell you, who see me, that a man of moy weight cant mount himself for nothin. Three underd is generally the figure I have to give for horses. As soon as ever the rascals hear they are for Mr Romford, they immediately stick on the price. Then I should certainly like to know about a little shooting and fishing  not that I can say I should avail myself of either much, only its pleasant to have an object for a walk, and to feel that one can go out if one likes. Altogether I think we understand each other, said Facey, thinking it would be very odd if the Honorary Secretary did. Two thousand a-year guaranteed subscription, half in November and half in January, or the whole in November, if you like, for four days a week, with an occasional bye, cover rents and stopping paid, and Ill undertake to show you such sport as never was seen. But of their own merits modest men are dumb  only, if I cant show sport, I dont know who can; so thats a bargain, said he, extending his right hand for a shake.

Oh! but I shall have to consult the gentlemen of the hunt, first, exclaimed Mr Greenfield, drawing back in alarm. I shall have to consult the gentlemen of the hunt, first.

Ord rot it, I thought youd been a reglarly pointed Plenipotentiary, replied Facey, pretending disappointment at the answer. Ord rot it, but I thought youd been a reglarly pointed Plenipotentiary, repeated he. However, said he, you know what I want, and must fig your fellows up to giving it. Tell them its only the superiority of their country that tempts me, nothin else.

Ill represent all you have said, replied Mr Greenfield, guardedly.

And in talking about it, mind dont forget to broach the shooting. Say, I should like a little shooting.

Ill not forget that either, assented Mr Greenfield.

Nor the fishing, rejoined Facey; adding, It would do your heart good to see me throw a fly. I really think the fish feel a pride and a pleasure in being hooked by me, continued he, flourishing his right arm as if he were in the act of handling a fishing-rod.

He had had a good deal of fishing where he was, and what with his rod and his gun had kept the butchers bill down.

Our master then took a general suck of the Secretarys brains, learning as much about the country and characters in it as he could. They seemed to be a lively sort  quite different to the old Heavysides. Dinners, balls, parties of all sorts.

The shrill shriek and screech of the whistle at length announced the coming of the down-train, and Facey, who had arranged the visit with a greater regard to his own convenience than that of the Honorary Secretary, now asked him to give him a help on with his paletot, which being adjusted, Facey gave him another pump-handling shake of the hand, and emerging from the little waiting-room, was presently seated conspicuously in a first-class carriage on his way back to Minshull Vernon, exchanging the first-class for a third one, as before. And the big talk, coupled with the Brighton diamond and gay get-up generally, had impressed the Honorary Secretary so favourably, that the Larkspur gentlemen resolved to secure Mr Romford, and, after trying eighteen hundred a-year unsuccessfully, Mr Greenfield was at length commissioned to close for the two thousand a-year, the name of Romford tickling the subscribers fancies just as Mr Facey said he tickled trouts when a boy.

And Facey chuckled at his own cuteness when he got the despatch announcing their acceptance of his offer, and said the Romford star was clearly on the ascendant.

When it became known that such a swell as the Turbot-on-its tail had taken the Larkspur country, he was beset by people with large places offering him their houses, at more or less remunerative prices. Nothing for nothing, is the motto now-a-days. One gentleman was going to Naples; another to Rome; a third wanted to make a tour in the East; a fourth in the West; and they would have no objection to letting their houses and gardens to a careful party without any children, and one who would not interfere with the game. The game was to be held sacred. But for this, Facey would have had no difficulty in taking a place, and paying the rent out of his gun.

The course of his inquiries, however, made him acquainted with the fact that Beldon Hall, the beautiful seat of Lord Viscount Lovetin, on the south-east of his country, was vacant, and had been so for some time,  a circumstance that generally has a mitigating influence on the expected rent. In this case it had a considerable influence; for his lordship had had so many cruel disappointments and vexations about letting it, that he was almost heart-broken in consequence. Not that the Viscount was poor  far from it  but this was the thorn in his side,  the one thing that made him miserable. Indeed, he had much changed with the unexpected acquisition of his title from his cousin, having been, when Jack Moneygull, of the Tom and Jerry Huzzars, one of the jolliest fellows under the sun, ready to back a bill, bonnet a Bobby, do anything light and frolicsome; but now, as the Lord Viscount Lovetin, he had become the meanest, most morose, penurious creature possible, always dreading expense and imposition, sitting calculating interest by the clock. He had shut up Beldon Hall and retired to the Continent, where he lived au troisième, au quatrième, au cinquième,  anywhere rather than at home,  never spending a halfpenny he could help, and talking as if he didnt know where the next days dinner was to come from. Then he wanted to let Beldon Hall, and he didnt want to let it. When it came to the point, he put so many restrictions and embargoes upon the parties, that nobody would take it. His lordship wanted the money, in fact, but did not want to give the tenants anything for it. Mr Challoner might have it, provided he wouldnt use the drawing-room. Mr Coverdale might have it, provided he wouldnt use the dining-room. Mrs Emmerson and his lordship quarrelled about the cut pile carpet in the music-room. He would have it put away, while she insisted upon keeping it down. So they separated, after consuming an immensity of paper, for they were both most voluminous letter-writers. And half-a-dozen other negotiations had gone off on similar quibbles, until the place was regularly blown. Nobody would look at it. People said it wasnt to let.

Mr Romford, finding this, wrote to his lordship, saying that he had taken the Larkspur country, and, hearing that Beldon Hall was empty, he would be glad to know if his lordship would have any objection to letting it to him, adding that he would take great care of the furniture and everything belonging to it, and of course he sealed the letter with the proper Turboton-its-tail seal. Now it so happened that Lord Lovetin had been one of the gilded youth of England along with the right or other Mr Romford at Eton, and though they had never been particularly intimate, yet his lordship perfectly remembered Frank Romford, and moreover had had his memory constantly refreshed by reading the meets of his hounds in the papers; and, hope deferred having long made his lordships heart sick, he jumped at the offer, and named a much less rent than he had ever asked before. And Facey quickly concluded a bargain, which was only mentioned to Mr Lonnergan, the agent, when it came to be ratified by directions from his lordship for giving Mr Romford possession.

Now Mr Lonnergan was an imperious man,  one who had no notion of divided dignity, or of an owner presuming to exercise any control whatever over the property confided to his charge. There could be no two Kings of Brentford with him; and Mr Lonnergan being at best one of your receive-the-rents, drink-the-landlords-health, and let-thetenants-do-as-they-like order, he was doubly easy and indifferent with regard to the letting of Beldon Hall, just executing his lordships orders, and nothing more,  telling Mrs Mustard, the dirty housekeeper, that the place was let, but saying, with a significant snort and a chuck of his great double-chin, he didnt know who to, or anything at all about it, so she neednt bother him, his lordship having thought proper to manage the matter himself. And Lonnergan inwardly hoped that his noble master might burn his fingers by the transaction. Indeed, he half thought of turning his lordship off for the offence.

So, one bright winters afternoon, a sort of social resurrection seemed to take place at the long-deserted mansion of Beldon Hall, in the shape of smoke rising from the various stacks of chimneys, to the surprise of the passers-by along the Horton and Kingswood road, and the astonishment of the country round about. Whats up now? was the general inquiry. Is his lordship coomin home? demanded the men. Has he gotten a wife? asked the women. Proudlock the gigantic keeper strutted consequentially with the all-important secret  almost too large for his capacious chest to contain.

The great Mr Romford was coming!

What a man Proudlock made him out to be! Wore silver boots on week days, and gold on a Sunday.


XIX. LUCY BAMBOOZLES THE MASTER  INDEPENDENT JIMMY
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SSWIG AND CHOWEY BEING AT length restored to convalescence, if not to their pristine beauty  sundry strips of adhesive plaster still remaining on their weather beaten faces  Mr Romford thought that Lucy might as well return to her scenes in the circle at Islington as waste her time any longer at the Westend Swell. To this end, therefore, he magnificently presented her with a five-pound note and her fare, saying he would be glad to see her again some other day. But Lucy, having again tasted the sweets of country life, was not to be so easily disposed of as friend Facey supposed, and kept loitering on at the West-end Swell;  where, however, we are bound to say she conducted herself in a most exemplary manner. Soapey himself could not have taken exception to her conduct. The fact was she had got fond of the hounds and the horses, and would like if she could to blend her fortune with theirs. But Facey didnt favour the design; he felt that he was on his preferment, and that such an appendage to his hounds might injure his prospects. In vain she expatiated on the delights of the chase, on the pleasures of leading the field, of cutting down Newton and Bibbing. In vain she hinted that Swig and Chowey would be better for a little more looking after, that having a whipper-in in reserve [meaning herself] would have a beneficial effect in keeping them in order. Facey was proof against all her allurements, though he could not but admit that the last argument had a good deal of weight in it. It was a convenience, he admitted to have someone in reserve. That opinion, however, he kept to himself. At length Lucy touched a chord that vibrated more forcibly still  it was a direct appeal to his pocket  Didnt he think it would assist his sales to have a lady to show off his horses? A woman could hardly object to a horse that another had rode, and a man would be laughed to scorn who did.

Facey was struck with the argument. That £80 had excited his cupidity and made him wish for more. He thought it might be very easily got. A very little riding of the horse by Lucy would do to establish his name for perfect temper and docility  perfect manners, as the advertisers say.

The severity of the conflict now passing in his mind was evinced by the number of samples he culled from his chin and rejected without examination. He ran the matter quickly through his mind  the profit, the loss, the risk, and so on.

No, it wont do, at length said he; the world is censorious, and we should only get into a scrape. Facey felt the importance of now making hay while the sun shone  viz., getting an heiress, if he could. He must start fair at all events.

But Lucy was a good coaxer, and combated his objections with great adroitness. She ridiculed the idea of her presence being the cause of the Heavyside rupture. It was all because they were jealous of her riding. She might have added looks, but she left that for another to say  who, however, did not say it.

They then had a great discussion upon the feasibility of the thing  the possibility of Lucy again living alone as she had done at the West-end Swell without exciting curiosity; and it was decided by Mr Romford that she could not. Still her resources didnt fail her. Why shouldnt her mother come down and live with her and make herself useful  she could graft stockings there with her quite as well as in Hart Street.

Humph! growled Facey, appealing again to his beard. Dont see what good that would do, at length observed he, after a long pause, fearing, amongst other things, that he might have to pay for the quarters. If your mother was to coom, shed better coom to the Hall, where theres plenty of room, observed he.

And why not! exclaimed Lucy. Im sure shed be most happy.

Then folke would say, Who the deuce are these people hes got with him? replied Facey.

Say Im your sister, rejoined Lucy.

Hoot! were not a bit alike, growled he.

Half-sister, or sister-in-law, then, said Lucy, anxious to accommodate matters.

Still Facey was afraid.

She then suggested some complicated state of relationship arising out of an imaginary double marriage of her mother that would cure all defects of looks and family connection, and argued it so scientifically, that she completely bamboozled our Master. He could neither comprehend nor confute her. And the lady, as usual, got her way. After a great deal of doubt and controversy, it was at length arranged that Lucy should accompany Mr Romford to Beldon Hall, and that her moother, Mrs Glitters, who will hereafter be known by the name of Sidney Benson  Mrs Sidney Benson  should come down to keep her company, on the express understanding that Mrs Benson was to make herself generally useful in the house, and Lucy out of doors:  Facey strongly impressing upon Lucy that it was only an experiment which might or might not answer, but that, under no circumstances, could he have anything like riotous housekeeping sheep-chops and batter-puddings being Faceys idea of luxurious living. It was also further arranged that Lucy might pass as his half-sister  sister by courtesy  assuming the name of Somerville, and passing as the widow of an Indian officer.

The present is undoubtedly the age for furthering Romfordian speculations, for dress has become so queer and eccentric, and all people are put so much upon a par by the levelling influence of the rail, that a versatile man may pass for almost anybody he likes  a duke, a count, a viscount. Mr Romford, however, was so satisfied with the distinguished name of Romford, that he had no desire to be taken for anyone else; indeed, he thought Romford was just about as good a name as a man could have. If people chose to confound him with his namesake, the other Mr Romford, it was no business of his. So, discarding the detested name of Gilroy on leaving the West-end Swell at Minshull Vernon, he directed his packages, Francis Romford, Esquire, only; but then he added, At the Lord Viscount Lovetins, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire, which made them very commanding, and procured him great attention. They were not numerous, neither were Lucys, but things are so procurable all the world over, that there is no occasion to travel about with any great stock. Moreover, Lucy  we beg pardon, Mrs Somerville  on whom of course devolved the burthen of display, meant to work the Turbot-onits-tail seal upon the London milliners as soon as she got established at Beldon Hall.

Being now aware of the importance of first impressions, Facey sent his own and his mens measures up to the celebrated Mr Tick, the tailor in Civil Row (whose aptitude for dressing sportsmen is so universally appreciated), in order that they might not appear in the disreputable-looking garments they had been accustomed to wear with the now discarded Heavyside hounds. And he also communicated fully with Mr Goodhearted Green, urging him to send down a supply of horses  good, bad, or indifferent  as quick as he could, adding, that if Goodheart came with them himself, he would put him up and find wear and tear for his teeth.

And all things being prepared for a start, and Facey having taken a parting glass with Toby Trotter overnight, rose with the sun the next morning, and left Minshull Vernon, with hounds, horses, servants, Lucy, and all, much to the regret of Mrs Lockwood, the genial landlady of the West-end Swell.

The unwonted freight commanded great attention on the line. The various station-masters presented themselves respectfully at the carriage-door; the curious of each place peered in at the window; and the bustling guard, as he hurried along the platforms, kept replying Mr Romford  Mr Romford, to the numerous inquiries Who it was? So our travellers passed from line to line till they got to the Cross-street station at Howland Hill, where they ought to have changed carriages, but here a director happening to be on the platform, and hearing who it was, came forward, bowing and scraping, and begging that Mr Romford and the lady would not think of disturbing themselves, for the carriage they were in should go on to their utmost destination. Thus they proceeded, with great dignity and ease, laughing at the fools who thus worshipped them.

At length, after a long pace-slackening glide, the train stopped before a sort of Swiss cottage, and a large black and white board in the centre announced Firfield Station. The porters then began running along the line of carriages, exclaiming, Field!  Field!  Fifield Station! Change here for Shenstone, Comb, and Danby! Change here for Shenston, Comb, and Danby!

Mr Romford having let the train fairly subside, then lowered his window, and called authoritatively to the head-porter to open the door. The mandate being quickly obeyed, our Master descended, with becoming caution and dignity, and then proceeded to hand out Lucy, the eyes and necks of the remaining passengers being strained to get a sight of the lady. Very pretty, the men said she was. Middling, said the ladies. With a clank of the coupling chains, off went the last joints of the tail containing Mr Romfords cargo; the hounds raised a melodious cry, and the now lightened engine presently snorted, and then shot away with the rest of the train.

Tickets!  Tickets, if you please, was then the order of the day; and tickets Mr Romford delivered up,  tickets for himself and Mrs Somerville,  tickets for Swig and Chowey,  also for Bob Short, who had replied to Faceys advertisement for a strong persevering man, to clean horses,  and voluminous documents for the hounds and stud. The strong persevering man being a teetotaller, Facey now put Swig and Chowey under his charge, while he escorted his sister  Mrs Somerville  to her destination.

It must be a poor spiritless place that does not sport a bus; and though none of the three old grey-roofed villages  or toons, as the natives called them  viz., Necton, Lingford, or Heatherey Clough, were important enough to keep one themselves, yet, by clubbing together, they not only had a bus, but also a nondescript vehicle and pair that might be engaged by those who objected to making the triangular tour of the toons by the bus. Both vehicles belonged to the same man, one Peter Cross, of all three places, Peter being a publican at one, a provision-merchant at another, and paper-hanger at a third. Peter and his man, Jimmy Jones, or Independent Jimmy as he was generally called, drove the bus and the chay by turns; and on the day of the great Mr Romfords arrival, Peter had the bus, and Jimmy the chay. Peter, who did the politeness  an article that Jimmy was rather deficient in  seeing who they had got to convey, strongly recommended the chay to our friends, observing that they would get to Beldon Hall in half the time that they would by the bus; and Peter even yielded the pas to the chay, keeping all the bus passengers waiting while he helped Jimmy to load and shove Lucy into the queer little cock-boat of a carriage, all curtains, slides, and glides, that no one can ever work in a shower until he is wet through.

Having, however, little to do with our Mathews-at-Home of a master, we will proceed to introduce the man, who is a more important personage in our story. Independent Jimmy was well called Independent Jimmy, for he had a most independent way of his own: he did not seem to care a copper for any one. If a passenger tipped him, he took it; if he didnt tip him, he was equally civil without: he did not seem to care which way it was. Sometimes he sported a coat, and sometimes he didnt; and the more likely the weather was for wearing one, the more unlikely Jimmy was to have it on. He never said Sir, or Maam, or Miss, or used any of the circumlocutory forms of address, but just blurted out, Noo then! Get oop! Get doon! Get in! Get oot! and shoved his passengers about like so many sheep. He was a big, burly, strongly-built, blunt Northumbrian, with the strength of a Sayers, and the digestion of an ostrich. A man might as well pound at a sack of beans as at Jimmy. His healthy cheek almost outvied the bloom of his blue-glass-buttoned scarlet plush vest. He would take a trunk away from a tottering footman, and chuck it into its place like a quoit. He had been all his life among horses, either as an ostler, a helper, a post-boy, a bus-man, or a cab-driver, vacillating about the country, changing from the Rose and Crown at Heckworth to the Leopard at Bucknel, and from the Bunch of Grapes at Haywood to the Hat and Feathers at Heatherey Clough. Thus he had a very general acquaintance, and could have written or dictated a capital guide-book, giving as well an account of all the inns and places of public entertainment, as of all the private houses, with their respective staff of servants, and the strength of each of their raps. Jimmy was free of them all,  of all at least that gave anything away. There was a sort of an independence in his very gait, for his right leg gave a free-andeasy shake, as if it did not care a copper for the other. But we will let him parade himself as he goes.

We are now at the back of the Firfield Station, with the luggage on, and Lucy in, what the wags called the melon-frame. The day being fine, and Facey, not at all the man to submit to the impurities of a shut cab, as he called a close carriage, now intimated, by a jerk of his head and a turn of his wrist, that Jimmy might shut the carriage-door, which being done, Facey and he mounted the box on alternate sides, and Jimmy having tendered Facey half his old drab frieze over-coat to sit upon, clutched the hard weather-bleached reins, and with a jog and jerk and a click of his tongue, moved the old leg-weary screws slowly away out of the whinstonecovered ring at the back of the Firfield Swiss cottage station. The grinding noise subsiding as they got upon the well-kept turnpike road beyond, the two old nags  a bay and a chestnut  having first laid their heads together as if in consultation, seemed to agree that a voluntary trot might save them a rib-roasting, so, with wonderful unanimity, they both began to potter along, while Facey sat contemplating their dreary, leg-weary action, and Jimmy sat wondering what Facey thought of them.

Not a bad-shaped nag, that old white-legged chestnut? at length observed Romford.

Good un,  varry, said Jimmy, giving the horse an approving rub in the ribs with the crop of his pig-driver-like whip.

Where did you get him, now? asked Romford. Wor maister bought him  bought him of Hazey  second-hand Neddy, as ar call him, said Jimmy.

What Hazey  the man who keeps the Hard and Sharp hounds? asked our hero.

Keeps the hunds! ejaculated Jimmy; the hunds more like keep him, ar should say.

Well, but we mean the same man, rejoined Facey. Same man, assented Jimmy; same man. Arnt two such men i the world.

Mean man, is he? asked Romford.

Mean man, assented Jimmy; man that would do out; quite a wonderful sort of man for meanness.

But hes rich, isnt he? asked Romford.

Rich, ay; rich enough. But what signifies his riches; does things that a beggar would be shamd on. A but hear him buy a hus and sell a hus is quite a theatre performance: a man wadint know that he was talkin boot the same animal. Ar arlways says that nobody knows what doonright cliver lein (lying) really is who hasnt heard Hazey. A, hes a reglar imposition, said Jimmy, with a shake of his head and a chuck of the coupling reins, as if to make his horses get away from the thoughts of him.

You wouldnt give much for him, I spose, observed Romford, holding Jimmy on to the line of scent notwithstanding.

Moch, no! replied Jimmy. Why, hes abun twenty years ald, and been doon iver se mony times  doon with the butler, doon with the coachman, doon with the gardener, doon with ivirybody amorst.

A fi-pun-note, praps, suggested Facey.

Fi-pun-note! retorted Jimmy, ironically, adding, No sink; we get twe sich as him for that money.

The duece you do! observed Mr Romford, laughing.

We just gav three-and-thorty shillin for him, continued Jimmy, unburthening his mind without further circumlocution. Ald Hazey wanted twe pund, but wor ald maisters just as keen and as hard bitten as he is, and began by bidding him thorty shillin, and efter boot six weeks hard barginin, he got him for three-and-thorty.

Cheap enough, said Mr Romford, eyeing his honest pulling.

Why, hes not ivrybodys money, you see, replied Jimmy. Hes oer leet for the bus, or oer wake for the ploo, and if he couldnt carry the lad wi the letters, what could Hazey de wi im? Sink ar think he did varry weal to get three-and-thorty shillin for him, continued Jimmy, rubbing the old horse again on the ribs with the crop of his whip to coax him along.

The fall of the road favouring a trot, Jimmy then bowled along for some half-mile in silence. Mr Romford at length broke it.

Who have we here? now asked he, as a spacious stone mansion with a couple of crest-decorated gates and lodges suddenly loomed upon them.

Oh, this be Lees  Dalbury Lees. Willy Watkins  Squire Watkins lives there, replied Independent Jimmy, with a twirl of his whip and a chuck of his chin, as if he did not think much of him.

Does he hunt? asked Romford.

Hont! no  shut noither, replied Jimmy.

What does he do, then? asked Facey.

Nout. Brush his hair mainly ar should say, replied Jimmy.

He whiles put on a red coat, but its only for show, ar should say.

Sink, said he, half to himself and half to Romford, but I de think they are the biggest feuls in arl the country. Leuk, noo said he, at them there lodges with the red and gould lion crests and grand fancy gates, just as if they belanged to a duke. Arm dashed but that chap was a painter and glazier, or somethin of that sort only tother day, continued he, flanking the bay, as if to get past the obnoxious gates as fast as he could.

Painter and glazier, repeated Mr Romford, he must have had a good trade.

No, he hadnt, replied Jimmy, a varry bad un  at least he couldnt make nout ont, so he went to Horsetria, ye see, where they dig out the gould.

Australia, praps, submitted Mr Romford, whose friend, Soapey Sponge, was now there.

Ay, Horsetrilia  thats the varry name of the place, replied Jimmy Horsetrilia. Well, there he dug a mint o money, and came home with a grand set-up wife and sich a conceited darter, ar dont think ar ever seed sich a sarcy pair, and took this place of old Squire Dobbindale, puttin oop these grand crests at the gates and gatherin all the lazy scamps o sarvants i the coountry. Theyll take anything that they say has lived with a lord. As to the darter, continued Jimmy, reverting to her, shes just the impittantest, sarciest gal i the world, arlways tossin aboot and givin gob. Noo, theres the Ladies Rosebud, Lord Flowerdews darters, when ar gans to the Castle, for any body there, they speak quite civil and plizant; Good morning, Jimmy. How do ye do, Jimmy? hoo are all the little Jimmys? (for ar ha thorteen on em, added Jimmy, parenthetically) and so on, while this sarcy thing taks had of her stickin-out claes, and cries, Now, man! get out of the way, man; see, man! look, man! mind, man! just as if I were a twoad. Sink, Id skelp her ivry other day gin she were mine; and thereupon Jimmy gave Hazeys horse some scientific cuts, just as if he were dealing them out to Miss Watkins.

Sink, but ar often wonders, continued Jimmy, now looking down at his lack-lustre shoes, now up at the firmament; sink, but ar often wonders who those sort o fondies think they impose upon. It cant be the likes o me, continued he, for we know all about them; it cant be the gentlefolks, for theyll ha nout to say te them. It mun just be their arn silly sels, at length added he, solving the problem as he proceeded.

They then passed on within sight of several other country houses, of more or less pretensions, of all of whose inmates Jimmy discoursed in terms of easy familiarity, d  g one, praising another, scouting a third. It is always well for county gentlemen to keep in with the drivers of public vehicles past their places. Being abused  say twice a day  every day of the year comes to a good deal of abuse in the course of a twelvemonth. To-day, for instance, Mr Romford made the acquaintance of the most distinguished characters in our story, all through a chance journey with Independent Jimmy.

And Jimmy had his favourites as well as his foes.

Noo this be a genleman comin, said he, as a sporting-like man in leather leggings and a shooting-jacket came tit-tup-ing along on his pony; though he has neither powdered footmen nor piebald gates, Storlin [Sterling]  Stanley Storlin of Rosemount.

How are you, Jimmy? nodded the Squire, as he now came up.

How are you? nodded Jimmy, as he passed along.

Sink, now, if that had been Hazey, or Willey, or any o them like chaps, theyd ha taken ne mair notice on me than if ard been a coo, observed Jimmy, giving Hazeys old horse another refresher, adding, Arm dashed, but ard like to hev the lickin o some o them chaps, flourishing his whip as if he would give them it well.


XX. BELDON HALL  MRS MUSTARDS MISCELLANY
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A SUDDEN TURN OF THE road to the right now brought our travellers in full sight of a noble-looking mansion, standing open, but not exposed, in a rich, well-wooded park, sloping gently down to a broad, shining river, whose sparkling reaches ran parallel with the road along which they were passing. It was, indeed, a beautiful scene: beautiful even in the sterility of winter, lovely in the rich leafy honours of a glowing luxuriant summer.

That be your shop, now, said Independent Jimmy, nodding his head, and pointing towards the commanding edifice with his clumsy whip, adding, as he stared at it: sink, but its lang sin ar seed them chimlies smokin i that way.

Facey sat in mute astonishment, contemplating its vast proportions, which still kept increasing as they proceeded,  now the stables and the gardens, now the dairy, now the dove-cote, appearing panorama-like, as they proceeded. He had, indeed, got a large house  a very large house; but there was no occasion to occupy it all.

They now arrived at the massive Gothic lodges, slightly disfigured by the appearance of sundry clay pipes, gingerbread horses, and glasses of lollypops in the windows, all of which would have been removed, as they always were for Mr Lonnergans periodical visits, had Mr Romford come a little later. As it was, our friends took the natives rather by surprise, the young lady who at length came to open the gates making her appearance with one red stocking on and the other off, beside being otherwise en déshabille.

Jip! cried Jimmy, as she at length got the iron gates open: and, passing through, he took the old horses by the heads, and began to bustle and prepare them for the circuitous ascent of the hill to the house. Sink, ar I mind when there wasnt sic a thing as a weed to be seen on this road, observed Jimmy, now contemplating its grass-grown dimensions. That was in the ould lords time, added he; not much weedin done here now.

Lucy, meanwhile, having been aroused by the stoppage at the gates, opened a melon-frame window, and proceeded to reconnoitre the place as successive winds of the road presented the grand house in a variety of views, south, east, and west. She was very much pleased with all she saw, and felt quite equal to the occasion. Not so friend Romford, who dreaded the expense of a large place. A house is a consuming animal, he always said. He liked the simplicity of the Dog and Partridge Inn, and the easy independence of the West-end Swell. However, he was in for it, and must brazen it out. He wasnt easily cowed.

The ascent being at length gained, a good piece of trotting ground presently brought the travellers up with a swing under the wood-paved portico of the front-door. They were now at battlemented Beldon Hall, with its deep bay windows divided by stone mullions and transoms, and other baronial evidences of strength. Independent Jimmy, having chucked the reins on the horses backs, in apparently well-founded confidence that they wouldnt run away, then got doon, and proceeded to arouse the long-dormant house with a pull at the conspicuous brass-handled bell knob. It pealed as if it would never cease, and echo seemingly took pleasure to repeat the sound. It was long since echo had had any such recreation.

Before the noise ceased, one side of the folding-doors opened, disclosing the tawdry person of the before-mentioned Mrs Mustard, now struggling hard to open the other side, so as to let the great man enter in proper form. Mrs Mustard was rather surprised to see a lady in the vehicle, instead of only a gentleman, as she expected.

All right! said Romford, seeing her looks. All right Its only my sister.

So saying, Facey handed Lucy out of the carriage, and bid her go into the house and fend for herself.

Im sorry I didnt know the lady was coming, observed Mrs Mustard, dropping a curtsy as she smoothed down her faded brown silk gown; or I would have had the drawing-room ready.

Oh, hang the drawing-room, replied Facey. Do very well without it  do very well without it.

But his lordship would have wished you to find everything comfortable and proper, replied Mrs Mustard.

Oh, proper enough, replied Facey, taking out the cloaks. Proper enough. Ill tell you what to do. You get her a bedroom as near yours as yon can; for she hasnt brought her maid, and, moreover, is afraid of bogies and such-like things, adding, her moothers coomin to-morrow.

Certainly, replied Mrs Mustard. Certainly  she can have the pink room, next door to mine, if you like.

Thatll do, said Romford. Thatll do. Now about the luggage. Chuck down the traps, continued he, addressing himself to Jimmy.

These were soon on the ground  gun-case, fishing-rod, landing-net, and all. Jimmy, again clutching the reins, reascended the throne, and drove off without any dallying, or loitering, or inquiring  railway-porter-like  if Facey had got this or that, in order to draw out the reluctant shilling. As Jimmy returned he met Squire Sterling again, who hailed him to stop.

Who had you in your melon-frame just now? asked he.

Oh, it was Mr Whats-his-name, the new maister, replied Jimmy.

The deuce it was! exclaimed Mr Sterling, wishing he had taken a better look. Well, what sort of a chap is he?

Seems well enough, replied Jimmy. Not a man of much blandishment ar should say, added he, driving on.

Mr Romford, having seen Jimmy off, then walked into the house as if it was his own. The spacious entrance-hall showed it was a capital place, replete with comfort and every modern luxury. Pictures, vases, statues, busts, all betokening wealth and taste. Some people would have felt rather abashed at getting into such a place under the influence of a spurious broad seal, but friend Facey didnt look at it in that light. A master of hounds was a great man, and his lordship evidently wished to treat him as such. So he took possession with an air of confident ownership.

Lucy had not been long in the place ere she had explored every hole and corner  from the skylights to the scullery, wash-house, knife-house, laundry, larder, and all; and had informed Mrs Mustard as much of her history as she wished to have promulgated  viz., that she was the widow of an Indian officer; and had come to stay with her brother, the new master of the hounds, until he was comfortably settled at Beldon Hall. And though Mrs Mustard thought they were very little alike, yet her own daughters, whom we shall presently introduce, were very little alike either; and she felt it was no business of hers to make any observations. So Mrs Somerville and she proceeded from apartment to apartment, the grandeur increasing as they progressed, until the whole culminated in the noble put-away drawing-room, with its gilded ceiling and brown-holland balloons containing the richly cut-glass chandeliers.

Lucy was fired with a noble ambition, and thought what a glorious sight it would be to see herself seated on an ottoman  feathered, flounced, with a broad-laced kerchief in her gloved hand, arrayed for the reception of company.

Satin damask, now observed Mrs Mustard, lifting up the corner of a cotton print chair-cover, and showing the shining substratum of pink, adding, Id have had the room ready if Id known youd been coming, mum.

And a thought struck Lucy, that as she had come she might as well have it; so, after casting a longing eye at the lofty muslind mirrors, resting on their pure white marble slabs, she said  

I spose it could be got ready, if wanted?

Certainly, mum, certainly, replied Mrs Mustard, dropping a curtsy, wondering where all the fine-figure footmen were to come from if it was used.
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And Lucys ambition rose as she saw the opportunity of gratifying it. What a change from the cigar shop in Jermyn Street, Haymarket! and the West-end Swell at Minshull Vernon!

Mrs Mustard was one of the pauperised order of housekeepers, who veer between temporary places and turnpike gates. No one kept Mrs Mustard long. She was only a job; job nurse, job cook, job anything. The regular turnpike people were shy of employing her, she required so much watching; while road trustees would as soon have thrown the gates open altogether, as appointed Mrs Mustard to collect the money for them. Her great recommendation to Lord Lovetins place was that she was to be had very cheap; and his poor lordship having been so dreadfully depressed by the repeated failures to let Beldon Hall, found it absolutely necessary to reduce the expenditure upon the place to the lowest sum possible. So the housekeepers wages had gradually come down, and down, and down, under successive administrations, until they at length fell to Mrs Mustards mark  six shillings a week, which, however, was a shilling a week more than she got for keeping the Grabley side bar on the Shaverdale road. To be sure, she was allowed garden stuff, which, by a liberal construction of the term, was held to include milk, fruit, and fresh-water fish. The ponds at Beldon Hall were well stocked. It was also said that she kept a pig on the sly in the pigeon-house. The great advantage of the place to her, however, was that it enabled her to harbour her three dashing daughters, Bridget, Agatha, and Ruth, when any of them came dribbling home from place, which one or other of them did every month, or oftener, their services being as little appreciated as those of their worthy mother. Mrs Mustard, now about fifty-five years of age, had been a beauty in her day, and her daughters, though exceedingly unlike each other, were handsome, showy, dressy girls, though, like their mother, so slovenly and slatternly when not en grand costume, as to have earned for themselves the sobriquet of the Dirties, Mrs Mustard herself being called Dirty No.1; Miss Bridget Mustard, Dirty No.2; Miss Agatha, Dirty No.3; while Ruth, the youngest and prettiest of the whole, and who has more to do with our story than her sisters, was designated Dirtiest of the Dirty.

Ruth was very pretty, and just turned of twenty; tall, slim, and elegant, with light brown hair, large languishing blue eyes, fringed with the longest of lashes, pearly teeth, beautiful hands and feet, and a soft musical voice, with gentle and subdued manners  a being capable of being wrought into a very beautiful creature. Unfortunately, however, she had a drawback besides her untidiness, and that rather a serious one  she was an incorrigible thief. She could not be restrained from stealing. Gentlemens places, farmers places, publicans places, were all alike to Ruth; she would have souvenirs from each of them. Nor was she at all abashed at being caught. Her mistress might turn the stolen goods out of her box before her face, without eliciting a blush from Miss Ruth. Indeed, the chances were she would say her mistress had put them there. On one occasion, having got a month at Frownham Petty Sessions for stealing a silver spoon from Farmer Croptons, of Byfield, she declared, when she came back from the House of Correction, that she had been at the sea-side for the benefit of her health.

Now it so happened that all the Dirties were at home when the Romfords  that is to say, Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville  arrived at Beldon Hall, for Miss Bridget, a tall, stout, startling brunette, with the blackest of hair and the brightest of eyes, had recently been discharged from Farmer Roughfolds of Loggan Hill, for leaving her cows unmilked one morning while she went over to Casterton to get herself photographed, and Miss Agatha had long been vacillating between the duties of an occasional dressmaker and a barmaid, in the expectation of the coming of a tall grenadier, who a gipsy had predicted would marry her. Agatha was a beauty too, though of quite a different order of beauty to that of her sisters, being of the medium height, and plump, with a noble forehead, arched in matchless symmetry by its own beautiful drapery of chestnut hair. Her complexion, we need scarcely say, was of the delicate pink of the wild-rose leaf, and her eyes of the brightest, most searching hazel. The tall grenadier could hardly have known what a beauty awaited him, or he would surely have come.

Then Mrs Almond, the grocers wife, at Henfield, had just paid forfeit on Ruth, Dirtiest of the Dirty  rather than have so troublesome a young lady in her establishment. All the three daughters were thus at home, forming a complete party, but still a heavy tax on the six shillings a week, for the girls spent all their earnings in dress and decoration, gaudy bonnets, glass beads, and brass-eyed boots. It was, therefore, an important point with Mrs Mustard, Dirty No.1, to get some of them fastened on the Romfords if she could, and Mr Lonnergans imperious conduct favoured the design.

Having, therefore, chaperoned Mrs Somerville all round about the house, and now brought her to a stand-still in the magnificent drawing-room, she began sounding her on the important topic of servants, asking where Mrs Somerville would like her maid to sleep, and how many beds Mrs Mustard should get ready for the rest of the domestics. Now this question was rather a poser, for Lucy had never had a maid, let alone an establishment of servants, having always lived in lodgings, where the people of the house did everything for her. But, being a woman of ready wit, she parried the question by saying she really couldnt tell, so much depended upon her brother, Mr Romford, but she supposed they could get an occasional servant or two in the neighbourhood until they decided about bringing their own. Whereupon Mrs Mustard exultingly replied, Oh dear, there could be no difficulty about that; there was herself and her three daughters, all of whom would be most happy to do anything in their power; she (Mrs Mustard) was not a professed cook, but she had lived in some great families, noble families, indeed she might say  Mr Boyston, of Boyston, amongst the number, and her daughters were equal to all sorts of duties  indeed they were all quite finished servants, and could undertake any sort of work, but praps Mrs Somerville would like to see them  if she would please to step into the breakfast-room, where there was a fire, she would bring them up to her, Mrs Mustard leading the way to the indicated apartment. This was a comfortable-sized room, some eighteen feet by twenty, with a southern aspect, affording, with the aid of a fire, a much better climate than Mrs Somerville had been enjoying while making the grand tour of the house. Moreover, it was not put away, as the rest of the house was, having been got ready for the great Mr Romford. And Mrs Mustard having got Mrs Somerville there, then closed the mahogany door and went away on her errand.

Having surveyed herself in a stately mirror over the richly-carved Carrara marble mantel-piece, and compared notes by a second look in a pannelled one between the windows, she came to the conclusion that, though she wanted a new bonnet, she was not looking far amiss, and would make some little sensation in Doubleimupshire. With this comfortable reflection she took a seat at the round table before the fire, and helping herself to an illustrated copy of Rogerss Poems, began reading  

Oh could my mind, unfolded in my page,

Enlighten climes, and mould a future age,

while her thoughts were wandering amongst all the bonnet-shops in London.

Meanwhile Mrs Mustard having made a rapid descent into the lower regions, for the kitchens were underground, found all her elegant daughters clustered and anxious to hear the news, so much so indeed, that they would hardly listen to her exhortations to get themselves ready to go upstairs to see the lady.

Indeed, the command caused an evident disappointment, for they thought Mr Romford was a bachelor, and hoped accordingly. Mrs Mustard seeing this, rectified her error by announcing, No! no; hes not married! Shes only his sister! but come quick, one of you; come upstairs, and see the lady.

Now it so happened that, upon this occasion, Dirtiest of the Dirty was the cleanest of the three, having on an only three days worn blue-andwhite striped print, with magenta-coloured stockings, and being decidedly the least marketable of the three, Mrs Mustard was glad to show her first, so giving her uncapped head a rub over with the old joint-stock hair-brush, she told her to pull her shoes up at the heel, and follow her, and to mind curtsy and speak civil. As they ascended the staircase together, she charged her to assent to all she (Mrs Mustard) said, and by no means to let out anything about the low places she had been in, particularly to keep the seaside visit quiet. With these and similar injunctions they reached the door of the room that held the great lady, and, a respectful knock being answered by a Come in! the two entered, and curtsied to our fair friend.

My daughter Ruth, said Mrs Mustard, whereupon Dirtiest of the Dirty curtsied again, and Mrs Somerville began questioning her just as the managers of theatres used to question her herself when she sought an engagement. Dirty acquitted herself so well, that Lucy, albeit no great admirer of her own sex  indeed she used to say that the only thing that reconciled her to being a woman was that she could not by any possibility have to marry one  was very much taken with her. Dirty, from her own account, could do anything, sew, darn, mend, get up fine linen, and all. Of course, when asked if she could dress hair, she replied No, but she could learn.

Lucy then adroitly took hold of the hair-dressing deficiency to disparage her other acquirements, observing, she was afraid she must have her own maid down, when Mrs Mustard, fearing she was going to lose her market, asked Mrs Somerville if she wouldnt be pleased to take her daughter on trial, mother Mustard well knowing that Dirtiest of the Dirty would soon make up for a little deficiency of service if there was any money or jewellery left lying about. And the trial system suiting Lucy best, after due deliberation and many inquiries into Dirtys middling morals, Lucy said, that as her stay at Beldon Hall was very uncertain, and her maid was visiting a sick mother in Somersetshire, she would just see what her daughter could do, but that she would have to keep herself to herself, and be extremely neat and tidy in her person, not wearing flash or tawdey dresses, or going gossiping about the country, or letting people come to the Hall  adding, that if Ruth conducted herself properly, it might be the means of getting her into a high situation.

And Mrs Mustard, shark-like, having thus succeeded with one daughter, then broached the subject of another, observing that she had a daughter quite equal to the housemaid-work, but Mrs Somerville, who had been conning the matter over, while she was airing her eyes with  

O could my mind, unfolded in my page,

put a peremptory veto upon that, observing that her mother was coming next day, and that Mrs Mustard and Ruth would be quite equal to all that was required for the present. She then told Ruth to go and heat a poker, and light a fire in her bed-room, whither, accompanied by old Dirty, she then proceeded, walking through the stately hall and corridors with great satisfaction.


XXI. MR PROUDLOCK, THE KEEPER  LORD LONNERGAN AND HIS SON, COMMONLY CALLED THE HONOURABLE LOVETIN LONNERGAN
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WHILE MR ROMFORDS ADOPTED SISTER, Mrs Somerville, was thus making the tour of the fine house, friend Facey, on his part, was at work reconnoitring the out-of-door accommodation of the place. His fine natural instinct soon led him to the stables, partially concealed though they were from the north front of the Hall by a line of magnificent ground-sweeping cedars. These premises were quite in keeping with the mansion, having been built by the same noble lord who surmounted the old Hall with the dish-cover. Indeed some said it was the apparent inequality of the increased house and the old stables that made his lordship think it necessary to rebuild the latter entirely, though the old stables were in reality a great deal larger and better than anything he himself wanted. There is often a laudable desire among noblemen and gentlemen to make their places as complete as they can for their successors, regardless of the selfish aphorism, that posterity has done nothing for them. Be that, however, as it may, friend Facey presently stood in the centre of a very magnificent pile of building. He needed no cicerone to induct him into the arrangements. There stood the stables forming three sides of a square, open in front, with a lofty archway in the centre leading to the places of deposit behind. On the right he read, as it were, the words stables, straw-house, hay-house, in the centre again the words saddle-room, harness-room, stables, and straw-house, while large folding-doors on the left proclaimed an infinity of standing-room for carriages. Above the whole line were granaries and apartments for servants.

V-a-ry good, v-a-ry good, ejaculated our friend, as with a stick-propped chin he stood straddling, contemplating the edifice. V-a-ry good indeed, added he, as his little pig eyes had taken in the whole arrangement. If it had but stood at Allington Banks or Greenhope, he thought, it would have been the most convenient residence a master of hounds could possibly have had; might have reached every cover in the country without lying out, that lying out being a terrible bug-bear to Mr Facey, on account both of the expense and the irregular habits of Chowey and Swig. However, Mr Romford consoled himself by thinking that his lordship would be very sly if he got any rent out of him. He then proceeded to inspect the interior of the premises, beginning of course on the right, so as to end at the less-interesting portion of the building containing the coach-houses. While thus engaged, a foot-fall sounded behind, and looking round, Mr Romford confronted the before-mentioned Mr Proudlock, the keeper, a big black-eyed, black-haired, bushy-whiskered man of some five-and-thirty years of age or so. There was no mistaking his calling: his billycock hat, his baggy black velveteen coat, his lusty leggings, above all, his half-insolent air, proclaimed what he was. Proudlock was a man whose supposed strength and stature had procured him admission into good places, but whose bad conduct had immediately lost him them again, sometimes almost as soon as obtained. He stood six feet three, stretchable into nearly four with his navvy-nailed boots and upright bearing. He was large chested, full-limbed, and broad generally, and, having been drilled as a militiaman, had a very erect, imposing appearance, just the sort of man to salute a coming party of shooters, or to take the lead at a battue.

He was, however, such a mischievous, lying bully  always back biting and getting his employers into hot water  that he came tumbling down the ladder of servitude till he finally landed among the grand body of poachers.

His size, however, which was a recommendation as a keeper, was a disadvantage to him here, for he could be easily identified, and that at a great distance, and moreover the exertion was more than he liked; so, after two or three unsatisfactory appearances at petty sessions, he relinquished the trigger for a time, and took to showing himself as a giant, in conjunction with the celebrated Pig-faced Lady; but the confinement of the caravan was too great for him, and, the engagement having terminated, he again sought the freedom of the fields.

He was then to be had very cheap,  twelve shillings a week, a house and coals, with two couple of rabbits, being all he asked and that being within the scope of Lord Lovetins means, especially as just at the time he had every expectation of Mr Emmerson taking Beldon Hall, whereby he would have got rid of an immense indoor expense, after very mature consideration he allowed Mr Lonnergan to engage him at that remuneration; his lordship, however, stipulating that though Proudlock might have his coals led by the antediluvian horse that drew them to the gardens, yet Proudlock must pay for the fuel himself, that being, as his lordship truly said, the best means of checking an undue consumption; and Lonnergan and his lordship carried on a correspondence that would have filled a number of Baileys Sporting Magazine on the subject.

At the time of our story, Proudlock had been a year and a half at Beldon Hall, during which time he had ascertained the exact length of Mr Lonnergans foot, as well as the ways and means of all the surrounding country. Lonnergan was fond of woodcocks, and Proudlock was too happy to supply them. Mrs Lonnergan liked hare-soup, and Proudlock knew how to snare them on someone elses property. Though often caught, he was always ready with an excuse, how he had followed that scoundrel, Jack Mason, off their manor on to the preserve he was found upon, or was lying perdu to see who came to take up the trapped pheasant on the other side of the hedge. Altogether, though he was much disliked and strongly suspected, yet no one cared to tackle with a noblemans servant, especially one notoriously supported by the deputy nobleman, Lord Lonnergan, as the agent was called. So Proudlock strutted, and swaggered, and vapoured, and bullied, always presuming on his great size and proportions, and, though often threatening, never coming into actual collision with anyone. Independent Jimmy, indeed, was the only man in the country who had ever stood fairly up to him; but the generous giant said he refrained from touching him on the score of inequality of size, and that people would accuse him of having crushed a worm. Jimmy, however, who was very handy with his fists, hearing of this, then addressed him through the usual medium of communication,  viz., the pugilistic column in Bells Life in London,  stating that Independent Jimmy was ready to fight the Big Bully of Beldon Hall for three pounds a side, in a roped ring, at the back of the Firfield station, any day between the coming of the 9 a.m. train, and the going of the south mail; but Proudlock did not take any notice of this either, merely observing in general company that a noblemans servant could not demean himself by fighting with a bus-man.

Such, then, was the genius who encountered Mr Romford on his visit of inspection of the Beldon Hall stables; and, as next to a bit of pink, a bit of velveteen came nearest home to the heart of our hero, he returned the keepers semi-military salute with a How are you? and a wave of his right hand, as though he had known him before.

Thus emboldened, Proudlock made him a bow, observing that he was glad to see Mr Romford amongst them, and hoped he would have good sport.

Thankee, said Romford thankee; adding, that depends a good deal upon gentlemen of your cloth, however. I know you are a good feller, and will do all in your power to promote it.

Certainly, replied Proudlock, with an emphasis certainly, repeated he, as though he had never shot a fox in his life, or turned down a bagman either.

Not at all great fox-preservers down here, I believe, observed Mr Romford, pretending to know a good deal more than he really did.

Well (hum), there are (hum) scaly people in all countries, observed Mr Proudlock; but upon the whole, I should (hum) say they are (haw) as good here as elsewhere.

Proudlocks preservation depended altogether upon the payment of his fees, for which he sent in his bill at the end of the season, as regular as a boot or shoe maker,  so much for a litter, so much for a find, so much for stopping or stoping as he spelt it.

But, though Mr Romford asked about foxes, he was quite as anxious to know about pheasants,  who was tenacious, who was extra fierce, who took it easy, and who might be poached upon with impunity. So, in the course of a running dissertation on racks and mangers, boxes and stalls, Mr Romford managed to blend a very useful inquiry into the particulars of the country generally, keeping foxes apparently to the fore, but at the same time casting about for general information.

Having criticised the stables, with their appurtenances, and pronounced them extremely good, our friend and his cicerone now found themselves before the spacious coach-houses on the left-hand side of the building, a few paces in front of which Mr Romford stationed himself, as if to stare them out of countenance: the idea floating uppermost in his mind at the moment being, that they would make very capital kennels; and a further investigation and division of the whole into four satisfied him on that point. And, having got on so well with Proudlock, he saw no reason why he should not take his opinion on that point.

I say, observed he, looking him steadily in the face I say, dont you think these coach-houses might very easily be converted into kennels?

Proudlook drew breath and bit his thick lip, for he well knew that if there was one thing his noble master, Lord Lovetin, was more particular about than another, it was having the Hall and offices kept in perfect apple-pie order; not that his lordship cared about seeing them, but he liked to know that they were so, and that he could occupy them at a moments notice whenever he chose to return to England. It was that feeling that prevented his letting Mrs Emmerson have the cut-pile carpet. He was afraid she would wear it down below the orthodox standard of other things, and so derange the grand order of uniformity. It had been down some time.

Well, what do you think? asked Facey, seeing Proudlock rather craned at the question.

Oh, it could be altered easy enough, replied the man of powder and shot. The only question in my mind was, whether his lordship  that is to say, Mr Lonnergan  might like it or not.

And whos Mr Lonnergan? demanded Facey, it being the first mention he had heard of the name.

Oh, Mr Lonnergan, replied the keeper, in the deferential tone, due to a man in authority Oh, Mr Lonnergan, you know, is my lords representative here,  he and his son, Mr Lovetin Lonnergan, at least; and we never do anything without consulting one or other of them.

The fact was, Lonnergan had been the last lords agent, and had hardly been able to realise the fact that he (Lonnergan) was not the real owner of the property, and the present Lord Viscount an intruder.

And where do they live? asked Mr Romford.

At Flush House, near Bury St. Bees, about nine miles from here, replied the retired giant, pointing in the direction in which it lay.

Well, then, Ill tell you what; you go over there, with my compliments, in the morning, and say that, as Ive taken the place, I spose therell be no objection to my makin a few little temporary alterations, which Ill restore before I leave.

Yes-ir, said Proudlock, adding, shall I say what they are, sir?

Well, no, replied Romford. No; you see I cant zactly know myself; but just say, generally, triflin alterations  triflin alterations.

Just so, replied Mr Proudlock, who now saw the give-an inch-takean-ell principle upon which the inquiry had to proceed. And, after a few more inquiries and inspirations, the friends separated, each with a high opinion of the other.

It was a wise step on the part of friend Romford sending Proudlock over to Flush House, for it conciliated Mr Lonnergan, and procured an answer from that promising youth, commonly called the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan, whose father was away, that very materially assisted Mr Romfords further proceedings, namely, that Mr Lonnergan had no instructions from Lord Lovetin on the subject, but that as a friend of the family, one of them, as he familiarly said, Lovetin Lonnergan had no doubt Mr Romford might do as he liked. And, of course, the first thing he liked was to convert the aforesaid coach-houses into kennels, which he did in the most liberal way, by not only employing Lord Lovetins joiners, but making the estate supply him with the necessary material, Facey observing that it would be none the worse for his work after it was done. So, having made himself two capital lodging-rooms with airing-yards in front, he set up his boiler behind, and converted the harness-room into a feeding-house.

And here for a word on the Lonnergans.

Lord Lonnergan was one of a now nearly bygone generation, whose antiquity is proclaimed by their dress. He wore a large puffy shirt-frill and a puddingey white tie with flowing ends, a step collared buff vest, and a blue coat with bright buttons. He had long adhered to tights and Hessians, and it was only when he found himself left alone in his glory that he put his fat legs into trousers. He was a porcupine-headed little man, who tied his cravat so tight as to look as if he were going to throttle himself. He was a short, sallow, plethoric, wheezing, scanty-whiskered man, with eyes set very high up in his head, like garret windows; a long unmeaning-looking face, surmounted with a nose like a pear. His mouth was significant of nothing except an aptitude for eating. As we said before, he had a voluminous double-chin.

He drew his great warming-pan-like watch up from his fob with a massive kitchen-jack-like gold chain, to which was attached a bunch of seals, the largest and most striking whereof had been purchased with the surplus cash from a tea-service testimonial presented to Mrs Lonnergan by the tenants on Lord Lumbagos Lubberey estate in Easyshire, and contained around a plough the significant motto, Rents should never Rise. And rents certainly never did rise with Lonnergan, for he would always rather excite the landlords to compassion, than urge the tenants to activity still he had some capital forms of agreement to the fulfilment of which he never attended. Of course he did not use the rent should never rise seal when he wrote to any of his employers, but another butterpat-like production with his initials J.L., John Lonnergan, cut in the open-hearted, undisguised capitals of the old engravers. No writhing hieroglyphics for him.

He had lived in good times, when gentlemen were gentlemen, and trusted their land agents implicitly, never troubling themselves with farming or interfering with their tenants occupations in any shape or way, taking everything for granted, including both facts and figures. Still Lonnergan was a noted old screw in his own affairs, never missing a chance anywhere, and always on the watch for discount. He was too good a judge to receive tenant-farmer testimonials himself; but Mrs Lonnergan was open to the reception of any number  vases, inkstands, butter-coolers, fruit-stands, &c. A guest leaving his house one dark night mistook his lordship for the servant in the passage, and gave him a shilling, saying, There, theres a shilling for you, and mind your master doesnt get hold of it.

Lord Lonnergan did not encourage his son, Lovetin Lonnergan (so called, of course, after the last lord, who was his godfather), in anything like show or extravagance, but endeavoured to hold him on steadily in his own line, and make his fathers large accumulations still more. Stick to the shop, and the shop will stick to you. Take care of the pence, and the pounds will take care of themselves. When has a man got enough money, Lovetin? When he has got a little more than he has, were aphorisms of almost daily inculcation by old Lonnergan; but, somehow, Lovetin Lonnergan did not like the doctrine, and longed for a little more freedom and independence.

Not that Lovetin was extravagant; on the contrary, he neither shot, nor coursed, nor hunted, but he would like to ride about in a chaise. Riding about in a chaise was, he thought, the summit of all earthly happiness. He always looked upon Independent Jimmys friend, lolling along in his carriage, as the happiest of human beings, and longed to emulate him.

Lovetin Lonnergan, the Honourable, as he was called, was the exact counterpart of his father, making allowance of course for the difference of dress and the disparity of years. The same long, lugubrious, scanty-whiskered, sallow face, with the garret-window eyes, the same incipient pear nose, and the same absence of expression about the mouth.

In lieu of the warming-pan with the jack-chain and the butterpat-like appurtenances, he had a smart Albert chain attached to a small Geneva watch; and instead of excommunicating his chin with his tie as his excellent father did, he gave its looming proportions ample latitude over the turn-down collar and diminutive neck-string of the day.

Lovetin Lonnergin was now just turned of five-and-twenty, and had plenty of young ladies after him, plenty of mammas sounding his praises, but Lord Lonnergan was difficult to please, always asserting that it was utterly impossible for his son Lovetin to marry other than a lady of fortin. Lovetin was proud of his fathers wealth, and fond of expatiating upon its amount, not unfrequently winding up his discourses with a shake of the head and the filial ejaculation of Ah, now, if father would but die!

This youth, becoming a semi-hero in our story, we have introduced him more at large than we should otherwise have done. Let us now go into Beldon Hall, and see about something to eat.


XXII. THE INTERNAL ECONOMY OF BELDON HALL  GOODHEARTED GREEN AGAIN
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PART OF LUCYS  WE BEG pardon again  Mrs Somervilles luggage consisted of the remains of her larder at the West-end Swell, viz., half a loaf of brown bread, three-quarters of a loaf of white, a pound and a half of pork chops, a slice of leathery cheese, a nip of tea, and some fivepenny sugar, Lucy observing that it was of no use leaving anything behind her. And, indeed, it was lucky she brought something, for an inspection of the Beldon Hall larder would lead to the supposition that the Dirties lived entirely upon air. There was not even the wretched bare shoulder-blade that generally seems to act the part of scarecrow in the most destitute of houses. Two eggs and a bunch of thyme was all the provender the larders of the proud Hall produced.

Still there never was a place yet where drink was not to be had, and Facey having now returned to the Hall, and found Lucy making herself quite at home in the breakfast-room, produced a half-crown piece, and told her to send somebody out for a quart of ale, and the rest of the money in gin, so that they might have their dinners as soon as possible, for Facey always dined when he was hungry without waiting for any specific hour of the day. And while Dirty No.1 was busy cooking the pork chops, and Dirtiest of the Dirty was laying the cloth, Lucy lionised our master over the magnificent mansion, taking much the same line as old Dirty had done. Friend Facey was greatly impressed with the magnitude of his venture, and almost doubted whether he was equal to the occasion. He wished that he mightnt have put his foot in it. A house, he said, was a consuming animal, and people would think he was deuced rich, living in such a large one. He must be prudent and circumspect.

X was expensive, and soon became poor;

Y was the wise man who kept want from the door  

he inwardly chanted. And having dined, he whiffed his pipe and sipped his gin, and at length retired to bed, full of caution and prudential considerations.

Morning, however, and the return of Proudlock from Flush House, with the satisfactory reply from Lovetin Lonnergan, that Mr Romford was to do as he liked, brought him confidence, and taking the Honourable at his word, he forthwith began to exercise his privilege in the most summary manner, for finding there was an excellent cellar of wine, he sent for Tom Hooper, the blacksmith, and bid him pick the lock, telling Dirty No.1, in Hoopers hearing, to be ticklarly careful in preserving the bottles in order that he might restore an equal quantity of wine when he left. As there was a large stock of champagne, which Facey said would not improve by keeping, Lucy and he indulged in it most freely, Facey acquiring, as he said, very gentlemanly ideas with the beverage. So much so, indeed, that after a pint, or perhaps three-quarters of a bottle, he did not feel so much out of his element at Beldon Hall as he did on his first coming. Lucy on her part took to grandeur quite naturally, and Dirty No.1, having supplied her as well with the Beldon Hall seal, as a good stock of coroneted paper (kept ready against Lord Lovetins contemplated return, which he always said might take place any day,) she diffused her orders freely through the land. London, however, is the real place for unhesitating compliance with specious orders, and thither Mrs Somerville directed her chief attentions, patronising all the shops and establishments that she used to envy and covet, and look upon as utterly impossible, while living with Mr Sponge in Jermyn Street, Haymarket.

She reviewed her wardrobe, estimating its capabilities by her improved condition  sister of a master of foxhounds  mistress of a noblemans mansion  and, finding it rather deficient, she wrote off to Madame D * * *, of B * * * Street, for sundry semi-mourning dresses, Paramatta twill, glacé silk, with flowers, black velvet with black satin, jet ornaments, and other articles, all of which came down with the usual alacrity of highsounding orders. One obsequious milliner indeed directed her bonnet-box to The Honour Mrs Somerville, an addition that caused Independent Jimmy to observe, as he handed it down from the bus to Dirtiest of the Dirty, Sink, ar didnt ken yeer mistress had a handle tir her name.

Handle, however, or no handle, things came down with the utmost despatch  wonderful alacrity  not only the outward and visible articles of dress, but the more delicate items of Edith night-dresses and under attire.

When the gentlemanly ideas were in, Facey did not so much grudge the orders, but with the evaporation of the champagne came prudent thoughts and fears for the future. Still, as Mrs Somerville ordered them all in her own name, he consoled himself with the reflection that he could not be made liable, and didnt know but it was just as well to have a handsome well-dressed woman about the house as a dowdy. He only hoped that none of the Heavyside Hunt, or any of his promiscuous acquaintance, would come and expose her  of that, however, he must take his chance, as he had chanced many a difficulty before.

And, in truth, she required refit, or rather, perhaps, an outfit, for, without going at all into the minutiæ of her wardrobe, it must be evident to every one that what did extremely well at the West-end Swell would be very insufficient for Beldon Hall. Nor, considering the precarious nature of her tenure, can she be much blamed for taking advantage of her opportunity.

Who can observe the careful ant,

And not provide for future want?

thought Lucy, as she again applied the key to the drawer in the library table containing the coroneted note-paper with the talismanic words Beldon Hall in gilt characters on the top, in order that she might again test the liberality of the Londoners for shoes, scents, gloves, French cambrics, embroideries, cosmetics, and miscellaneous articles generally.

Mrs Glitters  now Mrs Sidney Benson, we should observe  arrived in due time, being as anxious for a run into the country as her daughter had been. When Independent Jimmy met her at the Firfield Station, in her large hoop and small stock of linen, he thought she was Mrs Somervilles ladys-maid, and told her her missis was arl safe at the Harl.

Facey was rather disappointed when he saw what he had imported, for Mrs Benson, being only accustomed to dress those who strutted upon the stage, not doing any My name is Norval-ing herself, had none of the easy self-possession that distinguished her elegant daughter. However, Facey consoled himself with the reflection that she would not be much seen, while her homely air and attire might enable him to get more work out of her than he might otherwise have done had she been fine. If she looked after the Dirties, and Lucy after the stables when he was away, the arrangement might answer and not be very onerous; but he dreaded the inflammation of his weekly bills, and, as he said, was more afraid of the old ladys appetite than he was of her drinkite. This latter requirement Lord Lovetins cellar would supply, but the imperative butchers bills would be his.

There being no plant or stock-in-trade belonging to the Larkspur Hunt for Mr Romford to take to, he had to make up an establishment as well and as quickly as he could. So soon, therefore, as he got a bargain struck with the Doubleimupshireites, he wrote to Goodhearted Green, detailing his present position and equine wants, urging Goodheart to supply the latter as quickly as he could, adding if he had not the exact ticket, to send as near as possible; and Romford concluded by saying that he would be glad to see Goodheart down at his new residence, Beldon Hall, in Doubleimupshire, where he would mount him and find wear and tear for his teeth for a week or ten days, whenever he liked. Goodhearts great bosom swelled with honest emotion, for he had recently sent away some most remarkable malefactors  horses that kicked, horses that struck, horses that flew at people like tigers, horses that nobody could shoe, horses that nobody could saddle when they were shod, horses that nobody could ride when they were shod and saddled  some very notorious savages, in fact, as Mr Rarey would say.

Oh dear! oh dear! exclaimed he, stamping his foot and smiting his forehead, as the concluding paragraph of Romfords letter touched him in the quick. Oh dear! oh dear! If I had but got this last week, I could have fit him with such a stud as would have astonished the natives. Theres Bounding Ben, to be sure, continued Goodheart, thinking over what he had left. Theres Bounding Ben  hes hup to sixteen stun; but hes uncertain in his bounding, or he wouldnt be called Bounding Ben. Ah! if I ad but kept Pull-Devil-pull-Baker!  hed ha shone conspikiously brilliant. Neck-or-Nothing, too, would ha bin a grand oss for Mr Romford. But its no use cryin over spilt milk, continued Mr Green, tinkling his little yard bell to summon his head man, Aaron Peacock, to his presence.

That worthy now emerged from his hiding-place, and came shuffling up the yard with the usual groom-like, crab-like action. He was a little, weasely, ginnified-looking man, with scarcely a hair on his head, or an ounce of flesh on his bones, but keen, twinkling, little grey eyes, that penetrated a horse in an instant. He looked right into them, as it were. He seemed to dress up to the character of Peacock, being gay and gaudy in his costume, and very various: scarlet tie, Lincoln green vest, lilac shirt, baggy breeches that had once been white and tight, yellow leather leggings, with mother-of-pearl buttons.

Though he was not an original liar  could not lead the gallop himself, yet he was a capital coadjutor, and would swear to anything that Goodheart said; so, what between Goodhearts generous volubility and Aarons shakes of the head and solemn sententious sayings, a youngster was pretty sure to be handsomely cheated between them. Let us now see them together.

Ah, heres that big Mr Romford written for osses, said Goodheart to Aaron, flourishing the letter, as the little man got up to his master.

So-o, replied Aaron, drawing his breath, adding, ow many may he please to want?

Oh, ten or a dozen, replied Green, as if it was quite an impossible number.

Harnt that in the ole stables, observed Aaron leastways, not fit to go.

Not with such a robustious giant as Mr Romford, assented Goodheart, preparing to take a stroll of the premises, more with a view of arranging his thoughts than in the expectation of finding horses.

The yard was spacious  larger than it looked  for there were supplementary stables at the low end belonging to houses in Sylvia Street, which Goodheart let off in dull times to one Roughhead, a cab-master, and altogether he had standing for forty or fifty horses. Still, the exigencies of an unusually open season had depleted them, and he had not above twelve or fourteen horses in hand at the time of Mr Romfords sudden demand, and these were mostly of the weak, washy order  good flat-catchers, but good for nothing for work  all the real playful rogues, as Goodheart called them, being away, practising their vagaries in the provinces, much to the horror of huntsmen and masters of hounds therein. There is nothing so formidable as a rash young man on an intemperate horse, for he thinks he must ride as well to distinguish himself as to get his change out of his quadruped. Hence, he is always in the midst of the hounds  always rasping on, pulling and hauling, and taking a ten-acre field to turn his brute about in. These are the boys that baffle the sport.

The horses, as we said before, were almost all good flat-catchers, well calculated to please the eye, which Green knew was half the battle with the youngsters, and moreover, like the aforesaid Bounding Ben, were generally christened with high-sounding names diametrically opposite to their respective qualities. Thus, Everlasting, a handsome sixteen hands horse, with black points, and all the shape and strength necessary for a weight-carrying hunter, slackened his pace as soon as ever he got upon rising ground, and gradually subsided into a walk as he ascended a hill. He couldnt go up one, so it was no use trying to force him.

Hearty Harry, again, wanted no end of codlin and linseed-teaing; Twice-a-Week would hardly come out once a fortnight; while the Glutton looked as if he had lived altogether upon toothpicks and water.

That Boundin Ben oss is most like big Mr R.s work, observed Peacock.

Yes, he is, assented Goodheart yes, he is. Put him in as one.

Op Along, then, suggested Aaron.

Why, yes, hes a neat oss  a takin oss  with a very high bred determined hair about him, replied Goodheart; but hes lame of three legs, and not very sound on the fourth.

Only to lame the fourth, and make him all right, observed Aaron.

Well, that might do, assented Goodheart; but we musnt call him Op Along you know; call him True Blue, or Bell Metal, or something of that sort.

Ah, Bell Metals the better name  a very taking name. Bean him, and call him Bell Metal. Hell be No.2. Now for another. Well theres The Brick, suggested Aaron.

The Brick, repeated Goodheart, for he had had so many of that name that he could not hit off the horse at the moment.

The brown oss with the star, and the dead side to his mouth  not the nutmeg grey that we bought of the soldier hofficer, explained Peacock.

Ah, that soldier officers orse was a do, sighed Goodheart does nothin but kick in the stable, and wont pass a wheeled vehicle of any sort or kind without scrubbin his riders leg up against it, to see which is ardest. To be sure he might do for a servants oss, continued he; servants arnt so tickler bout their legs as their masters; besides, there are no vehicles in the hunting field for him to get to and scrub against. Oh, I would say christen him Perfection, and send him, said Goodheart.

And The Brick? asked Aaron.

And The Brick, too, assented Goodheart. His only fault is that he wont face water, but a whip can always go round by a bridge, or cross in a boat, or keep out of the way of water altogether. Then how about Oliver Twist? continued Goodheart, pleased at the progress he was making.

Olivers not a bad oss, replied Aaron, barrin that his fore-quarters are rather at wariance with his hind, but it dont make much matter which end of an oss gets through an edge fust, so long as they both land on the right side together at last.

True, assented Goodheart true; put him in for another. How manys that? continued he, telling them off on his fingers. Ben one, Op  thats to say, Bell Metal two, the Brick three, Perfection four, Oliver five, and say  Everlasting or Twice-a-Week six.

Oh, Twice-a-Week will do nothin for nobody, observed Aaron, with a shake of his head. Better send the Glutton than him.

But hes such a hungry-looking scarecrow, replied Goodheart.

Then say Heverlastin, rejoined Aaron. Hes andsome enough with his great harms, magnific shoulders, and lean andsome ead.

Andsome enough, assented Goodheart, but hes more fit for some bathing or watering-place buck, who wants to do the show off of the meet and the streets, than such a ramming, cramming, customer as this Mr R.

And while yet they stood debating whether to send the Glutton or Everlasting, a blue and red telegram-boy came dribbling down the yard, fumbling for something in his leather-case as he came.

Ah, now, heres mischief! exclaimed Goodheart, advancing and taking the note from the boy, muttering as he opened it, Somebodys got his skull split or been carried triumphantly over the moon. No, all right! continued he, swinging joyfully round on his heel All right!  all right! only Placid Joe [late Pull-Devil] been too many for Mr Martin Muffington  only Placid Joe been too many for Mr Martin Muffington. What could he expect, a little Titmouse of a man like him getting on to an orse fit to carry an ouse! Told him he wouldnt suit him, but he would ave im. Thought he knew better than me. Many of these young gents do. Goodheart then read the telegram again. Thus it ran:  

MR MARTIN MUFFINGTON, at the White Swan Inn, Showoffborough,

TO MR GREEN, Brown Street, Bagnigge Wells Road, London.

That brute, Placid Joe, has no more mouth than a bull. Hes carried me right into the midst of the hounds, and nearly annihilated the huntsman. I will send him back by the 9.30 a.m. train tomorrow, and wont pay you a halfpenny for his hire.

Ah, well, all right, said Goodheart, will have to pay his expenses both ways, at all events.

And here we may observe that Goodhearted Green behaved well in the matter, for he didnt want Martin to have him; but Martin, seeing the horses name, Placid Joe, put conspicuously up in black and white letters on a board in front of his stall, became enamoured of him, and attributed Greens objections to letting him have him to another cause, namely, his wanting to keep Joe for somebody else. So Martin would have him, though we daresay if Green had made similar objections to Muffington having Placid Joe under the name of Pull-Devil-pull-Baker, he would have been equally anxious, Muffington having the vanity to think that he could ride anything.

The fact was the Baker was only placid when he was either ground down with work or Rarified, but as soon as ever the rarifaction wore off he was just like an uniced glass of champagne  not good to be taken till he was iced again.

Still he was just the horse for Mr Romford, a sixteen-hands bay, blood-like, and handsome, with great substance, and plenty of liberty. Everlasting and he were as handsome as horses could well be, with the most opposite qualities, the Baker being as hard as the other was soft. Everlasting, however, was such a gay deceiver, and Mr Romford had so many opportunities of placing him advantageously, that Mr Green determined to send him instead of Bell Metal. Having thus made up his mind, he retired into his little den of an office and poured forth all his hopes and fears upon paper to Facey, beginning at the top of a large sheet, and going right though to the end of the fourth page, with one continuous paragraph, full of the flow of the milk of human kindness, regrets, promises, hopes, and expectations. How, if he had known only three days before, he could have suited Mr Romford to a T, but how that the season was then at its height, and everything with the slightest pretention to hunting was caught up in an instant, but how that many of his stud wouldnt suit everybody, and, as sure as ever anything came back worth its keep, it should be sent off direct without a moments delay to Beldon Hall in Doubleimupshire, while others should follow as fast as they could be procured; and the ominous letter, equal to two pages of this work, concluded by a grateful acknowledgment of the compliment Mr Romford had paid Green by asking him to Beldon Hall, where he assured him he would visit him before the end of the season, for he felt a real and sincere interest in his distinguished customers comfort and convenience. Never, indeed, had he known anyone in whom he took so great an interest.

And Placid Joe returning as advised, the next days post conveyed the following invoice:  

FRANCIS ROMFORD, Esq.,

Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire.

Please receive at the Firfield Station by the 2.20 p.m. train the following horses:  

1. Bounding Ben; a whole coloured dark-brown horse, up to sixteen stone.

2. Pull-Devil-pull-Baker; a high-couraged bay, up to almost any weight and work.

3. The Brick; a brown horse, up to twelve stone.

4. Everlasting; a bay; a splendid weight-carrier, and very handsome.

5. Perfection; a nutmeg grey; a good servants horse, and smart.

6. Oliver Twist; a black horse, quiet in harness, and has carried a lady.

These, with what Facey had before, viz., Honest Robin, Brilliant, and Leotard, made him up a tolerable starting stud, reinforced as it was to be with further consignment from the same orthodox quarter.

All things now conduced to that period of excitement when the orchestra having at length tuned their instruments to their satisfaction, the leader flourishes his baton, and forthwith the music strikes up. The Swig and Chowey garments had come, also Mr Romfords upper things, and though Bartley and Hammond declined clothing the extremities, there were plenty of others proud of the honour of working for the great Turbot on its tail.

The coming of a new family into a county, especially, to occupy such an important place as Beldon Hall, was sure to make a considerable sensation, but when with the strange family was coupled with a new bachelor master of hounds, the excitement was intense. Things, too, had been managed so quickly and quietly that though there were two parties in the hunt, there was no time for the reaction of inquiry and pulling to pieces. All parties, hunting and non-hunting parties, agreed that it was a most fortunate thing for the country to get such a man as Mr Romford to take it, and the acquisition of Beldon Hall stamped the transaction so conclusively, that if anyone had had the impudence to get up and say this Mr Romford is a penniless imposter, and Ill prove it, he would have been looked upon as mad. There was, therefore, no doubt or hesitation about calling at Beldon Hall  no, not even any looking into the Landed Gentry, to see if it was all right about this widowed sister. All was taken for granted as readily and agreeably as either Mr Romford or Mrs Somerville could have wished. The only contest seemed to be who should be first to call upon the new comers, a feat that was accomplished by our, or rather Independent Jimmys friend, Mr Watkins.

And this distinguished family now forming a prominent feature in our story, we will take the liberty of introducing the members of it before we throw off with the hounds.


XXIII. MR AND MRS WILLY WATKINS AND MISS WATKINS
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HAVING NOW INTRODUCED THE READER as well to the out-door offices as the in-door magnificence of Beldon Hall, let us proceed to dilate a little upon its immediate neighbourhood, and on Doubleimupshire generally. And taking parties pretty much in the order in which they figure in our story, we will first revert to Independent Jimmys dandified hair-brushing friend, Mr Watkins of Dalberry Lees, commonly called Willy Watkins, who has already had the advantage of that free-spoken gentlemans opinions passed upon him, as Jimmy charioteered Mr Romford along in the melon frame. Jimmy, it will be remembered, made a sort of rough guess at Willys antecedents, which we will now supplement with more reliable information.

Well, then, we may commence our introduction of these important personages in our story, by saying, that when Willy Watkins went to the diggins, he had exhausted friends, credit, and estate! Everybody was sick of Willy Watkins. It was Oh, D Willy Watkins! and B Willy Watkins! I never want to hear more of Willy Watkins! Now, however, he was quite another Willy Watkins.

But before displaying him as he now is, let us glance at what he once was. Willys misfortune was, being a good-looking fellow without any brains. That misfortune was aggravated by his looking wise, for it was not until a man had worked and tried Willy in all ways, that he saw what an empty-headed creature he really was. He was tall, nearly six feet high, well set up and well proportioned, with a clear dark complexion, intelligent eyes, and good features generally.

He began life with a splendid pair of whiskers, and a head of dark glossy hair, which he petted and tended with the utmost care and solicitude. He was always feeling, and smoothing, and coaxing his side-locks. Even at the period of our story, when old Father Time had tithed them severely, he still kept fingering and feeling and putting them right, when he had nothing to do, which was pretty often.

Well, Willys looks had been the ruin of him, for first one silly Woman, and then another, had smiled and flattered him into folly, until he fully believed he could marry a countess, or anyone he liked. With Willy, as with Facey himself, we are not prepared to give any pedigree, which we must leave to the reader to infer from his calling.

Willy had tried his hand at various trades before he finally settled on emigration. First of all, it was thought his good looks would ensure him success behind the counter, and he was duly installed with a yard-wand, at Messrs. Flimsey and Figments, hosiers and haberdashers, High Street, Brittlesworth. Here, however, he was such a lazy dog, that he could never get the shutters down in proper time, and the shop used to remain closed till half-past eight or nine oclock in the morning, much to the amusement of Messrs. Scamp and Scurryworths genteel young people opposite, and the inhabitants of the High Street generally. Flimsey and Figments couldnt stand this, and after two or three ineffectual scoldings they gave Willy up, who presently obtained a clerkship in a brewery, at Brackenworth, but here the dull monotony of counting cash and measuring malt contrasted so forcibly with the gay insouciance of selling silks and satins to the ladies that Willy emancipated himself at the end of a month, and, after nibbling at an auctioneers, turned gentleman at large for a time. This, however, is but a poor trade  desperately poor when a man has to sponge on his friends for his meals, who give him his food with the sort of churlishness that one gives a strange dog a bone.

Willy soon became a seedy swell, a deplorable object at any time, and one that gets daily worse. His hat became glazy, his coat got threadbare and scrimpy, and his boots were patched like the drivers of an omnibus  for we believe nobody ever yet saw a driver of an omnibus with a whole pair.

In this dilemma, his friends subscribed and set him up a photographic studio, but Willy Watkins soon proved that he was no hand at high art. He made such frights of his friends that he scattered his business before it had well taken root  drove them away with walking advertisements of his incompetence in their hands. He then found it was easier to cozen the ladies with their linen than with their likenesses.

So the sun of his success soon set.

He first got rid of his barker, then of his boy, then of the apparatus itself, and finally, at the early age of twenty, went off to the diggings, in Australia, with the proceeds of the sale. And people were heartily glad when they heard he was gone, and didnt care if he never came back. Those who had lent him money wrote off the amount in their books, and those who had been photographed by him put themselves quietly away in whitey brown paper, to see if, like port wine, they would improve by keeping.

Time wore on, and years elapsed, ere anything was heard of Willy Watkins. Gradually, however, it became bruited in Brittlesworth, and elsewhere, that a man of the name of Watkins had lit on his legs, and was doing uncommonly well  found no end of Ballarat nuggets, in fact. Further accounts confirmed the statement, and the Watkins family began to consider quietly among themselves who was his heir. There was, however, no occasion to give themselves any trouble on that score, for Willy had anticipated their views by marrying a very aspiring lady, the daughter of a gentleman who had formerly left his country for his countrys good, and who, by land speculations, wool speculations, and a little usury, had amassed a very considerable fortune. He had been transported for forgery under the name of Peter Corcoran, but on completing his term of servitude (fourteen years) he assumed that of Fitzgerald, Granby Fitzgerald, and married the daughter of a gentleman who had been transported for burglary, who had also discarded his own name, that of Thomas Duffy, for Conrad Cunningham. With Duffy, however, we have nothing to do.

The Fitzgeralds, on the contrary, furnish an important personage in our story. Well, they soon set up for great people. The Old Bailey reminiscences were merged in the Australian prosperity. They made out that they were the younger branch of an old English family, who had emigrated for elbow room, and always talked of returning to the old country next year, just as Boulogne gentlemen talk of going to London next week; but somehow they never go.

Old Fitzgerald kept his own counsel, and chuckled at the cuteness of his children, of which he had several; to wit, three sons and four daughters. Hearing that Willy Watkins was in for a good thing, he invited him to his house, Britannia Park, near Port Phillip, where the eldest and most presuming of his daughters, Miss Letitia, was allowed two clear days start of her sisters, to enable her to capture Willy, which she did with the greatest ease, and presented herself to her sisters as a fiancée on their return from visiting the elegant family of a third ex-convict. Those were days when they did transport culprits, instead of giving them tickets of leave to hug honest people at home. Well, Willy and Miss Letitia were presently married, and one, and only one, child blessed the aristocratic union; viz., Independent Jimmys fair friend, christened by the high-sounding names of Cassandra Cleopatra. And Willys wealth increasing, though his family did not, as that solitary piece of perfection verged towards womanhood, he, with his aspiring spouse, resolved to revisit England, there to seek for Cassandras equal in marriage,  if, indeed, such a parti was to be found.

Willy, too, longed to display his wealth in his native country, to drive up and down the High Street of Brittlesworth, and show off before the counter-skippers of Flimsey and Figments. Some people would have shirked that sort of scene, and broken fresh ground, but Willy did not appreciate the position, and his wife did not know of it. So, having appointed his excellent father-in-law manager of his property, the trio proceeded to England, and after one or two changes established themselves at Dalberry Lees a year or two before Mr Romfords accession to the country. Willy was then about five-and-forty, with just as much solicitude about his side-locks as he had when the now nearly bald crown was covered with a glorious crop of curly dark hair. He was always tending, and feeling, and plastering, and looking in the glass to see whether the side-locks were diminishing or any hairs absent without leave.

Mrs Watkins was just then in the prime of life and the full development, of her matronly beauty. She was fair and stout, with a commanding presence, and a very determined look about her,  a pushing, self-asserting, doubtful sort of woman, who would push her way if she could. It was very difficult to keep Mrs Watkins out of a house that she determined to be into.

Her daughter was very like her in both mind and person, though on a smaller scale of course, fair  indeed, rather white  with either a natural or an affected lisp, which she seemed rather to cultivate than correct. Seeing that her father had carriages, and horses, and everything that her mamma said constituted gentility, Miss concluded they were great people, and conducted herself accordingly. Independent Jimmys description of her wasnt far from the truth  she was very saucy.

Character is often shown in trifles, and perhaps a copy of a letter from Mrs Watkins to Mrs Scarsdale about a cook will elucidate that of Mrs Watkins better than anything we can write. Mrs Scarsdale, we may observe, was a quiet, unassuming lady, who with her husband were people of very old family. They, however, unfortunately, were not so rich as they had been. Thus the letter ran:  

TO MRS SCARSDALE,

Manor House.

Dalberry Lees,

Tuesday.

Madam,  Mrs Lubbins, your late cook and housekeeper, has referred me to you for a character in those capacities, though indeed I only require her in the former one, as my establishment requires the constant supervision of an experienced housekeeper.

I shall therefore feel obliged if you will inform me if you can recommend Lubbins as an honest, trustworthy, sober, steady person, alto a thoroughly good cook, sending up dinners in good style for eighteen or twenty, and in her everyday dinners attentive to send up nicely; understands soups well, made dishes, sweets, and confectionery. The head gardener makes the ices. I am particular in inquiring about soups, as we require them daily and good. Indeed, we want everything good, as we keep a great deal of company, and that good. May I ask if Lubbins does her own work fairly and well, not trusting too much to the kitchen-maids, of which we keep two, besides a dairy-maid, who helps on emergencies. I should like to have Lubbinss last character, if you have it. I am, Madam, yours truly,

Letitia Watkins.

An early answer is requested.

It will be observed that in this document Mrs Watkins speaks of my establishment, ignoring friend Willy until she comes to the eating part of the inquiry, and that was pretty much the way she treated him on all occasions, hitching him in as a sort of contingent, and because she thought it looked better to have a man with her than to go bowling about the country with her daughter alone. Willy, however, always had to sit with his back to the horses. Besides eating, dressing, and, as Independent Jimmy said, brushin his hair, Willy had no sort of occupation. He neither farmed, nor gardened, nor hunted (except he couldnt help it), nor coursed, nor shot, nor walked, nor rode. He read as little as possible. He said it was bad for the eyes. Willy, poor, empty-headed Willy! was thrown on dress and equipage as his only resource. He got himself up elaborately every day  not in what is called the ditto style, coat, waistcoat, and trousers all of a piece, but in the colour-matching, colour-choosing, cut-varying, velvet-facing, silk-lining order of former times. This changing with the season, coupled with an extensive wardrobe, enabled him to appear differently every day. Now in a fine tightly-fitting surtout, with white vest and bloodstone buttons; next in a red-and-yellow-ribboned deer-stalker hat, with a tie to match, silk-velvet shooting-jacket, white flannel-looking trousers, turned up at the ankles to show his red stockings and Balmoral boots. His dressing-room was like a museum. Every species of coat, costume, and raiment that could be devised, varied with skull-caps, slippers, and dressing-gowns without end. He dressed four times a day. Morning déshabille, Turkish trousers and dressing-gown; luncheon, a sort of etching of what he was to come out after; then, grand costume for the carriage-drive; after which, full or moderate evening attire, according as they had company or not. And as they paced the weary turnpike-roads, the pompous grey horses propounding their magnanimous legs with the true airing action, the whole party thought they were the envy and admiration of the world. They little knew what the Independent Jimmies said of them.

Such swells coming into the country, sporting two crests and a portentous coat-of-arms on their carriage, the man swell giving his £100 a-year to the hounds, were sure to get into a certain society; but the neighbours, having mastered the Watkins establishment, gradually withdrew from the plate, linen, and china contest, and the longer the Watkinses lived at Dalberry Lees the less they were visited. Lubbins had very little to do  very few uproars, as she elegantly called parties, to provide. Each fresh dinner was only a repetition of the last, and people got tired of the same thing over and over again. That is the case in most countries. Railways have gone far to annihilate that sort of society. London now has the monopoly.

At this juncture came the Romfords. Mr Romford, a single man  master of hounds  living at Lord Lovetins  enough to stamp him with respectability; Beldon Hall, just a nice drive from Dalberry Lees. And there was Miss Watkins, a charming young lady, longing to be settled, with a most enterprising mamma to guide her in the right course. Mrs Watkins saw her opportunity, and determined to improve it. She knew that by dashing at the new comer she might gain an ascendency that it would be difficult to dispossess her of; and, moreover, appearing to be intimate, might ward off invidious detraction, which it is always desirable to do. So they brought out their cards to call at Beldon Hall at the earliest possible moment  rather, indeed, as it happened, before Mr Romford was ready to receive them; though, if they had waited for that event, they would never have got there at all. Facey did not hoist the flag of reception, though there was one attached to the dome of the house.


XXIV. THE MORNING CALL
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IT WAS A FINE BRIGHT winters day, slightly inclining to frost, that our friends at Dalberry Lees, having taken an early lunch and got themselves up with extra care, stepped into their well-appointed London barouche, to shed their cards at Beldon Hall. The greys had on new rosettes. Spanker, the swell coachman, sported a well-curled wig, and John Thomas showed his quivering calves in pink silk gauze. Mrs and Miss were radiant; Mrs all ermine and feathers, Miss exhibiting a grand floricultural trophy on her head, the produce of her great London milliner, Madame Mirabel Marvellouslongbille, of Upper Grosvenor Street.

Country calling requires a good deal more tact and consideration than it does in London, where ten minutes will make up the difference anywhere, and people get nothing but a grin or a shake of the hands when they come. First, there is the distance to be considered; then the state of the roads; next, perhaps, the state of the horses. Then comes the grand question,  to lunch or not to lunch; for if you dont mean to lunch, the call should be postponed till such a time as to prevent any mistake as to your intentions, else you may have the lady ringing the bell, and without giving an order letting you in for a second lunch, whether you will or not; a penance only to be equalled by that of a second breakfast at a lawn meet. Well, then, if you dont lunch, there is the second calculation as to whether the time of year will allow of your getting there and back before dark, with the state of the roads, the state of the horses,  the old subject over again. But ladies horses can do anything, so here let the Watkinses go. Let us suppose them in and away.

Spanker, the coachman, tired of the six miles an hour monotony of airing, seemed glad of an excuse for springing his horses, and put them over the intervening miles in double-quick time. Gasper, the road-man, who worked by the day and spent half his time in gossiping with the passersby, wondered what had happened. He had never seen the Lees folk, as he called them, having some doubt of their quality, in such a hurry before.

Arrived at the still pipe-decorated lodges, the opposing gates flew open with the rapidity due to such an exalted equipage, and the greys were coaxed into a canter against the now rising ground.

Mr Willy Watkins looked at his watch to see that they were not anticipating the revised dress of the Romford footmen, and Mrs and Miss began feeling their hair, adjusting their gloves, and arranging their company faces. They were presently under the portico of the front door. John Thomas, who, like all the Watkins men, was a London servant (working-up a lost character in the country), having alighted from his seat, rang an amazing peal at the bell, and was instantly alongside the carriage for orders, in anticipation of an immediate outburst of servants,  butler, groom of the chamber, footmen, &c.

Mrs Somerville, said Mrs Watkins, calmly, slightly removing the rich sable coverlid from her side of the carriage, as if to get out. But John Thomas stood listening at the hall-door, like a terrier at a rat-hole, without receiving any internal response to his summons. The fact was, these were the first callers the Romfords had had, and nobody seemed to know what to do. If the master and mistress were not at home, however, it was clear the servants were, for a bunch of uncropped, Friezeland hen-like heads were seen clustering in a second-floor window of the opposite wing, after the manner of well-conducted establishments. These we need scarcely say, were the Dirties,  Dirty No.1, Dirty No.2, and Dirtiest of the Dirty,  who all seemed more bent on admiring the unwonted equipage than desirous of affording the inmates of it any information. Thus they talked:  

Dirty No.2 Can it be for us?

Dirtiest of the Dirty Wonder who it is.

Dirty No.1 Oh! those Watkins folks.

Dirty No.2 No doubt come to look after the Squire; meaning Mr Romford.

Better ring again, at length muttered the coachman, who saw what was passing in front; and forthwith John Thomas gave another astonishing peal, that almost pulled the bell-handle out of the socket.

This scattered the Dirties; and Lucy  Mrs Somerville  who had whipped a pair of stockings, on which she was engaged, into an ottoman at the first alarm, now met the flying group in the back passage, and rallying them while censuring their flight, she desired that one of them would go and open the door directly.

And as on this occasion Dirtiest of the Dirty being again the cleanest of the three, she went circling along in her palpable hoops showing her well-shaped legs as she went. She opened the door, and exhibited herself in its portals.

But that she was pretty, John Thomas would have felt rather demeaned at being thus confronted with a female. As it was, he looked benignly at her, and said, with a simpering smile,

Missis at ome, Miss?

And Dirtiest of the Dirty, having no orders to the contrary, and not exactly understanding the meaning of the term, dropped a curtsy, and incontinently answered Yes; whereupon John Thomas reapproached the carriage to liberate the party, instead of taking the cards, which they had been sorting in full expectation of a different answer. Out got Willy, followed by the ladies, piloting their petticoats, to the admiration of the remaining Dirties, who had again congregated at the opposite window.

Oh, what fine ladies the Dirties thought them, and how they envied their smart clothes.

Our visitors looked rather disconcerted at the escort, but attributing the deficiency to the confusion of shifting, they followed Dirtiest of the Dirty across the lofty black and white marble-floored hall, through the vestibule, to the breakfast-room, where Lucy, nothing loath to see what was up, had subsided at an elegant work-table, with a strip of book-muslin in her hand.

The ladies, now said Dirtiest of the Dirty, opening the door; an forthwith Lucy arose, and with a profound stage curtsy to each, welcomed mother and daughter, and then, with a somewhat slighter curtsy and a graceful wave of her right hand, indicated a couple of advanced chairs, on which she begged they would be seated.

MISTER WATKINS now announced Mrs Watkins, slowly and distinctly bringing her flash man forward, so that there might be no mistake as to who they were. And Lucy gave a still more modified curtsy to him, and begged that he too would take a chair. All four having thus at length got themselves seated, Mrs Watkins adjusted her fine lace-fringed kerchief, and arranged her company-smile for a task

It is a great advantage to have trod the stage  to have played at kings and queens. It gives people wonderful composure under company circumstances. But for Lucys experience that way, she, might have felt rather awkward in the presence of two such highly dressed ladies, she only in a plain semi-mourning costume, waited upon by a woman Mamma, we may say, was busy baking, and did not show. Still Lucys quiet, graceful manner, coupled with her aristocratic residence, completely deceived Mrs Watkins, and deprived the latter of her usual condescending patronage, making her think that Lucy was a person to look up to. 
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So, instead of bringing out her Court card of the greatest personage she knew, as people in the country generally do, or talking about the splendour of Dalberry Lees, she began toadying, and apologising for this early intrusion on the score of their anxiety to be the first to pay their respects to Mrs Somerville; all of which Lucy received with great propriety, and many bows and thanks for their neighbourly consideration. They then indulged in a slight dissertation on the weather  in the course of which Lucy considered whether to offer them any luncheon, but thinking they looked like people who could eat at any time, and recollecting the dilapidated state of the establishment  nothing but Dirties  she wisely refrained, and entered with great glee on that safe, sure-footed subject of the climate, hoping the fine weather might continue, frost and snow were so very disagreeable  particularly snow, which put an end to everything, and made the country like a great prison. The snow question soon brought them to the subject of hunting, and Mrs Watkins continuing her toadyism at high pressure, by expressing their great delight with having got Mr Romford to take the hounds  the country was so dull without them  for though, she said, Mr Watkins only hunted for conformity, still it was a great advantage to everybody having hounds, not only in showing sport to the gentlemen who liked to have their faces scratched, but in promoting sociality, balls and parties, and making everything pleasant.

To this Lucy, who knew Faceys forte was not capering in a ball-room, made no reply; but Mrs Watkins followed up the charge briskly by saying, she supposed Mr Romford had an excellent set of dogs.

Lucy said he had, and spared no expense in procuring them. And Mrs Watkins heard he was an excellent sportsman too. Lucy replied that he was.

And now, Mrs Watkins having laid a foundation of flattery, proceeded to raise a superstructure of inquisitiveness upon it. She hoped Mrs Somerville was going to stay among them. Indeed, she didnt see how Mr Romford could do without her, though Mrs Watkins inwardly thought he would do much better with her beautiful daughter Cassandra Cleopatra. Lucy parried this home-thrust, by saying that she would most likely stay till she saw her brother comfortably settled  an answer that might involve any period of time, seeing that the comfort is so much a matter of opinion. Some people might think the West-end Swell comfortable; others, again, might require the elegancies of the Clarendon or of the Lord Warden at Dover, before they returned a verdict to that effect.

Well, but as the winter was so far advanced, observed Mrs Watkins, returning again to the charge, Mrs Somerville would most likely stay it out.

Lucy couldnt say. It would depend a good deal upon the weather.

Was she afraid of cold?

Not particularly, replied Lucy, only the country is always colder than the town.

But this seems a warm, comfortable house, observed Mrs Watkins, looking round the well-furnished room. Had they taken it for any length of time?

Lucy couldnt tell; didnt know whether it was a lease, a loan, or what it was; Mr Romford and Lord Lovetin had managed the matter between them.

His lordships a peculiar man, I thosse, now lisped Miss, who, at one time, thought she might perchance be Lady Lovetin.

Is he? said Lucy, who did not feel at all inclined to lead the charge against their noble landlord.

Oh, very, assented Mamma; quite a recluse. Does he lock up all the things, and just let you have the bare walls?

Oh, no, replied Lucy; we have whatever we want.

Ah, then Mr Romford will be a friend, suggested Mrs Watkins Mr Romford will be a friend. I know a party who wanted to take the place, and his lordship would hardly let them have anything for their money  wanted to be be paid extra for everything.

Indeed, said Lucy; hes quite different with us  I mean with my brother. He has all he wants, and more.

Its a good houth, I thosse? lisped Cassandra Cleopatra.

Very, assented Lucy; adding, would you like to see it?

Miss would, and so would mamma  the latter particularly, for, independently of the natural taste all ladies have for seeing over houses, she wanted to see what servants they had. So Lucy, handing Mr Watkins last weeks Bells Life (Faceys sole instructor), to amuse himself with during their absence, opened the door and away they floated on the grand tour of the house  upstairs and downstairs and in my ladys chamber. Whatever Mrs Watkins saw that was fine, she determined to have at Dalberry Lees.

Meanwhile friend Romford, who was busily engaged cleaning his gun in his shirt-sleeves in the butlers pantry down below, was sorely put out by the repeated rings at the door bell, and severely objurgated all the Dirties for letting the callers in, telling them, as he met them on the wing after the mischief, always to say that they were not at home, when anybody came. And he then returned to his former occupation, now wishing the Watkinses were gone, now wondering why they came, next dreading lest they might eat his dinner for luncheon, then thinking how he came to miss his last woodcock that morning. It was that confounded mountain-ash in the way, said he.

In the midst of his speculations the rustle of robes and the sound of female voices came softened down below, and, listening attentively, friend Facey distinctly heard Lucys voice pioneering the marauders. This is the servants hall, said she, and beyond it is the butlers pantry, the voice advancing that way.

And, rot it, theyre comin, said he, depositing his gun and ramrod on the table, and making his escape by the opposite door. He got into the stillroom  no still room, however, for him, for the voices presently approached that door, driving him into the housekeepers room, from whence there was no escape save through the scullery and up by the coal-cellar grate. Determined not to be caught  especially in his shirt-sleeves  he dashed valiantly at the iron bars, and, mistaking the side of the cellars, crawled out right in front of the Watkins horses heads, to the astonishment of Mr Spanker and the magnificent footman, who at first thought it was the long-expected ale-jug coming. Not being, however, easily disconcerted, friend Facey just asked them, in a careless indifferent sort of way, if they had seen a rat come up, and, being answered in the negative, he turned in again at a side door as if nothing particular had happened, the Watkinss men wondering if it was the gardener, or who it could be.

The ladies, having at length completed their tour, dairy, pantry, larder and all, began to arrange their features for farewell. Mrs Watkins considering whether she should offer Mrs Somerville her hand, or wait for Mrs Somerville to tender hers; Mrs Somerville thinking how to get them out of the house without an irruption of Dirties to show them the way. The Watkinses then recollected that they hadnt got Willy, so, returning to the breakfast-room, they found that worthy in the act of examining his side hair minutely in the mantel-piece mirror. Come, Willy, come! cried the imperious dame, and forthwith Willy relinquished the arrangement of his looks, and proceeded to recover his hat. That gained, Mrs Watkins assumed his arm, and thus fortified, then came the terrible conflict about the adieu. Whether twere nobler to make a curtsy and move on, or go in boldly for a shake of the hand. Momentous question!

That little ceremony has caused many a coolness  a coolness with some if you dont offer it a coolness with others if you do. Mrs Watkins would like to shake hands, but then came the terrible bugbear of the cold shoulder. She would like to get a footing at Beldon Hall, if it were only for the sake of Cassandra, but then, which was the likeliest way to obtain one.

In the midst of this dilemma, and just when the case seemed hopeless  the theatrical lady knowing the right time better than Mrs Watkins did  having got them to the room door, released the easy fold of her arms and tendered her hand to Madame, who grasped it with fervour. There is a great deal of significance in the shake of a hand. Miss quickly followed suit, and then Willy closed the affair by offering his and bowing himself out of the room. Mrs Somerville gave a random ring at the bell, more for the sake of the sound than in hopes that any of the Dirties would show themselves to open the hall-door. And Facey, having planted himself at the window of observation lately occupied by the Mustards, saw the visitors depart, observing to himself as Miss settled into her seat in the carriage, Not a bad looking lass that. He then ran into the larder to see what damage they had done to the meat, and finding all right, he went to discuss the visitors with Lucy. What she said, what they said, all how and about it; in fact Facey thought the Somerville dodge would do.

But he couldnt have any callers admitted  might ring as much as they liked at the bell, and leave their cards in any quantities; but coming in was quite out of the question, quite another pair of shoes. And, by way of checking the expected influx, he presently set up a garden-rake, which he kept behind the Indian screen in the entrance-hall, wherewith he used to recreate himself by raking the gravel before the front-door, so that he could tell whether there had been anybody there or not.

Let us, however, now attend to the departing visitors.

Well, Spanker having piloted his party safe off the premises, and Mrs Watkins having conned matters over in her own mind, came to the conclusion that it would be well to look knowing; accordingly, without consulting Willy, she uttered the homeward route, telling the coachman to drive by Peasmeadow Park, in order that she might show off before Mrs Clapperclaw, a lady with a great determination of words to the mouth. She was at home; and, the usual salutations over, with a short cut at the weather, Mrs Watkins opened fire briskly  for Mrs Clapperclaws clock was twenty minutes too fast  by saying, Well, they had been to Beldon Hall, and seen Mrs Somerville,  really a very nice sort of person  not above thirty or five-and-thirty years of age  (this was an exaggeration, for Lucy was then only twenty-nine) evidently used to the best (dressed) society. Mr Romford was not in; but the hounds had come, and would hunt  Monday, Ashley Law; Tuesday, Thorney Row; Friday, Pippin Priory; Saturday  she forgot where.

Indeed, it would not have been much matter if she had forgotten them all, for Monday, as we shall presently see, was Pippin Priory, and the other two places were transposed. All meets, however, are alike to the ladies, save at their own houses.

With regard to the establishment and prospects of gaiety, Mrs Watkins could give no very satisfactory information. No doubt Mr Romford was a friend of Lord Lovetin, and seemed to have complete control of the place; but the Mustards were all the servants the Watkinses saw, though there might be others elsewhere, or coming. If Mr Romford lived there as a bachelor, he might not entertain; but if Mrs Somerville remained, there was no reason why they shouldnt give calls and take a prominent part in the festivities of the country. Indeed, Mrs Watkins observed, that, to her mind, entertaining and promoting conviviality was one of the principal uses of a master of hounds; for, as to the mere scampering over the country after a parcel of dogs,  getting their faces scratched and their clothes torn, she didnt believe that one man in ten who went out really cared for it  she was sure Mr Watkins did not: indeed, nobody knew how unhappy he always was the night before hunting. Nothing but a high sense of duty, Mrs Watkins was sure, could induce him to go out. And Willy, who knew that doctrine wasnt the ticket, kept frowning at his imperious wife while she delivered the opinion. You know its a fact, W., said she, turning upon him with the effrontery of a brow-beating counsel; and, as there were none but ladies present, rather than have an argument, Willy admitted that he did not care much about it.

Mrs Watkins  having thus delivered her budget, and sipped her second glass of sherry  began to feel at her crinoline; and Miss doing the same, mamma caught at the first pause in the conversation to arise; and, after much grinning, and handling, and teeth-showing, the exploring party retired, and Home was the word, for Dalberry Lees.

Then Mrs Clapperclaw  who dearly loved to be knowing  having digested all Mrs Watkins had said, presently three-black-crowed the information, by telling Mrs Marcus Sompting, the next caller, that there were going to be grand doings at Beldon Hall. That Mr Romford was a gay young bachelor, with a dashing widow sister, who doubtless would keep the game a-going, and contribute very materially to the enlivenment of Doubleimupshire. And the news flew with great rapidity, and caused very general satisfaction, for the natives wanted stirring up sadly. Indeed, for long they had had nothing to do but abuse each other, which becomes tiresome after a time. It is marvellous how country people hate, and yet hug one another!


XXV. MR ROMFORDS DÉBUT IN DOUBLEIMUPSHIRE
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THAT FIRST IMPRESSIONS ARE EVERYTHING is a truism that more people are ready to admit than to act up to; else how can we account for so many ladies disporting themselves in London in their old attire instead of waiting quietly till their new things come home from the milliners, thus stamping themselves as dowdies in the minds of their friends for the rest of the season. Who can expect that last great act of social fellowship  walking down St. James Street, arm in arm with a swell  if he is not properly attired for the critical occasion.

Many a man has been turned adrift at the Piccadilly crossings without knowing the reason why.

Mr Romfords début with the Larkspur Hunt, in Doubleimupshire, was very different to what it was with the Heavyside one. Instead of the old pen-wiper-looking scarlet with its strong characteristic aroma of Jamess horse blister, he sported a smart new Tick coat, built on the semi-frock principle of the simpering gentleman sitting on the wooden-horse in the tailors shop-window in Regent Street; and though Hammond and Bartley rejected his orders, other less eminent artistes, as we said before, were only too happy to execute them.

Francis Romford, Esq., at the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Lovetins, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire, looked well on the new deal packing-cases standing conspicuously at their shop doors. So, what with Lucys  that is, Mrs Somervilles  orders to London tradesmen, and Faceys favours in the sporting and general way, Independent Jimmy was constantly leaving something or other at Beldon Hall lodge  new saddles, new bridles, new dresses, new boots, new bonnets, new everything. It is of no use people stinting themselves when they are not going to pay for what they get.

At length all the orders, all the coats, and boots, and breeches, all the Goodhearted Green exertions, culminated in the throwing-off point, and the Larkspur Hunt was about to be revived under the auspices of the renowned Mr Romford.

Swig and Chowey were severely admonished as to their drinking propensities,  told that if they ever transgressed again, they should not only have the full weight of Mr Romfords right arm, the biceps muscle of which he invited them to feel, but that he would spend a whole golden sovereign in paper and postage stamps, to write to every master of hounds in the kingdom, cautioning them against engaging two such offenders. And by dint of big talk, Facey made them believe he was a very great man, and capable of demolishing them entirely.

And Mrs Somerville, who understood stage effect, and the advantage of uniformity, saw that Swig and Chowey were properly dressed, clean shaved, clean white cravats, good gloves, and well put on well-polished boots, which, with their new London caps and coats, made them look as unlike themselves  as unlike the remnants of men that they were when Mr Romford picked them up at Tattersalls, as could possibly be.

Facey, too, was very fine  very different to what he was when he mounted the Dragon of Wantley, to take his first day with the Heavyside Hounds. He was not only well dressed, but he had lost a good deal of the shaggy Lion Wallace appearance he had about the face, by judicious trimming and polling. Then his clothes were quite unexceptionable, for if a man will only employ good London tradesmen, they will always take care that he doesnt make a guy of himself. All he then has to do is, to put them on properly.

And when they were all mounted, Romford on the magnificent Pull-Devil-Pull-Baker, late Placid Joe; Swig riding Everlasting; and Chowey on Perfection, the nutmeg-coloured grey with the penchant for carriages, the blooming well-conditioned pack of hounds around them, they really looked remarkably well,  thanks to Tick and their other numerous friends and benefactors. Thus, with eighteen couple of picked hounds, Mr Romford set off to undergo the scrutiny of the assembled science of the Larkspur Hunt.

Trot trot, bump bump, trot trot, they went  Facey thinking if Swig and Chowey looked so well, what must he do; new hat, new coat, new everything  besides being such a good-looking fellow. Oh! for a good line of plate-glass windows to admire himself in. He felt as if he had lit on his legs. And in the exuberance of spirit he chucked Tony Parker, the pikeman at Bewley side-bar, a shilling, without ever asking what the toll was.

Tony picked it up, saying as he did it, Now thats a real gemman, that is.

The meet was at Pippin Priory, the elegant mansion of Mr Joseph Large, who having taken a prominent part in the resuscitation of the Larkspur Hunt, under Mr Romfords auspices, was well entitled to have the first show-off of the new establishment, on the verdant lawn before his gaudy house.

Mr Large was not a sportsman, nor yet a regular Doubleimupshire squire, being nothing more nor less than a tea-pot-handle maker  a great tea-pot-handle maker  carrying on business both in London and Birmingham. And, though it seems a curious trade, yet, if we consider the enormous number of people there are with tea-pots  each, of course, with a handle  and how few men there are in the handle-making line [we question if the reader ever met with one before], it is no wonder he made a good thing of it. Joseph was rich  very rich: we wish we could give the reader an adequate idea of his riches, but he kept all his balance-sheets to himself, not even showing them to beloved Mrs Large. He did not go about saying I am the great Mr Large, with a redundancy of money; but if anybody were mentioned who was not in similar circumstances, he would say, with a scornful, up-turned lip, Poor man  very poor man. Could buy him fifty times over  a hundred, if that was all.

Singular enough, Large was a good deal of the tea-pot build himself, being short and squat, with a very sallow complexion, and a stiff row of black curls round his otherwise bald head, somewhat resembling a coachmans wig. It was hard to say whether his vulgar, vacant face or his great sticking-out stomach was the most offensive; for he used to bring the latter to bear upon one in the most arrogant way, as much as to say, There! theres a stomach with good fat capon lined! Match it if you can!

Young Large  Joseph Bolingbroke, as he was magnificently called  was the exact counterpart of his father, barring the disparity of years, and that he had a full crop of curly black hair instead of the ivory-like apex of papa. He also sported a moustache, and had whiskers extending all round the chin up to the mouth. He was quite as purse-proud, though still not so good a man as his father, for he would have nothing to do with hunting, having, indeed, been trundled off both fore and aft; so papa, who had a very exalted opinion of the advantages of the chase, was obliged to do the dangerous both for self and son. It was hard upon the old boy, who, the reader will see, was not at all adapted for the sport; but pride feels no pain, and he went at it like a man  not horse  tight boots, round legs, wash-ball seat and all. He had been an ardent supporter of Mr Romford, fully believing he was the Turbot-on-its-tail, and thinking that Romford might be useful in getting Bolingbroke into that high society wherein he could pick up a noblemans daughter, a connection with the peerage being the height of the tea-pot-handle makers ambition.

So now he was going to reap the first fruit of his patriotism, by entertaining the new master at a grand hunt breakfast at Pippin, or Pipkin Priory, as, of course, the wags called it, a spacious Elizabethan mansion built of yellow brick, with bands and arches of red ditto. It stood on a gently rising eminence, well sheltered at the back and sides by a judicious mixture of evergreen trees and oaks. It had been the site of an old Hall house, though, of course, not a quarter the size it is now.

There had been a great gathering of fowls, and hunting of eggs, and coaxings of cream in the immediate neighbourhood, and now the thing was to get people to come in and partake of the feast so provided. The hunt, we may say, had been divided between the merits of Mr Romford and those of that popular sportsman, Mr Jovey Jessop, and some of the malcontents showed their displeasure at the choice by remaining outside. Indeed, Mr Romford would much have preferred staying with his hounds, but both Lucy and her mamma had charged him to go in and make himself agreeable to the ladies, especially to Mrs Large, assuring him that all women liked attention.

So, when the gaudy green and gold Johnny came tripping over the lawn, taking care of his stockings, to summon him inside, Facey surrendered his horse to a servant, and left the hounds in charge of old Swig. It was a dangerous move; for ere Faceys substantial form darkened the Priory portico, a white-aproned man was seen fluttering along the yew-tree walk, bearing a sort of hen and chickens, in the shape of a black bottle with a brood of little wine-glasses clustering around on a tray. At first sight Swigs good resolution said No. No! it should be No, no, I thank you sir, at least, as became the ci-devant servant of an Earl. But as the white-aproned man turned out of the walk by the little green gate, the jingle of the wineglasses sounded rather too musically on Swigs ear, and looking at the tray, he saw some biscuits upon it. Taking a biscuit could do him no harm, he thought! so he suffered the tempter to approach him.

Good mornin, Mr Swig, said the man; for the aphorism that more people know Tom Fool than Tom Fool knows, holds particularly good as regards huntsmen and field servants. Good mornin, Mr Swig, said he, in the confident tone of a man who feels sure of a welcome.

Mornin, said Swig, still riding the good horse Resolution.

Take a dram this morning? continued the footman, balancing the tray on one hand, while he took the silver-headed stopper out of the bottle with the other.

He was now close up against Swigs horses shoulder, and the aroma of the gin (for it was that beautiful beverage) mounted most generously up to the Swig snub-nose. This was too much for the veteran. Daniel! the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel! couldnt resist it.

Just a thimbleful, said he, as the servant began trickling the gin out of the full bottle into the clear glass. Nay, man, thats a glass! exclaimed Daniel, more in pleasure than in anger. Nevertheless, he quaffed it off saying, as he raised it to his lips, Sir, I looks towards you; meaning thereby that he was drinking the mans health.

Chowey then unscrewed his proboscis, and took his dram down without any emotion.

Thus fortified, the two turned to the hounds, and gave them a brisk cheerful sweep down the Park, returning, like moths, to the gin candle up above, and they then took another thimbleful each.

But we must now follow friend Facey, who has got among the Philistines in the house.

There was a great gathering inside, for Mr Large looked upon a grand breakfast as part of the ceremony of the hunt; and friend Facey, having been duly eased of his hat, whip, and gloves in the entrance-hall, and run his fingers through his hair, was presently at the lofty mahogany-door of the dining-room.

Mr Romford, I think? said the obsequious butler, turning half round as he laid hold of the ivory handle.

Mr Romford it is, said Facey, in a tone that as good as said, Can there be any doubt on the point?

The door then opened, disclosing a goodly assemblage of ladies and gentlemen, all apparently busy on masticating enjoyments, but still keeping a disengaged eye for the new comer.

MR ROMFORD, now announced the butler in a clear sonorous voice, to our bald-headed host, as he sat with his back to the door; whereupon up jumped the teapot-handle maker, with his mouth full of ham, and, getting Facey by the hand, proceeded to give him a most spluttering welcome, working him up the room towards his wife as he went.

Mr Romford, my dear, gasped he, as he got him there;. whereupon the well-developed matron, all gorgeous in peach coloured, lace-bedizened moire-antique and jewellery, half arose from her chair, and smiled him into a seat on her right, that had evidently been reserved for the hero of the day. Friend Facey having got himself settled, then cast one roguish eye at her, the other glancing down the table, to see what sort of a set he had got amongst. He thought they would do.

Will you take tea or coffee? now asked Mrs Joseph Large, who seemed well primed with both, having great further tea capabilities in the richly chased silver urn before her.

Oh, Facey didnt care much about either. Well, tea, he thought, muttering something about porridge, and one breakfast a-day serving him. He then took a general survey of the table and room. Everything was very fine,  plate, linen, and china; flowers, and vases, and fruit. It seemed breakfast and dinner combined. He had never seen anything half so fine before. Wouldnt have touched his own eggs and bacon if hed known what was in store for him. He had now got his tea, also sugar and cream, and the hum of conversation that had been interrupted on his entry was gradually resumed, though those in the immediate neighbourhood kept their ears open to hear what was said. Facey having pronged a piece of breakfast-cake to avoid the persecution of the servants, who were now offering him everything he didnt want, then bethought him of Lucys injunctions, and proceeded to play what he thought the agreeable to the hostess.

How many children have you? asked he.

Five, replied Mrs Large.

Five, have you (humph),  two couple and a half. How old are you? Facey eyeing her intently, as if making his own calculation.

Mrs Large was not going to answer this question, so she parried it by telling the footman to hand Mr Romford the butter.

Whats your christian name? was the next question.

Mary, replied his hostess.

Mary (humph),  just plain Mary, is it?

Just Mary, assented our hostess, who did not consider herself plain by any means.

The conversation then proceeded much as follows:  

Facey. Is this place yours, or do you rent it?

Mrs Large. Oh, its our own.

Facey. Much land about it?

Mrs Large. A good deal.

Facey. Two or three thousand acres, praps?

Mrs Large. Perhaps.

Facey. Much game?

Mrs Large. A good deal.

Facey. Is whats-his-name  your husband there  (nodding towards Mr Large) nasty particular about it?

Mrs Large. Well (hem), not more (cough) than other (hem) people.

Facey. Wouldnt mind one walking over it occasionally with ones dog and ones gun if it came in ones way, I spose?

The conversation or rather interrogatories were interrupted at this critical point by Whats-his-name rising at the other end of the table, and calling upon the company to fill their glasses  to fill bumpers to a toast he was about to propose, for which purpose the servants had been planting elegant grape-wreathed Dobson and Pierce glasses at regular intervals round the table. The champagne corks now began to fly. Mr Joseph Large, who dearly loved the sound of his own voice, then opened a volley of laudatory observations on friend Facey, talking of his great prowess as a sportsman, and the high compliment he had paid the Larkspur gentlemen in leaving his native county, with his great local influence and associations, to hunt their inferior one, though Mr Large hoped the welcome the Larkspur gentlemen would give him would compensate for the sacrifice. He then glanced at the great advantages of a pack of hounds in a county, which he was well qualified to do, seeing that he only hunted medicinally, and because he was told it was right.

Among the many merits of champagne may be mentioned that of its tendency to cut short long-winded speeches, for no one likes to sit nursing a glass of the sparkling beverage in his hand until its effervescence subsides, and premature cries of Your health, Mr Romford!  your health, Mr Romford! caused the speaker to conclude without the cut at the Jovey Jessopites he meant to have indulged in, while the clatter of the china, to get Facey up to reply, making Mrs Large feel for her cups, she at last asked Mr Romford if he had not better rise.

Then the man, whose moother was a lady, but whose fatther was a gardener, drew his Bedford cords slowly and deliberately from under the table, and, having gained his utmost altitude, essayed his maiden speech, amidst the most profound and anxious silence.

Gentlemen, said he, Im no speaker, but Im a sportsman  (applause). If youll let my hounds alone, and give them fair play and room to hunt, Ill be bound to say Ill show you sport, but if you override them  I  I  dont know what Ill do said he, with a shake of the head, amidst a roar of laughter. Spose then, continued he, after a pause, that we drink Foxhunting, and be off to it! So saying, he drained his glass, and, pocketing his napkin, which he thought was a present, with an outward bulge of his person towards Mrs Large, he rolled out of the room.

Hes a rum un, whispered one, as Facey got out of hearing.

He is that, muttered another.

Good sportsman, observed a third.

Man of large pror-perty, said Mr Large, as he felt bound to support him.

Presumes upon that, perhaps, rejoined a fifth.

Then the ladies canvassed him freely.

How old should you say he is? asked Mrs Large of the company generally.

Perhaps five-and-thirty, said Mrs Cumberledge.

Oh, far more than that, mamma! exclaimed Miss Cumberledge, who wished to deter Miss Agnes de Flouncey from thinking of him.

Hes such an ugly man, said Miss Agnes, going on the running-down tack also.

I shouldnt say he was ugly, Agnes, rejoined Mrs Joseph Large plain man, but pleasant. He has a good deal to say for himself.

A good deal of money, I suppose, sneered Miss Cumberledge, as if she was quite above any mercenary consideration.

He looks like a great, rich man, observed little Miss Ellerby, who, pleading guilty to twenty-five (as she was in reality thirty-three), would have had no objection to have him.

Still, notwithstanding these expressions of opinion from the few, it would have been extremely difficult to arrive at any satisfactory conclusion from the many, as to Mr Romfords character and qualifications  his independent manner, coupled with his reputed vast possessions, confusing, if not misleading the judgment. Here, again, if the parties had only known that he was a mere hound-stealing, penniless adventurer, they would have had no hesitation whatever in the matter. Great clown, or great lout would have been the verdict. As it was, however, they seemed rather to concur with Independent Jimmy in thinking that he was not a man of much blandishment. But having seen him in the house, let us now follow him to the field, teapot-handle-maker, company, and all.

To horse!  to horse! is now the cry.


XXVI. A FICTITIOUS FOX
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MR FACEY ROMFORDS SUBSTANTIAL FIGURE under the handsome portico of Pippin Priory had a very salutary influence on Daniel Swig, who was just trotting his hounds gaily back to the bottle, unable any longer to resist its seductive influence.

He had had three glasses already, and another would in all probability have made him revert to the glorious days when he was the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel! to the disparagement of his service with our Master. Not but that he was a great deal better done by than he was with the Heavyside Hunt, but still the recollection of the Hurl, and the contrast with Facey were sometimes too much for Daniels sensitive, excitable temperament.

Chowey, on the other hand, was more cosmopolitan in his views. He was ready to praise any master with whom he had ever lived, provided he thought the praise would be likely to put a shilling or two in his pocket.

He, too, had done homage to the gin bottle, and between visits, had been composing his extraordinary proboscis, and casting about, looking at the field to see whose acquaintance he could claim, whom he could compliment on a desperate leap with the Hatherstone, or remind that he had seen him swim a river, like a harm of the sea, with the Berkshire. Was he as hard a rider now? Ingenious Chowey! Who could resist such soft sawder as that? But to our meet.

The plot had greatly thickened since Mr Romford entered the Priory.

Instead of the mole-catcher, the rat-catcher, the earth-stopper, the man with the three-year old filly in the breaking bridle, and the usual circus-like ring of pedestrians, there were groups of knowing sportsmen clustering here and there, following and intercepting the hounds when they moved.

Whats that hound, huntsman? demanded a gentleman in scarlet, in a very hundred-pounds-a-year sort of voice.

Which, sir? replied Swig, with a respectful touch of his new velvet cap, not knowing what the inquirer might be good for in the way of a tip, when tipping time came.

There, that, the lemon-pied one, just under your horses bead!

Oh, thats Comforter, sir. Comforter, good dog! continued Swig, as Comforter looked up on hearing his name.

Ah, Comforter; by the Cottesmore Combatant, isnt he? asked the gentlemen.

No, sir; by the Burton Bellman. Bellman was by Lord Yarboroughs Boisterous, Boisterous by the Cheshire Bluster, Bluster by the Bedale Buster by Sir Tatton Sykes Barbarous, Barbarous by the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Brilliant.

So Swig shut the inquirer up with a perfect torrent of fabulous pedigree.

Facey, who knew what they were after as well as they did themselves, paused, and looked on with a smile at their pointings, and winkings, and nudgings, feeling satisfied they could take no exception to his hounds. His horses might have some little peculiarities about them, but they were more mental than bodily defects, and clipping and shaving did all that the most scientific, self-sufficient stud groom could accomplish in the way of condition. So he came, lowering his hat string, looking carefully into the crowd to see if there was any one who could blow him  anyone who could knock the Turbot off its tail  any of the Heavysides or Gilroy set.

Dash it! that square out wide-buttoned coat was uncommonly like Oliver Joggleburys, thought he; so were the boots, and the legs, and the action. Dashed if Facey didnt think it was Oliver. By Jove! what a go it would be if it were a nephew of old Jogs.

Just then the alarming party turned round, and in lieu of Olivers dark, almost copper-coloured face, disclosed a nearly white one, with stubbly ginger whiskers, and white eyelashes.

Thank heavens, thats all right! gasped Mr Romford, now relieved by the sight. Thank heavens, thats all right!

But scarcely had he regained his composure, ere a pair of very luxuriant, inward curling, jet-black whiskers, struck him as impossible to belong to any one but Colonel Bannerman.

Couldnt be two such pairs in the world, thought Facey, and again his heart mounted to his mouth, as he remembered the trifle he owed the Colonel on the Derby, and how he had warranted a three-legged horse to him as sound. Fortunately, however, our friend was again deceived. The whiskers belonged to Mr Bradley Smith of Rushden, a member of the Larkspur Hunt, a gentleman not in the least like the blackleg Colonel. And Facey was again comforted. Fortune favoured the brave, he thought, so vaulting gaily over the light palisade that separated the green slope on which the Priory stood from the Park, he advanced confidently towards the parti-coloured crowd  now clustered about the pack  still culling and criticising their size, colour, and condition.

The hounds now raised a half-melodious, half-rebellious sort of cry at Swig and Chowey, as our Master advanced, that as good as said, All you are only the servants that look after us, this is the boy that shows us sport. Some of the more independent then broke away altogether, jumping and frolicking towards Mr Facey.

Gently, Blithsome! cried our Master, swinging his whip round as Blithsome wiped her paws right down his fine new coat-back. Get away, you fool, added he, with a frown and stamp of his foot, as if Blithsome ought to know he had got his new coat on, as well as he himself did.

At this juncture, up waddled his host in a pair of excruciatingly tight boots, and getting our Master familiarly by the handle, proceeded to push and steer him up to several groups of sportsmen, presenting him to them at random. Mr Blanton  Mr Romford, Mr Brogdale  Mr Romford, with such rapidity, that it was utterly impossible for Facey to follow him, so adopting the old poachers advice to his son, of always blazing into the brown on em, he gave two or three general aerial sweeps with his arm, as he kept sidling away for his horse.

A little to the left of the pack walked the magnificent Baker, late Placid Joe, in all the pride of superlative condition, looking as demure as a Quaker, and as if he had never done anything wrong. He had, indeed, been greatly admired; his size, his strength, his substance and it seemed to be generally agreed that such a horse could not be procured under a couple of hundred guineas. Some said three hundred, but those were the boys who never gave more than thirty themselves.

Then Mr Facey having gained him, and thanked the man in charge for his trouble, which was all he was in the habit of doing, he swung himself into his saddle, and felt all the better for being there. Drawing the thin rein he felt him lightly with his leg, and proceeded to pass on to the pack. Meanwhile his host had raised fresh recruits for the honour of presentation; and the old process, Mr Kickton  Mr Romford, Mr Bullpig  Mr Romford, was resumed.

At length Mr Facey, thinking he had been sufficiently exhibited, got his horse short by the head, and, hallooing to his host to know what he should draw first, with Swig in advance and Chowey a little behind, he moved gaily away, with the glad pack now clustering and frolicking around him  the presentation napkin just peeping out of his pocket as he went. There was a large field  fifty or sixty horsemen, perhaps  which of course a generous public would call a hundred, Jessop-ites, Romford-ites, Any-thing-else-ites. And great was the talk and commotion the hounds raised. It seemed to be generally agreed that it was an undeniable turn-out, but some thought Faceys manners brusque, and that he did not make sufficient distinction between the large subscribers and the small ones. Poor Facey couldnt tell by their looks what they gave.

A lawn meet generally involves a little deception, or what Independent Jimmy would call blandishment, and Facey had to run his hounds through several improbable places that had never held a fox in the memory of man, and in all probability never will. Still, it was part of the programme, and, of course, he conformed to it. First he tried the laurel walk, and the rhododendron beds, then he went to the deodara grove, and was moving on to the summer-house hill when a green and red gamekeeper came up and announced that he had seen a fox sitting under the projecting ridge of Silverstream Slate Quarry. This was Mr Charley Slinker, a gentleman pretty well known in gunning circles, as also in the public-house and advertising lines, being constantly offering his services, either as a park-keeper, gamekeeper, head or single banded, sometimes indeed descending as low as an under gamekeeper, or even one who would devote himself entirely to trapping. But Charley, in his glory, was the occupant of such a place as he now had, living with a master who, knowing nothing about the matter, listened to his stories and worried anybody upon whom Slinker hounded him. There is no greater mischief-maker than a second-class gamekeeper. They are always hunting and frittering away character.

Well, up came Slinker to Romford, in manner aforesaid, and though friend Romford thought he looked like a scamp, he accepted the information, and telling him to lead the way, bid him put the fox away quietly, and hold up his white hat when he was gone. Facey then made a little détour with the hounds while Slinker performed his part of the ceremony. And the mans manner and official position tending to raise hopes, all the pedestrians and several of the equestrians followed to see what would happen. On Slinker stalked, full of consequence and expectation that Mr Romford would tip him a sovereign at least for the find. Arriving at the top of the quarry he clapped his hands loudly, and shew, shewed! expecting to see the fox bolt on the instant. Nothing of the sort however happened, some jackdaws flew out of the quarry, but no fox appeared. Looking rather disconcerted, the hero of the gun then stooped, and picking up a stone threw it at the place where he still thought he saw the fox lying. Another jackdaw then appeared. Crack! crack! now went several whips, in the midst of which Slinker descended, and, making for the spot, found the brown substance he had been taking for a fox was some fox-coloured fern! Nothing daunted, however, he returned boldly to the front, inveighing bitterly against the foot people, declaring that half of them ought to be hung  that he had seen the fox there every morning for the last month, and now they had put him away just when the hounds had come to hunt him. But he knew who had done it! He knew who had done it! It was that Geordey Mason, because he wouldnt let him come to the rook-shooting. Hed pay him off that he would.

Mr Romford, little chagrined, for he did not expect much from his man, then took his further directions from Mr Joseph Large, who, wishing to get out of his tight top-boots as soon as he could, told our Master he had better go at once to Winstable Wood, and not potter about wasting time any longer. Whereupon Mr Romfords broad shoulders assumed the jerk of activity, which, having communicated itself to the rest of the field, away the whole party went, bump bump, trot trot, trotting to the bob, bob, bobbing of the mens caps in advance. So they passed through the hamlets of Shinley and Crumpton, to the delight of the children and the astonishment of the poultry, each, particularly one old hen, thinking the whole force of the movement was directed against her.

As the teapot-handle-maker, in his purgatorial tops, was borne along on a very fractious rough-actioned chestnut horse, he inwardly thought that the trouble of hunting was greater than the pleasure. He thought he would like to do it by deputy. Send the coachman out instead. Why should he be tormented in this way?  riding a nasty, capering, hotheaded brute that wanted to have the whole road to itself, and, if he gave it its head, would infallibly run clean away with him?  Why, indeed! Rot the brute! there it goes again! exclaimed Joseph, as the irritated chestnut threw up its head and nearly flattened his snub nose. And Joseph inwardly wished he had him in a good rough ploughed field, where he could give him the slack rein and ride him to a stand-still to punish him for his impetuosity. Why couldnt he take things quietly?  and thereupon he gave him a cropper that made the horse worse. Thus Joseph proceeded on his way anything but rejoicing. Meanwhile Bolingbroke was comfortably at home feeding his pigeons.


XXVII. A REAL FOX
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THERE WERE GOOD FOXES IN Doubleimupshire, only they required a little finding. They lay in queer out of the way places, old buildings, ivy-mantled crags, and one gentleman had his billet up a hollow box-tree.

Some men are good at finding foxes and bad at hunting them; others are bad at finding, and good at hunting them while others again are good at neither operation. Mr Facey Romford combined both qualities, he could find as well as hunt. He had an intuitive knowledge of the nature and habits of the animal, and seemed to say to himself as he approached a cover  his little pig eyes raking it in all directions Now, Francis Romford, moy beloved friend, if you were a fox, where would you lie? Would you choose the east side by the road, with the chance of intrusion from every stray cur and stick-stealing besom-maker; or would you take the west, where it is quieter with worse lying; or would you mount half way up the hill where there is a sunny sand bank to bask upon, with a nice close gorse in the rear? and whichever part of a cover Facey fancied, there generally was to be found the fox. Sometimes he would whip them out of places that nobody ever thought of trying, straggling bushes, briary banks, angular nooks  quarters that offered the benefit of seclusion without attracting notoriety by their size. How can you be sure hes not there, Facey would say, if you dont try? Not that he went with the pack, and the posse comitatus at his heels, but he sent Swig or Chowey or someone to whip the place in passing. He never gave a keeper a chance of saying that he drew over his foxes, or left them behind.

Whitstable Wood was a sure find  at least as sure as anything can be that is dependent upon the will of a wild animal, and, not having been disturbed for some time, expectation ran high on the point. Moreover, after two or three failures, even the funkers begin to wish for something better than the mere cheer of the huntsman or the rate of the whips. It is being hurried into hot action, without a moments preparation, or time to get on terms with ones horse, that makes people quake and wish themselves out of it. A great staring stone wall or a bottomless brook to begin upon are sad dampers to ardour and energy. Leaping should be gradual and progressive. A little one first, then a somewhat larger, and a little bigger after that, and so on. Not a great choker at starting. It should be conducted on the principle of a French dinner, where the grand pièce de résistance comes last.

But we are now at the cover  a twenty-acre wood of stately oaks, with capital lying, and already Romford & Co. have dissolved partnership, Swig taking the right, Chowey the left, each keeping wide of Mr Romford, so that, as Beckford says, a single hound may not escape them. Facey coaxes as many of the field as he can into cover, but the rides being deep and the clay holding, it is not a popular measure. Mr Joseph Large never went into a wood, because he never could find his way out again; but, on this occasion, thinking the holding clay might be serviceable to the fractious chestnut horse, he went boldly in, determined to give him a bucketing if he could. Still Josephs example was not seductive  very few followed him. Mr Kickton wanted to ride against Mr Pyefinch, who had said he was a tailor; while Mr Blanton, Mr Bullpig, and Farmer Tuppen wanted to be ready to slip down Lavenham Lane, in case the fox went to the west. Each man has a pet reason for not going in. And as few now-a-days care to see a fox found, Facey has it pretty much to himself. On he goes, slowly and carefully, inwardly hoping that his gratuitous pack might distinguish itself. If there was any truth in breeding they would, and he knew he had spared no lies in getting them.

And the hounds had not been long in cover ere the feathering of Trumpeter and Tuneable (both from the Badminton) satisfied our distinguished master that a fox was at home, and, getting the Baker horse by the head, he dashed into the thickest of the brushwood, followed by such of the pack as had witnessed the move. Yooi, push em up! cheered Facey with a slight crack of his whip, and on the instant a great ruddy-coated, white throated, irate-looking dog fox dashed out of his grassy lair in full view of Trumpeter, who raised such an exclamation of joy and surprise as electrified the rest of the pack, and brought them pell-mell to the spot to share in the crash and the triumph. What a commotion was there! A pack of vigorous fox-hounds, all getting a whiff of the scent by turns, each particular hound giving as it were a receipt in full for the whole. What a crash they make! and the old wood echoes and reverberates the sound with most usurious interest. Then the critics, both hostile and friendly, began cocking their ears for censure or for praise, while the unprejudiced sportsmen sat revelling in the melody, half wishing the fox would break cover, and yet half that he would stay, and have a little more taken out of him ere he fled. And sly Reynard, apparently considering the matter, and leaving the dreadful clamour behind him, thought he had better get a little further a-head before he ventured to leave his comfortable quarters, so, running a couple of liberal rings, he so foiled the ground as to bring the clamorous hounds to their noses, and give him a much better chance of escape. And as the music sensibly lessened and some were beginning to abuse the scent, and Facey was cheering on the hounds that could hold it, the twang of a horn came softened through the wood, changing the whole course of the performance.

It was Daniel! the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel! doing with his horn what he was unable to do with his husky voice, and its notes were caught and immediately drowned by the clamour that followed them.

The fox was indeed away! Well away; for he must have been a bold one to return in the face of such a yelling.

Meanwhile Daniel was on with the leading hounds, leaving Facey and Chowey to bring the rest after him. There was a rare scent, and he chuckled to think they would never catch him up. So he sailed gallantly over Mapperton Meadows, taking Babington Brook in his stride. Then Romford, who had nothing but his quick ear to guide him  never having seen a yard of the country before  settled himself in his saddle, and went tearing and crashing away through the cover to where he thought he heard the last notes of the horn, while the well-informed field diverged to the right or the left, according as their former experience guided them; some thinking the fox was away for Heslope Hill, others that he was sure to go to Hurlestone Crags, and the leader of each detachment coursed over the country, so as to lead his followers to the point with as little risk to life or limb as possible. Each party came in view just as Romford, with a gallant effort, superseded Swig, who now fell back upon the mouth-extended, gaping Chowey. For-rard! for-rard! was the cry, though it was scarcely possible for hounds to go faster.

Most hunts have their crack rider, a man whom they think can beat everybody; and Captain Spurrier, of Cherrymount, had long held that honourable office with the old Larkspur Hunt. Not that it is usual to ride at the master or huntsman; but the other Mr Romford not having the reputation of being a great horseman, the Captain thought it might be well to show him how they did things in the far-famed Doubleimupshire. But for this he would have preferred retiring into private life now on the accession of a new master, for a strong tinge of hoar-frost had shot across his once dark-brown whiskers, and hardish falls had somewhat quenched the love of leaping. Still, men dont like admitting they are not so good as they have been, and persevere on, in hopes that it is only a temporary depression, from which they will speedily rally. Each time they go out they think they will just show off that day, and be done; but somehow they always think they will just have another last day, and then one more, and so on, till they get beat, and give up hunting in disgust.

Happy are they who go out to please themselves, and not to astonish others.

So thought Mr Joseph Large, as, having taken the fiery edge off the chestnut in the deep-holding clay rides of the cover, he gained the hard road, and resolved to stick to it as long as ever he could. Pretty thing it would be for a man of his means to break his neck after a nasty, crafty, hen-stealing fox. So saying, he knotted his curb-rein, and letting it drop, proceeded to take his change out of the chestnut, now that he had got him subdued. He even ventured to spur him, not very severely, but still sufficient to let the horse know that he had a pair on.

With the before-mentioned erroneous impression of the prowess of friend Facey, Captain Spurrier hustled his horse and hardened his heart, determined to ride as of yore; and great was his surprise when, on clearing the cover, he saw the pusillanimous Romford, as he thought, sailing away, taking the large bull-finchers just as they came in his way, without swerving either to the right or the left.

Spurting rider! muttered Spurrier, grinding his teeth, adding, hell change his tune before he gets to Collington Woods for which the hounds seemed then to be evidently pointing. So saying, the Captain put spurs to his little thorough-bred steeple chase horse, and shot in between Facey and Daniel Swig, who was now careering along in the wake of his master.

A great and wide-spread avalanche of sportsmen followed, some by one route, some by another, the programme widening towards its base, just like the pyramids of Egypt, or a ladys petticoat. The ground sloped gradually to the sight, giving all those who had time to look after anything but themselves a fine panoramic view of the chase,  hounds in a cluster  Romford close up  Spurrier hard upon him  Swig next Spurrier, and Chowey mixed up in a miscellaneous group of horsemen,  now a red coat leading, now a black, now a red again. The air was bright and rarefied, and echo multiplied the music of the hounds. It was both a good seeing, a good scenting, and a good hearing day,  quite a bespeak for an opening day.

The further they went, the more Captain Spurrier was lost in astonishment at Mr Romfords masterly performance. He didnt seem to care a halfpenny for anything. All he looked to was being with his hounds. Brooks, banks, walls, woods, all seemed equally indifferent to him. What nonsense people talked about Romford not being a rider, thought he. Was just about the hardest rider he had ever seen. Little Spratt was nothing to him. And Spurrier inwardly congratulated himself upon not being bound to beat Mr Romford. Such a back and such shoulders he had never seen in conjunction with such a powerful horse. Altogether, Spurrier pronounced Romford a very formidable opponent. And he wondered if Romford would introduce him to Lord Lovetin. Mrs Spurrier would like it very much, if he would. So they sailed away over Sharperow and Strother lordships, past Tasborough, leaving Thirkeld on the right and Welbury on the left, till the ploughed lands of Portgate slackened their paces and brought the hounds to their noses.

Hold hard! was at length the cry, and gratefully it sounded to the ears of the forward; grateful it was, too, to those behind, who by now putting on might yet hope to get a saving view of the scene. So they hurried forward in clamorous vigour, determined to be able to say how it was up to Heatherwicke Green, at all events; and a great wave of sportsmen surged to the front ere Mr Romford, having let the hounds make their own cast, now essayed to assist them in full view of a panting but still critical field.

We are all great judges of hunting. Romford, nothing flurried, had employed the brief interval in watching the spreading and trying of the hounds, and surveying the same.

Francis Romford, said he to himself, if you were the fox, what would you do under these circumstances? You may have been headed by that noisy long-tailed team, with the man riding on the stilts, or you may have been chased by that ill-conditioned cur, who has a very felonious look about him; but, any how, I think, Francis Romford, with that range of rocky hills in front, you would get on a-head, and try to ensconce yourself amongst them. So saying, Facey determined to make a wide cast in front, and try to recover his friend. And the perspiring field sat watching the move  if successful, to call it a good one; if not, to denounce it as the wildest cast that ever was made.

Facey didnt get his hounds together like a flock of sheep, but allowed them to spread and use their own sagacity, going at a very gentle pace, without any hurrying or blustering from the whips. Two fields ahead brought him to the rapid-running eddying Fleet, now even with its banks from the effects of recent rains. It was neither jumpable nor fordable, but it was swimmable, and as such Facey took to it.

He blobbed in and scrambled out. Swig blobbed in and scrambled out. The hounds blobbed in and scrambled out.

Chowey declined.

It suddenly occurred to him that Raschid was missing.

Captain Spurrier looked at the still agitated water, and said, Ah! that would not have stopped me, but Ive got a dose of camomile in me this morning. He then joined the ruck, and rode round by the bridge at Beltingford Burn. A hard road here favoured them, and as the field clattered along, they commented in fragmentary ejaculations on the rashness of swimming, and the general disagreeableness of water in winter.

He must have viewed the fox, said Mr Tuppen, or he would never have risked his life in that way; adding, Have known many a man drowned in that river.

Or is going to a halloo! suggested Mr Markwell, who had just joined.

A rare un to ride! observed Mr Joseph Large, proud of his protégé.

But Romford had neither viewed the fox nor heard a halloo. He was simply following his own instinct that the fox was forrard; and if he didnt find him forrard, he would have swum it again to try back.

But Fortune does favour the brave, and Facey had no occasion to give his new coat-laps or Bedford cords another wetting; for, after a hearty shaking, the bustling pack again spread to pursue their sniffing investigations on the south side of the river; and at a reverse in the second hedge-row dividing a ploughed from a pasture field, the Beaufort Brilliant gave such a note of exclamation as electrified the pack, and in an instant the rickety fence cracked and bent with their weight.

Hoop! cheered Facey, delighted with his prowess. He didnt care a copper for his Bedford cords, nor yet for his new coat-laps.

Meanwhile the hounds shot away with renewed melody, renovating the roadsters, and making the country ring with their energy. The face of the landscape now changed, inclining upwards towards the dark frowning hills, which divided the vale from the moorlands above. The enclosures, too, got larger and larger  twenty, thirty, and forty acres each  while the surface was more openly exposed, flat, and expansive, with very weak hedges, and fest hollows for concealment or out-of-sight running. The hounds now showed to great advantage, striving and racing for the mastery. A sheet would cover them.

Dash it! but they are a rare lot! muttered Facey, eyeing their performances. And didnt cost much, either, chuckled he, thinking how he got them. Forrard! forrard! cheered he, fanning the flame of their ardour. So they went screeching and pressing to the front  now Prosperous leading, now Terrible, now Tuneable. Dash it! He didnt know whether the Beaufort or the Belvoir were the best. Didnt think even Bondsman himself could beat some of the former. Monstrous lucky he was to get them.

Facey next views the fox stealing steadily over what was once Coltsfoot Common, with an attendant canopy of crows hovering over him, indicating his course. Yow! yow! yap! went the bustling hounds. Caw! caw! caw! went the birds. So the poor fox had a double set of pursuers.

On he went, however, steadily and perseveringly. He had beat the old Larkspur hounds twice, and did not see why he should not beat Mr Romfords. But nearer and nearer came the notes of the pack, commingling with the vociferous cawing of the black gentry above. It was hard to say which seemed the most inveterate against the unfortunate fox. Still, the many-caverned rocks were close at hand, and if he could but gain them, they might work for a week before they got him out. There they girded the horizon in frowning altitude, the dark interstices looking most inviting for a refuge. Facey saw the difficulty. If the fox and hounds held on at the same pace, the fox would inevitably gain the rocks and heat the hounds. This was not to be desired, especially on a first day after a good run. So clapping spurs to Pull-Devil-Pull-Baker, now, indeed, made into Placid Joe, he capped them on from scent to view; and, after a smart race, the Belvoir Dreadnought pulled the fox down by the brush, just as he was ascending the first reef of rocks.

WHO-HOOP! shrieked Romford in a voice that made the hills ring and reverberate. Who-hoop! repeated he, throwing himself from his horse, and diving into the midst of the pack, to extricate the fox from their fangs. Up he held him triumphantly, with the baying pack jumping and frolicking around. Take my horse, away now, cried Facey to Swig, and the coast being then clear, Facey advanced a few steps to where a soft mossy bank seemed to invite the performance of the last obsequies of the chase. There on the bright green cushion he cast the nut-brown fox.

Meanwhile, the field having availed themselves of the facilities of Beltingford Bridge, were now making the air and the hard road ring with their voices and the noise of their horses hoofs, all in a deuce of a stew lest they should lose the hounds, or not be up at the kill. They had not yet arrived at the elegant point of indifference that makes men turn their horses heads homewards as soon as they hear who-hoop! and most satisfactory (though of course none of them admitted it) Romfords death-note sounded on their ears.

They had all about had enough. The gallant Captain Spurrier had lost a shoe, Mr Blanton had lost two, while Mr James Allnut and his son had lost five between them.

Mr Romford took no advantage of their circumlocution, but keeping the fox on the green bank, maintained the ardour of the pack by repeated hoops and halloos. So there was a very lively circle when the last of the field came up. Facey and the fox in the centre, the baying hounds all around, Chowey and Swig outside, contributing their occasional quota of noise to the scene.

Well (puff) done! exclaimed Mr Bullpig, mopping himself.

Capital (gasp) run! shouted Allnut, who had only seen half of it.

Never saw better (puff) hounds in my life! asserted Mr Large, who had never seen any but the Surrey.

Then all having come up, Chowey, at a signal from Facey, proceeded to divest the fox of his brush and his pads, prior to presenting the remainder to the hounds. Up then went the carcase, which was caught by a myriad of mouths as it fell. Tear him and eat him, was then the cry. And tear him and eat him they did. The master of the circle, Facey Romford, then quitted the ring, now somewhat difficult to maintain in consequence of the struggling efforts of the fox-devouring hounds, and having decorated Master Allnuts pony with the brush, and given the pads to those who would have them, proceeded to the outer ring, to hear how things were going on there.

There was a great discussion about the time and distance.

Mr Pyefinch said it was nine miles as the crow flies.

Doctor Snuff, who had joined promiscuously on a cob, thought it was hardly that, but it was good eight.

Mr Kickton thought it was more than eight. It was seven to Stewley Hill, and the rocks were two good miles beyond it.

Then they appealed to Mr Romford.

How far should you say it was, Mr Romford? demanded Mr Joseph Large, who thought he had come twenty at least.

Faith, Ive no notion! replied Facey, adding, He was a right good fox, any how.

Capital! ejaculated Mr Large, adding, It was almost a pity to kill him.

Not a bit, retorted Facey, always kill em when you can. The more you kill, the more youll have to kill.

The teapot-handle-maker didnt understand that doctrine, but took it for granted. He inwardly hoped there were not many such foxes in the country.

Then Facey, pretending that the run was nothing out of the way, remounted his horse, demanding where they should go next; whereupon they all cried Content! recommending him to go home and change, for he must be very wet, and began asking their own individual ways, for some people will live in a country all their lives, and yet never know where they are after hunting.

Then Mr Bullpig, having identified Hazelton Hill, and Mr Blanton the far-off Castlefield Clump, the respective cohorts filed off together to be further distributed as they proceeded. And Mr Romford having looked over his hounds, and found them all right to a fraction, moved away in the direction of Middlethorpe Steeple, well pleased at having given the field such a stinger at starting. And he smoked his pipe, and played the flute with great glee, at Beldon Hall, that evening; telling Lucy and her mamma that he had given his new friends a deuce of a dustin.


XXVIII. MR HAZEY AND HIS BOY BILL
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A HUNTSMANS FAME RISES AND falls with the sport he shows, and after such a run as that described in our last chapter, no wonder Mr Romfords was in the ascendant. People said there was no mistake about him. He was the right man in the right place. And the tide of public opinion turned entirely in his favour. His unadorned eloquence, queer questions, and napkin-pocketing gaucheries were forgotten or merged in the brilliant nature of his exploits. He was a trump, and no mistake.

The run was talked of far and wide  magnified, and exaggerated beyond all bounds. It was twelve miles, it was fifteen miles, and it was twenty miles. Facey swam the Lune (a navigable river), and rode up a precipice a hundred and ten feet high. It was talked of at my Lords, at Sir Charless, at the Hall, the House, and Grange, at the Barley Mow, the Coach and Horses, the Fox and Hounds, the Red Lion, the White Horse, the Black Horse, the Bay Horse, at all the houses of public entertainment within the limits of the Larkspur Hunt.

As it gradually reached the confines of the Larkspur country, a sort of reaction took place, and people began to be more sceptical; doubted whether Facey swam the Lune; doubted whether he rode up the precipice; doubted whether the run was as long as they said. If it was there must have been two foxes.

When the news got into Independent Jimmys friend, Mr Hazeys country, it became more and more doubted still, and some of the members of the Hard and Sharp Hunt seemed to take it amiss, if any one mentioned it. Distance? Nonsense! it was nothing of the sort. Mr Jiggerton Jones, who was born at Brickley Hill, and knew every yard of the country, said it was barely eight miles  not eight as the crow flies. The Lune never came in the way. It was the Fleet Mr Romford swam  anybody could leap it on foot when the waters were down. So they crabbed the great run.

Mr Hazey heard the news with misgivings, for he had had some difficulty in holding his own even against the old Larkspur Hunt, and it was only by letting the large subscribers hoop and halloo, and do as they liked with his hounds, that he managed to keep them together. But for this they would have been straggling all over the world, some to the Larkspurs, some to Captain Copperthwaites harriers, some to Mr Stotfolds staghounds. Railways make sportsmen very ubiquitous. One day they are with the Queens, another with the Quorn, a third with the Craven, or perhaps the Cheshire.

Still, Mr Hazey hoped if Romford was the great man people represented him to be, he might yet manage to retrieve himself by a little curative horse-dealing with him.

Mr Hazey was one of the new-fangled order of horse-dealing masters of hounds  and hunted the country for the sake of what he could make by it. We dont mean to say that he lived out of the hounds like friend Facey, because he went to a certain expense in their maintenance and education himself, but he never missed a chance of making that expense as little as possible by selling either horses or hounds to advantage. He was one of those provoking, persecuting creatures who are always pestering people about their belongings, praising their horses until one would suppose no money would induce them to part with them, and then all at once they chop over and announce that the paragon of perfection is for sale, all the previous palaverment merely tending to excite competition and enhance the price. A man doesnt deserve a good horse who is always wanting to sell him. The respectable dealers would have nothing to do with Mr Hazey. They would meet him at the thresholds of their yards with a bow, and a Sorry, sir, we have nothing at home that will suit you, well knowing that he would turn every horse in the yard out, and then haggle with them for a half-penny at the end. The great Mr Thoroughpin of Oxford Street used to say he would rather do business with two Jews than one Hazey. Then, to hear Hazey running down a horse that he wanted to buy, and afterwards running him up when he wanted to sell, was what Independent Jimmy called quite a theatre performance. No one would suppose he was talking about one and the same animal. In buying of the farmers, he was far worse than the regular dealers in his persecution for luck-pence and returns, and would take anything that they would give him,  a sack of potatoes, a goose, or even his gig-hire, if he could get nothing else. Then what trials he required before he could be satisfied of their soundness, and how little he gave when he came to buy! His plan was to canter a horse for three quarters of an hour or so, then take him back to the stable, and, after he had got him cool, to shake down a veterinary surgeon as if by chance, to scan and scrutinise his then appearance and condition. In selling, he sternly repudiated the services of the brotherhood, observing, they were a class of men he never allowed to come into his stables  knew their tricks too well for that gentlemen should place implicit confidence in each other, Hazey said.

In this honourable career he was ably assisted by his groom; James Silkey, a man who could lie like truth, and who would swear to anything that Hazey said. Having been long in Hazeys service, and, of course, in at a good many robberies, Silkey had acquired a perfect mastery over Hazey, much to the latters inconvenience, who could neither do with Silkey nor without him  Silkey could expose him whenever he liked.

Not that Hazey cared a great deal for exposure; but Silkey, by enabling parties to put that and that together, might bring him within reach of the law, which would be very disagreeable in a pecuniary point of view. Indeed, he had had once or twice to refund as it was, not caring to trust Silkey to the cross-examina-of that teasing counsel, Serjeant Werrit. Silkey had long discarded livery, set up a broad back, and strutted consequentially in brown cut-aways and gaiters, talking of moy hounds, moy horses, moy this, and moy that  but never about moy master.

After this introduction, perhaps the reader would like to know what sort of a looking gentleman Mr Hazey was  tall or short, thick or thin, dark or fair, old or young, or middling, or how. Well, he was of the middle stature and middling substance, stood five feet nine, and rode eleven stone two  a convenient weight for mounting, and dressed in a-sort of semigroomish, semi-country gentlemanish style  cut-away coat, light vest, fancy tie, with generally tightish drab trousers and Balmoral boots. Being no rider, his hunting costume, of course, was a cap, huntsman-ish cut coat, and everything very stout and substantial.

As to his age, we can hardly fix it, for he was one of those light-complexioned gentlemen who wear so well, had no whiskers, and no striking feature save cold grey eyes that wandered restlessly about a room. It wasnt the quick, piercing eye of Mr Romford, but the sly, circumventing one that makes a man feel far more anxious for his pocket than the other. He had a son now old enough to want top-boots, viz., Mr William Hazey, or, my boy Bill, as his father fondly called him. Bill had left two schools with the reputation of being the worst boy at both. Being, however, his fathers facsimile in mind as well as looks, he was his especial favourite, and everything seemed to be made subservient to my boy Bill. My boy Bill must have a gun-room; my boy Bill must have a billiard-room; my boy Bill must have a smoking-room; my boy Bill must have everything he wanted.

To hear Mr Hazey talk, one would fancy that his boy Bill was the best done-by boy Bill in the county; but those who were behind the scenes said that, unless Bills views coincided with those of his worthy father, Bill had very little chance of getting what he wanted. My boy Bill, to all appearances, had a couple of horses, and Hazey used to point him out ostentatiously to parties as Bill changed from one to the other at the cover side, exclaiming,

There! theres my boy Bill! Show me the man who turns his son out better than I turn out my boy Bill!

But if anybody would buy my boy Bills horse, Bill might go on foot till Hazey picked him up another twenty-pounder, to be again converted into a fifty, and sold as before.

And now, as Bill grew up to manhood, he became a sort of chaunter to his excellent parent  praised his hounds, praised his horses, praised his sport, praised everything belonging to him  was quite equal to supersede Silkey, if they could but get rid of him. Nay, more, Bill could not only praise, but anticipate objections, palliate weak points that he saw might arise, either to hounds, horses, or anything. If the Hazey carriage was not quite so good as it might be, Bill would say to a stranger as it came round to the door, Ah, this is a coachmakers carriage  ours is getting done up; or, if the horses were shabby, Ah, these are our night-horses. So with his hay, his straw, his oats, his everything that was Hazey. Silkey, on the other hand, rather magnified deficiencies, thinking, perhaps, to make his master rectify them thereby.


XXIX. BILLY BALSAM AND BOB SHORT

[image: img442.jpg]

BELDON HALL UNDERWENT A GREAT change in its domestic arrangements soon after the visit of our friends the Watkinses, when Dirtiest of the Dirty had to act the part of footman, receive and announce the company, and reconduct them to their carriage. This proceeding Lucy did not approve; she felt it was derogatory to the dignity of the place, and inconsistent with her brothers elevated position of Master of the Larkspur Foxhounds. So, with her ready wit, she set about seeing how it could be rectified.

Now the Viscount Lovetin kept a gardener, one Billy Balsam, or Sweet William, as Mrs Mustard lovingly called him, who, like herself, was of the poverty-striken order; a man who was ready to turn his hand to anything in a slovenly make-shift sort of way  leaving it to the parties who employed him to judge whether he did his work properly or not. There are plenty of these sort of creatures in all countries. He had sixteen shillings a week from the Viscount for what Balsam called looking after the garden that is to say, seeing that no one ran away with the trees, the tool-house, and anything of that sort; and the sixteen shillings a week coming in regularly, whether he worked for Lord Lovetin or not, Balsam had plenty of time for doing little things for other people  stacking hay, taking bees, killing pigs, getting in coals  any of the hundred-and-one odd jobs that are constantly occurring in the country. Send for Billy Balsam! was always the last resource of the destitute, just as housekeepers used to say, Send for one of the Mustard girls! in case of a domestic emergency.

Billy was a stout-built, well-legged man, of about sixty years of age, with a large, full, red face  the nose slightly indicative of drink  the whole surmounted by a most respectable silvery-grey head  just the sort of man that a stranger would suppose had lived all his life in one family, instead of having been in twenty different places at least, before he alighted at Beldon Hall.

Bob Short, who dignified himself with the title of stud-groom, being the man who answered Faceys advertisement for a strong, persevering man, to clean horses, was much of the same build, though possessing more brains than Sweet William. Indeed his abundance of brains had got him into trouble; for, living coachman with a gentleman of large fortune who knew nothing whatever about horses or stable-management, Bob (who quite understood his business) had so imposed upon his masters credulity as to bring himself within the scope of the criminal law,  that inconvenient Act, we believe, which enables justices to dispose of certain thefts in petty sessions. Be that as it may, however, Bob Short fell from his high estate, as the reader may suppose, when we find him accepting such a situation as Mr Romfords  not that the place was degrading, but the pay was so poor. Well, it occurred to Lucy that one or other, or perhaps both, of these worthies might be made available in raising a suitable Beldon Hall establishment, and, both of them being extremely ready, she enlisted them as occasional footmen,  Sweet William in ordinary, and Bob and he on a Sunday.

She then turned her attention to dressing them. It is a good thing to have walked the stage; for, besides the easy self-possession acquired by so doing, it not only teaches people how to dress themselves or others up for any particular part, but also where to get the right properties for the occasion,  crowns for emperors, wreaths for victors, helmets for soldiers, liveries for servants. And turning to the column headed Public Amusements in Bells Life, to see what places were open, she found her old stage friend, Miss Betsey Shannon  of whom more hereafter  figuring under her assumed name of Gertrude Dalrymple at the Royal Amphitheatre over the water, and who, she knew, would have great pleasure in executing any commission for her. So to Miss Shannon she wrote, asking her to send her down to Beldon Hall, in Doubleimupshire, as soon as ever she could, a couple of rich lace bedizened job liveries for two substantially built footmen, in the baronial style; adding, that she did not care so much about price as having the liveries smart and capable of bearing the garish light of day. And, by way of stimulating Miss Shannon to extra exertion in the matter, she told her, if all went right, as Lucy expected things would, Mr Romford would be glad to see Miss Shannon down at the Lord Viscount Lovetins, at Beldon Hall, to spend the Christmas holidays. And Miss Shannon  who dearly loved an outing into the country, and moreover entertained a lively regard for her old friend and coadjutor (then Lucy Glitters) in the saw-dusted ring  exerted herself to the utmost, going from. Nathans to Levys, and from Levys to Abrahams, and from Abrahams to Solomons, bartering and bargaining with the hook-nosed costumiers till she finally settled on a couple of very passable pea-green coat with gold aiguillettes, yellow vests, and yellow plush breeches, at Moses Mordecays well-known establishment in the Minories. They had their imperfections, it is true; the coat buttons bearing a lion rampant, those of the shorts an eagle; but callers are generally in too great a flurry, and too busy thinking of themselves and their own attire, to pay attention to such minutiæ. In other respects the clothes were very passable, and, being slightly worn, showed at all events that the owner was not just then setting up his servants. Indeed it was arranged that Mrs Somerville should call the servants hers, which got rid of any difficulty about the turbot-on-its-tail crest.
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These liveries, then, with pink silk stockings and buckled shoes, Miss Betsey Shannon engaged by the week, with a considerable reduction in price if they were kept any time, or the option of purchasing them if Mrs Somerville liked. Indeed, Miss Shannon executed her commission so adroitly, flourishing Lord Lovetins title so imposingly, as to make Moses Mordecay believe that the due execution of the order would be the forerunner of a good deal of custom, and actually induced him to part with the garments without any deposit. And no sooner did they arrive at Beldon Hall than Lucy opened them out and sent forthwith for Billy Balsam, notwithstanding she knew he was then particularly engaged in killing Mr Proudlocks pig. Billy, with the aid of hot water, have presently made himself Sweet William again after the operation, was then requested to try on both suits, and present himself to Lucy in whichever fitted him best. This he presently did, and came along a perfect figure of fun to himself and all the Dirties. He, he, he! ho, ho, ho! haw, haw, haw! laughed they. Dirty No.2 could hardly contain herself. She thought she had never seen such a sight  no, never since the mountebanks came down.

Then Lucy took Billy through her hands: told him to hold up his head, turn out his toes, and walk as if he were a drum-major, and not as if he were wheeling a barrow full of greens along the garden walk. And she marched him round the room two or three times, telling him to look in the mirrors, and see how much better he looked with his head erect than doubled up as if he had got a touch of the stomach-ache, or had stolen a pat of butter and had it in his pocket. And Billy thought there was something in what she said, which, coupled with the promise of a shilling a day for his services, reconciled him to the situation. The ladies, in all probability, would give up laughing after they had seen him once or twice. And what a quantity of spirits the money would buy! So he went fairly in for his lesson.

She then proceeded to show him how to open the drawing-room door and announce the guests.

Now, said she, this devonport, laying her pretty hand upon one at which she had been writing, this devonport will be me; I will be the guest  the caller, you know  Lady Kingsborough, say  and you must open the door and show me into the room, announcing me as Lady Kingsborough.

So saying, Sweet William and she withdrew, and Mrs Somerville closed the door after her, in order that they might go through the whole ceremony. They were then in the vestibule, Mrs Somerville now turning round to be piloted. Sweet William, however, hesitated.

Please, mum, said he, scratching his white head, is it to be Lady Devonport or Lady Kingsport?

Oh, stoopid, no! exclaimed Lucy; the devonport  the thing I showed you  is supposed to be me, and Im Lady Kingsborough come to call upon Mrs Somerville; but, as I cant possibly know by intuition who is coming, you must inform me by announcing the name.

But how am I to know? asked Billy Balsam.

Oh, by asking; or theyll tell you, replied she; adding, you mustnt expect to find them labelled like one of your Dutch flower-roots. Now, then, walk on, chuck up your chin, open the door boldly, and conduct me up to the devonport.

Billy then did as he was bid, and after two or three attempts succeeded not so far amiss.

Then came the finishing stroke to the instructions; namely, answering the front-door bell. For this purpose, Lucy put on her hat of the day, and followed by Balsam proceeded along the passage, across the grand hall, and out at the front-door, which she closed after her, telling Billy before she did so to open it boldly and well when the bell rang, and not to peep through an aperture, as if he expected a bailiff or dun. And Lucy presently sounded an alarming summons,  a summons as if all the crowned heads in Europe had come,  that startled old Balsam, and brought all the Dirties to the old window of observation to see what was up.

Hut! its only the missus, said Dirtiest of the Dirty, who had hoped to see a fine chay; and forthwith the sisters slunk off, leaving only old Mustard to witness the manœuvres of Sweet William  see him receive and set off on the return voyage of convoy  which he accomplished not amiss, though not so well as Bob Short, who had far more brains, would have done. But then the strong, persevering man had his stable to attend to, and could only be relied upon on Sundays, or for an hour or two on the very few days of the week that Mr Romford did not hunt.

Moreover, Bob, who had worn gaudy liveries and waited occasionally, required less coaxing to get him to invest himself in the Moses Mordecay suit than Billy Balsam had done.

However, there was no help for Shorts absence, and the dignity of the house was obliged to succumb to the convenience of the stable. Still it was a great thing to have gained even two temporary footmen at a bound. And Mrs Somerville wrote to thank Miss Betsey Shannon most sincerely for her trouble; adding, that she supposed old hook-nose would be in no hurry for his money for the liveries  at least she hoped not  for she was sure she would be in no hurry to pay him.


XXX. MR HAZEYS MORNING CALL
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THE HAZEYS, LIKE THE WATKINSES, were duly sensible of the importance of establishing an early acquaintance at Beldon Hall, as well for the purpose of cultivating an intimacy, as of warding off evil communications, which too often spoil good speculations. The Hazeys, too, had an enterprising daughter, of whom more hereafter. So Mr Hazey thus had two strings to his bow, he thinking to do a little business on his own account with Mr Romford in the horse-dealing way, Hazeys creed being to do other people, as he said they would do him if they had the chance. Then he had a good many backbiting informants to guard against, who might be stopped from telling if they knew he was on a friendly footing at Beldon Hall. For instance, there was old Mr Mugglesworth, of Fatfield Hall, to whom he had sold a confirmed runaway as an invaluable cob for an elderly gentleman; young Mr Topsfield, of Meadow Bowers Bank, to whom he had sold a most incorrigible rearer as a horse a child might ride; middle-aged Mr Thurrock, of Barnsdale, to whom he had sold an inveterate jibber and kicker as the steadiest horse in harness that ever was seen, but which, as Silkey said, reduced the family phaeton to lucifer matches in a minute. Altogether, Hazey had a long list of victims whose tongues he would like to deprive of their sting.

Indeed Hazey was never happy unless he was cheating somebody. No matter how much money he had, no matter how recent and vigorous had been the do, he was always ready and eager for another. His cold, lustreless grey eyes sparkled with animation at the mere mention of a victim. He immediately set about thinking how he could circumvent him  what he could offer him  how he could coax and sneak to inveigle him. When Hazey heard that Mr Romford had taken Doubleimupshire he was quite delighted, for the right Romford stood well with the sporting world, and Hazeys kennel being of the third-class character, our Mr Romford of course had not complimented him with an order for hounds, so the Romford reputation stood bright and unsullied. Indeed it would have been matter difficult to come over Mr Hazey, for he always required payment on delivery  horses and hounds being, he used to say, ready money. So sly Silkey the groom used always to be charged with a note when he delivered a horse, wherein Hazey, alluding to the uncertainty of human life, used to request the favour of a cheque by the bearer. Jawkins the huntsman, too, used to have a similar missive with hounds, for which he went snacks with his master, and therefore of course looked to the interests of both.

Mr Hazeys house, Tarring Neville, was about nine miles from Beldon Hall by the road, but only some six or seven by the fields and those convenient cuts that foxhunters establish during the season. Being upon two distinct trusts, however, with an intervening mile of township road, the distance could be lengthened or contracted according to the wishes and views of the speaker. Thus, for instance, if Mr Hazey wanted Mrs Hazey and Miss to call upon Mrs Somerville and leave his card for Mr Romford, the distance would only have been seven miles by the road; but as Mr Hazey disliked riding in carriages, especially with women in hoops, the distance suddenly elongated to eleven, far too far, as he said, for calling on a short winter day, travelling over newly metalled roads without any moon.

Moreover, Mr Hazey wanted to look at a horse belonging to Farmer Lightcrop, of Hollywell Lane, and which Jawkins the huntsman said had gone pretty well with their, hounds on the Friday, and which Hazey thought might be picked up a bargain. And Sunday being a day on which farmers horses do not get much exercise, Hazey thought to come upon the horse au naturel, without its having had any of the bandagings and hand rubbings that Silkey and he were so well up to giving. So when Mrs Hazey began hinting and suggesting, half to him, half to her daughter, that they ought to be calling upon Mrs Somerville, Hazey lengthened the road, extinguished the moon, and mounting the friendliness-amongfoxhunters horse, proclaimed that Bill and he would ride over and make all square with the master.

But Mrs Somerville! Theres Mrs Somerville to be considered  she cant be squared like a sportsman, exclaimed Mrs Hazey.

Oh, yes, well make her all right, too, said Hazey; Ill pretend that you didnt know that she had come, but that you will drive over and pay your respects at the earliest possible opportunity.

But why not all go now? asked madam.

Oh, no, retorted Hazey; it will be far better for Bill and I to go over together and reconnoitre  see what sort of people they are, and then you will know how the land lies against you go over. Besides, added he, Mrs Somerville may be serious, and not like to be called upon on a Sunday.

And, this latter argument prevailing, the ladies had no alternative but to submit, and let Hazey and Bill, duly attired in duplicate riding jackets and Chipping Norton trousers, canter over together.

It was lucky for the interests of our story that it suited Mr Hazey to go on a Sunday, and that too on the very first Sunday that our friends at the Hall were qualified to receive him with a proper display of footmen. Somehow, Mrs Somerville thought there would be callers, and she not only got herself and her servants up with extra care, but hid her mother, who, in truth, was not very produceable, and put old Billy Balsam through his facings, beginning at the front door and ending in the music-room, which she had fixed upon as her reception apartment. This was a beautiful circular, domed, gilt-ceilinged apartment, fitted up with violet-coloured brocaded satin damask, a splendid Tournay carpet, and magnificent mirrors, interspersed with costly statues, china, and articles of vertu. It was second only to the drawing-room in point of size and magnificence.

Mr Romford had been an advocate for living altogether in one room  the breakfast one  where, as he said, he could have his pipe and his newspaper and his flute and all things to hand; but Mrs Somerville insisted that it would cost nothing more to live in large rooms than in small ones, and that living in the latter would add very much to their comfort and consequence. So friend Romford, who had no objection to be made a great man of, provided it cost nothing, consented, more readily perhaps when he found he could get coals from the garden for nothing  at least for a trifling tip to the cartman who led them. Added to this, Lucy said it would keep the Dirties better employed, and give them less time for flirting with young Proudlock, the keepers son, or the butchers boy, proceedings of which she greatly disapproved. Thus they got into form on this conspicuous Sunday, when the knowing Mr Hazey came over on his complimentary visit of inspection.

Lucy had scarcely got Balsam through his facings, and instructed Bob Short how to support him during the advance, than, almost with the regularity of stage effect, the front-door bell rang a sonorous peal; and Mrs Somerville, after taking a last hasty glance at herself in the statuary marble mantel-piece mirror, subsided  in a half-recumbent attitude, with a volume of Blairs Sermons in her hand  upon a richly carved and gilt sofa, covered with violet Genoa velvet and silk fringe.

Who can it be? exclaimed she.

I wonder! ejaculated Romford, taking a chair  an elegant gilt one, stuffed and covered en-suite with the sofa, as the upholsterers would say.

Soon see, rejoined Lucy, listening intently, with upraised hand to keep silence.

Must be women, with their confounded pettikits! observed Facey; and cant get out of the carriage.

Hark, they come! added Lucy, dropping her hand as the solemn tramp, tramp, tramp, of old Balsams heavy feet approached the door. It opened.

MR HAZEY!  MR WILLIAM HAZEY! now announced Balsam  coming well into the room  in the clear distinct voice that Lucy had taught him; whereupon Mrs Somerville laid aside her volume of Blairs Sermons, and Facey arose from his white-and-gold chair, into which he had just subsided.

Lucy, with folded arms, then made two of her best stage curtsies, one to Hazey, the other to Bill, motioning them respectively to conveniently-placed chairs as she did it. Facey seconded the motion, and all parties presently got seated.

Mrs Somerville, as usual, was extremely neat, and her beautiful hair was arranged to perfection.

Mr Hazey!  Mr William Hazey! muttered Romford, conning the matter over in his mind, as he scrutinised the two with his little, roving pig-eyes. Mr Hazey and Mr William Hazey! Dash it! this is the hard and sharp man  the chap the busman told me of. And Romford reckoned Hazey up in a minute. Looks more like a muffin-maker than a master of hounds, thought he.

Mr Hazey felt rather uncomfortable, for he was now in the presence of a highly-bred gentleman, to whom a nobleman had lent his house, thus stamping him, as it were, with the impress of friendship; and he thought, perhaps, that Mrs Hazey ought to have accompanied him in this visit of ingratiation. Added to which, he wasnt sure that he would be welcome on a Sunday. However, he got over that difficulty by recollecting that the old peacocks of footmen who let him in should have said Not at home, if Mr Romford or Mrs Somerville did not mean to see him; so, omitting the paragraph he had arranged in two sections in his own mind  one referring to his own occupations as a master of hounds on the week days, the other alluding to the greater certainty of finding Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville together at home on a Sunday  he began to strain at an apology for Mrs Hazey not coming, declaring she had got such a cold, she could hardly hold her head up. Whereas, his boy Bill knew that Hazey would not let her have the carriage.

And Mrs Somerville, who didnt care much about seeing Mrs Hazey, accepted the apologies with the greatest readiness, expressing her obligations for the intention, but her hopes that Mrs Hazey would not think of coming until she was quite well, reflecting all the while on the good luck that Romford and she were in, by having got into the music-room, with the mirrors uncovered, and all the beautiful china and statuary displayed.

Romfords mind, meanwhile, ran upon the probability of his guests wanting luncheon, and the unpleasantness of seeing his dinner voraciously despatched before his eyes.

The weather having been duly produced and disposed of, Mr Romford began to sound his brother master on the subject of hunting  scent, hounds, horses, the system of kennel  each thinking how he would like to have a chance of cheating the other: Romford settling in his own mind that the nutmeg-grey that scrubbed against carriages would carry Hazey capitally; Hazey, on his part, wondering whether Lightcrops horse would be up to Mr Romfords weight. He (Romford) didnt look such a monster out of his hunting things as people said he was.

Yours is a three-days-a-week pack, I think, said Facey, with the patronising air of a-man who hunts four.

Three and a bye, replied Hazey, anxious to make the most of himself.

Not often a bye, I should think, thought Facey, scrutinising him attentively.

I wonder you dont hunt four reglarly, said Facey; if it was only for the sake of havin the same hounds out together.

Well  yes  no  yes! hesitated Hazey; only ours is a country that lames a good many hounds, and I shouldnt like to attempt more than I could accomplish satisfactorily.

Only a question of a few more horses and hounds, replied Facey.

Yes; but, then, horses and hounds involve £  s  d, rejoined Hazey, with a solemn shake of the head.

Fiddle the farthins! exclaimed Facey; fiddle the farthins!  I mean, grudge money for huntin! Give anything for good hounds  anything in moderation, at least, added he.

Ah, but then we havent all got Mr Romfords deep purse to dive into, rejoined Hazey, with a deferential bow to our great master. Hazey always wished to impress upon his boy Bill that he was poor.

They then got into a dissertation upon hounds,  Hazey expatiating learnedly upon legs and loins; Facey insisting upon nose as the sine quâ non.

Nose, nose, nose, is my motto, said Facey, thumping Lord Lovetins fine marqueterie centre table as he spoke. Legs are of no use, repeated he, if they only drive the nose beyond the scent.

Then Hazey sought to sound his brother master on the interesting subject of subscription; whether his was guaranteed, whether it was well paid, whether he paid much for cover rent, or had the country found.

Upon this subject, however, friend Facey could really give him very little information. There was, he said, a subscription attached to the country, and he meant to maintain it, not on his own account, because in all probability he should let it accumulate, to found what he had always been most anxious to see, namely, a hospital for decayed sportsmen; but because it might not be convenient to after-comers to hunt the country without a subscription, and indeed, upon the whole, he thought it rather tended to encourage sport, inasmuch as people always thought more highly of what they paid for, than what they had for nothin and, altogether, Facey talked in such a magnificent way as fairly to shut up Mr Hazey. The latter sat half lost in astonishment at Mr Romfords liberality, yet half afraid that he might ask him to contribute to the funds for the hospital.

So they were mute for a time.

Mr Facey saw that he had taken the wind out of his brother masters sails, and he wondered how long he was going to sit, and whether the mention of lunch would help to send him away. He thought it might, provided it were done cleverly. He would try.

Youre sure you wont take any lunch, at length observed he, as if he had offered it before, muttering something about Cambridge brawn, venison pasty, rabbit pie (which latter there was); but Facey put such a decided negative upon his own proposition, that, though both Hazey and his boy Bill were extremely hungry and anxious for something to eat, yet neither of them had the courage to say that they would take any. Then, by way of keeping them up to the mark, Facey indulged in a tirade against luncheons generally, saying he never took any  he hated to fritter away a good appetite piecemeal  adding, that if a man was hungry, he had better dine at once, and not make two bites of a cherry, as some did.

The last ray of hope being thus utterly extinguished, there was nothing for it but to arise and depart; so, after a few observations about the crops and the state of the country, Hazey gave the boy Bill a wink, who forthwith used his leg like a mace, to draw his truant hat from under the table, and Hazey, having clutched his arm, arose, greatly in doubt, like the Watkinses, as to the right course to pursue, whether to offer his hand, or wait for Mr Romford to tender his; whether to go boldly up to Mrs Somerville, and take his chance of a shake, or to bow from where he stood, and so lose the intimation the shake, if he got one, might convey.

Romford, however, quickly cut the Gordian knot by tendering his great heavy hand to them both, in turn; while Mrs Somerville, rising from her violet-velvet throne, first rang the bell to summon the servants, and then, folding her arms, gave a couple of those captivating smiles and curtsies wherewith she used to express her gratitude to a Surrey audience after an encore. Nothing could be better done, for it relieved Mr Hazey at once, letting him see that, though Mr Romford was called upon, Mrs Somerville would not consider herself properly visited until Mrs Hazey had been there. Then the smiles were so sweet as to satisfy Mr Hazey that she considered his part of the compliment properly performed. So he backed gaily towards the now opened door, treading heavily on the angry corns of old Balsam, who happened to have obtruded his great foot in the way. Then Short, seeing what had happened, took the lead towards the front door, leaving the now string-halting Balsam to follow at his leisure.

Away they go! said Romford to Lucy, as the music-room door closed, adding, now let you and I go and see them off. So saying, Facey led the way to a side door that communicated with the back passage.

Lucy and he then ascended the back stairs, and taking up positions on either side of the usual window of observation, generally occupied by the Dirties, obtained a good view of the mount.

It will be incumbent upon us to do that beggar, whispered Facey to Lucy, as Hazey, with a dégagé air, approached the blue-coated, leather-breeched, cockaded groom, who now hurried his horses up to the front door, whither the guests were conducted by Balsam and Short in due form.

They tell me thats the biggest rogue under the sun, continued Facey, as Hazey now swung himself carelessly into his saddle, and tit-tupped away from the door, provoking the caper that he seemed to chide.

Then, meeting old Balsam as they returned to the music-room, Lucy complimented him upon his performance, while Facey gave him a couple of ounces of shag, and a bottle of Lord Lovetins Old Tom gin to think with it.

And as Hazey trotted gaily home, he thought to improve the occasion by pointing out to his boy Bill the superiority of well-bred peoples manners over commoner ones, illustrating his position by a comparison of Mrs Somervilles with those of Mrs Watkins, greatly to the advantage of Mrs Somerville; and there being now the chance of an intercourse, Mr Hazey promoted a call from his wife, cushioning that inconvenient question, Who is Mrs Somerville? with a general assertion that she was an extremely lady-like woman, who would be a great acquisition in Doubleimupshire. And Hazey reported most favourably of the Beldon establishment, saying, that the butler was out, but they were received by two most respectable-looking family footmen,  not little, weedy, calveless shrimps, but great substantial men, who looked as if they had lived in the family all their lives. And Mrs Hazey thought she would like to give them a mistress as well as a master.


XXXI. MR AND MRS WATKINS AGAIN
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THE USUAL THREE DAYS LAW having elapsed, our friends at Dalberry Lees began to look out for the return visit from our new master of hounds and his elegant sister Mrs Somerville, whereupon to found the further ingratiation of an invitation to dinner. Mrs Lubbins was anxious to be doing, not having had an uproar for some time. But from the circumstance of the tight-booted teapot-handle maker having been mainly instrumental in resuscitating the Larkspur hunt under the auspices of Mr Romford (believing him to be the other Mr Romford), the honour of the opening meet would most likely have been accorded to the gentleman who hunted for conformity, viz., Mr Watkins of Dalberry Lees, who gave his £100 a year to the hounds, and paid it punctually, which, we are sorry to say, was more than all the Doubleimupshireites did. However, the teapot-handle maker had it, and the Watkinses consoled themselves with the reflection that Mr Romford would soon find out what upstarts the Joseph Larges were, and appreciate them (the Watkinses) accordingly. It, therefore, did seem rather strange that our captivating heiress, Miss Cassandra Cleopatra, should array herself in her most becoming attire,  one morning in cerulean blue, another in delicate pink, a third in virgin white with puce trimmings, and that no Mr Romford, no Mrs Somerville, should draw near the scene of her attractions. The Brogdales came, and the Bigmores came, and Mr and Mrs Nackington came; but they didnt want any of these. They wanted Mr Romford  Romford alone, if they could get him, if not, with any other person.

But when Independent Jimmy let out as he did to Miss Florence Brown, their ladys-maid, as he gave her a lift home on the buss from Mother Floyds, the wise woman of the district, whom she had been to consult when she (Florence) would be married, that second-hand Neddy, as Jimmy called Mr Hazey, had been at Beldon Hall, Mrs Watkins  all things considered  resolved that it was time to lay aside ceremony, and go boldly in for their dues. The Larges had not been punctilious, and she was quite sure the Hazeys wouldnt, so she wouldnt either. And the bloom having been taken off the introductory process by the Pippin Priory breakfast, Mrs Watkins resolved not to wait any longer for the ceremony of the return call, but to assume the neighbourly fashion, and ask Mr Romford and his sister Mrs Somerville to come and dine, and stay all night at Dalberry Lees, and let the hounds meet there on the morrow.

In truth, Lubbins had rather fallen off in her cooking for want of practice, and had it not been that the wages were large, and the kitchen-stuff liberal, she would infallibly have been turning Watkinss off; for she was a show-off cook, and required the excitement of brandy and constant display: she didnt undertake mere family dinners. The kitchen-maid could do those. But as somehow people will not lend themselves out for the mere purpose of eating and drinking and showing their clothes, so the Watkinss invitation became more and more shirked (causing, we fear, a considerable amount of falsehood, too easily detected in the country), until they could hardly raise a party at all. In vain they protracted the length of their invitations,  drew upon their acquaintances at three weeks instead of ten days or a fortnight. It always came to the same thing in the end  the table had to be shortened a third, if not full half; and the least desirable part of the company only coming under these circumstances, the reader will readily imagine how important it was to the Watkinses, bent altogether on ostentatious display, to make the most of such an attraction as a new master of hounds  especially a master so favourably circumstanced as the great Mr Romford of Abbeyfield Park and Beldon Hall, J.P., D.L., patron of, &c. Miss, too, as we have said before, was marriageable; indeed had had two or three indifferent offers  a curate, a cornet, and a nibble from a count, or a person who called himself one  though some said he was only a courier. And hope deferred having made Mrs Watkinss heart rather sick, she resolved to be doing without further delay. So, having duly consulted Lubbins as to the state of the larder, Miss Cassandra Cleopatra, who acted as amanuensis for mamma, drew forth a sheet of her highly-musked cream-laid note-paper, and with many twirls of the pen, and appeals to the ceiling for inspiration, at length produced the following document:  

Dalberry Lees,

Tuesday.

MY DEAR MRS SOMERVILLE,  If Mr Romford has not yet fixed his meets for next week, would you oblige me by having one here, and giving us the pleasure of your company the day before, when we will endeavour to get a few sporting neighbours to meet you? We dine at seven; but, as there is no moon, pray come early. Mr Watkins (who promises Mr Romford a good fox) joins in kindest regards with, my dear Mrs Somerville,

Ever yours, very sincerely,

LETITIA WATKINS.

To which, in order to prevent any mistake, Willy caused to be added the following:  

P.S. Of course you will stay all night.

The note, thus amended, was then sealed with the large butterpat seal of the Watkinss arms  three rings, three doves, three bulls, four bears, and five stags; and, after a division as to whether Lord Lovetins arms should be added or not, it was decided that it would be grander to do so, and the note was ultimately addressed to  

MRS SOMERVILLE,

At the Right Honourable

Lord Viscount Lovetins

Beldon Hall,

and despatched by a groom in the Watkinss livery.

The note produced very different sensations in the mind of Mrs Somerville and her pseudo-brothet Mr Romford: Mrs Somerville was all for going to Dalberry Lees; Mr Facey was all for staying at home. He didnt feel comfortable out, he said. The napkin business had rather upset him, Lucy having explained to him that they were not meant to carry away; and she had had the Pippin Priory one washed and returned with a note, saying that her brother had taken it away accidentally in his kerchief. Then Facey hadnt a dress-coat; but Lucy would undertake that Tick would have one down in no time. Still he demurred. The women bothered him. He didnt know what to say to them. He didnt know how to get them in to dinner. He didnt know how to get them out again. But Lucy combated all the objections. She would tell him what to say; she would teach him what to do. He should have one of the Dirties in, to practise with beforehand. Very little talk did for the mistress of the house, who was always too busy thinking about her dinner, and praying that the sweets might come in safe, to pay much attention to what was said. And so poor Facey was at length obliged to submit; and having duly conned over his country as far as he knew it, he determined to meet at Dalberry Lees on the Wednesday, which would give him the non-hunting Tuesday to get there upon. Whereupon Lucy reciprocated the sweetness of Mrs Watkinss note, and sent her answer back with the turbot-seal crest. She then wrote off to town for a dress-coat for Facey, scarlet, with velvet collar and frosted buttons; and then began to consider what she herself should wear on the important occasion.

Great was the joy at Dalberry Lees on receipt of the Beldon Hall answer, and forthwith Miss Watkins was reinstalled at her pembroke writing-table, issuing the first batch of invitations for parties to come to meet Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville at dinner on Tuesday next, apologising for the shortness of the notice, and requesting the favour of an early answer. And, as guests will come if you can only bait the trap properly,  and there was a good deal of excitement and curiosity in the country about the new master and his handsome sister,  the party was soon made up, much to the joy of the Watkinss and the satisfaction of Mrs Lubbins, who had really begun to think she would never have another uproar worth mentioning at Dalberry Lees, arid who instantly commenced a grand scouring of the country for consumables.


XXXII. DALBERRY LEES
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THE WATKINSES WERE NOW IN their glory; dressing and dinner-giving being about the extent of Willys ability, while the ladies thought simpering and expanding their persons in preposterous crinolines were the great end and aim of society. These are the people who exaggerate a fashion till they make it ridiculous. They looked forward with great pleasure to showing off their new dresses, and felt the importance to be acquired by entertaining the new master. Mrs Somerville, too, was a charming woman and altogether they were most fortunate in securing them. The outside plot thickened. So far from people shirking them, as they used to do, they asked to be allowed to bring friends, to exchange a son for a daughter, or vice versâ. There was a great desire to see Mr Romford in a room. Some said he was a bear, others that he was a bean. There was a great difference of opinion. They wanted to judge for themselves.

The Romfords, on their part, set about maintaining their position. Mr Tick, of Civil Row, responded gallantly to Lucys order, sending Mr Facey down a splendid scarlet dress-coat, with crimson velvet collar, silk linings and facings; also a pair of speculative black kerseymeres and two white vests ready for putting on; altogether rather a striking get-up, and most handsomely packed in a new deal box, directed to Francis Romford, Esq., at the Lord Viscount Lovetins, Beldon Hall. By passenger train.

Though the address of Beldon Hall alone was tolerably taking, still Lucy found that the addition of the Lovetin title precipitated orders very considerably. Indeed she felt as if she could have half London for sending for. And she was no niggard in her orders, either for Facey, her mother, or herself; writing for cloaks, Malta shawls, mantles, muffs, and Spanish mantillas, for herself; Stiltons, and bloaters, and nourishing stout  whatever the Lovetin cellar was without  for Facey.

Whenever Lucy received an article of dress that she did not like, she repacked it and sent it to Betsey Shannon, or some of her old stage friends, as a present. Her dashed dresses she adapted to Ruth Mustard  Dirtiest of the Dirty, as she was originally called, but who, under Lucys skilful guidance, presently became Cleanest of the Clean.

Ruth, as we said before, was a pretty girl,  pretty even in déshabille,  very pretty when cleaned and properly put on; and she took to lying as readily as she had done to picking and stealing. Though Mrs Somerville couldnt hope to pass her off at Dalberry Lees as anything but a Mustard, still she held out to Ruth that if her own maid, who she said was at Tunbridge Wells for the benefit of her health, did not get better, Ruth might, by due care and attention, be installed in her very lucrative place so that Dirtiest of the Dirty was for the present entitled to rank as a ladys-maid in the table of precedence amongst servants.

And to the now all-absorbing Dalberry Less feast let us now devote our attention.

It may seem strange in these gastronomic times, when a master of hounds is supposed to be able to eat two or three dinners a day, that Mr Romford should have got through so long a time with the Heavyside Hunt without ever having assisted at any of their festivities; but so it was, and he had now all his duties in the eating line to learn and perform. Of course he had often put in at Squire This or Farmer Thats for a snack, and came out with a wedge of cheese in one hand and a slice of bread in the other; but those scrambles have no sort of affinity to the stately solemnities of modern English dinner parties. Lucy felt this, and greatly feared that her brother Romford might commit himself if he had not some little previous instruction; and, knowing the nature of rehearsals, she got up a drawing-room scene by seating Dirtiest of the Dirty in a chair in the breakfast-room, while Facey hovered near till Dirty No.2 (supposed to be the Watkinss butler) entered the room and announced dinner; whereupon Facey, tendering his arm to Dirtiest of the Dirty, led her off to the Beldon Hall dining-room, just as he would have to lead off Mrs Watkins or some other lady at the Dalberry Lees feast. As to talking, Lucy again assured Facey very little conversation would do; a few compliments on the ladies dress, or remarks on the weather, or the splendour of the house, being amply sufficient. All he had to mind was, if he came after another lady, not to tread on her train. And after two or three attempts, our master of the hounds accomplished the dining-room manœuvre pretty well, though he still did not like the idea of what he had to go through after.

All very well, muttered he, tellin one theres nothin to do after; its very much like tellin a man theres nothin on the other side of the fence, when perhaps theres a great yawnin ditch big enough to hold both him and his horse.

However, friend Facey felt he was committed to the engagement, and, much as he disliked the idea, he must go through it with courage and fortitude. Grin and bear it, as he said. So he left the rest of the arrangements to Lucy.

At length came the all-important day, and with it came Independent Jimmy, and the melon frame, to convey our party to Dalberry Lees,  Mr Romford, Mrs Somerville, and Dirtiest of the Dirty.

Ye cannot all get in there, said Jimmy, looking round, as the trio appeared at the door to follow their boxes into the frame.

No: Im goin outside with you, replied Facey, chucking his grey wing cape on to the box; and, leaving Lucy and her maid to cram in as they could, he bounded up, and was presently sharing the box-seat apron with Jimmy.

Gip! said Jimmy, jerking his reins as he heard the door close; and away they rumbled, Jimmy applying the brake to the wheel down the hill to the lodges, lest the vehicle should run the old weak nags off their legs. They presently shot through them at a sort of shuffling canter.

Dalberry Lees, now announced Facey, as they got upon the turnpike.

Thout yed be gannin there, replied Jimmy; left some fish and pea-soup there i the mornin.

Soup and fish? said Facey. Dont they make pea-soup at home?

A  why  yes, replied Jimmy, flourishing his flagellator. It wasnt pea-soup; it was some stuff they get from Lunnon  tortle they call it; comes from the Ship and Tortle Tavern.

The deuce! exclaimed Facey, half afraid of the consequences; goin to have a reglar blow-out, are they?

Blow-out, ay! bout up half the poltry in the country.

Humph! grunted Mr Romford, seeing his worst fears were about to be realised. He had dreamt that he had tumbled over a poodle in the drawingroom, and squirted a bottle of porter right into a ladys face. Whos there goin besides ourselves? asked Romford, wishing to know the worst at once. Better be killed than frightened to death, thought he.

A, why, the house is full; and arre got to go for the Dobbinsons after ar set ye doon, and then for aud Mowser and the Dusts. Arm sure ar dont know when ar shall get them all there. Saying which, Jimmy gave each of his old nags a refresher with his whip, as if to say, Let us get ye set doon as quick as ar can. So they bowled along at a somewhat amended pace.

There was indeed a great to-do at Dalberry Lees. It was so long since the Watkinses had had a great spread, that many things had gone to pieces quite cliver in the hands of the servants since the event. The late butler, for instance, had imposed upon ingenuous Willy by showing him a shelf full of lamp-glasses when he left, saying he Sposed he neednt take them all down, and when they came to be wanted taken down they were all found to be broken, the whole sides having been placed outside for show. Many other departments were in a similar state of dilapidation, so that the energies of the family were by no means confined to the acquisition of fish, soups, or poultry. Besides, a dinner party and a house full of company are very different things. A dinner party can combine the united services of the whole establishment; whereas a house full of company scatters the forces to the different departments, thus depriving the commander-in-chief of any extra assistance.

Then, what with men who come without valets, men who come without grooms, coachmen who wont wash their masters carriages, to say nothing of the requirements of those most elegant and sensitive creatures, the ladies maids  who are often much more difficult to please than their mistresses,  the house is regularly turned up-side down. The servants considering their characters for hospitality quite as much involved as those of their masters, the only wonder is that anything gets into the dining-room at all. On the last occasion, when Willy thought to have a nice dish of hashed venison for his dinner after the company were gone, he found some lingering grooms had eaten it all for their luncheons! Very different are the toils of town hospitality to those of the country.

But we are now approaching those magnificent crest-decorated lodges that aroused Independent Jimmys wrath on the occasion of the Romfords arrival, and the leafless trees show the glittering sun lighting up the many-windowed house as if for a complimentary illumination. A rather winding approach through a few flat iron-fenced fields discloses its further proportions; not so fine as Pippin Priory, not so large as Beldon Hall, but still very good and comfortable. Facey, however, wished himself going away from it instead of coming. A few jip-jips and jerk-jerks from Independent Jimmy lays the vehicle well alongside the blue pipe clayed steps of the sash-windowed front-door, and Jimmys ring immediately conjures up a tableau of livery footmen with a portly butler in the background. The melon-frame compartments then began to fold, slide, and recede, and the iron steps being clattered down, first Lucy and then Dirty, being extricated from their confinement, began to shake themselves out to their natural, or rather unnatural, proportions. Mr Romford, too, alights, and stamps and flops himself generally  thinking that life would be very pleasant if it were not for its enjoyments.

Arll tac the luggage roond, now said Independent Jimmy, regaining his box, whereupon Lucy took Mr Romfords arm, while Dirtiest of the Dirty sheered off for the back settlements under convoy of a passing page. The procession then proceeded.

Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville, announced Lucy, slowly and distinctly to Mr Burlinson, the portly butler, who now duly received them at the hands of his subalterns the footmen, and forthwith proceeded to pilot them along the passages just as he used to pilot the great guests at his late masters, Lord Omnibus, until the exigencies of Burlinsons betting-book compelled him to pawn his lordships plate. Burlinson, like Bob Short, had undergone captivity; but we will draw a veil over all that. We are now going to raise the curtain for the domestic tableau of reception  or, perhaps, deception.

Although when the Romford-Somerville alarm-bell rang, Mrs Watkins was half choked with anger at Priscilla Pallister, the housemaid, for not having the best lace-fringed toilet-cover on to Mrs Somervilles dressing-table, she yet managed to smother the remainder of her rage, and had subsided into a luxurious cabriole frame chair in burnished gold, covered in needlework, with a copy of the Cornhill Magazine in her hand, when her visitors were heralded into her splendid drawing-room by her obsequious butler. Miss, too, who had been busy examining the fit and folds of her new dress in her own cheval glass, had rushed down the back stairs and got herself settled to her harp, the exertion of running imparting a slight glow to her naturally pale cheek. Mrs Watkins was so absorbed with her book that Burlinson had opened the door and got his guests piloted half up the room ere she awoke to a consciousness of the presence of strangers, when, laying down the number on the table, she hastily arose and advanced to meet them. Standing on her own territory, surrounded with elegance and splendour, she felt that now was her time to patronise; so, meeting Mrs Somerville, she seized her eagerly with both hands and imprinted a kiss on her right cheek. Facey stood transfixed, for he was not sure but he ought to reciprocate the compliment; but Lucy, anticipating the dilemma, just drew him a little forward, saying, with a pressure on his arm, My brother, Mr Romford; and the gobby girl then entering the room and joining the group, they got through the presentations without further confusion. Chairs were then the order of the day.

If the half-hour before a London dinner party is a bore, pity, oh pity  the sorrows of a man  a poor young man  condemned to two mortal hours in the country before that interesting period. Tea has somewhat come in to the relief of the ladies, but it does nothing for men  especially those unaccustomed to take the bloom off their appetites. Indeed it was rather a stumbling-block to friend Facey; for Mrs Watkins, having proposed some to Lucy, who declined it, said she supposed it was no use offering any to Mr Romford, whereupon our master replied No; hed come to dine, and not to tea, an observation that the gobby girl giggled at, thinking it was meant to be funny.

And here let us say a little more about our heroine  heroine No.2, at least, for we mean to be so extravagant as to indulge in two. If Miss Cassandra Cleopatra would not have been picked out as a beauty in a crowd, she would nevertheless have passed muster as an exceedingly showy, handsomely-dressed girl, being well set up and set out, with a calm, cool, self-possession, betokening either perfect ease or perfect indifference. Taken however singly, as we have her this evening, without any competitor, surrounded by all the luxuries and elegancies of life, she was calculated to make a speedy impression, and as she lithped and talked  and lithped and talked, now about horthes, now about houthes, Facey gradually and insensibly began to be attracted by her. At first he thought her lisp was affected, and that she ought to be whipped, but he soon got used to it, and then thought it rather pretty indeed. He presently summed up his observations by a mental repetition of the opinion he delivered as he saw her getting into the carriage at Beldon Hall, namely, that she was a good-like lass.

While all this was going on, Mr Willy Watkins, whose whole soul, as we said before, was centered in dressing and dinner giving, was taking his last survey of the dining-room, preparatory to handing it over to Lieutenant-Colonel Burlinson. It was, indeed, a grand display. There wasnt an article of plate in the house, except perhaps Willys silver shaving-box, but what was enlisted into the service, either on the table or sideboards.

At length, having got everything most tastefully arranged on the usual principle of appearing to have twice as much money as they had, Willy took a last lingering look, and then, passing noiselessly into the passage, crowned himself with a drab wide-awake, with an eagles feather in the parti-coloured band, and came whistling along into the drawing-room, as if unaware of any arrival.

Ah, my dear Mrs Somerville! exclaimed he, with well-feigned surprise, advancing gaily towards her with extended hand, I didnt know you were come. Pray, scuese my not being in to receive you, continued he, as he squeezed the pretty widows little hand with considerable empressement. Mrs W. couldnt see that, he knew.

Then, without waiting for an introduction, he turned short upon Facey, with his puddingy paw, and said,

Most happy to see you, sir, shaking his hand as he said it. I hope you are quite well, Mr Romford? I hope your hounds are quite well? I hope your horses are quite well? Just as if they formed part of the family.

Romford assured him they were all quite well, and would be ready to bucket a fox for him in the mornin. Whereupon the dreadful word fox shot through Willys heart like a dagger, and almost deprived him of utterance.

Why were foxes ever made? thought he. Confound their nasty aroma! Confound their nasty precipitation!

Then Facey, ever anxious to do business, began sounding him about the game at Dalberry Lees: whether there were any pheasants, whether there were many hares; if there would be any harm in his looking over the place occasionally with his dog and his gun, meaning of course, might he shoot there. And while the photographer in vain endeavoured to read his wifes meaning by her looks, the waning day was suddenly extinguished by the entry of the servants with lights  lights  more lights.

This gave Mrs Watkins an opportunity of saying, that perhaps Mrs Somerville might like to see her room; which offer being joyfully accepted, the drop-scene presently fell on the first act of the Dalberry Lees drama, by Mr Watkins leading Facey off to his apartment.
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It must be a great relief to a lady getting away from the forced conversation of the overture to the tranquillity of her own bedroom, there to economise and rearrange her small talk, and contemplate the coming glory  perhaps victory of dress.

On a spacious sofa, between the magnificent bed and the sparkling wood and coal fire, lay a most voluminous coloured ribboned and twilled and flounced and flowered robe, so puffy and distended that a little distance would have made it look like a lady reclining at her ease.

On a richly inlaid Indian work-table on the right, lay a splendid wreath of pearls, with three important pendants.

Oh, what loves of pearls! ejaculated Mrs Watkins, clasping her hands, thinking how she would cut Mrs Somerville down with her diamonds.

Meanwhile, Mr Watkins having got Mr Romford into the state bedroom, looked round with an air of complacency, hoping there was everything our master wanted, adding, that there was plenty of time to dress, the first gong not having sounded, and there would be half an hour after that. And, having withdrawn, Facey, who could jump into his clothes in ten minutes, thought, that as he might not get his pipe after dinner, he had better have it before. So drawing a lounging chair to the fire, he dived into his side-pocket for the material, and was presently blowing a cloud, with a grand illumination going on all around. He didnt care for the candles  not he. A most scientific roll of thunder then presently proceeded from the gong, reminding Lucy of the cavern scene in Der Freischutz, and noting the lapse of time to friend Facey. Having finished his pipe, he then inducted himself into his new clothes  so handsomely furnished on credit.

After a satisfactory contemplation of himself in the mirror, he at length left the elegant room; and, following the richly-patterned crimson stair-carpet down below, he presently found himself in a confluence of corners and stayers, all making for the drawing-room door. There was Mr Burlinson receiving the candle of one guest and the name of another, while a couple of footmen stood bowing and motioning the ladies to Mr Watkinss study, now made into a cloak-room for them. Mr Romford then walked into the drawing-room with the consequence of a master of hounds, combined with the air of a man having a billet for the night. The man who sleeps where he dines always has a sort of crow over the pumps and pocket-comb one, who has to turn out in the cold  snow, blow, wind, or rain, whatever may have chanced to come in the meantime. What a bore, turning out and finding the country half a foot under snow  getting a shoeful of it at starting by way of convincing one of the fact!


XXXIII. THE DALBERRY LEES UPROAR IN HONOUR OF MR ROMFORD
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PEOPLE WILL TALK TO EACH other even up to the last moment  while some even begin before a quick-eared departing listener is well out of hearing. Mr Romford, on entering the drawing-room, now disturbed a covey of male and female inquisitives all clustered around Burkes bulky book of the Landed Gentry, as it lay open on the richly-covered side-table. We need scarcely say they were down on the letter R  R, for Romford  Romford, here it is! Romford, Francis, Abbeyfield Park, J.P., D.L., patron of three livings  thats your man.

It seems that old Miss Mowser, who knew, or pretended to know, everything, had raised a doubt as to the identity of our hero, Miss Mowser contending that the Abbeyfield Romford was a little man with dark hair, whereas this Mr Romford was said to be a big one with red or gingery hair. Not that she had ever seen either Mr Romford, but  and here her narrative was interrupted by the entry of the big Mr Romford himself. Hush! was then the word. The book closed, and parties shied away from the table as if they had not been looking at it, but at Ye Manners and Customs of the English instead. Mr Watkins then advanced to do the duties of induction by presenting some of the non-hunting portion of his patrons  Mr Romford, Mr Lolley; Mr Romford, Mrs Dobbinson; Mr Romford, Mr Dust; and one gave him a bow, and another a hand, and a third both bow and hand. Then some sportsmen came wriggling up; men whom he ought to know, but, somehow, could not identify without their coats and their caps; and Facey addressed one man as Silver, who he ought to have called Salver; and another, whose grandfather had been a hatter, by his nickname of Mr Felt, instead of that of Mr Finch. Altogether he was very uncomfortable, and felt he was making a mull of it. Why the deuce did he come? He had plenty to eat at home  drink too. He didnt know what to do; whether to stand by the fire or sit on the sofa, or take up a paper and pretend to read.

Lucy, on her part, was as cool and collected as a handsome, well-dressed woman who has received the unanimous plaudits of the gods of the Victoria Theatre might be expected to be, conscious that the ladies must admire her new dress, whatever they thought of her figure and complexion. The gentlemen, she knew, would admire those and her figure not the less for being finely developed. So she twisted and turned, and smiled, and showed her fine shoulders and her fine teeth, and laid herself out for general admiration. And a good deal of admiration she got, much to Miss Watkinss mortification, who did not fancy being cut out in that way in her papas own house. But she would try if she couldnt upset Mrs Somerville from Beldon Hall. So she quietly bided her time.

At length Mr Burlinson the butlers large white waistcoat was seen looming up the room, without the customary convoy of guests, and Mr Watkins, who had previously requested friend Facey to take his wife into dinner, having finished a platitude he was enunciating about the state of the moon, now presented his great red arm to Mrs Somerville and led her off to the radiant apartment illuminated with the joint efforts of fire, candles, and oil. It was a perfect blaze of light. Mrs Somerville having trod the passage, entered the dining-room with measured step, like a Tragedy Queen, and subsided in her seat on Mr Watkinss right.

Then Dirtiest of the Dirties lessons operated favourably; for Facey, having seen Lolley, and Dobbinson, and Dust, the man whom he called Silver (but Salver), Felt, and all duly passed off, brought up the rear with Mrs Watkins: our master inwardly hoping, as he crossed what he called the vale of the entrance-hall, that  in schoolboy parlance  her meat might presently stop her mouth. So they sailed majestically up the spacious dining-room to the top of the table, where, by one of those masterly manœuvres that ladies understand so much better than men, Facey found Cassandra Cleopatra spreading her napkin over her voluminous dress on his right, just as Mrs Watkins subsided in her great arm-chair on the left. Rot it, thought Romford, but I shall be talked to death between you. He then picked the bun out of his napkin, and spreading as much of the latter over his legs as his fair friends dress allowed him to do, he took a glance down the table to see what there was in the way of what he called grub.

Humph! I thought it had been a dinner, observed he, in tone of disappointment, to his hostess; but there seems nothin but fruit and things, like a flower-show.

Dinner à la Russe, replied Mrs Watkins, thinking he was joking, at the same time handing him a finely-embroidered French bill of fare.

Ah, theres nothin like a good cut at a round of beef when ones hungry, observed Facey, laying it down again.

A servant, with two plates of soup, then asked him whether he would take thick or clear turtle?

Thick, replied Facey, thinking it would be the most substantial of the two.

The servant then set it down before him.

Here! give us both! exclaimed he, seeing how little there was in the plate he had got. He then took the other and placed it in front of him until he was done with the first. And he supped and slushed just like one of his own hounds.

Whats this stuff? now demanded Facey, as servant offered him a green glass of something.

Punch, sir, replied the man.

Set it down, replied Romford, continuing his soup. Having finished both plates of turtle, he quaffed off the glass, and was balancing himself on his chair, raking the guests fore and aft, and considering whether mock-turtle or real turtle was best, when his lisping friend on his right interrupted his reverie by asking him if he was fond of flowers.

Whoy, yes, replied Facey, carelessly, they are well enough in their way, adding, and Im fond of hounds, but I dont like havin them in the dinner-room.

Miss saw she had made a wrong cast, so did not follow up the inquiry by pointing out the beauty of the heaths and geraniums in the blue and silver vase before her, as she intended doing.

Facey then got some fish, not so much as he liked, but still he would take it on account. So, helping himself copiously to lobster sauce  taking nearly half the boat  he proceeded to attack his turbot with great avidity.

Then came some hock and white hermitage; next, some in comprehensible side-dishes, or rather entrées, for, of course, they never got on the table at all; then some sparkling Moselle and Burgundy, followed by more anonymous viands, of all of which Facey partook greedily, not knowing but that each chance might be the last. And when he had about ate to repletion, and was balancing himself as before on his chair, a servant came and offered him some mutton, which he couldnt resist, saying, as he took it, I wish youd brought me that at first. Next came the sweet and dry, to which he paid the same compliment, of wishing it had come before, observing confidentially to Mrs Watkins, that he thought champagne was just the best white wine there was, adding, that Lucy and he managed a bottle between them almost every hunting day. Meanwhile Miss Cassandra, baffled with her flowers, but anxious to be doing, thought to ingratiate herself by asking him a pertinent question connected with the chase; namely, whether he liked ladies hunting?

No  hate it, replied he, with a frown and an angry shake of his broad shoulders.

Miss was glad of that, for she was something like Mrs Rowley Rounding, better adapted for driving than riding. So she said she thought ladies had no business out hunting.

Dangerous enough for the men, replied Facey, filling his mouth full of potato; adding, besides, theyre always gettin in the way.

Having finished his mutton, they now offered him some turkey. Facey eyed it intently, wishing it, too, had come before. Well  no, said he, after a pause, ar cant eat any more! So saying, he dived his hands into his trousers pockets, and stretched out his legs, as if he was done. But his persecution was not over yet.

After another round of sweet or dry, the game began to circulate  grouse, woodcocks, partridges, snipes  to all of which offers our master returned a testy negative. No! no! exclaimed he, upon a third tease, arve had enough.

Still there were the sweets to come  sweets without end  sweets in every sort of disguise  for Lubbins was great in that line. And they baited Facey with creams and jellies, and puffs and pastry, till he was half frantic.

A man should have ten stomachs instead of one, muttered he, to stand such work.

He thought the dinner never would be done: he had never been so tormented before. If that was high life, he didnt want any more of it. Give him his victuals when he wanted them  what he wanted, and no more. Rot the fellow! there he was again!

Footman (with a silver dish). Little fondieu, sir?

Facey. No, ye beggar! I dont want any more! growled he.

And, if it had not been for the look of the thing, Miss would quite as soon that our hero had not been so interrupted, for it interfered greatly with the progress of her proceedings. Whenever she thought she was what Facey would call well settled to the scent, a servant was sure to come and put her out. She wanted to know if he liked music  she wanted to know if he liked dancing  she wanted to know if he liked archery.

At length there were symptoms of a lull. The chopped cheese having made its circuit, was duly followed by Port wine, Beaujolais, Badminton cup, bitter and sweet ales; and Facey began to feel a little more comfortable. His roving pig-eyes raked either side of the table  now glancing at Lolly, now at Miss Mowser, now at Felt, now at Salver, now at Lucy, and anon at Mrs Watkins. Then they reverted to his fair neighbour on his right. Good-looking lass, thought he, examining her minutely behind. Good head and neck, good shoulders; just as he would look at a horse. And at that moment a thought struck him that she might be his  

Cream or water ice, sir? now asked a footman.

Who said I wanted either? growled Facey, just as he would to a shopkeeper who asked him, Whats the next article, sir?

Miss, who thought that ices made her nose red, declined any also; and, passing her napkin across her rosy lips, she prepared for a little probing.

Is Beldon Hall comfortable? lisped she.

Oh, yes, replied Facey, comfortable enough; more room than we want, a good deal.

Its a good thing to have plenty of room, lisped the lady.

Not if youve to fix it, replied Facey.

Is Abbeyfield large? asked Miss.

Tol-lol,, replied Facey. Make up twenty or five-and-twenty beds, praps.

Indeed! lisped Miss. Thats a good many.

Master of hounds must be prepared for chance visitors, observed he. Never know how many youll sit down to dinner till the day comes.

Miss thought she would like that.

Is there a good neighbourhood?

Much the same as elsewhere; adding, people all get sucked up to London, now-a-days.

Londons a charming place! ejaculated Miss Watkins; but I never can get par and mar to go there.

I dont think so, replied our master. Give me the country  give me huntin, and shootin, and fishin, added he; and oil give moy share of Lunnon to anyone who likes it.

Just then a persecution of fruit commenced  pineapple, grapes, and Jersey pears arrived  thus making a break in the conversation, and removing the occasion of an argument on the London point. Miss wanted to coincide, if she could; and, luckily, a most fortunate subject came to her aid  she touched the right chord at last: Was Mr Romford musical?

Very! replied Facey, brightening up; play the flute beautiful!  [Of all broken-winded, asthmatical artistes, Facey Romford was the most dreary and forlorn; still he flattered himself, if he had set up as a professor, he would have made a great fortune!] Very, replied he. Play the flute beautiful, was the answer he gave to Miss Watkinss inquiry.

Indeed! rejoined she, smiling. I wish you would come and accompany me sometimes.

Well, said he, oil do that with pleasure.

Can you play Blumenthals Prière des Matelots?

No; but oi can play Dixies Land, Old Bob Ridley, and a heap of other poplar airs. Nobody knows what flute-playing really is, who hasnt heard me.

And the science of eating made easy having been further developed by Burlinson helping them all round to a glass of wine and offering them another, an ominous lull suddenly took place in the conversation, and all the guests arose simultaneously  the gentlemen standing a pace or two back, while the ladies extricated their enormous crinolines from under the table. Then, the door being opened by the obsequious host, Mrs Somerville sailed out of the room, with the same stately air with which she entered it; and, after a little of the usual mock-modesty about each not going first, Mrs Watkins at length got the whole party collected, and drove them before her like a flock of sheep. And, having returned them back into the radiant drawing-room, she devoted herself to the development of her Beldon Hall friend; while the gentlemen closed up at the table, to see what they could make of old Facey. Lucy played and sang in the drawing-room, and Facey talked about hunting in the dining one, acquitting themselves with considerable ability.

The ladies thought Mrs Somerville would be pretty, if it wasnt for her affected manner; and Facey delivered a lecture to the men on the character and habits of the fox, very much in the style of a gamekeeper. Though they might think his manner queer, they couldnt gainsay his facts.

At length our friend, who was no drinker, having passed the wine two or three times, asked his host if he hadnt better stop the tap? and, the proposition seeming to meet with general approval, there was another unanimous rise from the table, and a general consultation of whiskers and ties. They then followed Mr Romford out of the room, who led the way, as he said, to the holloa of the distant music in the drawing-room. Very clear and sounding it was! How he wished he had brought his flute  would have tickled his trout in no time! He then opened the door, and astonished himself with a blaze of light  fourfold what it was when he left.

Then came a charge of tea and coffee trays and cakes, and everything a man doesnt want; and Facey was hunted about till he almost upset one. Rot it, if this is pleasure, muttered he, when the Curaçoa man came with his picturesque bottle, ar dont want any more of it. And he was heartily glad when the sound of wheels outside the house proclaimed the coming conclusion; still more happy when the footmen began announcing the carriages, and the Paterfamiliases commenced beckoning their wives and daughters, and talking about not keeping their valuable horses waiting, standing shivering and shaking in the cold.

At length, after many trots to the front door, Mr Watkins got the last of the leavers away; and, it not being prudent to indulge in the usual worry before strangers and remanets, after a slight discharge of seltzer and soda, the instincts of all the party seemed to point towards bed. So there was a general bobbing and cooing, and bidding of good-nights  with hopes that Mrs Somerville and Mr Romford found everything in their rooms that they wanted. And, as the only thing Mr Facey particularly wanted was his pipe, and he had that with him, he unhesitatingly answered Yes. And he went along, knocking his knees together, well pleased that the penance was over. Barring the mistake of old Felt, he didnt know that he had done so far amiss. Callin Salver Silver, was nothin  just a slip of the tongue; but the other was awkward: however, it couldnt be helped. So, taking off and putting his new dress scarlet carefully away in the wardrobe, he resumed his morning jacket; and drawing a luxuriously-cushioned easy-chair right in front of the fire, he adjusted and lit his pipe, and then soused himself down in its voluminous depths to enjoy his sublime tobacco.

Well, mused he to himself, as he puffed and smoked; well, old boy, you are well laid in here  that white-shouldered girl is evidently in love with you! Quite inclined to meet you half way, old gal!

It may seem strange that it should not have occurred to a fox-hunting fortune-hunter like Mr Romford, that Miss Cassandra Cleopatra Watkins was the very sort of girl he was in search of; but then the reader must take into account the fact that he was a perfect stranger in the country, with no one but Independent Jimmy to give him any information, and that neither Mrs Somerville nor her mother were at all likely to forward any matrimonial arrangement.

So friend Facey was left a good deal to his own devices,  to pick up what he could from this person and from that; and, having picked it up, to put that and that together, so as to make a reliable story of the whole.

To be sure, Miss Cassandra Cleopatra was good enough to inform him, very early in the day, that she was an only child; but there were a good many more things that Mr Facey would like to know, and that she could not inform him of  where the money was, for instance; whether it was settled, and so on; above all, how much there was of it.

The mother-familias, too, seems to be quite agreeable! Wonder what the father would say? That confounded uncertificated bankrupt, as he called his host, is far too young, continued he. Wonder if theres any way, now, of playin at leapfrog with the money  passin it over the present holders back, so as to prevent his spendin it, and securing it to some one beyond? Should think there was, continued he, blowing a voluminous upward cloud, after a long-drawn respiration. The lawyers can do almost anything  anything except make a scent! Scents a queer thing! continued he; dashd if it isnt. Wonder if well have one to-morrow? And then he emitted another great cloud, thinking as he did it that there would be a scent in the room, at all events. Hoped the next comer would like tobacco!

And having thus done his best to secure him the luxury, and exhausted his pipe in a further consideration of the fertile subject of scent, our friend at length undressed and turned into bed, at twenty minutes to twelve.


XXXIV. THE HUNT BREAKFAST
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MR ROMFORD AWOKE AT DAYBREAK next morning with a parched mouth and a somewhat winey headache; not at all himself, in fact. The late dinner and multiplicity of dishes had disagreed with a gentleman accustomed to early hours and simple fare. He had never tried such a mixture before; meat, puddin, and cheese (all the delicacies of the season, as the sailor said), being the utmost extent of his wants.

But that he had been gradually inducted into magnificence through the instrumentality of Beldon Hall, he would now scarcely have known himself, stretched in a great canopy-topped state bed in a noble room, with brilliant chimney-glass, splendid cheval one, tapestry carpet, and every imaginable luxury. What did a man want with so many baths, who always took a header when he was heated!

Of course the capital Louis Quinze clock on the marble mantel-piece did not go, so Facey appealed to his own great silver watch under the pillow to know what oclock it was, and finding it wanted several hours to breakfast, he did not see any reason why, because the bed was a fine one, he should lie in it longer than he liked; so he bounded out, and making for a window, proceeded to reconnoitre the landscape.

Aye, said he to himself, after an identifying stare, that is Wavertree in the distance, the village with the spire is Dronefield, and the white house beyond will be Mr Bullingers, of Prestonworth.

So he settled the matter satisfactorily in his own mind, and then moved the previous question,  namely, that he should dress. But where were his clothes? They had taken them away to brush, or perhaps mop up the beer-slops with in the servants hall, and then fold and return, and there was nothing for him but the choice between his hunting things and dress ones. Neither of those would do, so he must try to recover the Tweeds. But they had put the bell where nobody could find it; and Facey had to cast about as he would for the scent of a fox. When he did find it, nobody would answer it; for the girl in charge of the numbers merely announced Number one bell in the hall, and every servant who heard her concluded that the occupant of such a magnificent apartment  the best room  would be sure to have a valet to answer it, and thought no more of the matter. And when Facey, having taken another rather fretful survey of the landscape, returned again to the charge, an exclamation of Number one bell! was all that the ring produced; and so on for a third.

Rot the fellow! exclaimed Facey, swinging round with vexation; and after taking a turn about the spacious apartment, he at length settled before his hunting clothes. Spose I must put them on, said he, taking up the Bedford cords, and proceeding to jump into his other clothes in the promiscuous sort of way of a man going to bathe. He then opened his door, and emerged from his room in search of adventures. The landings and staircase were only half awake; and when he got downstairs he found everything in the uncomfortable state familiar only to early, too early, risers. One housemaid on her knees pipeclaying the passage, another raising a cloud of dust with her broom; rugs, mats, pails, dusters, all higgledy-piggledy  everything in the height of confusion. The fine overnight footmen were hurrying about in caps and all sorts of queer clothes, bearing trays full of plate, linen, and china,  the ingredients of another great spread. Worming his way cautiously among the obstacles, Facey at length reached the front door, and emancipating himself from the house, was presently in the fresh air. Very fresh and pleasant it was, and most grateful it felt to his fevered frame.

Oh, Francis Romford, my beloved friend, said he, you had too much wine last night. Oh, Francis Romford, this dinin out doesnt suit you. Oh, Francis Romford, its a great luxury to have just what you want to eat and drink, and no more. Oh, Francis Romford, its bad to hunt with a sore head. Huntin and drinkin are two mens work.

Then he thought a pipe would do him good; and a pipe he accordingly proceeded to take, sauntering along the fine Kensington gravelled drive as he made the necessary preparation for a smoke. This brought him within sight of the stables,  a well-built, rough-cast range, with coachhouses in the centre.

Humph! not bad-like quarters, said Facey, eyeing them. Have seen good horses come out of much worse stables than those. And thereupon he determined to inspect them. Making for the range on the right, he found himself among the greys in the coachmans stable, with the great Mr Spanker sauntering about, superintending the stablemen in the you-do-your-work sort of air of a man who does nothing himself. Pugs, cobs, and coachmen were things Mr Romford eschewed. Pugs he looked upon as eyesores; cobs he never knew the use of; and coachmen, he thought, were men who would be grooms, only they were too lazy. A very slight inspection of the greys, therefore, satisfied him; and returning Mr Spankers salute with an air of indifference, he turned on his heel, and sought the other side of the stable. Spanker, however, recognised him, and said to his helper, That is the varry gent as came up through the grating arter the rats when we was at Beldon All.

When, however, Facey got into the hunting stable, he found himself at home; and Gullpicker, the presiding genius (a Melton man, whom nobody would have at Melton), seemed impressed with the importance of his visitor. He raised his cap most deferentially, and Facey having returned a nod, and a voluminous puff of smoke, then proceeded to criticise the horses.

There were four well-shaped, well-conditioned bays, well-clothed, well-littered, well done by in every respect except well-ridden. In this latter indulgence they were sadly deficient; indeed the two that the man who hunted for conformity was going to ride that day, had been out, getting the fiery edge taken off them with a gallop on the green. There were now a couple of straps at work upon either side of them, each hissing and thumping as if they would stave in the horses ribs. Willy was all for having everything as it should be, and Gullpicker was the man to accommodate him. It took two men to strap a horse properly, Gull said, so two to a horse Gull had. It is strange how some fellows get places by merely trading on a name. If Gullpicker had come from Manchester, Musselburgh, or any other place beginning with an M, Willy would never have thought of him; but coming from Melton, he concluded he must be all right, and so gave him eighty pounds a-year and his house. A livery-stable keeper would have given him twelve shillings a-week, and would most likely have turned him off at the end of the first one.

Romford now stuck out his great legs, and proceeded to question the worthy, and very soon wormed out the secret of the stable,  which was a hard oss, which was a soft un, which was a show un. The show un was masters special favorite, the man said, whom he described as a very shy rider; indeed, the groom thought if it wasnt for the sake of wearing the red coat, Mr Watkins would never go out hunting at all. And Facey said, that was the case with a good many men he knew, adding, that it would be a good thing not to let any man ride in scarlet until he had ridden three years in black.

The servants breakfast bell now rang a noisy peal, for the Watkinses considered it incumbent upon them to let all the neighbourhood know when there was any eating going on; and Facey having mastered his subject, jerked his head at the groom, who renewed his deferential salute as our master rolled out of the stable. A master of hounds is always a hero in a grooms eyes.

When he returned to the house, it had got into more comfortable order. The scrapers and door mats were restored to their proper places, the mops and pails had disappeared, and a partially revised footman was brushing and arranging the hats in the hall. To him Facey communicated his lavatorial wants, and was forthwith reconducted upstairs and introduced to the dressing-room of his apartment, where he found such an array of baths, foot, hip, shower, as to a man who always took a header seemed quite incomprehensible. Discarding all these, he requested the footman to get him some hot water, wherewith and by the aid of a razor and soap, he proceeded to divest himself of the superfluous portion of his cane-coloured beard, and then treated his pretty face to a wash in the fine mazarine blue and white china basin, thinking all the while what old Gilroy would say if he saw him.

Very queer his old fourpenny shaving brush, and twopenny soap-box,  to say nothing of his horn comb and shabby hair brush,  looked on the fine lace-pattern toilet-cover, lined with blue silk, and edged with Honiton lace. Very different was the toilet glass, with its carved frame and spiral supporters, compared to the few square inches of thing in which he used to contemplate his too fascinating face at the Dog and Partridge, or the West-end Swell. And Facey wandered backwards and forwards between the bed and dressing-room, surveying his irresistible person first in one mirror and then another, thinking what a killing-looking cock he was.

The noisy gong presently interrupted the inspection, and looking at his watch he found it only wanted twenty minutes to ten, and at half-past the hounds would be due before the door. Tearing himself away then from the mirror, he opened the door and proceeded downstairs, encountering his lisping friend full in the face at the junction of the flights.

Good morning, Mither Romford, said she, extending her pretty white hand as she spoke.

Good mornin, Miss, replied Facey, taking and squeezing it, adding, I declare you look quite bewitchin in this fine new thingumbob, taking hold of it as he spoke.

Miss smiled, and showed her pretty pearly teeth, fresh from the application of the dentifrice; and while Facey was busy staring and turning a compliment, Mrs Dusts unlucky maid opened the green-baized door communicating with the back stairs, and spoilt the production. Miss then gave a whisk of her crinoline, and the two concluded the descent of the staircase together. On entering the dining-room, they found the heads of the house busily engaged superintending the final arrangements of the table,  marshalling the plate, adjusting the flower vases, pointing out the position for the egg stands, and the places for the toast, the twists, the tea cakes  the light artillery generally.

Good morning, my dear Mr Romford, exclaimed Mrs Watkins, advancing gaily and tendering her hand to our master, quite pleased to see him and her smiling daughter arriving so amicably together.

Good morning, Romford: how are you? exclaimed Willy, now seizing Faceys hand in the hail-fellow-well-met of a brother fox-hunter; adding heres a fine day  hope therell be a good scent.

Oh, yes, and a good fox, too, rejoined Mrs Watkins.

Hope so, said Facey; adding Ill give a good account of him if there is.

Do, exclaimed Willy; in Bells Life and the Field.

Hut! you and Bells Life, growled Facey in disgust.

The large richly-chased silver Queens-patterned teakettle now came hissing into the room, with its corresponding teapot, sugar-basin, and cream ewers, and simultaneously an antique melon-pattern coffeepot, with similar accompaniments, alighted at the low end of the table. Honey, jellies, jams, then took up positions at regular intervals in support of the silver cow-mounted butter-boats, and next long lines of cakes, muffins, buns, rolls, toasts, filled up the interstices.

A Westphalia ham, a Melton pie, and a pâté de foie gras mounted the plate-garnished sideboard, just as Mrs Somerville came sailing in, and the first ring was heard at the front door bell.

Mrs Watkins, having greeted Mrs Somerville warmly, hoping she had slept well and not been disturbed by the wind, then backed her into her overnight seat by her husband, and, sailing up the room, installed herself in her own chair, with Facey on her right again and Cassandra next to him, just as Burlinson brought up the first comers, in the persons of young Brogdale, Mr Tuckwell and Mr Horsington, who, after smirking and smiling, subsided into seats and began eating as if they had not tasted food for a week. Some people never miss a show meet.

Ring  ring  ring  ring; ring  ring  ring  ring  ring; ring  ring  ring  ring  ring  ring then went the bell, each particular man seeming to think it necessary to ring for himself, though the door was yet open for his predecessor. Then whips of all sorts clustered together, and pyramids of hats and caps rose in the passage; and the cry was still They come  they come! Gayslap, and Rumball, and Botherton, and Brown, and West, and young Felt, and old Muggleswick, and we dont know who else besides.

Great was the variety of hunting costume, great the run on the cups and saucers to supply the behests of the wearers. Cream, if you please. Have you got any sugar? May I trouble you for the salt? Then arose a surge of mastication that was quite opposed to the idea of the parties having breakfasted before. It was very much a repetition of the Pippin Priory performance, only the appointments were finer and grander. Mrs Watkins had no idea of being outdone: only let her know what the Larges had, and she would soon get something better. If they had had a boars head, Mrs Watkins would have had a bulls or a buffalos.

Facey, though not quite happy, was yet far more comfortable than he had been overnight, or when he run the gauntlet of inquisitive eyes as he made his way up the breakfast-room at Pippin Priory. Here he sat somewhat like a gentleman taking his ease in a penny chair in Hyde Park, having the population paraded before him, and if the servants would only have let him alone, he would have done pretty well; but either the butler persecuted him with buns, or the footman teased him with toast, or Miss lisped something that he couldnt understand, and was obliged to ask her to say over again, so that the act of deglutition proceeded slowly and irregularly. He was accustomed to swallow his breakfast like a foxhound. All he wanted was to get it down, and then pocket a crust for future want, and be off.

Meanwhile more gentlemen came stamping and clanking in from all quarters, in red coats, and green coats, and black coats; in white boots, and brown boots, and black boots, all apparently ravenous and settling to the viands as soon as, having bobbed to the ladies, they could get seated at the table. Some stuck to the sideboard, trying the noyeau, the crême de Vanille, the parfait amour, the cherry brandy, and so on. The Watkinses didnt give champagne, they were told it wasnt fashionable. Sip, sup, slop, clatter, patter, clatter, patter, was the order of the day. More tea, more toast, more coffee, eggs, muffins, and butter. Many people will give away any amount in victuals, from whom you could not get a penny in cash if it was ever so.

At length there was a lull; some stuck out their legs, others began exploring their mouths with their toothpicks, some again arose and began looking about the room at the various family pictures, Mrs Watkins in a green satin dress, Miss in a yellow silk one, Willy in a hunt coat, Willy in a dress coat, Willy in a shooting coat. Then there was a move to the window. The hounds had just come, attended by the usual cavalcade, and Facey rushed to see what sort of equilibrium the servants presented. All seemed right.

There was Daniel  the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel  sitting erect on that uncomfortable-actioned horse Oliver Twist; there was Chowey  insinuating Chowey  relaxing and contracting his extraordinary proboscis as if he was going to kiss all creation; and there was the strong persevering man who cleaned horses, riding that noble long-tailed brown horse Bounding Ben, whose only fault was that he could not be relied upon for bounding. Altogether a most respectable looking party, and greatly indebted to Tick. Then as Miss was lisping her admiration of the establishment to Mr Romford, the hum of conversation was interrupted by her mamma rushing wildly up the room exclaiming,  

Oh, Mr Romford! oh, Mr Watkins! oh, Mr Romford! I am so shocked  I am so distressed  I hardly know what to do. I wrote to that tiresome Mr Castangs to send us a fox  a Quornite, if he could  and theres none come!  and theres none come! Was there ever anything so provoking!  was there ever anything so provoking! Oh, what shall we do, Mr Watkins?  what shall we do, Mr Romford? continued Mrs Watkins, appealing imploringly first to one and then to the other.

Willy, of course, didnt know what to do, and Facey was too disgusted to answer the question; in addition to which, a giggle of laughter ran through the room, showing the position was appreciated. So, looking at his watch, and seeing it was a few minutes past time he gladly tendered his adieux, hurrying out of the room, exclaiming to Mrs Somerville as he got to the door, I say, Lucy, mind, pork chops and smashed potatoes for dinner at five! He then swung gaily into the hall, got his hat, and made straight for his horse in the crowd. The Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel then saluted him with an aerial sweep of his cap, and Chowey, relaxing his proboscis, followed suit.

Mr Castangs having disappointed our friends, there was no occasion for Mr Romford to indulge in the usual make-believe draw round Dalberry Lees; so, getting on Pilot, he trotted quietly over Amberwicke Meadows, and, running the hounds through Walton Wood, passed on to Westdale Park.

But though the portly owner, Mr Banknewton, was an ardent supporter of the hunt, and always made a show of insisting upon his keeper having foxes; yet, not having notice, and of course relying upon Mrs Watkins supplying the wants of the day, his fox was not ready any more than the other. So Mr Romford passed on from hall to house, and from hill to vale, until he got entirely out of his stop; without, however, having exactly a blank day, for Chowey whipped a very fine fox off a hedge-row on Mr Mitfords farm at Ripple Mill, which immediately went to ground in a well-accustomed breeding earth behind the house.

It is, however, but justice to Mr Castangs to state that he had not been indifferent to his good patron Mrs Watkinss interests; for, when Independent Jimmy came with the melon frame to take Mrs Somerville back to Beldon Hall, the fox was seen sitting in his airy trellis-work box beside Jimmy on the driving seat. It had been carried past by the thoughtless guard of the 9 a.m. railway train. Better, however, that he should carry the fox past than the pea-soup. Mrs Watkins, however, determining not to profit by the occurrence, begged Mrs Somerville to take the fox back with her to Beldon Hall; which our fair friend consenting to do, and all things being at length ready, after a good deal of kissing and hugging, the ladies got parted; and Lucy and Dirty, being duly ensconced in their vehicle, drove away, leaving the late lively Dalberry Lees to relapse into its accustomed quiet. Dirty, we may add, had made rather a somewhat profitable visit of it, having picked a pearl and ruby ring off Mr Watkinss dressing-table, a gold thimble out of Miss Watkinss work-box, and extracted seven-and-sixpence from a drawer in the housekeepers room, which none but herself would ever have suspected of holding a halfpenny.


XXXV. THE BAG FOX

[image: img446.jpg]

WHEN MR FACEY ROMFORD RETURNED to Beldon Hall after his visit to Dalberry Lees, he found what ought to have converted the nearly blank day there into a splendid triumph; namely, the unfortunate bag fox, now located in his own entrance hall. Facey got a whiff of what Mr Watkins would call his aroma, almost as soon as he opened the front door; but never dreaming of such a thing as a fox being in the house, he just chucked his hat and whip at random in the dusk on to the accustomed table near the screen behind which he kept his rake, and was making onwards, thinking of his pork chops and smashed potatoes, when a scratching noise arrested his attention on the other side of the spacious entrance. Facey stopped, and in the evening gloom the apparition of a new trellis-work cage stood in bold relief against the carved back of an old oak chair.

Do believe its a fox, muttered Romford. Can be nothing but a fox, added he, making up to it, and looking in, as the unmistakeable scent greeted his nose. It is a fox! exclaimed he, wondering how it came there. He then called for a candle. Dirtiest of the Dirty presently came tripping along, with a thick-wicked tallow, in a block-tin candlestick, in her hand; and Romford, flourishing it over the cage, caught sight of the parchment label, and read,  

WILLIAM WATKINS, Esq.,

Dalberry Lees.

By rail, to be left at the Firfield Station. Keep this side up.

Oh, the deuce! muttered he. Why, this is the gentleman that ought to have come in the morning. Then a further inspection of the address revealed his own name  

FRANCIS ROMFORD, Esq.,

Beldon Hall.

With Mrs Watkinss kind regards,

in the most elegant hand, added at the bottom.

Humph! muttered he, this is a pretty present for a master of hounds to receive. Spose theyll be sendin me a colley dog or a pipin bullfinch next. May mean it for kindness; spose they do, continued he, thinking of the white shoulders; but in reality its anything else. Never hunted a bag fox in my life, said he, scratching his head. Should be shamed to hunt a bag fox. What would life be without foxes? continued Facey, now lowering the candle, and looking into the cage to examine his present more minutely. Reynard, half timid, half savage, made for a corner, disclosing, however, enough of his proportions to let Facey see he was a fine one,  rather light-coloured along the back, with a full brush and a grizzleyish head. Wonder what sort of mouth hes got? continued Facey, making for the table, whereon lay his hunting whip, and returning to stir the fox up with it. Snap! He seized the stick with an energy that made Facey thankful it wasnt his thumb, disclosing, as he snapped, a set of slightly failing but still very serviceable-looking teeth. Good fox, very, said Facey, wondering where he came from. Highlands, of course, added he, shrugging up his high shoulders, well knowing he did nothing of the sort. Well, mused he, this is the way to bring fox hunting to an end. Steal each others foxes, and then we shall have nothin to hunt. Bad work, very, muttered he, when it comes to this. And if it hadnt been for the fair daughter, Facey would have abused Watkins right well. As it was, he let off his steam by abusing the sham-fox system generally, declaring he would rather hunt with a pack of rabbit-beagles on foot, than condescend to such work. A rat in a barn, with a terrier, is worth two of it, said he.
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And he was half inclined to open the box and liberate the fox at the door; and nothing but the fear of his being ignominiously nipped up by some passing cur prevented his doing so. Facey, therefore, adjourned the consideration of the question what to do with him until after the discussion of the sumptuous fare he had ordered in the morning. So he now proceeded to his bed-room to divest himself of his hunting attire, and assume the easier clothes of the evening. Then, old Dirty having the repast ready at the appointed time, Dirtiest of the Dirty resumed her waiting avocation; while, between chops and cheese, Lucy enlightened Mr Romford as to the misfortunes of the bag fox, and Mrs Watkinss anxiety for the notification of the disappointment. Lucy had told Mrs Watkins that she did not think her brother would have anything to do with a bagman; but Mrs Watkins was positive the other way, asserting that a fox was a fox; adding, that surely it was much better to have one in a box ready for use, than to be at the trouble of searching and prowling about in a wood, without, perhaps, finding one after all.

Oh, do take him, pressed Mrs Watkins; Mr Watkins will be so disappointed if you dont; and Im sure we have no use for him here, added she. So Mrs Somerville reluctantly consented, and Independent Jimmy had the pleasure of the foxs company as he drove back to Beldon Hall.

There the reader has already seen him; and the question now is, what to do with him; for though the whiff of a fox is very pleasant and exhilarating in the open air  especially in the hunting season  yet we do not know that it is quite so agreeable in the house. So, too, thought friend Facey; and the point now was, how to get rid of him without offending Mrs Watkins. At last he thought he had it.

I say, old gal, let you and oi get up early in the mornin and give that bagman a dustin with a few couple of hounds, said Facey to Lucy between the puffs of his after-dinner pipe.

Well, said Lucy, Im quite agreeable.

Its a non-hunting day, continued Mr Romford, and it will keep the horses backs down and the men quiet by letting them see we can do without-them. You ride Leotard, said he, and Ill have that invincible Baker, and see if a gag will prevent his pulling my arms out of their sockets, as he generally does.

Lucy was quite agreeable to that also, Mr Romford then sunk into the roomy recesses of his well-stuffed easy chair, and luxuriated in his pipe as he passed his fine gratis pack of hounds in review before him. He was a man of decision, and quickly made up his mind what to take and what to leave at home. Ten couple was just what he would take, and ten couple he had to the fore in no time. So, having finished his pipe, he arose from his chair, and, chucking a log of wood on to the fire to last till he came back, he got a candle and went and had another stare at the fox. Here he was presently joined by old Dirty, Mrs Mustard herself, who, in reply to his inquiries where he could get a mouse or a few beetles, replied that she had a couple of mice in the trap just then, and, as to beetles, why her back kitchen fairly swarmed with them; so sending her away for the mice and a handful of beetles, as also for a saucer of clean water, Mr Romford presently made his poor prisoner as comfortable as a fox could be made under the circumstances, and left him to enjoy himself as best he could.

He then proceeded to the stables, where he found Swig and Chowey in the saddle-room deeply engaged in a game of dominoes, Chowey having rather the best of it up to the time of Mr Romfords coming. Here, too, was Short, the stud-groom as he was now called, having some coatless, characterless helpers under him. Mr Romford, having first ordered Leotard for Mrs Somerville, and the Baker for his own riding out of the brilliant galaxy of stubbornness and vice with which his stable was supplied, and Chowey, having put the finishing stroke to the game, Mr Swig was at liberty to talk to our master, who forthwith ran him through a list of ten couple of hounds that he wanted in the morning so rapidly that if Swig had not had his two intelligent friends in the saddle-room to assist him, he would infallibly have made some mistake.

Eight to a minute! then cried Mr Romford, giving a general order for all eight to a minute! repeated he, rolling out of the room, leaving his audience very much surprised at his proceedings. But Lucy and he were always dropping in upon them at unqualified hours.

Whats up now! ejaculated Short, who had calculated upon having to act figure footman on the morrow.

Must be going to have a hunt by themselves, suggested Swig.

The same as they had with the Heavysides, observed Chowey, pursing up his peculiar mouth as he recollected Swigs and his own misfortune in the gig  or, rather, out of the gig.

Shouldnt wonder, assented the strong persevering man.

Gallant little oman to ride, observed Swig; adding, I do like to see her go.

Hes a rumun, muttered Chowey. Of all the rumuns I ever lived with, hes the rummiest.

So they proceeded to discuss the merits and peculiarities of our worthy master, without disparagement, however, to his sporting prowess, which indeed nobody could deny.

Meanwhile Mr Romford, little caring what they either thought or said, hurried off by the light of the moon to the great Mr Proudlooks, to whom, having presented a bottle of Lord Lovetins best Jamaica rum that he had wrapped up in an old Bells Life newspaper in his baggy coat pocket, he propounded his intentions for the morrow. Mr Proudlock, thus properly propitiated, would be most happy to do anything in his power to serve Mr Romford, and, after discussing various localities, the Holly Meadows, Eddys Row, Limecoats Green, Shortleet Moor, High Thorn Wood, and other places, it was at length decided that Mr Proudlock should start away betimes and enlarge the fox in High Thorn Wood, on the east or Hard and Sharp side of the country, where they would be less likely to disturb any of the tenacious game preservers covers on any of the country that Mr Romford would be likely soon to draw himself.

And Mr Romford, having thus made all preparations for the coming day, left Mr Proudlock to discuss his rum, while he returned to his comfortable quarters at the Hall, thinking how much snugger it was to roll about in Tweeds and be waited upon by a Dirty than to have to undergo the penance and persecution of a party  the persecution of wine, the persecution of fish, the persecution of food in general, the persecution of footmen, the persecution of finery. Oh, those horrid hoops! What wouldnt he give to destroy them  smash them irrevocably!


XXXVI. THE BAG FOX ENLARGED
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MR ROMFORD AWOKE QUITE COOL and comfortable the next morning. All traces of wineing squeamishness were gone, and he was the real original Dog and Partridge Romford, ready for hunting, ready for shooting, ready for riding, ready for anything. Humph! whats to-day? exclaimed he, starting up in bed, as he awoke whats to-day? fearing lest he might have overslept himself and be late to cover. Ah, continued he, recollecting himself, its not a hunting-day  its a bye with the bagman. Well, needs must when a certain old gentleman drives, continued he. So saying he bounded out of bed with a thump that would have shook a modern-built house to the centre. He then proceeded to take his accustomed stare out of the window. It was a fine morning, still and quiet, with a slight white rind on the ground that the now rising sun would quickly dispel. Pity but it was a reglar huntin-day, muttered he, surveying the scene; think oi could give a good wild beggar a dustin. He then proceeded to dress himself. As he descended the grand staircase, and cut off the corner of the hall on his way to the breakfast-room, he got a whiff of his overnight friend, though Dirtiest of the Dirty, whom he met dribbling along with the kettle, assured him that Mr Proudlock had taken him away a full hour before. The fact was, the old Jamaica rum had been too potent for friend Proudlook, who, having gone to bed tipsy, had only just come for the fox, and, fearing he was late, told Dirtiest of the Dirty to say what she did; which of course she had no hesitation in doing, lying coming quite as naturally as stealing to that elegant young lady.

Mrs Somerville was downstairs already, but not in her sporting costume, it being one of her rules, when alone, always to put on her smart things after breakfast, considering that they ran more risk of damage at that meal than during all the rest of the day put together. And though she was not now finding her own clothes, or at least could have what she liked from London for sending for, and Betsy Shannon would only have been too glad of a cast-off; still, an early-acquired habit of neatness prevented her wasting the advantages afforded even by being on the free-list. So she was prudent even in her extravagance. Lucy was only a light breakfast eater, Facey a heavy one  a little dry toast, a cup of tea, and an egg sufficing for her, while our master indulged in oatmeal-porridge, pork-chops, rabbit-pies, cold game  the general produce of his gun, in fact.

So Lucy, having soon satisfied her appetite, withdrew with mamma, leaving our master of hounds to satisfy his appetite while she was adorning herself. At length he, too, was done, and pocketing a hunch of brown bread, he rang the bell, and told Dirtiest of the Dirty, who answered it, to send old Dirty to see about dinner.

Now then, old gal, said he, as Mrs Mustard appeared, smoothing her dirty apron as usual, we shall be at home in good time I spect  say two, at latest; so do us those woodcocks, and make us a good apple-pie, or an apple-puddin, if you like it better.

How many woodcocks would you please to have, sir? asked Mrs Mustard.

Oh, do them all, replied Mr Romford, do them all  only three  no use makin two bites of a cherry. Here! continued he, mind, make a good big pie  as big as a foot-bath  not one of your little tartlet-like things that only aggravate the appetite and do it no good. Besides, I like cold apple-apple, added he, now turning round to light his old briar-root pipe, which he had been arranging as he spoke at the fire. Ere he had resumed his erect position and emitted the inaugural puff, Mrs Somerville re-entered attired for the chase. She was beautifully-dressed, for, though she knew there was no meet, yet it was impossible to say who she might see; added to which it was so much pleasanter and more comfortable being smart and fit to meet anybody, instead of having to shirk and avoid people in consequence of being shabby. So she had on a smart new hat, with an exquisitely cut eight guinea habit braided in front, and beautifully made chamois-leather trousers with black-cloth feet. Altogether as neat as neat could be.

Nor did she mar the general effect, as some ladies do, by wearing soiled or shabby gloves. On the contrary, she had on a pair of smart new primrose-coloured kids that fitted with the utmost exactitude. She had got a beautiful gold mounted whip down from London, with a light-blue silk tasselled cord through its ruby-eyed fox-head handle.

Mr Romford, however, did not reciprocate his pseudo-sisters smartness, but turned out in a very rough poacher-like garb, viz., a slouching brown wideawake, a dirty ditto suit of heather-coloured Tweed, with the trod out trousers thrust into the original old rusty-looking lack-lustre Napoleons. But Mr Romford could ride in anything, and, moreover, thought if the fox wouldnt run, he would come home with the hounds and go out with his gun after the wild ducks or snipes on Mabbleford Mere. He liked to be doing. So now let us assist him in his laudable design of activity.

Punctual to a minute  for those who want to have punctual servants must be punctual themselves  Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville appeared at the front-door of Beldon Hall, and there were the hounds and horses occupying the gravelled ring before the house. The array was not very imposing, but a deal of execution lurked under that quiet exterior. Mr Romford did not subscribe to the doctrine that a hound was a hound, on the contrary, he knew there was as much difference among dogs as there was among men, and he made it a rule to have value received for his oatmeal. And though he had not taken his best, yet he had drawn his ten couple with such ability that, thanks to the excellence of their blood, they were as formidable as many peoples twenty couple.

Now then! cried Facey, as he opened the hall-door, bring up your mississ horse first, calling to Short, now in charge of the prank-playing Leotard.

Better not call me missus, whispered Lucy, adding, it might make them talk.

Mrs Somervilles horse! then exclaimed Facey, in a louder tone, as if to obliterate the first order, and in an instant Leotard was alongside the door-step. Lucy then placing her right hand on the crutch presented her pretty little foot to our friend, who lifted her up with airy buoyancy into her saddle. A shake of the smart habit, and she had herself adjusted in a moment. Romford then vaulted gaily into his own on the back of the all-powerful Baker. Having got him short by the gag, he gave him a kick in the ribs with his spurless heel, that as good as said, now then, old boy, lets see whether you or oi will be master. Cop, come away!  Cop, come away!  he added, to the hounds, without noticing the Bakers semi-kick in return. Away they swept from the door and trotted along with the pride of the morning.

Proudlock, the keeper, had trotted off on Tom Hooper, the blacksmiths pony, some half-hour before, to enlarge the fox in the retired recesses of High Thorn Wood, but it so happened that there were two parallel ravines, viz., High Thorn Wood and North Spring Wood, so exactly alike that Mr Romford mistook them, and ran his hounds up the first one he came to, where fox there was none, instead of following the Kingsfield-road, half-a-mile further on, and turning up the clear pebbly brook on the left. The consequence was, that, though he gave his hounds plenty of time, he never got a touch of a fox; a fact that puzzled our friend considerably, seeing, as Beckford says, that a bag-fox must needs smell extravagantly  especially a bag-fox that had been up to Leadenhall Market, and down again, all round about the country.

Nevertheless, it was so, and Facey got to the rising ground at the top of the ravine without a challenge  nay, without even a whisper, save from Prosperous making a dash at a rabbit. He then reconnoitered the country.

Wrong shop! at last said he, as, casting his eye to the south, he saw the duplicate wood bounding the horizon wrong shop! repeated he, turning his horse short round, giving a slight twang of his horn, and telling Lucy to put the hounds on after him. So friend Facey trotted briskly along the wood-side he had just come up, followed by such of the hounds as saw him turn, while Lucy essayed to bring the rest on after him. He then retraced his steps as quickly as he could, and regaining the Kingsfield-road went pounding along in search of his servant. There, on a white roadside gate, holding his pony, sat the all-important Proudlock, wondering what had happened to Mr Romford.

Wish you maynt ha given him oer much law, now observed he, as Romford came trotting up.

What, hes fresh, is he? asked our master.

Fresh as a four-year-old  went off like a shot, replied Proudlock.

So much the better, rejoined Romford. Dont care if he beats us; adding to himself, no credit in killin a bag-fox  rather a disgrace, oi should say.

Mrs Somerville then came cantering up, with the remaining hounds frolicking about her horse, and Mr Romford having now got his short pack reunited, Proudlock opened the gate into the wood, and in they all went together.

Half way up the ride I struck him, said Proudlock, and he went briskly away as far as ever I could see.

All right, said Romford, trotting on briskly.

And sure enough, just where a large wind-blown beech formed a comfortable resting-place for our friend after his exertions in carrying the fox, a sudden thrill of excitement shot through the pack as though they had been suddenly operated upon by a galvanic battery, and away they all went with an outburst of melody, that alarmed every denizen of the wood.

Thats him! exclaimed Proudlock, coming up at a very galloping, dreary, done, sort of pace  refreshing the old pony with a knotty dog whip as he rode.

No doubt, replied Romford, getting the now pulling Baker well by the head. Lucy did the same by Leotard, and away they scuttled up the green ride together, leaving friend Proudlock immeasurably in the lurch. It is a sorry performance to see a retired giant toiling after a pack of hounds on a broken-winded pony.

The fox, however, had not made his exit on arriving at the rough oak rails at the top of the ride that commanded the open for though there was nothing to impede his progress, still he was confused and uncomfortable, and had not got the cramp out of his legs from confinement in the box, so that the Romford digression into the wrong wood was very convenient, and the fox availed himself of it to take a quiet trial of speed by himself along a grassy slope to the left. The further he went, the fresher he got, till he felt himself regaining his pristine strength; and after two or three rolls and stretches on the grassy mead, was beginning to cast about for a permanent resting-place, when the light note of Romfords horn, calling his hounds out of the first cover, came wafted on the breeze to where he was, now in the full enjoyment of his delectable liberty.

One twang was enough. It shot through his every nerve, and flourishing his brush with a triumphant whisk, he trotted away at a good, steady, holding pace, keeping as much out of sight by following the low grounds as he could. For he argued, very rationally, that even if the horn boded him no harm, still he was just as well in one strange place as another; while if it was any of those troublesome hunters in search of one of his class, the greater distance he placed between them and himself the better. So he went steadily on, not running to exhaust himself, but going as if he felt quite grateful for his freedom, and determined to do his utmost to retain it. Meanwhile friend Romford, with his short but efficient pack, had opened on his line, and the first outburst of melody coming down wind, confirmed the foxs worst suspicions as at first excited by the twang of the horn.

He had now little doubt it was the hounds, if not after him, after one of his own species, for whom he did not care to stand proxy; so he employed a very vigilant eye in scanning the country, with ears well back to catch any extraneous sound that might come. He wasnt going to be caught, if he could help it. And Romford being a fair-dealing man, and not at all inclined to take advantage of an over-matched animal, let his mettlesome hounds flash half over the fallow outside the wood without calling them back, though truthful Vanquisher refused to go an inch be yond the oak rails. Then when their misleading notes gradually died out, Vanquishers deep-toned tongue was heard proclaiming the right line to the left, and back they all swung, dashing and hurrying as if to snatch the laurels of accuracy from his brow. And when they got to where the fox had rolled, there was such a proclamation of satiety as sounded like the outburst of forty months instead of twenty. Still it was not a great scenting day but Mr Romford did not care for that, and went as leisurely along as a master of harriers, instead of bustling and aggravating his great round shoulders into convulsions, as was his wont when he had a bad scent and a good fox before him. Indeed, he kept looking about in all the unlikely places for a wild fox to be, fearing lest the unfortunate fugitive should fall into the jaws of the pack without a chance for his life. But our worthy master was too careless, or too conscientious, for while he was thus dallying, letting the hounds hunt every yard of the scent, the fox was pursuing the even tenor of his way, over Linton Lordship, and so across Makenrace Common to Arkenfield.

It was a captious, fleeting, catching scent, the hounds sometimes running almost mute, and sometimes tearing along with such a chorus or melody as looked as if they would change from scent to view, and run into him in a minute.

Look out, Lucy! Facey kept exclaiming, look out! hes somewhere here; but still the fox showed not, and first one hound and then another led the onward chorus, just as Romford expected to be handling him. And now the cry of the hounds attracted the roving population of the country. Mr Makepiece, the Union Doctor, Header, the horse-dealer, Herdman, the cattle-jobber, and Bartlett, the capless butchers boy, on an extremely fractious tail-foremost chestnut pony.

Is it a fox or a har? asked Header, not knowing what to make of the medley.

How far hey ye brought him? demanded the butchers boy; but Mr Romford didnt deign to give an answer to either.

Keep that fiery steed of yours off the hounds, was all the notice he took of the latter.

Then the hounds, having got upon a sound old pasture, set to running with such determined energy and vehemence, that, for the first time since they found, or rather went away, Facey kicked the Baker into a canter. Away Lucy and he went at a pace that, with the aid of a hog-backed stile out of the pasture, a wall out of the next field, and a scientifically-cut hedge beyond, soon shook off their recently joined comrades.

The hounds had now been running some five-and-twenty minutes or more, and Facey began to think better of the bagman than before; he almost thought he might beat them; didnt care if he did. Poor is the triumph over the timid bagman, said he.

The country, which had been cramped and awkward at first, now gradually improved  more grass, larger fields, fewer trees. If the fox did not take the best line that he might, he took far from a bad one; and, moreover, avoided all those points of publicity that too palpably betray the stranger. Lucy half thought he might be a wild one they had got on by mistake, but Facey saw by the want of confidence among his hounds, and the vacillating course of the animal, that it was not the real thing. Indeed, at times, if he hadnt known it was a fox, he would have thought he was hunting a hare. So he cheered and encouraged the hounds in an easy careless sort of way, still letting them do their own work. No use keepin a dog, and barkin ones self, thought he, as he slouched his great self in his saddle on the now placid Joe Baker. If they cant tell which way hes gone, sure I cant, continued he, watching their working. Deuced good lot of hounds, added he, admiring their performances. Then they went away again with a screech.

At the cross roads by Welton Pound up came Timothy Scorer, the perennially drunken horsebreaker, in a high state of excitement, on a sweaty curly-coated bay filly, with its head all over entanglement, like the bowsprit of a ship. Tim had met the fox full in the face by the reservoir of Thistleworth Mill, and had not yet got over his astonishment at the sight.

Biggest fox that ever was seen! Had nearly knocked his mar off her legs, he said, his spluttering vehemence contrasting with Mr Romfords easy indifference.

Nearly knocked the mar off her legs! exclaimed Timothy, trying to wheel her round out of the way of the hounds.

You dont say so, replied Romford. Why, it must have been a wolf or a ram!

Wolf or fox the hounds kept steadily on, if not with so good a scent as before, still with a holding one that occasionally rose into running.

And getting now into a more populous country, the magnetic influence of a pack of hounds again operated on the casual horsemen; and by the time the pack skirted the little agricultural village of Pendleton, the field had swelled to the number of six  viz., Mr Smith, the miller of the aforementioned Thistleworth Mill; Lawson, the road surveyer; Dweller, the auctioneer; Facey, and Lucy; with a fustian-clad servant on a white pony, who seemed inclined to give the letter-bag a round with the hounds, instead of carrying it on to its destination.

Here, too, there were symptoms of landlord farming  greener fields, trimmer fences, better gates. And, a wretched tailless cur having chased the fox and in his vehemence nearly knocked his own stupid brains out against a rubbing post, the line no took over that improved country, with a still further diminished scent, in consequence of the encounter from the cur.

If well-kept fences are more pleasant to the eye, they have the disadvantage of being more difficult to get over; and those that our friends now approached were so carefully tended, so skilfully mended with old wire-rope, as scarcely to present any preferable place. It was pretty much of a muchness where they took them. However, neither Facey nor Lucy were people to turn away; and, after two or three well-executed leaps, they were rewarded by getting into more open and park-like ground. Indeed, they were in a park  none other than Tarring Neville Park, the seat of our distinguished friend, Mr Hazey, though a well-wooded hill at present shut out the mansion from their view. On, on they went Facey more bent on watching the working of his hounds, than mindful of the country through which they were passing. And, as the line of scent inclined down the now grassy slope, of course Facey followed down the grassy slope; and as it then diverged along the side of a sparkling stream, why, along the side of the sparkling stream he went also, wondering, as he rode, whether there were any trout in it. Shouldnt be sprised if there were, he said.

And as the hounds were casting about, here, there, and everywhere  Romford acting sleeping partner as before  a puffing, turban-capped youth suddenly rushed up, and breathlessly demanded to know what they were doing there?

Hunting a fox, to be sure, replied Facey, holding his hounds on towards an enclosed belt of wood by the side of the stream.

Then the youth looked at Romford, and Romford looked at the youth; and it occurred to them simultaneously that they had seen each other before.

Why, its Mr Romford, isnt it? asked the youth, now appealing to Lucy, who was putting on the hounds to her brother; and Mrs Somerville, added he, taking off his cap respectfully to the handsome lady as he spoke.

Oh, Mr Hazey! how do you do? rejoined our fair friend, leaning forward and tendering him her hand, Lucys quicker perception enabled her to detect in the heterogeneous garments the smart young gentleman who accompanied his father to call upon them on the Sunday.

It was, indeed, Bill  Hazeys boy Bill  now sent out to discharge (for the thirteenth time) old Mr Muggeridge, as Hazey thought, from bowling about Tarring Neville with the rum-and-milk harriers. Finding his mistake, Bill was anxious to efface the abruptness of his inquiry, and now ran on alongside of Lucy to where Romford was still holding his feathering hounds on the waning scent. The more likely the fox seemed to beat Facey, the more anxious Facey felt to beat the fox. Didnt do to be beaten by a bagman! he muttered.

Mr Romford! Mr Romford! now exclaimed Lucy, coming up with Bill and a couple-and-a-half of straggling hounds; heres Mr Hazey! heres Mr Hazey!

Hazey, is there? retorted Romford; adding to Affable, for-rard on, good bitch! for-rard on! How are you, sir? continued he, looking hastily over his shoulder, adding, Oh, its you, is it? seeing it was the son; how are ye? Hows the old un? meaning his brother master of hounds. Yoicks, Challenger: good dog  speak to him again! Hows the old un? repeated he, turning again to his hounds.

Nicely, thank you; how are you? replied the boy Bill.

Youve not seen the fox, have you? asked Mr Romford without noticing the inquiry after his own health.

No, replied Bill.

Deuced odd, rejoined Mr Romford; deuced odd. Ran him quite briskly up to within half-a-mile of this place, since when the scents been gettin weaker and weaker. Humph! added he, as he sat watching the energies of the hounds gradually subsiding. Seems to be gone altogether! muttered he. What place is this? now demanded Mr Romford of his young friend.

This! replied Bill. This is Tarring Neville  our place, you know.

Tarring Neville, is it? muttered Facey. Well, mind, added he, after a pause, I brought this fox out of my own country, fearing lest old Hazey might make reprisal upon him; adding, and if I can kill him above ground, you know, I may.

The scent, however, now failed altogether  even yellow-pied Vanquisher gave it up.

Ill just make one cast, observed Facey, half to Lucy half to himself; and then, turning to Bill, he added, and well come up to the stables, and get some gruel for the horses.

Do, replied Bill; adding, and some breakfast for yourselves.

Breakfast! muttered Facey; more like dinner, I should think! forgetting how early he had come out.

He then cast his hounds for the first time during the run, making a very comprehensive semicircular advance, which brought him right in front of Tarring Neville.

Not a bad-like shop, observed Facey to Lucy, as he kept one little roving pig-eye on his hounds, the other on the house.

No, its not, replied Lucy; adding, I vote we go in and see what its like inside; adding, they were all over ours, you know.

Too much bother, rejoined Facey; the women will be all astir.

Oh, never mind that, said Lucy. Lets see what they are like.

Facey still kept holding his hounds on, more for the sake of making a survey of the place, than in any expectation of their hitting off the scent. At last he came to a swing cattle-gate, across a widish brook at the far end of the lawn; and, the country beyond not appearing inviting, he resolved to give in, hoping that Hazey might hunt the fox back into his country some other day.

No use potterin on after the beggar any longer, said he, turning the reluctant Baker round, with a Cop  come away! cop  come away! to his hounds. First bagman I ever hunted, said Facey, and it shall be the last. Do ones hounds more harm than enough.

So saying, he kicked the Baker into a trot, and swung gaily over the green, as if to make the hounds believe he had done all he intended. He had got the Bakers back down, at all events; and would have him quiet for the next day he was wanted.

I should like a cup of tea very much now, said Lucy, reverting to Bills proposal.

Dash you and your tea! You women are always wanting tea  should go about with a kettle tacked to your saddles, replied Romford.

Well, Im sure its a very harmless beverage.

Harmless enough, retorted Facey; but it does you no good.

Well, theres not much feeding in it, perhaps; but, still, its very refreshing.

Well, then, come and refresh yourselves, said Facey, turning his horses head towards the house, with a view of encountering the crinolines.

So they jogged over the greensward to the stables, Facey thinking, as he looked at his old lacklustre boots, that Lucy would have to do the decorative part of the entertainment, as he was only in very so-so guise. He would rather have his hot woodcocks at home, than damage his appetite by anything he might get at Hazeys. However, he would see how the land lay.


XXXVII. TARRING NEVILLE
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MR HAZEYS BOY BILL, IN the exercise of a wise discretion, had run back to the house to give the alarm of Company coming! company coming! while Mr Romford made his final caste for his fox about the place. Bill informed his beloved parents in breathless haste as they still sat at their morning meal, that i wasnt old Muggeridge who was towling about the grounds with the rum-and-milk harriers, but no less a personage than the great Mr Romford, who, with his sister, Mrs Somerville, he believed was coming in to breakfast. He did not say that he had asked them, lest that should have been wrong, but left it to be inferred that they had invited themselves.

Breakfast! ejaculated Hazey, throwing down his Times, and glancing at his garments.

Breakfast! exclaimed Mrs Hazey, thinking of her cream, eggs, and honey.

Breakfast! repeated Miss, recollecting that she looked rather yellow as she dressed.

And away they all started on their respective reviserships. But the boy Bill, having been seen, stood his ground in the way of dress, and confined his endeavours to rousing the establishment.

Look sharp! look sharp! was the cry; theres company coming! theres company coming!

And the news flew with such electricity that when our master and Mrs Somerville rode into the stable-yard, sly Silkey the groom and a couple of helpers were on the look-out for their horses, while a lad held back the door of a loose-box for the reception of the hounds. Having dismounted and got the latter housed, Facey locked the door, and putting the key in his pocket, proceeded to assist his sister to descend from her horse. A light bound from the saddle landed her on the ground, when, having shaken out her habit, she arranged it becomingly, with a due regard to the interests of her pretty booted feet and neatly fitting trousers. In truth Lucy looked very lovely. Her smart habit showed her natural figure to advantage, and the fine fresh morning air had imparted a genial glow to her bright complexion. Her hair, too, was all right.

Now, said Facey to Silkey, you give these horses half a pail of gruel and a feed of corn apiece; adding, and dont take the saddles off, but throw a rug over each of them: so saying he stamped the thick of the mud sparks off his rusty Napoleons, and then proceeded to follow Lucy, who was already tripping along the gravel walk to the house.

Rot the women, muttered he, eyeing her; they are never happy unless they are pokin their noses into each others houses. Cant possibly be hungry so soon.

Now, who are you goin to ax for? demanded he, overtaking her just as she gained the little iron wicket at the end of a well-kept gravel walk that evidently led to the front of the house.

Oh, theres no occasion to ask for anyone, replied Lucy; just ring the bell; they asked us in, you know.

Humph, rejoined Romford; not so clear that they meant us to come, though.

Well, if they didnt, it will teach them to be more truthful another time, replied Lucy, laughing; besides, added she, this will do instead of returning their call, you know.

Hut, oi never meant to return it, growled Romford.

Tarring Neville now resembled a theatre at the critical moment of ringing up the curtain. Whatever bustle and confusion may have prevailed behind the scenes, all must be hushed and still at that momentous summons. So at Tarring Neville, when the ominous front door bell sounded there was an end of hurry and preparation. Basket the butler suddenly dropped from a trot to a walk; Henry the footman ceased fumbling at his coat-cuffs the breakfast tableau was recomposed, Mrs Hazey, in command of the teapot as before, while Hazey subsided, Times in hand, into his arm-chair, as though he had been sitting quietly at his meal, instead of having been to his dressing-room to exchange a shabby old silk frayed surtout for a smartish coatee and fancy vest.

Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville, now proclaimed stage-manager Tomkins, opening the breakfast-room door, when up started Hazey, laying down the Times, as though quite surprised and overjoyed at the announcement. He was rather pleased, for he was half inclined to think the Romfords wouldnt visit him, and then adieu to his chance of a deal.

My dear Mrs Somerville, how do you do? exclaimed he, advancing and grasping her hand fervently; adding, let me introduce Mrs Hazey. Mrs Hazey, Mrs Somerville; Mrs Somerville, Mrs Hazey. Then, while the ladies were bobbing and curtseying and showing each other their teeth, he turned to Romford, who was making a comparison greatly in favour of Lucy, and, shaking hands with him, said, This is indeed quite an unexpected pleasure. Up betimes this morning, I guess  early bird that gets the worm, eh?

Doesnt always get the fox though, replied Facey with a chuckle.

What! youve been hunting, have you? exclaimed Hazey, with well-feigned surprise, ignoring the boy Bills visit, old Muggeridge, and all the out-door proceedings. Well, continued he, seeing the action of the ladies backs fast subsiding, let me introduce Mrs Hazey. Mr Romford, my dear, added he, brother master of hounds; so glad to see you, Romford, you cant think, continued he, knocking off the mister, and turning again to his guest, adding now pray be seated and have some breakfast, and tell us all about it. Where will you sit, Mrs Somerville? Where will you sit, Mr Romford? Stay, Mrs Somerville, Ill pull the blind down, and keep the sun off your eyes, so saying he lowered the shade, and Mrs Somerville, conscious of a healthy complexion, sat boldly down with her face to the light.

The footmen and Tompkins then came in, the former bearing a tray with a reinforcement of cups and other crockery ware, in the midst of which rose the tall form of a coffeepot, with its usual accompaniments of hot milk and sugar, together with hot toast, hot rolls, hot everything. Mr Romford took tea, and Mrs Somerville took coffee, and our master nearly knocked the bottom out of a muffin plate by leistering two layers of roll with his fork at a blow. Hazey congratulated himself that it wasnt his No.1 set when he heard it. Rough fellow, that Romford, thought he, eyeing his muscular arm; strikes as if he was pronging a salmon.

And now the usual sound of eating being established, after a careful listen at the door, Miss Anna Maria made her appearance, as if for the first time that morning, taking the chance of her breakfast things either being removed, or of Mrs Somerville not noticing them. The fact was, Miss, considering the importance of the occasion, had determined, as she glanced at herself in the cheval glass, to make a complete revision of her person, regardless of the time it would require; and so, beginning with the damask cheek, she removed the before-mentioned pallor by the slightest possible touch of rouge, and that giving satisfaction, she then proceeded to array herself in a charming négligée of black and violet foullard.

Miss Hazey was a pretty, sunny, blue-eyed girl of some twenty years of age, with a terrible taste for coquetting, which she gratified in the most liberal and promiscuous way. Lawyers, doctors, curates, soldiers, sailors, all were alike to her. Indeed, her sole employment seemed to be winning mens hearts, and throwing them away. Her own was said to be equal parts steel and whalebone. Such was the young lady who now re-entered the dining-room at Tarring Neville, with the full determination of trying the force of her artillery upon the great and desirable Mr Romford. It was not every day that she had such a chance.

Miss gave a well-feigned start, as if surprised at the unexpected presence of strangers, which mamma seeing, and knowing her talent for dissimulation, seconded by exclaiming, Oh, come in, my dear! come in! Its Mr and Mrs Romford  I beg pardon, Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville. Theyve been out hunting already this morning, while you, idle girl, have been dozing in bed. Then, turning to Mrs Somerville, who was just chipping the shell of a guinea-fowl egg, she said, This is my daughter, Anna Maria, Mrs Somerville: Mr Romford, my dear. Whereupon Miss Anna Maria gave two of her best Brighton boarding-school curtsies, and took up a favourable position, with her back to the light, immediately opposite our master. As she unfolded her napkin, she looked deliberately at him, and thought what a queer-looking man he was,  queer eyes, queer nose, queer hair, queer altogether. Must be rich, thought she, hes so ugly. And Facey, peering at her out of the corners of his little pig eyes, thought she was just as smart a little girl as ever he had seen  uncommonly smart little girl  just his fancy of a girl, in fact. He then leistered the other layer of roll. And now Mr Hazey, wishing to know to what cause they were indebted for the honour of this early visit  especially to know how Mr Romfords hounds came to be in his country  essayed to direct the conversation into the hunting line.

So you didnt kill the fox, you say? observed he, reverting to Mr Romfords early-bird rejoinder; so you didnt kill the fox, you say?

No, replied Romford, no. Fact was, I didnt care much about killin him.

Must have been a good fox, though, observed Mr Hazey; brought you a long way out of your country, you know; wondering whether Mr Romford had been drawing his (Mr Hazeys) outside cover, Ravensclugh Gorse, on the sly.

No, not a bad fox, assented Romford; not a bad fox. Indeed, that made me less anxious to kill him. You see, we had a blank day yesterday, and I thought if I could blood a few couple of hounds with a bad fox it would keep them steady for Saturday; but, as usual, when one wants a bad fox, one gets a good un, and he brought us here to breakfast with you. Ive left him somewhere about your place here, added he.

Ah, well, Im much obliged. Ill hunt him back to you some day, replied Mr Hazey.

Do, replied Mr Romford, and kill him, if you can, in the open; but mind, dont dig him! added he, glancing significantly at Hazey, who was rather addicted to digging.

Oh, no! honour bright! replied his host. Wouldnt do such a thing for the world!

Wouldnt trust you, thought our master, remembering the character Independent Jimmy gave him.

Ladies are generally better hands at talking and eating at the same time than gentlemen are. At all events, Lucy eclipsed Mr Facey in that performance; for she chattered away, while Facey, in schoolboy parlance, let his meat stop his mouth. She talked about the opera, and she talked about the Prince and Princess of Wales, and she talked about the Court, and she talked of great people in such a social way, that Mrs Hazey felt as if she was regularly inducted into high life. It was quite clear Mrs Somerville moved in the highest circles; and Mrs Hazey thought what an advantage it would be to her daughter if Mrs Somerville would take Anna Maria by the hand. So she smiled, and simpered, and assented to everything Mrs Somerville said, mingling her applause with judicious appliances of coffee and tea. And Lucy, being pleased with her reception, and the evident respect that was paid to her, laid herself out to be extra-agreeable, and talked very magnificently of herself and her doings, and said that though Beldon Hall was a very comfortable place, yet it wasnt so good a house as she expected to find it. And Miss Anna Maria, who always let the gentlemen digest her beauty properly before she began to exercise her arts and allurements, now seeing Mr Romford examining her attentively, just went on playing with her breakfast, exhibiting first her pretty hand, then her pretty teeth, next her pretty dimples, by a smile; until thinking he was ready for the grand assault of the tongue, she fixed the artillery of her beautiful, well-fringed blue eyes full upon him, and asked if he was fond of archery.

Oh, why, yes  no;  oi mean oi dont care a great deal about it. Pretty amusement enough. Day should be fine, though, added he, or its very poor fun.

Yes, the day should be fine, assented Miss Hazey, who had been drenched in a thunderstorm at the last one she was at.

They then indulged in a slight discussion upon fishing, at which, of course, Facey was more at home; in the midst of which, breakfast being at length concluded, Mrs Hazey offered Mrs Somerville the great feminine treat of showing her over her house. Facey and Hazey then, we need scarcely say, paired off to the stables.

While the foregoing scene was enacting in the house, my boy Bill, ever anxious for reliable information, and always more happy in the stables than in the parlour, had slunk away to the former, there to see what he could make out of Mr Romfords horses. And Leotard having finished the very moderate feed of corn Mr Silkey, the groom, vouchsafed him, now began sniffing and staring about, as horses will sniff and stare about in a strange stable; in this case, perhaps to see if there was any more corn coming. Then, as Satan still, as it has been beautifully expressed, finds work for idle hands to do, so the boy Bill bethought him he would give Leotard a round in the exercising ground at the back of the stables, and put him over the leaping-bar, and a few of the make-believe fences his father had established for the purpose of training his horses. So he told a helper to put on the bridle, and this being done, and the horse led forth, Bill mounted in the confident sort of way that a man mounts a ladys horse, thinking, if a lady can ride him, anybody else can. And it was lucky that Bill began calmly, for a side-saddle not affording a very eligible investment for a gentlemans person, if Bill had begun either in the bucketing or the timorous strain, Leotard would in all probability have kicked him over his head, whereas, Bill just employing the same light hand that Mrs Somerville had used, the horse went poking along as quietly as could be, fulfilling all Bills behests, first over the bar, then over the hurdle, next over the rail, and finally over the furze-coped on-and-oft mound. And Bill, patting him on the safe completion of the last feat, thought he was quite as safe and clever a ladys horse as it was possible to find. With this conviction he pulled up into a walk, and returned leisurely along to the stable, hoping he might not encounter Leotards fair owner by the way. Luckily, however, he got safe back, and Silkey had the horse restored to its stall, and all the stables put into apple-pie order, ere his master came heralding the great Mr Romford along to the stud. Some people have a wonderful pleasure in staring at horses  staring at them just as ladies stare at bonnets; the gentlemen, doubtless, thinking how well they would look on them, just as the ladies think how well they would look in them. Still, staring at horses is much more stupid than staring at bonnets, for with horses you havent the whole case before you. If the bonnets were enveloped in tissue, or cap paper, as the horses are in clothing and straw, a very slight glimpse would satisfy the ladies; whereas one sees men  at Tattersalls, for instance  staring week after week at horses, who never buy a horse, who never bid for a horse, and who, if they had a horse, would very likely not know whether to mount at the right side or the left; yet, there they go  most likely taking a couple of catalogues each, pushing, and elbowing, and asking all sorts of absurd questions of the grooms and helpers, and finding all sorts of mares-nests for themselves and their friends.

But our brother masters of hounds are now approaching the stables  sauntering along, each trying to make a mental estimate of the other. As in all show places, from Windsor Castle downwards, they begin with the smaller rooms first, and proceed to those of increased size and importance, until they culminate in the baronial or some great hall; so Mr Hazey always passed an expectant purchaser through the servants horses stable before introducing him to the grand exhibition of his own. On these interesting occasions our delicate-minded master had hitherto always pretended to play second fiddle to Silkey, who had a most insinuating way of recommending a horse, never pressing him, indeed, but rather expressing his reluctance to part with him; always declaring in confidence to a customer that he thought he was just about the very best oss he ever had through his hands, but master really was so ticlar and fanciful that there was no sich thing as pleasing him. If an oss pulled an ounce more than he liked, he would part with him; if he went a little gayer at his fences than he was accustomed to, he would cast him. Altogether there was no such thing as suiting him.

Ah, sir, Silkey would conclude with a sigh, and a shrug of his shoulders, I wish I had all the money master has wasted in osses since I first came to him  make me a very comfortable independence, I assure you.

If Silkey had put it the other way, and said if he had all the money he had helped his master to cheat other people of, he would not have been far wrong in his assertion.

Now, however, since the boy Bill came home he had rather taken the initiative out of Silkeys hands, though, to do Bill justice, he was clever enough to strike out a fresh line of his own, and, instead of but-ing, like Silkey, he used to praise the horse they wanted to sell, or, rather, the horse they thought the other party wanted to buy, so superlatively  Bill declaring he didnt think his father would part with him for any money  that instead of taking a trifle off the price as the but used to do, it enabled Mr Hazey to put something on; a much more agreeable process than the other. But Silkey waxed sulky under the change, considering that no gentleman ought to interfere with the just prerogatives of his groom.

The idea of using me so! said Silkey to his friend Jawkins, the huntsman. The idea of his using me so! I who always treated him like a brother!

And now Mr Hazey, having got our great master Mr Romford fairly through the servants horses stables, gradually dropped astern as he came to his own, leaving the redoubtable Bill to pilot the way, and expatiate on their extraordinary merits as they went. This stable contained the joint-stock stud; viz., Mr Hazeys and the boy Bills, but Bill thinking it would be more to the honour and glory of the establishment to announce them all as his fathers, inducted our master into the presence with the observation, Ah! these are the governors horses  five for his own riding, you see  rather more than he wants, praps, for three days a week, but still he likes to be over-horsed, and doesnt care much about cost.

Then Bill went up first to Volunteer, then to Lottery, then to Gay and Sure, then to the Clipper, and lastly, to Topthorn, patting and praising and caressing them as though they were the greatest favourites under the sun, that no money could purchase, though in reality Volunteer was the only horse Hazey had had during the last season, and he, too, had been sold and returned, charged with having an incipient cataract  of which little defect, of course, neither Hazey nor Silkey knew anything. He was now waiting for a convenient turn of the complaint to go up to the hammer to be sold as the property of a gentleman who never warranted, with Silkey to do the cajolers. Sound an oss as ever stepped  master, full of fancies, doesnt know a good oss when he has one. That is, of course, always presuming that Silkey was properly primed and propitiated for the occasion.

And now the boy Bill, having at length concluded his loving laudations, his beloved parent came sauntering in from the other end of the stable, and, seeing the performance was about over, just glanced his eye along the stalls, and then asked Mr Romford to take a seat on the corn-bin and finish his pipe, an invitation that Romford readily complied with, and the two were presently in full puff.

Whiff, puff, whiff Thats a good horse, said Hazey, nodding at Gay and Sure.

Puff, whiff, puff Is he? said Romford, eyeing him.

Whiff, puff, whiff Gave a vast of money for him, observed Hazey.

Fifty, praps, puffed Facey.

Fifty! ejaculated Bill four fifties, I should think, would be nearer the mark. They had given eighty, and got two back.

And the ladies on their parts having equally interesting subjects to discuss, dawdled and sauntered; and Mrs Hazey, in return for a delicate compliment on her daughters beauty, having favoured Mrs Somerville with a recital of her many eligible offers, knights, baronets, honourables, our fair friend, thinking her hostess seemed like a good conduit pipe, wherein to convey spurious information, essayed to return the compliment, by giving her a slight sketch of herself and her own career. To this end she informed Mrs Hazey that she had two thousand a-year jointure, besides a pension as a field officers widow, but that one thousand a-year would go from her if she married again; that her nephew Charley Somerville, of the Lady Killer Lancers, to whom the thousand a-year would go, would gladly compound with her for five hundred a-year, but that he was a very profligate young man, much addicted to casinos and sherry-coblers, and she would not further his extravagance by any such arrangement; all of which Mrs Hazey imbibed with great interest, but seemed to think there was no occasion for Mrs Somerville to sacrifice herself to her naughty nephew. And having, like her husband, a keen eye to business, she began asking about the nephews age and position, thinking perhaps her daughter could reclaim him from casinos and coblers, all of which Mrs Somerville answered satisfactorily; whereupon Mrs Hazey very adroitly, as she thought, suggested, that if Mrs Somerville felt a real interest in the young mans welfare, it might be the means of retrieving him from bad connections, to bring him down to Beldon Hall and give him some hunting. And Mrs Somerville seemed at first to be rather taken with the idea, but on second thoughts, she felt it was of no use complicating matters, so she quashed the idea altogether, by saying he had a washball seat, and couldnt ride across country; adding that she never knew a casino frequenter who could; besides which, the Lady Killer Lancers were ordered to Dublin; so there was an end of the matter.

The mention of hunting, however, opened out the question how long Mrs Somerville was going to stay in Doubleimupshire,  a point that she was not at all inclined to enlighten Mrs Hazey upon; so looking at her pretty Geneva watch, set with brilliants (the unconscious gift of a west-end watchmaker), she exclaimed, Oh, dear, do you know what oclock it is? I declare Mr Romford will think I am lost. Oh, do let us go to the gentlemen; Id no idea it was half so late. So saying, she gathered up her habit very scientifically, and, piloted by Mrs Hazey, proceeded to the stables by the short cut through the back yard, under a chain-rattling salute of Bow-wow-wows from a great black-and-white Newfoundland dog.

Entering the court, Mrs Hazey made direct for her husbands stable, where, seated on the corn-bin, she found the gentlemen still continuing their smoking discussions.

Ah, here you are at last! exclaimed Mr Romford, as he got a glimpse of the habit, here you are at last! adding, thought youd gone to bed. Well, now, continued he, let us be moving. Where are the horses? Bid them put on the bridles, and turn their heads where their tails should be.

So saying, he got off the bin, and, pocketing his pipe, proceeded to stamp in a very would-be-doing sort of way.

Oh, theres no hurry, observed Mr Hazey, no hurry.

Oh, no, no hurry, assented Mr Romford; only the days are short, and one should make the most of what there is.

Wouldnt you like to come and see our Dorking fowls and Dorsetshire ewes? now interposed Mrs Hazey.

After a bit, replied Romford, after a bit, when one can have some mint sauce with them, you know, added he.

The sight of the habit had set the stable-men on the alert, and the bridles being adjusted, the horses were presently wheeling round in their stalls to be ready for mounting. And as Leotards Arab-like head and snakey neck were followed by his elegant figure, Hazey stood by, drawing his breath, thinking how he would like to have the selling of him. There is nothing so lucrative, so money-making as a showy ladys horse. If the lady says buy, it must be buy, whatever the price; if she takes a dislike, the horse must be got rid of, whatever the sacrifice.

Ah, thats a neat un, said Mr Hazey to Lucy, with more than his usual candour. He generally praised with a reservation, an if or a but; and this piece of praise was the exception to the general rule. Ah, thats a neat un, said he, conning him over. Beautiful head and neck; best set-on tail I ever saw: these being, as Hazey well knew, the cardinal points of a ladys horse.

Yes he is, replied Lucy, now tendering him her taper hand; having already saluted Mrs and Miss Hazey, and also the boy Bill.

Good-bye, my dear Mrs Somerville! exclaimed Mr Hazey, grasping it fervently; adding, Im very much obliged to the fox for bringing you here. Hope youll come of your own accord next time.

Thank you, Mr Hazey, replied Lucy, now slightly raising her habit, and tendering her little foot for Romford to mount her.

The man of the muscular arm lifted her up as buoyantly as a cork. Drawing her thin reins, she touched Leotard lightly with the whip, and put him with his head on to slightly rising ground.

Romford noted the movement, and thought to reward Hazeys confidence by giving him a slight insight into Leotards character.

Thats one of the most perfect ladys pads I ever saw, said Romford, taking Hazey a few paces off, so that he might contemplate him like a picture. But hes just one fault,  at least so my sister thinks; he wants a little driving at his fences, whereas she likes a free goer.

Indeed! said Hazey, noting the defect; and, being now down wind of Mrs Hazey, he added (loud enough to be heard by Lucy), Well, horse and rider are uncommonly handsome  perfect pictures both of them.

Then came out that magnificent weight-carrying hunter, Pull Devil Pull Baker, with his great arms, magnificent shoulders, and lean handsome head,  looking like a perfect Placid Joe, both in mind and manners.

Ah, thats something like a horse! exclaimed Mr Hazey, his cold eyes sparkling with animation as he surveyed him. Thats something like a horse. Three undred guineas worth I guess.

Four, replied Facey, confidentially; leastways, two twos. Oive a patent way, continued he, of concealing my extravagancies, by giving two cheques for one horse: one on my London banker, and the other on my country one, so that neither of them know the extent of my gullibility.

Well, but if you want to sell, suggested Mr Hazey.

Oh, then the horse speaks for himself, replied Mr Romford. It doesnt follow because oi give too much that another man must do the same. One always expects to lose by a horse.

So saying, Mr Romford then approached and mounted the Baker, sitting in the ostentatious sort of way of a man who is conscious that he is cocked on the top of a good un.

What do you call him? asked Miss Anna Maria, who had now joined the group.

Placid Joe, replied Romford, patting him on the neck, well knowing it wouldnt do to call him by his right one.

Ah, he looks very good-tempered, observed the lady.

All things being at length ready for a start, the loose-box door was opened, out came the hounds with a cry, when, with mutual adieus, away the cavalcade proceeded to find their way across country to Beldon Hall.

And Mr Hazey having watched Leotards action over the cobblestones, to which he could take no exception whatever, and having seen the last loitering hound disappear, after a few moments lost in deep meditation, turned round to his wife saying, Well, now, thats as rum a go as ever I saw in my life.

How, my dear? asked Mrs Hazey, now duly impressed with the £2,000-a-year story.

Well, the get-up, the turn-out, the whole thing, replied Mr Hazey.

Well, but its only a chance visit, my dear, observed Mrs Hazey.

True, said Hazey, true; but still hes a rum un anyhow.

Theres a good deal of character about him, certainly, assented his wife.

I like his horses better than I do himself, observed Mr Hazey, after a pause. But I do wonder that a man who can have such fine horses should not have a pair of better boots.

Not particular about appearances, perhaps? suggested Mrs Hazey.

Thats a nice nag, that cream-colour, observed Bill, now joining his beloved parents.

Ah, we must keep an eye on him, said his father. Shouldnt wonder if there might be a penny turned by that horse. What was it Romford said about him  that he didnt go freely at his fences, or something?

I think it was something of that sort, replied his wife, who did not take much interest in equestrian matters.

Oh, I should say he was rather a nice fencer, observed Bill.

How do you know? asked his father.

I tried him  tried him when you were all in at breakfast.

Clever lad! exclaimed Hazey, patting him on the back. Clever lad! Never miss a chance, thats a good fellow  always keep your weather eye open, my boy; so saying, the trio proceeded leisurely back to the house.

And as talks-over are always mutual, Mr Romford and Lucy had the Hazeys on the tapis as soon as the breadth of the Herdlaw road enabled the hounds to get away from among their horses feet.

Well, and what did you make of Mother Whats-her-name ? asked Mr Romford, with a backward jerk of his head to indicate who he meant.

Oh, well, she was very affable, replied Lucy.

Well, but did you gammon her well? asked Romford, meaning about himself.

Oh, beautifully! Told her I had two thousand a year jointure, and I dont know what else.

Oh, the deuce! exclaimed Romford, but you shouldnt have done that.

Why not? asked Lucy.

Why not! repeated Romford, why, because youll have every unmarried man in the country after you.

Well, but I told her I lost a thousand a year if I married again.

Oh, that wont stop them, retorted Facey that wont stop them. Bless your heart, a thousand a year will draw men from all the corners of the earth. You should have said you lost it all, and then they would have abused Somerville, and it would have saved our door-bell. Theyll eat us out of house and home, added he, thinking of the dreadful consequences of the invasion,  the disappearance of his cold meat, his cold game, his cold pie; nay, he wouldnt answer for his Saturdays resurrection puddings, consisting of all the odds and ends of the week, being safe from the intrusion of the suitors.

Mr Romford didnt like it. No good could come of it, for she couldnt marry with old Soapey alive, and to have his house besieged by all the idle fortune-hunters of the country was more than he could endure. And he jogged on silently in a very mystified contemplative mood, with an occasional pull of his beard, thinking he would have to rake and watch the gravel ring very attentively. But in his inmost thoughts came the conviction that Miss Hazey was much prettier than Miss Watkins, and, though it was very imprudent even thinking of her, his thoughts would run that way.


XXXVIII. MR AND MRS HAZEYS INVITATION
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GREAT AS WAS MR ROMFORDS general success in Doubleimupshire, both as a sportsman and a protégé of Lord Lovetin, in no part, perhaps, was it more signal than at Tarring Neville, where they looked upon him as a most desirable acquaintance, showing, at all events, that two of a trade do not always disagree. To be sure, Mr Hazey thought that a man who was simple enough to keep foxhounds for a benevolent object  namely, founding an hospital for decayed sportsmen  might very likely be easily victimised in the matter of a horse; while Mrs Hazey thought the owner of Abbeyfield Park, J.P., D.L., patron of three livings, would be an extremely eligible partie for her daughter. Not that she was mercenary; only she liked to see affluence. Love in a cottage found no favour with her. Love in a castle was a far better thing.

With feelings such as these, it was easily settled that the unexpected morning visit caused by the bag fox should stand in the place of a regular call; a return, in fact, of the pilgrimage that Hazey and the boy Bill made to Beldon Hall on the Sunday. That settled, and the larder and meets of the respective hounds being consulted, then came the question who they should ask,  whether Mr Romford and his sister, or Mr Romford alone Mrs and Miss Hazey thinking they would do as well without Mrs Somerville; Mr Hazey, on his part, contending that they would have no chance of getting Mr Romford without Mrs Somerville. Mr Hazey was sure Mr Romford wouldnt come alone. Didnt look at all like a man to dress up after hunting, to turn out again in the cold, to trail across country in the dead of winter for a dinner. He would be too careful of his carriage-horses for that. Mrs Hazey combated the objection by saying they could ask him to stay all night, and made some deprecatory remarks about the trouble of having women and their maids; adding, that Mrs Somerville would, most likely, have some fine costly sensitive creature, who would be far more difficult to please than her mistress. But Mr Hazey adhered to his opinion, that if they wanted Mr Romford, they must ask Mrs Somerville also; and dreading the I told you so, if they failed in securing Mr Romford, they were obliged to accede, and invite Mrs Somerville as well.

So it was settled that both should be asked, Mrs Somerville by the ladies, and Mr Romford by the gentleman; and as the cards for the next weeks meets of the hounds were just about to be issued, a lawn meet was made for Tarring Neville on Mr Romfords non-hunting day. Then Anna Maria proceeded to draw up an elaborate but apparently off-hand document, in the familiar strain, on behalf of mamma, inviting her dear Mrs Somerville to give them the pleasure of her company on Wednesday, and stay till Friday. And after several alterations of phrase, and careful guarding against Mrs Somerville coming alone, she got the draft to her and mammas liking; and, drawing out a sheet of superfine cream-laid note-paper (slightly scented), proceeded, with the aid of a new pen, to copy it in her best hand writing for sending. The new pen, like most new pens, didnt go freely at first; it was like a newly-shod horse wanting to find its feet, and the first note was condemned at the third line. The second was found no better, for she put two ns into Wednesday; and in the third attempt the tiresome pen made a trip and a splutter at the word pleasure, and she couldnt think of sending that either. The fourth, however, she got to her mind, and presented to her mamma for approval. Thus it ran:  

Tarring Neville.

My Dear Mrs Somerville,  It will give us sincere pleasure if this should be fortunate enough to find you disengaged, and if you would accompany Mr Romford here on Wednesday, and stay till Friday. I fear we cannot offer you any great attractions; but the hounds will meet here on Thursday, and we hope you will bring your horse, and partake of the pleasures of the chase with the Hard and Sharp Hounds. Mr Hazey joins in kind regards, and hopes to see you, with, my dear Mrs Somerville, ever yours very sincerely,

Mary Hazey.

And Hazey, albeit of the cozening order, was rather puzzled how to address our friend Mr Romford, whether as Dear Romford, Dear Mr Romford, Dear Sir, or how. Dear Romford would have done well enough to a three-days-a-week master, with a subscription; but here was a four-days-a-week one, with an occasional bye, who was going to devote his subscription to a charitable purpose. Then, if Hazey was to sir, dear sir, or my dear sir him, Mr Romford might think it rather stiff; and, altogether, Hazey thought the best plan was to take the middle course, and Mr him,  address him as Dear Mr Romford. So our Master, having made up his mind on that point, echoed his daughters letter without the flummery; adding, that he had a stall for Mr Romfords horse, and thought he could promise him a good fox. And Mr Hazey sealed it with a fine butter-pat-like coat of arms seal of many quarterings, many stags, many rings, many falcons, the whole surmounted by his crest of a lion with a kitchen-poker-like tail. Then the letters went to the post, and expectation presently stood on tip-toe, speculating whether they would come or not; Mrs Hazey saying they would, Mr Hazey taking the other side, and the boy Bill going halves with his father in a sixpenny bet on the event.

Facey was at the kennel when the letters came; but Lucy saw by the post-mark that they were from the same quarter, and anticipated the contents of her brothers by her own. She was all for going, all for taking Leotard, all for making hay while the sun shone. But knowing that Facey would require a little coaxing, she didnt meet him open-mouthed with his letter, lest Chowey, or Swig, or some of the queer ones might have gone wrong at the kennel, but kept it quietly in her work-box, till, having made a hearty dinner off hot beef pudding and Edinburgh ale, he had got half through a pipe and a whole glass of gin in his smoking-chair, before she began.

Oh dear! exclaimed she, as if she had quite forgotten it until that moment, Ive a letter for you, rising, and pretending to bustle for it in her work-box.

Letter (puff) for me (puff), growled Facey. Who can it be from? taking the pipe from his mouth. Facey didnt like letters; he thought they might be disagreeable ones.

Well, I think its from Mr  Mr  what do they call him? Hard and Sharp, you know?

Oh, Hazey, said Romford, comforted by the sound, and turning half round in his chair to replenish his glass.

Yes, Hazey, replied Lucy, producing the letter, and giving it to him.

Read it, said Romford, handing it back to her.

Lucy broke the seal and did as desired; while Facey resumed his beloved pipe.

See him first, said Facey, when she was done reading.

Oh dear, but I should like to go! exclaimed Lucy.

But youre not axed, replied Facey, with a knowing leer of his little pig-eye

Yes, I am, rejoined Lucy, producing her card.

Humph! mused Facey, after a pause. Dont think thatll pay!

Why not? asked Lucy.

Oh, bother of getting there  costs I dont know how much! Can hunt here, eat here, drink here,  do everything here that they propose doing there.

Oh, but consider the society, observed Mrs Sidney Benson, interposing in her daughters behalf.

Fiddle the society, said Romford; oi cant make anything of the sort out of it.

The fact was, Facey had thought the Anna-Maria project over, and saw the imprudence of the idea. Dalberry Lees was clearly the place for his money.

Still Lucy returned to the charge. She wanted to go and air some of her fine clothes; and if the money was the only obstacle, she thought she could get over that.

Might ride our own horses over, and send Dirty with our things by the Oldbury coach, observed she.

Ay, but its about as much as oi can manish to mount myself with my own hounds, observed Facey, without goin to see other folks. Besides, Swig lamed Oliver Twist the last day we were out, and Bounding Ben and the grey are both coughing.

Well, but you might ask H. to mount you, continued Lucy; adding, I dare say hed be most happy to do so.

Not quite so sure of that, said Facey, looking down at his big legs; rather above the mounting size, you see.

Oh, but then youre a careful rider, rejoined Lucy, who was not easily turned from her point.

Thats as may be, said Romford; but, havin a pack of hounds of my own  perhaps the best in England  with both wittles and drink in abundance, I dont see what earthly use it is goin over there to get the very same things that one has here. Thats not what they call the economy of labour.

The fact was, Facey was just a man for his food, and no more. He didnt want his appetite whetted and petted and coaxed; and, having suffered the persecution of two parties, was not at all inclined to venture on a third. Besides, he had spent eighteen shillings in getting to Dalberry Lees, and that would serve him the rest of the season. Of course he hadnt given Independent Jimmy or the servants at the Lees anything; but, still, the vehicle and the gates there and back had come to that amount. It was payin for being made miserable, he said. What good did it do him dinin off plate? He could eat off pewter quite as well, if not better. As to a fine bed, it was all lost upon him: he was none the better for snoozin in one  could sleep in a barn, for that matter  under a haystack, if it didnt rain.

Oh, but society  the pleasures of society! A little change, you know, is always agreeable. It doesnt do for people to live too much alone  get awkward and stupid, urged Lucy.

Well, you can go, said Romford. Dirty and you can go by the coach, just as well as Dirty alone.

Im afraid theyve blocked me for that, replied Lucy; theyve only asked me if you go; besides, it wouldnt look well for me to go by the coach, you know  coaches are only for common people.

Puff, whiff, puff, went Mr Romford, meditating the matter. Coach eighteen-pence, Dirty, say a shilling  two-and-six; two-and-six there, two-and-six back  five shillings: not worth the money, resolved he, turning in his chair. He then tried the expense of the other course  Dirty by the coach, Lucy and himself to ride. Coach for Dirty, say two shillins or praps one-and-nine, if they made a stiff bargain; then, two horses found for the night, say save eighteen-pence apiece at home by that; two selves found, dinner and breakfast each  put it, then, at two shillins a head altogether, that would be four shillins, and three shillins would be seven shillins; seven shillins saved, except the one-and-ninepence or two shillins for Dirtiest of the Dirtys fare  say five shillins saved; but then there would be no end of trouble and persecution, and eating and drinking things he didnt want.

Lucy, however, combated all objections. She would arrange matters; she would see and pack up his things, so that he should have nothing to do but get on to his horse and accompany her, and when he arrived at Tarring Neville he would find his things all laid out on the sofa before the fire, ready for putting on.

And Facey, despite all his prudence, having a lively recollection of the blue-eyed lady, and not altogether disinclined to see her again, at length gave a sort of silent assent, which Lucy immediately clenched by writing to her dear Mrs Hazey, accepting Mr Hazeys and her very kind invitation for her brother Romford and herself; adding, that they would ride their own horses over, and she would send her maid by the coach, if her dear friend would have the kindness to send somebody to meet it.

So Mr Hazey and his boy Bill lost sixpence between them on the event.

And, on the appointed day, Dirtiest of the Dirty was seen getting into the dribbling Oldbury coach at Beldon Hall lodges, on to the roof of which was then piled a quantity of luggage, looking as if the owners of it were going on a visit for a week. Dirty wore her Dalberry Lees pearl-and-ruby ring quite ostentatiously. The passengers being strangers to her, she of course thought she was equally unknown to them. So she bounced very considerably: telling them her lady was a noblemans daughter; that she (Dirty) had lived with her two years; that when they left Beldon Hall, they were going to stay with the Queen at Pimlico Palace, and afterwards with Mr Harker Tentrees at Bromley-by-Bow. Indeed, she talked so imposingly, that, what with her tongue and her fine attire, if she had not admitted her servitude, and also got in at the Beldon Hall lodges, her fellow-passengers would have doubted whether she was a Dirty or some young lady on a visit to our master.

Then, at a somewhat later hour of the day, Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville emerged on horseback from the Beldon Hall stable-yard  Mrs Somerville on the redoubtable Leotard, Mr Romford on the equally valuable Everlasting: our master having previously put the stable establishment under the surveillance of Mr Proudlock the keeper; who, in his turn, was secretly watched by Billy Balsam; and Billy by Lucys lynx-eyed mamma, Mrs Benson.

Old Mother Benson, though not good enough to take abroad, was very useful at home: for, being of a wandering disposition, she was always trotting about, and turning up where nobody expected her.

Lucy, we need scarcely say, was got up with the greatest care, looking more as if she was going to ride in Rotten Row, or along the esplanade at Brighton, instead of fighting her way across country, unseen, perhaps, by anyone.

Mr Romford, on the other hand, was the sportsman in mufti, deer-stalker hat, rough brownish Tweeds, and rusty Napoleons. Thus attired, they set out on their travels, timing themselves so as to reach Tarring Neville towards dusk, in order to have as little of that terrible winter nights entertainment before dinner as possible. And having a good eye for counting, Mr Romford made a détour that not only enabled him to fix his landmarks upon it, but also carried him clear of those troublesome obstacles to some peoples progress yclept turnpike-gates. So he reached Tarring Neville just at the time he proposed, and, landing his sister at the front door under the proper reception of the butler and footman, he led Leotard off with his own horse to the stable, in order to see them properly put up for the night before he thought of himself Men can ask for what they want, horses cant, was Faceys aphorism; and he always made a point of seeing to his horses himself, a precaution that was more practised by the last generation of sportsmen than by the present one.

No one, to see Mrs Hazeys reception of Mrs Somerville, would have imagined for a moment that there had been any objection made to asking her, so fervent and enthusiastic it seemed to be the only thing that at all damped the ardour of the greeting being the non-appearance of our hero Mr Romford at her heels. This passing cloud Mrs Somerville speedily dispelled by saying that her brother had just gone round to the stable, whereupon the glow of enthusiasm was renewed, and the seductive blandishments of the teapot recommended. Mrs Somerville declined tea, also the alternative of a glass of sherry and a biscuit, observing that she had lunched just before they came away; whereupon the conversation was turned into the weather-groove, from which it naturally ran upon the roads and the state of the country.

Mrs Hazey was afraid Mrs Somerville would find the roads very dirty?

Oh no, she hadnt; they came by the fields. That splash, said she, looking at one on the side of her habit, was got coming over Cuckfield Common, and thereupon she held it to the fire to dry.

Mr Hazey and Mr Romford then presently entered the drawing-room, after whom came the boy Bill, who had been loitering in the stable to see whether Faceys horses were quiet to dress or not; and next Miss Anna Maria came sailing in in all the radiance of a recent toilette. Then, after a cast back upon the weather, the roads, and the state of the country, the gentlemen diverged upon the never-failing topic of hunting  each master magnifying his more recent runs, and the ladies discussing the taste and discrimination of milliners, and the probable shape of the approaching spring bonnets and mantles. At length the conversation began to flag, and Mrs Somerville, whose thoughts had been running for some time on an unpacked box, containing a charming evening dress she had brought for the occasion, gladly adopted Mrs Hazeys suggestion, that perhaps she would like to see her room, and gathering up her habit becomingly, she followed her hostess up the staircase and along a passage to where a partially-opened door disclosed the gleam of a newly stirred fire. There, on the sofa, lay the charming evening dress, which ten minutes before had been decorating the elegant person of Dirtiest of the Dirty, who thought she looked uncommonly well in it. Mr Romford too, having got his candle, was conducted by his obsequious host to the other state apartment, which he presently perfumed with a strong smell of tobacco. He then proceeded to decorate himself for dinner  scarlet coat, white vest,, black trousers, such as he wore at Dalberry Lees. And he really looked very civilised. Devilish handsome, as he said, when he came to examine himself in the looking-glass.


XXXIX. MR HAZEYS HOSPITALITY
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MR HAZEY REVERSED DR CHANNINGS or somebodys recorded opinion that, not what a man has, but what he is, should guide us in estimating his true value, for Hazey only looked to what his acquaintance had  we mean in the way of wealth. Hence, any man with plenty of money was sure to be a hero in Hazeys eyes. Nothing so contemptible in his opinion as poverty. Nor birth, nor rank, nor taste, nor talent could compensate for this fatal deficiency, Poor man  very poor man, he would say, with an air of compassionate pity. Hazey dearly loved to talk about his own money; tell how much he had in railway shares, how much in Turkish scrip, and how much in Danish bonds and new hotels. In travelling, he generally studied his bankers pass-book as a work of light reading for the rail, confidentially revealing to his next neighbour the amount of cash standing to his credit. Humph!  not a bad balance, he would say, pointing to the figures  £1,490 2s. 8d. or £2,013 17s. 1d. not a bad balance for a mere country gentleman to keep;  Hazey omitting to mention that two-thirds of it were on a deposit receipt bearing three per cent. interest, or as near three per cent. as he could screw out of those who had it. With feelings such as these we need scarcely say he issued his invitations on the £ s.d. principle, baiting his trap as well with the inducement of having the great Mr Romford as the temptation of meeting the rich widow, Mrs Somerville. And Hazey having been good enough to report her reputed jointure of two thousand a year, paid quarterly, all the unmarried men in the country had been trimming their whiskers and bucking up their garments in consequence. Brisk widows are always in demand. Still Hazeys house was never in great repute, for his cookery was only indifferent, and his cellar composed of cheap and second-rate wine. So he had to fire off a good many supplementary notes after the first issue; for people, like porpoises, generally come in shoals, or decline coming altogether. Mr and Mrs Joseph Large couldnt come. They had a party at home. So they had, but it consisted only of themselves. The fact was, Large wasnt pleased as to Mrs Large not being taken out first on a former occasion, and had resolved not to go to Tarring Neville any more.

The Rollingers were extremely sorry they couldnt come; Mr and Mrs Chipperfield were the same; and young Mr Anthony Hallpike, who was one of the catches of the country, declined rather unceremoniously, as young gentlemen will do sometimes.

Then the tide of refusal took a turn, and they got some acceptances. Mr and Mrs Cropper would have great pleasure in, &c.; Mr and Mrs Gowleykins would be most happy; Mr Hibberbine had the honour; and Mrs Stirry and Miss Winkler had the same; the Rev. Mr Matthew Makepiece, the worthy rector of Slannington-cum-Starvington, was also at their command. Then Mr and Miss Makepiece, who at first were only invited to tea, were promoted to the dinner-table. Next there came a little contretemps; for the Pannets of Sycamore Hill, who at first were afraid they would not be able to come, Uncle Joe (from whom they had great expectations) having volunteered a visit, now wrote to say that Joe would put it off; and this, too, after the Hazeys had invited the Dumbletons to supply their places.

However, it all came right at last; for the Dumbletons had bad colds, touches of influenza indeed; and the Pannets were not only better looking, but dressed better; in addition to which, Pannet was a water-drinker, which Dumbleton was not, indeed far from it, being one of the old sticking head-achey order, who never could be got away from the dinner-table. And Gritty, the cook, was then weighted with a party of sixteen, which might be increased to eighteen or twenty, according or not as the Beddingfields of Woldingham Manor, and Mr Bonus, who had as yet not answered, came or declined. But Gritty, like all the common cooks, was not easily overpowered. Only give her plenty of rum for the sauces, and she would undertake to get through anything.

Well, Mrs Hazey, having duly arranged all the sauce and other matters in the morning, and Hazey having told Basket how to deal with the wine, they were free to enact the parts of disengaged host and hostess; receive their dear Mrs Somerville and Mr Romford when they came, then dress themselves diligently, and prepare to greet their equally beloved out-of-door friends when they arrived. Miss, of course, knew nothing of any of these domestic proceedings, and the boy Bill was equally ignorant.

And, as the reader perhaps cares not to follow the elders to their respective apartments, see Mrs Hazey reject her pink satin for her amber moire, or Hazey substitute a pair of candle-light kerseymeres for the bran new Nicols that Basket had laid out for his adornment, we will suppose that the worthy pair have at length descended into the drawing-room, where, with a well-swept hearth and a semi-illumination, they patiently await the coming of the company, wondering whether the clocks are right, and, if so, how they will be by other peoples. Hope nobody will think it necessary to come late  half-past six quite late enough for dinner in winter. Hark theres the sound of wheels followed by a lull and a ring and a rush in the passage.

Mr and Mrs Gowleykins, of Cock-a-Roost Hall, were the first guests to arrive; fat Gowleykins with a Gibus hat and diminutive tie, Mrs Gowleykins with a hoop that made her look like the Great Globe itself. It was with difficulty she could get herself compressed into a seat, and then there was a great balance bagging over the arm. Gowleykins was a big, baldheaded, butter-like man, who straddled and tried to look easy, though feeling extremely uncomfortable, and most heartily wishing himself back at Cock-a-Roost Hall. He was a rich man, having, as Hazey afterwards informed Mr Romford confidentially, full five thousand a year, which, coupled with a delightful simplicity in horsey matters, made him a most valuable ally to Hazey. He didnt get less than fifty pounds a year out of the laird of Cock-a-Roost Hall  fifty pounds at least, all but the couple of sovereigns or so he gave the groom every Christmas to keep his masters heart soft and emollient.

Mr and Mrs Cropper, of Cowleyshaw Hill, Mrs Stirry, and Miss Winkler followed the Gowleykins, the two former having taken up the latter at their residence at Oaklands Grove, greatly to the prejudice of all three dresses. Cropper had growled the whole way at the unreasonable absurdity of crinolines, devoutly wishing that they and some of their inmates were at Jericho. He, too, was a moneyed man, variously estimated at from two to three thousand a year; and though he didnt hunt, indeed his beer-barrel-like figure almost precluded the idea, yet Hazey managed to squeeze a pony out of him for the Hard and Sharps under the plea of patriotism  aiding the noble sport of hunting, which Hazey always maintained it was the bounden duty of every man to do. Scarcely had Croppers thick legs carried him round the now assembled circle, and brought him up safely on the hearthrug, than the door opened on the voluntary principle (that is to say, without the intervention of servants), and in rolled Mr Romford in the full array of the Larkspur Hunt  scarlet Tick, clean white vest, black kerseymeres, patent leather boots with elastic sides, for which latter elegancies we do not exactly know to whom he was indebted, but to a firm in St Jamess Street.

Then Mr Hazey, acting the part of bear-leader, made up to Mr Romford, and, getting him by the arm, forthwith began wheeling and circling him about, introducing him to this person and to that, supplementing his proclamation of names with an aside commentary upon their wealth, such as Deuced warm fellow that  has his five thousand a year, if he has a halfpenny (meaning old Cock-a-Roost); or Thats a capital fellow, full of money, subscribes to the hounds, and does everything a man should do. But the great object of Mr Hazeys admiration was Mr Bonus, now of Shaverley Place, but formerly of the Stock Exchange, a gentleman who still retained a lively leaning to his old pursuits, being always ready for a deal, in which he generally managed to be successful too. Wonderful fellow, whispered Hazey to Romford, as, having effected the introduction, he led him off towards the lamp as if to show him the picture of a favourite hunter above wonderful fellow, turns everything he touches into gold. Do believe he gets ten-and-a-half per cent. for every halfpenny he has. Is chairman of the Half-Guinea Hat Company, one of the best specs going. Bought a cow of me that our people could make nothing of. Only gave me six-pun-ten for her, and  would you believe it?  she reared him two calves and made him twenty puns worth of butter besides.

This interesting genius was a slightly-built, middle-sized, yellow-haired man, who might be almost any age from thirty to fifty. The most remarkable feature about him was, a skew-bald fan beard, formed of alternate tufts of yellow and white hair, just like the fringe of a kettle-holder. He was a single man, and a good deal courted in the country.

And now the door opened again, and in pops Mr Daniel Dennis, the stop-gap of the neighbourhood, a rus in urbe sort of youth, little remarkable for anything save living opposite a weathercock. I live opposite a weathercock, he was always telling people out hunting. I live opposite a weathercock, and I saw at a glance this morning that the wind was at north-east; or, the weathercock opposite my lodging has been steady at south west these three days, and I predict we shall soon have rain.

Lucy, who understood stage effect as well as any woman, did not essay to descend until several successive wheel-rolls up to the door and rings of the bell led her to think the company would be about assembled, though she was informed as to who was arriving through the medium of Dirtiest of the Dirty, who had it from Hyacintha, Mrs Hazeys maid. So she amused herself, during the progress of an elaborate toilette, with listening to the details of the internal economy of Tarring Neville,  who was mean  who was awful mean  who there was no a-bearin,  and in speculating on the probable appearance of Mr and Mrs Cropper; what Mr Bonus would be like; what Mrs Gowleykins would have on; and whether Mr Dennis was good-looking or otherwise. At length a passage clock struck the quarter, and, after a final glance in the cheval glass, Lucy took up her white-kid gloves and fan, and sailed majestically out of the room, leaving Dirty to rearrange her things and extinguish the six wax-lights with which the apartment was illuminated. No use in stinting oneself, thought Lucy, as she quitted the blaze of light. She then made the grand descent of the softly-carpeted staircase, and was presently where Basket the butler, glass door-handle in hand, stood guard, as well over it as over a covey of flat candlesticks on the adjoining table.

The door opened, and our magnificent prima donna sailed graciously into the room, radiant with smiles, radiant with inward satisfaction, and dazzling with costly jewels. Her new toilette completely threw in the shade the shabby silks, satins, and velvets of the other ladies. They began to wish they had been a little smarter: Mrs Cropper, that she had put on her violet; Mrs Beddingfield, that she had not come in blue. And then they blamed the gentlemen for advising them not. Meanwhile, Mrs Somerville having made a hasty survey of the scene, and satisfied herself that there was no one there to compete with herself, either in the way of looks or attire, droopped her black Spanish lace mantilla off her beautifully rounded shoulder, and proceeded to smirk and smile and show her pearly teeth to the company: Mrs Gowleykins, Mrs Somerville; Mrs Somerville, Mrs Beddingfield; Mrs Cropper, Mrs Somerville, and so forth.

Masters of hounds are generally pretty punctual, as well at their meets as their meals, and Mrs Somerville had scarcely concluded her floating teeth-showing gyrations ere Basket sailed noiselessly into the room and announced in a whisper to Hazey, as if imparting a profound secret, that dinner was ready. Then Hazey, who had got sidled up to Mrs Somerville, as if he were going to make an attempt on her pocket, offered her his red arm, whereupon the other gentlemen began pairing off with the respective ladies they had had indicated to them as dinner companions: Mrs Cock-a-Roost with Old Cropper, and Mrs Cropper with Three Thousand Five Hundred a Year; Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. with Miss Winkler; Facey ultimately brought up the rear with Mrs Hazey. By, however, one of those scientific man known only to great strategical commanders, Anna Marias capacious dress, like Cassandra Cleopatras at Dalberry Lees, was found extending itself half over Mr Romfords chair, and this though her order of going would have indicated her place to be at the other end of the table; but ladies are always very obliging where there is any business to be done.

Grace was then said by the worthy Rector of Slavington-cum-Starvington, and forthwith soup began to circulate from each end of the table. Sherry of course followed soup, and then came the fish  a dish of smelts, and turbot with lobster sauce. Hock and Moselle then succeeded, and the gentlemen began to feel a little more comfortable. The ladies of course had dined at luncheon time, and, like Willy Watkins with his hunting, now only ate for conformity. Indeed, we often wonder for whom the great overpowering dinners are provided. If we follow a man to his club, and see what he orders, we shall find that soup, fish, and meat, constitute the dinners of nine-tenths of the whole. Tarts, sweets, savouries, are in little demand. But when a party of men sit at one table, instead of at several tables as they do at a club, there seems to be an idea that the accumulation of appetites requires greater appeasing, and makes it necessary to have an infinity of food.

If people find certain dishes at one end of a table, they may be pretty sure what there will be at the other. For instance, a sirloin of beef is pretty sure to be faced by a turkey, whilst a roast leg of mutton generally involves some boiled chickens at the other. Then the ham, tongue, sausages, and so on, follow as a matter of course. Roast beef and turkey was the order of the day at Tarring Neville, for which there was a pretty equal demand; but Facey, not being much of a carver, willingly relinquished the honour of assisting Mrs Hazey to Mr Pannet, who sat on the opposite side of the table; thus enabling him to devote his attentions to Miss Hazey. But Facey was prudent and calculating. Anna Maria was certainly very pretty. Fine head and neck, beautiful brown hair, elegant figure; but then there was that confounded Boy Bill and another cub or two elsewhere. Besides, Hazey would live for ever, and Mrs H. looked like a tough un too. Altogether he determined to take the curb of his admiration up a link or two.

Some people seem to think if they get a certain muster of guests together, and place a profusion of food before them, that that constitutes society, and that they may sit staring, just as the master of a union workhouse sits staring at the paupers.

Hazey was one of the silent sort, unless he was talking of buying, or selling, or exchanging; and as he could not hope to interest Mrs Somerville with a disquisition on horse dealing, or favour her with a sight of his bankers pass book, he began telling her the quality and price of the various things on the table, explaining that the candles were genuine wax, and the oil the finest sperm. He also drew her attention to his crystal, and next told her how he got his linen direct from the manufacturer in Belfast, without subjecting it to the troublesome attentions of the middle man. He was a regular bargain hunter, and was so proud of his exploits, that he could not keep his own counsel  even letting out that his champagne was of the cheap order  a most injudicious proceeding, seeing it was sure to deteriorate the flavour. If people do give cheap wine, they should keep the price to themselves.

We will not persecute the reader with a description of all the dishes and delicacies that Grittys moderate abilities furnished, still less with the hard-featured dessert that followed, the component parts whereof were chiefly apples and pears, nor yet with the burthensome conversation that accompanied the whole. It was just one of those sort of dinners that those who have never seen any better would think good, and those who knew what dinners ought to be would think bad. Friend Facey, however, got through it with much more ease than he did the Dalberry Lees one, and Lucy thought it a great deal better than spending the night with her old mother at Beldon Hall. And she was half sorry when an ominous lull enabled Mrs Hazey to catch her eye, and with the usual gesticulation moved the adjournment of the ladies; but then she sailed out with the air of an empress.


XL. HOW TO SPELL CAT

[image: img448.jpg]

OF COURSE, ON THE RETIREMENT of the ladies from the dining-room, there was a readjustment of seats at Mr Hazeys festive board; and our distinguished Master, Mr Romford, between whom and his brother M.F.H. there had been a long interregnum of highly-garnished table, now got together, Mr Romford occupying the seat of honour just vacated by Mrs Somerville, having the yellow and white fan-bearded Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. on his right. Next Ten-and-a-half came old boosy Tom Pennant, then the Rector of Slavington-cum-Starvington, flanked by Daniel Dennis, and opposite sat Joe Beddingfield, Gowleykins, Cropper, and others, all anxious to hear the stories of our master, who looked, indeed, as though he were surcharged with them.

Basket, the butler, with his attendant aide-de-camp, having assisted in the new arrangement by the distribution of chairs, glasses, and the marshalling of decanters, now reduced the illumination by extinguishing the extraneous lamps on the sideboard and elsewhere, and presently withdrew, leaving our friends to fraternise through the instrumentality of music, politics, literature, fox hunting, the fine arts, or what not. Of course the wine had to circulate once or twice before anything of a conversation could be expected, during which time those who had anything to say for themselves began looking out for a subject, while those who had not, prepared to act the part of sand-bags, by examining and disposing of the wine.

Mr Bonus  that is to say, Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent.  having carefully manipulated his funny fan beard, and found that every hair was right in this very peculiar half-inch fringe, now gave a slight ingratiating turn of his chair towards Mr Romford; and, after a glance at his hirsute profile, as Romford sat rocking himself in one of Hazeys ricketty chairs, apparently thinking of nothing, though in reality scanning every thing and person in the room, Mr Bonus ventured to ask, in a very deferential tone, if Mr Romford ever looked into the Derby betting.

Whiles, replied Facey, pulling out a sample of his beard, and holding it up to the light. Whiles, repeated he, re-establishing his chair on all fours, and scrutinising Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. attentively. Derby betting! thought Facey (who could spell Reindeer with any of them). That looked like business; and passing the favourites quickly through his mind, together with the bets he had pending, he was considering what temptation he could afford to offer Mr Bonus, when his host interfered with his wine. Hazey wanted to talk about his wine; and the prices of wine and the prices which horses are at in the betting ring not harmonising, Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. was obliged to retire his subject. They, however, mutually booked each other for a venture on a future occasion; Bonus thinking himself better informed than Facey, and Facey having an equally confident opinion of himself. Now let us harken to our host.

Hazey, who, like Bonus, was a sort of general broker  dabbled in anything  and was always running about at sales in the summer, picking up curious old port, curious old furniture, curious old anything that was cheap, now took his innings with Romford.

Formerely hosts used to persecute about their port, their rich fruity port, their tawny port, their bees-wingey port, their five in wood and twenty years in bottle port; but since the Chancellor of the Exchequer has opened the flood-gates of the Continent, each connoisseur has his own particular wine that nobody else can acquire. Hazey had several anonymous sorts, each so superior that our party soon resolved itself into a tasting one. The fact was, Mr Hazey wanted to sell his brother master a batch of Burgundy for about double the price he had given for it; and though Mr Romford cared very little about wine, having, indeed, an abundant supply of Lord Lovetins, yet as Hazey was pressing and anxious, he said he didnt care if he took ten or twelve dozen, provided Hazey would deliver it for him at Beldon Hall. And as Hazey could load back with coals from Splutterton Colliery, he agreed to the terms; and before Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. could get his own Derby subject renewed, Hazey was at Mr Romford again with a description of a perfect picture of a horse he had just picked up  far more than up to Hazeys weight  equal to Romfords, in fact  that he wouldnt mind selling, if Romford knew of anyone who didnt care for putting his hand pretty deep into his pocket for price. And our Master said he knew plenty of people of that sort; he himself didnt mind what he gave, so long as the animal was really good; and, altogether, he talked in a very liberal, encouraging sort of way. Emboldened by this, at a later period of the evening, after he had beaten about the bush a little as to their respective countries and covers, Mr Hazey asked his guest if he would mind giving up Lowfield Banks to him; whereupon Facey, gathering himself up, replied fiercely, No! would as soon give you an inch off my nose! an assertion that rather startled Mr Hazey, but still gave him a very favourable impression of Mr Romfords sporting determination. It was clear he wanted sport. Hazey would have negotiated, at all events, if he had been Mr Romford; tried to have got a horse, or a hound, or something to boot. But every man to his mind, thought Hazey.

And now poor Ten-and-a-half, who had been doomed to hear Mr Hazey monopolising the rich victim, taking advantage of the lull caused by the slight ebullition of temper, turned again to our hero, and in the same bland voice as before, asked him if he ever did anything in the speculative way, Ten-and-a-half having some shares in a certain hotel company that he wouldnt care to be out of, and also a venture in the oil wells of Austria, that were not likely to yield the necessary interest; but Hazey, quickly recovering from his back-hander, turned again upon our distinguished Master, with an Italian wine  better, in fact, than the Burgundy; but which, Hazey said, would require a purchaser to dip his hand deeper into his pocket to procure a few dozen of Facey, however, to whom price was no object, having got a clean glass, after a stare at its colour and an approving smack of his great thick lips, said he wouldnt mind taking ten dozen of it. Say twelve, replied Hazey, who had booked him the larger quantity of the former. Twelve be it, yawned Facey, with the utmost indifference.

It was now friend Faceys turn to have his innings; and, after raking either side of the table with his inquisitive little pig eyes, he folded his hands behind the back of his head, and balancing himself on the hind legs of his chair as before, asked, with a dégagé sort of air, If anybody knew anything of one Mr Jobbins  Mr Jonathan Jobbins?

Oh, yes, I do, replied Hazey. Jobbins, of Harefield. Bought the worst horse of him I had ever had in my life  Flash-in-the-Pan; you remember him, Gowleykins?

Indeed I do, replied Gowleykins, who had some unpleasant green-pea soup reminiscences of him; said horse having run away with Gowley, and soused him in a horse-pond all over green weed.

Well, but what about Jobbins? asked Hazey, anxious to run a fresh scent.

Oh, nothin ticlar, replied Facey, only had a letter from him, complaining of moy hounds having killed his cat; and how do you think the ignorant beggar spelt the word cat? asked Facey, now settling himself down on all fours of his chair. There was a dead silence, each man thinking how it would be.

Ill bet a guinea none o you can guess! exclaimed Facey.

Ill take your two to one, at length drawled Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent.

No  even bettin, said Facey even bettin.

Come, Ill bet you, said Hazey, who thought he had it.

Done, replied Romford. How was it, now?

Why, K-a-double t, replied Hazey, spelling it.

Nor, it wasnt! said Romford, smiling.

Ill bet you now, said Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent., who thought the chances were reduced.

Done! replied Romford, coolly adding, a guinea, mind!  a guinea.

A guinea, nodded Bonus.

Well, then, how was it?

Why, K-a-double t, replied Bonus.

Nor, it wasnt, chuckled Facey.

Double or quits! now exclaimed Mr Hazey, thinking he had it at last.

Done, replied Romford, with the greatest indifference.

C-a-double t, spelt Hazey.

Nor, it wasnt, chuckled Romford again.

Mr Bonus then took a long-drawn inspiration, and thinking there were but two other ways, viz., K-a-tt-e and C-a-tt-e, made the same double or quits offer.

Done, said Romford, thinking he might as well exhaust the subject.

Then K-a-double t-e, spelt Bonus.

Nor, it wasnt that either, laughed Romford.

Come, Ill have another turn, cried Hazey, thinking to save something out of the fire.

An even guinea, said Romford.

Done, said Hazey. C-a-double t-e, then spelt Hazey.

Nor, it wasnt, chuckled Romford again.

Then how was it? exclaimed several.

Why, C-a-t, to be sure, replied Facey, laughing  in which all but the losers joined. They were glum.

Well, but you said he was an ignorant beggar, observed Bonus.

Well, he may be an ignorant beggar, and yet know how to spell cat, replied Romford.

Ah! but you put it as if not knowing how to spell cat constituted his ignorance, rejoined Bonus.

To be sure! replied Facey, thats the way to do it. A general chuckle then ensued. Very slowly the purses came out, and very reluctantly the sovereigns were counted, the chairman of the Half-guinea Hat Company absolutely offering to pay in pounds, an indignity that Mr Romford could not brook.

Out with the shillins! said he, and the shillings he got. Having tried all the coin on his plate, he deliberately put them into his waistcoat pocket, saying, it would do very well to pay pikes with, and again established himself on the hind-legs of his chair as before. He thought he had done a very good nights work.

Then as the circulation of the bottle became weaker and more languid, and men began to twist, and turn, and writhe about in their chairs, all indicative of present satiety, Basket, the butler, at length put an end to the negotiations and commercial transactions of the evening by appearing with a loftily borne coffee-tray, whose jingling cups clattering around acted the part of the bell that rings the merchants out of the Royal Exchange in the City of London. Up rose the majority of the guests, some to the coffee, some to the water, some to the sherry, some to the fingering and adjustment of their collars, their variously-shaped beards, and shirt-fronts. And all being apparently ready for a move, Mr Hazey duly dissolved the meeting by making for the door, and saying, then, shall we join the ladies?

With all my heart, replied Romford, chucking his napkin ostentatiously on to the middle of the table, as if to let people see he was not going to pocket it, when, without any bowings, after you-ings, or any nonsense of that sort, he just stalked boldly out of the room. The rest then followed as they liked.

The drawing-room had now received a great accession of light, and if Mrs Hazeys opinion of the importance of her guests might be inferred from the number of candles she was burning in their honour, it must have been very great. Independently of the heavy ordnance  the cut-glass chandelier  there was scarcely a bracket or holder of any sort without its burner. If Hazey hadnt sold the twenty-four dozen of wine, he would have grudged the expense amazingly. As it was, after counting the guests, he began calculating how much the light would cost per head; and this, too, while he was pretending to keep up a running commentary with Mr Beddingfield about his damaged barley. But here we are in the radiant apartment, and must devote ourselves to the ladies.

About the centre of the lady-circle, under a perfect blaze of light, reclining gracefully on a luxurious yellow and gold ottoman, with her beautiful foot resting on an elaborately worked floss-silk cushion, sat our Jermyn Street friend, looking as though she had been nursed in the lap of luxury, and had never known anything of debts, or duns, or difficulties, now giving herself up to the enjoyment of the hour without the slightest care for the future. She was about tired of the ladies; indeed, she often said that the only thing that reconciled her to being a woman was, that she could not by any possibility have to marry one; so she slightly raised her person, and contracted her dress, as if to indicate that any gentleman might come and talk to her who liked. And Mr Hazey, as in duty bound, was presently by her side, now asking after her horse, now after the hounds; and now, as Mrs Hazey, in her company exertions, got out of hearing, expatiating on the elegance of the jewellery that encircled her swan-like neck and beautiful arms.

The chairman of the Half-guinea Hat Company, though somewhat chagrined at his loss in the dining-room, hovered round, greatly taken with her appearance  thinking to captivate her with his yellow and white beard, through which he had quietly run the pocket-comb in the passage.

Next Mr Facey Romfords great scarlet shoulders were seen converging upon the piano, and then Miss Anna Marias beautiful white ones were seen descending towards the music stool, while Mr Romford stood over as if to let the fair one try to excel the dulcet notes of the lisping syren at Dalberry Lees. And if Mr Facey could be won by a girl with such a beastly brother Sam as the boy Bill, it is but due to Miss Hazeys charms to say, that she would have accomplished the victory, for he thought of her well that night, and awoke still thinking of her the next morning. She quite sung herself into his good graces, thus indeed showing, that music hath charms to soothe the savage breast. How he wished he had brought his flute  would have given a guinea to have brought his flute  would never go from home again without his flute  would like to have stonished these beggars with his proficiency.

And the ladies, with that fine delicate perception of business that they all possess, now began to withdraw themselves and their cohorts quietly, so that when Miss Hazey arose and turned round for laudations after her third song, she found the room greatly thinned. Then Mrs Makepiece, who owed Mrs Hazey one for her assistance in capturing young Mr Busswell for her Sophia Jane, came gallantly forward, and, seizing Miss Hazey by both hands, thanked her most fervently for her beautiful music, and begged she would favour them with one more song  just one more  before she (Mrs Makepiece) went. Whereupon, after a little pressing, and a come, you may as well do it, from Mr Romford, Miss turned again to the instrument, and our Master mounted guard as before. Mrs Makepiece watching and inwardly calculating that Miss would very soon be Mrs Romford, and Miss preferring to humour Mr Romfords encore to limiting herself to the one song that Mrs Makepiece had prayed, that lady, and her plain but very amiable daughter, presently withdrew, noiselessly, leaving the chaunts in full swing; and when Miss Hazey again arose for commendation, she found the men clustered round the sherry and soda-water tray, Mrs Pannet watching to see that Mr Pannet didnt take equal parts of whiskey and water for his nightcap. Then Anna Maria, as she drew on her new white kid gloves, gave Mr Romford such a loving look, when, in reply to his request for another song, she said not to-night, please, adding  sotto voce another time, as quite captivated the Facey heart, and made Mrs Somerville (who, too, was on the watch) almost wish she hadnt come. Cassandra Cleopatra was extinguished for that night at least, thus showing that ladies are not always wrong in hoping against hope  in never giving up a man short of the church door.

And the last Rose of Summer  to wit, poor Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent.  having at length taken his departure, there was a general winding-up of watches, fearing it was late, and talking of breakfasts the next morning, Hazey being now anxious to get all parties away to bed, seeing that the extensive illumination they were then indulging in could not be kept up at less than twelve or fourteen shillings an hour. So Mr Hazey, after two or three ineffectual movements, at length observed, that perhaps Mrs Somerville would like to go to bed, to which our fair friend assenting, as indeed she could not well do otherwise, there was a brisk lighting of candles, and good-nighting, and our fair tragedy queen sailed off under convoy of Mrs Hazey, arriving in her bedroom just as Miss Dirty finished her tour of the bedrooms, helping herself to a light blue smelling-bottle from Anna Marias toilette table, an emerald ring from Mammas, and a pair of shirt sleeve links from the boy Bills.

She then helped her mistress to undress and get into bed, retailing to her all the gossip and history of the lower regions of the house as she proceeded. And as one state bedroom is very much like another state bedroom, and one night passed in a country-house is very much like another, in the interests of the chase we will leave the Tarring Neville one to the imagination of the reader, and proceed to describe Mr Romfords day with the Hard and Sharp hounds.


XLI. THE HARD AND SHARP HOUNDS
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MR HAZEY BEING, AS WE SAID before, duly impressed with Mr Romfords importance, not only as a sportsman but a man of great social position, had marshaled his forces with an eye to general effect. Jawkins the huntsman, and Peter the whip, commonly called Peter Simple, were charged to put on clean ties and polish their boots to the utmost extremity, while Silkey the groom was cajoled into doing his best with the horses by the promise of an excursion to Kittlefield fair on the Monday. The hounds, too, were most carefully drawn  drawn as well with an eye to pace and endurance as to the more obvious qualities of colour and size. There is no master of hounds, however insignificant, who does not think he can astonish his friends with his powers, or with something about his establishment.

Jawkins was well named, for he was a bustling, noisy, shallow, show-off little fellow, continually holloaing and blowing his horn. As he never went to see any other pack of hounds but his own, he was perfectly satisfied with the Hard and Sharps, and had no doubt Facey would be equally pleased with them. If he, Facey, wasnt, hed be no great judge, Jawkins thought. He was a good hand at puffing and selling hounds, and was in fact the Silkey of the kennel. Peters nickname of Simple describes him. He was a silly fellow, a man that might be made to do almost anything.

What with Jawkins in a fuss and Peter in a flurry, a fox had an uncommonly good chance of escape. Peter had passed from place to place with great rapidity, sometimes getting through half a season, sometimes through a whole one, but never through two, till he came to friend Hazey. Still Peter was a smartish young fellow, and, like the gentleman who sat a horse with firmness, ease, and grace until the horse began to move, Peters deficiencies were not apparent until the hounds began to hunt. Hazey, however, had him at his own price, and Peter was not only willing to make himself generally useful during the week, but also to go, too, for the letters and papers on a Sunday.

But here they come  hounds, horses, and all; Jawkins on Catch-em-alive-O; Peter on Robin Adair, with Silkey riding Valentine for his much respected master. They trot gaily over the greensward, pass down the dip in the park to the well, and, making a bold sweep round the now leafless birches, come smartly up to the front with the air of the Inns of Court Volunteers. Here they halt for admiration; and now the inmates of the house, having duly satisfied nature, rise from the débris of breakfast and make for the windows, while the butler and footman come into the room to rearrange matters for any chance comers. Mrs Hazey and Anna Maria alone maintain their positions at the table  Mrs still presiding at the handsome melon-patterned tea service, while Miss takes charge of the coffee.

And now the door bell begins to twitch and tingle and ring, according to the status and nerves of the party pulling the brass knob  Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. making the house resound with his summons, while little Mr Sheepshanks scarcely makes himself heard. In the guests come straddling and clanking their spurs, and frizzing up their side hair, all thinking themselves uncommonly killing. Then, after bobs and bows and shakes of the hand are exchanged with Mrs Hazey and Miss, the new comers apply themselves vigorously to the viands, and the process of deglutition is again in full force. And the cry is still, They come, they come! till Gritty the cook almost begins to fear for a famine. But as the kitchen-maid butters her last batch of hot rolls there is a sudden lull, neither entrance nor breakfast-room bell re-sound. The run is over, and Gritty retires to the cupboard to recruit with a glass of Matchless Old Tom Gin.

And now, after certain mysterious looks and nudges, something is said about the weed, and forthwith the return match of hand-shaking and grinning is played, and after a scramble for hats, caps, and whips in the passage, a certain sound then indicates and a scratching noise announces fire, and, the front door being hurriedly opened, a group of aspiring youths rush out and range themselves under the Italian-columned portico of the house for an inaugural smoke. Here they are presently joined by others, who have also beat a retreat, until the steps are as crowded as those of the Rag on a Derby night. And they whiff and puff and smoke and blow a great variety of curiously-shaped clouds. At length the pent-up torrent of humanity is burst by Mr Hazey appearing with his distinguished guest, Mrs Somerville, on his arm, followed by Romford with rather a formidable looking whip under his. The crowd then start and distribute themselves, some going up to the garden, some along the holly walk, others going down to stare the hounds out of countenance. And Facey, thinking to see their performance in the field, follows smoking suit, with his old briar-root pipe, and wanders away to the stables. Hazey then lionises Lucy: shows her his ducks, points out Spiceington spire on the hill, and Lord Dundrearys seat in the distance. Meanwhile the equestrian plot thickens. The heavy subscribers, men entitled to be late, come cantering up, whom Hazey greets with a fervor apportioned to the price and punctuality of their payments. And now an exclamation is heard of  

There! theres my boy Bill! from Hazey, pointing out his son turning on to the lawn on a good-looking grey There! theres my boy Bill! Show me the man who turns his son out better than I turn out my boy Bill! Then, taking young Mr Heslop aside, he whispered in his ear, Thats a horse that would suit you now  safest, most temperate animal I ever was on; and cheap, too, added he in a still lower key, with a squeeze of Heslops arm.

Well, but what do you call cheap? asked Heslop, who knew that it was a term of various interpretation.

Well, said Hazey, scrutinising his victim attentively well, Ill tell you in two words  Ill tell you in two words  but first let me say that its no use offering me less than I ask. I want eighty guineas for him, and I wont even take punds.

Hazey had given eight-and-twenty for him about three weeks before, and had spent an hour in vainly endeavouring to get the seller to give him a sovereign back.

Hem, mused Mr Heslop, who wanted a horse for about the price Hazey had given. Hem, Ill see how he goes.

Do, rejoined Hazey, and he took an early opportunity of telling his boy Bill to keep near Mr Heslop, and show off his horse to the best advantage, keeping clear of water, of which the beast was rather shy.

But here comes Lucy on Leotard, accompanied by brother Romford on that magnificent good-for-nothing weight-carrier Everlasting, closely followed by the curious yellow and white fan-bearded gentleman, Mr Bonus, alias Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent., on a very inferior looking shrimp of an animal. Ten-and-a-half is much struck with Lucy, and does not think the less of her for having two thousand a year. Would make it into four, if he had her, in no time. He doesnt know whether Mrs Somerville looks best in a morning or an evening costume. The habit is very becoming to her, but then how elegant looking she was in full dress overnight. There were plenty of other gentlemen equally enamoured, but Facey kept a watchful eye on the whole, looking as if he was ready either to kick or strike.

Hazey, on his part, is much struck with Everlastings magnificent appearance; above all with his fine arch neck, telling how lightly he would play with the bit and bend to the bridle. Hazey had noticed the gag in the Bakers mouth on the bag fox day, and guessed what his peculiarity was. Here, however, there seemed to be no mistake; light free action, undeniable shape, fine shoulders, beautiful head, full of intelligence,  altogether as fine an animal as ever he set eyes on. And Hazey felt flattered at Mr Romford bringing such a horse into his hunt  evidently one of his best  and showing that he thought the Hard and Sharp hounds required some catching.

And now, time being up, and a quarter of an hours law being given to boot  for Hazey was always in a greater hurry to leave off than he was to begin  all parties having at length got together, the cavalcade moved off in a cluster, hounds first, Hazey next, supported on either side by Lucy and Facey. Great were the hopes of the Hard and Sharpites that they would astonish our Master. If they only had a chance, they thought, they could not fail to do so. Mr Romfords might be good hounds, but theirs, they were quite sure, were better. In fact, nothing could be better than theirs. Then they criticised and made their commentaries on Lucy. Deuced handsome woman she was  best turned-out woman they had ever seen. Most perfect model of a ladys horse she was on. Then there were inquiries as to whether she rode, so that they might not be cut down by her. But this question could not be answered. Bonus, however, believed so.

Hazey, in a general way, was never in a great hurry about finding, preferring one run a day to two, as indeed did most of his field; but on this occasion he stretched a point, and stopped a greater extent of country than usual, right up to Hawkworth Hills indeed. So, after making two or three insignificant places safe, as he called it, he gave the word for Rockwoodside; and forth with the bump of earnestness began to develop itself in the in creased bobbing of the caps and the extra working of the elbows and legs of Jawkins and Co. in advance with the hounds. Then the field got their horses short by the head; the steady old hunters bobbing on at their ease, the fractious ones pulling and fretting in a very disagreeable way to their riders.

So the gay cavalcade passed along Narrow Lane, round Grindstone Quarry Hill, and through the Scotch fir clump at Cornbrook, to avoid the great staring toll-bar at Latchford Law. Hazey never disturbed a pikeman if he could help it.

Fortune generally favours a master of hounds anxious to show sport. She is more considerate to them than she is to the racing gents, who are frequently drenched with rain and other unpleasantnesses. Not that rain can do foxhunters any harm; but fortune is generally propitious to them in other things,  good fox, good scent, good country, good find, good finish; all the goods the gods can provide, in fact. The sport is generally either very good or very bad.

And now the subsiding caps in front denote the approach to the cover, and the words, Here we are! presently passes along the line. Jawkins next pulls up, and Peter Simple presents a broadside to the field, to keep them off the valuable hounds. War horse, Rachel! cries he, taking a left-handed cut at the delinquent. Have a care there, Prosperous! hitting him, as he had missed the other.

The cover was a beautifully retired one,  just the sort of place in which a peace-loving fox might be expected to dwell, being an angular five-acre wood, lying in a dell at the junction of three grassy hills. Whichever way a fox broke, he was sure to be viewed by the whole of the field,  a great encouragement to those who, perchance, might not see him at any other time.

And now being all ready for the fray, Lucy, Facey, field, and all, Mr Hazey gives a nod to Jawkins, who gives another to his hounds, and away they dash into cover, as if each one knew the whereabouts of the fox and meant to have him by the neck in no time. Hazeys hounds were always very keen at the beginning, but their ardour very soon cooled.

Yoicks, wind him! cheers Jawkins, as much to show he is huntsman as anything else, while Peter Simple cuts away to a corner up which Reynard sometimes slips unperceived. And scarcely has Peter got there ere a very cool, collected, ruddy-coated gentleman, head in air, with brush extended, comes trotting up the ride below, looking as if he didnt exactly know whether the noise he heard proceeded from the hounds or from some hawbuck exercising his lungs. But the sight of Simples sapient countenance satisfying Reynard on that point, he gave his well-tagged brush a sort of defiant whisk in the air, as much as to say, Now, old stupid, what are you staring at? Why aint you lookin arter the cows?

Talli-ho! now screams the excited Simple, in a way that would infallibly have headed a pusillanimous fox, but this gentle man being one of the flying sort, and having, moreover, no great opinion of Jawkins abilities, merely increases his speed, and, passing up the gorge between the hills, makes his way into the open. Gone away! gone away! screamed the half-frantic Peter, and then what screams, and whoops, and yells, and shrieks resound from the far end of the cover, how the pullers begin to get the bits in their months, and the funkers to look out for their leaders. Which way! which way! is the cry. Wheres Smith? wheres Snooks? wheres Noakes? wheres Tomkins?

Meanwhile the hounds, having got a capital start, shot well ahead, making the possibility of being overriden or even pressed upon quite extinct, for the scent is first-rate, and the country most favourable. So they race, and fling, and press, and snatch the scent as if one had as good a right to it as another. It was just the sort of day to make a third-rate pack look like a first-rate one  Hazey saw that, and so did Facey, though cunning Hazey pretended to deprecate the scent, holloaing to the hounds to get forard, as if they were not doing their best as it was.

Mr Facey Romford, who thought to do the grand and consequential  the General McMurdo of the review  found it necessary to put along rather faster than he expected, so getting his horse firmly by the head, he established himself in his seat, and hustled along as if he was out with his own pack. Lucy, too, scuttled along, closely followed by Hazey, the latter now looking alternately at her and her horse. He thought he never saw a neater couple. And though he had no intention of unduly risking his neck  seeing he kept Jawkins to do the dangerous  still he followed in her wake, not liking, in the first place, to be beaten by a lady, and thinking, in the second place, to see how she and her horse performed. He was all for appraising an animal, whether it was for sale or not. It kept his hand in. Besides, there is no saying what may happen. But the pace was too good for much observation, indeed, when our prudent master came to the third fence  a rough boundary hedge, with the usual briary entanglements, over which Mrs Somerville hopped without disturbing a twig, he began to wish he had not committed himself to the speculation of following her. What matter did it make to him how she rode. Confound the ugly place, he should like to turn away. Come up! exclaimed he to his horse, in the sort of half-resolute way that indicated a shirk, and Valentine, taking him at his intention, swerved to the left, while Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. took it in his stride. Hazey then seeing old Mr Gallinger going as if for a gate, followed suit, and was presently enjoying the perspective of more gates in the distance, with the majority of the field cramming away on his right. Up and down, up and down they went,  now a coat, now a cap, now Mrs Somervilles hat and habit. The hounds were a long way ahead, pressing up the gently rising ground of Cowslip Grange, then through the fir plantations of Fawley, without dwelling a moment, and onwards, still pointing due north up the sloping side of Bullersgreen, and over the brook at Ravensdowne stone-pits. Here a most acceptable check ensued, for Everlasting had been gently intimating to Romford that the rising ground did not agree with him, and Facey did not wish the information to go any further. So he turned his horses head to the air, and sat motionless, thankful that Jawkins had to make the cast and not him. Everlasting had taken his fences very well, and being a horse of enormous stride had kept Romford in a becoming place. Leotard, too, had gone well, and had left old Ten and-a-half-per-Cent. immeasurably in the lurch. The roadsters, and shirkers, and craners now seeing a pause, pushed on in hopes of getting another chance of being again left behind.

Jawkins, nothing daunted by having the eyes of England upon him, now lays hold of his hounds, and, assisted by Peter Simple, proceeds to make a cast that he thinks will greatly edify Mr Romford  give him something to talk about when he gets back into Doubleimupshire. And as fortune sometimes favours even the foolish, and there is no very impeding fence in the way to make Jawkins think the fox has taken an easier line, he presently hits him off at a cattle gap, and away the hounds go with a screech.

Beautiful! beautiful! ejaculates Hazey, adding, I hope Mr Romford saw that.

Then they all fell into place, Hazey leading (so long as there is no leaping), Facey and Lucy a little to his right, with the boy Bill on the eighty-guinea grey behind them. Bill has handled the horse so neatly and well, that Heslop is half inclined to bid sixty for him. And now they are all at it as before, jumping and spurting and shirking; red coats and green coats and black coats; white boots, hot boots, brown boots, and black boots. The line is more favourable to the grand horse Everlasting, being slightly on the slope, and Facey puts him along without fear of a failure. It was only up the steep that he showed his infirmity, and degenerated into a shut-up. But Facey did not keep horses to look at; and if they could not go with the hounds, they could go back to the place from whence they came. So he just stuck his spurs into Neverlasting, as he called the horse, and sent him along in the independent sort of way of a huntsman who is not hunting the hounds  acting the gentleman, as poor Sir Richard Sutton used to say on those occasions. Meanwhile Jawkins, who is greatly pleased with his own performances, cheers and hurries on his hounds, hoping the lady will tip him a sovereign if he gets her the brush. Dash it! what a grand thing it would be if she gave him a sovereign, thought he, holloaing the hounds on. He would buy Mrs J. a twelve-and-ninepenny bonnet that should quite cut out Mrs Silkeys. For-rard on! for-rard on! hounds, cries he to the racing pack. What business had Mrs Silkey to give herself the hairs she did? A huntsmans wife was far afore a grums in point o greatness. Hark to Columbine! hark! thats the way on im! shouted he, as Mercury now pushed to the front. A grum was a mere under-strapper to a huntsman,  had to bring him his oss, and take away his oss, and clean him his oss, and clip him his oss, if he required to have him clipped. Silkey be singed! Mrs S. too  Hupstart ussy!

And now, what with pressing and cheering, and thinking of the bonnet, aided by stain of a flock of sheep on a piece of very water-logged land, Jawkins managed to get his hounds right beyond the scent, and the flush of the former successful cast onwards being still full upon him, he holds them on till they are quite clear of the line. The fox has turned short to the left to avoid a conference with the driver of a coming coal-cart. On, on, on! however, cheered Jawkins, waving them forward with his arm, still thinking of the bonnet, the hairs, and the consequence. Who the deuce was a grums wife? muttered he.

Hold hard! now cries Mr Hazey, holding up his hand, seeing the fast-expiring energies of the pack. Hold hard! repeats he, fearing for the finish.

Old hard! shouts Bill, who has been nursing the grey along very judicially. And hold hard it is generally.

Meanwhile Mr Romford, who is very long-sighted, has viewed the fox stealing quietly along among the straggling gorse bushes on the rising ground some distance to the left; but it being no part of his duty to assist the operations of a rival pack, nor yet to test the enduring qualities of the grand horse Everlasting, he keeps his own counsel, and lets Jawkins persist in his mistaken cast forward, which ends, as Facey foresaw, in hopeless and unbroken silence. Jawkins then gives them a wide swing to the right, and ultimately by a back cast crosses the line of the fox at the base of the bill along which Mr Facey had viewed him. Then great was the applause of the admiring field at the skill of the huntsman, and the stanchness of the pack. Best hounds in England, they said. And they all got their horses by the head in anticipation of a stinger. But the goddess Diana said no. Moreover she whispered to Hazey, You call the four miles you have come, seven, and let Mr Romford and his sister depart in peace. Theyll run you down, whatever you do, so you may just as well close as you are. And in pursuance of that decree, the scent became weaker and more languid. Indeed, only two or three of the old stagers could hold it at all, the rest of the pack being obliged to take it on trust. And though Jawkins cheered them, as if his noise would assist their endeavours, yet it was obvious to everyone that unless the fox despised them sufficiently to await their coming up, they would never overtake him. Mr Romford and sister Somerville, therefore, dropped their reins on their horses necks preparatory to a stop. Our Master had taken his bearings from Ten-and-a-half, and found he was going from home instead of towards it. Had the fox been travelling tother way, there is no saying but Facey might have holloaed them on to him, even though they were driving him into his country, where he might find him another day. Here, however, there was no inducement to stay, Facey having, as he said, appraised the establishment to ninepence, and wouldnt know them better if he stayed there a mouth

So Lucy and he quietly withdrew to the rear of the field, and as Hazey now pressed on to contribute his quota of science to the huntsman, telling him which way he thought the fox was gone, they availed themselves of an intervening plantation to retire altogether, mutually agreeing they had had enough of old Hazey and the Hard and Sharp hounds.

They then struck across country in search of their way home.


XLII. THE FAT BOY OF PICKERING NOOK
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THE NEWS OF MR ROMFORDS expedition to Tarring Neville soon reached Dalberry Lees, and caused a profound sensation in that quarter. Both Mrs Watkins and Miss looked upon it with grave suspicion, for though they did not admit Miss Hazeys beauty  indeed, thought at times she was rather plain  yet they both confessed her dangerous powers of coquetry, and dreaded lest she might have ensnared the innocent Mr Romford in her wiles. If Mrs Watkins had only known he had been going, she would have given him a hint as to Miss Anna Marias propensities  she was a regular flirt, and nothing else.

Now the only thing they could do was to endeavour to eradicate the mischief. Doubtless Mr Hazeys hounds had been a source of great attraction; but, then, they could not hope to get Mr Watkins to set up a pack to counteract the impression they might have made. It was a pity that fox-hunters hung so together. And then the recollection of the non-arrival of the bag-fox occurred, and Mrs Watkins wished that might not have something to do with it,  if so, Mr Carstangs had a great deal to answer for. However, the Watkinses had the advantage of propinquity; and, rich as Mr Romford was, he might not he insensible to the advantages of an heiress  one, too, without any brothers, who were always great bores. And Mrs Watkins considered long and anxiously how to reinstate themselves in the sporting graces of the great master of Beldon Hall. At length she hit upon an idea, which, if not quite orthodox, was, at all events, well calculated to mislead a lady. And, for the purpose of fully explaining matters, we must here indulge in a little geography.

If the reader will take a map of England  a Bradshaw, for instance  and cast his eye up to where Doubleimupshire shoulders Snoremboremshire in friendly familiarity, he will perceive a confluence of railways converging upon a dot denoting the once elegant and retired little town of Pickering Nook.

Before the introduction of steam, Pickering Nook was one of the quietest little places in the kingdom: one doctor, no lawyer, two milliners, and an occasional pedler with the latest London fashions. The inhabitants were chiefly elderly ladies and people who loved retirement and the musical note of the nightingale. Now it is hiss, screech, whistle  hiss, screech, whistle  morning, noon, and night. Five railways run right into the very heart of the little town, severing it like a starfish. It has become a perfect ant-hill of industrious locomotion. People seem to go to Pickering Nook in order to pass to every other place.

Nook! Nook! Nook! Who doesnt know the familiar cry? Pickering Nook is only its name upon paper. It is never called anything but Nook by the porters.

When the first bisecting line cut right through the town, severing old Mr Mellowfields garden, it was said that the place was ruined for ever: no one could live there after.

Mr Mellowfield, who had retired from the troubles of fish-curing to enjoy his filberts and Madeira in the evening of life, was so shocked at the invasion of his privacy, that he nearly choked himself with anger as he waddled about with a plan of the premises, detailing his grievance to everybody that would listen to him: and nothing but a strong application of golden ointment could have got over the difficulty. Ten thousand pounds for two thousand pounds worth of property mollified him.

The next line of railway had fewer opponents; the third one, less; and so on in a diminishing ratio. But the extraordinary part of the thing was, that what at first was looked upon as an intolerable nuisance by the natives, was presently regarded as an absolute advantage by a stranger, an affluent young gentleman, much troubled with obesity, which none of the ordinary remedies could reduce. In vain he tried walking, and riding, and rowing, and swimming, and cricketing, and Turkish bathing,  he never could get himself below eighteen stone and a-half. Fox-hunting he didnt like, because of the wait and uncertainty; hare-hunting had the same objection  he got chilled between the heats, and, moreover, disliked the monotony of road riding. Starving was very much at variance with his inclination, and even by living upon fish, or biscuits and grapes, he seldom got more than half a stone off his weight  nothing to a man who had turned twenty. He didnt like it: he was afraid he should get too fat. Not that he was too fat, then; but be was afraid of becoming so. It is a comfortable circumstance that people never do fancy themselves too fat: they are sometimes afraid of becoming too fat, but they are never too fat at the time  just the right size, in fact; only hope they will be able to keep as they are.

This stranger was young Mr Stotfold, of  we dont exactly know where  a gentleman who was commonly called Squeakey Stotfold, from his having a most disproportionate voice to his body. It was more like the shrill note of our friend Punch, when plying for patronage, than the natural voice of a human being; and the sound of it always made people start and turn round, short round, to see what was coming. Well, young Stotfold being very fond of his food, was afraid that he might ultimately get too fat; and at length his medical adviser, Mr Slopperton, hit upon a plan that should procure him the exercise of hunting without its drawbacks and disadvantages. He proposed that his patient should set up a pack of stag-hounds, and hunt from railway stations: nothing to do but load and enlarge his stag wherever he liked. No asking leave, no paying damage, no propitiating farmers, no preparation  no nothing, but just do what he liked. If one place got too hot to hold him, ho had nothing to do but pack up his traps and away to another. And, glancing at the map  as we requested the reader to do  the convergence of lines upon Pickering Nook pointed it out us one of the most eligible spots for that sort of pursuit in the kingdom. From it Mr Stotfold could shoot out north, south, east, and west  up into Snoremboremshire, down into Doubleimupshire, out on either side, with plenty of stations, and a great variety of country. Nothing to do but look at his Bradshaw. Hunt at any hour of the day: express train, mixed train, slow train, goods train  they were going at all times of the day. And old Mr Mellowfields house, close to the station, being vacant, Mr Stotfold installed himself in it, with a most miscellaneous kennel of hounds, and some of the strongest, roughest-going horses in the kingdom. There was nothing too rough-actioned for Stotfold to ride: the more he bumped, the more exercise he got, the more he could eat  and eating was the object, not hunting; he hunted to eat, in fact.

Many travellers, we dare say, have seen our friend lounging about the station at Pickering Nook, or smoking his cigar on the triumphal arch that connects the up lines with the down, looking as though he were lord of all he surveyed, and as if everybody who saw him must admire him. He dressed in the brightest, gaudiest colours: pea-green coat, with canary-coloured vest, sensation ties, Garibaldi shirts, leathers and tops. He was always attracting attention by ventriloquising the guards and railway-porters, as it were, with his extraordinary voice. All his non-hunting days were spent at the station, in chaffing the attendants, and flirting with the pretty girls in the refreshment rooms.

At the time of our story he was just turned five-and-twenty, though he did not look so much, having a fine light, cauliflower-like head of hair, shading a plump, blue-eyed, pink-and-white, round face, that would have looked more at home under a bonnet than a hat. Whiskers he had none, and very apocryphal moustache, with which, however, he took considerable pains,  frequently feeling if it was all there, and trying to coax it into a rams-horn-like curl at the corners.

He had been at the Nook since the beginning of the season, hunting and trespassing wherever he liked  procuring himself a certain amount of ill-will from the farmers and people, more on account of the unmannerly conduct of some of his stags, than the mere hunting proceeding. One stag in particular, called the Benicia Boy, had been very unruly, having upset a clothes-basketful of children out airing in Reislip Green Road, knocked an old milkman over with his cans, and starred the lofty mirror in Mrs Sarcenets millinery shop in Shelvington with his great unprincipled head. Still, a stag-hunt being a novelty, many people asked the fat boy to their places; while the fact of his being a bachelor did not lessen his attractions.

With a lady like Mrs Watkins, who knew no better than proclaim that her husband only hunted for conformity, and who thought to ingratiate herself with such a sportsman as our hero by sending for a bag-fox from town, it may readily be supposed that the fat-boys establishment would be very deceptive; and it now occurred to her anxious mind, that if she could get Mr Stotfold to come to Dalberry Lees with his stag-hounds, they would not only retrieve the former disappointment, but also ingratiate themselves very considerably with Mr Romford. She thought a stag-hunt would be the very thing to tempt him with; make such a nice change from the fox-hounds; and the more she thought of it, the better she liked it. And, without consulting friend Willy, she determined to carry out the idea.

Migratory masters not being very ceremonious, though none of them had even seen the fat boy, yet Cassandra Cleopatra Dear Sird him on behalf of her father, inviting him to dine and stay all night at Dalberry Lees, and turn his stag out on the lawn the next day.

The invitation came opportunely, for somehow Squeakey, who was not often asked twice to the same place, was beginning to feel the want of society other than the Nook afforded, and he gladly instructed Tomkins, the station master  to whom (not being a good speller himself) he gave £5 for conducting his correspondence  to accept the invitation on behalf of himself, his stag, and his hounds.

And, having thus laid the foundation of another uproar, Miss Cassandra was presently at her desk again, on behalf of mamma, inviting her Dear Mr Romford to come to meet a brother master of hounds; saying it wasnt Mr Hazey, but not telling him who it was. And Romford, albeit very wary, and not at all anxious to meet any of the masters of hounds whose kennels he had laid under contribution for hounds, considered, on reflection, that none of them would be likely to visit such a muff as old Willy; and Anna Marias charms having now somewhat paled before the effulgent light of Cassandra Cleopatras ducats, he, too, accepted the invitation, and so made the Dalberry Lees ladies supremely happy.


XLIII. MR STOTFOLDS ESTABLISHMENT
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TAKING IT IN A GALLOPING point of view, there is no doubt that the stag-hunter has a decided advantage over his brethren of the chase, whether fox-hunters or thistle-whippers, in always being sure of his game. He is like a man with his dinner in his pocket, sure of a feed wherever he is. Whether the stag-hunters game will run or not, is another question; but the same may be said of the fox and the hare. Still, the stag-hunter never has a blank day; he is sure of seeing the animal descend, at all events, and if he wont condescend to run, the true sportsman has the same privilege that the costermonger had with his donkey vot vouldnt go  namely, the right of larruping him. To the fair sex the stag is truly invaluable; and we should think the ladies would poll twenty to one in favour of the stag over the fox. They see the actual animal that has to be hunted, instead of having to draw upon their imaginations for the idea. Then, look at the independence of the thing. While the fox-hunters anxieties continue all the year round, aggravated by perfidious keepers, faithless friends, and are never more acute than on the particular morning of the meet, the stag-hunter turns about in his bed with the easy indifference of the sluggard, conscious that he, at all events, will be all right, and can lay his hand on his game on the instant. No trappers, no shooters, no unpunctual earth-stoppers, disturb the calm serenity of his repose. He is not afraid of the foot people molesting the cover, or of lazy sportsmen stopping short by its side. The hare-hunter may go flop, flop, flopping about the country, peering into all the bushes and tufts he comes near, without finding what he wants; but the stag-hunter has his proud beast under lock and key, and has only to shoot the bolt, give him a kick, and set him a-going.

Then there is something fine, wild, and romantic in the idea of stag-hunting, heightened by the pictures one sees of the performance,  the forest glade, the boundless moor, the impassable-looking ravines, the glassy lake, the horns, the hounds, the hubbub. It is the happy confusion of fiction with fact, the blending of the glories of the past with the tameness of the present, that tends to keep the flag of stag-hunting flying in the ascendant. Still, as with Stotfold, so with other masters, many people did not care to see the stag-hounds a second time. They like to say they have seen a stag-hunt, and having seen one are satisfied, and dont let out that things were not quite what they expected. And now for our friend Mr Stotfold.

We wish we could accommodate the sporting reader with a list of Mr Stotfolds stag-hounds; but, unfortunately, the same difficulty presents itself that we encountered at the outset of this story with regard to Mr Romfords pedigree  namely, that we did not know anything; the fact being, that Mr Stotfold did not keep any list. That, however, is in reality of little importance for his huntsman, Jack Rogers, being a liberal of the first class, did not burthen himself with much nomenclature either, and just called the majority of his hounds by any name that came first into his head, so that the Cheerful of one day might be the Careless of another, and perhaps the Countess or Caroline of a third.

Mr Stotfold generally had about five-and-twenty couple of hounds in kennel, hunting from eighteen to twenty couple, according as the exigencies of the rope and the casualties of the chase operated on their number. He did not begin with a whole pack, but bought a lot of drafts at the hammer, which were vacillating between the Indian market and the tan-yard. These came in pretty cheap  some three or four and forty shillings a couple; and a hound being a hound in Mr Stotfolds estimation, he limited himself to three guineas a couple in future  three guineas being his outside price. Of course he got some for a great deal less  for nothing, in fact, sometimes; it being common among huntsman, when they had a headstrong, skirting, babbling, incorrigible animal that they could make nothing of, to exclaim to their whips, send him to Stotfold! send him to Stotfold! Hence, as may be supposed, he had a very miscellaneous assortment of crooked-legged, blear-eyed, broken-coated, loose-loined, flat-sided malefactors in his possession.

Two very remarkable hounds, however, he had  namely, Wideawake and Wiseacre; not brothers, as the alliteration would lend one to suppose, for they were as dissimilar as it was possible for animals to be, but so christened respectively on account of their extraordinary powers and performances. So long as Jack Rogers, the huntsman, had either Wideawake or Wiseacre before him, he was pretty sure that the stag was before the hounds, and made himself perfectly easy about the rest of the pack. The reader can therefore do the same, and dismiss the rest as a lot of makeweight incorrigibles, possessed of almost every mental and bodily defect hounds are capable of. We will now describe the flower of the pack, in case any of our readers would like to breed from them.

Wideawake was a yellow or light tan-coloured hound, with bright hazel eyes and a very Spanish-pointer-like head and expression of countenance. Indeed Jack Rogers, who was a bit of a utilitarian, used to say he wouldnt despair of making him point still. He  the hound, that is to say  stood twenty-five inches high, with a drooping kangaroo-like back, terminating in a very abruptly-docked tail, looking, indeed, more like an Italian iron, as used in laundries, than a hounds stern. Nor were his personal defects his sole demerits. He ran mute, and being a queer, unaccountable-looking animal, was as often taken for the stag as for a hound. Yeas, ar seed him, the countrymen would reply to Jacks inquiry if they had seen the stag, yeas, ar seed him; short tail and arl, a-goin as hard as ivir he could lick.

Wiseacre was quite a different description of animal, being of the bulldog-like order, black and white in colour; very much the sort of animal one sees chained under a carriers cart. He was short and thick, with a big bald face, loaded shoulders, crooked legs, and flat feet. Unlike Wideawake, he was of the vociferous order; and though he did not throw his tongue prodigally, he yet did it in such a solemn sententious sort of way as always to carry conviction to the pack. He could hunt both the stag and Wideawake, and run under Wideawakes belly when he came up with him. Between the two, Jack reckoned he could catch almost anything; Wideawake making the running, and Wiseacre keeping the clamorous party on the line.

And it was a fine, cheering, invigorating sight to stand on a rising ground  Rounhay or Greenley Hill, for instance  and view the whole panorama of the chase. The noble but unantlered monarch lobbing and blobbing across country, making for all the railway stations, cabbage garths, and horse-ponds he could see, with the deficient-tailed Wideawake leading the boisterous pack by some hundred yards or so, while sedulous Wiseacre plied his nose diligently (doing a little skirting occasionally), to recall his comrades in case they overshot the joint scent of Wideawake and the stag, Jack Rogers and his plump master crashing and cramming after them. And now for a word about Rogers.

Jack Rogers, as we will now take the liberty of calling him, began life as a circus man, being attached to the then flourishing troupe belonging to the late Mr Nutkins, so favourably known throughout the southern counties; and Jack was great both in the saddle and the sawdust, enacting the drunken huzzar with the greatest fidelity, and throwing somersaults without stint or hesitation. Unfortunately, however, he had a difference with the clown, Mr Smearface, who, instead of visiting Jack with imaginary cuts with his whip, used to drop it into him with such a hearty goodwill as caused Jack, who was amazingly strong and an excellent boxer, to thrash him, not figuratively, but literally, within an inch of his life. To escape the consequences that seemed likely to ensue, Jack bolted to Boulogne, where he presently became boots at the Roast Beef of Old England Hotel, a house, we need hardly say, greatly frequented by the English. Here Jack took to learning the language, and adapting himself to the manners and customs of the country, whereby he greatly bettered his condition; for the English like to get a lesson in French for nothing, and Jack, being a sharp, clever fellow, adapted himself to their humours, calling himself Jean Rougier, getting his ears bored, wearing moustache and a good deal of bristly hair about his round, good-humoured face. At length Jack tired of mossooing, and returned to England at the active age of forty, just as old Father Time had shot the first tinge of grey through the aforesaid bristly jet-black hair. He then became a valet to a young gentleman of the name of Pringle  Billy Pringle  whose mother was what the servants call a quality lady; that is to say, a lady of rank,  to wit, the Countess of Ladythorne, wife of the Right Honourable the Earl of Ladythorne, of Tantivy Castle, in Featherbedfordshire. Here Jack  or rather Jean, for he still retained the persiflage of the Frenchman  did very well, having plenty of society and little to do, beyond cheating the young gentleman, who was a very easy dupe. Unfortunately for Jean, however, his masters mother, before being a countess, had filled the honourable office of a ladys maid, and was well versed in the mysteries of servitude generally, and resented Jacks premature abstraction of clothes and constant purchase of infallible recipes at his masters expense,  recipes for making boots black, recipes for making boots brown, recipes for making boots white, recipes for making boots pink, recipes for making gloves white, recipes for making gloves drab, recipes for making gloves cream-colour, and so on through the whole catalogue of cleanable, renovateable articles of attire.

And, having hired Jack for her son when she was not a countess, but a Mrs, her ladyship was very plainspoken with Jack, who, being full of beans and independence, as these sort of gentry generally are, threw up his place at once, saying it was far too mean and confining for him, and cast himself upon the world at large generally, little doubting that he would very soon be sought after. Somehow or other, though, Jack was out in his reckoning, and though he plied both the French and English characters assiduously, and was often apparently within an ace of being hired, yet somehow the engagement always fell through at the last moment, and the seedier Jack got, the quicker came the refusals. One gentleman to whom he offered himself as a French valet wanted an English one; another to whom he offered himself as an English one wanted a Frenchman; a third wanted a taller man, a fourth a thinner man, a fifth a younger man  all requirements that Jack could not comply with. The fact was, that though he was a dark-complexioned man, there was a certain indication about his nose that it would have been well if he could have purchased a recipe for removing. Though he always placed himself with his back to the light when under examination, yet somehow the parties generally got him coaxed round to the window before they were done with the scrutiny. And then came the thanks and the sorries, and the tantalising promises to write if they thought more of him, as if any of them ever meditated doing anything of the sort after they had once got rid of him.

There is nothing so deplorable as a seedy valet. A man had fifty times better be without any than have one of those painfully brushed glazey-clothed gentlemen, who look as if the whole concern had been bought second-hand. Jack, having in the days of his prosperity indulged in bright colours, went more rapidly downhill than the wearer of soberer garbs would have done, and at length he got so shockingly shabby that the gentlemens gentlemen began to hesitate about passing him on to their masters when he went to look after a place. He was a very different Jack to what he used to be at the second tables when, in the full adornment of jewellery and latitude of presumption, he bullied the pages, and found scarcely anything was good enough for him. Now he was only too glad to sit down in the hall amid the general ruck of servants, and get what he could on the sly.

At this juncture it occurred to Jack that there are other ways of obtaining a livelihood than by valeting, and, though valeting certainly was the easiest and pleasanter line of all, he had no objection to his early professional career, and bethought him of trying his luck in the sawdust circle once more. Accordingly he sought out Mr Crackenthorpe, the manager of Crackenthorpes Royal European Hippodrome, and offered his services as a general performer; but twenty years had made a striking change in Jacks elasticity of limb. Instead of coming cleverly through the paper balloon, after throwing a somersault, he hit his head against the hoop, and sent it flying into the pit. Then, having accidentally slipped from his saddle when rehearsing the part of Billy Button the tailor, he could not regain his seat for some seconds, and was so blown with running alongside the brute and trying to pacify him, that Mr Crackenthorpe lost all patience, and left his locum tenens to bow him out at his leisure. Jack then withdrew from that line entirely, and after driving a country doctor about in his pill-box for three months, who worked him both day and night, he was next found as the odd man at Skidmores Livery and Bait Stables in Pont Street, Pimlico, with twelve shillings a week and a hayloft to sleep in. If Sir Bernard Burke, having exhausted the vicissitudes of families, were to turn his hand to the vicissitudes of servants, he would not find a more checkered or eventful career than that of our distinguished friend Mr Rogers.

But it is a long lane that never has a turn, and Jacks turn came at last. One fine summers afternoon in the height of a London season, when every job-master could send out double the number of vehicles he could supply, and when every caitiff with a coat to his back was elevated to the rank of a coachman, one summers afternoon, we say, as Jack was clattering about Skidmores yard in the wooden clogs of servitude, with straw bands wrapped around his ankles, our squeakey friend Mr Stotfold came rolling in in a high state of excitement, demanding first the master, then the mistress, then the ostler, then the helper, then anybody he could see. He had just bought ten couple of hounds at Tattersalls, and didnt know how the deuce to get them away, or what to do with them when he had got them away. And, as luck would have it, there was nobody in the yard but Rogers  Rogers attired as aforesaid but needs must, says the proverb, when a certain old gentlemen drives, and our master had no alternative but to address himself to Jack. He told him candidly how they had knocked the hounds down to him, and how he wanted them housed.

Now, Jack had a turn for the chase, and when with Mr Pringle at Tantivy Castle, on a visit to his late masters noble mother, the Countess, had cultivated the acquaintance of Mr Dickey Boggledike, Lord Ladythornes huntsman, and knew all about boiling and feeding and kennelling, at least thought he did, and gladly volunteered his services to Mr Stotfold.

If Jack could only get a man to mind the yard while he was away, he would go for them himself, he said, and a job brougham coming in at the moment, he transferred his responsibility to the driver, and, divesting himself of his sabots, put on an old puce-coloured livery vest, now worn almost black, and proceeded on his way to the Corner, inwardly hoping his employer might prove as simple as he looked.

The hounds were in two lots of five couples each, now, however, clubbed together like a bunch of onions, pulling and striving, and straining all ways to be off they didnt know where to, and Jack, seeing the position, summoned the intelligent bare-footed man in the old green-collared Surrey hunt coat and cap, who haunts the passage, and directing him to divide them (Jack thinking it would be better for Surrey man to be bit than him), each then seized the tow rope of five couple, and separating them proceeded up the entry, and down Grosvenor Place with his charge, amid cries from the attendant street urchins of Talli o! talli o! A hunt! a hunt! Vere do you meet? Veres the stag? Have you seen my oss? Crikey O! vot a hugly man! meaning, of course, Mr Rogers. The hugly man, however, had his hands too full to be able to resent the indignity, and, moreover, saw the fat boys large figure looming in the rear.

Handsome is that handsome does, says the proverb, and the way our friend managed his hounds, and above all the skilful compliments he paid Mr Stotfold on his judgment in buying such a nice-looking lot for so little money, completely ingratiated him with our master, and made Mr Stotfold glad when Jack hinted that he wouldnt mind giving up the capital place he then had under Mr Skidmore and coming to him. And Jack, not overrating himself  indeed, putting his services rather low, Squeakey and he quickly came to terms, and Jack left his sabots in Pont Street for the man who came after him. He then became a huntsman  huntsman to Mr Stotfold, master of stag-hounds, in which capacity the reader will now have the goodness to view him.

He had a capital time of it, too, for his master being ignorant enough to hire him, was ignorant enough to keep him also, and a peripatetic stag-hunter like Mr Stotfold was not troubled with those too critical fields that raise or lower the fame of a huntsman, according to the sport he shows. Jack was not only huntsman but master of the horse, buying the meat for the kennel and the forage for the stables, making up in overcharge on the articles what he considered himself underpaid in the matter of wages.

Hunting on what the swells call the scientific principle was quite beside Jacks mark. Nevertheless he could ride  ride over almost anything, and also blow the key-bugle, and seldom or ever had he occasion to play  

Oh where and oh where is my Highland laddie gone?

in consequence of losing his stag. If he whiles, as he said, let the hounds have a bite of its haunch, it was to make the lobbing gentleman more agile in future, Jack being of opinion that if a hound once put his fangs well into him, the stag would take care not to let him do it again if he could help it. At least, Jack knew he wouldnt if he were the stag.

Such, then, was the gentleman now invited by Mrs Watkins to meet our distinguished sportsman Mr Romford, and obliterate the recollection of the Carstangs disappointment.


XLIV. MR STOTFOLD ARRIVES AT DALBERRY LEES
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RAILWAYS ARE CAPITAL THINGS FOR long distances, but they dont do much for short ones. It is a grand thing to fly from one end of the kingdom to another in a day, but, for anything within ten miles, there is nothing like having ones own horse or conveyance. With them there is no hurry or confusion, ten minutes is neither here nor there, but one minute makes all the difference with a railway. It is very provoking to see a train gliding smoothly out at one end of a station as we come hurrying in at the other; yet such things do happen with parties wearing even the best regulated chronometers. But if railways do little for travellers, they do less for visitors, who are generally set down either far too early or much too late  extremes greatly to be deprecated. It is tiresome in the short winter days, when there is no alleviating turn to take round the farm or the garden, to have to consume the intervening time before dinner in the house, still worse to meet the first course leaving the dining-room, all hope of ones coming being extinct.

Neither of these casualties, we are happy to say, awaited our friend Mr Stotfold, for, having consulted his amanuensis, Mr Tomkins, the station-master at Pickering Nook, that official chose him a train that would not only set him down in good time, but secure him a conveyance to Dalberry Lees, It being no fun, as Tomkins truly said, to have to walk several miles in the dark. This was a through train, and many of the passengers having come long distances and made themselves comfortable, were not inclined to be disturbed, certainly not to admit a stranger of our friends dimensions, so the usual artifices were resorted to, dummies exhibited, and babies plied at the windows, it being a well ascertained fact that there is nothing so efficacious as a babby for keeping men out of a carriage. But Loggan, the guard, always had a place in reserve for a gent like our friend, and now obsequiously met and led him along the line to a newly-painted carriage, in the centre compartment of which were only an elder lady and her handsome, but slightly passé, daughter, who he knew would have no objection to the introduction of such a stranger as Squire Stotfold; indeed Loggan rather thought that the two travelled for the purpose of picking up an eligible young man if they could. And the fat boy having squeezed himself in sideways, squeaking his apologies as he got himself seated, proceeded to unfold his rug and set his tongue agoing on a sort of general issue expedition  weather, crops, concerts, balls, pic-nics, the usual staple of unmarried conversation  making himself what the ladies call very agreeable, or very forward, according as they or another is the object of attention.

But it was a short-lived triumph, for they had hardly got the full swing of conversation established ere the slackening speed of the train announced a coming stop, and it presently pulled up before the now familiar Firfield Station. Loggans rosy face then appeared at the carriage window, announcing to our master of stag-hounds that his railway journey was at an end. Mr Stotfold had, therefore, to tear himself away from his newly-found friends before he had even run them to their homes. With a radiant smile to each, out then he rolled, wrapper and all, and presently began squeaking for a porter Porter! Porter! Porter!  attracting all eyes to the windows to see such a jolly cockatoo, all green and yellow and red, for the fat boy did not seem to think he could make himself sufficiently conspicuous. The train presently sped on, and having given up his ticket, he began squeaking for the bus.

Independent Jimmy stared with astonishment as the fat boys great stomach came looming along, tightly buttoned into a bright green double-breasted cut-away coat, with a buff vest, yellow leathers, and rose-tinted tops; his short neck being adorned with a bright scarlet sensation tie, secured by a massive blue and gold ring.

Bus, bus! wheres the bus? squeaked he.

Bus!| growled Jimmy, eyeing him, adding, sink ye should have a barge.

But the fat boy still continued his vociferations.

Are ye gannin to tak the whole ont yoursel now? demanded Jimmy.

No, only me and my man, replied the boy, pointing to a grinning little ear-ringed Frenchman, all teeth and hair, like a rat-catchers dog.

Ar dinna think we can hould any but yersel, replied Jimmy, yere se fat, added he, looking him over.

Hut, snorted the boy indignantly, half-inclined to kick him an impudent bus man talking to a master of stag-hounds in that way.

Why, then, ar tell ye what, ye mun just wait for the melon-frame, replied Jimmy, for there are two women, maist as big as yoursel with their hoops, who want to be gannin wi me.

Melon-frame! squeaked our friend; melon-frame! what the deuce have I to do with a melon-frame?

Its the private carridge, explained Jimmy, and yell ride far comfortabler, and besides be set doon at the Dalberry Lees door, stead o bein left by the side of the road with the bus, and Jimmys master appearing at the moment, bearing a basket of live geese, Jimmy jerked his head at our fat friend and said heres a gent wants to be gannin wi ye.

The melon-frame door was then opened, the wraps were put in, and the fat boy squeezed himself in sideways, leaving his valet to see to the luggage. All being presently adjusted, Jip! cried the driver, and away they drove from the station. Twenty minutes brought them to Dalberry Lees. Here, though Mr Stotfold, master of stag-hounds, expected to be the hero of the party, yet he was not so in reality, being in fact only auxiliary to Mr Romford. Indeed, if it hadnt been for our fox-hound master, Stotfold wouldnt have been there at all. So, when he rolled into the drawing-room after his name, and found Mr Romford, who had somewhat recovered from his Tarring Neville fever, playing the flute to Miss Cassandra Cleopatra, he took him rather smally, just as a master of fox-hounds might be supposed to take a master of harriers. In this he was somewhat confirmed by finding Mr Romford in mufti  tweed ditto suit  instead of being arrayed, as he himself was, in the costume of the chase. Stotfold thought a master of hounds should always look like his work.

Stotfold, indeed, had not ascertained his exact status as a master of stag-hounds, and having found his name when he advertised his meets at the top of the list of hounds, along with the Queens, a barons, a baronets, and so on, thought himself entitled to look down upon the followers of all other branches of venery, and looked down upon them accordingly. He talked of the Queen and I, Davis and I, Bessborough and I, &c. Nor was Stotfolds ignorance peculiar to himself, for Mrs Watkins, fully believing she was going to give Mr Romford a great treat, would not anticipate his delight by telling him the name, so Mr Romford was kept in a state of pleasurable excitement.
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The reader will therefore readily imagine that it was with no very satisfactory feelings that our Master was interrupted in the middle of his accompaniment on the flute of Miss Cassandra Cleopatra on the harp in the popular air of Dixeys Land, by the announcement and entry of this extraordinary contribution to the chace. Facey started, for his puffing and blowing had prevented his hearing the ring and arrival, and, as he sat with his back to the door, it was only by Miss Cassandra Cleopatra breaking off abruptly to do the honours in the absence of mamma, that Facey was sensible of the presence of a stranger. Up he got too, and, instead of finding Lord Who-knows-what, confronted the before-mentioned fat boy.

Mither Romford, Mither Stotfold, lisped the fair lady, and as soon as Mr Stotfold relinquished her soft hand, which he claimed just as he would that of one of the nymphs of the Pickering Nook Station, he tendered his own to Mr Romford.

Romford looked unutterable things, for, besides the disappointment of a good introduction to a master of fox-hounds, he had had a bill sent in for two new gates which he was sure the fat boy had smashed the last time he enlarged his quadruped at Pine Hill Clump, besides which he owed him one for the trespass in his country. So Romford just gave him two fore-fingers of his left hand, holding his flute in his right one as if he was going to break it over his head. The ceremony of introduction thus over, Facey then resumed his seat, and the fat boy having looked round the room to find a chair large enough to hold him, at length wheeled one up to the scene of the music, and composed himself in it. Miss then rang the bell to let mamma know Mr Stotfold was come, thinking it better to have four people in the room than three. Mamma presently came sailing in, and received the great stag-hunter in state. Still she saw by Mr Romfords face that all was not right. It wore much the same sort of aspect that it did on the unfortunate bag-fox morning.

Not so, however, Mr Stotfolds. From living so much alone, he had a pent-up torrent of words to discharge, and, having now got a listener in Mrs Watkins, he opened the flood-gates of his vehemence and squeaked and chattered away with the utmost volubility, in the midst of which Facey and Cassandra resumed the interrupted melody of Dixeys Land. Before they concluded, friend Willy made his appearance, nursing and feeling his side hair as usual, and then Mr Stotfold had another victim to his noise.

We need scarcely say that this being what Facey would call a bye-day, Lubbins had not the satisfaction of displaying her cookery, and the thing was very flat and unprofitable compared to the former occasion. The fact was, Mr Facey had been over with his flute once or twice since then, and Mrs Watkins hoped things were gradually drawing into the family circle line; they, therefore, only sat down eight to dinner, Mr Tuckwell, Mr Horsington, and Mrs Dust, near and short-notice neighbours making up the number. Mrs Dust, of course, was engaged to help to keep the course clear for Cassandra. But if the party was small, the noise was great; the fat boy going in at everything that was said, and giving his opinions in the most authoritative way. When, however, the ladies retired, the real amusement commenced, for not content with lauding the stag-hounds, he must needs sneer at the fox-hounds, which of course got Mr Romfords back up, who held fox-hunting to be the finest sport in the world. So the evening did not pass very harmoniously, and Mr Facey was glad when he found himself back in the drawing-room.

Let us now pass on to the next morning.


XLV. THE BENICIA BOY
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OH, MAMMA, THERES LORRIMER, THE lathemans cart! exclaimed our lisping friend, looking out of the window, as they all sat at breakfast the next morning. Ill get him to examine my black lathe scarf.

Laceman! squeaked Stotfold, looking out, adding, No; Its my deer-cart.

Deer-cart! replied Miss Watkins, jumping up and running to the window, adding, Deer-cart is it? Why, whod have thought of a deer keeping a cart?

Squeakey was right, however. It was indeed the deer-cart  the deer-cart followed by a most heterogeneous assemblage of foot-people, collected from the various villages through which it had passed on its way from the station. High up on a solitary seat sat the driver, dressed in Lincoln green, lording it over the old white horse as though he were driving four-in-hand. The lofty vehicle, which was painted dark green, was ventilated from the roof, and displayed on its side, in white letters on a black ground, the walking advertisement of AUGUSTUS STOTFOLD, ESQUIRES DEER-CART, PICKERING NOOK The vehicle, as Hood says in his Epping Hunt, was  

In shape like half a hearse  tho not

For corpses in the least;

For this contained the deer alive,

And not the dear deceased!

Then a deputation from the stables having met the procession, and fixed upon the exact spot  a slightly rising ground just before the mansion-house, where the noble animal might be enlarged in full view of all the spectators  Lincoln green wheeled the cart round, and dropping his reins on the old white horses back, prepared his own mouth to receive the contents of the then coming cup  

And letting go the reins, of course,

Prepared for heavy wet.

The drain over, he returned the mug, and then rising in his little seat, began flagellating his own chest with his arms, causing the Benicia Boy, for it was none other than the mischievous fellow inside, to stamp and thump with his feet, to the terror of the little boys who expected to have him amongst them directly. The more the man thrashed, the more the deer stamped, doubtless expecting every moment to be ejected from his comfortable carriage. And, now, where are all your visions of rousing the antlered monarch from his lair, ye enthusiastic souls? Or where the wild expanse of country, ye romantic ones? One view of the deer-cart on the smooth lawn, has dispelled them all! Yet nobody likes to exclaim, Wot a go! But see! here comes Jack Rogers and the hounds! Jack about half seas over from the ovations he has received on the road. His cap is cooked jauntily above the left ear, his pink is thrown carelessly open, even to the exposure of a much-stained buff vest, while his badly-cleaned boots seem on the worst possible terms with his dirty Bedford cords, hardly indeed inclined to approach them at all.

He is riding a great raking, white-heeled, cock-throppled chesnut, who throws his snaffle-bridled head up and down in a way that would look very like spoiling Jacks beauty if he had any. A little behind the pack, comes a diminutive man, in a red coat and drab gaiters, riding a most powerful dray-horse-looking brown for the fat master. This is a horse called Hatter-his-heart-out, from his notorious rough action, a quality that, while it has caused his ejection from other stables, has procured him admission into Mr Stotfolds, whose idea of a hunt corresponds with the familiar label on a doctors bottle, When taken to be well shaken.

Jack Rogers wishing to have his kennel sweetened a little, as he calls it, an operation of not very frequent occurrence with him, has brought out all its contents, young and old, big and little, wild and steady, coupling up the most incorrigible, and ruling over the whole with a formidable loose thonged whip, held ready for immediate action. Jack is evidently of honest Sancho Panzas opinion, that it is good to have command, if only over a flock of sheep; so he rides in the middle of his curs, looking as solemnly wise as half-drunken men generally do. The hounds raised a wild cry as they caught sight of the deer-cart, and would infallibly have broken away had not Jack distributed sundry telling cuts amongst the thick of them, thus converting their cries into howls. This second scene of the grand sporting drama, again roused the inmates of the house, and as the ladies now withdrew to put on their bonnets, Mr Romford crowned himself with his drab wide-a-wake, and, providing himself with a good cutting whip from the armoury in the passage, opened the front door, and vaulting the rails, proceeded to where the noisy group stood baying  towling, howling, and scratching themselves. We dont know whether it was instinct or chance, or the effect of previous instruction, but Jack gave our Master of Foxhounds such a salute with his cap as seldom falls to the lot of any man in mufti. It wasnt a touch of the peak, or a rise, or a lift, but a bold bodily take-off from the head, with a fine aerial sweep that nearly brought his cap in conjunction with his cock-throppled horses ears. The hounds too increased their vehemence, so that altogether there was a very pretty reception.

Mr Romford, who was used to caps, good, bad, and indifferent, just jerked his hand in return, and proceeded to cast his scrutinising little eyes into the body of the pack  a very slight inspection satisfied him that he had never seen such a collection before.

Nice looking lot of hounds, at length said he, addressing Jack, who sat cockeyly on his horse, waiting the customary compliment.

Yes, they are, replied Jack, very nice looking lot of hounds  good as they look, too.

Set of rubbish, muttered Romford, turning half round on his heel.

Want a little dressing here, dont you? asked Romford, rubbing his whip down the back of a desperately dull broken-coated hound.

Ah, why he scratched whiles, replied Jack, but its nothin to signify.

Isnt it? thought Romford. He then took another good stare at the pack.

Are they any particular blood? at length asked Romford, not being able to recognise the slightest family likeness amongst them.

Well, no, replied Jack; we just pick them up here and there. That one, pointing to our before-mentioned yellow friend Wideawake, is from the Kensal Green Kennel  one of the best hounds praps in England. Theres another, said Jack, pointing to Wiseacre.

Good as hes ugly, I spose? muttered Facey.

Squeakey and Willy Watkins now joined the gay throng, the latter in a desperate funk; for if fox-hunting was formidable, stag-hunting, he understood, was tremendous  always went straight. Still he essayed to keep up his courage; and advancing, whip under arm, as he drew on his white buckskin gloves, he proceeded to return Jack Rogers vehement salute, Jack being now further fortified by a couple of glasses of Dalberry Lees rum.

Monstrous nice pack! exclaimed Watkins at random, Monstrous nice pack! hardly knowing what he was saying, but wishing most devoutly that he was coming in from hunting instead of going out. Oh, dear! Why was there ever such torment invented? thought he.

Well, and hows the Benicia Boy this morning? squeaked Stotfold, as soon as his huntsmans attentions were directed to him.

Oh, why he seems pretty hamiable, I think, replied Jack but Ive brought Old Scratch in case he shouldnt run.

Ah, which have you here? squeaked the Master.

The Boy, replied Jack. Scratch is shut up in the lamp-room at the Galliburn Station.

Hope they wont let him out? squeaked Mr Stotfold.

No fear of that, unless he comes out at the skylight; for Ive got the key of the door, said Jack, produced a large ringed key from his coat pocket as he spoke.

All right, squeaked the Master; adding, praps you may as well be going? Then turning to Mr Watkins, he asked, if there was any place where they could put up the hounds while they turned out the stag?

Oh, yes, replied Mr Watkins, rather taken aback at the question, his idea being that they all started fair together. Oh, yes; put them up somewhere; adding, ask my man;  our friend not exactly knowing whether they should be up-stairs, or down-stairs, or in my ladys chamber.

Away then Jack trotted up to the stables, and the interest of the scene was again concentrated on the deer-cart. There it stood as solemn as before, looking like a double-tailed tadpole, with its two tapering lines of spectators bearing away from its body. If the horsemen mustered meagerly, the deficiency was amply supplied by the footpeople.

It seemed to have attracted all the idle population of the country, and the cry was still They come! they come! Joiners in their paper caps, shoemakers in their leather aprons, grooms in their fustians, gardeners in their shirt sleeves, all agog to see the wonderful wild beast. The fair sex too were duly represented and besides a Barcelona crack-em-and-try-em nut-merchant, there were two orange-girls, and an unlicensed dealer in spirituous liquors. Expectation stood on tip-toe as to what the solemn looking deer-cart contained, one thinking the stag would be like a unicorn, another that he would resemble a goat, a third that he would be like Billy Batsons ram. Still, whatever it was, they all seemed disposed to give him a wide berth, by keeping a most respectful avenue open for him instead of giving him a chance of sticking or eating any of them up when he came out.

And now, as our fat friend waddled round the corner from the stables, the commotion increased; the deers coachman moved his van a few paces to arouse the noble animal, whose formidable feet might now be heard stamping upon the boards of his equipage.

The fever of excitement was then at its height. The gaping rustics stared wider than ever, the big boys stepped back a pace or two, and the little ones trembled, many of them wishing themselves at home again. But when the fat boy squeaked the order to Let im out! there was a feeling of disappointment throughout the throng; for there were neither horses, nor hounds, and those who expected to see the stag start off directly, thought he would be over Ramford Hill before they could ever get them out. On this point, however, they were presently undeceived, for though the door was opened by the old gentleman in charge, creeping cautiously along the top of the van and shooting the bolt, yet no deer appeared, and those who durst take a peep in from either side, saw a rather donkeyfied-looking animal backing its hind-quarters against the far end of the vehicle, as though it wanted to be out that way. But the old gentleman in green, who had a long whip, much at the service of the animal, proceeded to administer the but end through the ventilator; and after sundry downward thumps, producing a series of indignant snorts and stamps, it at length operated beneficially, causing him to jump out, and, head in air, to trot leisurely down the avenue of spectators, amid the derisive shouts and yells of the mob. In truth the Benicia Boy was not a very wild or imposing looking animal, his coat being dull and worn in parts, while one of its sides was powdered with whitening caused by a restive rubbing against the wall of its town-house in Pickering Nook. Still the Boy could go when inclined, and had given our fat friend some severe leads out, indeed on one or two occasions had been lost altogether, or Jack Rogers having got rid of his master had pretended to lose him, in order that he might indulge in a drink, and resume the sport on the following day. But the Boy was not to be depended upon  sometimes he would go, and sometimes he wouldnt, in which latter case, of course there was nothing for it but the donkeymans alternative that we mentioned before, of larruping him, an unbecoming proceeding with a beast of venery.

All anxiety about his now immediate escape was speedily dispelled by the leisurely trot he now took about the lawn  looking this way and that, as though he hardly knew whether he would go on or come back to his box. He seemed quite easy about the matter, very unlike an animal put on trial for its life. At one time, indeed, he looked as if he would make for the garden, but there he was frustrated by the intervention of the kitchen-maid going down from the house for the vegetables. He then looked in at the dairy, and finally trotted off down the carriage drive, past the gaudy-gated lodges, and so on to the turnpike.

The ejectment of the stag over, the excitement of the scene seems to collapse. Those who want to see more of him follow in his wake; but the majority stay behind to talk him over, and criticise his performance. At all events, there is none of the wild enthusiasm caused by the sudden start up of the hare off the fallow, or the hustling, bustling, get-away-close-at-his-brush of the fox from the cover. On the contrary, there is a vacuum between the turning out and the laying on, that may perhaps be advantageously filled up with a cigar. So, as the semi-theatrical gentlemen say, with a smile and a bow, when they want to break the performance in two, there will now be an interval of ten minutes, if the reader pleases.


XLVI. THE STAG-HUNT
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BEING NOW REFRESHED, WE RETURN with ardour to the chace. The Benicia Boy, as the reader will remember, is away  trotting gaily along the road, startling the horsemen and astonishing the foot people, sniffing the fresh air as if it were more agreeable than that of his box. Our sportsmen are up at the stables, Mr Romford adjusting the stirrups of the saddle on one of Willy Watkinss horses for himself; Mr Watkins, already on his horse, most earnestly wishing himself off; and grinning Jack Rogers, all eager for the fray, thinking how he will astonish the natives.

The first thing that now struck our Master of fox-hounds was our squeaky friend Mr Stotfold vociferating for the rope Wheres my rope? I havent got my rope! Get me my rope!, as if he was bent on immediate self-destruction.

Rope! exclaimed Romford, what the deuce do you want with the rope? Have your hunt out first, at all events.

For the take, to be sure, squeaked fatty, laughing now, receiving a coil of rope from a servant, which he slipped into a large inside coat-pocket, just as a clown in a pantomime disposes of a goose or a few yards of sausages. The boy then gave his fat self a hearty shake as if to ascertain that all was right, and thinking it was  money, keys, watch, buns, cigars, rope, and all, he next began squeaking for his horse.

Now, then, I want my horse! get me my horse! wheres my horse! and forthwith the dray-horse-like brown emerged from the side-stable, for our Master to mount. But this wasnt so easily managed as thought, for Willy Watkins had abolished the steps at the end of the stable as antediluvian, without providing a substitute, and Stotfolds legs being short, and his horse high, he hopped about with one foot in the stirrup, without daring to attempt the grand final hoist.

Get me a pail! get me a pail! at length squeaked he, relinquishing the effort, and forthwith two helpers rushed out with a pail each, while a third punched and pushed the punchy horse up to where they stood. Stotfold then made a bold effort, and landed in the happy haven of his enormous saddle, and began shuffling and working himself about like a jockey trying to establish a seat. At length he got one to his liking, and Romford having mounted his horse, things at length seemed all ready for a start. But the fat boy, instead of ordering Jack Rogers to liberate the pent-up pack in the straw-house, pulled his cigar-case out of his breast-pocket and deliberately selecting a weed, began squeaking for fire wherewith to light it Has anybody got any fire!  has anybody got any fire! demanded he, and Facey, who had just lit his pipe, handed him it, and the fat boy proceeded to imbibe and blow up a leisurely cloud, instead of pursuing his deer as hard as he could.

While all this was enacting, Brisket the butcher, and two or three other horsemen  or, more properly speaking, ponymen,  who had met the Benicia Boy, were having a most enjoyable hunt. At first he seemed inclined to sulk, but Ballinger the carters whip being freely administered, awoke him to a sense of his danger  if not of his duty  causing him to put his best leg first, and eventually to place two or three stiffish fences between him and his pursuers. The further the Boy went, the further the field were now left behind, and as the Benicia Boy passed through the orchard at the back of Mr Tithemtights rectory, the last of them left him, and he was only incommoded by farmer Badstocks cur. This he presently disposed of by a rush and a stamp of his foot, and then went trotting leisurely over the clean linen on Mrs Martindales drying-ground, from whence he passed into Mr Ketheringtons nursery-garden, and had a dance among the winter-cabbages and Brussels sprouts.

The sound of voices and of horses hoofs on the stones now roused the inmates of the straw-house, drawing forth a joyous yell, and when Jack Rogers shot the bolt, every hound bounded out full cry, and spread in all directions. Bouncer made straight for the dairy, Rantipole rushed into the scullery, while Prodigal and Poulterer dived up to their ears in the pig-pail.

Get on, and blow your horn! now cried Romford, unused to such riotous proceedings, and dropping his whip-thong, he proceeded to lay it into the offenders with hearty good will. Jack Rogers aided his endeavours, and by the time the fat boy appeared in front of Dalberry Lees, he had as many hounds about him as if he was making a cast. Unfortunately, however, Miss Watkinss Shetland pony was careering about the park, and certain anonymous hounds, thinking, perhaps, he would do as well as the stag, proceeded to charge him with vigorous determination, while a few others broke away at a cow. Then the horn and whips were at work again; the fat boy inflated his cheeks till they looked like bladder-balloons, and Rogers and Romford raced round the respective detachments of deserters to whipcord them back, at which Willy Watkinss horse denoted his delight by sundry squeaks and bounds in the air that nearly sent our friend over its head Oh, for Mr Stotfolds weight to keep him down! thought Willy.

The rule of Mr Stotfolds hunt was for the Master to hunt the hounds as long as he could, after which Mr Rogers was at liberty to take them, and, both carrying horns, the arrangement answered very well, as Jack was always ready to face any place his master declined. And Jack, who was a bit of a courtier, always magnified his masters performance.

That was a most terrific jump you took into the Adderley Road, just below the windmill, he would say; or I never saw a man ride over a brook better than you did over Long Kitlington Burn  wouldnt have had it myself at no price; the said Barn, at its best being about three yards wide, with sound banks on each side.

But let us pursue the Benicia Boy.

There not being much chance of a scent where the preliminary hunt had taken place, the fat boy had nothing for it but to cast on till became to virgin soil, and it was not until he neared farmer Badstocks fold-yard that the redoubtable Wideawake dropped his stump of a stern, and Wiseacre endorsing the movement with his tongue, the rest of the pack were good enough to take their opinions from him, and, gradually closing in, at length assumed somewhat the appearance of a pack. Hoop! screeched Jack Rogers, cheering them on, as if it was the most brilliant move that ever was made. He inwardly hoped Mr Romford saw it.

The Benicia Boy, as was his wont, had taken a turn round the country before deciding which line to adopt, astonishing sundry country folk by his appearance among them. Old Tommy Cobnut cutting fern in Brambleton Brake for bedding for his pig, young Johnny Gooseman taking his colt to the shop, sundry girls playing at pitch-halfpenny at the low corner of farmer Hoggins field, instead of pulling turnips at the high one  all of whom stood staring with their heads up, wondering whatever the Boy could be. One said he was a donkey, another that he was the devil, a third that he was a Kyloe. At length the notes of the horn, and the cheer of the hunters came wafted on the breeze, and first one pedestrian and then another telegraphed the line of the chace to our friends with their hats or their hoes or their arms.

Jack Rogers now began to grin, for he saw the stag was going to run, and he thought Mr Romford couldnt fail but to be highly delighted with the entertainment. Indeed, like Jawkins with Mrs Somerville, he almost fancied Mr Facey might tip him.

T-o-o-ld you so! exclaimed Jack, rising in his stirrups t-o-o-ld you so! repeated he, pointing with his whip to where Wideawake was now leading, as usual. And Jack cheered the allied forces to the echo. Then,

Invincible Jack and invincible Jowler,

Invincible Tom and invincible Towler,

all laid their heads together to assist in the grand consummation of the catch.

The scent was now strong and good. They all seemed to enjoy it; even the generally mute ones threw their tongues occasionally, and the skirters closed in for their share of the fun. So they raced along Galloway Lane, down Dinlington Hill (astonishing a gipsy camp at the turn), and, striking away across Castle Kennedy Common, made for the dewy vale of Horbury Heath beyond. This was one of the misnamed, or rather nature-changed, countries  like many commons, chases, and meres, which now present nothing of their original state; and Horbury Heath, instead of being a wild, desolate track, frequented only by plovers and poachers, was a rich alluvial soil, with stout quickset fences and very wide, uncomfortable-looking ditches. Now, the Benicia Boy was fond of leaping, and made for the thick of these impediments, bucking and bounding as if they were so many skipping-ropes, to the great discomfiture of many of his followers. Here Mr Willy Watkins, having sorely scratched his face, declined any further distinction. At Brailsford Bank, however, the field was presently recruited by the appearance of our coatless friend, Independent Jimmy, who, having now got a young iron-grey in lieu of Mr Hazeys old horse, thought to try if he could do anything in the hunting way. So, on meeting the stag bobbing along, he unharnessed the young horse from the melon frame, and tying his aged companion up to a gate, was ready mounted, bare-backed, blinkers and all, when the tailing hounds came toiling up.

Hes on, said Jimmy, jerking his head the way he had gone, and on they went along the grassy siding of the road, which the Boy had run on, in preference to the hard. Mr Rogers was now in command, the fat boy having fallen in arrear at some of the more formidable places, and his rough-actioned horse, Hatter-his-heart-out, having worked him up into a considerable stew.

So far the Benicia Boy had kept clear of the towns, and would most likely have continued that course if they had not come in his way; but the pretty little village of Cherryford standing on rising ground, temptingly diversified by green slopes and gardens, was too inviting for an enterprising stag to withstand. So, taking the village diagonally, he passed through Mr Colluptons flower-garden, over Mr Hopkinss bleaching-field, into Panseys nursery-ground, and from thence into a high beech-hedged slip of ground, interspersed with swings, hoops, and gymnasiums. This was neither more nor less than the playground at the back of Miss Birchs finishing and polishing seminary; and, in all probability, the Benicia Boy would have passed quietly along the passage, through the centre of the house  the vis-à-vis doors of which stood invitingly open  and so out on to the lawn in front, but for the wretched jingling notes of the old school piano, that parents buy so often over in the course of their childrens education, causing him to stop and listen attentively, to hear whether it was his old friends the hounds or not. Retreating a few steps, with a slight digression to the right, brought him in front of a plate-glass window, at which, after contemplating himself attentively, he made a most deliberate dash, landing handsomely in the drawing-room, clearing the globes and a model of Vienna. What a crash and commotion was there!

Murder! thieves! murder! screeched Miss Birch, hurrying down from her bed-room.

Thieves! murder! thieves! roared the cook.

Pollis! pollis! squeaked the page, rushing frantically out the front way.

But, before any extraneous assistance could arrive, the redoubtable Wideawake came bounding through the window too; and the Benicia Boy, seeing his old enemy, rushed at the now open door, passing over the prostrate body of Miss Birch, and making along the passage for the front of the house, without waiting to read the beautiful rainbow-shaped blue and gold affiche, MISS BIRCHS FINISHING AND POLISHING ACADEMY, exhibited conspicuously in the garden, he cleared the iron rails at a bound, knocking off the hat of the pedestrian postman as he passed with the letters. The cook then having closed the drawing-room door on Wideawake (who did not like again facing the window), the immediate progress of the chace was arrested.

The cock-throppled chestnut having got into difficulties, Jack Rogers was glad to catch at a holloa, which lead him clear of the small enclosures around Cherryford village; and now, getting his horn, he clapped forrard with his hounds, to lay them on at the windmill, where the view was just given to the south. Here they hit upon a scent untarnished by Wideawake, who, Jack candidly admitted (in reply to Faceys uncomplimentary observation, that he ought to be hung), was rather oer swift o foot for them that day; and Wiseacre led the long-drawn line with his accustomed vigorous energy. 
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But Wideawake was the dog the Benicia Boy most dreaded, for he was in the habit of haunching him unawares; whereas Wiseacre, like the filial Irishman who never kicked his father when he was down, always gave him timely notice of his coming. Still, Wideawake had his use, in keeping the stag going when he might otherwise be inclined to soil or to sulk. Being now pent up at Miss Birchs, the Boy soon found he hadnt him in his wake, and began taking things in the easy, leisurely sort of way that a crow takes a gamekeeper on a Sunday, or a fox trots away before a party of shooters on a week day. There the noble animal might be seen going like a galvanised donkey, now trotting, now bucking, now trotting again; passing from pasture to fallow, and from fallow to wheat, in the open, undisguised way of a quadruped that is not afraid to be seen. He hasnt robbed a hen-roost, or run away with an old fat goose. He got his living like a gentleman, not like one of those skulking marauders called foxes, who were continually attacking peoples poultry, and committing petty larcenies of that sort. He was above such work; could carry his head high  and high he did carry it. So on he went at a stilty trot as before.

At length the Benicia Boy, having traversed some eight or nine miles of country, which at the old posting price of eighteen-pence a mile, and three-pence to the driver, would come to some fifteen shillings and nine-pence, possibly bethought him he had done enough for his dinner, and, being no longer tormented by the impetuous Wideawake, began casting about in search of repose. He did not want to break any more windows, for he thought he had scratched himself in the side at Miss Birchs, and would rather prefer a barn or an outhouse with some clean straw in it. So he skirted the side of Hackberry Hill  half field and half moor  staring complacently round the country in search of what he wanted. There was a church steeple in front, denoting a village, another to the left, with a third in the rear. The latter, however, wouldnt do, for he heard Jacks horn, with the occasional accompaniment of the hounds,  yoou, yoou, yap, yap, yoou, yoou, they went.

Just at this moment the picturesque outline of Pipeington Tilery presented itself, stretching its long length half across a five-acre field, offering every accommodation, including a mud-bath, that an aristocratic stag could desire; and thither our unantlered monarch decided on entrenching himself. So, sinking the hill, he struck boldly across country, not trying to take the tilery in the flank, but going right at the centre, spoiling as many green bricks as he could in passing over the drying ground. He then blobbed down into the spacious mud bath between it and the tilery, and began swimming and cooling himself in its yellow waters. Great was the commotion the descent caused in the tilery. Tom Sparrow, the boy in charge of the pug-mill, who saw him coming, and thought it was Geordy Crosiers trespassing donkey, now stared as a hen stares when her ducklings take water. The moulders ceased their labours, the wheelers dropped their barrows, the clay-diggers their spades, and the firemen left their furnaces. It was confusion all and consternation. What the devil was it? The cry of the hounds and the cheer of the hunters presently enlightened them; and, looking to the left, they saw the gallant pack streaming down Hackberry Hill, closely followed by Rogers and Romford, and the man on the grey.

Sink itll be a stag! exclaimed one.

So it will! roared another.

That fat mans from the Nook, rejoined a third.

Keep him in! keep him in! was now the cry, as the Benicia Boy struck out boldly for the tilery. Then they hooted and shooed him, and pelted him with clay.

If the hounds tailed, so did the field; and Rogers, Jimmy, and Romford alone rode with the pack.

Hes taken soil! exclaimed Jack, now pointing with his whip to the tilery commotion, as Romford and he galloped down Backberry Hill together.

Soil, is it? said Romford, it looks to me very like water.

Oh, thats what we stag-hunters call soil, replied Jack, inducting Romford into the science.

Do you? rejoined Romford, thinking they might as well call it by its right name.

For-rard! for-rard! cheered Jack, thinking that Romford cannot fail to be highly delighted with the performance. Jack then looks back for his master.

And sure enough, on the now almost white-lathered Hatter-his-heart-oat, comes the fat boy, puffing and blowing and looking very like a peony. He has indeed had a tremendous gallop, Hatter-his-heart-out having acted well up to his name, and nearly shaken him to pieces. Since our master, Mr Stotfold, declined the dangerous in favour of Jack Rogers, he has had a good deal of rough fencing to contend with alone; none of the leaders of the chace doing much for their followers in the way of breaking the fences, and the heterogeneous group who united their fortunes with his, expecting red coat to do all for them. So he had nothing for it but to throw his magnanimous heart over each fence, and follow it as quickly as ever he could. And though Hatter-his-heart-out was a desperately rough galloper, he was a very smooth leaper; measuring, however, his ground so closely, as always to make the fat boy think he was going to let him down, thus keeping him in a state of constant labour and excitement.

Indeed but for the honour and credit of the thing, he should have preferred stopping before; for though it was undoubtedly a good thing to get a good gallop, yet the operation might be overdone, and the appetite injured instead of promoted. What he wanted was, to bring it home with a bloom upon it that would entitle him to oysters and porter and a substantial repast after. That he thought he had got before he came to the windmill, consequently all that had taken place since was what might be called work of supererogation. And now that he saw the prospect of a close, his flagging spirits rose within him, and getting Hatter-his-heart-out short by the head, he stood in his stirrups giving a squeaking cheer to his followers as he pointed out the strange confusion in the vale below. He then made for the tilery as hard as ever he could. What a hubbub was there! Clowns from all parts had turned up to the scene  clowns from the ploughs, clowns from the harrows, clowns from the hedges, just as the roughs turn up in London at the prospect of a row  Willy and Harry and Jackey and all.

They thought the stag was going to be killed, and that they might come in for a slice. So they hemmed the Benicia Boy in on all sides, determined he shouldnt get away, despite Squeakeys urgent entreaties that they would let him land. Then the before-mentioned rope was produced from Mr Stotfolds inner pocket, and Hatter-his-heart-out being resigned to a lad, our Master commenced lassoing the stag with clumsy dexterity. Now he was near him, now he was wide; now he was near him again. At length he lassoed and landed him, amid the cheers of the populace. Instead, however, of sticking and skinning him as the countrymen expected, giving the head to Willy, the neck to Jackey, and the haunch to Harry, Mr Stotfold began staring about, squeaking for the carriage. He wanted the old gentlemen in green again.

Have you seen my fellow?  have you seen my fellow? demanded he, running from party to party.

Have you seen my fellow? asks he, rushing up to Independent Jimmy, now standing by the side of the panting iron grey.

Nor, arm d  d if iver ar did, replied Jimmy, bursting into laughter.

At length the carriage was seen stopping the way at the top of Cinderby Lane, and a man of the place was induced by the promise of a shilling to go and conduct it through the field to the tilery. The while it was jolting its way down the rutty road, nearly tilting old Solomon out of his seat, our fat friend cast about on foot fishing for compliments on the length and severity of the run.

Capital (puff) gallop, said he, cooling his cauliflower head by taking off his cap. Excellent (gasp) run, continued he, mopping his brow with a yellow Bandana. Never saw the old (puff, gasp,) Benicia Boy in such (puff) before. Cant have come less than twenty miles  twenty (puff) miles in (puff) and twenty minutes.

Then he approached Mr Romford, who he thought ought to have come to him.

Well, and what do you (puff) of it? asked he, still continuing the mop of his greatly perspiring brow.

Well oi, ha-hem-haw, think its just about the ha-hem-haw sport oi know, replied Mr Romford, adding oive half a mind to set up a pack myself to hunt the same day as the foxhounds, in order to draw off the superfluous of the field.

And the fat boy, feeling the compliment, but fearing the consequences, blurted out in reply  

Dont my (gasp) feller, Ill (puff) mine down whenever you (gasp).

And thereupon he tendered his fat hand to Romford, who concluded the bargain with a shake.

The deer-carriage then came jolting down to the tilery, and a feed of oats in front and a kick behind soon sent the Benicia Boy back into the place from whence he came, amid the jeers and cheers of the populace.

Just then the sound of lamentation arose high above the shouts and clamour of the crowd. It was Jack Rogers bewailing the loss of his favourite hound, running about wringing his hands, asking if anyone had seen him. Seen a yellow pied hound with a short tail  a yellow pied hound with a short tail? But we need scarcely say that nobody at the tilery has, for Miss Birch having kept the redoutable dog safe under lock and key until her strong job gardener came, he administered such a bastinadoeing as sent the old dog scampering home, with his short tail between his legs, as hard as ever he could. In vain, therefore, Jack whooped and halloaed, and twanged his horn. No Wideawake came.

Oh, hell cast up, at length squeaked Mr Stotfold, getting tired of the wait. Hell cast up, repeated he, making for where Hatter-his-heart-out was still being led about by the boy. Then, getting the horse into a clay hole, he made a vigorous assault on the saddle, and, having settled himself in his seat, he chucked the lad a shilling, and drawing his thin reins, with a touch of the spur put his thick horse in motion.

The hunt was then up; the disappointed chaws returned to their clays and their clods; anxious Jack Rogers moved off with his hounds, still casting about for the lost one; and Mr Romford was surprised to learn from Independent Jimmy that they were only five or six miles from Dalberry Lees.

Arll show you the way, said Jimmy, jumping on to the bare-backed grey; and taking a line of his own, irrespective of either gates or gaps, he proceeded to make his way across country.

Ar think nout o this stag-huntin, observed Jimmy, running the grey at a great on-and-off bank, with a wide ditch on each side.

Nor I, rejoined Mr Romford, following him.

When youve catched the stag, yere ne better off than ye were afore, observed Jimmy.

Just so, said Romford.

Jimmy then angled a wide pasture at a trot, and was presently contemplating a rough, bush-entwined, rail-mended-fence with a too obvious brook on the far side. Jimmy ran the grey at a rail, but, hitting it with its fore feet, it landed on its head, shooting Jimmy well over it.

Greate numb beast! exclaimed Jimmy, jumping up and catching the horse as it rose. He then pulled the rail out for Romford.

A few more fields brought them to where Jimmy had placed his second horse; which now having reached, he prepared to resuscitate the melon-frame, leaving Mr Romford to pursue his journey without him.

Ye cant miss yer way, said Jimmy, jerking his head in the direction of Dalberry Lees. Ye cant miss yer way. Just keep axin for the biggest feuil in the country, and theyll be sure to send yer to Lees. So saying, he gave our master a nod, and turned away to the right.

Mr Romford then rode on, and having a good eye for country, soon took his bearings, and without troubling any of the country people with the inquiry Jimmy propounded, speedily found his way back to the glittering gates. Then having arrived at the house, he alighted at the front door and desired a footman to take the horse round to the stable; which saved him an interview with Gullpicker, Mr Watkinss Melton groom, whom nobody would have at Melton. Then Miss met him, all radiant with smiles, so glad to see him safe back; mamma was delighted to hear Mr Romford say he was much amused with the hunt, and altogether she thought they had made a great hit in having the fat boy down. And out came the flute and the harp for Bob Ridley.


XLVII. MR STANLEY STERLING

[image: img452.jpg]

MR FACEY ROMFORD HAD NOW got pretty well settled in his saddle in Doubleimupshire. He had seen most of the great guns of the country: the Watkinses and the teapot-handle man, and had now extended his acquaintance to the fat boy and the interesting family of the neighbouring master of hounds, Mr Hazey. He had also established a nodding and how-are-ye acquaintance with the non-hunting Fuller, and Fowler, and Binks, and Brown, and Postle, and Hucklebridge, whom he prudently sird or misterd in blank, instead of risking a shot at their names, and perhaps making a bad hit. There is nothing people dislike so much as being misnamed.

The country, if not first-rate, was fairly sporting: good enough for those who lived in and knew it, and yet not good enough to tempt peripatetic sportsmen out of their ways, unless, indeed, they happened to have a billet with someone in it. This immunity from strangers was a great comfort to Mr Romford, for some men are troubled with such a mania for pack-seeing, that there is no saying but an inquisitive stranger might have strayed from the other Mr Romfords, and instituted an invidious comparison between our Master and him. Not that anyone could take exception to our friends hounds, or his horses, or his system of hunting; but they might have raised the question, Which was the right Romford?  asserted, perhaps, that Facey was not the man who lived at Abbeyfield Park, which would have been very discouraging and difficult to gainsay. A master of hounds ought not to have his attention distracted by extraneous matter  especially a master hunting his own hounds, as our friend did.

Like most countries, Doubleimupshire varied a good deal: some parts of it being good, some of it indifferent, and much of it bad. The low-lands were deep and boggy, with great false-bottomed drains, large enough to hold both horse and rider; but, then, these very drains contributed to the sound riding of the up-lands, they being, in fact, the receivers and conveyers of the superfluous water that fell. Then there were the Bentley Hills, over which hounds raced; and the Heckington and Stanborough vales, where they dwelt, requiring all the Romford science and energy to get them along. Taking the country, however, as a whole, the soil was favourable to scent, as the staple of it was generally good. And Romfords hounds could solve the difficult problem, Which way has he gone? in most parts of it.

The best part of the country, undoubtedly, lies between Shervington Bridge and the town of Farmington Hill; but, then, it was infested by game preservers, who were generally suspected of Dalberry Lees practices, with regard to the illicit production of foxes. Formerly, three fields out of every four in this part were ploughed; but, since the repeal of the corn laws, the system has been reversed, and three fields are now in old grass or clover ley, for one that is under the plough. The enclosures, too, are large and roomy  twenty and thirty acres each, with not over and above strong fences; but the land is deep and holding  or what Mr Otto Musk, the Leicestershire swell who got straggled there, once described as flat, dirty, and unpleasant. Still, there were no fences mended with old wire-rope in it, and the brooks are generally fairly jumpable  at least, when not flooded.

But we will indulge in a day in this the most favoured locality, and select a meet at Independent Jimmys friend, Mr Stanley Sterlings, he being about the only real sportsman on that side of the country.

Mr Sterling was a comfortable man, and was waited upon by a woman. After that, we need scarcely say he was a bachelor: for where is the lady who will submit to be tended by one of her own sex, if she can possibly help it? Well, Mr Stanley Sterling was a comfortable man, and was waited upon by a woman. He lived at a pretty, old-fashioned, gable-ended, grey-roofed place, called Rosemount Grange: where there was always a spare stall for a horse, and a hearty welcome for a friend. Moreover, there was generally a good wild fox to be found in his cover, Light-thorn-rough, at the back of the house, the next morning.

Let us also suppose that Mr Facey Romford  lured, perhaps, by the fame of Mr Stanley Sterlings nutty sherry, ruby port, and comfortable ménage generally  has come over to Rosemount to be handy for the meet on the morrow; and that Mr Freeman, of Shenstone Burn, commonly called Old Saddlebags, and the clergyman of the parish, form the parli quarré, for the evening.

Freeman, who is hard upon eighty years of age, has hunted all his life, and looks more like sixty than what he really is. He is a stout, square-built man, with silvery-white hair, shading an extremely rubicund face, with strongly marked lines, and whipcord like muscles: a little, twinkling, grey eye, lights up an intelligent countenance.

In marching order  that is to say, the day before hunting  Mr Freeman travels in his red coat and other hunting things, having his horse-rug rolled up before him, and the aforesaid saddlebags, containing his dress things, underneath him. Thus accoutred, he makes for the house of the nearest acquaintance he has to the meet, where Bags and his horse are always heartily welcome. Compared with the pyramids of luggage with which a modern exquisite travels, Saddlebags wardrobe would seem strangely deficient; but Bags had lived in times when locomotion was difficult, and people had to think what they could do without, and not what they could do with  which, after all, is a great ingredient in travelling.

And yet to see the old gentleman come down in his nice black dress-coat, filled shirt, and clean vest  the latter vying the whiteness of his hair  with black shorts, silk stockings, and pumps, no one would suppose but he had come in his carriage, with a valet to boot. There he stands before Mr Stanley Sterlings bright parlour-fire with a beech-log on the top, as radiant and sparkling as the fuel itself. There, too, is Mr Romford, looking him over, thinking what a man he is for his years; and now in comes the Reverend Mr Teacher, the vicar, and the party is complete.

Mr Stanley Sterling did not attempt side-dishes, but let his cook concentrate her talents upon a few general favourites. Hence, the ox-tail soup was always beautifully clear and hot, the crimped-cod and oyster-sauce excellent, while the boiled fowls and ruddy ham ran a close race with the four-year-old leg of roast mutton, leaving the relish they give for the sweet or dry to support their claims for preference. Beet and mealy potatoes accompanied the solids, and macaroni and mince-pies followed in due course. A bottle of Beaujolais circulated with the cheese. They had then all dined to their hearts content. As Romford chucked his napkin in a sort of happy-go-lucky way over his left shoulder, he thought how much better it was than any of the grand spreads he had seen. Grace being said, the plate-warmer was then taken from the fire, the horseshoe-table substituted, and each man prepared to make himself comfortable according to his own peculiar fashion.

And as each succeeding glass of bright port wine circulated down Mr Saddlebags vest, the old man warmed with sporting recollections until he became a perfect chronicle of the chase. He seemed to remember everything  when Mr Princeps had the Hard and Sharps  when Mr Tedbury had the Larkspur  when Sir Thomas Twyford had a third pack that hunted all the country east of Horndean Hut, and so across by Broad Halfpenny wood lands to the town of Cross Hands in Marshdale. Then he got upon the subject of runs. That tremendous run from Trouble House to Wooton Wood, eighteen miles as the crow flies, when nobody could get near the hounds for the last two miles save little Jim, the second whip, on a Pretender mare  the best animal that ever was foaled  no fence too large or day too long for her. Or that magnificent day from Scotgrove-hill to Wellingore, when some of the crack men of the Hot and Heavy Hunt were out, and they ran from scent to view in the middle of Heatherwick Moor, thirteen miles, without allowing for bends,  the finest men with the finest finish that ever was seen! To all which Mr Romford sat listening as he would to a lecture. Facey dearly loved to pick up such stories at the end of a stinger. He kept weeding his chin till he almost made it sore.

Dinner having been at six, at nine oclock precisely  for fox-hunters are generally pretty punctual  Bridget the maid re-entered the room with the tea-tray, just as the second bottle of port was finished, thus putting a stop to the veterans recitals and causing him to fall back on the sherry. A game of whist followed tea, and Mr Teacher having taken his departure, Mr Facey retired to his comfortable couch with five shillings more in his pocket than he brought. Not a bad nights work, muttered our Master, as he added a couple of shillings to it that he had of his own. He never gave house-servants anything, alleging that he could take care of himself,  nor stable ones either, if he thought his horses would fare as well without his doing so.


XLVIII. MR STANLEY STERLINGS FOX
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BREAKFAST AT ROSEMOUNT GRANGE WAS conducted pretty much on the London Club principle, each guest having his separate ménage, viz., two teapots, one containing the beverage, the other the hot water, a small glass basin of sugar, a ditto butter-boat and cream-ewer, together with a muffin or bun, and a rack of dry toast. A common coffee-pot occupied the centre of the round-table, flanked on the one side with a well-filled egg-stand, and on the other with a dish of beautiful moor-edge honey. On the side-table were hot meats and cold, with the well-made household bread. Hence, each man, on coming down, rang for his own supply without reference to anyone else  a great convenience to foxhunters, who like riding leisurely on instead of going full tilt to cover.

On this auspicious day, however, it was all serene, as old Saddlebags said, the Master being in the house, and the hounds having to meet before the door; so they dawdled and talked as people do who are not in a hurry and are sure of being in time. Mr Romford was the only one who felt any concern, but his was not the uneasiness caused by the fear of unpunctuality, but alarm lest the redoubtable servants should arrive in a state of inebriety. Lucy, however, had undertaken to see them safe away from Beldon Hall, and the strong persevering man, who bought Mr Romfords horse, was charged to look after them on the road. And very creditably they both fulfilled their mission, for as our Master was deeply absorbed in the dissection of a woodcocks leg, the click of a gate attracted his attention, and looking up he saw the gay cavalcade pass along the little bridge over the brook into the front field, in very creditable form  Swig sitting bolt upright on his horse, and Chowey preparing his succulent mouth for fawning operations on the field.

The sight acted electrically on the party: Mr Sterling finished his tea, Mr Romford took the woodcock leg in his fingers, and old Bags quaffed off his half-cup of coffee at a draught. They were then presently up and at the window. Bridget went out with the bread, cheese, and ale on a tray, while Mr Sterling unlocked the cellaret, and produced cherry brandy and liquors for those who chose to partake of them. In came Bonus, and Dennis, and Bankford, and two or three other never-miss-a-chancers. Meanwhile our host and his guests are off to the stable, where the horses are turned round in the stalls all ready for a start. They mount and away, Romford on the Baker, late Placid Joe, Bags on his eighteen-years-old bay horse, still called the colt, and Mr Sterling on a five-year-old iron grey of his own breeding. Thus they come round to the front, to receive the sky scrapes of the men, and the mornins and how are yes? of the field. Then more horsemen came cantering up, and more went into the house. At length the time being up  say a quarter to eleven  and Mr Facey making it a rule never to wait for unpunctual people, be their subscriptions ever so large, now gives a significant jerk of his head to Swig, which, communicating itself to Chowey, the two instantly have their horses by the head with the lively hounds bounding and frolicking forward the way the horses are going. The foot-people run and open the white gates, the parti-coloured cavalcade follow in long-drawn file, and the whole are presently in front of Light-thorn-rough  a cover so near the house and yet so secluded as almost to look like part of the premises. A deep triangular dell of some three acres in extent, abounding in blackthorn, gorse, broom, and fern, presenting in every part dry and most unexceptionable lying. The bridle-gate leading to it was always kept locked, and there was no foot-road within three quarters of a mile of it. Here indeed a fox might repose. Some persons are always certain that covers will hold a fox  even though they may have been shooting in them the day before  and keep repeating and reiterating the assertion up to the very moment of testing its accuracy. Sure to be there!  sure to be there! Certain as if I saw him! perhaps with a view of hiding their delinquency. Mr Stanley Sterling was not one of the positive order. He knew the nature of his wild animal too well to be bail for his appearance. So in answer to numerous inquiries if they are likely to find, he merely says he hopes so, and then takes up a quiet position for a view, a point from whence he can see without being seen himself.

Cover hoick!  cover hoick! now cries Mr Facey Romford, and in an instant he has not a hound at his horses heels. The Hurls man, and the man with the mouth too, have deserted him, the former to take up a position by the beeches above, the latter to hide his ugly face in the dip of the dell.

Eleu in there!  eleu in! cheers our Master, as Gamester and Woodbine take a flourish towards a slope of close-looking gorse.

Very likely place to hold a fox, observed he to himself, pulling a sample out of his beard and inspecting it. Please, gentlemen, keep together! and dont holloa! now cries he, looking round at the chatterers,  Mr Bonus asking after Mrs Hemmings horse, Mr Daniel Dennis wondering if it was going to rain. He has got his best coat on, and forgotten to look at his weathercock to see whether it is a safe venture or not.

Like the Ashby Pasture gorse in Nimrods celebrated Leicestershire run, the cover soon begins to shake in various parts, the obvious effect of some twenty couple of hounds rummaging about it. The vibration increases with more activity towards the juniper bushes in the centre of the cover.

Have at im there! cheers Mr Romford, with a crack of his whip, as if to awake a sleeping fox from his trance. Have at im there! repeats he, in a still louder key, now standing erect in his stirrups, contemplating the rich sea of bright undulating gorse. The vibration of the bushes increases, varied with the slight crackle from the snapping of rotten branches in the more open parts. Fox, for a underd, muttered Mr Romford, now buttoning the second top button of his Tick, Fox, for a underd! repeats he and scarcely are the words well out of his mouth ere the short sharp yap, yap, of Pincher the terrier is followed by the deep sonorous voice of old Thunderer proclaiming the fact. Hoick to Thunderer! hoick! cheers Mr Romford, now standing on tip-toe in his stirrups, gazing intently on the scene, his eyes raking every corner of the cover, like Daniel Foresters on dividend-day.

And now the melody increases  twofold, threefold, fourfold, fivefold, tenfold  now its all melody together  

More nobly full and swelld with every mouth,

as Somerville  not our fair friend, but the poet  sings.

Now, as Romford asks, where are all your sorrows and your cares, ye gloomy souls! or where your pains and aches, ye complaining ones! One holloa will presently dispel them all.

Hark! there it is! Talli-ho! a-w-a-ay! Talli-ho a-w-a-a-y  a-w-a-ay! The away stretched to the length of the rope-walk. Its Daniel, the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel, holloaing at the very top of his husky voice, each succeeding note becoming louder and better.

And now little Tom Chavey unfurls at once his proboscis and his flail-like whip, and with repeated Get away, hounds!  get away! seconds the sporting-like twang of Mr Romfords horn. Then what a scatter there is of the late combined forces. The late clustered phalanx is dissolved; its component parts are flying here, there, and everywhere, each man looking after his own particular leader, to whom he trusts for that knowledge of the country that his flurry effaces. Wheres Jack? Wheres Joe? Wheres Tom? Then Mr Saddlebags rises greatly in public estimation, and whispers are heard among the uninitiated of Stick to old Bags! Follow Bags! Bags knows every inch of the country. And the Octogenarian gets the colt by the head and slips out at a corner into the grass fields on the left of the cover. There he commands the pack as they break  Thunderer first, Resolute next, Prodigal third, all the rest in a lump. Thunderer strikes the scent by the side of the wall, Prodigal endorses his dictum, and the rest of the pack adopt the same. Away they go like beans. And just at the critical moment the Honorary Secretary, who is riding a bay runaway with a dead side to its mouth, which has passed through half the hands in the country, gets the Pelham bit between its teeth, and charges into the thick of them, knocking over Rosamond and Rallywood, and scattering the rest right and left.

Rot ye! roars Romford, flourishing his whip, as he bounds over the stone wall that separates them Rot ye! what are ye after now? C-o-r-n-found ye, you riband-dealer, adds he, as he gets up to him, what brings yer out here? exclaiming with a scowl, as he passes on, you should be condemned to shop with two old maids for a month!

Then, as the astonished hounds get themselves scrambled up, and the pack gathered together, our Master caps them on to where a countryman is halloaing the line of the fox from a gate.

Thats him!  thats him! shouts the man, as Traveller and Trumpeter strike the scent just as the body of the pack come up, when, heads and tails being again united, and the scent first-rate, every hound settles to his fox, and away they go with the stream of the chase up at very high pressure. Away!  away! is the cry. The hounds seem to fly over the country like pigeons, now at Oakforth Green, now at Broadpool Banks, and anon at the wooden bridge over the Brent. Romford is with them; Swig and Chowey not far off; and Stanley Sterling is a little on the left, each going on his own particular line. The Baker has had the benefit of two holding clayey fallows, and may now resume the taking name of Placid Joe, while Mr Sterlings five-year-old grey, after a few tail first presentations, begins to face his fences, and seems to enter into the spirit of the thing. He gathers courage as he goes. That is more, however, than some of the field do, for Bonus and Brankford, and two or three others who started with the hounds thinking it was a case of plain sailing, begin to tail off as fences supersede field-gates, and occupation-roads run out into the privacy of fold-yards. Then there is a grand divergence either to the Corsenside Lane, down which Mr Saddlebags broad back may be seen hustling along in extremis, or in the direction of Heathery Top, towards which Mr Hubbock, the fat farmer, is gallantly leading. Either way will bring them to Berrington Hill, for which, if the fox is not pointing, he did ought to be. But the leaders are right! Ah, yonder yokel, leaning on his plough-stilts, has seen him pass through the sheep on the netted-off turnips, sending the stupid muttons scampering together in a crowd. Now they wheel about as if they are going to charge. Chaw halloas at the top of his voice, regardless of the fact that the hounds are in as full cry as the racing nature of the pace will admit.

Hold your row! shouts Mr Romford, brandishing his whip, but he might as well speak to the winds. The hounds, however, heed him not, and bustle forward on the scent with lively intrepidity Liberty leading, now Lucifer, now Old Sportsman coming to the front with his unerring nose. A sheet could cover them. Facey eyes them with pleasurable emotion, for he knows he has at least one man in the field who will appreciate their performance.

For-rard!  For-rard! thats the way of him! shrieks he, as they again stretch into telescopic point towards the head. There they go for the Darby! shouts he.

Now he takes a startling stone-wall, at which the Baker bounds so as to hit his riders head against the branch of an impending ash and knocks his old hat right down over his nose.

Rot the beggar! exclaims Romford, spurring him across a rough fallow, extricating his head as he goes. He is now with the sheep and the chaw. The hounds rather falter on the turnips from the stain of the former, and the latter would infallibly have exercised his lungs again, only Mr Romford, keeping outside the nets, holds up his hand and enjoins him to silence, threatening to cram his whip down his throat. Old Sportsman applies himself diligently to the dilemma, and presently pilots them on to pure ground beyond.

Thats the way on im! cries Chaw, unable to contain his delight.

Oi know it, retorts Romford, digging his spurs freely into the Baker.

The hounds snatch themselves into progression, and away they strive as before,  Liberty leading, with Lucifer and Lavender contending for places. They are all of this years entry  or rather stealing  and he couldnt have had better if hed bought them.

Whats the use o botherin and breedin and buying, thinks Facey, eyeing them, if ye can have such as these for axin for? For-rard! cheers he, for-rard! as Benedict and Brilliant now press to the front. For-rard, all on ye! Wouldnt take a hatful o money for ye! adds he, now sousing himself luxuriously into his capacious saddle. The Baker and he have fairly settled the moot question which is master, and go quite amicably together.

Meanwhile the McAdamites and riders to points poured on in their respective pilgrimages, each hoping to jump with the hounds at some convenient point or other of the now prosperous chase, and be able to say they were well up at Howell Burn, or close to the hounds down Dovecot Lane.

This independent customer of a fox, however, we are sorry to say, did not conform to the long established custom of the country, and instead of crossing Fairyclough Fields, through Winforth Rig, and out at the back of Mr Heavycrops farm at Milkhope, which would have joined Saddlebags tail at Monkridge side-bar and Hubbocks a little farther on, with head in air and distended brush, he took over the fine grassy moorland country, straight for Roughfield Hill, some three miles to the north; and the farther Bags and Hubbock went, the farther they got apart from the pack. At length, pulling up on Marygate Green, Mr Saddlebags, shading the sun from his eyes, sees the last of the field disappearing over the brow of Ravensdoune Hill, each individual horseman looking about the size of a marble.

Bad job, muttered the old man, pulling the colt short round, amid the Which way-ings? the Oh dear-ings! and What a bore-ings! of his followers. A pilot, like a prophet, never gets thanked. If he rides his tail right, they take the credit of it themselves; if wrong, then they blow him up sky high. Bad job, muttered old Bags, putting the colt at a stiffish, newly-switched fence. Come up! exclaimed he, spurring him freely, as the old horse winced and intimated his objection to the thorns. Then, perhaps thinking the fence the lesser evil of the two, he just bucked himself over into the next field. Bags then saw his line, and set off as hard as ever his horse could lay legs to the ground. Some follow, some say he is an old fool, and pull up, having had enough of the fray. Hubbock then takes another line, sorely pressed by his partisans.

Meanwhile, without the slightest regard to the ease or convenience of his followers, this truly game fox proceeds at the most punishing pace through the open-bottomed fir woods of Brakenside Law, without dwelling a moment, and onwards, still pointing north, up a portion of Kidland Hill, from whence a commanding view of the surrounding country is obtained. Here, having apparently surveyed the

Strange confusion in the vale below,

heard the distant cry of the hounds, the cheer of the hunters, and taken his bearings, he had apparently come to the conclusion that he would be safer in a country that he knew than in taking a turn over the other side of the hill on which he now stood. True, he had been there once or twice on predatory excursions; but when a fox is encumbered with an old fat hen or a goose on his back, he hasnt time to pick his way to the best advantage. So our friend thought he wouldnt venture any further that way. And being a fox of a good deal of decision and much firmness of purpose, he immediately turned his head to the west, and, running along a convenient sheep track, had a fine panoramic view of the trouble they were taking to catch him,  the clamorous hounds still pressing on in a cluster, Mr Romford yoicking and cheering them, Mr Stanley Sterling, in close attendance on Romford, Daniel Swig and Chowey riding side by side, and two or three horsemen  one in scarlet, two in dark clothes  labouring and sorrowing after them, inwardly wishing the hounds would throw up. Enough is as good as a feast, thought they. Then along a sandy streak, denoting the township road between Wandon and Ratchford, might have been seen, if he had not been in too great a hurry to look, the broad black back of Mr Hubbock, leading the variegated posse comitatus while the fortunate Bags creeps up with his cohort along the more favourable line of Woodridge and Stobfield House.

But a southerly wind wafts the melody of the hounds stronger and fresher than our friend likes to hear it, and not wishing to give his pursuers the unnecessary trouble of eating him, he casts the country quickly through his mind, and resolves to be indebted to his old friend, the badger at Brockholes, for shelter and hospitality. So, stealing quietly down the hill, and crossing the Bowershield Road unseen, he runs the flat, dirty, and unpleasant plain, with its holding drains and deep ravines. Then, having exhausted its conveniences, he creeps over the marshes to Ewesley, and at the back of the Punch Bowl at Newfold. So he makes a wide circle of Birdshope, skirting the tempting glades of Rosserton Wood, which, however, he is too hot to enter; and, skirting its eastern corner, he comes in sight of his projected point, the badgers burrow at Brockholes.

If the badger is at home, he may have a fight for the berth; but still that is infinitely preferable to being dis-brushed, dismembered, and who-hoopd by Mr Facey Romford and his curs. So, putting his best leg first  and he had four uncommonly good ones  he tottled away in right energetic earnest, stopping occasionally as he reached rising ground to listen what was going on behind. At first he thinks all is serene, then that he hears the noisy wretches far behind, next that they are coming his way, and finally, that he had better be going. So away he trots as before. And at a good, steady, holding pace, never fatiguing himself, but husbanding his strength, lest he should either have to fight at the door or pass on in search of repose. He presently reaches the sandy, oak-root-entwined entrance at the high point of Thristleton Wood, where, with right foot erect, he pauses for an instant and listens, to be quite sure that the hounds are coming. He thinks not. All is still. They have apparently had enough of it. Not the first time he has beaten a pack of hounds. Yet hark! Yap, yap, yough, yough!  For-rard! for-rard! there they are again. Confound their pertinacity! how they stick to a fellows tail. What a shame! Forty great hounds setting upon one fox. But it was no time for moralising; so, being at the mouth of the badgers earth, he just popped in, taking his chance of a fight at the door.

Fortunately for our fox, the badger was a great fat plethoric animal, fond of ease and good living, and having several chambers to his burrow, he had laid up in an inner one, so that our friend had nothing to do but pop into an unoccupied room near the entrance. He was an unsociable badger, and seldom saw company. And scarcely had our fox got himself suited, than the loud baying of a hound filled the whole cavern with noise, causing the badger to growl and plant his great head at his bedroom door for self-defence. And further withdrawn, but still most uncomfortably near, arose the general clamour of the pack, the whole now crowned with stentorian yells of Who  hoop! and who-hoop! It was the voice of old Romford, backed by those of Chowey and Swig, and the badger, being now fully alive to his situation, makes a vigorous dash at the intruder in his entrance hall, and sends Ringwood yelping and yammering out to his comrades.

Then there was a council of war what to do, some wanting the fox dug, others let alone, in the course of which Mr Romfords opinion was loudly appealed to.

Hes a rare good un, exclaimed Mr Stanley Sterling, anxious for his preservation.

Is that! gasped the chairman of the Half-Guinea Hat Company.

Dig him! dig him! by all means, shouted several.

Take an hour to do it, observed Mr Hubbook; this is the badgers burrow, and it branches out in all directions  reaches from here to Con-stan-tinople.

Oh, blood your hounds, by all means! exclaimed Bonus; adding, they richly deserve their fox.

Blood em another day, muttered Mr Romford blood em another day with a bad un. Doesnt do to be prodigal of good uns. So saying, with a Cop, come away!  cop, come away! to his baying hounds, he proceeded to reclaim the now panting tail-quivering Baker.

Then the appraisers began to estimate the run  time, distance, ditches, difficulties generally. One said it was one thing, another another, but they all agreed that it was extremely quick, and the fences terrible. A man who could ride over that country, could ride over any.

An hour and seven minutes, zactly, observed Chowey, the timekeeper of the hunt, putting on ten minutes for good measure.

Without a single real check, only two hesitations of about a minute each? observed Mr Romford.

Far the best to save him, observed Mr Sterling, quietly; far the best to save him  give us a good run another day.

So it is, replied Mr Romford; so it is. Good foxes are becomin very scarce  far too many Leadenhallers astir. Now, where shall we go for another draw? asked he, thinking to try their mettle, not that he really meant to draw.

Oh, done enough! done enough! exclaimed several. Leave well alone  leave well alone  capital days sport  horses done enough  hounds done enough  all done enough.

Well, then, which is my shortest way home? demanded Mr Romford, mounting his horse and casting about for a landmark.

Cant do better than return with me, said Mr Stanley Sterling, and take a snack as you pass.

Thanke, Ive got a captin i my pocket, replied our Master, producing a great ship biscuit as he spoke; adding, but are we still in Doubleimupshire?

Quite the extremity of it, replied Mr Sterling, quite the extremity of it. Close to what they call No Mans Land.

No mans stop either, oi spose, muttered our Master, thinking of the fox having got to ground in his country.

Now, then, continued he to Chowey, who was trying to insinuate himself into Mr Saddlebags pocket, under pretence of a former acquain-tanceship Now, then, lets be going. So saying, there was a general sweep of the hounds, and horses heads were turned to the south.

Ill show you the short way through the fields, if youll allow me now, said Mr Sterling, putting himself a little in advance of the pack.

Please, said Mr Romford, who liked soft riding.

Mr Sterling then proceeded to pilot him along Buttercup Pasture, through Farmer Rickstones fold-yard, up Bushblades Banks to the Good Intent inn, on the Woodberry Down Road. From thence an extensive view of the neighbouring country is obtained; Dozey Cathedral one way, Downley Castle another, Ritlington Clump a third.

Now, said Mr Sterling, pulling up short and addressing Mr Romford Now, your way is along this Holly Hill Road to Harpertown  there, you see the steeple straight before you; then ask your way to the Fox and Hounds at Mowlesley, and Mr Gallon, the landlord, will direct you to Fleckney, from whence you will have no difficulty in finding your way to Beldon Hall. So now Ill bid you good day, continued Mr Sterling, taking off his doeskin glove and tendering his hand to our Master; adding, Ill be glad to see you at my place overnight the next time you come to draw my cover; adding, well have that badger burrow fired, or made safe somehow.

Thank ye, said Mr Romford, joining hands thank ye; adding, Ill beat up your quarters, and well see if we cant prevent his gettin to Constantinople another time. So saying the horses heads diverged, under sky-scraping salutes from Chowey and Swig, Chowey telling Swig, as he unfurled his mouth with a grin, that, if he wasnt mistaken, he had seen that ere gent in Snoremboremshire.

They then proceeded with a greatly reduced cavalcade, which kept further diminishing by withdrawals at various way-side houses. At length Mr Romford and his men had the road to themselves, and our Master conned over the run as he went, thinking with delight of the performance of the pack. If they were not the best in England, they were not far off, he thought.

And the badger presently looking out of his door, and seeing the coast clear, retired with a grunt to his bedroom, thinking what a punishment he had given the intruder; while the fox, taking a quiet survey from the door, also trotted leisurely off without saying good morning, or thanking his host for his hospitality. And the fox slept that night at Rockwood Law, the next at Bowershield, and returned in due time to his old quarters in Light-thorn-rough. He didnt see any he liked better, and found that all places were more or less liable to be disturbed; Light-thorn-rough, perhaps, as little as any. So he again adopted it for better or for worse, as the saying is.


XLIX. MISS BETSY SHANNON  MR ROMFORD AT HOME
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THE MENTION OF MINCE-PIES in a previous chapter will have prepared the reader for the near approach of Christmas: that festive season, when children come smiling home, with long bills in their boxes to lengthen their parents faces when unexpected and most-wonderfully-lengthened accounts come pouring in apace, and enter prising Ticks and never-dunning milliners  discarding the persiflage of patronage  demand their money on or before Saturday next, with an urgency that looks very like a near approach to bankruptcy or the workhouse. Christmas was coming!

The interchange of cupboard love was about to take place. Oyster-barrels rose pyramidically on the counters, for transmission to the country; and cock pheasants and hares went wandering about on their first and final visit to the capital, seeking for the parties to whom they were directed. Day and night became pretty much as one, and the denizens of darkness long for the light of the shires.

This laudable yearning was largely partaken in by our before-mentioned friend, Miss Betsey Shannon, who not only sighed for the sight of

Fresh fields and pastures new,

but longed to see how her old friend, Lucy Glitters  afterwards Mrs Sponge  now acted the part of Mrs Somerville in the provinces. And as she had been useful to Mrs Somerville, as well in rigging out her footmen as in a variety of other ways, and, moreover, knew that Lucy was not the woman to ask her down if she did not want to have her, Miss Shannon now wrote to say that, if it would be convenient to Mr Romford and herself, she would be glad to pay them a visit at Beldon Hall. Then, as good luck would have it, the larder being pretty full, and the sport with the hounds first-rate, and Facey  perhaps, wanting someone to keep Lucy quiet when he went on his fluting excursions to Dalberry Lees, readily assented; and Lucy wrote back that they would be delighted to see Betsey down whenever she liked to come. But she said that, as they were now doing high life altogether, it would be well to abandon the name of Shannon, and adopt that of Miss Hamilton Howard for the occasion; adding, that if she wanted any clothes to support the character, she would be glad to let her have some, as, thanks to the credit of her friend, she was very well found  better, indeed, than ever she had been before.

And as Miss Shannon is now going to play a more prominent part in our story than the mere livery-hunter and commission agent of London, we will here introduce her more fully to the reader.

Miss Shannon was now just turned five-and-twenty, her birthday being on the 1st of December, though she looked almost younger,  an extremely healthy constitution and active habits enabling her to withstand the united effects of bad air and rouge. She had long been attached to the minor theatres and City places of public entertainment, where her broad, dashing style of pleasantry procured her many admirers among the counter-skippers and elegant extracts of those regions.

Altogether she was a most attractive little woman, almost a sort of red-and-white edition of our friend, Mrs Somerville. What with her acting, her singing, her dancing, and modelling she managed to eke out a comfortable livelihood, and pay ten shillings a week for her second-floor lodgings in Hornsey Road, Islington.

Well, Betsey was delighted when she got Lucys letter, which she did after cutting her way home through a dense yellow fog from Highbury Barn; and she jumped and danced about the room with such emphasis, that she awoke a most respectable clerk in a no less establishment than the Bank of England itself, who thought the house was on fire, and rushed to the first floor or drawing-room window, calling frantically for an escape.

Having arranged matters, as well with the manager at Highbury Barn as with the proprietor of the Sir John Barleycorn Music and Dancing Saloon in Whitechapel, she presently left London, with three sovereigns in her pocket, and as light a heart in her bosom as ever accompanied fair lady into the country. And as the snorting engine swept the train out of town  passing from streets to crescents, from crescents to semidetached villas, and from semi-detached villas to the magnificence of real ones, disclosing as it went real fields, real cows, real sheep, real barns, real everything,  her spirits rose to exuberance, and she thought she would never come back; she would rather be a dairy-maid in the country, than have to dance for her dinner in town. And as she passed from station to station, her feelings became fortified in that line. The country was the place for her.

At length, after repeated stops, hisses, and starts, our fair friend found herself before a station that, somehow or other, she thought she had heard of before; and diving into her lavender-coloured kid glove, she produced a little yellow-and-white striped ticket, bearing the duplicate of the name, Firfield London to Firfield  upon it.

Oh, guard! porter! here! let me out! cried she, protruding half her person through the window; let me out. And forthwith a sturdy porter was at the door complying with her request.

Noo then! where are ye for? demanded a coatless, pillar-post-shaped man, with a pig-jobber-like whip in his right hand. Noo then! where are ye for?

It was Independent Jimmy asking Miss Howard where she was going.

Beldon Hall, replied our friend in a clear, musical voice.

It was lucky that our friends at Beldon Hall had the prudence to get Miss Shannon to change her name to something more aristocratic, for if she had gone into Doubleimupshire under her proper patronymic, she would never have been noticed, and might very likely have damaged the whole Beldon Hall concern. Betsey Shannon! What a name! people would have said. What sort of people can those Romfords be, to associate with such a person. Then her manners, though not offensive, were rather forward, particularly with gentlemen; and altogether she required a little toning down. This, then, she had in the much-coveted name of Howard; for what would have been downright vulgarity in a Shannon, became the easy manners of high life with a Howard.

And as people are not easily stopped if they want a thing  the standing orders of society being quite as capable of suspension as those of the Houses of Parliament  so the fact of Mrs Somerville not having returned anyones call did not at all prevent the same parties coming again to pay their respects to Miss Howard.

Facey, we may observe, kept the gravelled ring before the front-door well raked, and could tell at a glance when there had been callers  carriage callers or equestrian callers; but as he could not control Miss Howards movements, he laid it down as an invariable rule that callers should have nothing but sherry and ship-biscuits when they came. Sherry and ship-biscuits, he said, were delicacies enough for anybody. He had no intention of having his dinner ate up at luncheon time by a party of ravenous callers. And sherry and ship-biscuits being more than our Master allowed at first, the ladies presently improved upon his liberality by getting Mrs Mustard to make a currant-cake as well. Then, at the gentle tinkle of the bell, old Balsam used to appear in his gaudy livery, bearing a fine silver salver studded with beautiful crystal and china accompaniments, making altogether a most respectable appearance. And as the ship-biscuits did not perceptibly diminish, and Mr Romford cared little about the sherry  Lord Lovetin finding that  he gradually became reconciled to the ringing of his bell and the dirtying of his door-steps, so long as he himself was not personally intruded upon. Moreover, he was out hunting when the great runs upon the house took place; and the ladies having found out the trick about the gravel, generally had it raked before he came home.

And Mrs Somerville being a good judge as to who were in earnest and who were philanderers, very soon saw that young Joe Large was very favourably disposed towards our auburn-haired friend, and therefore judiciously left them alone while she herself went about her domestic affairs, or peeped through the keyhole at them, as the case might be.

Still the boy was slow, being constantly cautioned by his mother to beware of the ladies, who, she said, had very little conscience in love affairs, and though he came pretty often, still Betsey could not report much progress. Dinners Mr Romford would not hear of, indeed they felt conscious they could not give them; but they both thought if they could have a little evening party, at which they could appear in ball dresses, it would be very delightful, and might either secure Large or spread the net wider to catch others. Ladies generally think if they can only show themselves in costly costume, that they will be sure to captivate the men, though they are quite mistaken in the matter. However, let that pass.

Well, the ladies both thought it would be uncommonly nice to have a little party. Oh dear, it would be so nice to have a little evening party. So easily done, too  such a charming house, such beautiful rooms, such nice losing-places. If only Mr Romford could be managed  oh dear, if they could only manage Mr Romford.

And, as good luck would have it, the chance soon came. Mr Romfords hounds had had an uncommon run from Hoyland Hill, killing in the open in Mr Hazeys country, with only Mr Stanley Sterling, himself, and Daniel Swig, up, the nutmeg grey having taken a violent fancy to scrubbing Choweys leg against a carriers cart, instead of pursuing the pleasures of the chase, making the man with the mouth vociferate vehemently. Then Facey, having made a sumptuous dinner off toad-in-the-hole and toasted cheese, proceeded to review the run, with a glass of gin and a pipe of tobacco, from the luxurious depths of an easy-chair, breaking out every now and then in ecstacies at the performance of some of the pack as satisfied Lucy that he was very well pleased with all he had done. Then she looked at Betsey, and Betsey looked at Facey, and, seeing his humour, Betsey arose, and going to the piano began to play his favourite air, Jump Jim Crow. Facey was delighted: Jim Crow and Old Bob Ridley he looked upon as the two finest efforts of the imagination, and after Miss Shannon had played Crow over to him three times, he went for his flute and proceeded to accompany her.

Then came the leperous distilment as per previous arrangement between Lucy and Betsey.

How nice it would be to have a little music here some evening, observed Miss Shannon, sipping her sherry negus.

Wouldnt it! exclaimed Lucy, as though the idea had just struck her.

Such a nice house, and so well adapted for a thing of the sort, continued Betsey.

Well, but weve had a little music, observed Facey, scrutinising them attentively; adding, what more would you have?

Oh, yes, we have had music, very nice music, replied Miss Shannon, gaily, but rather in a selfish sort of way, you know what I meant was, to let other people hear us Mrs Somerville at home, or something of that sort, you know.

Mrs Somerville at home, repeated Facey what does that mean? Why, youre always at home, aint you, when youre not out, aint ye?

Oh, yes, but it doesnt mean that, rejoined Lucy. It means at home to receive visitors. It means dressing up; but then theres no occasion for you to do so. You neednt dress up unless you like.

Humph! mused Facey, resuming his pipe, to consider how that would act. Well, but is it a cock-and-hen club? I mean, are gentlemen asked as well as ladies, or is it only a lady party?

Oh, certainly, a few men,  couldnt have a party without them, you know.

And do ye give them anything? asked he.

Oh, just a little tea and coffee, replied Lucy.

Tea and coffee, repeated Facey, thinking that would not do much for him.

Praps a sandwich and a glass of sherry before they go away, added she.

Sandwich and a glass of sherry, muttered Facey sandwiches and a glass of sherry, repeated he, thinking the latter would not cost anything. Might have a rabbit-poie and a cheese, suggested he, thinking they would be cheaper than ham-sandwiches.

Oh, but people dont eat cheese of an evening, replied Lucy only light things  confectionery, and such like.

Humph! good things at any time, I think, replied Romford, who was a great man for cheese  good, stiff, leathery sort of stuff he used to indulge in, too.

And what do you do then? asked he.

Oh, just look at each other and talk  ask Mrs Brown if shes seen Mrs Green, or Mr Black if hes heard from Mr White lately.

What next? asked Mr Romford.

Oh, well then, when youve got a good boiling you begin to let them simmer off to cards or something. Perhaps the best way will be to begin with a little music  Mr Romford and you can open with Old Bob Ridley, or any other tune; then you, Betsey, can accompany yourself on the guitar, after which we could begin to pair people off to play and sing together, or let them wander about the house and do as they like.

Dont let them go into my bed-room! exclaimed Facey, who had no fancy for having his valuable wardrobe or expensive toilette table exposed.

Oh, no, lock the door, replied Lucy lock the door  lock all places up that we dont mean them to go into.

And youre sure they wont make me make a speech, or anything of that sort? inquired Facey, anxiously.

Oh, no, replied Lucy, nothing of that sort  quite a free-and-easy  a ladies entertainment, in short. The master of the house may wander about just as if he were one of the guests.

Well, then, oill wander off to bed, said Facey, rising and lighting himself a candle, observing to Lucy, as he shook hands with her, oi think youd better consider about the rabbit-poie and the cheese  come cheaper than ham, oim sure. So saying, he rolled out of the room. And as the door closed, and his slipshod feet were heard retreating along the passage, the ladies rose from their chairs, clapping their hands and jumping for joy at the idea of having an AT HOME. They were perfectly astonished at their own success. Never thought our Master would come in so easily. They little thought how much he was influenced by the idea of the fair lisper at Dalberry Lees forming one of the little musical party. The ladies then thought they had better clench the consent by sending out a few invitations; and opening a pack of at home cards that they had providentially had engraved and sent down by book-post from London, they commenced filling in the names  
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 to the extent of some ten or a dozen, which they enclosed in superfine envelopes, sealed with the Turbot-on-its-tail seal, and told Dirtiest of the Dirty to take them to the lodge to meet the pedestrian postman in the morning. This done, they retired to rest, Betsey dreaming that she brought young Large to book before they had got half through the evening, when other gentlemen came pouring in apace, until she was perfectly overwhelmed with offers. Mrs Somerville, too, having then recently received a copy of Crows Illustrated Manual of Mourning Fashion, dreamt that she was so captivating in a Clotilde tulle evening dress, with its diamond-shaped bouillons, crossed with straps of satin, that she wrote off and ordered one the next morning without further to-do, and also a rich Zingaree Lyons velvet cloak for Miss Hamilton Howard, both, of course, to be sent to the care of the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Lovetin, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire.


L. MR FIZZER, CONFECTIONER TO THE QUEEN
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IT WAS A GOOD ARRANGEMENT of Mrs Somervilles pitching her party to the key-note of an At home, they are at once such elastic and compressible entertainments. If nobody came, she was still At home; if half the county came, she was there also. An At home may mean anything  anything except a dinner. It may be merely a conjuror, it may be a magic lantern, it may be tea and turn out, it may be tea and Terpsichore, it may be a carpet dance, it may be a quiet evening and a little music, or it may be a ball and supper. It pledges itself to nothing. Still, it has this inconvenience, that unless an answer is specifically requested through the medium of those talismanic letters R.S.V.P., half the recipients of cards dont answer them, thinking it just a sort of open thing to be gone to or not as they feel inclined on the evening of the day. The absence of the letters is rather indicative of its not making much matter whether the guest comes or not. Mrs Somerville, therefore, obviated this by having the R.S.V.P. on her invitations, which, coupled with the novelty of anything being given at Beldon Hall, caused a great sensation throughout the country. There was no fear of any refusals, or of the invitations not being responded to. There was no hunting in Burke or Harts Army List, to see who Mrs Somerville was  everything was taken for granted. As soon as the first surprise had subsided, the note-paper was produced, and the answers becomingly arranged. Mr and Mrs Joseph Large, and Mr J. Bolingbroke Large, had the honour of accepting Mrs Somervilles polite invitation, &c. Mr and Mrs Hazey, Miss Hazey, and Mr William Hazey, had much pleasure, &c., Miss Hazey thinking the party was made for her. Mr and Mrs Watkins, and Miss Watkins, had great pleasure, &c., Miss nothing doubting that the party was made for her.

Others followed quickly, the Blantons, the Pyefinches, the Cramberledges, the Ellerbys, the Baker-Bensons, the Brogdales, the Bigmores, all coming, and some asking to be allowed to bring friends, Mrs Dust pleading for a nephew, Mrs Lolly asking for the addition of a lady. Then out went more cards, and more cards still, in such numbers that if Mrs Somerville had not done old Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. out of a hundred pounds worth of shares in the Half-Guinea Hat Company, the outlay for postage stamps would have been rather inconvenient. Then came the consideration of feeding the multitude.

Old Dirty could roast and boil, but as to anything like ornamental dishes, still less confectionery, it was wholly and totally out of the question. She candidly said she couldnt do it. She, however, half solved the difficulty by suggesting that her friend Mrs Carraway, the confectioner of Hardingford, could be had over for a few days, who would be able to set out a supper fit for a prince to partake of.

That old thing, said Betsey to Mrs Somerville, may be all very well in her way, but I should doubt very much her being able to set out anything superior, and in all probability she will charge you quite as much for a tenth-rate thing as a good confectioner would for a first; so why not have a first-rate one, and enjoy the credit of it?

Well, replied Mrs Somerville, theres something in that only, added she, after a pause, where is one to get the superior article?

London, to be sure, rejoined Betsey; Londons the place to get everything. Get lions, tigers, unicorns, elephants, temples, pagodas, palaces,  all the skill and beauty of the most practised hands in each department of the sugary art.

Ah, but how about Mr Romford? sighed Mrs Somerville.

Ah, Mr Romford, indeed! ejaculated Betsey, recollecting his rabbit-pie-and-cheese proposal. Well, that is a difficulty, added she. Couldnt make him believe that old Dirty had made them, could we? asked she, after a pause.

Oh, no; hes far too sharp for that, replied Mrs Somerville. Knows every ounce of everything that comes into the house, and everything that goes out of it, too. One would think he had nothing a year, paid quarterly, instead of thirty thousand from land, and I dont know what from other sources.

You dont say so! exclaimed Betsey, who hadnt heard of such money. Well, but if it didnt cost him anything he wouldnt mind, perhaps, would he? suggested Miss Shannon.

Well, I dont know that he would, replied Mrs Somerville but the thing is how to do it.

I think I have it, replied Miss Shannon.

How? asked Mrs Somerville.

Well, then, you see, as we are only lodgers, as the Irishman said when they told him the house was on fire, I think we may as well make hay while the sun shines; and with my fine new name and aristocratic connections, there can be no difficulty in my ordering whatever we like, and telling Mr Romford that I stand Sam for the occasion.

No more there will! exclaimed Mrs Somerville, delighted at the proposal.

Have the things directed to me, you know Miss Hamilton Howard, or Mrs Hamilton Howard, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire.

Capital! exclaimed Mrs Somerville, clapping her pretty taper-fingered hands; excellent, indeed. But we had better have in the Lovetin title, or they may take us for some of the smaller fry, and hesitate to execute the order.

Well, Id have it in mildly, then, replied Miss Shannon. Say, at the Lord Lovetins, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire; not at the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Lovetins, Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire, or they may think we are vulgar people unaccustomed to the nobility. Theyll soon refer to the Peerage, if they have any doubts, and give him all his honours themselves.

Then who should we give our valuable custom to? asked Mrs Somerville.

Oh, Fizzer, by all means. Fizzer has unlimited means, and can execute the largest order off-hand with the greatest ease. I know one of his genteel young people, who says they do business in the most liberal, confiding way,  never suspecting anybody with a handle to his name, or seeming to think it possible to be imposed upon.

Thats the man for us! exclaimed Mrs Somerville.

They then discussed the form of the Fizzer order.

Miss Hamilton Howard presents her compliments to Mr Fizzer, suggested Lucy.

No, I wouldnt compliment him, replied Miss Shannon. Too polite; might make him suspicious. Just write as you would to your milliner, in a scrawly-sprawly sort of way, saying what you want, and nothing more; leaving him a little margin for the imagination to play upon, and to enable him to suggest something himself. He may propose to supply wine too; in which case you would take him at his word, and save Mr Romfords, who, you know, only agreed to give sherry.

And Lucy, who was a much better writer than Betsey, whose forte lay more in her toes than her fingers, then proceeded to order a champagne supper for eighty or ninety ladies and gentlemen, to be sent to Miss Hamilton Howard, at Beldon Hall, in Doubleimupshire, on the 11th, by the train that arrived at the Firfield station at 1.30 p.m.

The next post brought down a gilt-edged extra superfine note with the words, Fizzer, Confectioner to the Queen, on the pink stamp of the envelope, informing Miss Hamilton Howard that her esteemed favour had come to hand and should be duly attended to, adding, that if there was any extra plate, or waiters, or anything else required, perhaps Miss Hamilton Howard would have the goodness to communicate her wishes to Mr Fizzer; thus showing how grateful London tradespeople are for being handsomely imposed upon. And the note concluded by requesting a continuance of Miss Hamilton Howards favours, which should at all times command Fizzers best attention.

So far so good. They had now got supper, plate, and extra servants if they wanted them. The minor adjuncts only remained. Lucy was now in her glory.


LI. MRS SOMERVILLE AT HOME
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FORTUNE FAVOURS THE BRAVE; AND the ladies at Beldon Hall seemed to be particularly lucky, for a bright sunny day went down with a blood-red sky, giving goodly promise for the coming frosty night. And indeed, before Mr Romford reached his kennel, after a fairish run in the lower part of Doubleimupshire, the ice began to crumble beneath his horses hoofs, and the air assumed a crisp consistency that as good as said, Mr Francis Romford, my good friend, your invincible hounds will not be out again in a hurry. Nor in truth did our Master care much if he stopped for a while and took stock, for several of his subscribers paid the usual convenient tribute of respect to his great riches by withholding their subscriptions, and Facey would like to have them collected. How could he ever build his hospital if they didnt pay? In addition to this, he had two or three lame horses, besides some that were getting rather light in the girth; and as Mr Goodhearted Green had expressed his intention of being in Mr Romfords shire, as he called it, towards Christmas, Facey would like to have them plumped out a little before Goodheart came. So he resigned his horse to the strong persevering man, and fed his hounds without note or comment on the future. Two things Facey eschewed  hunting in wind and a frost; and he saw plainly enough that he was in for the latter. He therefore resolved to succumb without contending with the elements  a step that it would be well if other masters were to adopt. With feelings such as these, he now waddled down to the house at a sort of half-running-half-walking kind of gait.

The first thing that struck our Master as he approached the Hall, was the disordered state of the gravelled ring before the door. When he left home in the morning it was nicely raked, but now there were the marks of two if not three carriages upon it. Rot it! exclaimed he, theyll never be done with their callers continually battledoring and shuttlecocking the cards, thinking what a consumption of sherry and captains there would have been. Straw, too! added he, as he advanced farther and found a few blades, also some paper shavings. What the deuce are they doing with straw? Facey little thinking what two cargoes of goods Independent Jimmy had brought from the Firfield station, from Mr Fizzers. But when he opened the door, and found a fire blazing on either side of the great entrance-hall, his consternation knew no bounds, and he thought the quiet evening and a little music had indeed assumed vast proportions. There are, however, people who will attempt to carry off anything with a matter-of-course air, and by going boldly in they oftentimes parry, or at all events break, the force of a blow. When, therefore, Mr Romford came striding into the breakfast-room, nursing his wrath as he walked, Miss Betsey Shannon essayed to take the wind out of his sails by exclaiming, Oh, Mr Romford! Oh, Mr Romford! havent we made an improvement in the hatmosphere of the ouse?

Made two great blazing fires, I see, replied Facey, gruffly adding, but I dont know that that will be any improvement in my pocket.

Oh, but its worth all the money, rejoined Miss Shannon, especially on a cold frosty night like this; and when, too, you have a few friends coming to take tea and spend the evening with you.

Well, well, rejoined Mr Romford; but theres reason in all things  reason in all things. No use making two fires when one would do. Folks can warm themselves just as well at one fire as at two. And whos been at the biscuits? demanded he, reverting to his original gravel grievance.

Nobody, replied Lucy, boldly.

Nobody! retorted Facey. Coom, that wont do; bin two, if not three carriages here, oill swear.

Oh, thats Independent Jimmy with  with faltered Mrs Somerville.

With what? demanded Facey.

Oh, just some things for Miss Shannon, replied the lady, recollecting herself.

Things for Miss Shannon! retorted Facey. Why, he must have brought half creation.

You see, now, interposed Betsey, playfully taking him by the button of his red coat as she spoke, you see Ive a cousin in the confectionery line, and he has lent us some little sugar ornaments and things to set the supper table out with.

Facey. Supper table! Why, I thought we settled there was to be a rabbit-pie and some cheese  I mean sherry and sandwiches?

Miss Shannon. Oh, yes  sherry and sandwiches, too; but you know these are just ornamental things, not meant to eat, you know; and as my cousin offered them, why, we thought we might as well have them, specially as they cost nothing.

Cost Independent Jimmys journeys, at all events, replied Mr Romford, thinking what a lot of rabbit-pies the money would have bought. However, as he couldnt say Miss Shannon might not do as she liked with her own, he turned the conversation by exclaiming to Lucy, And whats there for dinner, lass?

Resurrection pie and roast apples, replied Lucy.

Resurrection pie and roast apples, repeated Facey, adding, well, lets be at it as soon as you like, for oim very hungry and ready to be doing.

Theyll be ready as soon as you are, replied Lucy, glad to see he was inclined to expedite matters, adding, praps you wont mind taking your pipe in the bedroom?

What for? demanded Facey.

Oh, only because we should like to have this room for a cloakroom.

Cloak-room! replied Facey; why the deuce cant they put off their cloaks in the hall? What are the two great rousing fires for, I wonder? asked he, reverting to the old grievance.

Oh, but then the ladies must have combs and pins and looking-glasses, to arrange their hair and simpers, observed Miss Shannon, coming to the rescue.

Dash them! they surely dont mean to dress their hair here? replied Facey.

No; but then to see its all right after the jolt of the road, you know.

Gentlemen dont understand these things, you see, added Miss Shannon.

Dont oi? growled Facey, as if he understood a good deal more than she thought. He then rolled out of the room, wondering what the deuce the women were after  why they couldnt have a few friends to tea without all that kick up.

It was only an uncomfortable meal as far as Lucy and Betsey were concerned, for they were anxious to expedite matters, and durst not open their mouths on the subject of the coming entertainment; while Facey seemed to dawdle over his dinner, a most unusual circumstance with him, who generally gobbled it up like a hound. If he only knew how anxious they were to get rid of him, he surely would be good enough to go. Oh dear, what a deal they had to do! And there! he was taking another slice of cheese. At length he gave his great mouth such a sounding smack as indicated he was done, and, turning short round to the fire, he stuck out his legs as if preparing for his pipe. Lucy then rang the bell for Dirtiest of the Dirty, and as she cleared the things away, Lucy took advantage of a lull in the noise to ask if Mr Romfords fire was burning.

Yes, mum, replied Dirty.

Hang these at homes, growled Facey; they seem to make a man not at home. Light me a candle, added he, seeing there was no help for it. He then rose and slouched off in his slippers, muttering something as he went about women and the price of coals.

Thank goodness, hes gone! exclaimed Betsey, almost as soon as he had closed the door.

Hush! rejoined Lucy; you dont know what quick ears he has. Now he is away, added she, as she heard him turn up the passage leading to his bedroom. The ladies then laid their heads together to expedite matters  so much to do, and so little time to do it in. The fact was, Facey should not have had any dinner at home that day. And to aggravate matters, there came notes from parties begging, as the greatest possible favour, to be allowed to bring others, or exchange samples, with the weary bearers waiting for answers, and of course retarding matters down below.

Eight oclock now struck  quicker, if possible, and more impulsively than usual  and it wanted but an hour, one short hour, until the grand company would be entitled to come; and there is always some stupid gawk who arrives at the exact moment, doing as much mischief as a score of people would do. But, thanks to Mr Percival Pattycake, Mr Fizzers head man, things were well forward, which they would have had little chance of being if the Dirties had been in command, for they all so bent on admiring themselves in their well-distended white muslin dresses, with cherry-colour sashes and little jaunty caps, as to be perfectly forgetful of the fact that they were meant to do anything but giggle and amuse themselves.

Very pretty they all were, though Dirtiest of the Dirty was decidedly the belle of the party, with her sylph-like figure, large languishing eyes, pearly teeth, and beautiful hands. She, however, felt rather hurt that, as a ladys maid, she was not allowed to wear a low-necked dress. There should be a distinction made, she said, in favour of upper servants.

Billy Balsam and Bob Short, too, got into their shorts in good time; and Billy was so disguised by his powdered head and gaudy livery, that none of the Lonnergan family  not even old Rent should-never-rise himself  recognised him.

But the great metamorphosis of the evening was that of our gigantic friend Proudlock, the keeper, whom Lucy had induced to put on a splendid green-and-gold French chasseurs uniform that Betsey had got down from the same unhappy hook-nose who supplied the liveries. There, with defiant false moustaches and a lofty feather-plumed cocked hat, Proudlock stood at the front door, receiving the carriages as they came up, striking awe and astonishment into the minds of the beholders.

One thing, to be sure, had been omitted in the arrangements, namely, to provide stable-room for the horses and refreshments for the servants. And as carriage after carriage set down, with the usual inquiry of the giant where they were to put up, the coachmen were told that he didnt know anything about putting up. Indeed, it never seemed to have occurred to the ladies that they would want anything of the sort. As strong as a horse, is a familiar phrase; and what did it mean but the power of resisting hunger and cold. Besides, how did the cab-horses and things do in London? Who, in the midst of preparations like these, could think of such things? Drive on! was therefore the order of the day. And now let us look at matters inside the house.

The two ladies dressed together, taking an hour and a half for the operation, at the end of which time they severally appeared in very chaste and elegant costume.

Let us now suppose them down-stairs, all ready for the ring-up of the curtain of company.

Hark! its evidently a frosty night, for the notes of the stable clock reverberate through the house as though it were inside the mansion. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine oclock! Mrs Somerville at home at nine oclock, and now shes due! Then, having snatched a parting glance at herself in the mirror, and feeling comfortable on the score of looks, she takes her delicate white kid gloves and richly embroidered feathered fan off the mantelpiece, and approaches the door of the reception-room, accompanied by Miss Hamilton Howard, each inwardly hoping that Mr Romford will be pacific under the violent surprise that awaits him,  the blaze of light, the great gathering, the gorgeous supper, the  we dont know what else besides.

Hark, again! Carriage-wheels sound on the now frozen gravel, and yet its only five minutes past nine. The noise ceases, but the momentary calm is only the prelude to a most boisterous ring.

A country footboy has got the brass bell-knob in his hand, and pulls as if he were going to pocket it for his trouble. A tremendous peal is the result. It shakes the nerves of everybody in the house,  Dirties, Lucy, Facey, and all.

There! theres somebody! ejaculated Lucy and Betsey, as they both got into position, Lucy before the door, Betsey a leetle behind, ready to advance as soon as Mrs Somervilles smiling demands were satisfied in full.

Dash my buttons, here they come! exclaimed Facey aloud to himself, now in the last throes of his neckcloth. Dash my buttons, here they come! and I not half dressed yet. Shouldnt wonder if its Cass herself, said he, thinking how she would pout if he was not ready to Bob Ridley her.

But he is all out in his reckoning. Cassandra Cleopatra, at this identical moment, is getting laced into a most elegant toilette of straw-coloured Chambéry gauze with six flounces of white tulle; and Spankers man is just putting the harness on to the carriage-horses, to convey them to Beldon Hall.

No; it is the noble family of Lonnergan,  Lord Lonnergan of Flush House, accompanied by his amiable wife and accomplished daughters, who, however, have not been able to persuade papa that there is no occasion to come to the exact moment they are asked for. His lordship insists upon the contrary; adding, that he once missed the mail train in consequence of being half a minute behind time, and he has always made a point of being punctual ever since. So he confronts the gigantic Proudlock, who passes the party on to the figure-footmen, who in turn conduct the ladies to the breakfast-room door, where the sylph-like form of Dirtiest of the Dirty, now arrayed in white muslin with bright cherry-coloured ribbons, receives them; and his blue coated, short-breeched lordship is ushered into the library, where the other Miss Dirties, similarly attired, preside behind a well-garnished tea and coffee table. These beautiful girls his innocent lordship surveys with all the respect that old Don Quixote regarded the muleteers wenches; thinking, if not princesses, that at all events they were Mrs Somervilles servants. But he declines both tea and coffee, having had both before.

And now the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan, who had come on the box of the carriage, having got out of his wraps and joined the ladies, summoning the old lord from his survey, advances up the passage to the radiant music-room, preceded by both Balsam and Short.

Mr and Mrs Lonnergan and the Misses Lonnergan  Mr Lovetin Lonnergan, announces Billy Balsam in the orthodox way he had been taught; and forthwith there was a great bending and bobbing and showing of teeth, with introductions to my friend, Miss Hamilton Howard. And both his lordship and the honourable were much struck with the ladies beauty.

Ring, ring, ring, went the door-bell, and the giant was again astonishing the arrivals: Mr and Mrs Brogdale and Miss Brogdale this time, closely followed by Romfords suspicious friend Miss Mouser, who did not let any doubts she had upon our Masters genuineness prevent her begging Mrs Watkins to get her an invitation to his house. Then came the Blantons and Mr Finch, the gentleman our Master called Mr Felt.

And now, Mr Romford having descended from his bedroom, arrayed in all the magnificence of purple and fine linen, with a smart cambric kerchief in his hand in lieu of his old snuff-coloured bandana, found a cluster of ladies and gentlemen around our fair friends, quite as many as, with a slight addition perhaps, Facey thought would constitute a party  quite as many, at least, as he expected to be asked when he gave his consent to have one. Who the deuce was going to find sherry and sandwiches for the whole county? But still Billy Balsam kept piloting in more, mangling their names, and sometimes exchanging them altogether when he had two sets in hand, calling Mr Tuckwell Mr Brotherton, and Mr Brotherton Mr Brown, in the most arbitrary and uncharitable way. The carriages now came so quickly that the bell ceased ringing, and Billy had hardly time to receive one consignment from Bob Short and pass them to the Dirties, ere another party wanted to be passed from the Dirties to the music-room. Not so our fat friend from Pickering Nook, who seemed to think he had got among the fair damsels at the refreshment-room there, and kept laughing and talking, or rather squeaking first with one Dirty and then with another, as though he were going to stay there.

But here comes the weaselly-looking chairman of the Half-Guinea Hat Company, with his yellow-and-white beard carefully combed out, and his failing crop of sandy hair made the most of towards the top. He grins as though he has quite recovered from his cat-spelling loss at Tarring Neville, and was easy about the hundred pounds worth of hat-shares Lucy had got. The fact is, he has just made a great hit in buying a piece of land with a favourite clump of trees upon it, which he threatened to cut down unless certain parties paid for their standing, and amongst them he has got three times as much as he gave.

MISTER, MISTRESS, and MISS WATKINS! now announced the Dalberry Lees figure-footman in a loud authoritative tone at the front door, as though he were telling the giant something he didnt know. Mister, Mistress, and Miss Watkins had indeed come at last; and now, getting out of their opossum and black bear-skin wrappers, they descend slowly and deliberately from the well-appointed carriage, as though they did not care who they kept waiting behind. Having seen them into the middle of the entrance-hall, the coachman then further procrastinates matters by demanding to know where he is to put up his osses. On being told by the giant that he knows nothin about osses, he indulges in some coarse invectives against the ouse generally, and with a vindictive cut of his whip at length moves on from the door. Mr Lollys one-oss-shay then crawls up. Then came the Kickons, the Bigmores, and a gentleman in a gig. Meanwhile the ladies, having dropped Willy at the tea-room door, proceed under the guidance of the two figure-footmen to the cloakroom, where they remove the last wrap that conceals the artistic triumph of Madame La Modiste. Miss, indeed, looks well.

The Watkinses declining tea, which indeed they had taken before they left Dalberry Lees, proceeded, duly heralded by Balsam and Short, to the reception-room, about the centre of which, and as nearly under the richly cut glass chandelier as would escape any wax-drops falling on her dress or beautifully rounded shoulders, stood Mrs Somerville in the full blaze of light and admiration, receiving the compliments of the men, and undergoing the scrutiny of the ladies.

There too, a little on her left, was Betsey Shannon, now, of course, Miss Hamilton Howard, the centre of attraction to three young gentlemen at once, viz., Bolingbroke Large, Sick-mouth, and the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan. But Betsey had esprit, or what she called chaff, for them all, and played her cards so well that each fancied himself the favourite, and wondered why the others didnt go away. She had held six men in tow at Highbury Barn before now, to say nothing of a fiddler and the cornet-à-piston in the orchestra. So she smiled and laughed and twisted and turned to show herself off to the greatest advantage.

And now the concentrated gaze of the room is diverted from the newcomers towards our great Master, Mr Romford, to see how he greets the reputed new mistress of Beldon Hall. Miss Mouser up with her glass, for hers was the eye that never missed the shadow of an ogle or the echo of a sigh. Mrs Brogdale put on her spectacles, and Mrs Bigmore her nose-glasses. On Romford comes like a great wave of the sea, until he reaches the reef of the family party. Then Mrs, then Miss, then Mr have him alternately by the hand. Miss is very smiling, for she now feels assured that the whole affair is in honour of her. He wants to show her the house to advantage, before he asks her to share it with him. Miss Mouser says, with a dig of her sharp elbow into Mr Blantons ribs, Theres something in it, Im sure. She then shifts her place and proceeds to take a sidelong survey Clearly something in it, she says to herself, as she watches the sparkle of the lispers eye. But her triumph was of short duration.

MR, MRS, AND MISS HAZEY, AND MR WILLIAM HAZEY! now announces Mr William Balsam, piloting the party well up to the mistress. Then there was a fresh ebullition of feeling, more smiles, more bows, more curtsies, more shakes of the hand. Miss looks lovely, quite eclipsing Miss Watkins both in beauty and dress.

Miss Mouser is at her with her formidable glass, for she doesnt like her mother  Mrs Bigmore is at her with her double ones, for she doesnt like her father; and Miss Watkins is at her with her supercilious eyes, for she doesnt like herself. A good many others, too, gave her saucy stares, for she was far too pretty to be popular, and Mr Hazey himself was not much liked either. Mr Romford, however, consoles her for all the curling lips by the fervour of his greeting, quite satisfying Miss Hazey that the party was for her, and her only. If Cassandra Cleopatra could have felt the pressure of his great hand, she would have thought little of her own chance of preferment. But our lisping friend is not going to surrender without a struggle, and watching her opportunity, she sidles up to our host, and asks, with a glance at the piano, if they are not going to have a little music.

Oh, to be sure! exclaimed Facey, now recollecting what the party was for oh, to be sure! Oill get moy flute, and we will stonish the natives together.

Your flute is in the music-stand, now exclaimed Mrs Somerville, who had been listening to the rivals, and feared lest Facey might go out of the room and upset all the other arrangements.

Is it? said Romford, then let us be doing, offering as he spoke his red arm to Cassandra, who joyfully accepted it, flaunting her dress at Miss Hazey just as a peacock flaunts his tail when hes not upon over good terms with the hen.

Then there was fresh nudging and looking and hushing, and whispering of Whats up now? Going to have a little music, are we? What, a concert, is it? with mutterings of Oh, she cant play a bit, nor he either, as the two approached the piano.

Miss Cassandra now draws off her closely-fitting white kid gloves, and depositing them with her fine lace and ciphered kerchief at the corner of the instrument, takes her voluminous seat on the stool, while Mr Romford screws his old flute together, and amid hishing and hushing the audience form a semicircle behind, preparing for the punishment; and Mrs Somerville stands on guard near the door to receive the fresh comers, closely attended by Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent., chairman of the Hall-Guinea Hat Company, with Betsey and her beaux for a vanguard behind.

And now Mr Romford, having got his greasy old instrument licked and sucked and put together, proceeds to blow a few discordant puffs and squeaks, while the fair lady runs her light hand up and down the notes of the piano, as if to test the quality of her consignment. All being at length ready, with renewed cries of hish, hush, the sound of voices gradually subsides, and as the now attracted company are expecting some fine Italian air, away the musicians go with Faceys favourite tune of Old Bob Ridley.

Why, what tunes that? whispers one.

Dont know, mutters another.

Surely its not Old Bob Ridley, says a third.

Believe it is, adds a fourth.

Hush! cries a fifth.

If Faceys Oncle Gilroy really damaged his wind by making him play the flute to him when a boy, he had a great deal to answer for, as we make no doubt the assembled company thought, for a more impotent exhibition was perhaps never heard, even though Cassandra Cleopatra did halt and help him along over the weak places, instead of hurrying on and showing off on her own account.

Still the lameness of the performance did not prevent the assiduous toadies expressing their gratification and thanks to them both when they were done, even though they inwardly hoped they might not have to undergo any more of such music.

But Facey, who had a firm conviction that he had mistaken his calling and ought to have been a flutist, received it all as well-merited laudation, and as soon as he had sufficiently recovered his wind, whispered to Cassandra, Now lets stonish them with Dixeys Land.

And Miss gladly obeyed, much to the comfort of some and the disquietude of others; and away they went more briskly than before.

During all this time the guests still kept arriving, Mr Telford, Mr Stoddart, Mr and Mrs Pinker bringing Miss Reevey, and Mr Baxton his two daughters and a gawky nephew, and when Facey turned round he was astonished to find such an assemblage. There could not be less than sixty or seventy people in the room, and Sweet William still kept piloting in more. Bowman and Barker and Lightfoot and Lorington, and we dont know who else besides.

Well, the ways of the women are wonderful, muttered Romford, surveying the gathering, thinking he would not be caught giving his consent for another quiet evening with a little music. Then the question where the sandwiches were to come from struck like a dagger to his heart. Where, indeed, thought he. A underd and fifty people at least, mused he, glancing round the room. Terrible field, indeed.

But Cassandra did not give him much time for reflection, for, knowing the power of her rival, she arose, and placing her delicate white arm within his red one, she lisped in his ear, Now take me to the tea-room, determined that he should not be charmed by her music, at all events.

Tea-room! muttered Facey; adding, I dont think there is one.

Oh yes, there is, rejoined Miss Cassandra; piloting him into the thick of the crowd, Oh, yes, there is; adding, your people offered us some when we came.

And as she worked him on, they came upon the breakwater formed before the door, now shored up behind by the substantial figures of Rent-should-never-rise, Mrs and the Miss Rents, Fatty Stotfold, and other stout ones.

Then, having at length penetrated this apparently impervious phalanx, they came upon where the enterprising ladies were receiving at once their guests and the homage due to their own distinguished beauty; and Mrs Somerville, looking round, confronted the tall figure of her brother shouldering his way, with Cassandra Cleopatra clinging affectionately to his side.

Oh, where are you going, my dear? exclaimed she, anxiously, laying her hand on his arm.

Tea! Wheres the tea? muttered Facey.

Tea!  therell be Here Mrs Somerville faltered; she would have said sandwiches, but she felt it was of no use further disguising the matter, so she substituted the word refreshment; adding, and I want you to take in a lady.

Humph! growled Romford, wondering what was up; muttering down his arm to his fair friend, youll get some gruel presently.

So Miss Cassandra was impounded  impounded, too, in the most unpleasant way for Anna Maria, availing herself of the familiar artifice peculiar to orators and gentlemen troubled with a determination of words to the mouth, got up a call on herself for some music, which, after a certain amount of coyness, she acceded to, and was presently playing and warbling in the place of her predecessor. It is but justice, however, to Cassandra, to state that she talked as loud and made as much noise as ever she could; and as it is easier to find fault than to do better, she criticised Anna Marias performance very severely.

At length the music ceased, thanks were tendered, curtsy made, and all parties began to think it was time for something else.

Mrs Somerville then braced herself up to the utmost, and approaching our Master, asked him to take Mrs Hazey into the dining-room.

Dinin-room! muttered Facey, who thought the thing would be done on a tray where they were. He then did as he was bid, muttering as he went, Whats up now, as the frog said when its tail dropped off.


LII. MRS SOMERVILLES SANDWICHES
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WE LEFT OUR FRIEND MR Romford piloting one of his expectant mothers-in-law along from the music to the refreshment room, under a mixed effusion of compliments from her, and speculations of his own as to what was going to happen next

Mrs Hazey was now satisfied  indeed, revenged. She saw how it was: Mr Romford was civil to Mrs Watkins, but marked in his attention to her. It was clear the party was made for them (the Hazeys), though the Watkinses thought to appropriate it. That silly conceited girl (Cassandra Cleopatra) was always trying to make other women believe that the men were in love with her.

They now got to the door of the lofty forty by thirty dining-room, resplendent with light, glitter, and glare. Along three-quarters of its entire length, flanked in at the ends, was arranged a most sumptuous supper-table, interspersed with beautiful fruit and flower vases, alternating with the most exquisite confectionery.

Before the elegant young gentleman in black, with the costly jewellery on his vest, and his curly dark hair parted elegantly down the middle, stood a noble design of the royal arms  a perfect trophy  the whiteness of the sugar lions being relieved by the rich colour and gilding of the numerous flags and arms.

Half-way down, on Pattycakes right, arose a grand memorial of our Indian Empire, in the shape of a noble elephant, fully accoutred with its howdah, or castle, filled with sporting men, going out against the tiger; while a similar position on Pattycakes left was occupied by a barley-sugar pagoda, surrounded with bon-bons.

At the far end, on the right, was Britannia, ruling waves of sugar, and her car drawn by dolphins, red, white, and blue.

On a crimson velvet-covered shelving stand at the back of the room arose a perfect pyramid of plate, commencing with the massive shields and salvers of olden times, and gradually tapering away into the cups and vases of the present. It had been so long locked up, that it almost seemed to stare, as if quite unused to society. Its noble owner, however, would have stared far more if he could have seen it.

The entertainment was, indeed, what Mrs Watkinss cook (Lubbins) would call a grand uproar.

Oer all this sumptuous elegance Mr Fizzers head man, Mr Percival Pattycake, presided, having a Dirty on each side of him, and the figure footmen towards the ends of the table.

Old Dirty was kept below to wash up, whilst Dirtiest of he Dirty wandered about the rooms, pocketing sugar and picking up what she could.

Mr Romford started convulsively when he got to the dining-room door, just as if he had seen another woman in black; for, however bold the Beldon Hall ladies were, he did not think they dared have ventured on such a step as this.

Mrs Hazey, too, stared with astonishment, and inwardly thought it would be

A very fine thing to be mother-in-law

To a very magnificent fox-hunting Bashaw.

The pressure, however, from the crowd behind was too great for much soliloquising, and the huge pent-up wave of society pushed on, and presently broke against the entire length of the supper-table, all equally anxious to be at the eatables. To see the onslaught that was made on the hams, and the tongues, and the turkeys, one could not help wondering what they would have done if there had not been any supper. Nor were the jellies, the creams, or the custards a bit more neglected. Munch, munch, munch, was the order of the day. At length the light artillery of bon-bons began to sound through the room, which, however, was quickly silenced by the more congenial fire of champagne. Fiz, pop, bang! went the corks from the right, left, and centre. Fiz, pop, bang! repeated others, and forthwith black arms and red arms, and fair arms, presented glasses across the tables to check the now overflowing exuberance of the bottles. Nor once, nor twice sufficed to repulse them  back came the glasses as though they had never been filled. The first glass, of course, was said to be good; the second middling; and the third gusberry.

Mr Romford having now what he called got Mrs Hazey hanked on to her husband, while he, wandering about alone, muttering to himself, Where the devil do the chickens come from? where the deuce do the hams come from? where the dickens do the turkeys come from? He knew that Betsy Shannons friend had only undertaken to supply the ornaments. And Facey felt just as if he was going to get the stomach-ache. At this interesting juncture the fair Cassandra Cleopatra came tripping up, all smiles and radiance, though somewhat troubled in spirit, and presented arms at him in the shape of a bon-bon.

The champagne fire now became weaker and more languid, but the hubbub of voices and the cracking of bon-bons supplied the deficiency. Fizzer had sent down an unlimited supply of them, which ladies presented to gentlemen and gentlemen to ladies with the most undaunted courage. Crack, crack! shriek, crack! sounded through the spacious apartment, to which he occasional boom of the champagne corks acted like artillery. Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. and Mrs Somerville pulled one together, in which was the following prudent hint:  

Be not too forward in touching toes under the table; some day you will make a grand mistake.

while If-father-would-but-die was unremitting in his attention to Miss Hamilton Howard, looking as happy as if father was dead. The red or auburn-haired lady, as the case may be, was in her glory! Mrs Somerville, too, was surrounded with beaux, all anxious for a smile from the beautiful widow with ten thousand a year, as they now called it. She thought how happy she would be if she could have such a party every night in the year. People seemed to amalgamate better than they usually do on these sort of occasions. They all appeared to have specific engagements, and to be more bent on forwarding their own little affairs than watching how other people got on. Miss Mouser, to be sure, kept on the alert with her eyeglass, but they seemed to regard her much as people regard a policeman in plain clothes, or a wasp deprived of its sting.

Meanwhile the Dirties and footmen, under the direction of Mr Percival Pattycake, replenished the tables and arranged the garniture for further assaults  mangled remains were removed and replaced with uncut viands : Fizzer did the thing well.

Facey, who had now imbibed several glasses of champagne, was sufficiently elevated to be able to treat the matter in a philosophical overshoes, over-boots sort of way, though when he looked at the temples and towers, and other triumphs of confectionery, he couldnt but think of his proposed rabbit-pie and cheese. Wonderful work, muttered he, with a chuck of the chin to himself as a fresh crop of champagne took its place on the table. The ways of the women are wonderful, added he, as a boars head and plovers eggs came sailing in, as though the resources of the house were inexhaustible. Wonder how many Philistines there are here, continued he, glancing round the crowded room. Rather keep them in prayer-books than champagne, added he, looking at the long line of empty bottles ranged against the wall below the plate trophy.

And now, having inducted the reader thus far into the evenings entertainment, we will take leave to branch off briefly to another subject, promising that if he would like a glass of champagne in the meantime he can call for it, and he wont get it.


LIII. THE INVASION
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WHILE ALL THIS FROLICSOME FEASTING and gaiety was going on inside the house, things wore a very different aspect at the door. The night, as we said before, was cold and frosty, with a keen cutting crescent moon; there was no accommodation either for man or horse, and the gravelled ring was so blocked with carriages that the coachmen could not get their horses moved about to keep them warm. It was a dead lock from end to end. Under these circumstances the whole cavalcade resolved itself into a committee to discuss the meaning and probable duration of an At home. One servant said it was a sort of a tea-drinkin, another that it was a kind of a fiddlin concern, a third that it was just a ladies clothes show, a fourth that they met to exchange characters of servants; but Mrs Watkinss London Johnny assured them it was only a sort of a morning call thing performed at night, to which people could come and go just as they liked. At the same time he said, undoubtedly genlmens servants and osses ought to be provided for; porters and such like might take their chance.

Whereupon a stentorian voice, that could belong to no one but our popular friend Independent Jimmy, struck up from the moon-shaded side of the ring, declaring it didnt see what for gentlefolks husses and things  meaning by the latter term servants what for gentlefolks husses and things were to be treated differently to other peoples, seein that other peoples husses might bring quite as great company as gentlefolks; and there being two postboys in the ring, they declared in favour of Jimmys unadorned eloquence. Whereupon a brisk and rather acrimonious discussion ensued as to the relative social position of public and private servants, Jimmy contending that the man who wore his own claes, and knew when his days work was done, was far more respectable than a powder-monkey Peter, who had to fetch and carry arl day, and arl night tee if required. Whereupon several of the Jeames de la Pluche tribe retorted that Jimmy, and such as him, were little better nor galley slaves, putting three days work into one, and living like criminals; to which Jimmy retorted that if the work was hard and the fare poor, he always in health, which was more, hed be bound to say, than many of them were, with an their dish-lickin pot-wollopin laziness. And so the debate proceeded from divers parts of the ring,  now a butler speaking, now a footman, now a tea-kettle groom, Independent Jimmy generally replying to their observations without reference to the fact of his having spoken before.

When the argument was about at its height, the sound of music came softened through the Hall to the carriages.

Hist! exclaimed Jimmy; hist! arm dashed if theyre not dancin! Sink! added he, but theyll keep theirsels warm, whativer they de by us, Jimmy stamping severely in the bottom of the melon-frame box as he spoke.

Then there was a louder waft of music, and a louder still.

Ay, that they are! exclaimed Mrs Watkinss footman, listening; and we may be kept waiting here till daylight does appear.

Wonder wot time theyll be thinking of us, observed Mr Larges butler, who would have sent the footman if he had thought they would have been treated so.

Wonder! ejaculated Mr Tuckwells man; adding, should have been out before, I think.

Certainly, growled Mr Bonuss servant, who, being on board wages, was inclined to indulge.

Just you slip in, Tom, said Mr Brogdales coachman to his footman, and see if theres anything to get; adding, if they dont mind about peoples osses, they surlie might think o the servants freezin and starvin in this way, the many-cape-coated speaker flagellating his broad chest as he spoke.

And Tom, nothing loth, descended from his rumble, and forth with commenced worming his way among the carriages, making his way for the back door, with which he was well acquainted, having, when a policeman, been a suitor of Dirty No.2s. So he opened the door and entered, just like one of the family. Nay, he did more, for knowing the ways of the house, he groped along the passages till he came to what would have been the invisible door in the dining-room but for the Miss Dirties finger marks, who had established a short cut that way for carrying coals to the breakfast-room. This, then, he opened, and entered the gay lightsome apartment.

Now it so happened that when Tom came in, Mr Percival Pattycake, who was much smitten with Dirtiest of the Dirty, had resigned his post of commander-in-chief to Dirty No.1, while he and Dirtiest of the Dirty carried on a flirtation in the deserted room; and Tom appealing pathetically to Miss Dirtys softer and better feelings, she just told him to help himself off the supper-table, whereupon Tom clutched a couple of capons, together with a tongue and a bottle of champagne, with which he returned triumphantly to the carriages. The sound of his coming, with the demand for a knife, caused quite a sensation in the ring, indeed all the way up the line towards the stables; and forthwith delegates were appointed from several of the vehicles to go on a sort of qui tam excursion into the house, and see what they could get as well for themselves as the coachmen.

Away they flew, like a flock of pigeons, as though they hadnt tasted meat for a month, and Lord Lonnergans young man knowing the ways of the house too, he soon brought them, by certain circuitous ways, to the aforesaid invisible but dirt-defined door. Dirty No.1 had now paired off with the fat boy, leaving the whole paraphernalia, ornaments and all, exposed to the mercy of the enemy. The intruders immediately set upon it. Mr Blantons young man turned a lobster salad into his livery hat, and restoring it, with a kerchief over it, to his head, next helped himself to a pigeon pie, and a bottle of seltzer water, mistaking it for curaçoa. The Dalberry Lees footman pounced on a shape of orange jelly, a nest of plovers eggs, and a pine-apple; Miss Mousers young man ran off with a sponge cake porcupine, all bristling with almonds; Mr Lollys servant with a dish of Norfolk biffins; while Mr Beddingfields great clown of a coachman took an uncut ham in his hand, and the beautiful Elephant and Castle ornament away under his arm. Up to this time the triumphs of confectionery had been respected, partly perhaps because they did not look like mans meat, and partly because there were more tempting-looking things to be had on the table. Now, however, Mr Beddingfields servants bad example was followed by Mr Kicktons man pocketing a pair of turtle doves, to eat with some cheesecakes and a bottle of sherry.

The return of the marauders to the carriage ring was hailed with enthusiastic applause, and other adventurers were encouraged to proceed.

You go in Sam! You go in Joe! You go in Jimmy!

Nor, oill not gan in, said Independent Jimmy. If they dont send oot, oill not gan in; oive got a crust o bread i mar pocket, added he, diving into his dirty old Witney coat as he spoke.

Fiz, pop, bang! now went the champagne corks from the carriages, and great was the demand for a sack at the bottles, and entreaties for a fair distribution of the food. In the midst of the clamour a spluttering cry of woe arose, causing a cessation of eating for the purpose of listening.

Hush! whats that? was the cry.

It was the voice of the great Mr Spanker, the Dalberry Lees coachman, who has taken a hugh bite out of the pineapple without pealing it, filling his mouth full of needles and pins, as he afterwards described it. At first it was thought the worthy gentleman had taken a fit, then from the heaving of his shoulders that he was choking, and three or four smart whacks were administered on his back before the real cause was discovered.

And now, while they are prescribing for his much-blistered mouth, one giving him champagne out of a bottle as they give water to a race horse, another recommending seltzer water, which was in no great demand, a third telling him to stuff his mouth full of cotton wool, let us return to our invited friends within the walls of Beldon Hall.


LIV. THE BELDON BALL
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THE SCENE NOW CHANGED, AND Mr Facey Romford, who thought he had exhausted all the wonders and surprises of the night, was doomed to undergo another apparition more startling and dazzling than any of the rest. This was neither more nor less than the beautiful gold and white drawing-room, brilliantly lighted up for a ball. The chair-covers, the brown holland bags, yea the cut pile carpet itself, had disappeared, and a searching radiance reigned supreme. It was no light for dirty gloves or dashed dresses. The cut-glass chandeliers fulgurated their sparkling lustre; while every sconce, every bracket, every available standing-place for a lustre supported its bunch of finest spermaceti, as well to show off the beauties and elegances of the apartment itself, as the beauties and elegances that were expected to enter it. And so quietly and secretly had the arrangements been made, that not one of the party, scarcely anyone in the house, knew what was going to happen. Old Dirty and a daughter (Dirty No.2) had removed the rolled-up carpet to the housekeepers room, and washed the floor a few days before; but beyond this, Lucy and Betsey had kept the key and their own counsel, and did the rest of the decoration themselves, even to tipping the candles with spirits of wine, in order to make them light more readily. It was only on the afternoon of the very day that Chasseur Proudlock was inducted into the secret, and told to light up as soon as ever the guests went in to the supper-room; and then, having done so, to throw the door open for them to enter as they returned. And it was on their homeward voyage  Mr Romford now convoying Mrs Watkins, with Cassandra Cleopatra, steering her voluminous petticoats, by his side  that the first dawn of what was going to happen burst upon him.

Facey started as the flood of light shot across his path; a shock that was further increased by six well-dressed musicians slipping in before him, and hurrying up to their places in the bay. These were part of the produce of the chairman of the Half-guinea-Hat Companys hundred pounds worth of shares in that excellent speculation, and out of which Mrs Somerville had wheedled Mr Bonus. But of that little transaction Mr Facey knew nothing.

There, however, were the musicians, there the ball-room, and here Mr Romford with his assiduous ladies.

Oh dear, what a beautiful apartment! lisped the Dalberry Lees charmer.

Splendid! ejaculated Mrs Watkins, now lost in astonishment at its size  fifteen feet longer than hers, and much higher.

Just then the pressure from behind carried them onward, and a surprised and now hilarious crowd entered the room, spreading over its ample dimensions, all anxious to try the merits of the beautiful floor. All was surprise and excitement.

Oh dear, how charming! Was there ever anything so nice! Did you ever? No, I never! How kind of Mrs Somerville to give us a ball.

And our hostess, who had tarried behind in the supper-room, ostensibly for the purpose of attending to her guests, but in reality to let Mr Romford break the ice of this, the great finishing-stroke of the evening, without her, now came up leaning on Willy Watkinss arm, attended by Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent., while Betsey Shannon a little in the rear, distributed her smartness among the Honorary Secretary, young Large, and the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan. Then, as the latter reached the radiant room, there were fresh exclamations of surprise. Oh dear! how nice! how beautiful! and they all wanted to dance with Betsey at once. She then surveys the scene of her exertions complacently, and inwardly congratulates herself on the fact that the Facey face exhibits nothing but the surprise that might be carried off by the use of his favourite aphorism of verily the ways of the women are wonderful! And wonderful they certainly were upon this occasion, converting a quiet evening and a little music into a splendid ball and supper.

Meanwhile the musicians have been tuning their instruments, young gentlemen drawing on their gloves (some wishing they were cleaner), others taking furtive glances at themselves in the mirrors, and all things conduce to an opening. The fiddlers are now in form, the assorted couples single themselves out from the crowd, the bystanders retire, the music strikes up gaily, and away they all go with a gallop.

Mrs Somerville leads the way merrily with Willy Watkins, closely followed by Betsey Shannon with Bolingbroke Large, while the undying one starts off with Miss Hazey.

The long-secluded room is soon in a perfect petticoat whirl. The ball is well established; every Jack has got his Jill, and is ingratiating himself to the utmost of his ability. Red coats and black coats mingle with blue dresses and green, while yellow ones and white ones complete the scene. Here we might paraphrase Mr Romfords favourite apostrophe of Beckford on the fox breaking cover, and say, Now, where are all your sorrows and your cares, ye gloomy souls? or where your pains and aches, ye complaining ones? One pint of sparkling has dispelled them all!

Even the fiddlers seem infected with the common enthusiasm, and stamp and shake their elbows with convulsive energy. It is to be hoped that they have some extra fiddle-strings in their pockets, for it would be a pity to put a stop to such a party for want of a little forethought.

The ice is now fairly broken, and even Mr Facey Romford resigns himself to the abandon of unrestrained gaiety. He doesnt care a copper for anything.

Go it, ye cripples! Newgates on fire! he inwardly exclaims, as he sees the blooming ladies and light-footed beaux rushing and floating and frolicking about the room. Though no great performer himself, he encircles the lispers smart waist with his great red arm, and goes boldly in for a dance, bumping against this party, thumping against that, stamping on tother fellows toes. But the pace is too good to apologise.

And now the thick-winded ones begin to stop. Willy Watkins first falls out, and his example is speedily followed by Bolingbroke Large, who has been going in distress for some time. The latter is quite blown; Betsey feels him heaving: Puff  wheeze  gasp  just like old Jugglebury Crowdey running after a poacher.

Come and have some refreshment, says she, now acting deputy-mistress of the house. And the youth, being too much out of breath to reply, she leads him away; and fortunately they re-enter the supper-room just in the height of the before-mentioned foray of servants, and as Mr Beddingfields servant is disappearing with the Elephant and Castle. Betsey, seeing what has happened, rang the bell violently, disturbing Mr Percival Pattycakes tête-à-tête with Dirtiest of the Dirty, and causing a general rush of attendants to the room. Mr Pattycake is greatly distressed at the loss of his magnificent elephant, and forthwith offers a reward of ten shillings for its recovery; whereupon Billy Balsam goes out among the carriages, and offers the choice of half-a-crown or a constable to the man in possession, who prefers taking the half-crown; but the castle having been lost off the elephants back in the transit, Mr Pattycake refuses the full compensation, saying the castle was the most valuable part of the concern, and he would only give half price.

Betsey now walked away with young Large. Now let you and I have a spin, said she, putting herself in form for the Antelope Gallop, as they approached the ball-room door, starting off with a score directly they got within the portals. But Large was only a little better for his refreshment, and made a very poor response to the twinkling movements of Miss Shannons pretty feet, so she very soon, what she called, stopped the tap, and without much ceremony claimed the hand of the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan, who, however, did not come up to her now champagne-inspired mark as a dancer. But as she was bent on business as well as pleasure, she thought to see what a little perambulation would do; so when the dance was done she walked him away, making a tour of the rooms, the passages, entrance-hall, and all, and finally brought him up at the familiar supper-table, now again in fall array with the regulation complement of attendants  Dirties, footmen, Pattycake, and all. Here, after a glass of champagne a-piece, they began to pull bon-bons, and the Honourable Lovetin presented Betsey with a sparkling sugar-plum, with the following motto:  

Before you take this pleasing sweet,

Let our fond lips together meet.

Couldnt do it here, you know, whispered Betsey, smiling, but though she took him another excursion, and even asked him, when in the now deserted cloak-room, if he knew how to spell the word opportunity, he did not rise to the invitation. Having heard of Mr Romfords cat-spelling exploit, he thought there was some catch in it, and began, o-p-op-p-o-r-por-oppor-t-u  

Ah! thatll do, Solomon, said Betsey, turning him round for the door.

And now Mrs Somerville re-enters the supper-room just as Mr Percival Pattycake popped off the last bottle of champagne, to whom he delicately intimates the position of affairs. Then Lucy passing round the table to the before-mentioned invisible door, summons him to follow her, and after rebuking him for his masters non-fulfilment of the order (as people do who are not going to pay for a thing), she gives him out a couple of dozen of Lord Lovetins best sparkling, telling him she would deduct the price of it from Mr Fizzers bill, he having contracted to supply supper with unlimited wine, at so much per head: a safe venture for Lucy to make, seeing that Fizzer was not there to contradict her.

If people who give bad wine, hoping their friends wont discover it, were to see how really good wine is appreciated, they would find their mistake, and perhaps amend their ways. Upon this occasion Lord Lovetins wine had not been up very long before it became bruited in the ball-room that there was a very superior supply of champagne going, and troops of panting dancers came pouring in, all anxiously asking for the popular beverage. Non-dancers, too, were attracted by its merits. Mr Tuckwell, and Mr Lolly, and Mr Finch, and Mr Roxton, and even Lord Lonnergan himself might be seen exalting his great excommunicated double-chin as he quaffed off a bumper of the Beldon Hall supply  little thinking whose wine he was drinking. Then this improved excitement, coming at an opportune time, infused fresh spirits into the party all

Went merry as a marriage-bell,

the right men getting the right partners, and swinging up and down and round about with redoubled energy. Even old Facey warms with the exercise, his knock-knees smite each other vehemently, and he gets over the ground better than before. He has divided his favours very fairly between the lady competitors; if he has galloped with one, he has waltzed with the other.

So far so good  still there was a little deficiency in the arrangements. The people outside were still wholly unthought of. Facey couldnt think of them, because he didnt know how they were coming. Lucy didnt think of them, because few ladies ever do think of those things. Betsey didnt think of them, because it never occurred to her that the guests wouldnt come in street-cabs, which would stand all about just as they do at Highbury Barn, and altogether there was a singular dereliction on the part of the promoters of the party for the comfort and accommodation of the outsiders.

All people, however, are of consequence to themselves, and coachmen and footmen are no exception to the rule. It aggravated them to hear the sound of mirth and music inside, while they sat blowing their fingers, or flagellating their chests with their arms to keep the circulation alive. Nor was their dissatisfaction at all diminished by the report made by the invaders of all the fine things they found in the house. To guard against a second foray all the outer doors had now been locked and bolted, and the gallant green-and-gold Chasseur had retired within, to peep over the Dirties heads at the door leading into the ball-room  his stalwart figure and handsome uniform making a showy background to the nicely-dressed Dirties in front. And while he was thus pleasantly engaged, whispering his soft nonsense in their ears, a noisy peal came off the front door bell that sounded as if the Lord-Lieutenant himself had arrived. A second peal, equally vociferous, followed close on the heels of the first  nay, before the first had time to get its heels well out of the way. The grand Chasseur, whose astonishment at the evenings proceedings had only been equalled by that of friend Romford himself, little doubting but it was some very great personage indeed, shook out the gay plume of his cocked hat, and restoring it with a military air to his head, summoned the two figure-footmen to precede him and open the door, while he drew himself up to his utmost altitude in front to receive whomsoever happened to come.

The lofty doors flew open, and in the noble portal stood coatless Independent Jimmy himself, whose temper having got the better of him, he had come to demand what time he was wanted.

Proudlock stepped back scornfully, shocked at the rencontre, for of course he knew Jimmy, though Jimmy didnt know him.

Noo then! What times ar wanted? demanded Jimmy, thumping the butt end of his great pig-jobber-like whip furiously against the marble flags.

Wanted! What do I know about your wants! replied Chasseur Proudlock, indignant at the idea of having answered such a ring.

Sink! Dye think ars gannin to let mar husses stand starvin there an fleet? roared Jimmy at the top of his stentorian voice.

Rush! youll disturb the dancers! exclaimed Proudlock, waving his right arm imperiously for him to depart.

Sink! but oill gan in and see, said Jimmy, pushing his way past Balsam and Bob Short, and making direct for the giant himself.

Proudlook, perhaps thinking that his military costume might intimidate, put himself in an attitude of defence; whereupon Jimmy, dropping the pig-jobber whip, at him in an instant, and planting two well-directed blows, laid him sprawling on the flags, with his right eye closed, and what the pugilists call the claret cork taken out of his nose. The giant fell heavily, and roared lustily. Oh, how he did roar! He stopped the music, and brought the dancers trooping into the hal to see what had happened. Then Old Dirty was found raising him up, with Dirty No.2 applying a white kerchief to his nose.

Whos dead, and whats to pay? demanded Betsy Shannon, pressing forward through the crowd, leaning on the arm of the boy Bill.

That imperent Jimmy has beat him most brutal! exclaimed Old Dirty, casting an indignant eye at our imperturbable friend.

What a go! exclaimed Betsey, turning short round on her heel, having little doubt that Proudlock deserved it. He then got raised up and slunk off.

Why, hes a regular Tom Sayers! said she, looking at Independent Jimmys stout frame, adding to Bill, now take me back to the ball-room; and away the two tripped in a waltz.

Great was Independent Jimmys astonishment at finding who he had been fighting with. Sink! ar arlways said ar could polish him off in three rounds, said he, picking up his whip, and preparing to depart. Then suddenly recollecting what he had come for, he exclaimed, Ar say, what times ar wanted?

Oh, not this hour and fifty minutes yet, replied young Mr Bigmore.

We wont go home till morning, exclaimed the Honorary Secretary.

Sink! its amaist that noo! roared Jimmy.

But he might as well speak to the winds.

Then the dancers galloped and waltzed back to the ball-room, the stately ones following slowly and demurely, wondering what would be the result of the evenings enjoyment. There were evidently many flirtations on foot; but would any of them ripen into an offer? They would see. Mrs Watkins and Mrs Hazey were equally confident of the success of their daughters. If Mr Romford had danced one more dance with Anna Maria than he had with Cassandra Cleopatra, still Mrs Watkins had the satisfaction of knowing that he had sat out a quadrille with her daughter, and also taken her (herself) in to the supper-room.

And now the musicians, having imbibed a gallon and a-half of strong ale, and had some of the cheese, that Mr Romford proposed giving his guests, set to work as if they were going to fiddle the house down. And the dancers seem as if they were ready to assist them  the fat boy himself entering with avidity. So the ball is resumed with great ardour.

The supplementary champagne sustains the credit of the house, and people generally admit that they never saw a thing better done. Mrs Somerville promised to be a great acquisition in Doubleimupshire, and Betsy Shannon was equally popular. It would be a shame to let them go out of the country. Long might Romford continue to hunt it. He was just the sort of man they wanted. And so the whole thing was a great success.

The best of friends, however, must part; and as our guests, unlike Goldsmiths

 dancing pair, that simply sought renown,

By holding out to tire each other down,

had higher aspirations than the mere movement of the moment; so first Mrs Watkins, and then Mrs Hazey, were shocked at the unwonted lateness of the hour, and Willy and the boy Bill were respectively told that they must look after the carriages directly, while the rivals were whispered that they must stop dancing at the end of the quadrille, as it was time to go home. And neither of them thinking to be able to complete the victory that evening, they were content to retire simultaneously, each feeling satisfied that none of the remanets could touch her. So with a smiling I pity you sort of air, Miss Cassandra Cleopatra presently sailed past her opponent, closely followed by Willy and Mamma, the latter giving Anna Maria a half saucy salute, that as good as said, You wont be mistress here, my dear. And Facey, who had smote his knock-knees with dancing till they were sore, gladly furthered the departure by tendering his red arm to Mamma, who whispered her gratitude to him for the beautiful ball he had given her daughter as they went along, first to the cloak-room, and next to the carriage. Then, having got them tucked in, the lady to whom allegorically he

 had given his hand and heart,

And hoped they neer again might part,

squeezed the former most affectionately ere she drew up the window-sash. Spanker then touched the ready greys, and away they bowled from the door, just as the stable-clock struck four.

Wonderful work, muttered Facey, as he rolled back into the house.

The Hazeys were then just emerging from the cloak-room, and Facey having paid them the same tribute of respect that he had paid the Watkinses, he returned to the ball-room to see if he couldnt, in publicans parlance, get his house cleared. He gave a great unmuzzled yawn as he entered the apartment, that as good as said, Oh, dear, but Im tired of it. Nor was his anxiety to be done diminished by seeing that ugly old Bonus twirling Mrs Somerville about in a waltz, while Betsey Shannon in vain tried to get the readers old friend, Robert Foozle, to follow.

You are not much used to waltzing, Mr Foozle, I think? said she, stopping short.

No, Im not much used to waltzing, gasped Robert.

Better have some lessons in waltzing, I think, Mr Foozle, said Betsey.

Yes, Id better have some lessons in waltzing, I think, rejoined Robert.

Ah, come to me some morning, and Ill spin you about, said Betsey, now slipping away from him.

Whish, crush, bump! fatty Stotfold and Miss Lonnergan now knock Robert clean out of the ring. Facey then gives another great yawn.

It is melancholy work watching the decadence of a ball, the exhaustion of the dancers, the struggles to be gay against the ability to be so, the decline of the dresses until none but the shabbiest remain, the flickering of the candles, the droppings of wax, perhaps the premature demise of a lamp. All these symptoms now followed in rapid succession at Beldon Hall. The fat Misses Lonnergan got partners, the thin Misses Pinker exhibited their steps, and even Miss Mouser was induced to stand up in a quadrille. Still the thing was wearing itself out apace, and if it hadnt been for the aftermath or chaff as to the lateness of the thing, they would all just as soon have been in bed. So, sooner than give in, they danced and grinned till their cheek-bones ached.

At length the last of the crinolines disappeared under the guidance of our athletic Master, and nothing remained but those few male lingerers who so seldom get to parties that they never know when to go away  who stick to the supper-table so long as any vestige of anything remains.

Lucy and Betsey, now dreading the reckoning, stole away to bed as soon as they saw Romfords broad red back disappearing with his last convoy, and our friend, on returning, seized a sherry glass, and, holding it up in mid air, exclaimed in an Independent Jimmy sort of tone, Come gentlemen! Oill give ye a bumper toast. Fill your glasses, if you please! an invitation that was most readily complied with, in hopes of its being the precursor to a final carouse, when Facey speedily dashed the cup of hope from their lips by adding, Oill give ye our next merry meeting! an appeal that was too urgent for the most inveterate sitter to resist. So they quaffed off their glasses in silence, and, like the sick mans doctor,

took their leaves with signs of sorrow,

despairing of a drink to-morrow.

Silence then presently reigned through Beldon Hall, broken only by the airy tread of the pretty Dirties puffing out the candles, and the heavy tramp of the massive footmen bearing off the plate and the weightier articles of ornament. Facey then retired to rest, hardly able to realise the events of the evening. Nor did a broken harassing sleep contribute to the elucidation of the mystery. He dreamt all sorts of dreams  first that a Jew bailiff, dressed in white cords and top-boots, stepped out of his gig and arrested him for the supper bill just as he was finding his fox in Stubbington Gorse  that nobody would bail him, and he was obliged to leave his hounds at that critical moment. Then that all the musicians were sitting on his stomach, vowing that they would play Old Bob Ridley till he paid them for their overnight exertions. Next that he had backed Proudlock an even fifty to lick Independent Jimmy, and that Jimmy was leathering the giant just as he liked. Lastly, that Mrs Somerville was off with old Bonus, and that Faceys horse Everlasting stood stock still and refused to go a yard in pursuit of them.

Other parties had their dreams. Lovetin Lonnergan dreamed that father was dead, that he was in possession of Flush House with all the accumulations, and was just going to the coach-makers to order a splendid blue and white carriage to take Miss Hamilton Howard to church; while young Joseph Large, between paroxysms of the cramp and broken sleep, dreamt that Miss Howard was his, and was coming to adorn the halls of Pippin Priory. Robert Foozle, too, dreamt that he had got a wife without his mothers leave, and was greatly rejoiced when he awoke and found it was not so.


LV. MR GOODHEARTED GREEN AGAIN
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THE DAY AFTER A BALL is always a feverish, uncomfortable affair. It is far worse than the day before; for you have all the confusion without the excitement caused by the coming event. Nobody knows when to do anything,  when to get up, when to breakfast, when to lunch, when or where to dine. On this occasion the sun itself forgot to rise  at least, to shine; and those who slept with their curtains drawn and shutters closed, might have skipped the day altogether.

Jack Frost was as good as his word; and when Facey awoke, he found the landscape folded in Jacks icy embraces. No hunting for me, said he, as, casting aside the bed-curtains, he saw the head of Roundforth Hill powdered with a sprinkling of snow. No hunting for me, repeated he, turning over on his side; but oill have a look at moy list, and see if oi cant bring some of my non-paying subscribers to book. No notion of carryin on a country for the mere pleasure of the thing, and treat them into the bargain. Oim summit like the barber, continued Facey, soliloquising, who put up for a sign  

What! Do you think

I shaves for a penny

And axes to drink?

but when the customer, having been shaved, wanted to drink, too? the barber read the sign,  

What I Do you think

I shaves for a penny

And axes to drink?

Oim not goin to hunt a country for nothin, and give them balls too.

Shave for a penny, and ax em to drink.

So saying, our Master turned over in his couch, and presently subsided into a broken, fitful sort of sleep. Thus he remained until half-past one in the afternoon, a thing he had never done before; no, not even after the most ardent harvest dance, at which festivities he used to be a great performer. He then got up, and dispensing with a shave, jumped into his lounging-suit of grey tweed, and proceeded down-stairs, as well to test the severity of the frost as to get a mouthful of fresh air before breakfast. Passing over the still blood-stained flags, he arrived at and opened the front door. What a gravel-ring was there! So different to the nicely raked thing he usually kept. It looked as if all the horses in the country had been trampling and pawing upon it. There was the pineapple, with the great bite taken out, just as Mr Spanker, the Dalberry Lees coachman, threw it away. There were champagne bottles strewed all around, also the bottle of seltzer-water standing upright on the window-sill, and the elephants castle lying crushed to atoms, just as it was when Mr Kicktons carriage-wheel passed over it. The invaders hadnt even been at the trouble of taking the borrowed ale-horn back into the house, but had chucked it down to take its chance in the general mêlée. A keen east wind wafted straws and paper shavings about in all directions.

Bless us, what a sight! exclaimed Mr Facey Romford, looking at the débris spread over the battle-field. Declare it will take a man a month to put this ring right. All the way up to the stable the same mess, added he, following up the line with his eye. Well, if this doesnt cost something, I dont know what will! Sooner Betseys cousin than me! So saying, our friend picked up the pineapple and the horn, and, wheeling about on his heel, re-entered the house, and rang the bell for his breakfast.

It was all very well ringing, but there was nobody to answer the bell; nobody but Old Dirty, at least, and she didnt care to come. The fact was, the breakfast-room, as indeed all the others, were just as the company had left them; no fires lighted, candles as they were blown out, lamps as they were extinguished, chairs as they stood, some wide apart, others close together; everything, in fact, but the supper-table was in statu quo. This was clean swept, Mr Percival Pattycake, aided by Dirtiest of the Dirty, having packed up everything worth carrying off, and being then far on his way back to town, with the score of a hundred and ten people who had partaken of the Beldon Hall hospitality.

Facey rang again and again before Old Dirty came, and then she had nothing to show,  said the girls were all in bed, and declared they wouldnt get up that day. So Facey had to go down into the kitchen and get his breakfast there, fearing to await the dribbling assiduities of Old Dirty. And as he was busy making what the Frenchman called a grand circumference of toast for himself, first Betsey, and then Lucy, dropped in quite promiscuous, and a disjointed conversation arose, interrupted by the occasional entry and exit of Old Dirty, respecting the grand entertainment; Facey fearing that he would be let in for the cost, Betsey assuring him he had nothing to fear, as she and her friend had made it all right with old Fizzer. And though Facey did not see how a young lady who sang and danced for her maintenance could afford such a proceeding, yet knowing that the ways of the women were wonderful, he hoped for the best, and proceeded with his breakfast. This over, he looked at his watch, and finding it was nearly three oclock, he gave up the idea of a stroll with his gun after the woodcocks, or anything else that turned up, and slouched away to the stable.

Among other miscarriages  or rather, misplacements  of the occasion, was that of the Beldon Hall letters. The correspondence of the house was not very large, being chiefly confined to invoices, with a slight sprinkling of refreshers in the way of bills delivered, though nothing at all approaching a regular dun; but it so happened that there was a letter from Goodhearted Green himself, dated from Wallingford, saying that he had just purchased a most desirable weight-carrier, only a difficult one to mount, which he would be glad to bring to Beldon Hall himself, and pass a few days in Mr Romfords agreeable company. And this letter, instead of being placed on the hall table, was laid on the library chimney-piece, and the first intimation Facey had of the coming guest was seeing a man of the Goodheart cut, riding a very superior-looking roan horse up towards the stables. At first, Facey thought it was Billy Barker, the brewer; then, that it was Harry Blanton, the tanner; next, that it was very like Goodhearted Green.

And Goodhearted Green it is, said he, running up and seizing him by the hand just as he was preparing to dismount. Then, as Goodheart saw there was unusual surprise, he proceeded to inquire about the letter, when mutual explanations and welcomes followed. Facey was very glad to see Mr Green, and Mr Green was very glad to see his good customer, Mr Romford. Then the two looked at the strawberry roan. He was, indeed, a fine horse, up to any weight: corky and cheerful looking, but with rather a sinister cast of the eye when anyone approached him.

Has but one fault, said Goodheart, complacently; has but one fault  kick people over his ead as they mount; but easily hobviated, added he; easily hobviated  strap up a leg as you mount, producing a strap from his pocket as he spoke.

Well, but you cant ride him across country on three legs, observed Romford.

True, assented Goodheart. True; but then its only a momentary ebullition of spleen. Soon finds out when he has got his master on his back, and then a child might ride him  ride him with a thread.

Well, well try him, said Romford, now calling to Short, who came rubbing his eyes, still half-stupified with his over-night exertions. Here, take this horse, said Romford, and put him into the five-stall stable, and send someone down to the Hall to say that Mr Green is come, and bid them get a bed ready, and some more sheep chops for dinner.

The strong, persevering man then departed with his new charge and Facey, turning to his friend, said, Now let you and oi take a turn of the stables.

The two then entered the more genial atmosphere, and were presently deeply absorbed in the discussion of the condition and performance of Ben and the Baker, the peculiarities of Perfection, the deficiencies of Everlasting, the action of Oliver Twist, and the looks and eccentricities of the rest of the stud.

Lucy and Betsey were sorry that Mr Green had not come in time for the ball, which they felt certain he would have greatly enjoyed; while Mr Romfords anxieties were directed solely to the continuance of the frost, fearing Goodheart might not get a turn with his brilliant hounds.

The ladies received Mr Goodheart very cordially, feeling that he would be useful in warding off any further attacks about the ball, and as Facey would not hear of any extra expense being incurred for entertaining him, they did their best to make a great man of him by putting him into the best bedroom, one that Lord Lovetin himself would not have accorded to anyone under the rank of a duke, or a prince of the blood-royal, at least. There, under a magnificent temple-like canopy, nestled the old horse-dealer, a man more accustomed to the deficiencies of a garret than the delicacies of a dressing-room.

Still Goodheart was a versatile, agreeable man; and being only a lowish sort of fellow  the son of a cabman  of course he had a great knowledge of high life and Court proceedings, and could tell more of what was passing at the Palace than any lord in waiting so, what with small talk for the ladies, and horsey talk for Facey, they got on very well together; and Goodheart was found to be a very agreeable addition to the party.


LVI. THE INFIRMARY BALL
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THE BELDON BALL MADE A profound sensation in Doubleimupshire. It was talked of far and near. Those who were there, lauded it to the skies; those who were not, set about contriving how they could establish an acquaintance with our fair friend, Mrs Somerville, so as to get to another if she gave one. There was no longer any doubt or hesitation in the matter. No more Pray, who is this Mrs Somerville? Do you know anything about Mrs Somerville? Have you called on Mrs Somerville? Are you going to call on Mrs Somerville? Do you know if Lady Camilla Snuff has called on Mrs Somerville? It was all, Oh, dear! do you know Mrs Somerville? I should so like to know Mrs Somerville? Charles, my dear, I must have the carriage to go over and call on Mrs Somerville! Then, on the Friday following, the old Doubleimupshire Herald, a muddly county paper that seemed to edit itself, varied its quack-medicine advertisements with a list of the Lady patronesses for the forthcoming Infirmary Ball, in which Mrs Somervilles name headed the commoners, coming before Mrs Watkins, Mrs Large, Mrs Brogdale, and many others who thought themselves very great ladies indeed.

And this interpolation had been made, notwithstanding the ball had been fixed and the names published for some weeks before. Then came a letter from the secretary, requesting to know how many tickets he might have the honour of sending Mrs Somerville, which brought the matter fairly on the tapis  that is to say, under the cognizance of Mr Romford, whose little pig-eyes had detected the advertisement, though he had not thought proper to mention it. Bold Betsey, as usual, led the charge, taking advantage of a lull that occurred between the consumption of a couple of bottles of Lord Lovetins best port, and the adoption of gin and pipes by the gentlemen. At first, cunning Facey pretended not to hear, being busy with his baccy; so she addressed herself to our friend the horse-dealer, who commenced business with a cigar.

But Green was not quite happy in good society. He was conscious that he rather knocked his Hs about. Indeed he and his friend Billy Slater, the hatter of Bermondsey, had gone to the sign of the Mermaid at Margate only the summer before the period of our story, and Goodheart being spokesman had addressed the landlord (a cousin of Skittles), who was smoking a Manilla with ineffable ease at the front door, demanding to know if they could have a couple of good hairy bedrooms. Whereupon the landlord, taking his cigar from his mouth, replied with a supercilious smile, Well, I dont know; I can rub a couple with bears grease for you, if you like. And it was this not knowing whether to put the H in, or to leave it out, that made Goodheart uncomfortable. He knew that it was either one way or the other, and his anxiety to be right very often made him wrong. He, therefore, did not care to show off at the Infirmary Ball, and the long list of fashionable patronesses had no attractions for him. But the ladies, who saw the advantage, were all for going, and of course could not do without the gentlemen. Oh, what was to stop them from going? There was no hunting, and it would be something for them to do. The melon-frame would hold four, or two inside and two out if the gentlemen objected to the crinolines, and the cost of the conveyance would be all the same for four as for two. Then in answer to Goodhearts objections that he wouldnt know anyone, Lucy reminded him that she was a lady patroness, and her brother, Mr Romford, hunting the country. Lastly, Goodheart played his real card, namely, that they would smoke him and blow him, which would be prejudicial to the Beldon Hall ladies, as well as to himself. This argument rather told. Lucy was on her preferment, and must not do anything to bring her down the ladder of society. The associate of countesses, and viscountesses, and honourables must be discreet. Then Betsey Shannon, whose counterfeit abilities were first-rate, and who knew the advantages of a high-sounding name herself, suggested that Mr Green might go under an assumed one, or a title if he liked. And this idea being unanimously applauded, things began to get into the grooves that Lucy and Betsey wanted them. Facey thought it would be good fun to humbug the Larkspurites; and they began to consider what they should call Mr Green  Lord Topboots, Lord Silverpow, Lord Gammon, Lord Horseley, Lord Thoroughpin, Lord Spavin, Lord Stringhalt, Lord Glanders, and a variety of similar names.

No, no, interposed Betsey, seeing they were making fun of it, that will not do; he shall not be a lord at all. That will only set them looking into their Peerage, and pulling him to pieces.

Let him be a Sir  Sir Somebody Something; and then if they say hes not a Bart., you can say, no, hes a Knight; and if they say hes not a Knight, you can say, no, but hes just going to be made one, or put it off in that way. And this idea being applauded too, they began to try on other titles, just as Mrs Sponge tried on names when she changed hers from Sponge to Somerville. Sir Reginald Rover, Sir Arthur Archduke, Sir Timothy Trotter, Sir Peter  

No, no, said Betsey, lets have something that is neither too fine, nor too low  something that will sound so natural as not to create suspicion or inquiry, that will come trippingly off peoples tongues.

Suppose we call him Sir Roger de Coverley, suggested Mrs Somerville, still thinking of the ball.

No, that would be too theatrical, said Betsey; but we might call him Sir Roger something else  Sir Roger Russell, Sir Roger Brown.

Sir Roger Ferguson spose, said Facey.

Very good name, rejoined Betsey, very good name. Your servant, Sir Roger Ferguson, said she, rising and making Goodheart a low curtsey, just as she curtseyed for an encore at Highbury Barn.

And the man of the Hs finding there was no halterative, was at length obliged to submit, and ultimately came in to the humour also of having a star to decorate his coat on the occasion. This Betsey Shannon undertook to procure from the same quarter as she did the liveries and the uniform for Mr Proudlock the keeper.

Behold, then, the auspicious evening  a bright starlight night  with her now noble horse-dealer arrayed in a gentlemanly suit of black, relieved by his glittering star and snow-white head. Mr Romford, on the other hand, was gay and gaudy, scarlet Tick, white vest, with his El Dorado shirt puffing out in front beneath a white tie, altogether a very passable swell, and on very good terms with himself.

The ladies, we need scarcely say, were quite differently dressed to what they were at the Beldon Ball, for who can be expected to appear twice in the same costume  certainly not Mrs Somerville, or her fair friend Miss Hamilton Howard (vice Shannon), who had all the resources of London dressmakers at their command. Nothing to do but send off the order, and have the things down in no time. The coronetted Beldon Hall notepaper was as good as gold in the London market, and Madame Elisa and Co. could never see too much of it. It was always lying about their show-rooms.

Considering that there was so much money in Doubleimupshire, so many teapot-handle-makers, so many Ten-and-a-half-per-Centers, it was strange that they should have no better ball-room than what the old town-hall at Butterwick, built on the principle of Goldsmiths

Chests contrived a double debt to pay,

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day.

supplied. Nay, indeed, it had harder work than the chest of drawers, for it served as well for a corn and butcher market as a town-hall, while by closing up the interstices between the great stone pillars on which the brick edifice was raised, and opening a temporary staircase on the left, the lower part of the ball served for a theatre as well. So that, on an occasion like the present, the ball-comers might hear Hamlet junior objurgating his too too solid flesh, or get their toes trod on by the ghost of Hamlet senior stalking off the stage at cock-crow. Nay, indeed, at certain times  for instance, when an army was in motion, the setters-down had to wait for the nick of time before they could effect a passing at all, just as children at the sea-side have to wait till the receding wave gives them a chance of getting after their outward-bound boats. On this occasion a leathern-lunged Richard was roaring for his horse just as our Beldon party entered A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!

Ill suit you! exclaimed Goodheart in the same tone, ignorant of the situation, and forgetful of his greatness. The side scenes passed, and the sort of scaling-ladder staircase ascending, the adjuncts to the ball-room were little better than the arrangements down below. There was no cloak-room for the gentlemen, who had to hang their hats and wraps up in the passage, while that for the ladies was of the smallest, most circumscribed order, being, in fact, the apartment occupied by the market keeper and his wife.

The ball-room, however, was large and lofty, seventy feet by fifty, open up to the dark oak rafters of the roof. The walls were decorated with town and country notabilities  some in peers robes, some in aldermanic honours, some in plain clothes  all the work of first-rate country artists, quite ready to set Mr Ruskin and all the Royal Academy at defiance.

Of course a great man like our Master was hailed long before he got into the ball-room, and as Goodheart (now Sir Roger) and he stood waiting for the ladies  wondering what the deuce they were doing  Facey had an opportunity of introducing the Baronet to some of his acquaintances  Sir Roger Ferguson, Mrs Telford; Mr Bowman, Sir Roger Ferguson; Sir Roger Ferguson, Mr Lightfoot. But it was when the line of march was formed, and the gay-coloured party appeared improvingly at the door-way, the decorated Sir Roger beauing Mrs Somerville, our red-coated Romford escorting Miss Shannon, that the fever of excitement arose.

The opening dance was just over, the couples were sweeping the floor with their trains, while the chaperones sat by criticising their partners some feeling satisfied, others thinking they could have made a better selection. In a semicircular bay at the high end of the room, wherein they adjusted as well the weights and scales as the consequence of the county, was an imposing array of diamonded dowagers, locking terribly severe in their dignity of state. These were the titled patronesses, whose magnetic influence attracted sovereigns from the pockets of parties little accustomed to voluntary contributions. Even Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. himself has been drawn. As the Beldon party entered the room, and gradually approached the crescent of consequence, eye-glasses were raised, and inquiries were Who are these? Who have we here? eliciting whispers of Oh! this will be Mrs Somerville. This will be Mr Romfords sister. The first questions being quickly followed by Who is this with her? Who is the man with the star? A question that was not quite so easily answered.

On, on, our gallant party went, just as Lord Cardigan went against the cannon, only instead of charging right into them, they now wheeled round, our fair friends feeling satisfied that the dowagers could not take any more exception to the backs of their dresses than they could to the fronts. So they sailed slowly down the room again, looking out for admiration as they went.

Before, however, the party had got half way down the room there was a run upon our fair friends, Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. claiming Mrs Somerville, while young Joseph Large and Lovetin Lonnergan hastily disposed of their then partners in order to be first for Miss Howard. Large, however, got the lady, Lovetin not being able to find his partners chaperone so soon as the other, but Miss Howard made it all right by a sweet smile, and saying, Ill dance next dance with you, Mr Lonnergan. So Lovetin stood by, admiring her elegant figure and performance, thinking if father would but die he would marry her and set her up in Flush House to-morrow. Then came Lovetins turn  a quadrille  and Miss Howard was equally assiduous with him, for, with a father to die on each side, there really was not any great choice between the two thick-headed suitors. Large then had the pleasure of looking on and seeing that lout Lovetin getting all the sweet dimple-making smiles and smirks which, with a certain quantity of eye and tongue work, constitute what ladies call flirtation. Then, as they couldnt both dance with her at once, they began to engage Mrs Somerville for what Facey called the bye days, and she adroitly insinuated to each that he was the especial favourite, and that Miss Howard did not care a halfpenny for the other. She also intimated Miss Howard would have a large fortune from her grandmother, who was very old and much addicted to drink. Thus quickened, each resolved, if possible, to steal a march upon the other.

Facey and Sir Roger were thus left alone, and Facey renewed his introductions of his friend  Mr Crackenthorpe, Sir Roger Ferguson; Sir Roger Ferguson, Mr Elsome; Mr Thomas Tongue, Sir Roger Ferguson. And Mr Tongue, who was a general acquaintanceship man, believed he had had the honour of meeting Sir Roger before at their mutual friend Lord Lumbagos, if he mistook not; a fact that Sir Roger then perfectly recollected, and was much obliged to his friend, Mr Tongue, for reminding him. And Sir Roger tendered his hand very cordially in return. Then the two old friends walked about the room, and when people afterwards asked Tongue who that was with the star, he replied, Oh, thats my old friend, Sir Roger Ferguson; havent seen him these twenty years, never since we met at our poor friend Lord Lumbagos.

And Sir Roger Ferguson, being now pretty well laid in for acquaintance, told Romford not to mind him any more, but to get himself suited with a nice useful little short-legged woman, and go in for a dance. And the lisper making the grand entry just at the moment, our hero claimed her fair hand at once for a waltz, which he executed so clumsily as to draw forth a mental observation from Sir Roger that Mr R. must be a better hand at riding than he was at dancing. And the dowagers, having now reconnoitred Sir Roger from afar, and thinking he was a nice wholesome-looking man with his clean linen, snow-white head and roseate hue, began to negotiate for an introduction, and think of admitting of his star into their august circle, for which purpose Lady de Tabby, who was a regular pedigree monger, instructed Mr Thomas Tongue to tell his friend that a cousin of Lady Fergusons would be glad to make his (Sir Rogers) acquaintance. And, though there was no regular Lady Ferguson for Lady de Tabby to claim relationship with, yet he went boldly in for the introduction, and was presently seated between Lady de Tabby and the Honourable Mrs Freezer, to whom he was presently introduced by her ladyship. And Lady de Tabby, not driving the relationship scent beyond the first brush, Sir Roger let it drop also, and was presently engaged in criticising what he called the field; this girls looks, that ones figure and performances. Some he thought clever, but others, he said, wanted condition sadly. Thus Romford gained credit by Goodheart, and Goodheart lost nothing, except perhaps a few Hs, which the noise of the room concealed as they fell.

Meanwhile the ball proceeded with great vigour; the floor was good, barring certain sockets about the centre of the room, used for setting up the apparatus of conjurers and chairmen of quarter sessions, which those who had hit their toes against once, took care not to come in contact with a second time if they could help it, and though the three-and-fourpenny tea was a poor substitute for Lord Lovetins Cliquot champagne, so freely dispensed at Beldon Hall, yet it was better than nothing, and served to make a break in the evenings amusements. And in due time Sir Roger Ferguson sailed grandly up the middle of the room with Lady de Tabby on one arm, and the Honourable Mrs Freezer on the other, looking as consequential as a Lord Mayor in full fig. And Lady Camilla Snuff, who was in pretty much the same line of business as Lady de Tabby, and of course didnt like her, wondered who the pushing, tuft-hunting woman had got hold of now. Both the ladies in possession thought Sir Roger very agreeable, though he did not reciprocate by singing

How happy could I be with either, &c.

The fact was, Sir Roger would rather have been in bed.

And Mrs Somerville played her cards so well between the rival suitors that Lovetin Lonnergan, who was the more ardent and impulsive of the two, screwed up his courage during the dancing of the Lancers to sound Betsey Shannon if she would accept him conditionally  that is to say, accept him and keep the thing snug until father would be good enough to die, which he insinuated could not be very long, as he was seventy-six years of age, and getting very shaky on his pins. And Betsey, having the grande ronde of the dance to consider the matter in, recollecting that Large had a father too, a tougher-looking one than Lord Lonnergan, and that an offer was an offer  a good thing under any circumstances, she made as pretty a downcast simpering acceptance as she could raise, and at the conclusion of the dance was led, not to the hymenial altar, but to a smoking hot Gladstone claret cup now placed on the tea-table at the lower end of the room, wherein they pledged each other their troth.

Mrs Lovetin Lonnergan, your very good health.

Mr Lonnergan, your good health, whispered Betsey, turning her beautiful blue eyes full upon him. So they clenched the bargain.

Then meeting Mrs Somerville, who was now fanning the flame of young Larges ardour, telling him about the rich grandmamma addicted to drink, Betsey gave her a knowing look which, with a slight sideways jerk of her pretty head at her partner, as good as said Ive captured this cock.

And the Honourable Lovetin Lonnergan, flushed with success and the influence of the claret cup, looked at his opponent in a triumphant sort of way, as much as to say, I pity you, old boy! But Large, nothing daunted by the haughty appearance of the tenant in possession  on the contrary, rather encouraged by the agreeable intelligence just conveyed by Mrs Somerville  returned his supercilious stare with another, and a tolerably loud exclamation of What a lout that young Lonnergan is!

And now Mrs Somerville, having primed them both, and Sir Roger Ferguson having got rid of his tabbies, Mrs Somerville and he did the consequential up and down the ball-room together, eliciting bets from the acute and censorious as to how long it would be before she was Lady Ferguson.

Too old for her by half, said one.

Ah, but a star will compensate for all that, observed another.

Fresh old fellow, too, muttered a third.

What will old Bonus say? asked a fourth.

Never marry such an old rat as that, said a fifth.

Then the music sprang up again, and Sir Roger and Mrs Somerville stood criticising the performers, remarking on this ones head, that ones shoulders, tother ones feet. People do not work themselves so severely at a pay ball as they do at a gratis one. They seem as if they could get enough for their money, and having had it, go away. Whether it is the absence of the Cliquot, or gooseberry, as the case may be, or that they think it does not look well to stay too late, we know not; but certain it is, that there is always a great deal of forethought and arrangement about getting away.

On this occasion the stately patronesses began to move first; and Sir Roger Fergusons services were again enlisted in calling up and putting them into their carriages, which he did with the ease and agility of a London linkman. Then all the chaperones began looking at their variously-going watches, trying amongst them to cast the nativity of the time, followed by rushes at their panting yet avoiding charges, urging them not to engage themselves for any more dances, assuring them, perhaps, that the carriage had been called up a dozen times, or that it was an hour and a-half later than it really was. So at length the effervescence of the evening gradually died out; and, in lieu of sparkling eyes and twirling gauze, hooded nun-like ladies were seen hurrying along the passage, enveloped in the wraps and disguises of the night. Then came the descent of the scaling-ladder, the groping past the wings of the now deserted stage, and the ascent into the great family coach, or the squeeze into the curiously contrived turbot-wells of modern times. Away they drive, amid the varied thoughts and reflections of the hour. Those who have done well hug themselves with the recollection of it; those who have done little make the most of that little, and, casting forward to the future, hope for better luck another time. Foremost in the happy party was our friend Betsey Shannon, who could hardly wait until the melon-frame got clear of the jolty cobble-stones of Butterwick ere she announced to her fair companion (Sir Roger and Facey being outside), that she had brought him to book.

Well, which? exclaimed Lucy, who had forwarded both their suits so evenly as to be unable to say which was likely to be the winner.

Lovetin! replied Betsey, with emphasis.

Bravo, Lovetin! exclaimed Lucy, clapping her pretty hands. Bravo, Lovetin! repeated she. Ah, now! if father would but die, she added, with a laugh.

Well, its not to be till then, rejoined Betsey.

Ah, but I wouldnt stand that, said Lucy. Make him marry you now, dear, and keep it snug till father does die, if Lovetin likes. Safe bind, safe find, is a capital maxim.

Well, but suppose he wont? said Betsey, who did not like to lose the chance of being Mrs Lonnergan.

Then take tother chap; hes quite as good a catch as Lovetin, only his pa is a little younger; but then, on the other hand, they say Pippin Priory is a much better place than Flush House.

True, ruminated Betsey, true; adding, either would do very well.

Hes sure to offer, observed Lucy, sure to offer. Im only surprised he hasnt done it to-night. I primed him up that you were a member of one of the oldest families in Wales, and had a boskey old grandmother at Leighton-Buzzard, who would leave you a hatful of money.

Indeed, laughed Betsey, joyfully. Anything better than dancing at Highbury Barn. If Large has the pull in the face way, tother has it in the figure.

Oh, all cats are grey in the dark, rejoined Lucy. You catch one of them, and get a home of your own; for theres nothing so bad as dependence.

True, assented Miss Shannon.

The two ladies then leant back in the carriage, each following a line of scent of her own; Betsey thinking what a dash she would cut at Flush House (for the Honourable had inducted her into the anticipated carriage splendour), Lucy thinking how to play Large off against Lonnergan, so as to secure one or other for her friend. At length Lucy spoke, breaking in upon an imaginary carriage airing that Betsey was taking with her lovely Lonnergan.

Oh, I would make him marry you off-hand now, said she, reverting to her former position. If he wont, Joe Large will. Indeed, as I said before, I only wonder he didnt offer to-night.

Well, I think he will, replied Betsey; only, as he seemed to be leading up to the point, that stupid matter-of-fact hatter came up, and would have me to dance with him, and stuck to us till I did.

Stupid marplot! muttered Lucy; these sort of boobies think that people come to balls to do nothing but dance; whereas everyone knows that the real business of a ball is either to look out for a wife, to look after a wife, or to look after somebody elses wife. However, never mind, continued she, drawing the buffalo skin coverlid up to her chin, never mind. Large will come to call before long, and then we will see what we can do, for sharp must be the word,  first come first served, the rule. Such chances as these dont occur every day; and though people are good enough to take us at our own price at present, yet there is no saying how soon a change may come, and then they would be equally furious the other way; so we must just strike while the irons hot, and capture one or other of the idiots.

So saying, she gradually sunk off in a doze, and the next thing that occurred was the tapping of Independent Jimmys great knuckles at the melon-frame window, announcing that they were back at Beldon Hall.

Noo, then, get oot! said he, clattering down the harsh iron! steps, and leaving them to effect the descent as they could.

The ladies and gentlemen hurried into the house, and discarding their wraps, they awoke Dirtiest of the Dirty, who was dosing over the breakfast-room fire, dreaming of Percival Pattycake. They discussed the events of the evening over some of Lord Lovetins best Cognac brandy; and at twenty minutes to four Mr Romford moved the adjournment of the debate.


LVII. THE COUNTESS OF CAPERINGTON
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MRS SOMERVILLE WAS RIGHT IN the advice she gave Miss Shannon, when coming home from the Infirmary Ball, to get married as quick as she could, for things at Beldon Hall had gone so extremely well that Lucy feared a reverse.

She thought it was too good to last. We often see things in this world go so smoothly at first that there seems no chance of a failure, when all of a sudden they take a turn, and down they come with a run. Certainly, amongst them our friends at Beldon Hall combined as much duplicity as could well be contained in a party of four. First there was Mr Romford, acting the turbot-on-its-tail, deceiving poor Lord Lovetin, Lord Lonnergan, and all; then there was Mrs Sponge, calling herself Mrs Somerville, and Betsey Shannon, arrogating the distinguished name of Hamilton Howard; and now the old Clerkenwell oss dealer, Mr Goodhearted Green, passing himself off for a baronet.

All or any were liable to be detected at any moment  Mr Romford by Lord Lovetins making his long-meditated journey to England, Mrs Somerville by the frequenters of theatres and cigar shops, Miss Shannon by half the counter-skippers in London, and Sir Roger Ferguson by any stray tourist or stableman with whom he had ever done business.

The only way our friends bore up against the accumulation of deceit was, by never thinking of the consequences. Enough for the day was the evil thereof, they all felt. There was no disputing one thing, namely, that they had been most wonderfully favoured, and that people seemed quite as much inclined to deceive themselves as they were to deceive them. But a day of reckoning always comes at last, though in this case neither man nor woman was the immediate cause of its advent.

Leotard, the wondrous Leotard, the cream-coloured ladys horse, who has already played such a conspicuous part in our story, was now destined to fulfil still greater achievements. The last we heard of him was, when the boy Bill satisfied himself of his paces by private trial at Tarring Neville, while Mr Romford and Mrs Somerville were regaling after the hunt with the considerate Mrs Watkinss bag fox. Since then Mrs Somerville had ridden Leotard with varying success and satisfaction, the horse sometimes going remarkably well, sometimes only middling  oftener, perhaps, middling than well  at other times ill, or rather not at all. Lucy, however, never risked an open rupture with him. If she found he was going to be queer, she went home with him, pretending that his way was hers also. So the horse maintained his reputation for beauty and docility. Mrs Somerville and her horse were always greatly admired: people were proud to open the gates for her.

Foremost among the horses admirers was Independent Jimmys friend, Mr Hazey, or Second-hand Harry, as he was commonly called. Hazey was always on the look-out for horses, not so much to supply his own wants as to know where to lay hands on them, in case he could place them to advantage,  that is to say, get a little more for them than he gave. He was always touting, and sneaking, and do-you-know-anything-to-suit-me-jug? every man he met. Cheating in horses has become quite a science. Formerly the dealers had the monopoly, but what they now facetiously call the gentlemen have trod heavily on their heels of late. They are more skilful, more unscrupulous, and, we really think, lie better. The fact is, the real professionals havent time to concoct the ingenious and elaborate schemes now hit off by the disengaged idler. Moreover, the amateurs have access to society that the dealers have not; know the haunts and habits of victims better, and how to cajole them.

What is the waste of a week to a man who has nothing whatever to do but sit in the Park and pick his teeth with a quill? But time is money with a horse-dealer. He may have to be in Edinburgh, or Exeter, or Horncastle, while the other gentleman is arranging his plant.

Hazey had a great connection in what Mr Thackeray would have called the Roundabout line  many touts, many spies, many stable sneaks, many idle gentlemen, looking out for him. He knew how to keep the lower order of veterinary surgeons in good humour, so as to get them to pass almost anything. One of his cardinal rules was, never to tell where a horse came from. If he bought him in Cheshire, he would declare he came from Shropshire; if he came from the east, he would say he came from the west. In this there was good policy, for there is nothing so easy as to find out all about a horse, provided you can but find out where he comes from. Every ostler and helper can tell you something, and they generally speak truly, too. Tommy will mind his being foaled; Jacky will remember his being backed; Tomkins can tell when he was shod; and plenty will remember when he first came out with the hounds with Willy Winship on his back, who, of course, showed them all the way.

Now, as ill-luck would have it, among Mr Hazeys many miscellaneous friends, was the well-known Captain Coper, late of that distinguished corps, the Horse Marines, who, at this juncture, knew a man who knew a female woman who knew a gentleman who knew the Right Honourable the Countess of Caperington, and her ladyship wanted a horse  a perfect ladys horse  for which her noble husband would give any reasonable price. And a lady in that position not being likely to remain long unsuited,  at all events, unsolicited,  she was presently besieged with horses of all sorts and sizes: hay horses, brown horses, black horses, a great variety of horses; but unless a party is properly introduced, that is to say, has made a satisfactory arrangement with the middle-man, he has very little chance of effecting a deal, and the Countess had rejected horse after horse that might have suited her uncommonly well if they had not been crabbed by the go-between, who, of course, had not been properly propitiated.

At length Captain Coper (who had then lately been rusticating over the water) heard of her Ladyships want, and bestirred himself to supply it. Resolving in his capacious mind the various parties he had done business with, he came to the conclusion that Mr Hazey, being a master of hounds, would be the most likely (supposing they could agree upon terms) to supply the deficiency and obtain a long price. So he wrote Dear Hazey a letter, asking what he had in the ladys horse line, and the percentage he would stand for an introduction to a real live Countess in want of a perfect picture of a horse. And Hazey, albeit he had a horse or two that had something in the habit line, to wit, Bills gallant grey, and a bay that dug its toes into the ground at each tenth step, and shied at everything it met on the road, yet he still thought they were hardly up to the exalted honour of carrying a Countess  no doubt a pretty one, as Countesses always are. If she had been a commoner, he would have tried it on with these, declaring there were not two such paragons in the world, and were both so good that he didnt care which he sold.

But a Countess might be made available in a variety of ways: she might call on Mr Hazey in London  she might present Anna Maria at Court, perhaps, which would be extremely agreeable. And the thought of Anna Maria presently brought Mr Romford to his recollection, and in due course came Mrs Somerville and her beautiful cream-coloured horse. Ah, there now!  there was an animal! mused Hazey, with a chuck of his chin; the very thing, if Mrs Somerville would but sell him. And there was no saying but she might sell him  didnt see why she shouldnt sell him. He was sure he would sell him if he had him, and could get a good price. Then the recollection of Facey and the hospital for decayed sportsmen rather checked him. They might be extra-independent, to be sure, but still he didnt see why he mightnt sound them; so he set Bill to set Silkey, to set Storey the horse-breaker, to set big Rumbold the veterinary surgeon of Burchester, to ferret out what chance there was of Mrs Somerville selling Leotard.

And now, whilst they are busy prosecuting their inquiries, we will say a few words respecting the Countess of Caperington herself.

The Right Honourable the Countess of Caperington, we need scarcely say, was not always the Countess of Caperington: no, nor anything approaching one. In fact, she began life as an actress, as Miss Spangles of the Theatre Royal, Bungington. Here her beauty and ardent coquetry captivated a fast young baronet, the late Sir Harry Scattercash, of Nonsuch House in G  shire. Miss Spangles became Lady Scattercash, and did the honours of the house with great liberality so long as there was any house to do the honours in. All the sock-and-buskin tribe had a hearty welcome at Nonsuch House, and long and serious were the symposia that ensued. Mrs Somerville, then Lucy Glitters, had the run of the house, and it is not unlikely that what she there saw taught her how to manage matters at Beldon Hall. And of all the sock-and-buskin tribe none was more truly welcome than that celebrated actor Mr Orlando Bugles, late of the Surrey Theatre. Bugles had a bed whenever he liked to run down: nor was he shy in availing himself of his privilege.

Drinking, however, is only a question of time, and sooner or later has always the same ending. Worn out with debauchery and premature decay, Sir Harry Scattercash presently departed this life at the early age of thirty-two, and where could the lovely widow seek for sweeter solace than on the manly bosom of Mr Bugles. Lady Scattercash married him. But beloved Orlando, we are sorry to say, took to evil ways also  brandy-and-water was his bane too; and twice in three years Lady Scattercash found herself a widow. Having seen Bugles buried, b-e-a-u-tifully put away, as she described it, she again came to town, and presently terminated an engagement at the Lord Lowther music saloon by running away. The next thing heard of her was, that she had become the Countess of Caperington! How this came about nobody knows but the Earl and Countess themselves, and being a lady before the marriage this match excited far less attention than it would have done had it been contracted with Miss Spangles. Sir Charles Bridoon, the next taker of the title, or the Ladies Caresson, the Earls sisters, might complain and say, Who is this Lady Scattercash? but the world at large were content to take her Ladyship as a true and correct Countess. And, indeed, so far as looks were concerned, she was an ornament to the Peerage, for she was just in the full development of womanly beauty  fat, fair, and thirty, with as much ease and vivacity as Betsey Shannon herself. The Earl was as proud of her as if he had married her first-hand, and was never tired of contemplating her beautiful face under a variety of bonnets. Not only bonnets, but hats, caps, hoops, everything that appeared in the chronicles of fashion. When her Ladyships carriage drew up with a dash at Mrs Slyboots the milliners, in the commercial town of Worryworth, there used to be such a commotion raised in the shop, to the neglect of all the rest of the customers, Mrs Boots breaking off in her recommendation of thirteen-and-ninepenny bonnets for two guineas, with Mary! Jane! Susan! to her elegant young people who were serving, look out!  look out! Heres the Countess of Caperington coming!  heres the Countess of Caperington coming! as if all peoples wants were to succumb to those of her Ladyship. Then there was such curtseying, your Ladyshipping, and worshipping, as if nobodys custom was worth anything compared to her Ladyships.

Our business at present, however, is to get the Countess a horse; so, leaving her to turn over the contents of Mrs Slyboots shop at her leisure, we will proceed to inquire after Mr Hazeys success in the equestrian line.


LVIII. THE DEAL
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MR RUMBOLD, THE VETERINARY SURGEON, did not take much by his journey to Beldon Hall. The fact was, Mr Facey had his servants better drilled than to give information to people merely because they wanted to have it; and our friend being a bit of a vet himself, Rumbold was just about the last man he wanted to see hanging about his stables. Nor was Hazey more successful with either Jowers the blacksmith, or Mr Golightly the exciseman: for Chowey spun one of them out of his stable, and Swig the other. And Captain Coper being exigeant,  having, as he wrote, many applications from other parties anxious to suit the fair Countess with a horse, Hazey was obliged to Dear Romford our hero, and to have recourse to the lie applicable to the occasion. Thus he wrote:  

Tarring Neville,

Thursday Night.

DEAR ROMFORD.  I chanced to hear out hunting to-day that Mrs Somerville has some thought of parting with her cream-coloured horse (Blondin, I think she calls him); and I write to say that if it should happen to be the case, I think I know of a lady who would be likely to be a purchaser. Of course, at this time of year, ladies horses are not in great demand; but I think, with a little management, we might get what is fair and right, which I am sure is all that either of us would think of requiring. I hope this sale, if true, is not a sign of Mrs Somervilles departure, for we can ill afford to lose so ornamental an appendage to our hunting-fields and to society in general. Mrs Hazey and my daughter beg their kind regards to her and Miss Herbert, with, my dear Romford,

Yours very truly,

H. Hazey.

FRANCIS ROMFORD, Esq.,

Beldon Hall, Doubleimupshire.

The letter came very opportunely, for Sir Roger Ferguson was still at Beldon Hall, which enabled our Master to arrange with him the price of the horse, as well as to use Sir Roger as an incentive to the intending purchaser. There is generally a fat goose in every hunt, who is the reputed purchaser of all the horses that other people want to sell, and your regular sticker for price can never give a direct answer, without first indulging in a great, long exordium as to what said goose will give. So Sir Roger was now selected to fill the honourable post of puffer to Leotard. Lucy therefore wrote, on her own account, to say that her horse was for sale, and, by a single coincidence, their friend, Sir Roger Ferguson, was anxious to purchase him for a Park hack for himself; but, hearing that a lady wanted him, with his usual gallantry, the worthy Baronet consented to waive his preference, and let Mr Hazeys friend have the refusal of him. Then, without saying anything about the horses merits, defects, or peculiarities, she branched off upon the weather, hoping the frost would soon give, and enable the poor pent-up fox-hunter to take the field! and reciprocated Miss Hamilton Howards and her own good wishes to Mrs Hazey and family, and volunteered to send Mr Romfords and Sir Rogers also.

Then, in a postscript, she adroitly added, that Sir Roger had offered £150 for Leotard, at which price Mr Hazey could have him.

The answer rather staggered friend Hazey, for £150 was a London price  quite an immense one in the country, where they expect to get two or three horses for that money; added to which, Hazeys own profit and Captain Copers regulars would bring the price up to a couple of hundred. Then, on the other hand, there was a Countess and a Baronet to operate upon; and, all things considered, Hazey thought he should not be doing himself injustice if he wrote Coper word he had a perfect animal at command for £175; adding, that the Countess must be quick in her decision, for there was a Baronet after the horse, who didnt stick at price. Hazey then gave a very minute description of Leotard, so glowing and flattering that few could resist him.

Coper was a dashing dealer, always rounding his figures and going for guineas, and immediately made Hazeys £175 into two hundred guineas, at which price he wrote the man who knew the female woman who knew the gentleman who was acquainted with the Countess of Caperington, that a perfect ladys horse could be had. He also copied the descriptive part of Mr Hazeys letter, and dwelt on the fact of the Baronets competition. And the offer, in due course, came to the Countess. Now, two hundred guineas is a longish price for a hack; but then it is a price that carries such respectability with it as almost to supersede the necessity of circumspection. Who would think of asking two hundred guineas for a horse that was not something out of the common way. A twenty is always a suspicious animal; but three-figure horses sell themselves. Moreover, the Countess fancied the cream-colour; thought she would look well upon it, with its flowing mane and tail; and so there was nothing for it but to have it. A cheque was therefore transmitted by the circuitous route that the message had come. Coper then docked off his regulars; Hazey took his; and, finally, Mrs Somerville received a hundred and fifty pounds for a horse that Goodhearted Green had bought for the various sums of thirteen pounds, twelve, and eleven.

Not that Lucy got the money; but Mr Hazeys cheque was drawn in her favour; and she had to indorse it ere Mr Romford and Goodheart could manipulate the money, according to the peculiar arrangement that existed between them.


LIX. THE DISASTER  THE LORD HILL HOTEL AND POSTING-HOUSE
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THE EARL AND COUNTESS OF Caperington were staying at their seat, Caperington Castle, enjoying the old-womanly sport of battueing, when the wondrous Leotard arrived. Here they were, entertaining a semi-distinguished party  not quite good enough to advertise, perhaps, but still very sounding in titles. Two or three dowagers, who lived half the year at their own expense and half at other peoples; some distinguished foreigners, some equally distinguished Englishmen. The guests being chiefly of the adhesive order, were about tired of each other; consequently anything that created conversation was extremely acceptable. Leotard now furnished some.

He was greatly praised and admired by all  all excepting Mr Bustler, who called himself his Lordships stud-groom, though the stud only consisted of a few ponies. Bustler had not been properly propitiated in the £  s  d transaction, and thought Leotard had been punctured for a spavin, though nothing of the sort had ever been done. Indeed, if Leotards mental qualifications had been as good as his bodily ones, he would have been a very nice horse, and well worth a hundred pounds. But, like many bipeds, he could better bear adversity than prosperity, and as soon as ever he got his condition up a little, back came all his bad qualities. He then would not do anything he didnt like, and if coerced, resented it. He then either kicked the party over his head, or, in the language of the low dealer, saluted the general  that is to say, reared up on end.

Now Leotard, with a perversity that had always distinguished him, went perfectly well on the first days of trial: the Countesss way being apparently his, and the Countesss pace also. When, however, he became better acquainted with the roads and the country, he began to exercise a judgment of his own; and one day, when the Countess wanted to canter across the grass sidings of the Rosendale road, to meet the overladen market coaches, Leotard insisted upon taking her to Tewkesbury. Not that he had any acquaintance at Tewkesbury  indeed, we dare say if she had pulled him up for Tooksbury, as she called it, he would have insisted upon going to Rosendale. It was just a spirit of contradiction  a sort of equine awkwardness that nobody could account for. The Countess, however, had a spirit too; and, moreover, had no idea of a horse, for which her noble husband had given such a liberal price, presuming to exercise a will of his own. So she just administered the whip  one, two, three; but before she got four the horse was up straight on end, and the Countess was down over his tail. It was just Mrs Rowley Rounding over again. Then off went the horse, full tilt at first, but not finding himself pursued, he relaxed into a snorting, tail-distended, head-diverging trot, as though he were surveying the landscape  much after the manner of the Benicia Boy. General chasers made a click at him, as they called it; but Leotard evaded them all, and entered Caperington Park just as the noble Earl and his party opened fire on the rabbits on Fourburrow Hill. Then there was such a commotion, and sending off, and running heel, to track the offender back to the site of the dissolution of partnership. The Countess, however, had tucked up her habit, and one of the before-mentioned overladen market coaches coming up, she hailed it, and made three on the box, sitting between the coachman and a puffy butcher from Bassetlaw. Thus she met the affrighted party, easing their minds but not her own, for she was very angry with the horse, and wanted to give him a good whipping. When, however, she saw him stand and deliver Mr Bustler like a shot, she thought she had better do it by deputy; still more so when she saw a helper share her own fate. The horse was then unanimously pronounced to be vicious.

At this juncture there appeared upon the scene our rosy-gilled, silvery-haired friend, now no longer Sir Roger Ferguson, but the old original Goodhearted Green, of Brown Street, Bagnigge Wells Road. Goodheart was so overcome with grief at the Countesss misfortunes, that he could scarcely find utterance for his sorrow. Oh dear, he was distressed! he was urt! he didnt know the time when he had been so put about! Hadnt slept a wink for two nights for thinkin ont. The Countess ought never to get on to such a quadruped again. He knew the oss  wicked, mistetched animal, that had been turned out of half the stables in London. People that sold such osses ought to be indicted for conspiracies. And after a good deal of similar palaverment, he concluded by saying he thought he knew a man who would give fourteen or fifteen pound for him; which Goodheart affirmed was more than he was worth. And though it certainly was a miserably dejected figure to take for a two-hundred-guinea horse, yet, when he wont do anything for his keep, what is the use of him? So they just let him go, hoping to set something back from Coper and Hazey. Coper, of course, could not be found; and though Hazey liked Countesses, he loved money more, and could not bear to part with his beloved gains. It was hard to lose the profit of his labour, especially when he believed the objection to the horse was founded partly on caprice, and partly on incompetence. The boy Bill assured him that nothing could go better than the horse did the morning he tried him at Tarring Neville; and certainly Mrs Somerville rode him with the greatest ease and composure. If the Countess had given more for him than she liked, that was no reason for dissolving the bargain. Many people expected more than they got, and those who knew the least about horses always expected the most. Hazey had had many such, but none of them had ever got a halfpenny out of him. He didnt sell hands, only horses.

The horse, we need scarcely say, was soon back into Beldon Hall, undergoing the treatment and discipline necessary for keeping him in something like subjection; and when Mr Hazey heard that Mrs Somerville was riding him as usual, he gained confidence in his cause, and asserted boldly that the horse was as quiet as a lamb, and had doubtless been ridden injudiciously, or spoiled by mismanagement.

The Countess felt piqued at this announcement, conceiving that it conveyed an imputation on her horsemanship; for though she was not in reality a good rider. yet she thought she was, and perhaps was more sensitive on the point than if she had really been one. The Earl, too, backed her opinion, seeing that she sat well on her horse and looked the equestrian; and the party generally favoured the view that the horse was vicious. Hazey, however, held out the other way; and for once believing his own story, stated that the fact was capable of proof, for the horse might be seen with the Larkspur Hounds almost every day in the week; Mr Hazey, perhaps, not thinking that anyone would be at the trouble of making the long journey for the purpose of seeing. Here, however, he was mistaken, for railways have annihilated distance; and having got a locality to work upon, the Countess talked and fretted, and fretted and talked till she worked herself up into a resolution to go and see. If anybody would go with her, she would really go and see. She would like uncommonly to go and see. She thought it would be very good fun to go and see. And a lady in that mood not being likely to remain unescorted, especially when she paid the expenses first, Major Elite, and then Mrs Mountravers  both staying guests  volunteered their services to accompany her into Doubleimupshire. And as none of them had ever been there before, or had the slightest idea how to get to it, the expedition furnished abundant food for conversation; first to find out what part of Doubleimupshire Mr Romford hunted; secondly, how it was to be got at, and, thirdly, where the meets of the hounds were.

To this end maps, and books, and Bells Lifes, and Bradshaws were consulted, and calculations made for train meeting, and crossing, and catching. Then came the sorting and packing and arranging for the journey, the Countess taking as much luggage as in former times would have served a traveller to India, all, of course, directed  so that they who run might read To the Right Honourable the Countess of Caperington. Then there was such a to-do about her Ladyships man, and her Ladyships maid, and her Ladyships this, and her Ladyships that.

At length they got started as well from the castle as from the neighbouring station of Lilleyfield, and, after numerous halts, and stops, and changes, with the usual variations of speed peculiar to different trains and systems of railway, they found themselves, towards sunset, contemplating the tall spire of Dirlingford Church from a dumpy little station about a mile from the town. Railways which make some places ruin others, and Dirlingford had suffered the latter fate. The railway seemed to have sucked all the life out of it  taken it all up to Pickering Nook. So few passengers stopped there that the solitary omnibus did not meet every train, and now that the driver had got a haul in the graceful person of the Countess and her attendants, he seemed appalled at the quantity of luggage. Didnt know how he should ever get it up. Independent Jimmy would have had it on during the time this one was looking at it. At last, with the aid of the porter, he got it accomplished, and the party being now seated Where to? was the question. Head Inn! was the answer.

Thatll be the Lord ill, then, said he, and, hurrying round to his horses he mounted his box and drove down to the town.

The Lord Hill hotel and posting house, at Dirlingford, was a good sample of the old-fashioned way-side inn, now fast disappearing before the march of modern civilisation. It was a great gaunt four-storeyed small-windowed red brick house, standing right in the middle of the High Street, its front-door reached by an iron-railed flight of steep stone steps. On the right of the door was a caged bell that had announced the coming of many a carriage; on the left the name of the landlord, John Scorer, with the words neat wines, neat post-chaises below. Above the door was the sign of the house, the Lord Hill, a faded warrior in fall uniform, powdered and pig-tailed according to the prevail in fashion of the day.

At one time it kept twelve pair of post-horses, besides a few that worked on the farm, and seven long coaches changed horses at it twice a day. Great were the gains from the unfortunate victims whom necessity compelled to take the road in those days. They were treated much like cattle at a market, pushed and squeezed and fed anyhow. It was for the great magnates of the road that the landlords attention and civility were reserved. Then, when the bow-legged next boy out descried the coming carriage, he gave the caged door-bell such a ringing as caused a similar commotion in the house to that which attended the coming of the Countess of Caperington to Mrs Slyboots the milliners, at Worryworth. The Lord Hill was convulsed.

And the mention of her Ladyship reminds us that we have got her and her party in the Dirlingford omnibus, from which we had better extract them as soon as we can. One disadvantage of the now universal use of public conveyances undoubtedly is, that consequence does not get properly attended to. When that the maid dresses so much finer than the mistress, it is difficult at first sight to distinguish between them  to say which is which. The Countess, however, was not one of that sort, and always dressed as became her exalted station, and the bus had scarcely stopped at the Lord Hill hotel and posting-house door ere it was bruited throughout that a great lady had come. Then down went Scorers pipe on the inner bar table. Mrs Scorer adjusted her antiquated frilled cap in the looking-glass, the old bed-gowned chambermaid, Rebecca, slid downstairs, holding on by the banisters, and Timothy, the bald-headed, short-breeched antediluvian waiter, with something between a napkin and a duster in his hand, waddled out of the commercial room to join the commotion in the passage. Great was the bobbing and bowing and curtseying and your Ladyshipping, great the gesticulation to induce them to get forward out of the way of the now-coming boxes, and ascend the narrow staircase to the gloomy regions above. Of course there wasnt a fire in any of the rooms, but they would light one directly, Scorer said. And to this end Rebecca began to strike a light with a flint and steel in the Trafalgar, declaring she could get one sooner that way than with a lucifer-match.

The Lord Hill, was a close, frowsy old house, from which every breath of air seemed to be excluded by heavily-dressed curtains before the never-opened windows. The sitting-rooms were large and low, their lowness being further aggravated by most oppressively heavy mouldings on the ceilings. It was enough to give one the nightmare to think of such ceilings. As to those grand old temples of suffocation, the large four-post beds in the small rooms, the large boot-jack, the diminutive towel, and insoluble soap, they are yet to be found in most countries, and need not be described. We also pass by as well the order for, as the incidents of, the mutton-chop dinner  the offer of everything, with the reduction to nothing; the battered copper-betraying side-dishes, the green hook, and dull needle-case-shaped champagne-glasses, with the strong loathsome cheese that followed the dry unpalatable tart. Let us suppose the evening spent; the long wax lights replaced by short ones, and our tired travellers off to bed, to sleep, to dream, or perchance be bit by bugs.

Those who have watched the progress of public conveyances, seen how the fastidiousness of former times has gradually disappeared before the lights of common-sense and utility, can have little doubt that another great change is coming over the nation in the matter of domestic economy. The universality of travel; the extreme difficulty of getting servants at home  the hopelessness of managing them when got; all tend to show that clubs, which answered so well for gentlemen, are about to be extended to families, in the shape of the magnificent hotels now rising up all around, where, if people do pay for accommodation, they at all events get an equivalent for their money.


LX. SPITE OF ALL AND STAND AGAINST ALL
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MR FACEY ROMFORD, LIKE MOST good sportsmen, eschewed show meets: he also avoided making them at inns or public-houses. He had no fancy for being waylaid by skirmishers on the look-out in the highways and byways, to bring in all they could catch to be stuffed with a second breakfast before he had half digested the first. Still less to have his hounds pressed upon or ridden over by pot-valiant horsemen fresh from the joys of the tap or the table. Hence some of his meets were rather ambiguous, especially to strangers, of which, however, there were few came into the country. A bridge, a milestone, or guide-post were all favourite places of his; but among the anonymous ones was a place called Spite of All, whose locality was difficult to fix. The name was not very promising, suggestive more of the tenacity of the squatter than the politeness of the country. And Spite of All was one of those troublesome encroachments against which the Lord Lonnergans of former times used to be content to issue their edicts without seeing them enforced. Spite of All had therefore become a freehold, and had to be respected, notwithstanding it stood on the domains of a Duke. But it so happened that Spite of All was not the only place of this description in Doubleimupshire. On the north-east side was its duplicate, called Stand against All, and people in the hurry of the moment were very apt to mistake one for the other. There was an obstinate resistance recorded against each, with a triumphal retention by both the parties in possession.

Well, the meets of Mr Romfords hounds for the week were, Monday, Raw Marsh; Wednesday, Thorncross Hill; Friday Spite of All; Saturday, the tenth milestone on the Larkspur Road. Friday is generally considered an unlucky day; at all events a day that people do not generally choose for their pleasure expeditions; and it was unlucky on this occasion; for if the meet had been transposed, Friday the tenth milestone, and Saturday Spite of All, Mrs Somerville would have been at Spite of All, and not at the road meet, while, in consequence of the confusion of manner and ideas, the Countess would have been at the road meet, and not at Spite of All, so they would never have met, for Mr Hazey picked up another customer for the Leotard horse before the Monday.

But we anticipate.

One might as well ask a hairdresser or a haberdasher about the meets of the hounds as the waiter at an inn, but attached to the Lord Hill hotel was an antediluvian postboy  one Benjamin Bucktrout, the last of the twelve who had driven from that door  whose geographical knowledge was said to be great. Bucktrout was an illustration of the truth of the old saying, that nobody ever saw a dead postboy, for if he had been anything else he would have been dead long since. As it was there was little left of him but his chin and his hands, save what people might conjecture was in his jacket and boots. And the Countess of Caperington, who was accustomed to have everything arranged for her, told her maid Priscilla, when she herself retired to her great tabernacle of a bed, to find out how long it would take to go to Spite of All, and to call her accordingly. Then Bucktrout being appealed to, declared he knew the place quite well, and that it would take him an hour and twenty minutes to go there, part of the road being, he said, in a very indictable state of repair. And so he was ordered to time himself to be there at 10.30 to a minute, the Countess never allowing anyone to be unpunctual but herself.

Accordingly next morning, Bucktrout, having made himself as great a swell as he could,  scrumpy red jacket, with blue glas-buttons and tarnished silver lace at the black cotton-velvet collar and cuffs; questionable breeches, with seedy boots, turned round a very passable queens-coloured barouche with a gorgeous crown on the panel, drawn by a pair of high-boned, hard-featured white horses, the usual accompaniments of wedding festivities. Then the footman and Priscilla the maid, and the landlord and the landlady, having made as much fuss and preparation as they could, what with cloaks and cushions and furs and footwarmers, stood waiting the descent with a graduated sliding scale of spectators tapering away from the doorsteps down to the kennel. And, after a sufficient pause old Timothy announced that the Countess was coming! the Countess was coming! Then all was eyes right and attention: Bucktrout, subsiding in his saddle, contemplated his horses ears, while John Thomas stood bolt uprights holding the carriage door in his right hand. Priscilla occupied the other side of the steps to assist the crinolines in their ascent into the carriage, while the rest of the party ranged themselves in a semi-circular tableau, after the manner of actors when the curtain is going to fall. The great people get in, the voluminous clothes are arranged, and the door closed quickly to prevent an egression.

Right! cries the gold-lace-hat footman, as he jumps into the rumble, and away they bowled up the grass-grown High Street of Dirlingford, drawing many fair faces to the windows, and eliciting many ejaculations of Who can those be? Who can those be? Bless us, what swells!

Bucktrout did his best to keep the old nags up to their collars as they pottered over the uneven cobble-stones of the street, not knowing how a judicious display might tend to take the wind out of the sails of the opposition spicey greys at the Golden Fleece inn; but as they got upon the level surface of the Silverdale Road the old gentleman gradually relaxed in his exertions until a very gentle rise in his saddle alone denoted that the horses were not walking  indeed, at one time, they looked as if they were all going to sleep together.

Bucktrout was a ruminating old boy, and between cogitations as to whether he should drag down High Higson Hill, or risk it, where he was likely to get his dinner, and what the Countess would be likely to give him over his mileage for driving, he directed his attention to the question of getting to his destination. Stand agin All, muttered he Stand agin All; thatll be by Fitzwarren, and round the old tower to Happyfield Green and Ringland.

Stand agin All  Stand agin All. Sure it was Stand agin All that they said, continued he, rubbing his nose on the back of his old parchmentlike glove as a sudden thought came across his mind, whether it was Stand agin All, or Spite of All that they said. Sure it was Stand agin All, they said, repeated he, giving the led horse a refresher with his knotty whip, as if to get him to coincide in that view. Still Buckey had his doubts about it, and as he jipped and jogged he began, like a prudent general, to think how he should manage matters in case he was wrong. Spite of All and Stand agin All were very much alike, he said; one as bad as the other amost; couldnt make much difference which they went to. Most likely it was one of those things they call pic-nicks, where folks make themselves as uncomfortable as they can, and call it pleasure. Sure, for his part, he would like to sit at a table with a clean cloth before him, and a knife and fork to eat with, instead of his fingers. Then he gave his own horse a dig with his spur, by way of preserving the balance of pace.

Meanwhile the Countess and party, having timed themselves as well as they could by their watches, began looking about for the usual indications of the chase  foot-people in a hurry, grooms with their masters horses, sedate gentlemen jogging on with their own. The Countess expected to see the naughty Leotard pop up at every point. But no; neither pedestrian, nor equestrian, not even the man with the colt in the breaking-reins appears. Major Elite suggested that perhaps Mr Romfords half-past ten meant eleven. Many masters of hounds, he said, were very unpunctual.

The road, which for some time had been twisty and turny, to say nothing of what the Countess called cogglecy, presently became worse, being formed of nothing but soft field stones ground down to excellent housemaids sand, and after a slow tug through its laborious depths, the old screws came to a standstill just opposite where another road branched off at right angles, and the veteran Bucktrout, turning half round in his saddle and pointing to a wretched mud cottage with a thatched roof built into a bank, announced with a grin and a touch of his greasy old hat, Please urn this be Stand agin All.

Stand against All! exclaimed the Countess. Thats not the name of the place we want to be at! Spite of All, not Stand against All!

Well, mum, its all the same, mum, replied Bucktrout, now satisfied of his error, but determined to brazen it out. Some rolls call it Spite of All, you see, my leddy, and others call it Stand agin All, you see, my leddy. Its the place you mean, the place they had the great size trial on aboot, before Lord Chief Justice Best and a special jury, which doubtless youve heard tell on. Bucktrout thinking it immaterial whether the Countess saw the cause of one assize trial or another. Both places had been in Court.

But here we may observe that Spite of All would have felt rather humiliated by the comparison, for while Stand against All let it smoke out of the four-square-paned window or the ricketty door. Spite of All had a fine fire-brick chimney rising boldly out of a substantial grey roof; two fairish windows, and a door that a moderate-sized man could get under without stooping. Moreover, Spite of All was in a good country with fine wild foxes, and Facey Romford knew where to find them.

Be that as it may, however, here were our friends at Stand against All, and though Bucktrouts assertion had an air of plausibility about it, yet there were no hounds to back the decision.

Well, its very odd, said the Countess, looking about with concern.

Must have mistaken the day, observed Major Elite.

No, rejoined her ladyship firmly; Im certain Im right. Friday, Spite of All; Saturday, the tenth milestone on the Larkspur Road.

Or the hour, suggested Mrs Mountravers, looking at her watch, which however afforded little assistance, for it was standing at half-past two.

Bucktrout now stood up in his stirrups, contemplating the country like a whipper-in waiting to view a fox away. Nothing to be seen. Stand against All seemed to have it all to itself.

Knock and ask, now said the Countess, addressing herself to the footman as though she were at the door of a Belgravian mansion.

Please, my lady, who shall I inquire for? demanded he, touching his fine cockaded hat, as, having descended from his perch, he now stood at the carriage door.

Ask if the hounds are coming here to-day, replied her ladyship.

Yes, my lady, said the footman, trotting off, taking care of his shoes as he made for the ricketty, weather-beaten door of the miserable hut.

Rat, tat, tat, tat, tat, he went at the frail wooden fabric, as though he were going to demolish it.

Whos there? roared a stentorian voice, that a westerly wind wafted in full force to the carriage.

Please, do the hounds meet here to-day? asked the footman in his mild company accents.

No, you ass! roared the poacher, for it was none other than Giles Snarem, the notorious leader of the night gang, whose second sleep he had thus disturbed.

Come away! cried the Countess come away! satisfied there was a mistake somewhere.

The order was satisfactory to old Bucktrout, who feared if the inquiry was prosecuted any further it would transpire that the hounds were at Spite of All, whereas he had driven the party to Stand against All, though he was certain about the action being tried before Lord Chief Justice Best, because one of the high sheriffs javelin men lodged at his house, and told him all about it  indeed, he believed the javelin man had been of great assistance to the judge in trying the case. At the word home, from the footman, he therefore caught his old screws short by the head, and turning the carriage round, what with flagellating one horse and spurring the other, he managed to make them plough through the heavy sand at a much better pace than they came. A respectful distance being thus established between Stand against All and our travellers, he presently relaxed into his old jog-trot pace, and having stopped to refresh himself and horses at the Barleymow wayside inn, he trotted into town with as much dash and vigour as he could raise. Those terrible greys at the Fleece, were always haunting his vision, urging him and his horses beyond the decaying powers of either.

Arrived at the Lord Hill hotel and posting-house, the first thing he did after setting down was to run and look at Bells Life in the bar, and finding Mr Romfords hounds advertised for Spite of All, he told the landlord he had better book the journey to Spite of All, and then there would be no mistake in the matter.

All right, said he; all right, scrambling out crab fashion. Spite of All, and Stand agin All ill be all the same thing  same thing  place they had the size trial on about afore Lord Chief Justice Best and a special jury.

So that days journey went for nothing.


LXI. THE TENTH MILESTONE ON THE LARKSPUR ROAD
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FOILED IN HER FIRST EFFORT to get a sight of the redoubtable Leotard, the Countess of Caperington returned with vigour to the charge, sending, immediately on her return from Stand against All, into the commercial room of the Lord Hill hotel and posting-house for the old well-thumbed map of the county, and searching with avidity for the next meet of the hounds. Fortunately for Bucktrout, neither Spite of All nor Stand against All had obtained their present notoriety when the map was published, consequently they were not on it to contradict his assertion that they were one and the same place; and her ladyship having placed her pretty forefinger on the extensive stain denoting her then locality at Dirlingford, she proceeded to make a very scientific cast to the east in search of the diminutive town of Larkspur, formerly the residence of the Doubleimupshire hounds.

Here it is! at length cried she, looking up, here it is right to the northeast of this place, and getting a cedar-wood match out of the lighter stand, she proceeded to measure the scale in the corner of the map, and then the distance from the before-mentioned greasy mark on the side.

Oh, quite within distance, said she, quite within distance; not about twelve miles from here at most, by Burbury and Cracknel.

So saying, her ladyship dismissed the map, and ordered the dinner for that day, and the carriage for the next, with one and the same breath. And now leaving the reader to imagine a repetition of the former evenings performance, we will pass on to the following morning, and suppose the Countess and party again taking the field in the Lord Hill carriage in all the glories of consequence and dress.

Bucktrout had increased his magnificence by adding a pair of tarnished red and white rosettes to his antediluvian horses heads, and sat cockily in his brass cantreled saddle, thinking how he was taking the shine out of Peter of the Golden Fleece, and his greys. Then after the fuss and preparation, gaping and staring and starring of the former occasion, the Countess and her friends came downstairs, and with due importance got themselves seated and adjusted in the carriage.

Right! again was the cry, and the low part of the High Street was this time enlivened with the sound of carriage wheels. If people in London ran to the window to look at every vehicle that passed, what a time they would have of it.

Bucktrout rode with much more confidence than he did in going to Spite of All, for he knew his way, and moreover was certain that he was going right. So he rose cockily in his saddle, now admiring his left-leg boot, now looking into the flowing rosettes at his horses heads, now whipping and spurring the old nags into activity. If he wasnt cutting a dash he didnt know who was. Jip, jip, jip, he went as if they were a pair of five-year-olds instead of being nearer five-and-twenty. The road was good  turnpike all the way: none of the sandstone quagmires, with great boulder stones turning up like flitches of bacon every few yards, that impeded their progress the day before.

They had not gone many miles ere the first indication of the chase appeared. This was a tight-buttoned blue-coated groom riding a well-conditioned brown horse, between whose sleek coat and the riders tops there seemed to be a species of honourable rivalry as to which should be the darkest. The horse had it perhaps, but only by a shade or two. Formerly grooms couldnt get their boots white enough: now they cant get them dark enough. Such is the mutation of fashion.

All right today, said the Countess, eyeing the unmistakeable symptom. Bucktrout then passed him at a half cantering trot.

The plot presently thickened. At the Burbury side bar two grooms were paying their own and their hack-riding masters tolls, and a little further on a knot of miscellaneous horsemen were regaling themselves at the door of the Good Intent inn with early purl and other delicacies. Some people can drink at any time. Bucktrout spurts past them as if he despised such performances. The country was evidently getting alive.

Ah! theres a red coat! Only a seedy one, to be sure, as the first red coat on the road generally is, but still a red coat, thus openly proclaiming the nature of the coming entertainment. It is little Tommy Squirt, the Union Doctor, who is deceiving himself, as Independent Jimmy would say, that he is passing for a great man, though in reality he is only offering himself for a figure of fun. A badly turned-out man in red is always a deplorable object; doubly so when the horse and the coat are equally bad, and all the appointments show that the colour is expected to do everything. On he jogs his badly-clipped mouse-colour very gingerly, having both corns and a curb to take care of. And now the brute trips in a grip just as the carriage is passing, causing an outburst of laughter from the party.
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Then the turn of the road reveals another red coat  a red coat on a grey  a rat-tailed grey this time. It is our Old friend the Chairman of the Half-Guinea Hat Company, who has become very assiduous in his attendance on the Larkspur hounds of late. He has got himself up with extra care, with his all-round-the-chin beard combed carefully over his blue tie, like samples of yellow and white worsted on a stall.

What an ugly man! exclaimed the Countess in passing, quite loud enough for Bonus to hear.

Isnt he! assented Mrs Mountravers in the same tone.

Wonder he doesnt dye his beard all the same colour, observed Major Elite, whose turn it now was to stare.

But we are now ascending the slightly rising ground of Cracknel Green  a rise so gentle that it was not until the establishment of railways that it was found out not to be level. Bucktrouts horses, however, who have wonderfully fine shoulders for detecting the collar, feel it at once, and gradually relax into a walk. Half way up stands the ninth milestone, calm and serene as milestones always are, but causing the ladies to start and adjust their bonnets, and Major Elite to button his gloves and feel his collar. They are presently overtaken by a large party of horsemen, some in black, some in red, some in green, who stare and wonder who old Bucktrout has aboard today. Though they all admire the Countess, they think the Major might be very happy with either.

And now the indubitable level being obtained, Bucktrout has no excuse for further nursing, and at the word trot! from the Countess he gathers the old horses together, and with the aid of the spur, the whip, and the voice, is presently at the

Delightful scene!

Where all around is gay, men, horses, dogs;

And in each smiling countenance appears

Fresh blooming health and universal joy.

Our foxy-faced Master has just turned into a large pasture on the right of the road, the hounds looking blooming and well. Daniel  the Right Honourable the Hurl of Scamperdales Daniel  sober and solemn; and little Chowey, the man with the philanthropic mouth, contracting and dilating his proboscis as though he were considering whom he should kiss. Romford rides the redoubtable Placid Joe, Swig the water-objecting Brick, and Chowey the wriggling Oliver Twist. They now take up a position well into the field, and give the hounds ample space to roll and be criticised.

Then there is the field, large, parti-coloured and gay, as fields generally are when the meets of the hounds are by a turnpike side, and carriages and horsemen can commingle. There are two or three gigs, and two or three phaetons, some containing gentlemen, who on peeling will prove horsemen, while others will follow in their vehicles as far as they can, and then go away.

Turn in here! cried the Countess; turn in here! as the hesitating Bucktrout pulled up at the field-gate, and looked round with a grin.

Yes, my lady, said he, now gathering all his energies to steer through the gate without a collision against either post. He just managed to do it.

Who have we here? said Romford to Mr Joseph Large, who still patronised the pack at great personal inconvenience.

Dont know, replied Large; adding, its the Lord Hill chaise.

So I see, said Romford, who had long booked the old horses for the boiler.

Then, as the carriage approached and drew up before the pack, Facey, seeing the ladies were pretty, raised his hat, an example that was immediately followed by Chowey and Swig with their caps. Chowey half thought the Countess was an old acquaintance, but for once he couldnt hit it off.

Then, as the hats and caps subsided, there was fresh inquiry as to who the strangers were, and a sending of Todd on the sly to ask Tomkins, and a similar expedition by Large to Ten-and-a half-per-Cent., who now came up on the rat-tailed grey. None of them, of course, could tell. But here comes someone who can, viz., our fair friend, Mrs Somerville, who, entering the field by a gap at the opposite corner, confronts the carriage as she advances mounted on the wondrous Leotard.

Lucy wondered who the strangers were  then she thought she had seen that face before  very like Lady Scattercashs  couldnt be Lady Scattercash  yes it was Lady Scattercash.

How do you do, Lady Scattercash? said she, riding up to the carriage-door and tendering her hand as she spoke. But the Countess, who had had the advantage of a quiet carriage-seat for the survey, had realised Lucy before Lucy did her, and her displeasure at seeing the horse going so quietly was not at all diminished by the familiarity of that person calling her Lady Scattercash, when she was in fact the Countess of Caperington. So she neglected the proffered hand and preserved a stolid scornful stare.

I think you dont know me, said Lucy, timidly, withdrawing her hand as she spoke.

Yes, I do, replied the Countess, haughtily. You are Mrs Sponge  Lucy Glitters that was  most pernicious woman! added she, with an upward curl of her lip.

If the Countess had stabbed her to the heart she could not have inflicted a more deadly wound, for there were horsemen all around, every one of whom, Lucy felt sure, would hear what was said. The words perfetly rang in her ears You are Mrs Sponge  Lucy Glitters that was  most pernicious woman! She was indeed Mrs Sponge  Lucy Glitters that was; but she felt that it was not for an old comrade like Lady Scattercash to upbraid her. She would not have done so by the Countess. And, turning her horse short round, poor Lucy burst into a flood of tears.

Notwithstanding the unwonted sight of a lady in tears in the hunting-field, we believe if it had not been for that long-eared Chairman of the Half-Guinea-Hat Company, Lucys misfortune might have escaped observation. He, however, being down-wind, with his ears well cocked as usual for a catch, heard the ominous You are Mrs Sponge! coupled with the denunciation most pernicious woman! and immediately put that and that together for a story. Not that he went bellowing about the country exclaiming, I say, this is not Mrs Somerville, but Mrs Sponge, the wife of our friend Soapey Sponge, but he inuendoed it, which was just the same thing. The story flew like lightning, and in a very few days was all over Dubleimupshire. But a great deal may be done in a few days, and ere the bubble finally burst a great deal was done in this case. But the dénouement of all this spirited conduct deserves a separate chapter.


LXII. THE FINISH
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IT WAS AN EVENTFUL MORNING to other parties besides our friend Mrs Somerville. When she got back to Beldon Hall she found the fair auburn-haired lady had played young Joseph Large off so successfully against Mr Lovetin Lonnergan as to make the latter consent to a clandestine marriage, of course to be kept profoundly secret until it pleased father to die. And Mrs Somerville, feeling the pressure of circumstances and the precarious nature of her own position, at once set about furthering the arrangement, not by ordering those voluminous mountains of clothes and dresses that generally mark the coming change, but by quietly procuring a marriage licence and an obliging clergyman to use it.

Then, to make surety doubly sure, and completely baffle old Lonnergan should any reports get into circulation, Mrs Somerville suggested that Miss Howard should be married in a feigned name, and hit upon that of Shannon. Elizabeth Shannon, say, as if quite accidentally; and Lovetin thought the idea rather a pull in his favour if anything, being greatly goaded by the persecuting importunities of that disgusting Joseph Large, who, he felt sure, would marry her at any price.

The Registrar, holding the document firmly in one hand while he presented the palm of the other, said in an unbroken breath, Two pound twelve and sixpence, and I hope it will make you both very happy, his happiness evidently consisting in getting the two pound twelve and sixpence. And Lovetin paid the money (which Old Rent-should-never-rise wouldnt have done) without asking for discount. Lord Lonnergan would certainly have had the sixpence, if not the two and sixpence off.

It would not interest the reader to follow the worthies through the consequences of their mutual disappointments; suffice it to say, that there was presently an uproar, though not of Mrs Lubbinss order, both at Dalberry Lees and Beldon Hall.

Our sprightly friend Betsey Shannon had the best of it, for here was real wealth and an easily-managed husband.

Of course the match was not kept secret  as what match ever is?  but its announcement was not attended by any unpleasant consequences. The fact was, that though father was not obliging enough to die, yet his faculties failed just at the very time, the first indication of which was the conviction that Betsey Shannon, now Mrs Lovetin Lonnergan, was a great City heiress; and Mrs Lonnergan, always trusting her great man implicitly, received her daughter-in-law at Flush House with the greatest cordiality. There Mrs Lovetin was most comfortably located, everything going on most harmoniously, thus contradicting the assertion that there never yet was a house built large enough to hold two families.

The old Lord used to sit in his easy-chair contemplating Betseys beautiful figure and complexion, muttering aloud, Ah, lucky dog, Lovetin, lucky dog; always told you to stick up for the money. Beauty and breeding are nothing compared to blunt. Then he would burst out with the old favourite aphorism, When has a man got enough money, Lovetin? When he has got a little more than what he has. Ah, lucky dog, lucky dog! Be as rich as Rothschild  rich as Rothschild, my boy.

But we are occupying ourselves with a minor hero to the neglect of our great Master, Mr Romford.

When matters burst up at Beldon Hall, Cassandra was indignant exceedingly, and we need not say that there was terrible disappointment at Dalberry Lees, crimination and recrimination.

If he didnt say himself he was the owner of Abbeyfield Park, everybody did for him, and he never contradicted it. Turbot-sitting-upon-its-tail on a cap of dignity, forsooth! What business had he to seal his letters with a turbot-sitting-upon-its-tail on a cap of dignity? Downright imposition. Gaining credit under false pretences. Ought to be transported. So said Mrs Hazey.

But Facey, as the reader has seen, was a man of energy and determination. He was yet young, vigorous, and ungrizzled  not at all trammelled with nice feelings or delicacy  and having got in the bulk of his seasons subscription for the hounds, he sold the balance to our friend Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. for fifteen shillings in the pound, and without indulging in any further blandishment about founding the hospital for decayed sportsmen, pocketed the money, and got his hounds and horses away a few hours before poor Lord Lovetins bailiff threatened to seize for the quarters rent. Indeed, his Lordship had his misgivings almost as soon as he let his place, particularly with regard to not restricting Mr Romford from the use of the cut pile carpet that Mrs Emmerson and he differed about.

Fox-hunters, his Lordship said, might scrape their feet and wipe the thick of the mud off their boots at the door, but there was a deal that stuck to the upper parts of the legs that he knew dropped off here and there as it liked at its leisure. All this would tread into the carpet and furniture generally, and he questioned that Mrs Mustard would look very deep for hidden dirt.

Nor were his anxieties diminished by the non-receipt of the quarters rent when due for Beldon Hall, which, having been let by himself, he expected the pleasure of manipulating without the mulcting process as it passed through Mr Lonnergans hands. Indeed he had promised himself the pleasure of buying a new black Lyons silk waistcoat with the percentage so saved, an article of raiment that he was greatly in want of. In fact, he had marked two or three down in the Palais Royal that he thought he could compass; but then, like a prudent viscount, he did not like spending the money before he got it. Now he wished he might not be thrown naked and houseless on the world when he had long been looking forward to comparative ease and comfort in his old age.

But his anxieties were not thoroughly aroused until meeting little Jack Lounger in the Rue de la Paix, reading a letter from England, with an account of the splendours of the Beldon Hall ball, which not being insured, it instantly occurred to his Lordship that Romford would infallibly be burning the place down. Burn it down to a certainty! exclaimed he, thinking he saw it all in a blaze, the flames bursting out simultaneously from every window, just at they did at Camden House Burn it down to a certainty! Statuary, marble, Sèvres china, clocks, cabinets, Apollo, Daphne, and all. That sort of work wouldnt do; he would be reduced to beggary in no time. Great as would be the expense, and ill as he could afford it, he really thought he must go over to England and see how matters stood. He mistrusted Lonnergan, who he thought would be sure to side with the tenant. And accordingly, after due consideration, his Lordship went with a return-ticket, available for one month, by rail to Boulogne, and then by one of the General Steam Navigation Companys ships to London Bridge Wharf, thence on by rail again to Firfield Station, altogether to the damage of two pound five. Serious work for the silk waistcoat!

It was evening when his Lordship arrived, and Independent Jimmy was at the back of the station, as usual, catching the passengers as they came out, just as a butcher catches sheep coming out of a fold.

Noo then! where are ye for? demanded Jimmy getting hold of his Lordship.

Beldon Hall, replied the viscount.

Then get in! exclaimed Jimmy, jerking his capped head towards the open omnibus door. Noo then! where are ye for? inquired he of another. And so he went on till the stream of humanity ceased to flow.

He then climbed up on to his box and cut off: shortly after which the process of setting down, Noo then, this is so-and-so, get oot! commenced. Noo then, this be Beldon!  get oot! at length said he to his Lordship. And his Lordship got out accordingly, slipping his bag into the lodge to be sent for as he passed. He then slipped up to the house by the back way.

Being a lord, and feeling the advantage thereof; moreover remembering Frank Romfords peaceable demeanour at school, and recollecting also that he himself was on a visit of inspection; his Lordship thought he had better assume a little more intimacy than really existed, and affect to come upon his tenant in the way of a friendly, agreeable surprise. So, without ringing, he opened the door and let himself into the house. The spacious hall was dark and gloomy  not even a solitary tallow candle illuminating its monotony; but if a man can find his way anywhere without a light, it is in his own house; and feeling rather comforted than otherwise at the absence of an illumination, his Lordship passed through the echoing hall, and entered the vestibule beyond. Here a light under the bottom of a door indicated residence; and after a momentary pause, he gave a gentle tap.

Come in! roared Romford, thinking it was the strong, persevering man who cleaned horses. Come in! repeated he still louder, the first summons not being obeyed.

His Lordship then did as desired, and disclosed a tableau of considerable strength and variety. Before a bright, partly coal and partly wood, fire, on a small round table of the finest buhl and red tortoiseshell, stood Faceys old friend the ginbottle, flanked with a half-emptied tumbler and a well-stocked bag of tobacco; our Master was stretched at full length on a richly carved and gilt sofa, covered in old Gobelin tapestry, the elbows and back in green Genoa velvet, smoking his pipe at his ease. On the left of the table, shaded from the fire by a clothes-horse containing sundry articles of male attire, sat Mrs Somerville, in a reclining chair covered with rich purple and amber satin damask, darning a pair of Mr Romfords old stockings. Having a good front view, each started with astonishment at the sight of the other.

However much boys may change as they grow up into men, there will generally be some distinguishing feature by which they can be recognised; but under no possible process could the little dark-beady black-eyed Romford of his Lordships early days have grown up into the great shaggy Herculean monster that now arose from his lair before him.

His Lordship started, for he thought to give his old schoolfellow an agreeable surprise; and Romford started, for he was not accustomed to intruders, and didnt want to be troubled. They then stood staring at one another like Spanish pointers, each wondering who the other was.

Lord Lovetin at length broke silence. Beg pardon, said he, but I thought it was Mr Romford.

Romford it is, said Facey, yawning, and stretching out his great arms as if to show the intruder what he had to contend with. (He half thought it was somebody come after old Fogs £50.)

But not the Romford I was at school with, observed his Lordship, eyeing him intently.

Dont know who you are, to begin with, replied Facey; but moy names Romford, observed he; that oill swear to.

Im Lord Lovetin, replied his Lordship, mildly.

If his Lordship had put a pistol to our Masters head he could not have given him a greater shock; and forthwith all his acts of omission and commission rushed to his mind with terrible velocity: the trifle of rent, the conversion of the coach-horses, the spurious sister, the turbot-on-its-tail seal.

We need not follow our friends through the dénouement that ensued on the discovery by his Lordship of the mistake he had made in jumping to the conclusion that there was only one Mr Romford in the world, nor relate how Mr Facey Romford not only insisted upon sitting rent free during the time he had been at Beldon Hall, but also upon receiving a handsome bonus for going out, which his Lordship, albeit almost heartbroken at the sacrifice, thought it better to do than submit to any further devastation and deterioration of property. Oh, what a shock it was to him! Knocked ten years out of his life, he said. The more his Lordship saw, the less he liked what had been going on.

The place was indeed in shocking confusion: everything converted into what it was not intended for. Betsys old brass-eyed Balmorals stuffed into the richly-carved Indian cabinet; a pound of sugar and a nip of tea placed under the shade of the figured and flowered Dresden timepiece, now left without any protection; a statuary marble figure of Psyche crowned with Faceys ten-penny wide-awake; and Mrs Somervilles dirty goloshes tucked under the arm of a companion figure of Cupid. A mojolica cup, with crest and coronet, was filled with shot; and in a Sèvres tray, with turquoise-and-gold border, reposed a battered old powder-flask.

And here let us say that we take shame unto ourselves for not as yet having introduced the noble viscount personally to the reader. Take then a short but faithful sketch, executed in the field in the detective style. Say five-and-forty years of age, five feet ten inches high, sallow complexion, long visage, dark hair, thin on the top [like the passionate gentlemans in Punch], dark hazel eyes, arched eyebrows, narrow feet and a very narrow mind, short whiskers and long spiral moustache, stoutish build with a military air; dressed in a complete Ditto suit of brown, with a French wallet slung over his shoulder, and a peaky French travelling-cap held in his hand; added to this, a peculiarity when speaking of shrugging up his shoulders continually.

The news soon spread that his Lordship had cast-up  dropped in quite promiscuous, as the saying is, and was very ill-pleased with all he had found.

The Dirties had come in for their share of the censure, and promulgated what passed pretty freely. And when a story once gets admission into a house, it soon finds its way into the drawing-room.

Still Facey had his friends in the hunting-field, men who said he was the right Romford  the right man in the right place, as far as they were concerned. He could kill a fox with any one, and had as good a pack of hounds as ever came into a country. If he wasnt a man of much blandishment, as Independent Jimmy said, still he could go across country like a comet; and nothing pleases people so much as a dashing, fearless rider.

Facey, moreover, who, as our readers will perhaps have seen, had assurance enough for anything, went on in his usual routine way, hunting his country with great fairness and impartiality, contending  with some degree of plausibility  that nobody had anything to do with anything but his hounds. They might hunt with him or not, just as they liked, he said; but he would be master of his own house (as he continued to call Beldon Hall), so he just advertised his meets as before.

And indeed, but for a certain interesting circumstance, we dont know but he would have continued to hunt the country up to the present time, and that circumstance we shall now proceed to relate. Amid all the snubbing and cold-shouldering that ensued, one house remained firm and faithful to our Facey, and that was the house of our distinguished friend Willy Watkins. Nobody there would hear anything against Mr Romford. They didnt want to hear anything against Mr Romford. They wouldnt hear anything against Mr Romford. They begged that nobody would trouble themselves to tell them anything against Mr Romford. The world was made up of spite and ill-nature, and people generally spoke from an interested motive. [This latter observation was levelled at Mrs Hazey.] Lord Lovetin was a notorious screw, and doubtless wanted to cheat Mr Romford. Mr Romford was quite right in resisting him. And poor Willy was sent out hunting twice a week, in order to keep up appearances; this, too, when the now diminished fields made the risk extra hazardous in the way of fencing, few caring to break them for him.

And considering how the men were divided in opinion as to whether Mr Facey was the right Romford or not, there is nothing extraordinary in a lady who knew so little about hunting as to suppose that a bag-fox, or a day with Mr Stotfolds stag-hounds, would be acceptable to our Master, mistaking the controversy about the keenness for the real question as to the ownership of Abbeyfield Park, and as there was a doubt about the matter, giving the benefit of the doubt to the party she was interested in, viz., to our Mr Romford. As the men couldnt marry Mr Facey, they didnt care whether he was the owner of Abbeyfield Park or not; but it made all the difference to Mrs Watkins. There was, when she made her mistake, a very natural one. He was the right Romford to the gentlemen, but not the ladies.

So Facey continued to visit at Dalberry Lees with his flute, taking an occasional spin for a perch in the Trent as he passed; and nothing could be more cordial or encouraging than the family.

The reader will be surprised at the promotion of the match under such circumstances, but the cause is easily explained. The fact was, that the accounts from Australia had latterly been very discouraging. The worthy papa had been much outwitted of late, and had made some very improvident speculations, as well with Willys money as his own.

Nor were the Honourable, and the lady who was very nearly an honourable, the only ones who sought the secret services of the Church at this memorable epoch. Strange as it may seem, our most sagacious friend Facey led to the hymeneal altar our lofty-minded friend Cassandra Cleopatra, with the full consent of her august parents. Nay, it was difficult to say whether the Watkinses or Facey were most anxious to hurry on the match, the Watkinses considering that Cassandra would be perfectly safe with her ample dower out of Abbeyfield Park, while friend Facey thought it would be a very good thing to have Dalberry Lees to fall back upon when matters should burst up at Beldon Hall.

Our fair readers will perhaps think that there is not sufficient inducement here shown for our lisping friend foregoing that greatest triumph of female life, the excitement and preparation of a grand wedding. Men always wish them over as quietly as possible: ladies can never make fuss and display enough. Well, but there was a reason for it, notwithstanding, as we have before intimated. The fact was, that the worthy old convict whom we left in the colony to manage his own and his son-in-laws affairs, while the latter and his wife, or lady, as her husband called her, came over to England to see if there was anybody good enough for the daughter, had had the misfortune to make some very bad speculations, and had lost the greater part of that wealth which Willy had lost the greater part of his hair in obtaining.

It was not, therefore, desirable to undergo the manipulation of the lawyers on Cassandras account, and they could therefore hardly ask Mr Romford to submit to it on theirs. They had no doubt at all that Mr Romford was very rich, and that it would do uncommonly well. And Mr Romford, not being inclined to write for the title-deeds of Abbeyfield Park, or indeed to have any unnecessary hiatus in his hunting, agreed that it was far the best to manage matters quietly, and then go to London and have a flare-up in the spring. People get far more for their money there, he said, and he knew everybody in London,  Smith, and Brown, and Bates, and all.

The Romford stud sold uncommonly well, as it naturally would where its good qualities only were known. Placid Joe passed into the hands of Mr Hazey for £90, and having borne him triumphantly through the thick of his own hounds, quickly passed out again at a loss of £60. Hard day for poor Hazey. He thought to stick him into Sir Theophilus Thickset at a considerable premium.

Mr Joseph Large bought the fine weight-carrying bay called Everlasting, but which declined against the hills, and was very well suited, the horse being always as ready to stop as Large was himself. So they agreed capitally together. Large gave £80 for him, teapot-handles being rather on the rise at the time of the sale.

Ten-and-a-half-per-Cent. bought Perfection, the nutmeg grey, with a partiality for scrubbing its riders legs up against carriage-wheels; and the brute having subsequently made rubbing posts of the postmans gig, Linseed the doctors fly, and Marrow the butchers cart, his owner was at length constrained to come to the conclusion that he had better send Perfection to Aldridges, where he was knocked down for a £10 note  his character being perfectly well known to the frequenters of the Repository.

When Facey and the Watkinses came to the knowledge of the doo they had practised on each other some sharp passages were exchanged, and a family war was on the point of commencing, when the name of Willy Watkins made its appearance in the Gazette. Facey was not the man, he said, to kick a foe when he was down; so it was agreed that all matters of difference between them should be buried in oblivion, and that Romford and wife should start forthwith to the Antipodes, and look after the old convict and the wreck of Willys property. This resolution was forthwith acted upon and, strange to say, almost the first person our hero met in the streets of Melbourne, just opposite Bright, Brothers, & Co.s store, at the corner of Flinders Lane and Bond Street, was our estimable friend Mr Sponge, the runaway husband of the all-accomplished Mrs Somerville, who has played so conspicuous a part in our story. Soapey  looking as brisk and spruce as a man who has lit on his legs and can hold up his head before anybody  very different to the Mr Sponge who bolted by the backway from the cigar-shop in Jermyn Street; and though that sivin-pun-ten was still standing against him, it did not prevent Mr Sponge hailing his creditor with unfeigned cordiality.

And indeed he had good cause for looking brisk, for he too had been to the diggings, and, not far from where friend Willy Watkins feathered his nest, had pitched upon some uncommonly good nuggets, which he had now come to Melbourne to sell. People who will pass each other on the grand street of life  the Parks or Pall Mall, for instance  will fraternise uncommonly on a Swiss mountain, or at the Antipodes. So it was with our distinguished heroes.

Of course Facey knew nothing about Lucy, and, upon the principle that where ignorance is bliss twere folly to be wise, Soapey was not extra-inquisitive about her. To the credit of Betsey Shannon, who had gained such an ascendency over her sapient husband as a spirited young woman like her ought to acquire, Mrs Somerville had a capital billet at Flush House, where she was treated with the greatest respect by the old buff-vested Lord and his Lady. They thought Lucy was second only to Betsey in beauty and breeding. But dependence is irksome, and Lucy presently longed for a crust of bread and a crib of her own.

The attainment of these desiderata shortly afterwards presented itself in the following letter from Betsey Lonnergan, who had gone up to town for a few days, leaving Lucy in possession of Flush Hall:  

Mawleys Hotel,

Wednesday.

Dear Lucy.  I write to say we shant come home till after the turn of the week, as Lovetin and me am going for a couple of days to Fokestone to see a cousen of his.

You mustnt be dull, but keep your spirits up like a little brick as you are.

Now for some news, which will make your back hair stand out like a Chinese mans pigtail. I were setting in our carrige at Canings the sighgur shops door in Regent Street, whiles Lovey had gone in to get some weeds, when who should I clap my eyes on but Bellville as used to was with us you know afore he went to Orstralia  (is that right?  well, if isnt, you know what it means).

Bellville went to lead in tragedy, you know, up at the diggins, and a pretty tidy pike he has made on it. He was dressed quite like a swell  blue frock coat, with brade and frogs and a poodle collar, and his trowseys were tite, à la Charley Mathews, only they had brade down em too. Mustash, of course, and all that. Well, he stares at me and me at him, till he sees me smile, and then he offs with his tile and makes up to the carrige-door. After a short scene of surprise, he asks, Commy foe?  Quite correct, eh?

Of course, says I, with a frown; and then we both laughed, as you may fancy.

Well, B. told me what tremendous success he had had  thought him Macready in disguise  gave him half share of the house, and a clear Ben every month  and he has made mopusses enuff to come back quite indiapendent.

Whats that to me? says you, or to Betsey Shannon now shes the bride of another?

This is what it is. In course of conversashun he asked after you, and why you and Soapey had parted. I told him the truth  how Soapey had bolted and left you to shift for yourself. Then, says B., I can give her the cue to find him again, if she wishes it. Hes doing furst rate at Melburn; and if shes short of rowdy to pay her passige out, Im ready, for Awl Lang Sign, to lend it her.

There, my dear, thats something for you to think about till me and Lovey come home again  and here he is, ready to take me to the Canterbury, where I have teased him to go this evening.

Bless you, dear, and please see that fires are kep in our bedroom and my bodore. Good-by.

Your affectionate friend,

Betsey Lonnergan.

Lucy did not long deliberate over the contents of her friends letter before she decided to share the success of her Sponge. She resolved to discard the assumed name of Somerville, and set out for the Antipodes in search of him; so, following in the wake of the Romfords, she presently found him, and both Facey and Soapey gave her a most cordial greeting.

The voyage out had agreed with her, and she was looking, if possible, handsomer than ever. Soapey took to her without hesitation, on the sensible principle of letting bygones be bygones. And Facey, who was a capital manager, so long as he hadnt the old lady to contend with, had, with the aid of twins, got the lisper into such subjection and good order that Beldon Hall was all ignored  never mentioned.

Indeed, Mr. Romford didnt see why, saving the elegance of the name, Lucy shouldnt have called herself Mrs Sponge instead of Mrs Somerville.

And we are happy to say that old Granby Fitzgeralds defalcations were not so utterly ruinous as were at first expected. There is something saved out of the fire for Willy, while Facey, with his natural aptitude for taking care of himself, has secured a trifle also; which, with what he took out with him, makes him up quite a purse. The last account heard of Soapey and him was that they were going to set up a bank in Collins Street East, under the firm of

Romford and Sponge.

Good luck attend their exertions, say we! We expect to hear of their setting up a pack of hounds together next.


Young Tom Halls Heart-aches and Horses
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AN UNFINISHED NOVEL

Surtees also left an unfinished novel, Young Tom Hall, focusing on the adventures of the eponymous naïve young hero. However, the novels unfinished status was not due to the authors death. Surtees published his books anonymously and took great care to conceal his true identity as the creator of Jorrocks and Mr Sponge. The only book that he allowed to carry his name was the non-fictional Horsemans Manual (1830). As Young Tom Hall was being serialised in the New Monthly Magazine in 1853, the editor, W. H. Ainsworth, revealed Surtees identity as the author. In a fit of pique, Surtees angrily refused to finish the serial, leaving Tom Halls eventual fate unresolved.
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How the novel opened in its serial publication
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Cover of Young Tom Hall, Surtees unfinished novel, which was not published in book form until 1926.
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The original frontispiece


CHAPTER I.

MR HALL AND OUR TOM.
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OUR TOM SHALL be a gent! Our Tom shall be a gent! exclaimed old father Hall to himself, with a hearty slap of his fat leg, as, after a careful casting-up of the sum tottles of many columns of many books, he at length faced the nervous total, and found he was worth  we dont know how much. The observation escaped the worthy man in the partitioned-off nook of a dingy counting-house, through a four-square window of which he could contemplate the clerks, ranged on either side of the banking and wool-stapling departments. For five-and-forty years old Hall had laboured assiduously in the two callings, having commenced as an office-sweeping-out errand boy, with twopence in his pocket; thence, passing up the sliding scale of clerkships into the heaven of junior partnership, he at length loomed out into Hall & Co.  the Hall being our friend, and the Co. himself also. Young Tom  the youth that was to be a gent  was to old Tom pretty much what a new keepsake or annual is to a faded one. The bald turnipy-shaped head of the father was reproduced in the round, light, hyperion-locked one of the son; the still keen but now watery grey eye again shone forth in cerulean blue; the very dimples in his grizzly cheeks reappeared in the downy ones of his son, whose gaudy-coloured, exaggerated Joinvilles gave ample scope and latitude to a fine double chin, which the old gent kept a good deal within the folds of a puddingy white cravat. Their figures, too, were the same  round, fat, humming-top-shaped men, upon whose plump limbs the flesh wobbled and trembled as they walked.

Figures, figures, figures! Old Halls head ran upon nothing but figures. His mind seemed to be formed of three red-ink columns, up and down which his thoughts circulated in the shape of pounds, shillings, and pence. He was wary, cautious, and watchful. He always seemed to be thinking that the party he was speaking to was setting a trap to do him out of money, perhaps to get him to discount a bad bill, or buy some damaged wool. He could not answer a common observation about the weather without doing a little mental arithmetic while he thought the thing over.

Fine day, Mr Hall, farmer Barleymow would say as he stumped along to the market.

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighteen is twenty-nine. Yes, sir, it is a fine day, the banker would reply.

Sivin and four must have stood Hall in good stead at some season or other of his life, for, to whatever length his calculations ran, he invariably commenced with Sivin and fours elivin, and built up his column on that superstructure.

But to the gent department, as they say at the Crystal Palace.

The emphatic slap with which we opened the chapter startled the clerks and astonished our Tom, who happened to be engaged on the wool-stapling side of the counting-house, arranging an ingenious piece of mechanism, by means of which he fished off old Mr Trueboy the cashiers scratch-wig, suspending it in the air, like the top of a Dioropha carriage. Tom, who was only half educated, was just of an age and calibre to be ready for anything  anything except business. His father had had to take him from a private tutors, to prevent his marrying Miss Jane Daiseyfield, ninth daughter of Mr Mark Daiseyfield, of Butterlaw Farm  a most amiable and elegant young lady, but who, like her sisters, was a treasure in herself. Miss Jane, however, was not Toms first heart-ache; he had been desperately in love with Miss Sowerby, daughter of his respected tutor, who had completely wheedled and talked herself into his good graces, notwithstanding she was quite as fair and almost as fat as himself. He was desperate for her, and the lady, though a trifle older, was equally enamoured of him. How this, his premier heart-ache  of which, we are concerned to say, he has since had many  might have ended, is immaterial, for Jane Daiseyfields slim angelic figure, raven locks, and bright Italian complexion, once seen, completely turned the cream of his affection for Miss Sowerby, and made him wonder how he could ever take up with her. Then Mrs Sowerby, with the honest outraged feelings of maternal pride, unable to see a mere boy so put upon (though it was as good as forty pounds a year out of their pockets, notwithstanding our Tom had a good appetite), wrote to old Hall, cautioning him against the designing Daiseyfields; and Hall forthwith removed his son, and shortly afterwards complimented the Sowerby candour with a T. Cox Savory teapot with a silver handle. And Miss Sowerby returned our Tom the heartsease and forget-me-not entwined white cornelian brooch with a dignified but not altogether despairing note; and our Tom passed the brooch on to dearest Jane, with a schoolboy scrawl of very infirm English, vowing that nothing but death should prevent his making her Mrs Thomas Hall. And all these things being accomplished, he presently took a second-class fare home, falling desperately in love with his fellow-passenger, Lady Bedingtons pretty maid, who he was only prevented offering to by the station-master at Fleecyborough refusing to book him on by the train she was travelling in. So Tom was left, cursing his luck and kissing his hand to her from the platform.


CHAPTER II.

INTRODUCES MAJOR FIBS.
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FLEECYBOROUGH, THE NEW scene of our heros exploits, though more of an agricultural than a manufacturing town, was large enough to have many of the attributes of a manufacturing one: fairs, assizes, races, and so on; also a theatre and assembly rooms, where town and county met in scornful defiance. In this not unfertile field old Hall had amassed money in a quiet, unobserved, unobtrusive sort of way, until Young Hopeful looming on the scene caused people to be suddenly struck with the fact that Old Hall must be very rich. Nor did Tummus, as his father called him, keep his candle under a bushel; on the contrary, he was continually polishing the flags of Lark-street along with Mr Padder, Mr Capiass swell clerk, or Mr Yawney, Mr Drugmore, the doctors young man, or standing with them at the corner of Spooneypope Street, sucking his cane-handle, gazing at the passing vehicles, or criticising as much of the ladies ankles as could be seen for their draggling dresses. He was always arrayed in the brightest, most glaring colours, the gaudiest shirts, with the most inexhaustible wrist-bands, the most varied and glittering studs, the most bepocketed Baden-towel waistcoats, the queerest, scrimpiest, little jackets, and the widest, boldest-patterned trousers, with the tiniest lacquer-toed boots peeping out below that ever were seen. So our Tom stood a gent  a character that in old Halls estimation simply meant a man with plenty of money and nothing to do.

The worst feature of Fleecyborough for a gent was that there were no gents to keep him company  at least, not till the afternoon. All the other gents were only gents from three or four oclock or so; consequently our Toms time hung rather heavily on his hands. He had fished off old Trueboys wig until the operation had ceased to create a laugh, and his practical jokes upon the other clerks had exhausted themselves by repetition. Bells Life, though a pleasing paper and full of varied information, would not last him a whole week; and even Miss Isinglass the pretty confectioners vapid simper oftener set him yawning than she inflamed him by the regularity and beauty of her features. Fortune, however, soon after his arrival came to our friends assistance. So marked a young man could not but attract attention, and one afternoon, as he was disporting himself on three chairs in the bay-windowed coffee-room of the Salutation Inn, after the manner of St Jamess-street club swells, as his friend Padder assured him, the well-known Major Fibs of the Heavysteed Dragoons, then quartered at Fleecyborough, entered the room. The major was a tall gaunt man, with full, wide-extending, sandy moustachios, that curled out into points like antelopes horns. The major was about fifty years of age, nearly five-and-thirty of which he had spent in the army, and he had long taken an M.A. degree in all that relates to the ways of the world. What a mentor for a man of our Toms inexperience! Let us get him introduced as quickly as possible.

The military being to a country town pretty much what the nobility are to London town, Toms first impulse was to get up and offer the major the chair; but recollecting that he was a gent, and well qualified, as his mother often assured him, to hold up his head, hinting, womanlike, that he might even aspire to one of the lord-lieutenants daughters, he just rolled a fat leg off a chair, and gave it a sort of outward twist towards the man of war. The majors strapping figure relaxed into a pokerified sort of bow, while a sardonic smile played over his hirsute features as he scanned the young greenhorn with his greenish-grey eyes. Bells Life being a far better ice-breaker than the weather, or even the Crystal Palace itself, the major at once proceeded to ask Tom if he would have the Goodneth, for he lithped a good deal, to tell him if Charley Bricks little dog had won the great rat match at Edgebathton.

Now Tom had just been reading the column Canine, and knew all about it; so he detailed to the major, with remarkable accuracy, how the little animal had won, and expatiated on the beauties and delicacies of the affair. The old major listened with marked attention, and, having discussed that point, he asked Tom if he thought he could pick him out the winner of the Rascal Stakes at Chippenham. Tom could not, but referred the major to the very promising column of prophets in Bells Life, to one of whom  viz., the genius who advertises that his tongue is not for falsehood framed, though we should think it was framed for nothing else  he thought of applying for racing information. The major then assumed the office of mentor, cautioning Tom against these impostors, who, he assured him, were the veriest scum of the earth, who knew nothing at all about horthes, and would infallibly bolt if they got any money into their hands. The major was warm and energetic on the point, feeling morally certain that he was equal to easing Tom of any superfluous cash he might happen to have, as he had eased many a youngster both in his regiment and out of it. And after a little more such agreeable and instructive conversation, the major tendered his hand, saying that he was glad to have had the pleasure of making Mr Halls acquaintance, and so departed.


CHAPTER III.

TOM IN GOOD HANDS.
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SIVIN AND FOURS elivin, and eights nineteen  I dont know that thatll do you any good, observed old Hall, when Torn boasted at dinner that he had made Major Fibss acquaintance.

I dont know that, my dear, observed Mrs Hall, coming to the rescue. I think its just the sort of company our Tummus should be in.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-five is fifty-six  dont like the milintary, replied Hall, busy with a chicken leg.

Thats only because Captain Sloper bit you, replied his wife. You shouldnt judge of all by the faults of one. The armys a most honorable profession.

Middlin, replied Hall, who had had the offer of many other bites besides Slopers  for escaping which he was more indebted to his own acuteness than to the candour of the would-be biters.

Tom, too, with the generous sympathies of youth, defended the major, whose action in cautioning him against the advertising turf swindlers he eulogised; and what between his wife and his son, old Hall soon found that he might as well hold his tongue.

Next day, as he was peering over the dingy green blinds of his bank, and saw Tom strutting by on the arm of the red-jacketed major, in the full enjoyment of the curious pleasure some little men feel in walking with very tall ones, the old man felt more pleased than pained at the sight. The major and Tom walked the streets for two hours, in the course of which time they met Mrs Flareups gold-lace hatted coachman, nine times watched the Miss Skippingtons into seven milliners and other shops, and got innumerable salutes from the soldiers. Their conversation was chiefly about horthes, which the major criticised, or rather denounced freely as they passed, pronouncing one to be a rip, another a brute, a third a devil, a fourth a screw, and so on  opinions to which Tom freely assented, though he knew nothing whatever about them. Seeing the swaggering way in which Tom brandished his cane whip-stick, the major asked him what hounds he hunted with, and being told that he had never been out but once, and then on foot, with old Mr Bloatingfords beagles, he particularly recommended hunting to his attention, assuring him that the very best introduction for a young man of figure and fortune like him was to be found at the cover-side. He then entered into a dissertation on the relative merits of Lord Heartycheers and Sir Harry Bulfinches hounds, commenting on the skill of their respective huntsmen, and the powers and performances of their packs.

He also glanced at the composition of their respective fields, denouncing this man as a jealous dog, that as a fine orthman, and concluded by asking our Tom to dine at the barracks on the morrow, being band-day, to which our friend readily assented.

To this enlivening scene let us now adjourn. Although Fibs was not considered quite the thing in the regiment  at least not by some of the saucy subalterns, who, after all, might be no great judges of propriety, or might, perhaps, mistake for cheating what in reality were most useful lessons in the ways of the world  although Fibs, we say, was not considered quite the thing in the regiment, yet, being an intense toady of the colonels  Colonel Blunt  who was no great shakes himself, they pocketed their dislikes and wined with our Tom in the hearty liberal sort of way of men who have got to pay their share of the shot. The colonel, who sat opposite Tom, led the charge with a great stentorian voice, an example that was quickly followed by the major, taken up by Captain Pippin opposite, responded to by Mr Mattyfat down below, followed by Captain Dazzler higher up, repeated by Captain Spill from behind the epergne, re-echoed by Captain Whopper in the vicechair, chorused by Mr Stalker on his left, and squeaked by little Mister Jug, the junior comet, who was very industrious in the drinking way, and generally got too much wine every night. They all took wine with our Tom  the adjutant twice.

The consequence was that our Tom got a very considerable quantity of hot heady wine during dinner, and soon felt at home among these jolly cocks instead of rising from table as unacquainted with them as when he sat down, according to the frigid rules of high society, where people are neither introduced nor make acquaintance by asking each other to wine. We really think it would be an improvement on the modern practice if a host were to calculate how much a dinner would cost, and send a share of the money to each guest, with, Company not required, as undertakers do with mourning at a funeral  a solemnity that a modern dinner-party very much resembles. Not so our mess, however, where everybody wined with our Tom; and what with the novelty of the scene, the dash of the uniforms, the tall liveried footmen, the massive plate, the general glare and glitter of everything except the plate, which was dull and pewtery-like, when the profane Cardigans mingled with the cut-glass decanters, and the band struck up, and the orderlies went round with their books, our Tom felt as though he had imbibed the spirit of the Duke of Wellington, and could lead whole armies on to glory and renown.

The conversation, however, did not take a military turn, for Colonel Blunt, being a great, coarse, blackleg sort of man, soon turned it into his favourite channel, and after a very critical review of the previous weeks sporting transactions, as detailed in the Sunday papers, he evoked an expression of opinion as to the propriety of matching his bull-terrier, Griper, against Bullhide the butchers Holdfast, and the band striking up Rory OMore in the course of the discussion, he sent the adjutant to dismiss them as a noisy set of scamps. Having got rid of them, he resumed the subject, frequently directing his questions and observations to our Tom, who felt flattered by the attentions of the great commander, and his offer of allowing any one to go halves in the match rather hanging fire, Tom boldly closed with it, leaving it to the colonel to make it for any sum he liked. Having attentively scrutinised Toms fat vacant face, and considered whether he had better pigeon him or let his daughter have a run at him, he came to the conclusion that he might do both, and being in the secret of the then great coming cross between Sledgehammer, the blacksmith, and Granitenob, the miner, the colonel accommodated Tom with the favourite at evens.

He then introduced the subject of some leather-plating they were getting up among themselves  quite select small stakes  just for amusement, and to please the country folks  five-pound forfeits  only five pounds, and Tom dashed at them too. In fact, he was ripe for anything; but the prudent colonel thinking he had done enough, and many of the officers having retired on the appearance of a bottle with a white paper cravat, the colonel looked significantly at the major, who forthwith proposed retiring to his room and having thum thardines or anthovies, or bitter ale and grilled bones, or thumthin of that thort. The fat boy and the fat colonel then rose together, and the fat colonel seeing that the fat boy rather lurched in his gait, thrust his huge arm through his, and led him away before the now tittering remnant of his regiment.

What a youth! whispered one. Green as grass, observed another. In good hands, said a third. The old uns will draw him, tittered another. Never mind, hes plenty of wool on his back! exclaimed a fifth. Right shop for getting it shorn in, rejoined the first speaker, who had had practical experience both of the colonel and his major. But we must accompany the departing worthies.

Colonel Blunt being quite a martinet in money matters, never compromising a good bet, or letting a youngster off a bad one, or out of a bad horse deal on the plea of inebriety, which he used to say was only an additional reason for enforcing the bet or the deal, were it only to cure him of the foul propensity  the colonel, we say, being quite a martinet in money matters, was anxious to compare with Tom Hall in private, so that there might be no mistake or misunderstanding in the morning. Seeing, too, how freely Tom rose at all manner of bait, he thought he might feel how the land lay with regard to entering him for his daughter  a most lovely and angelic girl, as her mother told the gents, or a fiery little fiend, as she occasionally told the young lady herself. Accordingly he stuck to our friend Tom, even after he had got him safe down the stone steps of the mess-room and into the spacious star-canopied barrack-yard, looking so different in the dull sombre garments of night to what it did when he entered in the bright glare of day. Whether it was the night air, or the stars, or the young moon, or the young port, or the old cheese, or the green salad, we know not, but Toms head ceased to serve him even as indifferently well as it had been doing, and his legs seemed inclined to rebel too. However, the colonel got him over the ground, and up to the end of a spacious wind-whistling passage, through which darkness was made visible by a few glowworm-looking lamps, aided by occasional gleams of light from partially-opened doors on either side, disclosing adjourned scenes of revelry, or emitting the fumes of tobacco. The majors soldier-servant, anticipating his masters coming, had got a couple of composite candles lighted, which cast a cheerful radiance over the crimson furniture and fancy fittings of the little room, and had even been so considerate as to lay a pack of cards on the table.

Thit down, my dear feller  thit down, lisped the major, wheeling a semi-circular chair behind our friend Tom, which, taking him just behind the knees, sent him souse into it. The colonel then took possession of one opposite. Toms head now began to swim. He thought the carpet was undulating, like the sham sea at a theatre, and clutched his chair manfully with both hands.

I wish this chair maynt come down with me, observed the colonel, as his chair began to creak under his enormous weight, for he walked seventeen stone.

That would be ve  ve  very awkward, stammered Tom, staring wildly.

Oh, no; it things (sings) with me, observed the major from the adjoining cupboard of a room, whither he had gone under pretence of arranging his supper tray, but in reality to give the colonel an opportunity of taking Tom through hands.

Well, I hope Bullhide wont whop us, observed the colonel, reverting to the dog-match, slapping his great brawny hands on to his enormous knees, and contemplating Tom just as a cat contemplates a mouse before pouncing. I hope Bullhide wont whop us, repeated he in a louder tone, Tom not noticing the observation.

That would be ve  ve  very awkward, replied Tom after a pause.

If the Nob beats the Hammer I shall want two ponies of you, observed the colonel, slowly and sententiously.

That would be ve  ve  very awkward, replied Tom.

Humph! grunted the colonel, fixing his eyes on the now open-mouthed, drooping-lidded, chubby-faced boy, and thinking whether it was worth while continuing the effort.

Just then Tom thought he felt the room begin to rock, and started forward with a violent stamp on the floor. Finding his mistake, he gave an idiotic sort of laugh, as if nothing particular had happened, and then essayed to sit bolt upright.

The colonel thought he would make one more attempt.

You understand the terms of the Warrior Stakes, observed he, speaking very loudly, and leaning towards Tom. Its a fifteen-guinea stake, ten guineas forfeit, and only five if declared by the 15th. If you dont mean to run, youll have to pay five guineas.

That would be ve  ve  very awkward, replied Tom with much labour.

Ay, but if you dont declare in time, youll have to pay ten, rejoined the colonel, with a knowing jerk of his great bull head.

That would be ve  ve  very awkward, replied Tom as before.

Hang your awkwards! growled the colonel, rising from his chair; and, going to where the major was still busy among his condiments, he whispered him that the boy was drunk, and he (the major) must see that matters were right in the morning.

This the obsequious major promised to do, and bidding Tom Good-night the colonel rolled off home, to take the usual revenge upon his wife and daughter that he did when things didnt go right.

And the major got a fly and took our Tom home to his fathers.


CHAPTER IV.

MARTIAL ARDOUR.
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MAJOR FIBS WAS in town betimes the next afternoon, having double duty to perform  namely, to call the colonels bets over with our Tom, and to caution him against the men in the regiment who he thought likely to enlighten Tom as to their joint propensities. The mess dinner having made Tom common property, the major felt the urgency of the occasion; for though few of the men had been long in the regiment  which, indeed, seemed to act the part of conduit-pipe to others  yet they could all tell something against the colonel or the major, or both.

Not falling in with Tom in High-street, or Cross-street, or at the corner of Spooneypope-street, and seeing nothing of him over Paddington the tailor from Londons blinds, between the brush and soap bottles of Bergamot the hairdressers window, or in the coffee-room of the Salutation Inn, the major drew on to Miss Isinglass the confectioners, where he found our jolly friend sitting backwards in his chair, contemplating the young lady over a conical tumbler of capillaire and soda-water. The major clanked in with his long brass spurs and coarse iron-heeled boots.

Ah, my dear fellow, how dye do? lisped he, as if the meeting was the veriest accident in the world. Good mornin, Miss I., continued he, addressing the lady, with a military touch of his gold-laced forage cap. Hope I dont intrude? as Paul Pry used to say, looking significantly at Tom; at which the lady smiled and hung her head, showing her auburn ringlets to great advantage.

The trio then entered upon the interesting subject of the weather: the major wanting rain, to soften the ground, to train a ticklish-legged horse; Miss Isinglass wanting it fair, as she was going by the last cheap excursion train to the Great Exhibition; and Tom Hall not knowing exactly what he wanted. So they talked a very edifying pastrycook-shop sort of conversation. At length, having finished his beverage, and told Miss Isinglass to tick it, Tom rose from his seat, and, with a parting leer, linked arms with the major, and sallied forth for a stroll, Tom observing confidentially to his friend that his coppers were hot.

I thought you were rather thleepy last night, replied the major, suspecting that Tom might be wanting to cry off his bets on the plea of intoxication. I thought you were rather thleepy, repeated he; adding, That beethly bands enough to thet anybody to thleep.

The sleepiness was not the only reminiscence of the previous nights carouse, for, in addition to the ghost of a tune with his headache, Tom had awoke with a desperate military mania. Nothing would serve him but he would be a soldier. As he lay cooling his throbbing head against the pillow, he thought over the glories of a military career, the magnificent uniforms, the splendid dinners, the enlivening bands, the brazen trumpets sound, the honour of belonging to the Rag; and he fancied himself capering about the streets on a splendidly caparisoned charger, with a red-and-white feather floating gracefully from his cocked hat.

I tell you what, said he, squeezing the majors arm confidentially I tell you what, Ive been thinking  that is to say, Ive been considering  I mean, Ive half an idea  I should like to go into the army.

Hem! mused the major, thinking how that would fit. And I should like to go into your regiment, continued Tom eagerly; adding, Dye think Ive any chance?

Not impothible, replied the major, making a good mouthful of the poth not impothible. The colonels parthal to sthtout men  likes them fat.

Indeed, replied Tom, who didnt consider himself at all out of the way in that respect. Dye think hed give me a commission? asked Tom.

Why, as to that, mused the major why, as to that, I dare say hed give you his interest, and hes thick with the old Dook; has a bed at Apthley Houth whenever he goes to town. Indeed, Ive no doubt the Dook would be only too happy to therve him. But thee him yourthelf, my dear feller, continued the major thee him yourthelf, and ask him the question.

Tom walked on in silence, not exactly knowing how to set about it.

You might call under pretenth of talking over your last nights beths, you know, suggested the major, and that would give you an opportunity of theeing his daughter Anthelena, the most lovely creature you ever thet eyes on  things like a theraphum!

The lady temptation was for the moment lost upon Tom by the sudden irruption of Granitenob and Griper, and Bullhide and the Warrior Stakes, upon his recollection. He now felt that, if he hadnt made the colonels acquaintance thereby, he would rather not have made the bets; for, like the great John Gilpin, although on pleasure bent, Tom had a frugal mind  a deal of his fathers caution about him.

If you have any therious thoughts about the army, continued the major after a pause, it wouldnt be a bad plan to humour the old gentleman by making a few more beths with him. It isnt the money he cares about, continued the major, he likes the ecthitement of the thing. Money!  bleth ye, he has more than he knows what to do with. Ill be bound to thay, Anthelena will have fifty thouthand punds  not fifty thouthand stock, but stock that will prodooth fifty thouthand tholid thubstanthal thovereigns.

And Tom felt cheered by the assurance, and thought he saw his way through the Granitenob and other difficulties. If excitement was all the old boy wanted, he could accommodate him with that to any extent; and though aspiring to so great an heiress might appear presumptuous, Tom was not prepared to say but he was ready for the attempt.

Is she pretty? asked Tom, flourishing a cane whip-stick in an off-hand sort of way.

Beeau-tiful! drawled the major. The most beeau-tiful figure and complexthon you ever thaw.

Indeed, replied Tom. Ill have a look at her.

Do, replied the major. I athure you, as a friend, shes well worth it.

Hum! mused Tom, wishing he hadnt given Jinny Daiseyfield the brooch, and wondering how he could get it back.

The colonels an ecthellent cretur, observed the major as they sauntered along.

He seems so, replied Tom.

Ecthellent cretur, replied the major, with an emphasis and a twist of the points of his ferocious moustachios; quite a father to all the young men in the regiment  far too good for some of them, indeed.

What sort of chaps are they? asked Tom.

Why, between ourselves, replied the major in an undertone, and hugging Toms arm as he spoke between ourselves  in strict confidence in course, for one doesnt like to speak ill of ones brother-offithers  there are some queerish blades among em; that Dathler, for instance, and Whopper (both of whom the colonel and major had recently cheated in horses), and Pippin, is no great things; but youve no occasion to trouble yourself about any of them; the colonels the boy for you  stick to him. Its a far finer thing to be thick with field-offithers and colonels of regiments than with little whelps of boys like that little Mithter Jug, and Shuffler, and so on.

And Tom thought so, and fancied that he, too, might come to have a bed at Apsley House. The major interrupted the reverie by entering upon the more immediate object of his mission  namely, that of ascertaining how far the youths memory retained the recollection of the overnights transaction; and finding that he was pretty well up in them, he next sounded him as to his means of carrying them out, particularly as regarded the race for the Warrior Stakes. Hearing that his hunting-cane then constituted his whole equestrian stock-in-trade, the major hinted at the desirableness of getting horthes directly, so as to get them into condithon before the season, observing that condithon was half the battle with a hunter  a fact that Tom was wholly unconscious of, being of opinion that a horse, like a carriage or a steam-engine, was always ready to go when wanted. In short, Tom knew nothing at all about horses, and in more ways than one seemed to have been sent for the especial benefit of the gallant Colonel Blunt and his able and indefatigable coadjutor, Major Fibs. The major then proceeded to show how, if Tom got a nice orth or two, thummerd à la Nimrod, which the major pronounced to be the most orthodox thystem, Tom might do a little cocktail rathin, and perhaps win a goodith sthake, all of which was extremely comfortable to our young friends comprehension. The major even hinted that he knew a very likely nag to do the trick; but he just mentioned this in a casual incidental sort of way, addressing himself as much to the wall as to Tom Hall; and after a protracted saunter, the major at length parted with his amiable young friend, assuring him of his distinguished consideration, and returned to the barracks to report to the colonel; while Tom turned in for a four oclock dinner at his fathers, his head still harping on the army, and aching with the fine military port of the previous day.


CHAPTER V.

MRS HALLS AMBITION.
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SIVIN AND FOURS elivin, and ninety-fours a underd and five, exclaimed old Hall in astonishment, planting his knife and fork erect with a thump of each on the table when our Tom broached the subject of soldiering. Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a underd and ten  wot the doose should you go into the army for? gasped he.

Serve ones queen and country, stammered Tom, blushing, not expecting such a note of exclamation.

Serve ones queen and fiddlestick! replied old Hall, who, like Mr Cobden, was all for peace and politeness.

Mrs Hall was equally opposed, though on a different principle. She couldnt bear the idea of her dear boy being cut up by the Caffres, or burnt by the Indians, or peppered by the Irish, or prodded by the French. No, no, Tummus mustnt be a soldier. He must stay at home and comfort his father and mother.

But Tom was obdurate; and having always got what he wanted by standing out, he worked the subject morning, noon, and night. The old people took counsel together. Many were the expedients and diversions they suggested.

Its a pity, but we could get him into Lord Lavenders army, at length observed Mrs Hall to her husband one night after Tom had been unusually persecuting. He would look uncommonly nice in marmalade-coloured tights, and its just the sort of company Tummus ought to be in.

Now Lord Lavender was the preterpluperfect tense of dandies; his hussars were the pink of the yeomanry cavalry of England, and officered by noblemen and swells of the first water. The facilities of railways enabled many listless, lounging, London bucks to bebeard and bespur themselves, and take up their quarters at his noble mansion for fourteen days, eating and drinking and playing at soldiers in the park. His lordship, who had the soul of an army tailor in the body of a nobleman, spent endless time and countless cash in the advancement of this his favourite hobby; and though in reality commanding but one regiment, it was as good as having two, for they were heavies in the morning and hussars at night. Red coats and horse-haired helmets, with leather tights and jack-boots were the marching order, while richly silver-braided, ermine-trimmed, lavender-coloured jackets and pelisses, and the aforesaid marmalade-coloured tights, with silver-tasseld Hessian boots, annihilated the ladies of an evening.

None but the wealthy, or men with good credit, could go into the corps, for all the appointments were studiedly expensive, no German silver allowed, and the lace was laid on as if it was impossible to get it thick enough. Into this Heaven of Heavens Mrs Hall was desirous of intruding our Tom, or rather her Tom. We diverged at the point where she introduced the idea.

Sivin and fours elivin, and sivins eighteen  there wouldnt be much difficulty about that, replied old Hall.

Dye think not? exclaimed Mrs Hall in delight.

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighteens twenty-nine  I think not, replied her husband cautiously; at least I take it not  I apprehend not.

Old Hall had been recently reading that great work of information his bank-ledger, wherein he had a concise view, not only of his lordships affairs but of the affairs of many other great men of the county, and finding that his lordship had what he called overdrood most desprate, he had very little doubt that he could have whatever he chose to ask for.

His wife, of course, urged him to ask for a commission for our Tom; and our Tom, though he had been desperate about the Heavysteed Dragoons, yet feeling, on reflection, that all the splendour in the world would be little worth if he hadnt dear Fleecyborough to exhibit it in, with becoming reluctance at length came into the arrangement. Old Hall, after duly considering whether he should address his lordship on the subject of the overdrawn account, and allude to the commission in a postscript  or address him on the subject of the commission, and allude to the overdrawn account in the postscript, at length chose the latter, and finally despatched a very business-like letter, beginning as high up the page as if he meant to fill the whole sheet, though, in reality, he only got through a third of a page, stating that his son, a very promising young man, who had just finished his education, was desirous of joining his lordships regiment, and that he (the father) would esteem it a favour if his lordship would appoint him, for which he would be ready to pay whatever was required, adding that he was his lordships obedient humble servant to command; and, as if by way of showing how little he was his servant in reality, he added this:  

P.S.  My cashier has just drawn my attention to your book, which he would like to have a little more evenly balanced before Christmas.


CHAPTER VI.

LORD LAVENDER AT HOME.

[image: img460.jpg]

WORDS CANNOT EXPRESS the rage Lord Lavender was in when he received the foregoing missive, which he did as he sat at breakfast with his family, who, as they will occupy a somewhat prominent position in our story, it may be well for the reader to become at once acquainted with.

His Lordship, though past the heyday of youth, had not been able to persuade himself of that fact. Indeed, he laboured the other way, and, by dint of belts, bands, washes, cosmetics, and dyes, managed to set half a century at defiance as successfully as any made-up gentleman we ever saw; and but for three full-grown buxom-looking girls, to say nothing of a son or two out of sight, might have passed for a gentleman a little turned of thirty. The girls, unfortunately, looked older than they were, and, instead of the fathers high-bred air and Italian-like complexion, took after their mother, who was fair, and now somewhat dumpy. Lady Lavender, though painfully aristocratic, now that she had scrambled into the peerage, might have been a little higher bred without disadvantage. Indeed, it was not exactly known whence she came, the stud-books of humanity merely entering her as daughter of John Smith, Esq., thus offering a wide field for the speculations of the curious. Be that, however, as it may, she was very highty-tighty, fully appreciating the advantages of position, and entering into the outraged feelings of her husband at such overtures as Halls.

Such impudence! Such presumption! What next, I wonder? Passes all comprehension. Will be offering to one of the girls next, observed her ladyship, throwing the wide-unenveloped letter from her with disdain.

Who is it? inquired Miss Maria Henrietta Jane.

Oh, nobody  only your pas banker writing about a cub of a boy of his, replied her ladyship.

What, old fat-throat! exclaimed Maria, whose other two names we will now take the liberty of merging.

What do you know about fat-throats? demanded his lordship with a frown, which might be caused either by the familiarity of the expression or the inconvenient postscript to the bankers letter.

Oh, nothing, replied Maria, with a blush; only we see a great porpoise of a boy in all the colours of the rainbow hanging about the streets and shop doors at Fleecyborough, and  and  and  somebody christened him old fat-throat.

I dare say the somebody was yourself, snapped her ladyship; you are always demeaning yourself with undue familiarity.

Always! exclaimed his lordship, who wanted some one to be angry with.

Indeed I know nothing about him, replied Maria quite innocently.

I should hope not! replied the lady-mother. I should hope not! repeated she, with great dignity. I should hope no daughter of mine would demean herself by a plebeian connection. So saying, she rose from the table and sailed out of the room, with as much stateliness as a dumpy lady all stomach up to the chin can assume, followed by her daughters, giggling at the idea of our Tom forming one of their select family circle.

Although his lordship had made use of at least a bushel of bad words in declaring his fixed determination not to sully his corps by admitting such a snob as our Tom, and had mentally consigned him to all manner of out-of-the-way and uncomfortable places, yet when he found himself in the solitude of his own room, with the ill-omened document before him, and a strong file of last years unpaid bills at his elbow  some, indeed, beginning with the ominous words, To bill delivered so much  he thought better of writing in the indignant strain to old Hall that he at first contemplated; indeed, he believed it was best to be civil; most likely it was ignorance; the man mightnt mean to be rude  didnt know the regulations of his corps, and so on; so he would write him a polite put-off note, beginning, Lord Lavender presents his compliments to Mr Hall, and regrets exceedingly, &c.

Before he had got an answer combed out to his mind, a servant announced that Mr Drearyman, the land-agent, was waiting for an audience, and that dread functionary being admitted, and at length induced to take a seat, proceeded to pour out such a catalogue of grievances, such wants, such distress and poverty among the tenants, aggravated by the tedious prolixity with which Drearyman dwelt upon each item, that, before he was done, his lordship felt he would be fortunate if the estates did not bring him debtor instead of his having anything to receive.

Mr Drearyman, indeed, drew a lamentable picture of the state of the country  a striking contrast to the pen-and-ink prosperity of some of the newspaper press. But there are no people so confident of the capabilities of land as those who have none.

When Drearyman at length took his departure, his lordship saw things in a different light. So far from gratifying Mr Trueboy with an adjustment of his account, he felt satisfied that he would have to increase his obligations; and after a strong struggle between pride and pocket, pocket at length gained the mastery, and the haughty lord humbled himself before the griping banker, and, sinking all notice of Halls postscript, wrote that he would have great pleasure in appointing Mr Thomas Hall to a cometcy in the Royal Lavender Dragoons and Hyacinth Hussars. By the same post he increased the weight of his obligations to the bank, by sending Madame Dentelle a cheque for her ladyship and daughters longstanding account, for which he had had innumerable applications and assurances that the money was wanted to enable madame to meet a heavy bill coming due the then next week.


CHAPTER VII.

COLONEL BLUNT CALLS.
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OLD HALLS HOUSE was in the heart of the town of Fleecyborough, in Newbold-street, and, though substantial and well-built, could not vie with the more modern plate-glass - windowed mansions that had sprung up in the outskirts and newer streets. It was a dingy brick mansion, with heavy woodwork windows, a massive green door, and an old iron railing enclosing nothing. Newbold-street at this part was rather narrow, and only flagged on Halls side, but some fifty yards to the west was an airy market-place, and the bank, forming part of the house, was what was called extremely used for business, the farmers popping in and out like rabbits in a warren. Though the bank was as dark and as dirty as a place could be, and the little partitioned-off nook, wherein we introduced the banker to our readers, was all the sweating room he possessed, it was wonderful the amount of business he did, and the agonies parties underwent in that nook. Sivin and fours elivin, and nineteens thirty  Im afeard this bill wont do, Hall would say to a ponderous farmer who wanted a little accommodation, or perhaps a good deal, to enable him to meet his rent. Couldnt you get some un to join in a note? or, to another, Sivin and fours elivin, and fifteens twenty-six  its not convenient just now, returning the gaping goose his hopeless paper. Ay  w-h-o-y  arll call again in haafe an hour, perhaps replies the innocent, not understanding the delicacy of the refusal.

But we are entering into the mysteries of Halls calling, whereas our object is only to introduce his residence to our readers, preparatory to receiving company. We will now suppose our worthy friends in receipt of Lord Lavenders letter, and, the first transports of joy over, Mrs Hall castle-building  imagining a match between our Tom and one of the Miss Myrtles, his lordships daughters.

Our Tom shall have an honourable for a wife! exclaimed she.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-one is fifty-two  I dont know that that would do him any good, replied Hall.

Not do him any good! retorted his wife; why, its the very thing that Tom ought to have  a high-bred lady for a wife, wholl take him to court, and into distinguished society, and make a first-rate man of him.

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighty-three is ninety-four  I dont know that hed be any better of that, replied the imperturbable banker.

Not any better of that! retorted his wife, who was all for advancement, and saw no reason why our Tummus should not marry a lords daughter as well as Miss Nobody-knew-who Smith marry Lord Lavender; and so Hall and she got into a discussion on the point.

Their dialogue was interrupted by the most violent pounding of their hitherto peaceable, brass, lion-headed knocker, and before the astonished couple had recovered from the surprise, or speculated whether the bank was broke, or the house on fire, a second assault, if possible more furious than the first, thundered through the mansion, and caused a simultaneous rush to the drawing-room windows to see what was oop, as old Hall said. A tall, gold-laced hatted, moustachioed footman, in a dirty drab greatcoat, was in the act of returning to a high mail phaeton, yellow picked out with red, drawn by a pair of silver duns, in which was seated an enormous Daniel Lambert-looking man in undress uniform, and a little shrimp of a woman in a mixed costume of faded finery, in the shape of summer and winter clothes. A green terry - velvet bonnet with a yellow feather, a large ermine tippet over a light-blue muslin gown, with a machinery-lace-covered pink parasol, bright yellow-ochre-coloured gloves, and black velvet bands, with long ends and bright buckles round her wrists, as if she had sprained them. Altogether  man, woman, vehicle, horses  a very remarkable turn-out. The servant is now waiting for orders.

ASK IF MISTRESS WHAT-HER-NAMES AT HOME, bellowed the monster, in a tone that sounded right into the house, and was heard by the curious on either side of the street, who had been attracted to their windows by the unwonted pounding of the door ASK IF MISTRESS WHATS-HER-NAME  HALLS AT HOME, repeated he, catching the name, and flourishing his whip triumphantly over his stout Hanoverians.

O lauk l exclaimed Mrs Hall, in dismay. Im not fit to be seen! Ive got my old gown and a dirty cap on, glancing at herself in the eagle-topped mirror, as she hurried out of the room. Not at home, Sarey!  not at home! exclaimed she, leaning over the banisters to the maid, who, startled over the remains of a currant dumpling, was rushing pale and frightened to the door. Not at home, Sarey!  not at home, repeated Mrs Hall, almost loud enough to be heard outside.

Not at home! blurted out Sarah, before the question was put at the half-opened door; and forthwith the lady in colours produced an elegant mother-o-pearl card-case, and handed the footman an assortment of various sized cards for the not-at-homeites to help themselves to when they returned.

Masters at home, observed Sarah, in a tremulous voice, with a laudable regard for the honour and credit of the bank.

I THOUGHT YOU SAID NOT AT HOME, roared the officer, in a voice of thunder.

Master is, missis is not, replied the maid, timidly.

AH  WELL, ILL JUST GO IN AND SEE WHAT SORT OF A TIGER HE is, observed the officer in the same tone after a pause; and, depositing the whip in its case, he handed the pipeclayed reins to the lady, and descended with a swag that shot her up in her seat like a pea.

He was indeed a fat man, and his crimson-and-gold belt was lost in the folds of fat at his sides. Having alighted on terra firma, he shook himself to see that he was all there, and then proceeded to labour in on his heels, paddling as it were with his short fat fins of arms.

The tiger had got himself into his lair ready for a pounce before the heavy man got creaked upstairs to the door which Sarey had left wide open, after a hurried half-frightened exclamation of The gentleman, sir, hoping she was right in letting him in  fearing she was wrong.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-five is fifty-six  what the deuce can the feller want with me? muttered old Hall to himself. Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-fives a underd and six  hell stand a dooced bad chance of gettin a bill done after that impittence, thinking of his calling him a tiger. Sivin and fours elivin, and a underd and fifteen is a underd and twenty-six  what a time he is in gettin up, thought he, as the ponderous heavy-breathing man still laboured at the ascent. At length he appeared at the door.

Mr Hall (puff), I believe (wheeze), gasped the officer, snatching his gold-laced foraging-cap off his great round head, and giving an uncouth bow with a kick out behind.

The banker acknowledged the impeachment without rising from his seat.

Ive called (puff), roared he, thats to say, Mrs Colonel (wheeze) Blunt and (puff) I have done Mrs (wheeze) Hall the (gasp) honour to call. I mean to say, continued he, waddling across the room to an easy-chair as he spoke, I mean to say, Mrs Colonel Blunt and (wheeze) I have done our (gasp) selves the honour to call on Mrs (puff) Whats-her-name, sousing himself into the chair as he spoke, to ask you to come to a little (puff) entertainment  music  mornin hop, the dansante, as she calls it, or earache and stomach-ache, as I call it; and your (puff) son  hows your (puff) son? James, thats to say  fine young man (wheeze), great favourite of mine (puff); great (wheeze) pleasure in making his (gasp) quaintance. And your daughter; oh! I beg (puff) pardon, you havent a daughter. Its Mr Buss who has the daughter (puff); you townspeople are all so (puff) alike, you puzzle one. Its Mr Buss who has the daughter  (puff)  devlish ugly girl she is too (wheeze); ugliest girl I ever saw  nasty-looking girl, I should say.  He  he  he!

Haw  haw  haw! Ho  ho  ho!

Hall accompanied this speech, or rather parts of a speech, with the following mental commentary  

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-nines sixty (what a fat man he is), and sixtys a underd and twenty, and ninetys two underd and ten (I wonder whether hell be asking me to do a bill), and twenty-nines two underd and thirty-nine (thats a piece of impittence callin Tummus, James  knows his names Tummus as well as I do), and forty-fives two underd and ninety-four (Miss Buss is an ugly girl); and as Hall hated old Buss, the censure of the daughter rather expiated the offence of calling Tummus, James.

Thank you, sir,  thats to say, colonel  thats to say, sir  thats to say, Colonel Blunt, replied Hall, after the monster had exhausted himself. Mrs H. and I are much obliged by the compliment of this call. Tummus, not James, continued Hall, eyeing the monster intently,

Tummus, not James, repeated he, will have much pleasure in accepting your note,  thats to say, your invitation, continued he, with an emphasis, lest the inadvertency should lead to the production of a bill-stamp.

Oh, but you must come too, roared the now recruited colonel; you must come too  you and Mrs Whats-her-Name, and all  hear my daughter play  finest performer in the world!  quite divine!



Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-eights fifty-nine  theres a darter in the case, is there? mused Hall. Thank you, sir  thats to say, colonel, replied he, aloud. Youre very good; but musics not much in my way.

Why, as to that, replied the colonel, with a shrug of his great shoulders why, as to that, Ive no great eye for music myself; but the women like these sort of fandangoes, and we must knock under to them sometimes, you know  he, he, he!  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho! his fat sides shaking like a shape of blancmange.

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighty-threes ninety-four  my black shorts wouldnt show well by daylight, mused Hall, and Mrs H. would be sure to want a new gown to go in. No, I thank you, Mister Colonel, resumed Hall, aloud; youre very good, but its really quite out of my line, and Mrs H., though very well at home, wont do to take abrooad.

Just as Mr Hall made this unfortunate declaration, the lady who didnt do to take abrooad made her appearance, a splendidly revised edition of the one that had fled. A fine fly-away cap, with full forty yards of pink ribbon, graced the back of her silvery-streaked head, while an elaborately-worked collar drooped over a shot-silk dress that assumed a variety of colours according to the light.

Oh, heres Mrs Buss! exclaimed the colonel, as she entered; heres Mrs Buss herself!

I say, Mrs Buss, what dye think your husband says? roared the military monster, treating her just as he would a barmaid what dye think your husband says? He says, by Jove! that youre very well at home, but you dont do to take abroad  he, he, he! Now I should say, continued he, eyeing her intently I should say that youre a devilish deal better-looking woman than he is a man  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho! But, however, never mind, continued he, checking his guffaw; Ill tell you what Ive come about  Ill tell you for what Ive come about. Mistress Colonel Blunt and I have called to ask you to come to a the dansante, or dancing tea, as she calls it; or ear-ache and stomach-ache, as I call it  you and your husband, and my friend Charles  so now you must come.

He rose and rolled out of the room, leaving old Hall and his wife to settle the question of looks between them at their leisure as soon as they recovered from the petrifaction of astonishment into which his condescending visit had thrown them. The Colonel then stumped downstairs, and climbing up into the phaeton, resumed the whip and reins, roaring out as he squashed himself into his seat, RUMMEST COUPLE I EVER SAW! He then flourished the whip over the Hanoverians, the tall footman clambered up behind, and the rickety vehicle went jingling, like a tambourine, over the uneven pavement, to the delight of the children and the admiration of the country folks, who thought it a most splendid turn-out.


CHAPTER VIII.

THE THÉ DANSANTE.
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NOT HAVING THE Fleecyborough census-paper at hand, we are unable to say what age the lovely Angelena  Miss Blunt  returned herself at, but her mamma admitted she was out of her teens, while a rival mamma would very likely set her down at thirty or more. Be that, however, as it may, she had all the worldly experience of a woman of thirty. She had flirted with and jilted half the young men during their passage through the regiment: Comets Cubley, Disher, Dazzler, Dibs, and Shaver; Lieutenants Dancewell, Wildblood, Bouquet, and Gape, courting as a soldiers daughter ought to court  by the word of command  making up to this man when told he was a catch  chopping over to that when advised he was better. Her present liaison was with our little pig-eyed friend, Comet Jug, a beardless boy, equally enamoured of his bottle and her. He would be an honourable when his grandpapa, old Lord Pitcher, went to the well. Invincible Tom was now coming to cut him out.

Singularly enough, the band struck up See the conquering hero comes as Tom dashed up to the door of the colonels barrack-house in a Fleecyborough fly on the day of the the dansante.

Mr Hall!

Mr Hoar!

Mr Horn! announced three consecutive Heavysteed Dragoon footmen, as our fat friend elbowed his way upstairs into the colonels little rooms, now looking less by the profusion of hairy heavies simpering their vapid inanities over the perspiring, and therefore thoroughly happy, rank, beauty, and fashion of Fleecy borough. Dancing teas not being much in vogue in that neighbourhood, some were attired in evening, some in morning, dresses. Miss Blunt being of the slim, not to say scraggy order, capable of improvement by millinery, was in an elegant Turkish trouser-sleeved tarlatan double-skirted muslin dress, that seemed undecided whether it would be a morning or an evening one. It was made as a tunic, both skirts trimmed all round with plaited pink ribbon and very broad machinery lace. She also wore a black lace jacket with most voluminous sleeves, showing her arms well up to the elbows. These were heavily laden with jewellery, for though her well-disciplined mind would not allow of her thinking for one moment of a man without her beloved parents approval, she nevertheless exercised a sound discretion of her own with regard to keeping their presents, and her hands and arms were perfect trophy-bearers of her eyes. There, in the shape of rings and lockets and chains and bracelets and armlets, glittered the spoils of war  the honours of many sieges. She could have furnished a conquest department in the Crystal Palace. One might almost read the characters of her lovers in their presents. In the mild, fairy-like web of that turquoise-studded Venetian chain breathes the soft languishing notes of Lieutenant Wildblood; in that plain gold armlet with the sparkling diamond heart we read the cruel case of Cornet Dibs; that showy, never-going armlet watch tells the deception that was practised upon honest Gape; the bacchanalian-grouped cameo proclaims the taste of little Jug. But to our dashing Tom.

There was a general lull and stare, and nudging and putting up of eye-glasses, as, red-faced and hot, our friend forced his way into the room, the officers eyeing him with pity as the next victim, the ladies feeling somewhat hurt at Mrs Blunt trenching, as it were, on their preserve. Not that they, &c.,  but, &c.

How ARE YE, HALL? roared the colonel, who was standing in full uniform, looking like a red-hot globe in the centre of the little room, the perspiration standing on his bald but still darkly-fringed head. How ARE YE, HALL? repeated he, extending an enormous fin of an arm. And drawing Tom towards him, he shot him forward with a force that cannond him against his wife and daughter.

Let me introduce my darter, observed the former, on recovering her equilibrium.

The happy couple made their obeisances like combatants entering the arena, and again the surging roar of conversation rose and overwhelmed what followed. The small room was crammed to suffocation; and the gallant men were so intent on guarding the fair, that they seemed to have put on all their accoutrements, and brought everything, except their horses, into the room.

Oh, my toe! squeaked little Miss Smiley, as Captain Dash came down upon it with his spur. Thats my foot, sir! exclaimed Mr Benson, as Captain Pippin began to drum upon it with his sword. Would you have the kindness to move a little that way? asked Mrs Makepiece mildly; the peak of your helmet is piercing my back. But we must leave these minor casualties in favour of the greater actors in this our drama.

Most regular flirts have a set form of attack, and Angelenas was of the most direct and positive order. She always advised young men to have their pictures taken. Oh, dear! she thought it such a pity for men not to be pinted, as she called it, for she had an elegant way of making her as into is, and committing other extravagances with the English language. She thought it such a pity for men not to be pinted when they were young and handsome. Wouldnt he now  wouldnt he have his portrait pinted? and she would look in the gooses grinning face in the most winning, beseeching way possible. She had sent a dozen fools to the pinters, and was just advising little Jug to have his unmeaning mug taken when the new conquering hero arrived. She went at Tom most vigorously  eyes, nose, mouth, ears, hands, and all. After an icebreaker about the weather, she diverged at once into the army. So he was going into Lord Lavenders Hussars! Well, continued she, clasping her hands, and turning her eyes up to the ceiling. Ah! she had heard  she had hoped  but no matter  Lord Lavenders was a lovely corps  the finest out of the line. Such uniforms! Heavies in the morning, and Hussars at night! Wouldnt he now  wouldnt he have his portrait pinted? In the hussar uniform, with his busby on? Nothing so becoming as a busby. It was such a pity for men not to be pinted when they were young and handsome, dropping her voice as she uttered the word handsome, and looking at Tom as if she was utterly annihilated by his beauty.

I SAY, HALL! IVE MADE THE MATCH WITH OLD HIDE, roared the colonel, at this interesting period. You KNOW WHAT I MEAN, GRIPER AND HOLDFAST! ITS FOR

FRIDAY  TEN SOVS.  P.P.; so YOU COME AND SEE IT, AND DINE WITH US AFTER; AND NOW, ANGELENA, MY

DEAR, continued he, at a signal from his wife, SING US MARBLE HALLS,

THE SOLDIER TIRED, OR SOMETHING TO KEEP us WARM.  He  he  he! haw  haw  haw! ho  ho  ho! the colonel mopping the perspiration from his head with a great snuff-coloured bandana.

And Fibs and Stalker and Pippin, and all the jolly subs, he  he  hed and haw  haw  hawd, as if he said the wittiest thing in the world. Wondrous are the pleasantries of the powerful!

How tiresome! muttered Angelena, aside, to our Tom; adding, in an undertone, as the intelligent youth stood with his mouth open, well, come, you must hand me to the piano, and turn over my music for me; so saying, she ran her arm through Toms, and went pushing and pardoning and excusing her way through the crowd, the lady making way for Tom, instead of Tom making way for her. Arrived at the piano, she ungloved her little white hands, and holding up her arms to shuffle her manacles into their places, she again cast an imploring glance at our hero, and whispered, Now, dont forget about the pinting.

All this was done in full sight of little Jug, who stood biting his lips, his right hand clutching his sword while he kept thinking what a subject Tom would be to exercise it upon.

Then Miss ran her taper fingers gaily along the accustomed notes of the old tingling instrument. Her mamma cried H-u-s-s-sh! the colonel rapped with his sword against the floor; Major Fibs clapped his red hands; Mrs Makepiece whispered Mrs Jenkinson, What a bore! Mrs Jenkinson observed, it was just a show off for themselves; while Mrs Loveington looked at her three charming daughters, and thought how much better any one of them would look at the piano: above all which envy, hatred, malice, and other uncharitableness, the rich clear notes of the syren arose, gradually prevailing oer the noise. As for Tom, he stood pilloried, looking as sensible as young gentlemen in similar circumstances generally do. He was now on show like a lively turtle before dressing.

When the song  an Italian one  was over, loud and vehement was the applause, the stamping, the clapping, and thumping. Captain Spillman, who wanted a months leave of absence to go and have a turn with Sir Richard in Leicestershire, cried, Bravo, bravo, bravo, bravissimo! and clapped his hands till he burst the seams of his eighteenpenny kids. Jug, too, squeaked his best, though he couldnt but feel that Angelena was playing him false. Still he thought she would never take such a lout as Tom Hall in preference to him. It must just be because Hall was a stranger; and he doubted not all her former affection would return as soon as they were together again. So Jug squeaked a good squeak, and belaboured his hands as well. The ladies, too  dear, truthful creatures  applauded, and some drew nigh, complimenting the corpulent colonel on his daughters extraordinary execution, others flattering his wife; while Mrs Makepiece, who had just passed it as her private opinion to Mr Mackintosh that the girl had no more voice than a peacock, rushed up to Angelena, and, seizing both her hands, swung them like pump-handles, declaring she reminded her of Catalani in her best days. The artless girl gave a deprecatory shake of her prettily-shaped head, now dressed in the madonna style, and replied, If she sang well enough to please her perhaps too partial friends, it was all she desired; and our Tom, who was still hard by, thought he never heard a more angelic speech.

The band outside then struck up another tune, giving freedom of speech to the lately suppressed voices; and little Jug, having been primed by Captain Dazzler that he oughtnt to let that d  d civilian cut him out, advanced, with a noisy, free-and-easy, arm-squaring air, and thrusting his little person before our fat Tom, exclaimed  

Now, Angelena, give us Drops of Brandy!

Angelena, who had now resumed her seat at the piano, took no notice of him, but turning her die-away eyes up to our Tom, said  

Whats your fivorite tune, Mr Hall?

And, most fortunately for Toms musical reputation, the lovely Jane Daisyfield had been much addicted to Jim Crow, which enabled Tom to cap Drops of Brandy by asking for that lively air. Thereupon Angelena struck it up most vigorously, setting all the heads a-bobbing, and even the ponderous colonels feet a-shuffling. Great applause followed the execution, and Tom felt that he had performed quite a feat in calling for it.

After this there was an evident signalling and signmaking going on in the room, and presently the band struck up The Roast Beef of Old England; whereupon two tawdrily-dressed dragoon footmen  much such looking gentlemen as we see rush upon a stage to clear it of chairs or other properties  commenced an assault upon the wooden partition at the back of the piano, and presently succeeded in exposing the colonels bedroom, now fitted up with blue-and-white calico as a tent, with a table of refreshments in the centre. At one end of the table were tea and coffee  the the dansante that the colonel spoke of when he called to ask the Halls  while the other was occupied with red and white wine negus-jugs, cut decanters, and glasses. On the centre of the table stood a thing like a glass dumb-waiter, surmounted by three tiers of calves-foot jelly glasses, and flanked on either side by the mess epergnes, tastefully piled with fruits and flowers, the handiwork of the lovely Angelena. Between the epergnes and the silver trays at the ends of the table were wine-coolers, with nothing in them. Both Mrs and Miss had tried hard for a few bottles of cheap champagne, but the colonel had most resolutely resisted any such extravagance, observing, that if they once began to give champagne, there was no saying how much a mob of that sort would mop up, and that they would abuse them far more, if they didnt get enough, than praise them for giving any. Indeed, the colonel had been bent upon giving as cheap an entertainment as possible, having first of all calculated that twenty or five-and-twenty shillings, judiciously expended in fruit and confectionery, aided by the great attractions of our band  finest in the service, of course  would give such an ear-ache and stomach-ache as would amply requite any attentions they had received at the hands of their Fleecyborough friends.

As usual, however, with such undertakings, the programme extended as the arrangements proceeded, and long before the appointed day the five-and-twenty shillings had grown into a five-pound note. This was, perhaps, caused a good deal by the lithping major going about the town talking of the great preparathons they were making for the ball at the barrackth  the e-nor-moth ecthpenth the old colonel wath going to; darkly hinting that it wathnt impothible the old Dook might be down. This had the desired effect, and many people who gave good dinners, but not to the military, began to think they would make an exception in favour of the Heavysteed Dragoons. They didnt say, point-blank, lets go and card the colonel, and see if we can get an invite, but Mrs Freebody said casually to her husband, as he was smacking his lips after his fourth glass of port wine, F., my dear, dont you think you might as well (hem) call (hem) at the (hem) barracks?

Call at the barracks! retorted Freebody (a substantial brewer), firing up. What the deuce should I call at the barracks for? Barracks indeed! Why these people get their beer at the Jerry-shop; what should I call at the barracks for? he repeated, fixing his bloodshot eyes on his astonished wife.

Oh, just to be civil to the military, replied his wife.

Civil to the military! exclaimed Freebody. Will they be civil to me?  eat my dinners  drink my wine  and call me a base mechanic behind my back. Just as they do old Jack Gooseman. No  no  no barracks for me, I thankee; and thereupon he filled himself an overflowing bumper.

Oh, that was those saucy hussars, replied his wife. It was just like their impittance  thought there was nobody in the town good enough for them to sociate with; but these gents seem quite different sort of gents; amiable agreeable young people; dance with all the girls at the balls  at least, all those whose houses they dine at; and the colonels daughter seems a most genteel young person  quite a desirable quaintance for our girls. Besides, theyre going to give a ball. The Busses are asked, and the Chinneys are asked, and the Plummeys are asked, and the Halls are asked, and it would be such a thing if our girls were not there.

And Freebody, who hated the Halls more than there is any occasion to describe, principally because old Hall had sivin-and-fourd one of his bills at a time when Freebody was not thought so highly respectable as he had since become; Freebody, we say, hating the Halls, and other considerations him thereunto moving, was at length induced to card the colonel. And many others being similarly instigated, the five-and-twenty shillings soon stood a very poor chance of satisfying the requirements of the occasion. However, the colonel consoled himself under the increased expenditure by thinking that he had good six months to eat his returns out in before the regiment was moved, and that it might not be impolitic to endeavour to enlist the townspeople in aid of his designs upon Hall. Accordingly, he saw the calves-feet jelly, and porcupine sponge cakes, and finger cakes and fruit  above all, the job calico for the tent  arrive without kicking up any of those tremendous shindies that he was in the habit of doing when things went contrary to his wishes. And this reminds us that, having got so far in the entertainment as the opening of the banqueting bedroom for the stomach-ache part of the the dansante, it may be as well for the reader and guests to enter together.

Looking at the coup dœil, it did not seem as if the colonel had misnamed the entertainment; for hard-featured apples, harder - featured pears, sour - looking plums, and bunches of questionable-looking black things, that Angelena not inaptly called gripes, formed the principal feature of the feast. However, they were well set on, tastefully decorated with flowers and evergreens, and a pleasantly-disposed public accorded the usual indulgence granted to bachelor and barrack efforts. Old Miss Fozington, to be sure, with her accustomed curiosity, went prying about with her eye-glass, guessing that this was borrowed, that hired, the fruit a cheap bargain, pinching the table-cloth to test its quality, and even fishing for the mark to see that it was their own. But even she, with all her talent for detraction, could not but admit that the entertainment was not so bad, and much better than anything that Mrs Lovington, or even the Empress of Morocco  as they called Mrs Halfhide, the tanners wife, who essayed to lead the Fleecyborough fashion  ever gave. Indeed the whole thing  the name, the dansante  the unwonted hour  the mixed and uncertain dress, the tent-like room, the boisterous band  above all, the dear delightful barracks, with sentries and real soldiers, and simpering officers in all the pomp and circumstance of war  led the imaginations of the excitable ones into the airy regions of romantic flight. From these pleasant excursions, just as the thing was in full swing  the band uproarious, and all hands settled to their game, Miss Spencer at Mr Fielding, Miss Weathertit at Mr White Brown, Miss Tinney at Mr Thompson, and Angelena languishing at our Tom, as she offered him some more gripes  a loud tapping was heard at the top of the table, and presently Sir Thomas Thimbleton rose, and gave indications of eloquence. Sir Thomas, whose father had been a great army tailor, was a Dublin Castle knight, but, like all truly great men, condescending withal  and no feast or fête, or wedding, or christening, in Fleecyborough, or within a radius of three miles, was considered perfect without Sir Thomas Thimbleton of Thimbleton Park (so he called his villa with twenty acres of land). He always took the palavering department as of right, and, though a man of few words, he contrived to stretch them over an extraordinary space of time, always, if possible, making a mess of the thing. He was a terrible man for treading on peoples corns. Anxious mammas trembled when they saw his vacant visage rise on its substantial star-bedecorated pedestal, lest he should nip a rising liaison in the bud, or connect a couple in a toast who hated the sight of each other. The most unimaginative listener knew what he was going to say long before his dwelling tongue came up to the words. On this occasion he began, as usual, with Ladies and gentlemen, and having got so far, placed his right hand in his richly-buttoned velvet-collared blue coat, and pondered a little, as if he was going to say something original this time. Then, having raised the expectations of his audience, he gave a loud cough, and again said Ladies and gentlemen, which produced renewed tapping and a dead pause.

Ladies and gentlemen, said he, for the third time, I consider it one of the proudest privileges of rank and station  (Old story over again, whispered Miss Tinney to Mr Thompson. Old fool! his father was a tailor, muttered Mr White Brown to Mrs White Brown that was to be) I consider it one of the proudest privileges of rank and station to be permitted on this occasion  a pause, while he considered whether it was a birth, death, marriage, or meeting of the Conservative Club, where he had a lease of the toast, The health of the Duchess of Fleecyborough, the Lord-Lieutenants lady; finding it was none of these, he backed the train of his thoughts a little, repeating the words, to be permitted, on this occasion  this festive occasion  applause from those who thought he had got himself into a fix this most festive occasion, repeated he, cheered by the encouragement, to propose the health of the distinguished  illustrious, I should say  givers  donors of this sumptuous  this most sumptuous  this most elegant and sumptuous (dead pause)  

EAR-ACHE AND STOMACH-ACHE! roared the old colonel, coming to the rescue.

The old knight, nothing disconcerted at the outburst of laughter that followed, stood, taking impressions of his inverted wine-glass on the table-cloth, till the noise had somewhat subsided, an interval that enabled him to consider how he should wind up his oration. Childs health there was none to propose; married couple were equally out of the question; but a quick-minded world often setting parties out for each other before they are aware of it themselves, it now occurred to Sir Thomas that he had heard something about Tom Hall and Miss Blunt, and seeing the interesting couple looking sweet at each other, with his usual propensity for blundering, he jumped to the conclusion that they were betrothed, and proceeded to announce it as follows, being his usual form of speech for wedding breakfasts  

This sumptuous entertainment, continued he, with an emphasis on the word that had brought him up short, an entertainment ushering an event that he hoped would be as conducive to the happiness of the interesting young couple, looking at Tom and Angelena, as he was sure it would be pleasing to their respective parents and friends. Applause from the mischievous, with Poohs!

Pshaws!

No, noes!

Stuff and nonsense! Whats the man about? from the colonel and Mrs Blunt.

Nothing daunted, the doughty knight turned up his glass, and filling it with hot elder wine, called on the company for an overflowing bumper to the healths of Colonel and Mrs Blunt, Mr and Mrs Hall, and Mr and Mrs THOMAS HALL, the last names being received with the most uproarious laughter and applause. The knight was quite cock-a-hoop; he thought he had done it wonderfully well  everybody else thought he was mad. The fair Angelena blushed a real blush, and hung her head; Tom Hall gaped with astonishment; Jug looked as if he would eat Tom; and there was such a battering and clattering on the table that three-and-sixpenceworth of glass was demolished in no time; the dumb-waiter-looking jelly-stand quaked, the Ripstone pippins, pears, and grapes came rolling from their places, and great was the relief when the colonel, clapping his great mutton fists, announced that the late concert-room was ready for dancing.

What a man it is! (meaning Sir Thomas) exclaimed Angelena, running her arm through Toms, clasping her hands like a bracelet on the top of it, as she led him away to the head of the quadrille, already forming by the obsequious heavies, all anxious to do honour in the colonels fête.

Now Toms education had been neglected in the dancing as in other lines, but having no option given him, he just took his place, and went rolling and bumping about, getting in everybodys way, and getting smart tastes of the spurs of the soldiery. Angelena did her best to keep him right, but before the quadrille was over, the happy couple had monopolised the attention of the whole room. However, Angelena was not easily put out of her way  at least, when it was her interest not to be  though she could read the riot act as loudly as anybody when she had no interest in being amiable.

Having at length worked the fat and now profusely perspiring youth through the intricacies of the dance, she gladly led him back to the refreshment-room, where she began to make the most of her time in a series of pertinent questions, beginning with, Was he going to stay altogether at Fleecyborough? Was he going to dine at the Emperor of Moroccos on Monday? Would he be at Mrs Moneytins party on Tuesday? Was he acquainted with the Fergusons of Thorneyfield?  Well now he ought to know them  indeed he ought  most agreeable people  Sophy Fergey was a particular friend of hers  such a nice girl! so unaffected! And as she was explaining how Sophy and she met every other Friday when Sophys father was justice-ising at Fleecyborough, at the cottage by the windmill on Heatherblow Heath (Mr Mattyfat of the Heavysteeds, we are concerned to say, making a third, to meet the fair Sophy), little Jug, nothing daunted by his former rebuff, again swaggered up and claimed Angelenas hand for a waltz. The fair lady pretended not to hear him, and flaunting her handkerchief, went on expatiating on the merits of Sophy, who she was sure our Tom would like to know, suggesting that the heath was such a charming place to ride upon, asking if our Tom was fond of riding?  declaring, without waiting for an answer, that she delighted in it herself, asserting that she had the sweetest ladys horse in the world, that the queen had sent to buy it, and her father wouldnt let her have it. When little Jug tired of admiring her back, he got round to the front, and said, in an angry tone, Well, Angelena, are you going to dance with me or not?

To be sure I am! replied the fair lady, starting as if she had never heard the previous question, and looking most lovingly at our Tom, she suffered herself to be led away by the now triumphant Jug, who whisked her and twirled her, and twisted her and jumped her, till Tom, in his turn, was troubled with jealousy. As they every now and then swept past his nose, he determined, if he laboured all night, that he would learn to waltz. In the midst of this resolution, and certain imaginary arrangements for licking Jug, the band suddenly struck up God save the Queen  the the dansante was over. Adieux, hunting for hats, shawls, and cloaks quickly followed, mingled with protestations that of all agreeable parties that was the most so; and when at length it came to our heros turn to take leave, Angelena, looking archly in his face, as she held his fat hand, whispered  

Now, dont forget to be pinted.

And Tom went home with a desperate heart-ache.


CHAPTER IX.

CONSIDERING A HORSE.
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MAJOR FIBS PRETENDED to be thorry that Tom Hall had got a commithon in Lord Lavenders Hussars, observing that the colonel had written to old Wellington to give him one in the Heavysteed Dragoons, and he was sure old Wellington would only be too happy to have it in his power to oblige their old boy.

The fat colonel, on his part, patronised our friend extensively, and when he read that Thomas Hall, gent., was appointed to a cornetcy in the Royal Lavender Dragoons and Hyacinth Hussars, vice Lord Shockingdog retired, he bethought him of mounting Tom becomingly. Now Captain Smallbeere of the Heavysteeds (then absent on leave) had a second charger, a horse that, without speaking too disparagingly of it, might have been better, and the colonels sagacity suggested some good might be done with it. Accordingly he bought him  a time bargain  forty pounds, with liberty to return him at the end of a week if he didnt like him  that is to say, if he couldnt make anything of him. He was a nice-looking horse; indeed, his looks were the best part about him. He had two good ends, as the horse-dealers say: a nice light, well set-on head, an arched neck with a flowing mane, and a full, well set-on, life guards tail. He was not deficient in middle-piece either, being round in the barrel, well ribbed up, and altogether a taking-looking animal. Indeed, he had taken many people in. He had taken young Mr Simpkins in, he had taken middle-aged Mr Gooseman in, and he had taken old Mr Gammon in. He had been twice unsaddled for dead in the hunting-field, and only escaped repetition of the scene by knocking up before he got to the meet. He was a washy, weak, good-looking, good-for-nothing animal, that with coddling and pampering and linseed-teaing and hand-rubbing could come out of the stable a very fine showy creature. Colour, a dark brown, with tan muzzle, four black legs, and a star.

I know a horse that would suit you to a T, observed the colonel, the first time he met our friend after the above-mentioned arrangement with Smallbeere. Just the thing for the yeomanry  used to troops  such a one to salute the general upon at a review; the colonel performing the evolution with a great, baggy, brown alpaca umbrella as he spoke.

Sivin and fours elivin, and twenty-fours thirty-five  I dont know that soldiers are good folks to buy horses of, observed old Hall, filing away at his chin, when his son told him what the colonel said. Should say, if they had a good un, theyd keep him among em  at least, I think  I take it so  I apprehend so.

I think so too, replied our Tom, who had no more fancy for being done than his father, only, added he, considering the instability of his seat  indeed, his utter inexperience in the saddle it might be as well, perhaps, to have a horse that knows his business, and that wouldnt unship me.

True, replied old Hall, after a pause, and a little more mental arithmetic. True, and therefore Id look at him; but Id be cautious about buyin  buy in haste, repent at leasure  buy a good un when you do buy. A good horse costs no more keeping than a bad un; a bad un ill eat as much as a good un, perhaps more, because hes got more time.

Tom pondered all this in his mind, and having heard a good deal from dear Jane Daiseyfields brother Tom, who was rather an adept at cheating in horses, how they tricked them up for the market, and how they gammoned the greenhorns (if ever there was such a thing as a self-admitted greenhorn in horse-dealing, which we very much doubt), Tom went to look at the horse by appointment, without much expectation of doing business.

Though he went, as we say, by appointment, the diplomatic old colonel, whom he found playing at quoits with the Vet at the back of the riding-school, pretended to have forgotten all about it, and assuming that Tom had come to see the ladies, he offered to show him his daughters pad on his way a perfect ladys horse  one that he had been offered no end of money for  but, poor thing, he couldnt bear the idea of selling her. Angelena was so fond of her, continued he, as he shuffled himself into his frock-coat, and adjusted his forage cap, for the day was warm, and he had been taking it coolly. He then waddled away to the stable, where, between two elephantine chargers, stood the model of perfection, an Arab-like cream colour, with a flowing silvery mane, and a tail reaching down to the heels.

There! roared the colonel, as the soldier-groom swept the clothes over its hind-quarters theres (puff) shape for you!  theres an Arab-like head  there are clean well-shaped legs and an elegantly set-on tail, continued he, as the mare began to flourish and switch it in return for the tickling of the groom. Thats the sort of thing now, continued he, in a lower tone, drawing across the line of scent, that Lavender would give any money for to mount one of his band upon; indeed, the Dooks always at me for it for the Life Guards; but whats the use of parting with ones comforts,  ones childs comforts,  ones daughters comforts. Couldnt do it!  couldnt bear the thought of it!  couldnt, by Jove! added he, boiling up, and kicking out with his right fin. Then, after a pause, and passing sundry compliments on his other quadrupeds, and anathematising the soldier-groom for not having the scanty straw laid out to air, he suddenly pretended to remember that Tom had turned a soldier, and would be wanting something in their line. Shouldnt wonder now, continued he thoughtfully, as he held his chubby chin in his hand shouldnt wonder now, if Smallbeeres horse would suit you. Does anybody know anything about Captain Smallbeeres horse? continued he, staring around, an inquiry that failed to elicit an answer from the well-drilled stablemen. Send the adjutant here! roared he. The adjutant will know all about it, continued he, addressing Tom; adding, these noodles never know anything.

Adjutant Collop was a trusty man, and, having been in a good many robberies with the colonel, was extremely useful as well in forwarding the transactions as in keeping Major Fibs in order, who might have been more exorbitant in his regulars if he had had no one to compete with. So now to the deal.

The sentries had had orders to acquaint the adjutant the next time our friend Tom entered the barrack-ground; and, having got the information, he had been busy during the time the colonel was expatiating on the beauties of his stud in removing a sweating bandage from the brown horses near fore-leg, and offering him sundry little attentions that the uninitiated are, perhaps, as well ignorant of. The colonels summons found Collop in the act of biting a piece of ginger, which he handed hastily to the groom, and hurried away to obey the great commander.

Ah! there he is! observed the colonel, as the adjutant whipped round the canteen corner; always at his desk  always at his desk; greatest consumer of ink in the service  sometimes tell him I think he must write the Edinburgh Review, or Bells Life in London, or the Lives of the Chancellors, or some of those sort of fandangoes  hes always so full of employment.

The adjutant now approached with a pen in one hand, making a full deferential swing of salute with the other.

Well, old inky fingers, how are ye? roared the colonel. Hope you find your cash all square, and dont cheat yourself out of any halfpence. Take care of the pence, and the pounds ill take care of themselves, my grandmother used to teach me. Haw! haw! haw!  he! he! he!  ho! ho! ho!

And Adjutant Collop he, he, hed! haw, haw, hawd! and ho, ho, hod! just as if he had never heard the saying before.

Well, Col, resumed the colonel, as their risible faculties subsided, well, Col, youre the man! Wish I had a dozen such. This is my friend Hall; believe you know Mr Hall; dined with us at the mess, you know. Now, can you tell us, continued he, still speaking at the top of his voice, though they were all close together, can you tell us anything about Smallbeeres horse?  the brown, you know; the one he rode with Jugginsons harriers.

The brown, repeated the adjutant, thoughtfully the brown. Hes sold, added he, after a pause, to Bartley.

Sold! exclaimed the colonel, throwing up his fins in well-feigned disgust sold! That is a pity!  that is a pity!  very horse to have suited our friend Hall here; gone into the Yeomanry; wants a charger or two.

Oh, you mean the charger! exclaimed the adjutant, with an air of sudden enlightenment you mean the charger!

To be sure, replied the colonel, to be sure. You dont spose I meant that rotten devil Samson? Wouldnt take him in a gift  dashed if I would! added he, with a crack of his thigh with his right fin.

Oh, the brown charger is in, observed the adjutant deferentially.

Ah, come, I thought so, replied the colonel, eyeing Tom encouragingly; adding, what he considered sotto voce though quite loud enough for Collop to hear, My adjutant isnt quite so bright as he might be this morning. Got muddled with his accounts, praps. Then, turning to Collop, he roared out, Well, now, does anybody know anything about the horse?  I mean, has anybody any instructions about him  about selling him, I mean?

Yes, I have, replied the adjutant promptly.

You have? responded the colonel; adding, thats business-like, now. Lets see him out.

Certainly, replied the adjutant, leading the way to the stable.

The colonel then got himself on to his heels, and, accompanied by Tom, went wad, wad, waddling across the barrack-yard; the farther he went the farther he was left behind by the swift-footed adjutant, who hastened to see that all was right in the stable.



Youll not be wanting to ride far, praps? observed the colonel, recollecting that a young gentleman at Norwich had once ridden one of his officers horses to Ipswich and back on trial; youll not be wanting to ride him far, praps? repeated he, as he puffed and laboured away on his heels.

Oh, no, replied Tom, glad of an excuse for not mounting at all. Oh no, repeated he. Indeed  in fact  to tell you the truth  I  I  I  only want to look at him.

Oh, you can ride him, said the colonel you can ride him; only dont bucket him cross country, you know, or ram him at any impossible places. The horse can hunt, no doubt; but what I recommend him to you for is as a charger. There I think hell excel. Colonel Peters himself couldnt have made him more perfect. Indeed, if I wasnt certain about it, I wouldnt recommend him to you, for who shall counsel a man in the choice of a wife or a horse, as Solomon, or some other gentleman of fortune, asked. Haw, haw, haw!  he, he, he!  ho, ho, ho! the colonel inwardly hoping he might have to suit Tom with both.

Prudent people may think that the colonel would have done well to confine himself to one endeavour, but his rule was never to lose a chance; and he had seen the failure of so many of Angelenas bright prospects, that he thought the horse might be the best chance of the two.

The reader will now have the kindness to suppose our fat friends arriving at the stable door just as the horses tan muzzle pioneered his glossy body, radiant with grooming, and fresh from the operation of mane and tail combing and brushing, to say nothing of other figments. Whatever might have been Toms misgivings and suspicions  whatever his previous determinations about buying or not buying, they entirely vanished under the influence of the colonels honest interest and the pleasing appearance of the horse. He stepped out of the stable so lightly and quietly, and as Tom marked his blooming coat, clean unblemished legs, and placid eye  above all, the flowing flourish of his well set-on tail  an appendage that has led more young ladies and gentlemen into mischief than the uncandid will care to acknowledge  Toms only fear was that they would be asking an impossible price for him  two or three hundred perhaps.

There! exclaimed the colonel, striking out his right fin towards the horse, there! thats a neat horse! Hes not a great horse, nor a grand horse, nor an overpowering horse; but hes a neat horse  a gentlemans horse  a horse that a man may ride down St Jamess-street before all the bow-window beggars that ever were foaled, and snap his fingers at the ole lot on em  the colonel accompanying the declaration with a hearty snap of his own. And Tom stood mute, simply because he didnt know what to say, and didnt like to let out that this was his first deal. Good shoulders  deep girth  fine, expressive, blood-like head, continued the colonel. How old is he? demanded he of the man.

Seven off, sir, replied the groom, with a respectful touch of his forelock.

Seven off, repeated the colonel, seven off. Thought hed been older. Devilish good age, whispered he to Tom. Wasnt handled till he was four; did nothin till he was five. Easinem at one end puts a deal on at tother. That horsell be fresh at twenty. And Tom still stood mute, for the colonels logic was all Greek to him. He was as ignorant as Pickwick in all that related to horses  didnt know whether they lived to twenty, fifty, or a hundred. He would have given anything for an idea.

Get on him, Hall, at length roared the colonel, tired of Toms staring. Get on him, repeated he, and give him a round in the riding-school.

Thankee  no, replied Tom, in an easy, indifferent sort of way, as if he didnt think the horse likely to suit, but in reality to avoid the chance of a spill.

Well, as you please, responded the colonel, in a huff, with a lack out of his right fin; as you please, as you please  only dont keep the horse starvin there, or we shall be havin his death at our door.

Let me lay my leg over him, interposed the adjutant, anxious, if possible, to save the deal, though he feared things were going against him, he too suspecting Tom had been reading some of the mischievous books that recommend youngsters not to try horses they dont think likely to suit, less they should afterwards be talked into buying them.

Adjutant Collop then approached the passive animal, and, mounting with a military stirrup, proceeded to point his toe and show off, turning right left about on the horses centre, fore and hind-quarters, and so on, to the evident satisfaction of Tom, who fancied himself the equestrian, with his lady-love looking at him.

At the close of each well-performed evolution, Toms fear increased that the price would be an impossible one.

The adjutant, having twisted and turned and tickled the horse about, at length drew up beside our friends, with the horses head towards the rising ground, and, making him extend himself, he proceeded to dismount.

How is he under you? roared the colonel, as if the adjutant was a mile off.

Sweet orse, replied the adjutant, who was a bit of a Cockney. Sweet orse, repeated he.

Now will you mount him? demanded the colonel of Tom.

Thankee  no, replied Tom, in an easy, indifferent sort of tone, thankee  no, repeated he, turning away, as if he wasnt going to be tempted. The fact was, he saw little Jug and Mattyfat watching him from behind the red curtain of the messroom window, and he didnt know how many more might be in the bush.

Take him in, then, roared the colonel, disgusted at Toms stupidity; and, wheeling round, he proceeded to retrace his steps to the quoit-ground, thinking what an ass he had been to give himself so much trouble. Tom followed passively, fearing he had offended the opulent man.

Whats the price? at length asked Tom timidly, after walking for some time in silence by the side of the rolling man-mountain.

Price! exclaimed the colonel, brightening up. Price! repeated he; faith I can hardly tell you about price  dont belong to me  belongs to one of my young people  Captain Smallbeere  you know him  ugly conceited feller  great head, button nose  away on leave  old Collywobbles there (meaning Collop) has the selling of him. Should say  though mind, I dont know for certain, continued he, dropping his voice as he scrutinised Toms vacant face should think that he might be had reasonable  say sixty, or praps se  ven  ty guineas  sixty praps, continued he, as he saw Toms countenance fall.

And when Tom said, with a long-drawn h-e-m, that he would consider, the colonel saw he had made a mistake, but his sagacity did not tell him where.

Well, said he, do as you like; buy in haste, repent at leisures an old sayin, and not a bad un. But mind ye! continued he, raising his voice, the horse may be sold while you are considerin. So saying, the gallant colonel lashed out with his right fin and struck across the barracks to seek consolation at the hand of his friend, Major Fibs, leaving Tom to dispose of himself as he thought proper.


CHAPTER X.

COLONEL BLUNT CONFIDES IN MAJOR FIBS.
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AH! I THEE how it ith, thir! I thee how it ith! lisped Major Fibs, when the colonel told him what had taken place, I thee how it ith  the fact ith, thir, youre too conthiderate  you dont do yourthelf juthtice  you should have asked him a hundred, or a hundred and fifty, and youd have got it.

Dye think so? exclaimed the colonel in disgust.

Thure of it, replied the major, thure of it; never was a boy yet that wanted an orth under a hundred.

But dye think that old griffin of a governor of his would have forked out the tin? asked the colonel.

No doubt about it, thir, replied the major, no doubt about it. Bleth ye, that old buffers rolling in money  has a hundred thouthand pounds in the funds  not a hundred thouthand stock, but stock thatll prodooth a hundred thouthand tholid thubstanthal thovereigns.

And lives like a mouse in a cheese! exclaimed the old colonel, throwing up his hands in disgust. Well, its a pity, added he, its a great pity.



It is a pity, replied the major thoughtfully; but, excuse me for thaying it, you really throw away the advantages of your high pothithon. Whats the uth of being colonel of a crack cavalry corps if you dont improve your opportunities? You dont spothe Andrews throws chances away like you? Not he, by Jove! Two underd and fifty, or three underd, and not all the Mr Watsons, Q.C., could indooth an honest British joory to believe that it wasnt an upright transaction. It would be a Q.C., or queer concern, if, because a mans a colonel, hes not to sell an orth for as much as he can get.

It would be a pretty go indeed, assented the colonel. I like these common councilmen thinking to teach us whats right and proper, as if the army isnt the real school for honour and morality.

To be thure! rejoined the major, to be thure! Her Majestys commithon wouldnt be worth holdin if one mightnt turn an occathonal copper by orthes.

The two then sat mute for some time, the huge colonel contemplating his enormous feet, occasionally lifting one up, as if to see they were fellows, and the gaunt major stretching his legs to their utmost longitude, wetting his finger and thumb, and twiddling his truculent moustachios into points. No noise disturbed the scene, except the occasional tap, tap, tapping of the terrier dogs tail against the uncarpeted corner of the room where he lay.

I think we might manage it yet, thir, at length observed the major.

Dye think so, Fibby! exclaimed the colonel, starting up.

Think tho, thir! replied the major, cautiously but deferentially.

I wish youd try, by Jove! roared the colonel, for Im reglarly in Shorts-gardens  never was so hard up in my life. May call me Blunt, but I know I never have any. Dont know where to lay hands on a halfpenny; and theres that beastly Mrs Bussletons dunnin me almost every post for her little bill, as she calls it  eighteen pund odd.

Deed! replied the major; doesnt deserve the honour of the ladies cuthtom. However, Ill tell you what, thir, if, as I thuspect, this young gentleman was put off buyin the orth on account of the prithe, we can accommodate him either with this orth or another.

Youll do the State great service! exclaimed the colonel youll do the State great service! repeated he. I always say her Majesty hasnt a more meritorious officer than yourself. The Dukes services are nothin compared to yours. Well, now, tell me how you think it can be done? continued he, dropping his voice, and leaning forward in his chair towards the major.

Why, replied the major, it must be done gingerly. I must endeavour to find out what his objection was to this orth; and if it was merely prithe, Id try him on again with it; but if he has any tholid thubstanthal dithhke to him, then we must look out for another. There are plenty of orthes in the world, and it wouldnt do to let such a promithin young gentleman go on foot for want of one.

Certainly not! exclaimed the colonel, certainly not! In my humble opinion, however, added he, in a lower tone, this horse is the very one for him  quiet tractable animal, used to troops, and all that sort of thing; no great constitution praps, but thats matter of opinion  de gustibus non est somethin  I forget the word, added he, with a shake of his head, but you know what I mean?

Perfectly, thir, replied the major, who had all the colonels sayings stereotyped in his mind.

Another dead pause then ensued, broken only by the renewed tapping of the tail as before.

Hes no great horseman, I imagine, observed the colonel, at length breaking silence.

Not a bit of one, replied the major, doesnt set up for one indeed; but his moneys just as good as if he was  indeed, better, for as it is he cant compare notes  thay this orth is not so good as my old bay, or so fast as my young grey; or this orth would have been better if hed had four legs, or a thuffithenty of wind; or make any unpleathant reflecthions of that sort.

Very true, replied the colonel, very true; and therefore, Fibby, Ill confide the whole of this delicate affair to your management. Do what you think best, only dont kill the goose, you know, that lays us the golden what dye call the thing-um-bobs  you twig, eh? said the colonel, putting as much expression into his great red apple face as he could  meaning, Dont forget Angelenas in the case.

I understand, thir, replied the major.

And be quick about it, rejoined the colonel.

Of courthe, thir, replied the major; but, in the meantime, praps youd have the goodneth not to do anything more in the matter yourthelf, or mention it to any one, added he, drawing his long legs up to further the colonels departure  meaning, Dont let Collop have a further finger in the pie.

Certainly not! exclaimed the colonel, certainly not! Too many cooks spoil the broth. Should never be more than two at a deal  thats to say, if you expect to deal. Besides, added he, as he waddled away on his heels, its no use keepin a dog and barkin oneself.


CHAPTER XI.

THE MAJOR KNOWS OF ANOTHER HORSE.
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YOU DID WELL not to buy that Thmallbeere orth, I think, observed the major confidentially to Tom, after having exhausted the usual topic of the weather, the dirtiness of the streets, the fewness of the foot people, and the number of horsemen, as he found our friend a few days after the misdeal sucking his cane-handle at Miss Isinglasss door, waiting for Padder and Proggy, and the young Emperor of Morocco, to join arms and polish the flags, and take up their usual stations at street corners. You did well not to buy that Thmallbeere orth, I think, observed the major, after criticising two or three that passed along. The fact ith, heth a nice orth and a neat orth, but Beer  Thwipes, as we call him  wouldnt have parted with him if hed been quite the thing.

Well now, thats what I thought! exclaimed Tom, thats what I thought! I was sure there was something wrong when I heard the price.

You thowed your judgment, replied the major, brightening up, you thowed your judgment; but please have the goodneth not to tell the colonel I thaid tho, for the betht of us are liable to be dethieved, and Im thure the colonels great regard for you would prevent his theeing you impothed upon knowingly.

Im sure of that too, replied Tom, Im sure of that too, and he thought of Angelena, and her singing, and her fifty thousand pounds, and how he would like to be pinning the heartsease and forget-me-not white cornelian brooch upon her beautiful chemisette. Then he thought hed better get the brooch back before he appropriated it to another, and wondered whether he could safely entrust old Trueboy, the cashier, to negotiate the return of it, and the promise of marriage letter, the next time old Daiseyfield came to their bank to get a bill done.

These pleasant reflections were interrupted by the major resuming the subject of the horse.

What you should have should be a nith, steady, well-trained orth, thats been used to troopth, and the firing of vollithes, and so on; much such an orth as Thwipess, in fact  only a little gamer, higher couraged animal  more of an orth, in short. You are stout  I dont mean to say fat, continued the major, looking down on Toms great puffy figure, but full-limbed, just what a man ought to be, and should have an orth to correthpond. Its a bore being under-orthed, feeling that you should be carrying the orth instead of the orth carrying you.

So I think, replied  Hall, so I think, adding, I liked the cut of Swipess horse uncommonly.

Did you? replied the major, did you? adding, after a pause, Well, then, do you know, I think I can tell you of one very like him, as like as Voltigeur to the Flying Dutchman; liker, indeed, for hes got never any white about him. He belonged to poor Charley Chucklehead of the Bluths, who drank himself detheased. Thweetest snaffle-bridle orth I almost ever thaw; can canter round a hat, and throw the dirt in the faces of all those bragging Heartycheerites who think nobody can ride but themselves. Its no uth keepin an orth that can only do one thing, continued the major, ethpethially now that youve made up your mind to go into the yeomanry instead of our corps. Bleth ye! why a mere charger would be no more uth to you than a thimney-piece ornament the greater part of the year. Hed be a deal worse than a thimney-piece ornament, for hed be constantly having his pecker in the manger, and peckers in mangers cost money, as you and I know, the major thinking it might be convenient to invest Tom with a little more equestrian knowledge than he really possessed.

Well, but I could ride him on the road, and on the heath, and so on, observed Tom, who had been repeatedly reminded by Angelena of the projected excursions to Heatherblow Heath.

Oh, in courth, replied the major, in courth; only a twenty-pound ack would do all that; but when we talk about orthes, we mean valuable animals undred or undred and fifty guineas worth, and so on  orthes that do a gentleman credit, and not cat-legged cripples, that look as if theyd ethcaped from a cothermongers cart.

Well, mused Tom, I should like to get a good un.

Take my word for it, my dear feller, replied the major, theres nothin like a good one  theres nothin makes a man feel so bumpthously conthequenthal as being cocked a-top of a good un. So now, if you really feel inclined for a creditable animal, a good-looking animal, and dont mind prithe, why I would really advise you to send for this blue orth, and to be quick about it, for hell soon be caught up. Good orthes dont hang fire in London.

Well, mused Tom. Well, repeated he, remembering what his father had said about not buying an officers horse, I should like to look at him  thered be no harm in that, you know.

True, replied the major, fearing that Tom was one of that numerous tribe, the looking sort  one of those weary fellows who are always wanting horses and never buy them; the major, we say, fearing Tom was one of the wrong sort, and that it was going to be all labour lost, at once pinned him by asking if he should write and have the horse down by the rail to look at; and after much humming and hawing and hesitation, Tom at length gave his consent, induced, perhaps, not a little by the observation that it would only be the expense of the rail if Tom didnt buy him, that little word only being extremely useful in leading people astray.

And the major having enjoined our friend to secrecy, lest any of the dealers should be beforehand with them, took a most affectionate leave of him, and went to report progress to the colonel, whom he found half-frantic with rage at the ear-ache and stomach-ache accounts that were pouring in upon him.


CHAPTER XII.

CLENCHING A BARGAIN.
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TWO DAYS AFTER, Tom and the major were at the Fleecyborough station, waiting the arrival of the 2.30 train from town, which, coming with its usual punctuality, about three-quarters of an hour after time, the last joint of the tail, in the shape of a horse-box, was chopped off, and the snorting monster presently pursued its course, without appearing either better or worse for the operation.

The train having whisked out of sight, all eyes were turned to the amputated member, which, arriving so easily, now took half a dozen porters to coax to a siding. Having at length accomplished the undertaking, a side wing was let down, disclosing a horse, in a complete set of new clothing, attended by a melancholy-looking groom, with a band of crape puckered mournfully round his cockaded hat. He saluted the major with a sorrowful look, as if the meeting was productive of painful recollections; and the pent-up horse being released from confinement, came clattering over the boards, making as much noise as Timour the Tartars at Astleys. Having reached terra firma, he stood shaking and stretching himself, and staring about at his leisure.

What, youve clipped him, have you? observed the major, eyeing his bright mouse-coloured coat.

He was getting rather woolly, replied the man.

And plaited his mane, too, added the major, as the groom stripped off the hood, and exhibited a racing mane.

Didnt lie very well, sir, said Joe, a complaint that could not be laid to his door.

CaptainAll wants a charger, not a racer, observed the major.

Hell get both if he gets this oss, replied Joe, with a sigh, sweeping the clothing over his tail.

What! hes been raced, has he? asked Tom, thinking of his nomination for the Warrior Stakes.

Raced, yes! replied the groom, as if surprised at the question. Raced, and won, too. Won the Gammon Stakes at Stewpony  not in the Calendar, and so much the better, for he wont have to carry hextry weight as a winner.

He was very like what the major had described  very like Swipess horse, only clipped, with a bang tail instead of a life-guards one, and a leaded mane instead of a flowing one. His action, too, was much the same; Easy as a chair, as the major said, on alighting, after a canter round on Mr Ploughharrows pasture.

Try, him yourself, Hall, said the major, handing Tom the rein.

The coast being clear, and the elastic-seated saddle roomy, with raised padding for the knees, Tom screwed up his courage and mounted. After a very quiet walk down Soberton-lane, he ventured back into the field, and, with due caution, worked the horse from a trot into a canter, without eliciting any of those inconvenient ebullitions of spirit that sometimes attend the too sudden transition from highway to turf. And Tom tit-uped about very pleasantly. The major saw, by the self-satisfied grin on Toms face, as he at length returned with the slack rein of confidence, that it was a case, and was fully prepared for his tender question.

Ill tell you in two words, replied the major, in reply to Toms tender question as to how much, Ill tell you in two words. Chucklehead gave a underd and sixty for this orth. The ecthecutors, to effect an immediate sale, will take a underd and twenty; but you must be quick about it, added he, for the groom tells me that Mr Meyers has been to look at him for the Printh.

And Tom gaped and gasped as usual, for the money, he thought, was a vast, and he would have liked to have consulted his father, and Mr Trueboy and Padder and Froggy and the street swells of Fleecyborough, to say nothing of any chance opinion he might be able to pick up; it being a remarkable fact that, however deficient men may be in intelligence or general information, there are very few who are not equal to giving an opinion about a horse. The major, who had been in at as many deals, good, bad, and indifferent as most people, knew there was nothing like clenching a bargain at the satisfied moment, and observing to the man that he oughtnt to have let Mr Meyers see the orth before they were done with him, whispered in Toms ear, that if Meyers thought him good enough for the Printh, Tom might, perhaps, path him as good enough for him  a suggestion that had considerable weight with our friend, who stood staring and wishing to pick a hole if he could, but fearing to commit himself in the attempt.

I dont advithe, as the City merchants write to their country correthpondents, nor do I wish to influence your dethithon, continued the cunning major, but I really think hes very much the sort of orth you should have. He has all the temper and dothility of Swipess orth, combined with higher courage and more strength  a gayer and better animal altogether  a fitter animal for a gentleman of your figure and thubstance; and, besides being a perfectly broke charger, is a very thuperior unter  isnt he, Joe? continued he, appealing to the man.

I believe ye, replied Joe, with a snatch of his hat. If youd seen him the day the Queens Jelly-calf Staggers met at Maidenhead Thicket, how he throd the dirt in Daviss face and Bartletts face and Coxs face, and in all the London hell-keepers and horse-dealers faces, youd have said he was an oss to go indeed. Thats wot set Meyers arter him for the Prince, added he.

No doubt, assented the major, no doubt. An orth that distinguithes himself is soon thnapped up, at any prithe. Now, continued he, turning to Tom, youd better make up your mind, and remember, if a well-broke charger is desirable, a well-made hunter is equally so. It would never do for a gentleman of your fortin and accomplithments to be tumbled about in the dirt like an orth-breakers man. Half the pleasure of hunting consists in being carried comfortably.

And Tom thought there was a good deal in that; for though he had never been out, on horseback at least, he had studied Punch attentively, and thought some of Mr Briggss predicaments anything but pleasant; and there were a series of Alkens, in Grammar the booksellers window, representing red-coated gentlemen in every species of discomfiture, some on their nobs, some on their horses nobs, some on their backs, some dashed into melon-frames, some hurried into rivers, some into ditches, that made Tom think it was desirable to have a tractable horse.

Its a vast of money, at length said he, after a good suck of his whip-handle.

Im afraid you wont get it for leth, replied the major; at least, if what the man tells me is correct. But you had better talk to him yourthelf, and see. Tom stood mute.

The captain thinks the orth dear at the money, at length observed the major, turning spokesman.

Does he? replied the man, with the utmost indifference. Wont get him for a copper less, added he, preparing to replace the clothing, muttering something about fool for coming.

Tom still stood agape, not knowing what to do.

Youd throw the clothin and thaddle in, at all events? observed the major.

Ive no instructions to do nothin of the sort, replied the man, tartly but firmly.

Ah! thats all Mr Meyerss doing, whispered the major to Tom. Made them independent.

Humph! mused Tom, staring vacantly.

Well, youd better thettle it one way or other, at length observed the major; the man will be wanting to go back by the next train.

It then occurred to Tom that he would have to pay the railway expenses if he did not buy; and, like many people involved in one expense, he went on in hopes of retrieving it.

Well, but I cant pay for him now  at least  I mean  I havent got the money in my pocket, stammered Tom.

Oh! never mind that, replied the major; give the man five shillings, and well arrange that together. Here, my man, continued the major, pulling out two half-crowns, and giving them to the groom, CaptainAll will take the orth, and Ill write to your people by to-nights posth, and if they require the thaddle and things back, they shall be thent, but I dont expect theyll be thuch screws.

Very good, sir, replied the man, pocketing his douceur, adding, Youll be wanting him taken into town, wont you?

No, replied the major, not thinking it prudent to let this man have the run of any of the town taps; Ill get a man here, jerking his head towards the railway station.

Having got the horse and a railway porter, they nodded their adieux in return to the grooms parting salute, and set off on the well-cindered white-posted footpath, with the horse led alongside them on the road.

Youve done a wise thing, I think, observed the major, squeezing Toms fat arm, as they tramped along. Im sure the colonel will approve of it, and theres no man has your interest more warmly at heart than he has. Youve got a very nith orth  a very neat orth  a very gentlemanlike orth.

Yes, I think he is a nice horse, replied Tom, eyeing him as he stared and sauntered leisurely along. Where shall I get him a bed, think ye?

Oh, havent you a stable? asked the major.

Yes, we have a stable, replied Tom, but its full of coals and casks and empty bottles and things.

Well, but they could be emptied out. Is it damp?

Yes, I think its damp, replied Tom; at least, theres green upon the walls.

Ah, that wont do. Orthes should be kept dry and warm.

Do for one night, I suppose, said Tom, with an offhand sort of air.

Do for your orth, if thats what you mean, rejoined the major. Orthes dont take so much killing as some people suppose. No, no; youd better take him to the Thalutation, or one of the inns, till you get him a proper stable of his own.

So saying, he gave the word of command to the Thalutation, and horse and groom and friends turned up Spooneypope-street accordingly; and as Tom chanced to look back, he saw heads popped out of windows and shop doors, and a general commotion on his track, so acceptable is a little excitement in the country. The news soon spread that Tom Hall had bought a horse. Young people said he was going it, old ones shook their heads and said they wished he mightnt make the old mans money fly.


CHAPTER XIII.

SATISFACTION OF THE COLONEL.
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WHILE THE INCIDENTS of the last chapter were going on, the old colonel, eager and anxious at all times, was now doubly so, in consequence of having received a dunning letter from his accoutrement maker, threatening an appeal to the Horse Guards if his bill for 1849-50 was not immediately discharged, the writer, of course, having to meet a large one himself the next week; nay, so excitable had the colonel become that he could not contain himself in barracks, but putting himself in mufti  to wit, in a tight brown Newmarket cut-away, with a voluminous bright-buttoned buff waistcoat, scanty tweed trousers, and high-lows, with a drab felt wide-awake, proceeded to carry his corporation in the direction of the railway station to make an observation, relying on the disguise for Tom not knowing him; as if there was any disguise that would effect the concealment of such a figure as his. However, off he set, and there is no saying but his impetuosity would have carried him to the field of action, had not a lofty pile of Bimam native oysters, in Grundsell the greengrocers window, attracted his attention, and caused a diversion. There, as he stood, with his great stomach resting on the counter, devouring bivalve after bivalve as fast as Mrs Grundsell could open them, the light tramp of a horses hoofs fell upon his ear, and, looking round, he saw the well-known steed stepping gaily along, followed by the gaunt major, with his long arm thrust through our Toms.

The colonel saw by the radiance of the majors usually heavy brow, and the airy swagger of his walk, that it was a deal; and, nearly choking himself with the huge oyster he was in the act of swallowing, he clapped down half-a-crown on the counter, and was only prevented giving chase, and most likely spoiling sport, by the time Mrs Grundsell took fumbling for the change.

When he got rolled to the door the group had turned up Spooneypope-street, and feeling satisfied that it was a case of delivery (the road to the barracks being right up the town), he gave vent to his gratitude by ordering a gallon of rum, a Dutch cheese, and a dozen red herrings, to be sent to the majors rooms directly. When, however, he fingered the flimseys, as he called them, though greaseys would have been a more accurate description of Hall & Co.s dirty five-pound notes, his gratitude expanded; and besides chucking the major a fiver for his trouble, he ordered him two dozen of strong military port, exclaiming, as he gave the order, Mind, let it have a good grip of the gob!

He then went rolling about the town with a plethoric-looking tarnished-blue purse, paying his ear-ache and stomach-ache bills, and talking as if he was going to buy all the things in the shops. Mrs Bustleton got her money, and wrote a most obsequious letter, hoping to be honoured with their future orders. So the money was not altogether wasted, and the deal furnished abundant conversation for the town, the horse being made the representative of all sorts of imaginary sums.

There were such solemn consultations  such feelings  such handlings  such trottings out and sittings in judgment on the unfortunate animal. What with the postboys and flymen continually going in and out with their horses, and young gentlemen dropping in to pass their opinions, the door of the stable was continually on the swing. What a diversity of opinion the horse elicited! No two people thought the same of him. Buttons, the postboy, thought hed done a deal of work with his legs, while Bricks, the boots, thought hed done a deal more with his teeth. Mr Weathertit thought his body too large for his legs, while young Mr Spoilwater, as they called Freebody, the brewers son, thought his legs too large for his body. The young Emperor of Morocco thought the fetlocks too fine; Mr Smiley took exception to the elbows; Mr Fielding pronounced the hocks to be curbey; Mr Clapgate suspected he had been at his prayers; while Mr Bright thought he detected incipient cataract in the right eye. No one, however, hinted that he had seen the horse before, or suspected that it was only Captain Smallbeeres horse clipped, and his tail squared. To crown the whole, the old colonel waddled down from the barracks in a shell-jacket and high-lows to pass his opinion upon it. After making a most critical examination, beginning with the horses head and ending with his heels, grasping his windpipe and punching his sides, he exclaimed, with admirable naïveté, after straddling with his great fin ends in the bottom of his dog-earey overall pockets, as if making his calculations between Swipess horse and it, Well! dash my sabretache, if theres tuppence to choose atween em!


CHAPTER XIV.

THE HEAVVSTEEDS AT DINNER.
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THE COUNTY PAPERS, after coming out blank, or as good as blank, all the summer, at length gave symptoms of returning animation, and Eureka Shirts, Parrs Pills, and Dental Surgery advertisements found themselves slap by cheek, as Colonel Blunt called it, with Hunting Appointments. Three varmint-looking short-tailed pinks that had long been ornamenting Scissors & Tapes window disappeared; Felt, the hatter, had imported some best-made London caps; Corns, the bootmaker, exhibited rows of variously-tinted tops; while Gag, the saddler, placed a whole sheaf of highly finished whips, and long lines of glittering spurs, in his bay-windowed shop. A few frosty nights had brought the leaves showering from the trees, while four-and-twenty hours rain had saturated the ground, making it fit for that best of all sports, fox-hunting. Big-breeched, knock-kneed, brandy-nosed caitiffs began to steal into towns from their summer starvings, offering themselves as grooms, or helpers, or clippers, or singers, or shavers, or anything  anything except honest work. All things bespoke the approaching campaign. Our military friends partook of the mania.

Lets give old Cheer a benefit, exclaimed Colonel Blunt, from the right of the president of the mess, on the evening the fixtures appeared lets give old Cheer a benefit at his Park meet. Lets cut a dash with the drag, and Ill drive, added he, the above being roared out in his usual stentorian strain, slightly impeded by the quantity of roast pig he had eaten, or rather devoured.

I vote we do, lisped Major Fibs, from the opposite side of the table; adding, Wholl stand an orth?

Goody Two-shoes is much at your service, sir, observed Captain Dazzler, who wanted a little leave of absence.

Thats right! exclaimed the colonel, with a thump of his fist on the table.

Cockatoo also, bowed Adjutant Collop, who was in strong competition with Fibs for the colonels favour.

Ill stand Billy Roughun, observed Pippin, from the bottom of the table.

Thats right! repeated the colonel. Goody Two-shoes, Cockatoo, and Billy Roughun, thats three  only want another to make up a team.

You are welcome to old Major Pendennis, squeaked little Jug, if you dont mind his knuckling-over knees.

Oh, hang his knees! responded the colonel; four horses are four horses, and if he does tumble down hell get up at his leisure; but when the weights off their backs theres no great temptation to tumble. Well, continued he, thatll do  Goody and Cock for wheelers, and the Major and Roughun for leaders; or spose we put Roughun at the wheel, and Cock and Pen leaders.

Nothing can be better, observed Fibs.

Nothing, ejaculated Collop.

We must have the drag overhauled, continued the colonel; and I vote we have the ballet-girl  Taglioni, or whatever you call her  painted out, and a rattling Fox with a tallyho painted in. Itll please old Cheer, and praps get us invited to the castle  they tell me the old man has an undeniable cook.

Ill tell you what well do!  Ill tell you what well do! he went on. Well go and breakfast with the old boy. He gives a spread  cold pies, pork-chops, pigeons, porter  all the delicacies of the season in short,  at least he did the last time we were quartered here, and I make no doubt he does still.

Wed better not go on speculation, I think, observed Captain Mattyfat, who was very fond of his food. How would it do to have a jolly good breakfast here and lunch with his lordship?

And have that fat Hall up and make him muzzy, suggested Jug, helping himself to an overflowing bumper of port.

Oh, Halls a good fellow, growled the colonel; I wont have him run down.

We dont want to run him down, squeaked Jug, we only want to make him comfortable.

Ill make you comfortable, roared the colonel, his bloodshot eyes flashing with indignation Ill make you comfortable, repeated he, with an extra drill on that day  a threat that produced a hearty guffaw from the company.

Jug bit his lips, for he saw that Hall was the favourite, as well with the colonel as with Angelena and mamma.

Well, but about the wrag, resumed the colonel, how shall it be? Breakfast or no breakfast  thats the question.

Oh, breakfast by all means before you start, exclaimed several voices.

Have your breakfast before you go, whatever you do, and what you get extra will be all so much gained, assented Mattyfat.

True, replied the colonel true. Pass the bottle, and Ill tell you what well do  Ill tell you what well do. Well make a day of it  well make a day of it; well have a light breakfast here  slops (catlap, you know) and so on  then drive there and have a regular tuck-out; broiled bones, sherry coblers, sausages, and so on, the colonel munching and smacking his lips as if he was engaged with a plateful.

And send the horses on, I suppose? observed Mr Gape.

Oh, of course, replied the colonel of course; you wouldnt disgrace the regiment by riding your own horse on  that would never do. No, send them to Hearty-cheers, get them fed, and so on: cost nothin  old man has plenty of money. One groom will take two horses. Servants will come back in the drag, you know.

Thatll do capitally, thir, observed Major Fibs.

Capitally! exclaimed the opposition toady, Collop.

Youve a wonderful talent for arrangement, observed Major Fibs.

Wonderful! echoed the other.

Yes; I dont think Im deficient in that way, replied the self-satisfied colonel, taking double toll of the port as it passed.

Conversation then became general and brisk, turning altogether upon hunting  or rather upon riding  each man having some wonderful recollection of some wonderful feat he had performed in some other country. The colonels heretofore pig-impeded voice presently rose to the ascendant in details of the doings of his day; when he used to ride  when he used to beat everybody  when nobody could hold a candle to him  heavens, how he used to go! And he turned up the whites of his eyes as if lost in amazement at the recollection of his temerity.

Fibby and Collop egged him on, as if they had never heard his lies before; while Mattyfat and Pippin, and Dazzler and Gape, and all the jolly subs winked and nudged each other under the table.

Yeth, thir, yeth, observed Major Fibs; Ive alwayth heard that you were firht-rate acroth country.

Heard it! exclaimed Collop; I know it. Weve ridden side by side, as the song says.

So we have, Colly, so we have, roared the colonel, dashing at the port as it again passed up. You know how I used to show them the way in Warwickshire  Ladbrooke Gorse, to wit!

Ah, but Northamptonshire was the country you shone in most, wasnt it, thir? asked Fibby, determined not to be outdone by his detested rival.

I believe you, replied the colonel, I believe you. One doesnt like speaking of oneself, continued he, striking out with his right fin, but I believe its generally admitted that there never was a better man in the Pytchley than I was.

They talk of you yet, sir! exclaimed Collop. Ive an uncle lives in that country.

I make no doubt they do, I make no doubt they do, replied the colonel. I firmly believe, if you were to go into the market-place at Northampton, and ask who was the best man they ever had in the county, they would exclaim, Blunt of the Heavysteeds!

An announcement that was received with the most mirth-concealing applause.

You set the squire, didnt you? asked Fibby, as the noise subsided.

I did, replied the colonel, with an emphasis, his eyes glistening as he spoke I did. That was the last time I was there, continued he, attacking the sherry now in mistake for the port. It was in the Harborough country  met at Arthingworth  the man  I forget his name  who lived there gave a spread. Took a thimbleful of brandy  not a gill, certainly  half a tumblerful praps, the colonel showing the liberal quantity on a tumbler before him rode a famous horse I had called Owen Swift  a horse I refused no end of money for  immense field  Goodricke and a lot of the Melton men down, the Pytchley men looking at the Melton men as much as to say, Whats brought you here? and the Melton men looking at the Pytchley men as much as to say, What a rum-lookin lot are you. However, before they got the question of looks settled  indeed, before theyd got well clear of the premises  there was the most aggravatin tallyhoing that ever was heard from a whole regiment of foot-people, and in an instant the Squire was capping his hounds on to a great dog-fox. Well, we all rose in our stirrups and prepared for play, for it was clear there would be a tussle between the two hunts, and though in no ways implicated, military men not being expected to subscribe to hounds, I got Owen by the head, and tickled him to the front. There, as I lay well with the hounds  next to Jack Stevens, in fact,  I looked back, and saw such an exhibition of industry  such hitting, and holding, and ramming, and cramming, and kicking, and scolding, and screeching. However, that was no business of mine; Owen kept me clear of the crowd, and, as we got upon the great grazing-grounds, he extended his stride, and seemed equal to anything. Presently we came to lower ground, and I saw, by the bluish-green of the grass, that there was water, and just then the sun shone under the planks of a footbridge, as it might be thus (the colonel placing a knife and fork on each side of a plate), showing that the path was liable to be flooded. Hold hard, one minute! exclaimed the Squire, holding up his hand, as the hounds, having overshot the scent, now spread like a rocket to recover it. Yooi, over he goes! screeched he, as they swept short to the left, and took it up again, full cry. The Squire then backed his horse, and crammed full tilt at the fence  a great high, ragged, rambling, briary place, with an old pollard willow hanging over. No go; horse turned short round. At him again, same result. Let me try, cried I, seeing we should soon have the whole field upon us. I took Owen back, continued the colonel, about as far as the Squire had done, and giving him a taste of the Latchfords, crammed him at it full tilt, and absolutely flew it like a bird.

B-o-o-y Jove, how you must have crammed at it! exclaimed Collop, as if he had never heard the story before.

I went at it like a cannon-ball! roared the colonel, ducking his bull head and putting his fins together, as if getting his horse by the head.

I think I thee you, lisped the major.

Biggest leap on record, isnt it? asked Collop, determined not to be outbid by the major.

Myttons leap over the flying higglers tilt-cart, in the Tewkesbury-lane, was perhaps more marvellous; but, for real sporting spirit, mine, I believe, is unsurpassed, replied he, giving his great chin a dry shave with his hand.

Youd sell the orth for a good prithe after that, I imagine, thir, continued Fibs, leading the gallant officer onwards.

Goodricke said to me, Blunt, Ill give you any money for that horse.

And what did you say? asked several.

I said, Goody, my boy, money wont buy him!

Bravo, bravo! exclaimed several voices, Pippin muttering to Mattyfat, The last time the colonel told the story, he said he got three hundred and a horse Goodricke gave two hundred for.

As, however, the colonel admitted that he had taken a thimbleful of brandy, he could not be expected always to tell the story the same way.

Whats the use of partin with ones comforts? exclaimed the colonel, staring down at the now approving audience. Couldnt do it!  couldnt, by Jove! continued he, lashing out with his left fin, and knocking the presidents wine into his lap.

This caused a little interruption, and by the time the president had got himself dried, the mess allowance of wine was discovered to be done; but the party seeming stanch, a fresh supply was ordered without reference to the fact. So they went on sipping and drinking and running their runs, or rather riding their ridings over again, and making magnificent arrangements for astonishing the Heartycheerites. At length they all passed the bottles, except the colonel, who, having finished them, and more than once, in the excitement and forgetfulness of the moment, applied to the water-bottle, whose contents he spluttered out like physic, he got himself raised, and, telling them to mind and not forget about the horses for the drag, bid them good night, and rolled off on the heels of a pair of terribly creaking high-lows.

Arrived at home, he found the ladies absorbed in the metamorphosis of some finery, and, after blinking for a while at the candles, to see that they were not burning four, he gave a hearty dive into his trouser pocket, and, scooping out the contents, laid it reef-ways on the table.

There! exclaimed he, as he surveyed the dancing coin, five half-crowns, two half-sovereigns, and a whole one, mixed up with threepence-halfpenny worth of copper, some shillings, sixpences, and fourpenny-pieces. There! repeated he, as he withdrew two cob-nuts, a piece of ginger, and a key that were mixed up with it, g-g-go to Mrs Flounceys in the mor-mor-mornin, and get new b-b-bonnets, and Ill take you to see old Cheers hounds throw off  get somethin neat, but not  ga-gaudy, you know  red and y-y-yellow, or somethin of that sort, he continued, sousing himself on to the old horse-hair sofa.

And before the ladies recovered from the astonishment into which his unwonted generosity had thrown them, he had commenced a melodious strain on that musical nightingale, his nose.


CHAPTER XV.

LORD HEARTYCHEERS OPENING DAY.
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THE AMIABLY DISPOSED reader will now have the kindness, by the hop, step and jump process, to arrive at the opening day with Lord Heartycheers hounds.

Who shall describe the hunting costume of a non-hunting cavalry corps  the modern coats, medieval breeches, and ancient boots, or the modern boots, medieval breeches, and ancient coats?

The officers of the Heavysteeds were not even uniform in their uniforms; consequently, little could be expected from them out of it. They were not a hunting corps. We will just take a glance at a few of them.

The colonel, being the first to get into his togs, as he called them, we will begin with him. His coat was above a quarter of a century old, and was made by a tailor at Dorchester when, as a stripling, he joined the Heavysteed Dragoons there. Through its subsequent patchings, enlargings, and alterings by the various regimental tailors, it still retained the character of its original cut. The collar, at first a soapy, but now a black-with-grease scarlet one, was right down upon the nape of the neck, while the closely-set-together waist buttons were halfway up his back. Two sword-like swallow-tails divided down a back that required no little stretch of the imagination to conceive they could ever have covered. Below the arms, where it would never be seen, as the respective snips said when they put them in, palpable varieties of cloth appeared, chiefly the pick of cast-off uniforms; the colonels creed being that the older and more battered a hunting-coat looked, the varminter and more appropriate it was. The coat had also been lengthened in front, with a view of bringing it in closer proximity with the drab smalls  if smalls, indeed, the capacious garments that girded up his loins could be called. These were met in turn by a pair of lack-lustre, rhinoceros-hide-looking Napoleons, his intractable calves having long declined tops. His waistcoat was of the scrimpy order, coeval with the coat  a washed-out buff step-collared stripe, with a much-frayed broad black binding, and forlorn pewtery-looking buttons. All the buttons were of the dull order in the middle, lighting up a little towards the sides, like so many moons in a haze.

Pippin dressed the old English gentleman. He had no taste for hunting, but a great one for dressing the character, and now appeared in the orthodox cut and costume of the order. From the subdued, not to say sombre character of the garments, it was not until after the first glance of recognition that one was sensible of the extreme care that had been bestowed upon the getting up. His cap came well down upon his close-cropped head; he wore no gills, but a puddingy cream-coloured cravat, fastened with a gold foxs-head pin in the old diamond tie, which had the effect of showing off his swelling huntsman-like chops to advantage. He had a groomish-looking step-collared drab waistcoat, with dead gold buttons with a bright rim, which he also sported, in a larger size, on a roomy, round, slightly cut-away single-breasted scarlet, that looked as if it had undergone frequent wettings to get it sobered down to purple. A smart blue watch-riband, with a bunch of family-looking seals, dangled over his gosling-green cords, which were met by a pair of stout-soled mahogany tops; dogskin gloves, painted wristbands, heavy spurs, and a hammer-headed whip, completed the equipment.

Mattyfat, on the other hand, was of the bright-coloured, highly-polished, satin-tie order of sportsmen, and looked as if he was got up for a ball. He sported a new dress-cut scarlet, a voluminous blue-flowered satin tie, secured by beadle-staff-looking pins; bloodstone buttons adorned a canary-coloured vest, that was crossed diagonally by glittering chains, from the heavier one of which were gibbeted sundry miniature articles of utility  a pencil-case, a make-believe pistol, watchkeys in great abundance, and some mysterious-looking lockets. Matty was chief lady-killer of the regiment. His delicate doeskins now vied with the lustrous polish of his Napoleons. Old Fibs set all field propriety at defiance, for he absolutely sported a woolly white hat, a dressing-gown-looking old frock-coat with a blue collar, an old black satin waistcoat, while his iron-mouldy smalls were any colour but white. His tops, which had been intended for pink, had come out a bright orange colour. His wide-extending red moustache gave him the appearance of having caught the fox himself, and stuck its brush below his nose.

The rest of the Heavysteedites were of the mixed order  some having good coats and shocking bad breeches, others having shocking bad coats and good breeches. We must, however, waive further description of them in favour of our Tom.

If the old stager takes more time to get into his old clothes the first day of the season, how much more must a youngster require who has never been in hunting-clothes before? Above all, how much must he require if said clothes have been made in the country? Our Tom, with a laudable regard for the interests of the bank, ordered his of tradesmen who kept their accounts there; the consequence of which was that they were neither punctually delivered nor yet so easy as they might be. The boots, indeed, did not come till the morning, just as he sunk exhausted in a chair, after hauling on leathers that were sadly too tight for him. Then, as Tom eyed the knees, and thought how he should ever get them buttoned, the solemn tramp of a strange foot was heard ascending the stairs, and, in obedience to a come in that followed a slowly-delivered tip-tap, the door opened, and the phlegmatic Mr Corns appeared, with a green bag under his arm.

Your servant, Mr Hall  Mr Thomas Hall, thats to say, said the aggravator, ducking his head, little dreaming of the blessings Tom had been invoking on his head, equalled only by those that were to follow his misfit.

Wonderful is the audacity of a country bootmaker, and irrepressibly touching is the way a youngster perseveres with his first pair of tops.

There, sir  now, sir  another try, sir, and I think well get it on, sir, exclaimed Corns, working away at the foot, in aid of Toms hauling with a pair of handcutting steel hooks. Now, sir, the foots getting in, sir, continued Corns, giving the sole a hearty slap as the foot came to a dead lock at the instep. Spose you stand up, sir, and work your legs about a bit, sir, continued Corns, showing Tom how to do it.

Work my leg about a bit! exclaimed the now profusely perspiring Tom work my leg about a bit! Why, I can hardly move it.

Oh, sir, stamp your foot, sir  stamp your foot; youll soon get it on. It dont do to have them too easy at first, sir  must have them smart, sir  genteel, thats to say, sir.

And Tom takes a determined hold of the hooks.

H-o-o-ray! A desperate effort lands his foot in the boot, and gives him courage to attempt the other.

I wish you health to wear your boots, sir  thats to say Mr Hall, sir  Mr Thomas Hall I mean to say, observed Corns, scratching his head, and eyeing the tight oppressive leather, looking as if it would burst from the oversized feet.

I wish I may be able to wear them, replied Tom, waddling across the room, adding, I can hardly walk in them.

Oh, but theyre not meant to walk in, Mr Hall, sir  thats to say, Mr Thomas Hall, sir; theyre only meant for ridin in, sir. Just knock your toe again the chimley-piece, sir, and youll make them a deal easier, sir.

Tom did as he was told, and, after sundry lusty assaults, felt some little relaxation of the tightness. Having taken breath after his great exertion, mopped his perspiring brow, and washed the chalk powder from his hands, he now eagerly proceeded with his dressing.

Corns put on his spurs for him, buckling them outside instead of in, as Tom would have done, and giving the strap the orthodox Heartycheer lap over the buckle.

Youd better copy my Lord Heartycheer in everything, sir  thats to say, Mr Hall  Mr Thomas Hall, observed Corns, scratching his head, as he eyed Toms rebellious calves beginning to bag over the tight tops. Corns made for Lord Heartycheers men.

Tom now adjusted a wide-extending sky-blue Joinville, whose once round tie afforded ample exposure of his fat throat. One would think that colds and sore throats were banished from the category of illnesses, so reckless and improvident are men in exposing their necks. A shaggy, many-pocketed, brown waistcoat quickly followed the Joinville, and then  oh! crowning triumph of the whole! the joyous scarlet, a short, square, loose-fitting jacket sort of coat, double stitched, back stitched, cross stitched, with all the appliances of power and strength peculiar to an old stage coachmans upper one.

And Tom, having taken a good front view, side view, and back view of himself in the glass, receiving the assurance of Corns that he was quite the ticket, with renewed wishes for health to wear his boots, proceeded to waddle downstairs, to the imminent peril of his neck, from his spurs catching against the steps. How he astonished his beloved parents, now waiting for him at the well-supplied breakfast-table.

Old Hall, as our readers may suppose, had not any very defined ideas of the chase, his experience in that line consisting solely in seeing certain indifferently-mounted Fleecyborough gents, whose paper he would not care to cash, parade the streets in their red or black coats. Indeed, his commercial experience rather prejudiced him against hunting, and when, first, Cropper, the horse-dealer, then Sticker, the surgeon, and, after them, Seesaw and Slack, the opposition woolstaplers (all of whom sported their scarlets either openly or on the sly), appeared successfully, as he called it, in the Gazette, he chuckled and rubbed his hands, and jerked his head, and fumbled his silver, and winked his eye, and said to friends, Well, thank goodness, Ive never either hunted or gammled.

Hunting and gammling, therefore, it is clear, he looked upon as synonymous, and though he did not join the saint party, who wanted to put down racing, he took good care never to put his name down to any of the stakes, and would stand with his nose on the dusty bank window-blinds, looking at those who were going, and thinking how much better they would be at home. Indeed so little did he know about hunting that, when Toms scarlet came home, he thought it was the yeomanry uniform, and it was not until he saw the fox, with an H below, on the button which Tom had mounted, in anticipation of Lord Heartycheer making him a member of his hunt, that he found out his mistake.

Well, mused he, with a shake of his head, as he eyed it gravely and demurely, I hope therell no harm come of it  I hope there wont; but you know as well as I do, Sally, addressing his wife, that Ive never either hunted or gammled  never either hunted or gammled, repeated he, letting fall the sleeve to brush a rising tear from his eye. And he almost repented having made our Tom a gent.

Not so Mrs Hall, who saw in Toms rise the germ of future eminence; and when our fat friend rolled down from his bedroom in the glowing equipments of the chase, her exultation knew no bounds.

Well, now he was a buck!  he was a beauty!  he was a love! and she hugged and kissed him like a child.

The first transports over, Sarah the maid, and Martha the cook, and Jane the housemaid were severally summoned to the presence, and while laudations were yet in full flow, Mr Trueboy, the cashier, arrived for the keys of the bank safe. And while they were still fingering Tom, and feeling him and admiring him and turning him about, the notes of a comet-a-piston, mingling with the noisy rattle of wheels, sounded in the market-place, and, turning into Newbold-street, a heavily-laden coach presently pulled up at their door with a dash.

Who is it? exclaimed Mrs Hall, rushing breathless to the window, which was nearly on a level with a cardinal-like-hatted monster, enveloped in the party-coloured shawls and upper coats of a coachman. The roof was crowded with men in caps and men in hats, muffled in every variety of overcoat and wrapper, some smoking cigars, some flourishing hunting-whips, some dangling their booted legs over the lack-lustre panels of the vehicle.

It was a shady affair, on which even putty and paint, those best friends of dilapidation, were almost wasted. The history of that old drag, from the day when it rolled with a sound drum-like hum under the gateway of the London builders to take its place with the Benson Driving Club, through all its vicissitudes of town and country life, its choppings and changings, its swappings and sellings, its takings for debts, and givings for bets, down to the time when the grasping Sheriff of Middlesex seized it for taxes, when it was bought by the officers of the Heavysteeds for sixteen pounds, would form an instructive example of the mutability of earthly grandeur and the evanescence of four-in-handism. It had been yellow, and it had been blue, and it had been green, and it had been queens colour, and it had been black with red wheels, and red with black wheels, and was now a rusty brown picked out with a dirty drab. It had had an earls coronet on the panels, a barons coronet, a red hand with three crests, next two crests, then a single one, after that a sporting device, two racehorses straining for a cup, followed by a ballet-girl, which the colonel had now had painted out, and a great wolf-like fox painted in. Coach, horses, and cargo were now quite of a piece. The horses were of the shabbiest, most unmatching order: Billy Roughun was only half-clipped, while old Major Pendennis stood knuckling as if he would lie down in the street. The harness was made up of three sets, one bridle having a unicorn on the blinder, another a greyhound, and a third a bull. Nevertheless, it was thought a very swell turn-out, and great was the excitement it caused as it rolled through the now coach-deserted streets of Fleecyborough to the music of the comet-a-piston. Seeing it pull up at old Halls was enough to turn the heads of half the young men in the town.

Oh, its the colonel! its the barrack drag! exclaimed our Tom, pushing past his mother; and throwing up the sash, he elicited a round of view-halloas, Tally-hos!

Who-whoops! and Yea-yups! from the muffled passengers on the roof.

Ill be ready in five minutes, colonel! exclaimed Tom, speaking out of the window, like a candidate at an election Ill be ready in five minutes, colonel:  I just want a cup of coffee and an egg.

Times hup! roared the colonel, flourishing a pig-jobber-looking whip over his cardinal-like hat, adding, Ill give you your breakfast at Heartycheers.

Oh, but take something before you go!  take something in your pocket, whatever you do!  youll be starved! youll be hungered! youll be famished! exclaimed Mrs Hall, darting at biscuits and buns and cakes and dry toast and whatever came in her way, amidst renewed clamour from the comet-a-piston, and exclamations of Now, Mr Slowman, look sharp!

Who-whoop!

Tally ho!

Cant wait!

Harkaway!

Well, I must go! exclaimed Tom, thrusting three buns into one pocket, and half-a-dozen biscuits into the other I must go! repeated he, tearing himself away from his mother, who hugged him as if he was going to have a turn at the Caffres instead of the foxes. Seizing his hat he hurried downstairs, and out at the now crowded street door.

Room inside! roared the colonel, pointing downwards with his whip, as Tom appeared; and while Mrs Hall was congratulating herself that he would ride safe, the draught caused by the opening of the coach-door floated some lavender-coloured flounces past her eye, carrying consternation to her heart. She felt as if Tom was kidnapped. The coach door was quickly closed, the colonel gathered his weather-bleached reins for a start, and as Tom put his head out to nod his adieux, Padder, who was passing to the office, exclaimed, He hoped theyd have a good run. And Trueboy, who was watching the unwonted scene from the window, responded with a groan, He wished it mightnt make a run upon the bank.


CHAPTER XVI.

THE HUNT BREAKFAST.

[image: img460.jpg]

LORD HEARTYCHEER WAS a haughty man, proud as Lucifer, rich as Croesus, keen as mustard. He was the head of a long line of Heartycheers, whose original ancestor came over with the Conqueror, though whether the ancestor rowed, or steered, or was sea-sick and sat still, is immaterial to our story. Suffice it to say that his lordship was so satisfied with his pedigree, that he would rather be a dead Heartycheer than a live anybody else. As a sportsman he was first-rate, and hounds had been kept at Heartycheer Castle time out of mind. The memory of man indeed scarcely ran to the time when his lordship didnt keep them. He had seen through many gallant sportsmen; it is perhaps no exaggeration to say that he had seen through a dozen fields. So much for his sporting career; now for his private one. Though his lordship was proud and haughty with the men  with all but his intimates, at least  he was a great patron of the fair sex, among whom he enjoyed a great reputation for gallantry, though they all laughed and shook their heads when his name was mentioned, from the beautiful Mrs Ringdove, of Cupid Grove, who said he was a naughty man, down to the buxom chambermaid at the Crown, who called him a gay old gentleman. They all felt pleased and flattered by his attention: it stamped them as being handsomer than their neighbours. Indeed his name was a sort of byword throughout the country, and any unfortunate Caudle who was supposed to be sweet upon a Prettyman, was sure to be threatened with the Heartycheer retaliation.

There had been as great a succession of favourites at the castle as there had been of sportsmen with his hounds. His lordship, who was now well turned of seventy, used to talk in his confidential moments of having sown his wild oats, and as being only waiting for the fair ones husband (whoever he was talking to) to be summoned to a better world to make her Lady Heartycheer. So he kept half a dozen variously handsome women in anxiety about him and their husbands; the husbands, we need hardly say, having the worse time of the two. He, however, by no means confined his attentions to the married ladies  he was too staunch a free-trader for that,  and there wasnt a pretty girl in the country but he knew all about her.

In this interesting pursuit he was ably assisted by his huntsman, Dicky Thorndyke. Dicky had been with him all his life, and thoroughly identified himself with his master. Indeed he always spoke in the plural number. If any one asked how his lordship was, Dicky would reply, with a purse of his mouth, and a pleasant smile, Well, sir, I really think we are very well; indeed I think we are better than we have been for some time. Though his lordship Dickyd and Dicky Dyked him, it was a freedom our huntsman allowed to none below the rank of a baronet. Our friend, the prosy knight, tried it on one day, when Dicky replied, M-o-y name, sir, is Thorndyke, making a mighty mouthful of the thorn.

Better huntsmen there might be than Dicky, but none so eminently qualified for the double pursuit of the fox and the fair. Indeed as regards the fox, having a capital pack of hounds, he early came to the conclusion that if they couldnt smell which way the fox was gone, he couldnt, and he never interfered with them as long as they would stoop. The consequence of his non-intervention was that he nailed up a considerable number of noses. He looked like a noblemans servant. In addition to a comely well-conditioned person, he had a mild placid expression of countenance, well befitting his delicate duties. He had a great deal of tact and manner, too. He didnt come blurting, open-mouthed, with an Ive seen a devilish fine gal, my lord, or Mrs Yarkers husbands been whopping her again, but as he trotted from cover to cover he would direct his lordships attention to some hound or some horse, or some object that would enable him to draw up to his point.

Old Conquerors gettin slow, my lord, he would say, pointing to an old hound trotting along less stoutly than the rest.

The mores the pity, replies his lordship, throwing the old favourite a bit of biscuit.

Been a good un, observes Dicky, regarding him affectionately, adding, Weve had more good hounds from Cloverly Banks than any walk we have.

What, he was from Cloverly, was he? asked his lordship, remembering what he saw the last time he was there.

Yes, replied Dicky; we always have good uns from there. They take so much care of them  never clog them or tie them up. The gals are so good to them, too. Cardinals killed all their turkeys this year, and they never so much as said a word.

Ah! I must ride over and see them, and make them a present, replies his lordship.

And so, on the last day of cub-hunting, before the season upon which we are now entering began, Dicky pointed out a horse, with a Thats the horse, my lord, I was a-telling you about last Tuesday that I was looking at for us. I thought he would do to carry Will or Sam. I didnt buy him on count of the splents, pointing to a booted foreleg.

Whos got him? asked his lordship, who knew how to cap Dicky on the scent.

A townsman  the man they call the Emperor of Morocco. Then, sinking his voice, he added, in an undertone, as he drew his horse nearer his lordships, They say the emperor and her majesty have had another breeze.

What, another? exclaimed his lordship, who knew what the first one was about.

Yes, another, replied Dicky. Last Sunday. But praps youll have the kindness not to mention it, as I had it in confidence from their coachman.

And his lordship stored Dickys hint up in his mind for future use. Indeed, for so great a man, it was wonderful what a quantity of gossip and scandal he collected.

Hunting a country undoubtedly gives gay old gentlemen great opportunities, for the meet brings forth all the youth and loveliness of a place; while, under pretence of looking for his fox, a master of hounds may rummage anywhere from the cellar to the garret. And so people found, for what with setting out covers, looking at puppies, paying for poultry damage, complimenting preservers of foxes, and so on, there was no such thing as keeping Lord Heartycheer out of their houses.

And great grumbling his visits frequently occasioned, for he had a knack of making them on market-days, board of guardian days, petty-sessions days  days when the lords of the creation are necessarily absent, who ill-liked to see the imprints of his horses hoofs stirring up their gravelled rings. But to the chase.

Our friend Colonel Blunt has already intimated that his lordship opened each season with a magnificent spread at Heartycheer Castle, where year after year he received, with almost regal grandeur, the homage and adulation of the country. A truce seemed to be declared over all his little piccadillies, as Dicky Dyke called them, and people who had been loudest in proclaiming them, now cried Shame! and said they didnt believe there was a word of truth in any of them.

Time would seem to run the reverse way with his lordship, for the older and greyer he got, the younger and more captivating the ladies declared him. Anxious mammas, who had reproved their ardent daughters for thinking of old men of five-and-thirty, openly encouraged his lordships advances, assuring the dear girls that a man is never too old to marry.

He was a tall, slim, fresh-complexioned, handsome-featured man, blending the stately grandeur of the old school with a slight flourish of the French. His snow-white hair seemed almost out of keeping with his light youthful figure and the beaming radiance of his eagle eye. Having begun hunting during the last advent of mahogany tops, he had never wholly adopted the white ones, and was now neither in the fashion nor out with rose-coloured ones. Neither had he ever abandoned the white cords, for whose milky purity he was always remarkable. His new scarlet coat was of the single-breasted, slightly sloped-away order, with a step-collared toilonette vest, a starched striped cravat, with a small plaited frill to his shirt.

And thus the reader will have the kindness to consider our great lady-killing master of hounds attired for the reception of company on this his  we know not what number  opening day. His lordship, having breakfasted in his sanctum, and passed his silk-stockinged, state-liveried establishment in review, now proceeded to take his usual post of reception, before the blazing entrance-hall fire  a splendid hall beaming with ancestral honours and trophies of the chase.

And here we should observe that the morality of the country divided itself into three classes. First, the desperately improper ones, who didnt care what people said, and who boldly entered the castle, partaking of the sumptuous fare, and calmly surveying the statues and voluptuous paintings with which the beautiful rooms and corridors were studded; secondly, the more prudish ones, such as old Miss Fozington, who would not even enter the park, and merely took a drive that way to take the chance of seeing the hounds, with which, somehow or another, they generally fell in.

First among the forward ones on this occasion was our superb friend the Empress of Morocco, who, despite a tiff with the tanner about coming, drove up in her well-built but badly-appointed barouche, gorgeous in purple, ermine, and lace, with the slightest possible touch of rouge on her plump beautiful cheeks. Often as Lord Hearty-cheer had greeted her, he thought he never saw her look so bewitching, and he inwardly cursed the grinding of wheels that preceded the announcement of Mrs and Miss Marplotte. How low and courteous was the bow that received them! How different to the seizure of both hands and earnest empressement that marked his addresses to the beaming gazelle-like eyes of the empress! The Marplottes soon obeyed the obsequious flourish of the well-drilled groom of the chamber, and passed onward to the banqueting-room. They were quickly followed by Mrs and the Miss Hoeys; then came Captain and Mrs Horridbore; after them the Beddingfields, then the Mountfields, then the Honeyballs; after which there was a pause, and then a rush of hungry fox-hunters, ready for anything.

In less than twenty minutes from the first sitting down, the splendid dining-room rang with the popping of champagne-corks, the clatter of plates, and the joyous hilarity of unrestrained freedom. All went merry as a marriage-bell, till Captain Horridbore, who was to the Whig party what Sir Thomas Thimbleton was to the Tory, rose to propose the health of their noble host. Being one of those hungry hard-bitten radicals who come out great at elections and then merge into nothingness, he had the gift of the gab, and strung words together with amazing volubility. On this occasion he was so laudatory that one might almost have thought he was laughing at his lordship. The applause that followed the announcement of the name was the usual signal for his lordship to leave the post of reception before the entrance-hall fire and repair to acknowledge the compliment; but it so happened that the Empress of Morocco, who, we forgot to say, had brought her little boy Freddy to see the fine house, having made the tour of the reception-rooms, by the greatest chance in the world forced herself in the entrance-hall by the reverse door at which she had left it, and the coast being clear, all except a few footmen, who of course nobody cares about, his lordship waylaid her, to renew the attentions the Marplotte arrival interrupted. Having sent Freddy to look at the pretty pictures at the far end of the hall, she placed her beautiful foot on the broad fender, and slightly raising her velvet dress, as if to give her foot the benefit of the warmth, she was very soon whispering her domestic grievances into the ear of this fine old fox-hunting father confessor. There, as he stood looking into her eyes and imbibing her every word, listening to the Turkish despotism of the tyrannical tanner, and thinking how best to avenge her cause, the loud cheers of the health-drinkers burst unheeded on the scene, and it was not until Mr Snuffertray  the pompous butler  twice intimated the honour that had been done him, that his lordship awoke to the necessity of the occasion.

Offering the lovely empress his arm, he halloaed, Here, e-lope! young un, e-lope! as if speaking to a hound, and, followed by Freddy, they entered the banqueting-room in state.

What a commotion their appearance created.

Brazen woman! ejaculated Mrs Sowerby, half-choking herself with a chicken-bone.

Would not have come if Id known, muttered Mrs Mealymouth.

His lordship, of course, was quite taken by surprise at the unexpected compliment, and after expressing the embarrassment he felt, and the inadequacy of language to convey the sentiments of his heart, he branched off upon the subject of hunting, expatiating upon its advantages in a social point of view, its life-lengthening, healthgiving properties, and its beneficial influence in promoting our breed of horses, which, however, he took the opportunity of observing were not so good as they used to be; adding that if he continued to have a difficulty in mounting himself, he should have to set to and breed a few  a declaration that was thought very plucky for a gay old gentleman turned of seventy.

And now, whilst his lordship is plying the empress with noyeau jelly, and Freddy with fruit, the slight crack of a whip, followed by a musical rate, is heard, and Dicky Thorndyke is seen in his new cap and coat, rising corkily in his stirrups, piloting the glad pack round the castle corner, followed by the whips, similarly attired.

How are you, Dicky?

How are you, Thorndyke?

How are you, Dicky? bursts from the now crowded ring before the castle, as Dicky guides the pack on to the grass-plot, a salutation that Dicky acknowledges just as he thinks the speakers intimacy with his lordship entitles him to Dicky or Thorndyke him.

Similar inquiries are now made of the whips, after which the gentlemen begin identifying the horses, and the ladies to lisp their admiration of the hounds. Such pretty creatures!

How many were there?

All so much alike  wondered they could tell the difference! And so on.

A diversion having been caused in the banqueting-room by the passing of the hounds, his lordship availed himself of the opportunity to withdraw with the Empress of Morocco, and having presently wrapped her up in her splendid Armenian cloak, and handed her to her carriage, he proceeded to mount a magnificent anything-you-like-to-call-it-worth white horse, to take his place in the centre of the hunting tableau before the castle. The hounds raised a glad cry, and dashed forward to meet him, while the men made aerial sweeps with their caps instead of reproving the ardour of the pack. His lordship bowed low and condescendingly to the second-class morality-mongers, whose sense of propriety would only allow of their partaking of refreshments at the door. The sherry and Maraschino, the Crème de Vanille and Parfait Amour, seemed to have exercised a mollifying influence on their prudery, and instead of the Horrid bad mans!

Shocking old dogs! that generally accompanied his name, there were skilfully directed murmurs of How well he looks!

What a handsome man!

Younger than ever! with a great disposition to catch his eye.

The day was bright and fair. A glittering flag floated proudly from the topmost tower; while the expanding river, refreshened with November rains, swept impetuously through the park, a slight sprinkling of snow capped the summits of the far-off hills. Here, as his lordship sat at the receipt of custom, the compliments flying about him like bouquets round a favourite actress at a theatre, the notes of a comet-a-piston suddenly sounded through the air, causing the steady pack to cock their ears, and all eyes to turn in the direction of, the sound. Presently a heavily-laden coach emerged from behind a long screen of evergreens upon the open carriage-way through the park, exposing the weak leg-weary state of the horses, who with difficulty were kept at a trot, with the Jip, jip, jippings,

Jag, jag, jaggings,

Crop, crop, croppings, and double thongings of the driver.

Who have we here? asked his astonished lordship of Dicky Thorndyke.

Dont know, my lord, replied Dicky, shading the sun from his eyes, and straining in the direction of the corners. Player-folks, I should say, by their noise, added he. No, my lord; no. I see; its the cavalry colonel  its the cavalry colonel and his captains.

Do I know them? asked his lordship, who made it a rule never to speak to any one who was not properly introduced.

Youll know the colonel, replied Dicky. Was here some years back, adding, in an undertone, as he leant forward in his saddle, The corpulent captain that used to be.

I remember, replied his lordship, with a significant jerk of his head. Great, fat, vulgar fellow.

Just so, said Dicky.

The corpulent captain had been one of his lordships horrors, and the recollection of his impudent brusque gaucheries flashed upon his mind as he watched him Jip, jip, jipping, whip, whip, whipping, Jag, jag, jagging, and stamping on the splash-board, to get the leg-weary screws to trot becomingly up to the door. By the time he arrived, his lordship had got himself screwed into the imperative mood  very stiff. A dead silence followed the drawing up of the drag, all eyes being on the watch to see how the party was received.

How are ye, Heartycheer? roared the monster, now slackening his reins, and casting a triumphant glance over the scene.

His lordship made a slight bow..

How are ye, Heartycheer? repeated he, in a still louder key, nothing daunted.

His lordship now nearly kissed his horses ears, so deferential was his bow.

Hope we havent kept you waiting long, continued the colonel, putting his clumsy whip into the socket.

Precious little fear of that, thought Dicky Thorndyke, looking at his master with a laughing eye.

Couldnt get our people started, continued the colonel, standing up and looking over the crowded roof take such a deal of combin and gettin up some of these young fellers  waxin their ringlets and corkin their snouts; however, continued he, let me introduce them to you now that Ive got them here. This chap on my left, jerking his fin towards his white-hatted companion on the box, you know, old Fibby; came out of the ark with Noah  haw  haw  haw; he  he  he; ho  ho  ho! The boy behind me on the roof is young Shuttleton, son of Mr Shuttleton, the great Manchester manufacturer  makes the Coburg cloth that looks so like merino  sixteenpence a yard. The man next him is Jaycock, a very promising officer, with great expectations from an uncle. This is Mattyfat, and that is Gape. No, not the beetle-browed one, continued the colonel, seeing his lordships eagle eye fixed to bow to the wrong one not the beetle-browed one, repeated he, the foxy-faced un next him. And so the gallant officer proceeded amidst much laughter to trot out the young gentlemen in front of the coach, just as the facetious Recorder trots out a newly-elected lord mayor before the barons of the Exchequer. When, however, he turned to deal with those behind, he found that they had taken fright at the examples made of their brethren, and cut off, so sousing himself down on his seat, he crossed his legs and proceeded to take a leisurely survey of the surrounding scene.

And how have you been? roared he, addressing Lord Heartycheer in the most familiar way. How have you been? repeated he, in the same tone, not getting an answer to his first inquiry.

Pretty well, thank you, colonel, replied his lordship, with a smile at the unwonted familiarity.

And how are you, Billy? said he, addressing Dicky Thorndyke. Dont get any younger, continued he, returning to his lordship, not getting any answer from Billy.

Few people do, replied his lordship tartly.

Ah, but some people wear their years better than others, roared the colonel in reply. You show age desperately  your hairs as white as snow.

Indeed, replied his lordship, making him a very low bow.

However, continued the colonel, nothing daunted by the frowns of all around, you are a remarkable man of your years  a very remarkable man  few men of your age can get on to a horse, let alone go a-hunting. An observation that met with no reply and caused a momentary pause.

Have seen your hounds look better, I think, continued the colonel, returning to the charge.

Indeed! exclaimed his lordship, boiling up. I was just saying to Mister Thorndyke  with a strong emphasis on the mister I was just saying to Mister Thorndyke that I thought I never saw them looking better.

Ah, well, rejoined the colonel, slightly disconcerted, I dont mean to say that the general wouldnt pass them, I mean to say that I dont mean to say they are not looking  healthy, wholesome, and so on  but Ive seen them look better, I think  evener. I mean, added he, with a jerk of his right fin.

Evener! replied his lordship; evener! repeated he; show me an uneven hound in the pack  his lordship waving his hand as he spoke.

Why, theres one! roared the colonel, nettled at the challenge.

Where? asked his lordship.

There! roared the colonel, under Billys horses nose.

Why, man! thats the terrier! exclaimed his lordship, to the infinite mirth of the meeting; and unable to bear with him any longer, he gave a nod to Dicky, who forthwith whistled the hounds together and moved briskly from the meet, leaving the colonel high and dry at the door.


CHAPTER XVII.

COLONEL BLUNT ENJOYS HIMSELF.
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WELL, THATS COOL, growled the colonel, as the hunting cavalcade moved away from Heartycheer Castle door. Thats cool, repeated he, treating the Lieutenant-Colonel of her Majestys Regiment of Heavysteed Dragoons as if he was a postboy, leavin him this way  the colonel looking down on his smoking steeds as he spoke, with anything but a satisfied countenance.

What are you going to do, colonel? exclaimed a voice out of the coach window.

Oh! thats Jug, replied the colonel, recollecting now that his coach was full inside and out  or, rather, had been full inside and out, the outsiders having fled and got their horses to join the hunt. Oh! thats Jug, observed he.

No, not Jug, replied the voice Hall.

Oh! I meant Hall, replied the colonel, with a chuck of his double chin, muttering to himself, I knew it was one of you. Do! continued he, raising his voice, and coiling his whip-thong round the stick, why, I should say the best thing would be to go in and have some breakfast.

So say I, replied Hall, who was in no great hurry for his first hunt.

Stay, then, and Ill drive you to the door becomingly, continued the colonel, gathering up his reins, whipping his horses, and moving the coach slowly on to where a gentlemans gentleman, and a couple of highly-powdered, white-coated, crimson-breeched footmen were lounging, and making their observations on the scene outside. Having seen his lordships reception of the colonel and his party, the servants of course took their cue from their master, and stood, with supercilious smiles, watching the dirty incongruous-looking vehicle.

Now, Johnny! exclaimed the colonel, as none of them seemed inclined to lend a hand now, Johnny, repeated he, open the door, and let the ladies out; and you, continued he, addressing the gentleman out of livery, slip round to the stables, and tell Colonel Blunts groom his masters come  the colonel thinking the announcement of his rank would be sure to have a beneficial influence in procuring attention.

The commanding tone of our man of war somewhat threw the flunkies off their guard, or rather off their impudence, for the man addressed as Johnny, but whose real name was Peter, ceased twirling his napkin and applied himself manfully to the coach door, while the other footman lounged away to fulfil the duty assigned to the hero of the gaudy plain clothes. Our fat friend, Greasy Tom, as Angelena had now christened him, from the profuse perspiration in which his tight tops kept him, then popped out, and was presently protecting the lavender-coloured flounces from the wheel. A confused mass of ermine and satin then followed as best it could, our Toms gallantry not extending itself to mamma.

Though the colonels munificence had not been misapplied, it had not exactly taken the direction he indicated, for instead of red and yellow bonnets, Angelena shone forth in a new brown and white glacé terry velvet, while mamma had invested her share of the plunder in a dark blue and white glacé, with coloured flowers in the cap. While Angelena was nice and smart, Mrs Blunt was a good deal of the twopenny head and farthing tail school, the glossy freshness of the terry velvet bonnet contrasting with the rather worn ermine tippet and cuffs, and the stains on the satin below. Besides the stains and frays on the dress, a critical eye might have detected some dams on the instep of her ribbed silk stockings; but Angelenas were nice and well put on, showing her pretty feet and ankles to advantage.

Such was the party that now alighted from the coach, and stood at the castle door, on either side of our Tom; who stood easing first one foot, and then the other, looking as if his leathers were ready to burst.

The soldier-groom at length arriving, munching his last mouthful of cold round of beef, relieved the colonel of the reins, who, desiring the man to see and get the horses well taken care of, proceeded to alight from the box, and divest himself of a dirty old drab Grosjean greatcoat, with large plate-like mother-of-pearl buttons, with black emblematical devices, illustrating the Turf, the Chase, the Road, and the Ring.

The hounds are just gone down to Thornington Spinney, observed the pompous Mr Snuffertray, the butler, who had now got waddled to the door, and saw that the colonels under garments were significant of the chase the hounds are just gone down to Thornington Spinney, repeated he, thinking thus to get rid of them.

Ah, that may all be, replied the colonel, with a nod of his bull-head that may all be; weve come to draw your larder, not the Spinney, adding, as he put his overcoat into the coach, which is the way to the cat-lap shop?

The w-h-a-t, sir? drawled the astonished Mr Snuffertray.

The cat-lap shop  the breakfast-room, to be sure, replied the colonel.

Oh, this way, if you please, sir, replied the now enlightened Mr Snuffertray, extending his right arm, and motioning a gigantic footman, who was warming his pink silk calves at the hall fire, to take charge of the distinguished intruders.

The colonel then offered his right fin to Mrs Blunt, and went wad  wad  waddling across the stately hall, exclaiming over his left shoulder to Tom, who followed uneasily in his tight tops, with the tips of Angelenas fingers resting on his arm  

Good shop, isnt it, Jug?

Without waiting for an answer, he waddled on to the open door of the late mirth-echoing dining-room.

The apartment was in the full glow of banqueting disorder  napkins lying here, napkins lying there, napkins twisted into knots, napkins flaunting over chair-backs, like drooping drapery. The whole force of plate-linen and china had been brought to bear upon the entertainment, and very splendid everything was. The Hearty-cheer arms and crests and coronet glittered everywhere  on the chair-backs, on the picture-frames, on the plate, on the glass, on the china, and were even introduced into the pattern of the long sixty-cover tablecloth. Monsieur Crapaud, the cook, seemed to have vied with Monsieur Frappe, the Swiss confectioner, in the novelty and elegance of his dishes, while Brick, the baker, had tortured flour into every variety of form. Pines and grapes, the choicest fruits and flowers, mingled in elegant designs in the epergnes and vases, were profusely scattered down the centre of the table.

On the plate-loaded sideboard stood the splendid Heartycheer testimonial, value five hundred guineas, the spontaneous outburst of a countrys gratitude, slightly coerced by the tuft-hunting busybody who set it on foot.

Well, this is somethin like! exclaimed the colonel, with glistening eyes, as he surveyed the disorderly but still sumptuous banquet; this is better than hunting a d  d stinking fox, added he, making for a chair and sousing himself down. Now, Hall, make yourself at home, roared he; I told ye youd light on your legs comin here. Eat as much as ever you like, for theres nothin to pay, diving into the breast of the turkey before him with a carving-knife, and scoring himself many slices.

Take tea  coffee  cocoa  chocolate? asked a pert footman, who now entered, in obedience to Mr Snuffertrays orders to go and see those tigers didnt steal anything take chocolate, cocoa, coffee, tea, continued he, running heel and flourishing his right hand towards where the various beverages were encamped on different parts of the table.

Ill take chocolate, if its hot, replied the colonel, munching away at his turkey; only if its hot, mind! repeated he, following the man with his eyes to see how it poured out. Ah, that wont do! exclaimed he; take it out and get it warmed; and here, man! continued he, diving into a napkin full of eggs, get some hot what-dye-call-ems? holding up an egg as he spoke.

What will you take, Angelena? asked Tom, who, with unabated assiduity to the daughter, had left the old lady to take care of herself.

Ill take tea, replied Angelena, untying her new bonnet-strings, and passing them behind her back Ill take tea, repeated she, adding, What will you take?

Ill take tea, too, replied the complaisant youth, though his usual beverage was coffee.

The fair lady then took off her primrose-coloured kid gloves, displaying a more than ordinary profusion of rings on her taper fingers, and proceeded to concentrate the scattered tea-service in the vicinity of where they sat. Tom completed the movement by handing down a massive silver kettle, from whose lukewarm contents he replenished the already exhausted teapot.

Lauk! its nothing but water! exclaimed Angelena, as she began to pour the slightly coloured beverage into a Sevres cup. What have we been about, Mister Tom, to make such a mess?

Oh! pour away, replied Tom pour away, repeated he, as Angelena stopped in her helping, adding, I like it weak.

Well, so do I, do you know, replied she. Mr Hall and I wont ruin ourselves in tea, exclaimed she to mamma, showing her the light-coloured contents of the cup.

Mrs Blunt knit her brows, for she thought Angelena was going too fast.

Meanwhile, the colonel was pegging away, as he called it, at all the good things within reach, to the astonishment of the servants, who kept dropping in to see the man-monster, just as they would to see an elephant at a show. He at everything that came in his way; Bayonne ham, Bologna sausage, blackberry jam, Minorca honey, quince marmalade, anchovy toast, Yorkshire pie, diluted with copious draughts of chocolate, which the footman favoured him with in his own good time.

Well, Ill do! at length exclaimed the colonel, throwing himself back in his chair; and, thrusting his fin ends into his corduroy breeches pockets, he proceeded to suck his teeth and reconnoitre the room. His eye at length rested on a hunting picture opposite The Meet of Hounds  in which everything was made subservient to the white - horse - mounted master in the middle.

Why, thats old Heartycheer! roared he, after a good stare, at length recognising the seat and scene of the morning. Why, thats old Heartycheer, repeated he, adding, What an old blockhead the man must be to stick himself up in that way.

H-u-s-h, colonel; the servants will hear! exclaimed Mrs Blunt, looking about, shocked at the speech, or rather at the loudness in which it was delivered.

I dont care, replied he, looking very foolish; I say it is a devilish good-looking horse. Then, turning to a group of footmen who were laughing at his fix, he exclaimed, pointing to the picture, I say, isnt that the Duke of Wellington?

No, its my lord, at length one of them replied, indignant at the original exclamation.

Oh! my lord, is it? rejoined the colonel, pretending enlightment my lord, is it? Could have swore it was the duke. Well, continued he, stretching for a glass, have you any champagne in that bottle? pointing towards one; the ladies will be glad to drink his lordships health, adding, in an undertone to his wife, You may as well lunch, now that you are here.

If it hadnt been for the unfortunate speech about the picture, the colonels inquiry would have produced a fresh bottle, as well for the credit of the house as for the servants own rights as remainder men; as it was, however, they contented themselves with passing up a few bottle ends, and handing in some glasses, without any great regard to whether they had been used or not.

Ah! said the colonel, holding a bottle up to the fight, theres not much here  nor in this either, added he, taking up another. You drink champagne, Hall? continued he, addressing our friend across the table, who was now busy pulling bon-bon crackers with Angelena you drink champagne, Hall?

When he can get it, replied Angelena, answering for him.

Oh! get it  well get it fast enough, replied the colonel; then turning to a footman, who was still sounding the bottles, he exclaimed, I say, my man, tell the mess-man  tell Mr Whats-his-name, that Lieutenant-Colonel Blunt, of her Majestys Heavysteed Dragoons, and friends, wish to do Lord Heartycheer the honour  I mean to say, themselves the honour  of drinking his lordships health in a fresh bottle of champagne.

Yes, sir, replied the man, walking deliberately away.

Very old friend of mine, Lord Heartycheer, continued the colonel, speaking at the top of his voice for the edification of the servants that were left knew him when I was quartered here twenty years ago  am sure hed be quite shocked if he thought any friend of mine wasnt made comfortable in his house.

Whatever impression the colonel might make upon the remands, he would not appear to have produced much upon the one who had gone, for, lounging down into Mr Snuffertrays room, who was reclining on a sofa, reading the Post, he said, with a laugh and a shrug of his shoulders  

Those Daniel Lamberts upstairs want a fresh bottle of fizzey.

Do they, observed Mr Snuffertray, deeply immersed in his paper do they, repeated he, without looking off. Just put your hand into the hamper in the lamp-closet, and take them up a bottle of the yellow seal.

The man did as he was bid, and presently returned with the cork all ready for débouchement. Clean saucerlike glasses having been supplied, and all hands now grasping them, fiz  pop  bang went the cork, and up foamed the creaming fluid.

Ah! thank ye  thank ye, that wont do! roared the colonel, as its pale ginger-pop-like complexion shone through the beautiful crystal. Thank ye  thank ye, repeated he, setting down his half-filled glass with a none of your twopenny tipple here!



Moets, replied the man, colouring brightly, lest the colonel should impound the bottle and show it to Lord Heartycheer.

Moets be hanged! responded the colonel; reglar Vauxhall! British, every drop!

I assure you, sir, we get it from the very first merchants in London.

Dont tell me  Lieutenant-Colonel Blunt of her Majestys Heavysteed Dragoons  any such stuff. If that isnt gooseberry, real unadulterated gooseberry, Ill eat my hat!  Ill eat my coat!  Ill eat my weskit!  Ill eat your breeches, buckles and all. Look at it, continued he, holding up the pale-faced contents of the glass to the light look at it, and tell me if thats anything like any champagne  anything like whats in the other glasses? pointing to the golden contents of some unfinished ones on the table.

Just then Mr Snuffertray, having been apprised of the disturbance the colonel was making, arrived in breathless haste with a bottle of the other sort, this being some that Mr Snuffertray kept for the purpose of exchanging on occasions like the present. Motioning off the bottle and glass, and jerking his head for another glass to be supplied, Mr Snuffertray shot off the cork by the colonels ear, who stood fire remarkably well, and proceeded to pour out its amber-coloured contents into the rose-and-shamrock-entwined wreathed glass.

Ah, thats somethin like, now! exclaimed the colonel, eyeing the full roseate hue of the new bottle thats somethin like, now, repeated he, holding his glass till it was as full as possible. Your good health, Hall, said he, as the man stopped pouring. Angelena, continued he, nodding to his daughter, your good health, and with my dear to his wife, he drained off the contents. Thats good, now, said he, smacking his lips, and setting down the glass thats good, now, repeated he, eyeing the filling and gradual disappearance of the glasses of the rest of the party. Stay! roared he, as the man was walking away with the remainder of the bottle stay! weve omitted to drink his lordships health  an omission I wouldnt be guilty of for all the world  a bumper it must be; and if you manage well, continued he, addressing the butler, youll get whats left into these four glasses, the colonel holding up his own to be filled till the wine was again level with the edge. He then quaffed it off at a draught. [Undeniable stuff, exclaimed he, smacking his lips, and striking his great stomach as it descended undeniable stuff, but requires a little corrective of some sort, praps, to keep it all right, adding, Have you any brandy?

Oh, colonel, you are much better without brandy, exclaimed his wife, dreading the consequences.

You be fiddled, growled he you be fiddled; dye think I dont know what agrees with me better than you?

Hell be fuddled, whispered Angelena to our Tom.

Whats in that bottle, my man? now asked the colonel, pointing with a dessert-fork to a queerly-shaped, highly-labelled black bottle a little way up the table.

Huile de Venus, replied the man, reading from the painted label on the side.

And whats that above that queer-looking thing like a mail-horn full of flowers? pointing to a pink glass vase in a light frosted-silver stand.

Crème de Parfait Amour, spelt the man from the label.

Perfect amour! responded the colonel; tell me, have you any perfect brandy?

Plenty, sir, replied the men; old champagne brandy, choice old pale cognac, choice brown, and all.

Ah! give me choice brown, said he. Ill make it pale myself  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho!  he, he, he! Old soldier  up to the pale dodge  up to the pale dodge  haw, haw, haw!

Although there were all sorts of choice liqueurs in the room, the footman had to make another expedition to Mr Snuffertray, which gave Mrs Blunt an opportunity of attempting a diversion in favour of the hunt.

Well, but you should be going to the dogs, shouldnt you? asked she. The general  I mean his lordship  will be wanting you to keep the ground for him, or somethin of that sort.

Oh  ah  yes, replied the colonel, scratching his bald head. All in good time. I dont know, either  Cheers a good chap, and all that sort of thing, and ones glad to countenance field sports in all their various ramifications, but hunting in the upper countries, as Gentleman Smith calls them, spoils one for these d  d little cramped provincials, the colonel striking out with his right fin, as if he didnt want to be bothered about hunting.

Well, but Mr Hall will want to go and show his nice red coat and new horse, observed the pertinacious Mrs Blunt.

Mr Hall is very happy here, observed Angelena tartly; arnt you, Mr Hall? asked she, glancing one of her most bewitching smiles at our hero.

Quite! exclaimed Tom, who really was extremely glad to exchange the dread vicissitudes of the chase for the pleasant tranquillity of the ladys smiles.

And she gave him another sweet look, with a gentle inclination of her head in acknowledgment of his coincidence in her views.

The door then opened.

Ah, just a thimbleful, just a thimbleful! exclaimed the colonel, as the man now appeared with a tapernecked bottle on a massive silver salver, to which having added a very elegant but extremely diminutive Bohemian liqueur-glass, he stepped onwards to where the colonel sat.

Oh, come, roared our friend in disgust when he saw the glass, that is a childs measure  that is playin with ones stomach with a vengeance. No, no, man, shouted he, give me somethin that I can get a taste out of, at all events.

Perhaps youll help yourself, sir, replied the man, placing the salver at his side.

Ah, thats the best way, assented the now pacified colonel thats the best way  a man knows his own internals best. Now, give me one of those frosty-stomached gentlemen, pointing to some capacious tumblers flanking a beautiful cut and engraved water-jug. Ah, thats somethin like, now, said he, handling it. I hold a large glass to be an excellent thing. It doesnt follow because one has it that one must necessarily fill it, added he, as he poured out such a quantity as made a very visible impression on the bottle.

Mrs Blunt sat in fear and trembling, dreading the consequences, but not daring to interfere; while Angelena and Tom kept up a renewed fire with bon-bon crackers, out of whose sentimental mottoes the fair one extracted some very appropriate hints.

Capital brandy! observed the colonel confidentially to his wife; adding, Hadnt you better take a drop  nothin to pay, you know.

Mrs Blunt, however, declined, and knowing that remonstrance was in vain when once he began, she sat patiently by, watching the disappearance of the beverage and the liberal replenishment of his glass, making mental wagers with herself as to how many he would take. As he warmed with his eau-de-vie, he waxed eloquent on the subject of hunting, talked of John Warde, and Osbaldeston, and Jack Musters, and the days when he beat everybody  when no one could hold a candle to him  running his runs, leaping his leaps, and selling his horses over again, till a most skilfully-sounded gong, beginning like the rumbling of distant thunder, and gradually rising till it filled the whole castle with its roar, acted the part of the merchants ringing-out bell onChange, and completely put a stop to his bragging. He could scarcely hear himself speak, let alone any one else. Finding it was of no use contending with the gong, he hastily finished his glass, and buttoning his pockets with a slap, to feel that his purse was inside, proceeded to waddle into the entrance-hall, whence the sound proceeded.

Whats the row? asked he of the gigantic footman who was plying the gong with the muffler, making, if possible, more noise than before.

To drive the rats away, bellowed the man into the colonels ear.

Drive the rats away!  one wouldnt think there were any rats in a house like this, roared the colonel, in opposition to the gong.

Great many, shouted the man, as he thundered away.

Did you say you wanted your carriage, sir? asked the original gentlemans gentleman whom we found lounging at the castle door, now shuffling with a sort of half-impudent obsequiousness up to our friend.

No, I didnt, responded the colonel; adding, I dont care if I have it, though.

Will order it round directly, sir, replied the man, hurrying away.

The gong still sounding, now rumbling in low tantalising murmurs as if done, and then swelling again into thunder, and the colonel, like most noisy men, being unable to bear any noise but his own, at length roared out, Now, Johnny, have you had enough of your drum?

Johnny thought not, and continued to rumble and roar, much to the colonels annoyance, who kept shaking his head and kicking out his fins, and looking at him, wishing he had him in the barracks at home. The noise, indeed, was so absorbing as to overpower sundry pretty speeches of Angelenas as she roamed about the noble hall on the arm of our Tom. Mrs Blunt alone seemed grateful, inasmuch as it had roused the colonel from his brandy; she thought they would now get home safe, which she was by no means so certain of before, the colonel being a desperately rash man on the road when in liquor. We will finish our chapter by getting them under weigh.

The soldier-coachman-footman-groom, who had gone over with the colonels hunter, as he called his little elephant-like horse, being unable to turn the vehicle out of the yard, his lordships second coachman condescended to mount the box and bring it round.

Thankee, exclaimed the colonel, as he stood on the steps of the Gothic-arched entrance-hall fumbling on his buckskin gloves as the carriage drew up. Thankee, repeated he; Ill do as much for you another time. That, or, Ill remember you, my man, being all the return the colonel ever made for services.

Well, now bundle in, said he to Mrs Blunt, as a spruce footman stood with the coach door in his hand, making a sorry contrast between its threadbare red worsted-bound drab lining and his own smart scarlet and silver-laced white livery.

I think Ill ride outside with you, observed the prudent mamma, in reply to the colonels commands to bundle in.

Ride outside with me! growled the colonel; whats that for?

Got a little headache, replied the lady, touching her forehead.

Ah, I twig, said he, in an undertone; well, come, climb up, and mind you dont break your neck.

Then, Hall  I mean, Jug  no, I mean, Hall  Angelena and youll go back inside, I spose, and mind you dont quarrel by the way  haw, haw, haw!  he, he, he!  ho, ho, ho!

Tight-booted Tom gladly handed the fair lady in, Mrs Blunt scrambled up as best she could, while Tom squeezed himself through the narrow coach door, and the colonel having sorted his ribbons and fingered the crop of his whip, swung himself up in the old coachman style, and putting himself in posture on the box, exclaimed, Let go their heads! as if he had four of the friskiest horses in the world before him. Away they ground from Heartycheer Castle door, amidst the roar of the gong, the deputy coachman exclaiming to the footman, as they stood watching the departure  

Well, thats as rum a lot as ever I seed in my life!


CHAPTER XVIII.

LILY OF THE VALLEY, LATE RUMTOUCH.
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HAS JUG  I mean to say Hall  offered? asked the colonel of his wife, as, having shot down the incline from the castle, they got upon the plain sailing of level road in the park.

Not that I know of, replied Mrs Blunt. What makes you think so?

Oh! only from what she said at breakfast about the tea, replied the colonel, double-thonging his wheelers. About their not ruining themselves in tea, added he.

I think it was a mere slip of the tongue, replied Mrs Blunt.

A slip of the tongue, was it? rejoined the colonel, catching old Major Pendennis up short, who now made a slip with his groggy forelegs, and nearly came on his head. Devilish awkward slip, repeated he, cropping the old horse about the ears; though whether he meant Angelenas or the horses was not quite apparent.

They drove on for some time in silence.

Well, I dont know that shell make much of it, resumed he, flourishing his whip, and then laying the point of it scientifically into the near leaders flank. I dont know that shell make much of it, repeated he, attempting to pay the same compliment to the other, but with less success.

Oh! I make no doubt hell offer to her, replied mamma.

Ay, ay, but offerins one thing, and gettins another, rejoined the colonel. An offer, as we all know, is only a very short way on the road matrimonial.

Its the first stage, at all events, replied his wife. Yes, and chokes off half the young men that venture, replied the colonel. Well, continued he, cracking his whip, and springing his horses down a piece of sloping ground to which they now came, well see  well see. Halls a good feller  very good feller; may be wiser men  dont say therere not  but hes quite wise enough for a man of his means, and I wish he only had them in possession.

So do I, rejoined his wife; but it must come in time; theyve no one else to leave it to, and I make no doubt theyd make him a very good allowance.

Ah, thats the rock we always split upon, observed the colonel, double-thonging his wheelers thats the rock we always split upon; they always want me to come down with the dust too; and, by Jove! I cant  Ive nothing to give  nothing whatever. They think, by jingo! because Im colonel of a crack cavalry corps, that I have money as well as men at command. However, well see. They say the old mechanics rollin in money  would skin a flea for its hide and tallow.

He neednt mind about money for his son, observed Mrs Blunt.

He will, for all that, replied the colonel, shaking his head, and dropping the double-thong heavily into his wheelers again, as if to revenge the fathers mercenary spirit on the horses he will, for all that. The more these old thieves have, the more they want. Its a sort of disease, added he, trying to crop his wheelers, but missing them, and nearly losing his balance.

Well, we can try, at all events, observed Mrs Blunt, as he got himself set straight again.

Try by all means, assented her husband, flourishing the whip, to pretend that there had been nothing the matter try by all means; theres no sayin what you can do till you try. Itll be all smooth sailin enough, I dare say, till we come to the lawyers, with their confounded impittant inquisitive questions.

But you might tell the old gentleman that you dont like that sort of interference, and as all you have will be your daughters, and you suppose all he has will be his sons, you meet on equal terms, and there need be no parchments or inkwork in the matter.

Humph! mused the colonel, flourishing his whip and thinking the matter over, considering whether he, whose fortune consisted of his pay and a floating capital of gambling debts, could face the steady old three-columns-of-figures banker, and carry matters off with a high hand, talk of love light as air, and so on. The colonel had been so often worsted by the lawyers, that he had little heart for engaging with them any more, though he thought his wifes suggestion worth considering. His great hopes, however, consisted in doing Tom in horses. He now directed his observations to that point.

I wonder if Tom would like to buy Rumtouch, observed he, now laying the whip impartially  to the best of his ability at least  into all four horses.

He couldnt ride her, could he? asked Mrs Blunt, biting her lips, lest the colonel should upset them.

Oh, I dont know, replied the colonel. Angelena rides her; dont see why he shouldnt  stout, strong young man.

Rumtouch, rechristened by the colonel Lily of the Valley, as a more taking title, was the Arab-like, silver mane and tailed cream-colour introduced to the reader in the colonels stable when Tom went to look at Captain Smallbeeres horse  my daughters horse, in fact  the horse the colonel couldnt bear the idea of parting with, though, like many others, she was only Angelenas till somebody else wanted her. It is observable that, though people do not like buying officers horses, they have no objections to buying ladies pads out of a regiment, and the colonel drove a briskish trade in that line.

Rumtouch, as we said before, was a beautifully-shaped animal, quite a fancy thing, with wonderful courage, action, and powers of endurance, but she had a little infirmity of temper that completely overbalanced all her good qualities. She was a gay deceiver. To look at, she was the most mild, placid, easy-going thing imaginable, seeming as if a child might ride her with a thread; and, indeed, in her tantrums, a thread was almost of as much use in her mouth as a bridle, for sometimes, when the creature was cantering leisurely along, apparently in the best possible humour, giving pleasure to her rider, and causing admiration in the beholder, she would stop short as if shot, wheel round and away, when the rider had the choice of letting her go, or pulling her back over upon him.

She had mastered many men  and women too  and been sold for many figures, varying with the intensity of the conflict that caused the separation. Though she never had regularly finished any one, yet many timid and many confident horsemen and horsewomen had thought it well to be rid of her. She had been sold under all sorts of names  Sweetbriar, Carry-me-easy, Queen of Trumps, Heartsease, and other confidence-inspiring titles.

Squire Leapingwell sold her to Mr Springwell, simply because he had no further occasion for her  that is to say, no further occasion for being run away with. Mr Springwell, having been twice let down over her tail in contentions at cross-roads, sold her to Mr Hubbock, the union doctor, because she was up to more work than he could give her. Mr Hubbock, having been made to take a mud-cast of himself in road-scrapings, sold her to Miss Martinshaw, because she was too good to put into the cold stables and out-houses he had to frequent. Miss Martinshaw, having been well run away with over the open downs, and nearly landed in a gravel-pit, sold her to her friend Miss Treslove; who, having nearly had her front teeth sent down her throat in a rear, strongly recommended her to Mrs Sharp for her sons, who were coming home for the holidays. The mare having soon mastered all these, then passed into the hands of several small dealers, getting lower at each change, till she finally became the property of Lucifer Crowbar, a member of a new fraternity that is now fast springing up over the country. Lucifer bought her to travel by night through a long tract of agricultural country, to pick up all the poached game, stolen fowls, stolen pigeons, stolen anything that was left at his different houses of call, to be by him conveyed to the railway station. Though he only gave four pounds ten for her, he expected her to drive as well as ride, in which expectation he was disappointed, for she soon sent her heels through the front of his spring-cart; and the stolen-property trade being an amazingly lucrative and increasing one in all countries, he soon found it utterly impossible to carry on his on horseback; so, after half-riding Rumtouch, as he christened her, to death, he took her to Ripjade fair, where, though high in bone and low in flesh, the sagacious colonel quickly recognised many good points, and bought her for eleven pounds, with five shillings back. Though Lucifer passed his word of honour as a gentleman to the colonel that she was perfectly quiet and free from vice, he nevertheless assured a comrade that of all divils he had ever had to do with, she was the biggest; adding, that not content with getting him off, she would stand and consider which eye she should kick out. This was the bargain the colonel bought, just before the regiment marched to Fleecyborough, where the mare arrived, with a fresh field for her now unblemished character.

Having recruited her from her over-exertions with Crowbar, and mashed her and fattened her, he put her into the riding-school, where she soon got into the routine of tractableness, and was pronounced quite fit for the fine hand and nerve of the fair Angelena. And indeed so the mare was, so long as she was in company with any horse she knew. It was only by herself she performed her vagaries. But the fair Angelena, not finding it convenient always to have her fat father at her side, had adopted a very ingenious method of management. She always had her fed at the place they rode to  consequently the mare was always going towards corn  and when she did show symptoms of restlessness or temper, she just humoured her, and played with her mouth in a light delicate way, instead of jagging and hauling at it as if it was made of india-rubber. So the mare passed for a very beautiful spirited animal, and rose greatly in value; and though in the presence of a non-buying spectator the colonel would pretend he didnt want to sell her, yet he was always ready to do business at fifty, or as much more as he thought he could get. Indeed, Angelena, who could sell a horse almost as well as her father, had offered her to two or three greenhorns, whose parents, or whose prospects, or other entanglements, she thought prevented any idea of their taking her herself. Fifty pounds for a hack, however, is looked upon as a large price in the country, and she had remained my daughters mare longer than any of her previous possessions.

Such was the valuable animal that the colonel now thought of pawning off on our Tom, and which Mrs Blunt thought his washball seat was hardly adapted to contend with, especially when the sudden halts and wheels about were taken into consideration.

He couldnt ride her, could he? was the observation she made when the colonel suggested the idea.

Oh, I dont know. Angelena rides her, replied he, flourishing his whip over his head and attempting to crack it like a French postilion.

At this unwonted music Major Pendennis began to kick, Billy Roughun started forward, shook his head, and seemed inclined to follow suit, while the bars tickling Goody-two-Shoes hocks, caused him to squeal and wince, and the whole team seemed inclined to get clubbed. This brought the conversation to a somewhat abrupt conclusion; so, leaving the colonel to right matters, we will see what our friends inside are about; for which purpose we will begin a fresh chapter.


CHAPTER XIX.

A COURTSHIP MARRED.
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ANGELENA, WHO WAS no advocate for long courtships, having decided that it was time to bring our Tom to book, proceeded to business as soon as she got him into the coach.

Well, now, Mr Redcoat, said she, drawing up the glass on her side, I dare say you wish you were tearing after that silly old man and his hounds?

No, indeed I dont! exclaimed Tom, with great earnestness indeed I dont! Im quite happy where I am!

Ah, thats flattery, replied Angelena archly; you gentlemen are all such flatterers, theres no believing any one of you.

Honour bright! exclaimed Tom.

Well, then, have you got your portrait pinted as you promised? asked she.

A crimson blush declared the contrary.

Ah, there, you see! pouted she, for they were sitting opposite each other, and yet you pretend she was going to say to love me, but recollecting that she hadnt got him so far as that, she stopped short and let him make the running.

Well, but, Angelena, exclaimed Tom, hear me  hear me! Ive been twice to Mr Ruddles to see about it, and he wasnt in.

Oh, indeed! replied she, brightening up, adding, Well, and how were you going to be pinted?

In my uniform, as you said; only its not ready yet, answered Tom.

Why not in your hunting-dress? Im sure you cant look better than you do now, replied she, looking him over, from his fat face down to his fat knees and bagging-over calves.

Well, just as you like, replied the obedient Tom just as you like; Im ready either way.

No; its as you like. It makes no difference to me, replied Angelena; but I think its a pity for men not to be pinted when theyre young and Here she checked herself again, adding, I mustnt say all I think.

Tom didnt like that. He thought it as good as said she meant to be Mrs Jug  the Honourable Mrs Jug  detested name! He sat silent, biting his substantial lips, thinking how else he could construe the speech. If he thought it possible she was making a cats-paw of him, he would feign sickness and get out of the coach.

The fair flirt saw she had rather overshot the mark, and tried to hark back.

Its odd, she said, how well gentlemen look in red coats, and how ill snobs.

This rather cheered Tom, following the assertion that he couldnt look better than he did.

And how will you be pinted  on horseback or on foot? asked she.

I dont know. Which would you think?

Oh! on horseback, I should say  on your beautiful brown.

Well, I will, said Tom, readily assenting.

Jumping a gite, suggested Angelena.

Well, said Tom, wondering whether he was equal to the performance.

You should have your hat in your hand, as if you were viewing the fox, continued Angelena.

I dont know, paused Tom, thinking he couldnt manage it. His idea was that he would want one hand for the bridle, and the other for the pommel of the saddle.

Oh yes, rejoined Angelena, you must have your hat off  you must have your hat off; indeed, the artist would never be able to catch your fine commanding expression of countenance with your hat on, looking at Toms vacant face, as if it was radiant with intellect.

Suppose I was to be sitting on my horse, taking my hat off to you coming up, suggested Tom, thinking that would be easier than leaping the gate hat in hand.

Well, replied Angelena, Ill be cantering up on my beautiful cream-colour.

That would do very nicely, observed Tom, thinking the pull was now in his favour as against Jug.

We must have a ride together, exclaimed the accomplished tactician to-morrow, let us say. Sophy Fergey wants me to play pretty to her and Captain Mattyfat to the cottage by the windmill on Heatherblow Heath, and theres no reason why I should not have a beau as well as her.

I shall be most proud, replied Tom, bowing before her, thinking he would beat Jug in a canter.

Youve seen my beautiful pop-pet-ty, havent you? asked she.

Your what? gaped Tom.

My pop-pet-ty  my own delightful palfrey, my own Lily of the Valley.

Oh yes, said Tom, I saw her in the stables at the barracks.

Such a love  such a dear  my pa is so kind  gives me everything I want  I might eat gold if I could. Ah! Ive a happy home, sighed she, clasping her hands, and thinking, with upturned eyes, what she would give to be away from it, and Im very, very thankful, continued she, dropping hands slowly and reverently before her.

And Tom gaped in admiration of her piety, and thought whether he could make her as happy at his fathers house in Newbold-street.

Angelena, who expected something better for this display, looked out of the window to give Tom time to brew up a bit of sentiment, but as none seeming inclined to come, she determined to change her tactics and endeavour to pique him.

Mr Jug wanted to buy my beautiful Lily, observed she, flourishing a handkerchief redolent of otto of roses.

Did he, replied Tom, nothing comforted by the information.

Yes; he took a fancy to her one day out riding with me, and wanted pa to put a price upon her, but he wouldnt.

Indeed, mused Tom.

Mr Jug is very rich  at least will be, observed Angelena casually, though he has nothing to do with tride. Hes a grandson of old Lord Pitchers, continued she, as if Tom hadnt the same information as well from herself as from a score of other sources. A sprig of nobility was not so common in the Heavysteeds that they could afford to put the light of one under a bushel, though they sunk the fact of there being a whole row of little Jugs when it suited their purpose.

I wonder you could refuse such a swell anything, observed our Tom.

Oh, pa didnt refuse him exactly  he referred him to me. He said she was mine, and I might do as I liked.

What, it was you, then, that refused him, was it? asked Tom.

Yes, it was me, replied Angelena.

I wonder at that.

Why do you wonder at it?

Oh, I dont know, replied Tom.

Nay, you must know, replied Angelena winningly; tell me why you wonder at it? continued she, looking imploringly at our hero.

Oh, I dont know, repeated Tom, half-afraid to say.

Nay, thats not worthy of you, Mr Hall, observed Angelena pettishly, making an assertion without a reason.

Well, then, to tell you the truth, said Tom, screwing up his courage, because they say

What do they say? asked Angelena, shaking with impatience.

That you are to he Mrs Jug, replied Tom, biting his lips after saying it.

Me Mrs Jug! exclaimed the artless innocent, throwing up her hands as if horrified at the idea me Mrs Jug! repeated she. Dont believe a word they say, Mr Hall! exclaimed the fair lady emphatically  

dont believe a word they say about Mr Jug!  he is nothing to me  he never was anything to me  he never will be anything to me  I never had the slightest fancy for him  his fortune, his title, have no attractions for me.

This declaration comforted Tom exceedingly, for he had had some frightful dreams, in which Jug appeared in various forms  now as a bold dragoon, with his bright sword gleaming ready for insertion in his stomach; next, that Jug had him at twelve very short paces well covered with his pistol; anon, that Angelena and the dread comet were kissing their hands to him from the car of a balloon, with the words Gretna Green in raised gilt letters on the panels; and now that they were whisking away by northern express to the same destination.

Hall was exceedingly comforted, for though he had not got back the promise of marriage letter from dear Jane Daiseyfield, it was so long since he had heard anything about her, that he made no doubt she had taken up with some one else; at all events, he was quite ready to risk an engagement with Angelena, who, apart from her fifty thousand pounds, he looked upon as the most interesting captivating creature he had ever beheld.

Oh, my dearest, my sweetest Angelena! exclaimed he, seizing both her hands, and starting forward on his seat to fall on his knees, when lo! the coach began to rock, and, before he knew where he was, Angelena was sprawling a-top of him. The colonel had upset them at this most critical moment.


CHAPTER XX.

TOM BROUGHT TO THE SCRATCH.
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THE CATASTROPHE WITH which we closed our last chapter happened as follows: Colonel Blunt, who was at all times rather rash with the reins, was doubly so when under the influence of liquor; and having got his horses well clubbed in going downhill, his difficulties were further increased by the cry of the hounds and the cheering of the men who presently crossed the road a little before him. Old Major Pendennis, who had a taste for the chase, though it had not been much indulged, first set the bars a-rattling, which, being responded to by his brother leader, Billy Roughun, there was such a milling and rearing and squealing and snatching as soon broke the pole, and landed the coach against the bank of a wide newly-cleaned ditch, shooting the ponderous colonel on to his head in the next field, with Mrs Blunt a little beyond him., The hounds had been running some fifteen or twenty minutes, with a breast-high scent over a stiffish country, settling all parties in their places with the regularity of a table of precedence. First came Bill Brick, the head whip, breaking the fences for Dicky Thorndyke, who was as pleased to ride second as first; after him came Lord Heartycheer, going as straight as a fine, followed by a groom in scarlet to keep off the crowd, his lordships maxim being that the real danger in hunting consists in being ridden over, not in falling at your fences.

Y-o-n-der they go! cried his lordship, flourishing his whip in the air, as he flew the hedge and wide ditch on to the Fleecyborough-road; y-o-n-der they go! repeated he, eyeing the hounds settling to the scent on the pasture beyond. Just then his quick eye caught the prostrate vehicle on the road: Ha  hem  haw  corpulent captain capsized! exclaimed he, glancing at the glorious confusion, as he gathered his horse for the off-the-road leap; haw  ha  hem; sorry we cant offer him any assistance, added he, flying the fence into the next field. He then dropped his elbows, and rising in his stirrups, set to and hustled the white horse along as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground, whooping and halloaing as if he was mad.

Fortunately, some of the field were less engrossed with the hunt than his lordship and the half-dozen composing his immediate tail; indeed, some were very glad of an excuse to pull up; and ere the second whip was out of sight, a crowd of dismounted horsemen had gathered round the vehicle, joining their clamorous directions with the kicking and struggling and groaning of the horses.

Sit on their heads! shouted one; Cut the traces! cried another; Get the lady out! roared a third; Wheres the colonel? asked a fourth; Catch my horse! exclaimed a fifth.

Lord Heartycheers country being a good deal infested by sheep, as Dicky Thorndyke said, most of the gallant sportsmen carried knives to cut the nets, and Mr Shirker had scarcely seated himself on Major Pendennis head, before a cry of Now theyre loose! stand clear! was raised, and kicks and cuffs began to resound upon the horses hides, making first one and then another rise like horses at Astleys; when, after surveying the scene on their haunches, they regained all fours, and stood shaking themselves, and staring wildly round them.

Just at this juncture, and while the smoking steeds were scattered all about the road, Angelena emerged through the window in the arms of farmer Quickfall, and Tom came scrambling all-fours after her. The colonel, too, with Mrs Blunt, now appeared, at the white gate a little lower down  the colonel having sorely damaged his shoulder and cardinal-like hat, and Mrs Blunt having completely crushed her new terry velvet bonnet. 

Great was the wrathful indignation of the colonel, now vented on Mrs Blunt for catching at the reins, now on Pendennis for kicking, now on Billy Roughun for swerving, now on the wheelers for jibbing, now on this person, now on that, but never a word against his own coachmanship! The coach was well embedded in the bank, the splinter-bar was broken to shivers, and the harness had been cut and mangled into a state of utter uselessness. Our Tom, too, shared in the common misfortune; for his tops, which had been sadly too tight for him all along, had now so swelled his fat calves that he could no longer bear them, and gladly availed himself of Quickfalls penknife to rip them open behind.

By the time our friends had got on their feet, and the actual damage ascertained, the assemblage had very greatly increased; and Dr Bolus, who led the roadsters, having at length arrived with his tail, and examined the colonel and assured him, with a shake of his head, that he must be very careful of his shoulder, it was arranged that our Tom should take Farmer Quickfalls dog-cart and drive to the barracks for the colonels carriage. Quickfalls house, Hawthorn-hill, being close at hand, thither our party proceeded on foot, accompanied by the horses and cushions, leaving the old coach to be righted when they got some available harness. Mrs Quickfall, little used to such quality guests, insisted on ushering them into the best parlour, where they underwent the usual process of lighting a spluttering, smoking, greenwood fire, while there was a fine hot one burning in the kitchen. While Quickfall was out ordering the dogcart, Angelena, who was the least damaged of the party, having fallen soft on our Tom and only deranged her ringlets, arranged, with great adroitness, to accompany Tom in it. A lady so close upon an offer was not likely to be put off without an effort to recover the line. Fortunate indeed it was that she did accompany him, for our Tom, though a very enterprising youth, had never before tried his hand at driving a gig, and Quickfalls mare being rather fresh, he would assuredly have walked into a waggon-load of turnips, had not Angelena caught the reins at the moment. Tom then very prudently resigned the command to her, and, without changing her seat, the fair lady drove. On coming to rising ground, she got the hot animal eased down into a walk, and recommenced operations on Tom.

Never did Dicky Thorndyke make a more knowing cast to recover a fox than she did to recover the line of conversation the upset had interrupted. Like Dickys casts, it was wide and comprehensive, and made at a good brisk pace. She began with the pinting again. Well, now, he mustnt forget to be pinted. Couldnt he now, couldnt he go to Mr Ruddles and make an appointment? Artists always pretended to be busy. Dared say he had nothing to do  nothing, at least, that he couldnt put aside for such a customer as you. He told Mr Jug just the same thing  said he was so busy he didnt know when he could appoint his first sitting. Mr Jug just turned on his heel and said, Well, I dont care about it; its my granddad, Lord Pitcher, who wants it. It wasnt, you know, said Angelena, confidentially to Tom; the silly boy meant it for me  a piece of information that caused Tom to bite his lips. Its my granddad, Lord Pitcher, who wants it, said he. And would you believe it, as soon as Ruddle heard he was the grandson of a lord, he immediately said he would arrange it, and gave him his first sitting the next day. He was pinted in full uniform, with his hair curled like a cauliflower. Silly boy, hes so vain  thinks himself handsome  thinks, because hell be an honourable, everybody must want him. No patience with such conceited boys, added she, whipping the mare on, vexed at Tom for not catching at the opening she had now given him. I think youll wish now youd gone with the hounds, observed Angelena, as Tom began rubbing the dry mud off his knees.

No, indeed I dont, replied he; Im quite happy where I am.

Stupid dolt, thought she, whipping the mare again; thats what he said before.

What! and saved the upset? asked she.

Oh, I dont care about an upset, replied Tom. No more he did, so long as he fell soft.

But youd have tried your fine new horse, observed she.

Oh, Ill, have plenty of opportunities of doing that, replied Tom; the seasons only just beginning.

A bad beginning for us, observed Angelena, seeing the hounds upset the coach. I declare I havent got over the fright yet, after a pause, as if she had been revolving the matter in her mind.

Nor I either, replied Tom, who felt excessively for his tops; indeed, the pain of his swelled calves, and the damage to his boots, which would wholly prevent the perambulation of the streets in his red coat, operated against a return of the enthusiasm the upset of the coach had interrupted.

After several more fruitless attempts to get up the steam of Toms ardour again, they now rose Benningborough-hill, from whence Fleecyborough, with its railway station, its spiral churches, its tall-chimnied opposition gasometers, its barn-like opposition tanneries, and towering town hall, burst conspicuous on the view.

Theres Fleecyborough, I believe, said Angelena, eyeing the white villas fringing the smoke of the blue-and-red town.

So there is, replied Tom, thinking of his damaged tops, instead of expressing regret, or making any pleasant allusion to the quickness of time flying in pleasant company, or anything of that sort.

Finding there was no chance of moving him to courtship, Angelena got the mare well by the head, so as to time herself properly, and thus came at once to the point.

By the way, Mr Talliho, what were you saying when we were upset?

Saying  upset  upset  saying, stammered Tom.

Yes, you know, about Jug  about my not being Mrs Jug.

Oh, ah! replied Tom, blushing crimson; I was  I meant  I thought  I was glad

Glad at what? snapped Angelena.

Oh! ah! yes  glad that you were not going to be Mrs Jug  the Honourable Mrs Jug.

But why were you glad? asked she.

Oh  why  to tell you the truth, replied Tom, screwing his hands together for the great effort, because  simply because  I hoped  I ventured to hope  that you would be Mrs H.

Shriek!  screech!  shriek! went Angelena, as if horrified at the thought  shriek!  screech!  shriek! startling the mare and astonishing a ploughman who happened to be turning on an adjoining headland.

Fortunately, the loss of her presence of mind did not entail the loss of her command over the mare, whom she pulled up out of the undignified canter at which she went off, just as they met a Fleecyborough fly, with three Miss Gigglewells on the look-out for fatigued fox-hunters. How they stared! However, it was lost upon Tom. He was frightened. He feared he had offended the great heiress, and now saw the temerity of a man like him aspiring to the hand of a lady who had refused the son of a lord that-was-to-be. He wished himself well out of the gig.

Oh, Mr Hall! oh, Mr Hall! gasped Angelena, as she got the mare calmed into a trot, youve  youve completely unnerved me  I  I  am not myself  indeed Im not  you  you

My dear Miss Blunt, exclaimed Tom, thinking the sooner he dropped Angelena-ing her the better, my dear Miss Blunt

Oh, dont Miss Blunt me! exclaimed she, putting her little hand up as if in deprecation of the word dont Miss Blunt me  pray dont.

Well, but, my dearest Angelena, resumed Tom, plucking up his courage again, tell me how have I offended  how have I hurt you?

Oh, Mr Hall, youve taken me so by surprise  you cant think how youve astonished me.

Tom thought this was rather queer from a lady who seemed ready for an offer from the first.

Im sure I appreciate the compliment of your partiality, continued she, now driving very slowly; I do appreciate the compliment of your partiality, for I believe its disinterested  yes, I believe its disinterested; but dont, pray dont think the worse of me for saying it  but girls in my situation  girls, you know, without brothers  heiresses, in fact,  are so liable to be persecuted by the unworthy, that, that and here her voice faltered. Oh! what I would give for a brother!

A husband would be a much better thing, observed Tom, in his dry matter-of-fact way.

Oh, Mr Hall, a congenial spirit  one in whom I could confide  one whom I might look forward to for supplying the place of my dear, dear father. It isnt wealth or station I ambition  I wouldnt marry that little drunken Jug if he had a million a month.

He is a nasty little varmint, replied Tom, who hated the very name of Jug.

No, Mr Hall, no, continued Angelena; I believe you are sincere  I believe I may trust in you  its not my money you

Fourpence! exclaimed a voice from the Tiptin turnpike-gate, through which she now drove without dispensing the usual compliment fourpence! repeated a shirt-sleeved follower in a louder strain; adding, as he overtook the gig, why dont you pay your pike, you dirty bilks?

This inopportune interruption, combined with the fretting of the mare while Tom fumbled for his pence, completely threw Angelena off her point; and as the half-acre allotments and little sentry-box summer-housed gardens of the outskirts now appeared, to be quickly followed by the bad pavement of the town, she just got the mare well in hand, and changing places with Tom, drove smartly through the streets that cut off an angle in the direction of the barracks, leaving a long train of excitement and speculation among the natives, whom the rattle of the wheels brought to the windows. Arrived at the barracks, they found all stir and consternation. Rumour with her hundred tongues had got there before them, inflicting every possible injury on the gallant colonel and his wife. Having ordered a servant to get ready the mail-phaeton, and an orderly to return with the dog-cart, the now nearly betrothed couple entered the colonels house, in whose comfortable privacy our Tom closed the rivets of the bargain, swearing eternal fidelity to the fair lady, and telling her as much of his fathers affairs as he could, computing him, of course, at the usual young gentlemans rate of ten thousand a year.

When Colonel and Mrs Blunt arrived, which, either from accident or design, they were in no great hurry to do, they found our Tom and Angelena comfortably seated on the old horse-hair sofa, Tom making a sandwich of the fair ones little hand between his own fat ones. The first transports of joy were well over, and Tom was regarding Angelena  the future partner of his life  very much as a man does a new horse, wondering whether she was as good as she looked; indeed, if truth must be told, the idea had crossed his mind whether the little taper hand he then pressed would be equal to boxing his ears.

Hearing her mothers rustling satin coming first, Angelena just kept her hand where it was, and having satisfied herself that her mother saw it, she just slipped it out, adjusted her collar and gave her clothes a propriety shake, as the colonel appeared at the door.

At first, of course, their conversation was all about their injuries and miraculous escapes, with anathemas at the horses for their bad behaviour, and speculations as to the probable damage to the drag. These interesting topics being exhausted, the lovers then sat silent for a time, Angelena expecting our Tom would give tongue, and Tom thinking it was as much her business to do it as his, particularly in her own house. Although this was her ninth offer, she was just as eager to be into the thick of it as she was with the first one; and mamma, who was well versed in her ways, saw she had a difficulty in containing herself. As Tom sat mute, now looking at her, now comparing his feet or eyeing his damaged tops and swelling calves, Angelena at length motioned her mother away; and, after a few minutes spent in consultation, the colonel was summoned to the council. Of course, among themselves they dispensed with the usual forms of surprise  forms that, in nine cases out of ten, are pure hypocrisy, for no woman ever gets an offer without expecting it  and went at once to the point. What should they do? Should they tell old Hall, or let Tom tell him; or carry it on as a sort of conditional engagement, to be ratified hereafter if both parties liked? The ladies were all for trying to clench it at once, considering that Angelena  though a trifle older  was a most unexceptionable match for our Tom; while the colonels experience and ulterior views made him rather incline to keep it on, lest he might kill the goose that lay them the golden eggs in the horse way. The ladies, however, prevailed. Mrs Blunt thought it was due from her to say something, so, having exchanged her much damaged bonnet for a fly-away cap, full of poppies and wheat-ears, and arrayed her shoulders in a large profusely-worked collar, she emerged from the thinly-partitioned little room in which they had held their confab, and found Tom tying his damaged tops up with a little twine, leaving Angelena outside on her knees with her eye at the key-hole  a surveillance not very conducive to eloquence. After a good deal of hemming and hawing, and clearing of her throat, she gave two or three downwards sweeps to her gown, and seating herself beside Tom, on the sofa, thus addressed him, punctuating every three words with a hem or a cough, or both.

Well, my dear  sir, my  darter has been telling  me the  compliment and honour, I may say, you have done her, which, I need hardly say, has taken the  colonel and me very much by  surprise, though we cannot but feel  grateful for the  preference you have shown; and though it must necessarily be a very  heinous and  painful separation, yet the colonel and I have such a high sense of your  integrity and excessive philanthropy  that, of course, we must yield to the  observances of nature, and wish you every  happiness that this  world can  supply.

Tom sat agape, for he had never been regularly overhauled before, and did not know where to make the responses. After waiting a time, to see if he would rise, Mrs Blunt resumed as follows  

My darters young, she said, with a twinkle in her eye, as if she would shortly shed a tear, and inexperienced in the ways of the world; but Im sure were entrusting her to a genlman who will  appreciate her  talents and excellencies, and preserve her in  affluence and  independence.

Yes, said Tom.

Its an anxious moment, settlin a young lady with the pretensions of our darter, observed Mrs Blunt, much to the satisfaction of the fair listener at the door, who was afraid her mamma was going to omit touching on that important point its an anxious moment settlin a young lady with the pretensions of our darter, repeated she; for, of course, the  reputation of  riches awakens the cupidity of the dangerous, and exposes a gal to great persecution, not to say temptation; but, I must say, Angelena has always shown a discretion far beyond her years, and no  parents ever had a more satisfactory child. She might have made great matches  great  lords, great  baronets; but she has always shown a disposition for the enjoyment of  intellectual society, and the  tranquillity of country life. Shes quite different with you to what shes been with all her other admirers, added Mrs Blunt, looking smilingly on her fat son-in-law to be.

Indeed, said Tom, Im sure Im very much flattered  and he thought what a triumph he would have, brushing past Jug, with Angelena on his arm.

And now the fair lady, thinking her mother had said quite enough, and fearing she might commit herself, rose from her knees, and after a prefatory glance at the looking-glass, smoothing her glossy hair, she sidled into the room, and announced that her dear papa thought of going to bed. Mrs Blunt, auguring from this that he was worse, lost no time in leaving our young friends alone; and Tom, being shortly after seized with the qualms of hunger, and smelling nothing in the way of dinner where he was, resolved to avail himself of a fly that had just set down at the officers quarters, and drawn up to wait the chance of a fare. Hailing it from the window, it was quickly at the door, and after a most affectionate lover-like leavetaking, Tom jumped in with his packthread-tied tops, and, kissing his hand from the window, was presently whisked out of sight  he loved, and drove away  and, ere he was well clear of the gates, Jug was occupying his place on the sofa with Angelena, laughing at her other suitor.


CHAPTER XXI.

A MEETING OF THE FATHERS.
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WELL, TUMMUS, AND have you caught the fox? asked old father Hall, as his muddied, tatterd, booted son nearly upset him travelling from the cellar to the parlour with a bottle of port in each hand, a bottle of sherry under his arm well, Tummus, and have you caught the fox? asked he, as he recovered his balance.

No; but Ive caught something better, replied Tom, grinning from ear to ear.

Indeed! exclaimed the old man. I thought there was nothin but foxes to catch out a-huntin.

Yes, but there is, replied Tom, full grin as before.

What is it? asked the old man, passing on into the parlour.

Guess, said the son, following him.

Cant, replied the father, after a pause.

What do you think of an heiress?  a fifty thousand pounder?

Fifty thousand pounder! gasped the old man. Impossible, Tom.

Fact, I assure you, said Tom, with a look of compassion.

Wonderful, observed the old man, eyeing him intently.

Wonderful! I dont see anything wonderful in it, replied Tom, recollecting Angelenas pretty compliments, and how irresistible Miss Sowerby and Jane Daiseyfield had found him.

And who is it? at length asked the old man, thinking it time to come to particulars.

Guess, replied Tom again.

Nay; I dont know, replied the banker, running all the monied people through his mind, and thinking who was likely to have such a sum as fifty thousand pounds, or anything like it. Somebody youve met at the castle? at length suggested he.

No, replied Tom.

No, repeated the father. I dont know who it can be, then. Anybody Ive ever seen?

Dont know, replied Tom; not sure  praps you may. No; I think not.

Cant think, replied the father.

The lovely Miss Angelena Blunt! proclaimed Tom, with victorious emphasis.

Miss Angelena Blunt! repeated old Hall, with terror-stricken looks Miss Angelena Blunt! What, do you mean the colonels daughter?

The same, replied Tom; most charming captivating creature.

Hem! mused old Hall.

His wife and he had had their misgivings about the lavender-coloured flounces, but little dreamt they were so near mischief.

Aint I a lucky fellow? asked Tom, wondering that his father didnt hug him for joy.

Sivin and fours elivin, and fourteen is twenty-five, and nine is thirty-four. If I throw cold water on it, it will only make him worse, mused he; and twenty-five is fifty-nine. Id better humour him. I spose shes a beauty, into the bargain? observed he, having heard that she was not.

Oh! shes lovely  shes angelic  shes perfectly divine! exclaimed Tom, thinking over all her pretty speeches and prudent inquiries.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-ones a underd and two. Ill sound him about the £ s d., thought Hall. Fifty thousand punds, did you say she had? asked he.

Fifty thousand pounds, repeated Tom. Fifty thousand solid substantial sovereigns, continued he, repeating Major Fibs information.

Its a vast of money, observed the father, with a shake of the head.

It is, replied the son; but not more than such an angel deserves.

Oh, no, replied the father, who was not to be surfeited with money.

Its near dinner, I spose, said Tom, seeing his father reverting to the bottles, so Ill go upstairs and change  the tightness of his nether garments making him wish to be out of them.

He then went lobbing upstairs to his room; and old Hall, having hastily deposited the bottles in the cellaret, went to communicate the dread intelligence to his wife in the kitchen. Mrs Hall was horrified. Independently of having set Tom out for a titled lady, she had had a good look at Angelena while cheapening some Irish poplins in Frippery & Co.s back-shop, and had come to the conclusion that she was nearer thirty than twenty. The fifty thousand pounds she declared she looked upon as purely imaginary; nor did the prospect of having the colonel to protect them from the new Boney, as Mrs Hall called the now Prince President of the French, reconcile her to the military connection. However, she took her husbands advice not to appear to oppose the match  nay, rather to approve it; and dinner over, the evening was spent in narrating the adventures of the day, varied by reiterated explosions respecting Angelenas beauty, and confidence in the abundance of her wealth. So satisfied was Tom on this latter point, and so plausible did the ladies speeches appear, that the old people came to the conclusion that there might be something in it; and if the something amounted to fifty, or even to five-and-twenty thousand pounds, old Hall was inclined for a deal. So, with his usual tumbler of toddy, the old banker at length went to bed.

Morning brought no change of opinion on the subject; and, urged by his wife, our cautious friend decked himself out in his best black coat and waistcoat, with knee-breeches and black silk stockings, to pay a complimentary fishing visit to the great commander at the barracks. The sooner the thing was settled one way or another the better, they both thought. Having breakfasted, and seen the bank fairly open, and cautioned Trueboy against the paper of certain weakly parties who he thought might call, he stepped into Jack Floppertons fly, and was soon lilting and tilting over the irregularities of the pavement, raising the speculations of the curious as to whether he was going to a funeral or to a meeting of creditors.

The colonel and Mrs Blunt had had their talk over the matter, and it had occurred to them that such a visit was likely; so they had had the little room tidied, the colonels spare swords and weapons arranged in a conspicuous way, and themselves got up in an extraelegant style. The colonel had anticipated a clean dressing-gown by at least six weeks.

The grinding of the fly through the barrack-yard attracted Mrs Blunts attention, and looking out of the window she saw, dangling over the door, such a fat hand as could belong to none but Toms father; so, raising a cry of Here he is! the colonel soused himself into the sofa, and Mrs Blunt, sweeping away a pair of his old flannel drawers that she was darning, and the remains of a bottle of stout, threw a painted crimson-and-black cover over the table, and dealt a dirty old Keepsake, a copy of Fistiana, and an army list around it, as Hall came heaving and puffing upstairs. The flounce of her dress just swept through one door as the soldier-footman announced Mr Hall at the other.

Oh, Hall! how are you? exclaimed the monster, attempting to rise, and falling back like an over-fed pig in its sty Hall, how are you? repeated he, extending a fin, with an excuse my rising, but the fact is, Im sufferin from the effects of a fall  deuced bad fail  nearly killed yesterday  upset on my coach  stupid old man and his hounds  horses took fright  pitched on my head  he just rode on  never asked if I was killed. However, here I am, and Im glad to see you; pray take a seat  arm-chair at your side  hope Mrs Halls well?

Having sidled himself into a seat, Hall crowned one knee-cap with his broad-brimmed hat, and resting his fat hand on the other, sat contemplating the colonel.

Youre the very man I want to see  youre the very man I want to see!  you can tell me all I want to know! exclaimed he.

Sivin and fours elivin, and nineteen is thirty, and twenty-four is fifty-four; hes coin to the point at once, thought Hall.

You see, Brown  I mean, Hall  confound it, youre so like Brown that I never know the difference  hangd if there isnt a resemblance throughout the whole of you Fleecyborough commercialists. Juggins is as like Huggins as ever he can stare; Tiffin and Trotter might pass for brothers.

They are brothers, replied the banker.

What, was the father called Tiffin? asked the colonel.

Trotter, replied the banker.

Ah, then Tiffin changed his name, did he?  for a fortin most likely  mercenary dog. And that reminds me of what I was wantin to ask you  to talk to you about. Ive been in a devil of a stew these last few days. Every Times that I take up contains some marvellous story about gold  gold in the mud, gold in the clay, gold in bridges, gold everywhere; and I want to know whats to be the value of gold? I want to know whether golds to be of any more worth, or one may just take and sow it broadcast over the land, or empty ones pockets of it among the little boys in the streets? What shall I do with my money, in fact? as I see staring me at the head of an advertisement.

Sivin and fours elivin, and thirteen is twenty-four; theres no doubt, replied Hall, slowly and deliberately theres no doubt that the abundance of any article has a tendency to lower its value; but golds not become a drug yet.

Drug yet! exclaimed the colonel, striking out both fins drug yet! Then you anticipate its becoming a drug, do you? added he, with a look of alarm.

Sivin and fours elivin, and thirty-three is forty-four; theres no manner of doubt theres a great deal of gold comin into the country  the quantity from California was immense, and theyre gettin as much, if not more, in Australia. The Bank of England cant afford to pay three pund sixteen and a penny-halfpenny per ounce for gold, when others can buy it for three-four-six per ounce, seven and a half better than the standard.

Ah, now, exclaimed the colonel, youre gettin into the mysteries of the currency, a thing I never could understand. Im not a learned man  Im not a mercenary man  Im not a covetous man. I know that twelve-pence make a shillin, and that twenty shillins make a pund; but I want to know if a puns to be only worth ten shillins in futur, and if everything else is to fall in proportion?

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighteen is twenty-nine; the man has money, I think, mused Hall; and ninety-four is a underd and twenty-three. Ill try and find out where it is. He then addressed himself to the colonel. Money  thats to say Consols  will fall undoubtedly, colonel. If you reduce the interest on the national debt, say one per cent, youll reduce the value of money one-third; but land shares, and all other tangible available property, will rise.

The devil they will! exclaimed the colonel. Then do you mean to say the fundholders to be robbed for the landowner?

Sivin and fours elivin, and fortys fifty-one; that touches him, thought Hall. The monied interest has had a longish day, and not altogether a bad un, replied he, slowly and deliberately. Much of our debt was contracted at sixty, and is now worth ninety-six and three-eighths, and its about time the land had a turn.

What! youre a landowner, are you? asked the colonel.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-nines sixty, and fifty-fours a underd and fourteen. Not exactly a landowner, replied our friend; somethin akin to it, though.

I twig, replied the colonel, with a knowing leer. An uncle  an agricultural uncle, you mean to say. Haw, haw, haw! ho, ho, ho! he, he, he! I dare say theres a vast of land up the spout. Youll be grabbing an estate some day, and setting up for a gentleman. Fellers used to think when they got four silver side-dishes they were gentlemen, continued the colonel; but since those plated Brummagem things came up, theyve gone upon land  they think lands the thing. Youll be setting your son up in an estate, at all events? he added.

Sivin and fours elivin, and two underd and thirtys two underd and forty-one, and ninetys three underd and thirty-one, calculated Hall, getting up the steam. It was my son I was comin to talk to you about, replied he my son and your darter, added he.

Oh, faith, aye! Id forgotten all that in my anxiety about my money, replied the colonel, in the most matter-of-course off-hand way. I dare say you and I will soon settle that. Well be much of the same mind. Its all very well for boys and girls to philander, and bill and coo, and make eyes at each other; but experienced men of the world, like you and I, know that it dont do for people to marry too young. A man shouldnt marry before hes thirty. Doesnt know his own mind  tires of a woman  neglects her. Dont do  woman much better single  girl with a fortin, at least. At the same time, I assure you, both Mrs Colonel Blunt and I are sensible of the compliment your son has paid our daughter. Hes a very fine young man; is Joseph  I mean Henry.

Tummus, interposed the parent.

I beg your pardon, Thomas. I was thinking of Busss son; his names Joseph  a smooth-faced lookin sinner he is too  deep file for all that. But Thomas is a good feller  very good feller  nice open-countenanced feller, and fat. Dont like your whipping-post boys. Now you and I, continued he, looking the banker over, are much what men ought to be  full limbed and plump; but the generality of the men nowadays are mere lath and plaister, if I may use such an expression.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a underd and ten; hes not such a bad old buffer after all, mused Hall, as the colonel proceeded; looks as if he had money, not being keen for the match. The room certainly isnt well furnished, looking about him; carpet doesnt half-cover the floor, and sofa looks like a job from Mrs Smoothleys in the Terrace-lane; curtains, too, are faded and dirty  but that may be whim, or the fortunes of war.

This reverie was interrupted by the colonel stamping with his iron-plated heel on the uncarpeted part of the floor, and exclaiming  

You must take a little refreshment after your walk Hall; keen winter air must have given you an appetite. You dont hunt, I think, do you?

Never either hunted or gammled, replied the banker, with a shake of his head.

Ah, well, youre a wise man, replied the colonel; adding, to a gigantic soldier-footman who now came settling himself into his tawdry coat, bring a tray, Jasper, bring a tray.

Thankee, colonel, nothing for me, Im obleeged, interposed the man of money.

Oh, but you must; indeed, you must, exclaimed the colonel. This is the first time youve been in my little crib  wouldnt come to our ear-ache and stomachache  most brilliant thing of the season. Must break bread with us now  indeed, you must.

Jasper now returned, bearing a massive silver tray, with a richly-cut decanter of sherry, surrounded with little blown glass plates, containing finger-biscuits, saucer-cakes, currant buns, and other remnants of that notable feast, now fresh out of Mrs Blunts bonnet-box.

Get out the Cardigan, Jasper, said the colonel to the man, who forthwith produced a three-quarters-full black bottle, with the word Brandy in black letters on the ivory label.

Ah, thats the stuff! exclaimed the colonel, as the man placed it on the stand; thats the stuff! repeated he, his eyes glistening with delight. Now, take a drop of this  just a thimbleful, continued he, seizing a tumbler, and filling it about half-full.

Thank you, sir; thank you, sir  Im very much obliged to you, sir, exclaimed Mr Hall, endeavouring to arrest the filling, but I really

You really must oblige me, interrupted the colonel; this is the first time I have had the pleasure of seeing you  at least, of seeing you here; and though Ive not had the pleasure of dining with you yet, I shall have very great satisfaction in doing so; for you Fleecy-borough folks, though theres not much style about you, have a deal of good rough honest hospitality, which, in my opinion, is a much better thing; and I dont know any quarter in England where you get such undeniable mutton  mutton that eats like mutton, instead of the nasty, watery, stringy, turnipy stuff, neither mutton nor lamb, that other countries are inundated with. The colonel then filled himself an equally liberal glass, and, nodding to his guest, was soon deep in its contents. Thats good, said he, very good, smacking his lips as he placed the glass on the table.

Very bad, thought Mrs Blunt, who was listening at the door; Im sure youll be tipsy.

Take a biscuit, or a bun, or some of these absurdities? said the colonel, flourishing his hand over the tray.

None, Im much obleeged, replied the banker, who thought they didnt look very fresh.

Ah, well; I dare say youre right, observed the colonel. Drinkins better for the teeth than eatin, added he, draining the contents of his glass. He then took, if possible, a more liberal measure than before. To resume our conversation, said he, glancing his bloodshot eyes at the banker to resume our conversation about the young people. I think we understand each other  I think we understand each other. I have, I assure you, the very greatest regard and consideration for my young friend Joe  I mean to say, Tom; theres no young man I have so high an opinion of as I have of him  no young man that I would sooner have as a son-in-law; and if he continues of the same mind, and all things were made pleasant, of course I should not say no. But then, that must be all in good time  all in good time; must know each other  must understand each other  must appreciate each other. Young folks hardly out of their teens are not fit to enter into the binding entanglements of matrimony  monthly nurses, coral rattles, caudle, and cryin children, the colonel kicking out his right fin as if undergoing persecution from a crying child already.

Hall followed the renewed debate, with the following mental commentary  

Sivin and fours elivin, and a underd and ninetys two underd and one  wonder wot hes going to be at now; and thirtys two underd and thirty-one  wonder if he would make things pleasant; and fourteen is two underd and forty-five  shes a devilish deal older than that; and fortys two underd and eighty - five  a cryin brats a terrible nuisance; Mrs Busss bairns always cryin.

Text and commentary coming to a close, the plump diplomatists then sat staring, each wishing the other would come to the point.

You dont get on with your beverage, at length observed the colonel, seeing his guest sat nursing his tumbler on his fat knee; would you like sherry, or gin, or shrub, or anything else?

Thank ye, no, colonel; its very good, but rather strong, replied Hall, taking a sip, and setting down the glass.

Oh, brandy can hurt no one, replied the colonel; brandy can hurt no one  most wholesome beverage there is  recommended by the faculty, continued he, draining his tumbler again, and replenishing it plentifully. Your good health, Hall, said he, holding it up, and addressing the banker; your good health  Mrs Halls good health, my friend Toms good health. I like a feller like you, said he, smacking his lips, as he set down the glass a man without any gammon or blandishment, who comes to the point at once, instead of hummin and hawin, and beatin about the bush, as some aggrivatin fellers do.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-five is fifty-six  hes humbuggin now, thought Hall; what does he mean by blandishment?

You and I are gettin on in years, continued the colonel, and shall both be damping off before long, and our objects, Ive no doubt, are the same  to see our children comfortably settled while we live; and should anything come of this youthful  romantic attachment, Ive no doubt youll come down devilish handsome  turn some of your dibs into land, and buy them a good substantial family house, with greenhouse and granaries and gardens and all complete, so that they may increase and multiply in comfort.

Sivin and fours elivin, and five underd and nine is five underd and twenty  hes coming to the point in style, thought Hall. How would it suit you, colonel, to get out of your money, and invest it in land? asked he.

Confounded old beggar has me there, growled the colonel to himself. Why, I dont know, replied he, it might be a temptation; or as we are castle-building, you and I, spose we say  if the thing takes place  we each put down  what shall I say?  twenty, or five-and-twenty thousand?

Sivin and fours elivin, and three underd and four is three underd and fifteen  thats to the point, at all events, mused Hall. Well, said he, taking up his hat, and stretching it incontinently on his knee well, repeated he, Im not prepared to say that I wouldnt. But then, again, continued he, after a little more mental arithmetic, it would fall much heavier on me than it would on you.

How so? asked the colonel, chuckling at the idea of any one supposing him worth five-and-twenty thousand pounds.

Why, this way, you see, said Hall, still stretching away at his hat; my moneys employed in business, yielding me from 15 to 20 per cent.

The devil it is! exclaimed the colonel; and yet you only allow 2 per cent to depositors, and talk of reducing that. Well, hang me, added he, slapping his thigh, but Ive always said bankers, brewers, and bakers are the biggest rogues under the sun!

Indeed, smiled the banker, amused at his hosts vehemence; mines a successful business, because its well attended to  you never see me huntin, or gammlin, or drivin coaches and four. Our friend looking earnestly at the colonel, as if he had paid him off for his rude speech. But what I was goin to say, colonel, is this: my money being so well employed, and yours so ill, wouldnt it be better, before the great influx of gold sends down the funds, for you to sell out and buy an estate?

Well, I dont know but it might, replied the colonel, with an air of indifference. Ill consult my lawyers on the point  no man dare blow his nose without consulting his lawyer, you know; haw, haw, haw!

Well, then, observed Hall, after a long pause and a sideways stretch of his hat, I spose thats as far as we can go this mornin?

I spose it is, replied the colonel, unless youll take another go of brandy  plenty in the bottle, added he, nodding towards it.

Thankee, no more, colonel, I am obleeged, moving his chair as if about to rise; when a thought struck him. Youre in the funds, I think you say  Consols, I spose?

Consols, nodded the colonel.

In your own name, of course? observed the banker, with an air of indifference.

In my own name, repeated the colonel.

The man of metal then rose to depart.

Well, then, Brown  thats to say, Hall, observed the colonel, scrambling off the sofa and grasping his hand, Im much obliged by the friendly nature of this visit. Damnation! I like an honest open - countenanced feller, without guile or blandishment, who comes to the point like a man. I little thought, when I called to ask you to our ear-ache and stomach-ache, that we should ever come to anything like this; but Im sure, if the young people, after a rational acquaintance, feel the same way towards each other that they do now, that we, out of our great abundance, will make them very comfortable, the colonel dashing his fat paw across his blear eyes as if to check a rising tear as he spoke.

Hall returned the warmth of the colonels grasp, and then, with a Your servant, colonel, rolled out of the room, nearly tumbling over Jasper, who was kneeling with his ear at the key-hole.

Arrived at the bank, Hall drew out his daily letter of advice to his London correspondents, Messrs Bullock & Hulker, enclosing a slip of paper, with the following written in pencil  

Please get Mr Ferret to find out the amount of stock standing in the name of Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas Blunt, of the Heavysteed Dragoons. I have a particular reason for wishing to know. T. H.


CHAPTER XXII.

ANOTHER HORSE DEAL.
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THE BETROTHED ONES now take a ride together; Tom on his hundred-and-twenty-guinea horse, Angelena on the redoubtable Rumtouch, now called Lily-of-the-Valley. Miss Sophia Ferguson  the Sophy Fergey of Angelenas approbation  had established a violent flirtation with Captain Mattyfat, of the Heavysteeds; and old Ferguson, a most respectable J.P., but not at all a wars alarm or spear and shield-ish sort of man  indeed a man with rather a horror of the military than otherwise  had what he called put his foot upon it. As, however, there is a difference between scotching and killing, the worthy man had only driven Matty, as they called him, from the house to seek out-door relief; and Angelena, ever anxious to promote sport  on the reciprocity principle, of course  was relieving officer to the couple. Many people can manage poor-law unions better than they can their own houses. Angelena could afford the generous sympathies; for, independently of Mattyfat being one of many, and therefore quite unsuitable for her, Sophy was short and dumpy, and neither in looks, style, manner, nor vivacity, anything of a rival for her.

Mattyfat was anything but fat, being more like a pair of tongs on a horse than a man; and Smothergoose, the poulterer, seeing the fair ladies with their respective beaux riding out together, observed that they were paired like rabbits  a good un and a bad un. But we anticipate.

Each board of guardians day Sophy availed herself of her fathers absence to ride towards Fleecyborough; and somehow or other, almost at the same spot, she met her darling Angelena, with her own beloved captain and Jug, or (on this occasion) Hall, riding on either side of her. How surprised and delighted they always were!  Well, who would have thought it? So nice! so unexpected! Why it was only last week that they met there. Then, riding four abreast till they met a coal cart, they fell into double line  Angelena and our Tom contemplating the wasp-waisted captain and the embonpoint of the fair Sophy from behind.

Angelena was in full feather. On the strength of the great match she was about to make, she had treated herself  or rather, for the present, Downeyfelt, the hatter, had treated her  to a smart brown Garibaldi, with a rich black plume, while her London-made riding-habit set off her smart figure in advantageous contrast to the country-made thing of her companions.

Lily-of-the-Valley had been most carefully groomed, and shone forth beautifully sleek. Indeed, as she was destined this day to make an impression, she had been exercised over the very ground they were now going, and regaled with a feed of corn and chopped carrots at the millers, of which she evidently entertained a lively recollection; for, instead of stopping, and starting, and trying to bolt down Endive-lane, or up Brocoli-bank, she stepped placidly on, playing merrily with the bit of the fancy packthread reined, pink silk-fronted bridle, while Angelena patted her and coaxed her and entwined her light whip in her flowing silvery mane.

Isnt this a charming creature? asked Angelena, leaning forward and patting her mares arch neck. I do think shes the most perfect creature that ever wore a bridle.

Yes, said Tom, regarding both rider and mare with an eye of ownership.

Will you ride me a race, asked Angelena, gathering her reins for a start, to the white house on the hill, there? nodding to one about half a mile off.

Not this morning, I think, replied Tom; not this morning. The fact is, Ive no seat in these things, alluding to his wide-patterned woollen trousers.

Nor in any other, I should think, thought Angelena, looking at his rolling seat.

Just then Lily-of-the-Valley cocked her neat ears, and a gold-laced cap was seen bobbing above the irregular fence on the left.

Good mornin, fair lady! Good mornin, Mithter Hall! lisped Major Fibs, greeting each with a military salute, as he emerged from the narrow intricacies of Lavender-lane. This is indeed an unexpected pleasure, continued he, sidling his horse up to them. I had just gone out for a tholitary thaunter, little expectin the gratificathion that awaited me.

Indeed! smiled Angelena, struck with his fine natural talent for lying.

Hope I dont intrude, observed the major, with a knowing look at the lady, and a bend of his head towards Tom.

Oh, not at all, replied Angelena; most happy to see you. I was just asking Mr Hall to ride me a race.

What a beautiful animal that is! observed the major, eyeing Lily-of-the-Valley stepping easily along.

Isnt she? exclaimed Angelena, leaning forward, and patting her again.

Goes nearer and thafer than any orth I ever thaw in my life, observed the major; thows that lofty break-my-knee-against-my-tooth-acthons not eththenthal to thafety.

She never makes a mistake, replied Angelena, though you can scarcely put a sixpence between her foot and the ground.

What a tharmin cover ack she would make! observed he to Tom.

She would look well with a red coat on her, replied Tom.

The sound of a strange voice attracting the foremost lovers attention, they now reined in their steeds, to exchange compliments with the new-corner as he advanced. The party were just on the entrance of Heatherblow Heath; and, by a dexterous cavalry manœuvre, the major drew into line next Sophy, with Tom outside on his left. Mattyfat was thus placed between his lady-love and Angelena, who occupied the same position on the right that Tom did on the left. Having further separated Tom, so as to get him out of earshot of Angelena, after a few complimentary observations on his horse, and remarks on the state of the weather for hunting, he asked Tom, in a mysterious undertone, if he knew whether the colonel had heard from the Dook.

The what? asked Tom, who was not quick of comprehension.

The Dook  old Wellington, replied the major, as Tom still kept staring.

No, replied Tom, I didnt know that he had written to him.

Didnt you! exclaimed the major, with well-feigned surprise. Havent you heard that the colonels written to ask the Dook to the wedding  to give Miss Angelena away, in fact?

No, replied Tom, staring with astonishment at the idea of such an honour, and wondering what his mother would say.

Oh yes; the Dook and the colonel are very thick, you know, observed the major doothed thick, I may say  and Ive no doubt the gallant F.M. will come down most handsomely with the necklaces and things. A thousands about his mark, but I shouldnt be at all thurprithed if he was to make it two in your case.

Indeed! gasped Tom, with astonishment.

Youd better not menthon the letter, praps, observed the major, as the colonel hasnt told you of it himself.

No, said Tom, as all people do say, whether they intend to keep their promises or not.

The confab was interrupted by the ladies challenging the gentlemen to a brush over the heath, whose springy sward seemed to have imparted elasticity to their horses legs. Sophys mealy-legged bay and Lily-of-the-Valley were off in a canter before the gentlemen had gathered their reins, and Toms brown, starting forward to follow their example, nearly unshipped our friend.

Near go! exclaimed the major, as Tom, after sundry uncertain efforts, at length got shuffled back into the saddle.

Deed was it! replied our friend, adding his former excuse, The fact is, I have no seat in these nasty slacks.

Well, let us puth on, said the major, settling himself into a charging seat, and riding as if he had swallowed the poker.

Tom prepared to obey; but although his horse was generally as dull and tractable as a circus horse, it found that it had a rider who might be disposed of, and with a sideway sort of prance began ducking its head, and dashing out its forelegs it went bounding and hopping among the gorse bushes, sometimes bounding when Tom expected it to hop, sometimes hopping when he expected it to bound, and sometimes walking in preference to either; causing our Tom to show much daylight, to the infinite amusement of the party, and repeated exhortations from Angelena to stick to the shopboard whatever he did!

Ah, observed the major, as Tom at last got the animal reined in, and his own equilibrium re-established, hes not used to hacking, that orth; hes a nithe animal  a very nithe animal, but huntings his forte, not hacking.

Exactly so, replied Tom, glad of an excuse for his inglorious display.

That palfrey of Miss Angelenas is the model of a hack, observed the major, nodding towards it.

So it seems, said Tom; very quiet  very easy, too, I should think. This animal is rather rough  stots me off the saddle, and when I pull the curb he stops so short that hes like to shoot me over his head.

Ah, thats merely from confined space for action. If you had that orth once fairly away with ounds, thered be no further occathon for pulling or holding; you might give him his head, and sit as if you were in an arm-chair.

Indeed, said Tom, thinking that hunting must be much easier work than hacking. He then took a richly-flowered bandana out of his queer little coat-pocket, and proceeded to mop his profusely perspiring brow.

Misther Hall covets your beautiful cream-colour, Miss Angelena, observed the major, sidling up to her.

Well, he must have her, I suppose, replied she resignedly, after a pause, fearing she had offended her fat friend by laughing at him.

Not until after Wednesday, though, Tom, continued she, addressing him direct as he now came up; not until after Wednesday, repeated she.

Oh, thank you, replied Tom; but I mustnt rob you of your pet.

Oh, after Wednesday you shall be welcome to her, adding, in an undertone, I couldnt refuse you anything.

Youre going to see the hounds on Wednesday, then, I thuppose? observed the major. Where are they Wednesday  Merryfield?

No  Merryfield, Monday, replied Angelena; Silver-spring Firs, Wednesday.

Ah, Thilverspring Firs, Wednesday, so it is; not a bad country  best about here by far. Do you hunt Wednesday? asked he of our friend.

Oh yes, replied Tom, with a matter-of-course sort of air, adding, Do you?

Why, no, I think not, replied the major I think not. The fact is, I dont much fancy old Cheer.

The fact was, old Cheer didnt much fancy him; and these sort of likings and dislikings are generally reciprocal.

I dont like your stiff-necked, overbearing, private ethablithments. Cheer may be a very good feller, but hes not one of my thort.

Nor mine, assented Tom, who liked to give an opinion, though he knew nothing at all about his lordship.

All private packs are objectionable, continued the major; nothin like a thubscripthon for keeping masters of hounds in order. Why, this old buffer rides as if the country was made for him, and no one else; wont let a man come near a fence till hes over.

And does he cram along? asked Tom.

Oh, hell ride, replied the major hell ride; but wheres the merit of riding such horses as he has? He began life as a rider; and though hes so old that he ought to be ashamed to be seen out of his grave, he thinks he has a character to keep up, and is just as jealous as a beginner.

You dont say so! said Tom, who only knew jealousy of another sort. That observation put him upon the tack. Hes a great man among the ladies, isnt he?

Oh, the old fool, hes always philandering with some one  thinks himself captivating  forgets that hes near a hundred, lisped the major.

But hes a fine-looking old man, observed Angelena, who was lenient where age  gentlemens age, at least  was concerned.

The mans well enough, sneered the major, if he wasnt such a confounded disagreeable old jackass, so jealous of his riding, so conceited of his looks; hes as jealous as a woman, and as vain as a girl, added he, spurring his horse.

The start the majors horse gave set them all a-doing, and Tom was presently stotting and bumping and crying Who-ay, who-ay, to his horse, and jagging its mouth, while Angelenas light hand guided her fractious brute as if the characters of the animals were changed.

This enabled the major to expatiate afresh on Rumtouchs beauty, her merits, her action, and powers of endurance; and though Tom was pretty much of George the Thirds opinion, who used to say, Hang all presents that eat, he began to think she might be cheap  at all events, not dear  in a gift. As yet Tom had not compassed the fact that a horse was not like a carriage, that only requires washing, greasing, and certain little attentions of that sort to make it go from years end to years end; and he didnt see the use of keeping two horses where one would do. Still, as the major insisted that he must have a cover-hack, and that, of all colours, cream colour was the most becoming for a red coat, he was not indisposed to submit; particularly as, in the Times City article of the day before, he had read the old stereotyped line, Com ruled dull, with the turn in favour of the buyer.

During the remainder of the ride he regarded the mare with an eye of ownership, and we are almost ashamed to say, bethought him of dismounting Angelena, and riding the cream-colour to the meet on the Silverspring Firs day. That, however, he saw required a little diplomacy; and before he had time to broach the subject the gift horse assumed a new aspect.

Arrived at the barracks, after separating from Sophy at the place where they so accidentally met, and Tom having resigned his horse to the care of the soldier-groom who came to take Angelenas, he followed the fair one upstairs to the drawing-room, where they found the colonel and Adjutant Collop hard at work at a game of dominoes. Collop, though too good a judge to think of beating the colonel, more especially as they were only playing for sixpences, nevertheless ran him pretty hard, which elated the colonel; and Angelena, taking advantage of his exultation, proceeded, with due exhortations not to be angry, to tell him what she had done with her valuable  or rather invaluable  mare.

Ah, well, said the colonel; well, considered he, shaking the sixpences up in his hand, to see that they were all good, very kind of you, my dear  very kind  just like you, though  always say youre the kindest-hearted creature that ever lived  would give your last sixpence away. Youve given Mr Hall a most excellent animal  very kind of you  very good of you  very pretty of you. Shes an excellent animal, Hall; youll say so when youve ridden her  never saw a finer-actioned, finer-tempered animal. Isnt she, Collywobbles?

Wonderful animal, replied the adjutant, who had had the pleasure of a slide over her tail in a rear.

But I thought you were going to see the hounds throw off at the Firs upon her, observed the colonel, after a pause.

So I am, replied Angelena so I am; Mr Hall is not to have her till after that.

Ah, well, said the colonel, that may do  that may do. I dont know, either, continued he, after a pause, and a dry shave of his great double chin better have no obligation perhaps  better have no obligation. Ill tell you how well manage it. Obligations are disagreeable to gentlemen  should always be avoided.

There shall be no obligation in this matter. You, addressing Tom, shall give Angelena a cheque  for, say, a hundred  just for forms sake, you know. It will be returned to you afterwards  and then mare and money will be both yours.

Oh, exclaimed Tom, who was by no means keen about it, and knew that both his father and Trueboy would say he had better learn to ride one horse before he got two  besides having no authority to draw on the bank oh, exclaimed he, I  I  I wouldnt rob Angelena of her mare for the world. I  I  I

My dear fellow, interposed the colonel, youre most welcome to the mare, Im sure  most welcome. I wouldnt be any obstacle to carrying out my daughters wishes for the world; all I mean to say is that obligations are disagreeable, and, where possible, ought to be avoided. Now, you know, of course, whatever is Angelenas in due time becomes yours, and what I propose is a mere temporary arrangement, so that there may be no obligation in the meantime  you understand  eh? looking earnestly at him.

Tom didnt understand, but he said yes all the same, which sealed the fate of the transaction.

Just you, then, said the colonel to Collop, write out a cheque on Hall & Co for a hundred  a hundred guineas, say  guineas sounds better than punds  and Mr Hall will sign it. You havent a blank cheque on you, I spose? turning to Tom.

No, replied Tom.

No matter, rejoined the colonel no matter; a bit of letter-paper will do quite as well. Youll find some inside Fistiana there, nodding at a little book-shelf against the wall obliged to hide it, to keep it from the servants. There, added he, as the paper fell out, now, Collop, take a pen and write a cheque on Hall & Co.  great man that Co.  is in partnership with almost everybody  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho!  he, he, he!

He, he, he!  haw, haw, haw!  ho, ho, ho! chuckled the obsequious adjutant, as he took a pen and did as directed.

Now, Tom, sign that, said the colonel, as Collop ceased writing, and give it to Angelena. When shes Mrs Hall, youll get it back; meanwhile, therell be no obligation, you know.

And Tom complied with the matter of form.


CHAPTER XXIII.

LORD HEARTYCHEER AT SILVERSPRING FIRS.
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SHALL HAVE A large field to-day, Im thinkin, my lord, observed Dicky Thorndyke, replacing his cap on his grizzly head, after the sky-scraping he gave it as his lordship cantered up on his way to cover with the hounds.

What makes you think so? asked his lordship, riding gently in among the glad pack.

Several horses on, replied Dicky, pointing with his whip to the imprints on the side of the road; and I was in Fleecyborough yesterday, and heard there were a good many elegant extracts going from there.

Indeed! mused his lordship, who didnt like the townspeople.

The Colonels daughter  Miss what-dye-call-hers  comin, observed Dicky, rising corkily in his stirrups, as he always did when he had anything particular to communicate.

Indeed! said his lordship, seeing Dicky was making one of his usual casts. Is she as fat as her father? asked he.

Fat! bless you, no, replied Dicky, his eyes sparkling as he spoke fat, no; nice, slim, spicy lass as ever you seed.

Indeed! smiled his lordship, brightening up as Dickys object began to disclose itself.

Rides like a fairy, added Dicky, shooting his right arm forward, as if using a sling.

You dont say so! observed his lordship, who liked anything game.

Fact, I assure you, said Dicky, with a knowing jerk of his head. They say theyll back her to beat most any man in our hunt.

The deuce they do! exclaimed his lordship; I should like to see her take the shine out of some of them uncommonly

That saucy Mr Healey, for instance, suggested Dicky, with a touch of his cap.

Ay, or that Mr Beale; hes as bumptious a beggar as any we have, observed his lordship.

So he is, said Dicky, with another touch of his cap; Brassey toos a beggar, added he.

Head-and-shoulders Browns as bad as any of them, observed his lordship, admiring his own pink tops, and thinking of the mahogany ones of his horror.

So he is, said Dicky tartly; pity he has no neck that he might break it.

His lordship then reverted to Angelena.

Is Miss Blunt pretty? asked he.

Nice-lookin, replied Dicky nice-lookin; not zactly what you call a beauty, but a smart well-set-up gal, Dicky holding himself up, and sticking in his back as he spoke; much such a gal as little Lucy Larkspur, in fact.

Indeed! replied his lordship, who had patronised Lucy extensively at one time.

They say Miss  what-dye-call-her  Blunts goin to marry the fat boy at Fleecyborough, observed Dicky.

What, the bankers cub? asked his lordship.

The same, observed Dicky, with a rap of his forefinger against his cap-peak.

Well, therell be plenty of means, said his lordship.

Plenty, said Dicky, plenty; but the lads a lout.

Shell lick him into shape, praps, replied his lordship.

Here she is, whispered Dicky, as the brown Garibaldi now appeared above the hedge on the left. Lily-of-the-Valley slightly rearing on being reined in to let the hounds pass, Tom and the lady emerged from Rushworth-lane into the high-road the hounds were travelling.

Although his lordship, as we said before, made it a rule never to speak to any sportsman who was not properly introduced, he relaxed it in favour of the ladies  if they were good-looking, at least  and introduced himself, or let Dicky introduce them, if that useful functionary had established a previous acquaintance. His lordship, having known the colonel as the corpulent captain, who had reintroduced himself in the free-and-easy way described in a previous chapter, was at no loss on this occasion; and seeing at a glance that Angelena answered very accurately to Dickys description, he cleared himself of the hounds, and putting his horse on a few paces up Rushworth-lane, with loftily-raised hat and low bent head, proceeded deferentially to greet her.

The unexpected and gratifying compliment, coupled with the excitement of the scene and the bracing freshness of the morning air, imparted a glow to the fair ones cheeks, and made her look quite lovely.

I was very sorry, Miss Blunt, to hear of your father, the colonels, accident, when he was good enough to come to see my hounds the other day. I hope he is quite recovered?

Oh, thank you, hes a great deal better, my lord, replied Angelena, with a sweet smile, that disclosed a beautiful set of pearly teeth, with playful dimples hovering on either cheek. Hes a great deal better, I thank you, my lord, repeated she.

Im afraid he would think me very rude  very unfeeling indeed, observed his lordship, having now turned his horse round, and, with Angelena, regained the hounds, who had rather hung back for him, never sending to inquire after him; but the fact is I never heard of the accident until this morning, and that by the merest chance in the world.

Indeed! smiled Angelena; I thought everybody had heard of our roll.

Well, one would have thought so, replied his lordship, raising his white eyebrows, with a shrug of his shoulders one would have thought so. I suppose everybody had heard of it except your humble servant. I was just rating Mister Thorndyke for not telling me of it, added he, raising his voice at Dickys back, to get him to help him on with his story.

Yes, my lord, yes, replied Dicky, looking round and weaving away at his cap. The fact is, my lord, if you recollect, you were going to dine at my Lord Lofty-chins, and left us as soon as we broke up our fox; and I never saw your lordship again till the Thursday, when I concluded, in course, your lordship knowd ail about it.

Ah! exactly so, said Lord Heartycheer; that was the way of it, I believe. However, Miss Blunt, youll perhaps have the kindness to explain to the colonel how it was, and say I should have made a point of coming over personally if I had known, which I shall now take the earliest opportunity of doing.

Most happy to see you, Im sure, smiled Angelena, more delighted than ever at the turn things were taking. Who knew but Lilia might be a lady?

Wont you introduce me to your brother? asked his lordship, glancing at our fat friend, sitting, mouth open, like a sack on his horse, lost in astonishment at the greatness of his intendeds acquaintance. Wont you introduce me to your brother? repeated his lordship.

Oh, my brother! hes not my brother! laughed the fair flirt; hes my  he-he-he! going off again in a giggle. Mr Hall, Lord Heartycheer wants to know you, observed she, touching Tom slightly with her light riding-whip; whereupon, off went his lordships hat, which Tom imitated with as much grace as could be expected from the lessons of a cheap dancing-master.

Fond of hunting, Mr Hall? asked his lordship, in a sort of lofty-actioned tone of supercilious condescension.

Very, my lord, replied Tom, thinking that would be the ticket.

Hope youll not have the usual luck of a new coat, observed his lordship, eyeing Toms country-made thing, and wondering at his impudence in mounting his button.

Hope not, muttered Tom, wondering that they should nip for new out hunting. He now wished he had taken Padders advice, and steeped the laps in water.

While all this was going on, the crowd was increasing behind; and ere the hounds reached Silverspring Firs  a clump of trees on a perennially green mound on a gently rising hill on the outskirts of a fine country  the field had swelled into more than usual Heartycheer-hound dimensions; gentlemen were still coming up on hacks and in dog-carts, the latter discarding their dingy-coloured wraps, and joining the scarlet-coated throng who encircled the pack, while the usual Good-mornings!

Where are you from?

Whos got a cigar to spare?

Where shall we send the hacks to?

Whos seen my horse? passed current in the outer circle.

At length, all things being adjusted, and his lordship having exchanged his hundred-guinea chestnut hack for a three-hundred-guinea black hunter, and spoken to such of the field as he deigned to recognise, gave the signal to Dicky Dyke, who forthwith whistled his hounds together, and, preceded by the first whip, wormed his way politely through the crowd, by your leave-ing to gentlemen, and exchanging civilities with farmers and others who were not exactly adapted for capping. Goodmorning, Mr Heathfield  and how are you, sir?

Allow me the pleasure of shaking hands with you, Mr Light-body, tendering an ungloved right hand; hope Mrs Lightbody, and all the little Lightbodys, are well (this to a man who generally sent him a goose). Well, Mr Barlow, have you got your gate mended? (this to a man who had been kicking up a row about a gate the second whip had broken). Now, Mr Hubbard, youve got the kicker out again (this to a man who wouldnt like to buy Dicky at his own price).

Dicky, we may here observe, was an aristocrat in his way. He didnt take tips  sovereigns or small coin tips, at least. Oh, thank you, sir, no, he would say, bowing with the greatest blandness thank you, sir, no; you are very kind  very good, and I fully appreciate the compliment intended by the offer; but my lord is very gracious, and his salary is abundantly adequate to my limited wants  no occasion for anything of the sort, he would add, as the yellow boys went back to the offerers pocket. Five-pound notes he treated differently  perhaps he didnt look upon them as the current coin of the realm, and Dicky just bowed as he crumpled them up in his hand and stowed them away in his waistcoat-pocket, as if he meant to light his pipe with them at his leisure.

A quick eye, coupled with long experience in the field, had enabled Dicky to discriminate between the metallic and paper currency men, and we believe there is no instance on record of his mistaking one for the other.

Fish, game, poultry, sucking-pigs, fruit, wine, cheese, we may add, were acceptable from any one  Mrs Dyke was open to groceries, and things of that sort; flattery didnt come amiss to her  she had been a beauty, and hadnt forgotten it. But to our sport.

The head of the cavalcade being thus formed by the pack, his lordship, after leaving a liberal space between the second whip and himself, bowed affably to the fair equestrian, and, motioning her to advance, reined his horse up beside her and proceeded; while the hatted groom in scarlet and the dark-clad second horseman interposed a barrier between the giggling, nudging, winking, well-done-old-boy-ing crowd behind them. Thus they turned up Lovecastle-lane, the field lengthening like the sea-serpent as it proceeded.

Its a fine day, observed his lordship, looking up at the now sunbright sky.

Very, replied Angelena; adding, when I first looked out this morning I thought it was going to rine.

What, you were up early, were you? asked his lordship; adding, are you fond of hunting?

Oh, I dont hunt!  I dont hunt, I only go to see them throw off, replied Angelena, who rather reproached herself with having lost Tom Softly of Nettleworth, in consequence of beating him across country.

Id go till I came to a difficulty at all events, observed his lordship, who wanted to test Dicky Thorndykes report Id go till I came to a difficulty, at all events; the countrys easy, and my lad can ride you through it, if you are afraid of jumping.

Oh, of course Ill go till Im stopped, replied Angelena, recovering her courage; adding, Id rather ride over than open a gate, any day.

Well done you, said his lordship to himself, looking back to see where he had the crammers of his country; and in the line he saw the caps of Jacky Nalder and Billy Dent and Major Ryle bobbing up and down, and the knowing shallow of Mr Woodcock stealing a march on the soft inside the adjoining field. Brassey, too, he thought he saw; and farther back the frog-on-a-washing-block-figure of the detested head-and-shoulders Brown. Id give a guinea  Id give a five-pound note  Id give fifty pounds to have the conceit taken out of some of you fellows by a woman, thought his lordship, eyeing the cavalcade.

He then resumed his attentions to Angelena, complimenting her graceful seat, her quiet way of handling her lovely horse, and the becoming plume in her brown Garibaldi. He said he felt greatly flattered by her coming out, and he pulled up his gills, and fingered his frill, and flourished and simpered and smirked, just as he simpered and smirked at the close of the last century. Angelena, on her part, was all eyes and vivacity. Thus in the full glow and excitement of newly-formed acquaintance they arrived at the cover, a well-fenced gorse of some two or three acres in extent, with cross-rides situated in the middle of a large undulating pasture, surrounded by others of similar extent.

Now, gentlemen, cried Mr Thorndyke, rising in his stirrups, and facing the approaching field now, gentlemen, my lord will take it as a tickler favour if youll all stand at the high corner of the cover, pointing to it with his whip.

I spose you mean to say youll give us a tickler if we do, observed Mr Bowman.

Ill do my best, sir, replied Dicky, with a slight bow and a touch of his cap; for Mr Bowman occasionally complimented him with a brace of pheasants or a hare.

And you fut people, continued Dicky, addressing the panting pedestrians, you do the same, and dont halloa the fox, whatever you do, or you may head him back into the mouths of the hounds. So saying, Dicky passed through the bridle-gate into the cover, and, cap in hand, was presently Yoicking and cheering the hounds. Yoicks, wind him! yoicks, rout him out!

Have at him, all of ye! with a loud reverberating crack of his whip, enough to awaken a fox in a trance.

All hands clustered at the appointed corner, at a respectful distance from my lord; some watching the hounds trying for the fox inside, others watching the old fox, as they called his lordship, trying it on outside.

Do you know the country, Mr Hall? asked his lordship of our fat friend, who, having emancipated himself from the crowd, where he had heard some unpleasant jokes cut on the fair Angelena and her prospects, now appeared to join his prize.

No, I dont, replied Tom, pouting at this repeated poaching of the aristocracy on his preserves  Jug, to wit.

Ah well, replied his lordship, chuckling at his bearishness, that spire you see in the distance is Heyday Church; those hills on the left are Fairmead Downs; that wood  found, by Jove! exclaimed he, taking off his hat, as a great banging bright-brown fox darted across the junction of the rides, and dived into the green gorse beyond.

Hoop! hoop! hoop! Screech  screech  screech went many voices.  Tweet  tweet  tweet went the shrill horn, and in an instant there was such a charge of impetuous hounds to the spot, as left no doubt in Toms mind that the fox would instantly be torn to pieces.

The joys and fears that found expression in other mens faces, therefore, were not reflected in his own; and while others were buttoning their coats, anchoring their hats, adjusting their caps, disposing of cigar-ends, prophesying points, and gathering their reins, Tom sat with an expression of vacancy strangely at variance with those of all around. There was no great fun in hunting, he thought  further than wearing a red coat, at least.

Angelena, on the other hand, was all joy and excitement  all agog at the sight of the fox, all delight at his lordships affability, all dread lest Lily-of-the-Valley should play any of her rum-touchish fantastic tricks, and bring her headlong to grief.

Hopes, doubts, and fears were speedily dispelled by the appearance of a cap in the air at the low end of the cover, and in another instant a gallant fox was seen going stealthily away over the grass, his ears well laid back, listening to the confused din and uproar behind. Twang  twang  twang went the shrill horn, as Dicky blew his way to the place. An avalanche of hounds instantly answered.

One moment, cried his lordship, who always saw his hounds well settled to the scent before he began to ride. One moment, repeated he, eyeing the line the fox was taking. Ah, hes away for Vickenford Glen, and we shall have a rare gallop, added he, settling himself into his saddle, and getting his horse short by the head. Follow me, my dear, to Angelena.

His lordships being a well-regulated hunt  none of your equality scrambles, where might makes right  not a soul moved until he set the example; when Paxton, the head groom, having fenced Angelena and his noble master off from the field, his lordship stuck spurs to his horse, and, with Angelena following him, reached the low end of the cover, just as the last hounds crashed over the fence, responsive to Sam, the second whips melodious cheer and hurried cry of On, on  on, on!

Come, Tom, come! cried Angelena, seeing our plump youth fighting with his horse, with every probability of being overwhelmed by the now pressing crowd, who were little inclined to listen to Paxtons exclamations of Room! room! room! for any one but his master. Come, Tom! Tom! repeated she, as an outburst of melody from the now clustering pack drowned all voices but their own. Away they swept like the wind. The ground was in capital order for riding, as well as for holding a scent, and the hounds settled to it with a closeness and energy that bespoke mischief. The long pasture which the fox traversed diagonally, as if to give our friends as much of it as possible, opened upon another of nearly equal extent; and his lordship, bearing a little to the right, to avail himself of the well-accustomed bridle-gate, left a fine ragged fence open to those who never miss a leap. First to go at it, full grin, was head-and-shoulders Brown, who, getting his great raking chestnut well by the head, dropped the Latchfords freely into him, and giving him a rib-roasting refresher with his flail of a whip, was presently up in the air and over.

Curse that Brown, grinned his lordship, as Paxton held back the gate, and Brassey and Beale and Billy Dent all appeared in line, ready to follow Brown. Curse that Brown, repeated his lordship, as Brassey bounded over the bullfinch, adding, as he saw his late flying laps subside, I believe youd ride into a red-hot fiery furnace if Brown went first. Forrard on! screeched he, pointing to the still flying pack with his whip, as if the hunting alone occupied his attention. Forrard on! repeated he, muttering to himself, well take the conceit out of some of you before were done. He then smiled on his fair friend, whose horse lay close on his quarter.

So they passed through Everley fields, over Wick-common, and sunk the hill at the back of Mr Beanlands farm at Wilford. The enclosures now gradually became less, and Dicky Dyke got Billy Brick, the first whip, to the front, as he said, because Brick was handy at opening gates; but, in reality, because the vale fences were bad to break.

Now, said Lord Heartycheer to our fair friend, who still kept gallantly beside him, much to the horror of Hall, who was lobbing behind, his features endangered by the throwing up of his horses head to escape his heavy hand now, said his lordship, if you are afraid of crossing the vale, my man, alluding to Paxton, shall ride you by Wetherfield Mill, and so past Stubwick to Corsham, which seems his point.

Oh, no, replied Angelena, bending forward on her horse, and adjusting her much-splashed habit, I think I can manage it, if theres nothing very frightful.

Theres the Liffey, said his lordship, and its rather full; otherwise the fencing is practicable enough.

Well, I must just go till Im stopped, replied she, thinking it wouldnt do to part company with his lordship if she could help it.

Youre a game one! exclaimed he, spurring on to the now slightly pace-slackening pack.

Angelena! (puff) Angelena! (gasp) Angelena! (wheeze) cried Tom, now running down with perspiration, lets go ho  ho  ho  home. This brute of mines pu  pu  pulling my very ar  ar  arms off.

Oh, never say die! cried Angelena; give him his head  give him his head  hell go quiet enough.

I dare s  s  s  say, replied Tom, still hauling away, and then hell run off with me.

Not a bit of it, exclaimed she, reining in her steed, obedient to Dicky Dykes upraised hand, the hounds having overrun the scent on the Donnington-road, and come to a momentary check. Then head-and-shoulders Brown and Brassey and Beale and Billy Dent, all the ramming cramming cocks, cluster behind Paxton, mopping their brows and relating their feats. A hat in the air from a man on a cornstack quickly breaks up the council, and clapping spurs to his horse, with a slight twang of his horn, Dicky gallops off to the spot  his activity being great when the eyes of England were upon him. Before the hounds reach the stack the galvanic battery of scent arrests their progress, and dropping their stems, they perfectly fly up the adjoining hedgerow.

Across the vale for a hundred! is the cry, followed by certain observations about water, and brandy-and-water being pleasanter.

Told you so, said his lordship to Angelena, as he gathered up his reins.

Room! room! cries Paxton, flourishing his whip, as the over-eager ones, forgetful of their allegiance, press too closely upon the lordly one, and reluctant Tom is again impelled forward by the rude impetuosity of his horse.

Drop your hand, Tom! drop your hand! cries Angelena, eyeing the lathered half-frantic steed, fighting and tearing to free itself from the unwonted oppression of the curb.

Your friend is not much of a horseman, I think, observed his lordship quietly, as they galloped on together.

Not much, replied Angelena, laughing at the figure Tom was cutting, his horses legs going one way and his head another.

Rot this hunting! growled Tom to himself, thinking what a licking he would give the horse if he only had him quietly tied by the head in a stable.

Away they all go up Crowfield-lane, and again brave the enclosures at Marygate, the fox now giving most unequivocal symptoms of crossing the Vale, with little hopes of any alleviation from a heading.

At the end of five minutes pretty easy fencing, Crash! war horse! war horse! Vigilant! is heard at the narrow corner of a field, where flattering hope led the anxious ones to expect there would be a gate, and Dicky Dyke is seen hovering from a high bank into the adjoining enclosure.

Jump wide, cries he, looking back at the great bullrushy ditch included in the performance.

His lordship gathers the black well together, and lands him beautifully on the top. Another instant, and he far outspans the treacherous ground beyond.

Hold hard! exclaims he, pulling his horse round to stop the fair Angelena; but ere the words are out of his mouth, she is coming clean off the bank too. Well done you, shouts he; adding to himself, as he scans her bright eye and unruffled composure, Dash it, old Dicky was right.

A brown horses head, with a whipt strawberry-cream mouth, is now seen bobbing above the bank; presently a pair of black legs are added to the view, and voices are heard exhorting the rider to get on, while others are imprecating him for stopping the way. It is Tom and his horse, at variance still; the horse wanting to be over, Tom wanting to be back. The horse, however, has it. With a deep grunt, for he is nearly pumped out, he lands on the bank, and, as Tom keeps tight hold of his head, both Angelena and Lord Heartycheer, who are looking back, expect to see him down, with Paxton or head-and-shoulders Brown, or some of the field, a-top of him: somehow or other the horse sees the ditch, and with another desperate effort, lands in a clumsy, floundering, sidelong sort of way just beyond it; but Tom, whose seat at best is very uncertain, loses his balance, and, after an ineffectual hug of the neck, drops, sack-like, upon the ground.

I must go back! exclaimed Angelena, turning pale on seeing that her fat man didnt move.

Oh, no! shouted his lordship vehemently; my groom will set him upright. See, hes at him already, continued he, looking back at Paxton throwing himself off his horse and clutching Tom up in his arms.

Sam, the second whip, having caught the horse, joined the group at the same instant; and Paxton, having done all that was needful, left Tom to the attention of Woodcock and Bowman and Ryle and others, who had had enough to awaken their sympathies, and make them glad of an excuse to pull up, especially now that water seemed inevitable. Paxton then remounted his horse and galloped on to his lordship, whom he assured that Tom was nothin the worse  only a little shook  more frightened nor hurt, he thought. And Angelena thought that was very likely the case.

The field was now much reduced; but among those that remained his lordship distinctly recognised the unwelcome features of Brassey and head-and-shoulders Brown.

Forrard on! was still the cry; and looking back, he thought he saw evidence that the pace had told in the diminished stride of their horses. He would give, he didnt know what, for Angelena to beat them. Her horse seemed equal to doing it too.

Yonder he goes! cried his lordship, who had a wonderful knack of viewing foxes yonder he goes! continued he, riding with his hat in the air, showing his venerable white head  an exhilarating sight to gentlemen beginning to flag, though his keen-eyed lordships yonder might be in the next field, or on the next farm, or rounding the base of the distant hill, or even rolling over the summit of it.

On this occasion the yonder was on the bright-green margin of the swiftly-flowing Liffey, on whose banks Reynard was shaking himself after his swim, preparatory to setting his head for the main earths at Thombury Scar, still distant some three or four miles  nothing on paper, but a good way to ride, taking the rough and smooth of the way, and the distance our friends had come, into consideration.

I fear youll get wet, observed his lordship to Angelena, as he eyed Billy Brick dropping from the rugged bank into the smoothly-eddying current, and raising his legs like shafts on either side of his horses neck.

Oh, never mind, replied Angelena, preparing to tuck up her habit and follow.

Stop! cried Dicky Dyke, pulling up to listen, with his hand in the air stop! Theres a bridge just above, and they are running that way.

So saying he wheeled about, and scuttled away as hard as ever his horse could lay legs to the ground; for he rode like a trump when he knew there was nothing in the way.

All the rest had made for the bridge at starting, preferring that the fox should save his life by field than that they should lose theirs by flood; and Paxton had some difficulty in getting them to make way as our fine riders came up.

The shirkers looked savage at Angelena. Head-and-shoulders Brown thought she would be much better at home; Brassey hated to see women out hunting; while Jacky Nalder observed it was pretty clear what she was after. Altogether, they were not complimentary. It is fortunate that people do not hear all the kind things that are said of them in this world.

Just as our party reached the bridge the hounds came bristling out of the fields on to the road, and, from the way old Flourisher feathered down the hedgerow, it almost looked as if the fox had recrossed the water by the bridge. The pause that a highway generally occasions was shortened by Billy Bricks unmistakable view-halloa, which drew Dickys horn from its case and sent him blowing and hurrying, with the pack at his horses heels. Brick had met the fox full in the face and nearly stared him out of countenance, and now stood cap in hand, sweeping it in the direction he had gone. The still stout-running pack dashed at the place, and, taking up the scent, went off nearly mute.

Lord Heartycheer, who had got his second horse in capital order at the bridge, furnished an excuse for Jacky Nalder and another to sit still and say that when second horses appeared, it was time for one-horse men to shut up. It was not a case admitting of delay, for at the pace the hounds were going  all over grass also  if a man didnt buckle to at once, he was hopelessly left in the lurch. Head-and-shoulders Brown and Brassey would fain have declined too, particularly Brassey, whose horses shabby tail was shaking like a pepper-box, had it not been for the hussy in the habit, as he called Angelena. A hammer-and-pincers trot, however, was all they could raise, and most gratefully the noise fell on Lord Heartycheers ear. Theyll soon be hors de combat thought he.

Forrard on! cheered his lordship, rising in his stirrups, and pointing to the still racing pack, as Angelena again stole up beside him: forrard on! repeated he, adding as he looked at the now white-embossed cream colour, thats a gallant little mare, to be sure.

Isnt she? smiled Angelena, patting Lily-of-the-Valleys thin neck.

And a gallant little rider, added his lordship, squeezing Angelenas arm.

He then set himself back in his saddle, and charged a dark bullfinch as if he meant to carry it into the next county. The mare, lying close on his quarter, got Angelena through before it shut up like a rat-trap.

Thats good! cried his lordship, seeing she was safe, without missing the plume from her hat, which the jealous hedge had retained. Thats good, repeated he, hustling and spurring his fresh horse over the springy turf; adding to himself, it is a satisfaction, after being persecuted by those bragging beggars, and their bragging fathers before them, to see them beat  iis-re-putably beat  by a woman! added he, again looking back to where Brown was hitting and holding, and Brassey vociferating, Get out of the way!  get out of the way! and, damn it, let me try!

Try, ay! laughed his lordship, you may try; adding, as he saw Paxtons scarlet coat coming up behind them, I hope hell not be fool enough to help them.

Paxton wasnt fool enough; for, knowing that he was taken out hunting, which he didnt like, solely for the purpose of keeping these people off his lordship, he thought he couldnt do better than let them stay where they were, especially as he would have to take the leap in turn; so dropping his whip-thong as he advanced, he proceeded to pitch into the head-and-shoulders horse, whose master had now dismounted, in hopes of getting him to lead.

While this was going on behind, Billy Brick, who had again appeared in the extraordinary way that whippers-in sometimes do, was suddenly seen capping the now thrown-up hounds in a contrary direction to what they had just been running; and looking out, his lordship saw the fox threading the hedgerow of the next field.

Here he is! cried his lordship, pointing him out to Angelena; and a sod-coped wall being all that intervened between the fox and them, they over it together, just as Frolicsome turned him; and the whole pack, breaking from scent to view, rolled him up amongst them in the middle of a large pasture. Who-hoop! shrieked his lordship, throwing himself off his gallant grey, and diving into the thick of the pack for the prize. Who-hoop! screeched he, in wilder tone, fighting the pack for possession. Whip off his brush, and give them him before those beggars come up, cried he to Billy Brick, who now came to the rescue; which Billy having done, and his lordship having plentifully smeared his delicate white cords with blood, up went the fox, and in an instant his head, now flourished triumphantly by Sorcerer, was all that remained to be seen.

Thats grand! exclaimed his lordship, jumping round in ecstasies to Angelena thats grand! repeated he, seeing the coast was still clear.

By Jove! added he, youve lost your fine feather; what a pity! However, never mind; well put in the brush instead. So saying, his lordship dived into his fine frill shirt  for he was a dandy of the old school  and producing a splendid diamond pin, such as a jeweller would ask at least a hundred for, and perhaps allow five-and-twenty as a favour, and running the brush into the Garibaldi band, pinned it up to the crown with the lustrous trinket.

Now, said he, squeezing her ungloved hand affectionately, you are yourself again; that matches your hat beautifully  wear it on your way home, and keep the pin for my sake. So saying, his lordship kissed her little hand, and remounting his horse, proceeded to parade her back through the country.


CHAPTER XXIV.

MR WOODCOCK, DEALER IN CRIPPLES.
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BUT FOR BOWMAN, Woodcock, Ryle, and others, who felt it incumbent on them to make Tom hurt in order to excuse themselves for pulling up, there is no saying but our hero would have remounted after his fall and attempted to rescue his fair flame from the gallant old Lothario, who was witching her through the country as it were to the music of his hounds. These worthies, however, would not hear of such a thing. They were certain Tom was hurt  couldnt be but hurt. No bones broken, Woodcock thought, but very much shook, he added, as he felt Toms shoulder and collar-bone and arm and elbow, and dived into his fat sides for his ribs. No, the best thing he could do was to go home, they all agreed, and after straining their eyes in the direction of the diminishing field till the hounds disappeared, and the horsemen looked like so many dots dribbling along, they turned their pumped and lathered horses to the grateful influence of the westerly breeze. It was a fine rim, they all agreed, though if the fox reached Bramblewreck Woods, which seemed his point, they had just seen as much as anybody could  nothing but labour and sorrow, tearing up and down the deep rides, pulling their horses legs off in the holding clay; and so they reported to Mr Jollynoggin, the landlord of the Barley Mow, where they pulled up to have a nip of ale apiece, and Jollynoggin swallowing the story with great apparent ease, they proceeded to tell subsequent inquirers they met on the road all, how, and about the run.



Bowman, who was rather near the wind in money matters, and not altogether without hopes of making a successful assault on old Halls coffers, especially if assisted by our enterprising friend, Tom, set-to to ply him with what he thought would be most agreeable to his vanity.. Alluding to the run, he said, Tom certainly deserved better luck, for he had ridden most gallantly, and all things considered, he thought he never saw an awkward horse more neatly handled. This pleased Tom, who, so far from being surprised at his fall, was only astonished he had managed to stick on so long; and not being sufficiently initiated in the mysteries of hunting to appreciate the difference between tumbling off and a fall, he began to think he had done something rather clever than otherwise. In this he was a good deal confirmed by the deferential tone in which Bowman addressed him, and the inquiring way he asked his opinion of his lordships hounds, observing, with a glance at Toms pink, that doubtless he had seen many packs; Tom didnt care to say that this was his first day out with any  any foxhounds, at least  so he contented himself with saying that he didnt think they were much amiss.

This gave Major Ryle an opportunity of launching out against Dicky Thorndyke, who had incurred the majors serious displeasure by sundry excursions after his pretty parlour-maid, whom Dicky was very anxious to entice away into Lord Heartycheers establishment. The major now denounced Dicky as a pottering old muff, and declared that Billy Brick, the first whip, was worth a hundred and fifty of him, either as a horseman, a huntsman, or a man. Bowman, on the other hand, was rather a Thorndyke-ite; for Dicky distinguished him from the ordinary black-coated herd by something between a cap and a bow, and Bowmans vindication of Dicky brought out much good or bad riding and hunting criticism that served our Tom a good turn. Bowman expatiated on the way Dicky rode to save his horse  how he picked his country, avoiding ridge and furrow, deep ground and turnip-fields, never pressing on his hounds even in chase. The major retorted that Dicky was so slow at his fences that it was better to take a fresh place than wait till he was over; which produced a declaration that it was only certain fences he rode slowly at, bidding Ryle observe how Dicky went at places where he thought there was a broad ditch  above all, at brooks with rotten banks  those terrible stoppers in all countries. They then discussed Dickys prowess at timber-jumping, at which even Ryle admitted him to be an adept; but still he came back to the old point that either as a horseman, a huntsman, or a man, Billy Brick was worth a hundred and fifty of him.

The liberal width of the Mountfield road now presenting grass on either side, the heretofore silent Mr Woodcock managed to get our Tom edged off to his side, and pinning him next the fence, essayed to see if he could do anything for himself in a small way. Not that he thought he could accomplish anything at the bank, where it was well known his paper wouldnt fly; but there was no reason why the venerable nag he bestrode might not be advantageously transferred to Toms stud, either in the way of an out-and-out sale, or in that still more hopeful speculation  because admitting of repetition  a swap, with something to boot. This antediluvian had-been was a fine, shapely, racing-like bay, in capital condition; for Woodcock, being a chemist, and a one-horse man to boot, had plenty of time and ingredients for physicking and nursing and coddling the old cripples it was his custom to keep  or rather not to keep longer than he could help. He went altogether upon age; nothing that wasnt past mark of mouth would do for him, though somehow, after they got into his stable, they rejuvenated, and horses that went in nineteen or twenty came out nine or ten. Seasoned horse  nice seasond horse, Woodcock would say, with a knowing jerk of his head, over the counter, to a nibbling greenhorn sounding him about price; that horse should be in Lord Heartycheers stud; no business in my stable  rich mans horse. Why, Sir  Sir John Green gave two hundred and fifty guineas  two hundred and fifty guineas, sir, for that horse. And so he had, very likely, but a long time since.

Woodcock had an acquaintance among grooms through the intervention of valets, he having a brother a valet in a pretty good situation, where he was, of course, improving his opportunity after the usual manner of the brotherhood; and whenever a good-looking nearly worn-out horse was about to be cast he got early intelligence; and competition having about ceased with the extinction of stage-coaches, Woodcock picked up screws very cheap, almost at his own price  ten, fifteen, twenty pounds, perhaps  though this latter price he looked upon as bordering on the fanciful. Twelve or fourteen was about his mark  say three fives and a sov back. That was the price of the valuable animal he now bestrode, who in turn had been a hunter, a racer, a steeple-chaser, and yet condescended to go in a phaeton. Neither his withers nor his quarters, however, discovered any signs of the degrading occupation. Indeed, his teeth were the only real tell-tale feature about him; for though he was weak and washy and tender in the sinews and queer in the feet, still he had all the outward and visible signs of a noble animal, with a fine cock-pheasant-like bloom on his close-lying bay coat. He retained a good deal of the flash and enthusiasm of the chase; indeed, we believe the spirit was willing, though the flesh was weak; and to see him in the excitement of getting away  his ears cocked, his head erect, his tail distended, and his sunken eye still fighting with its former fire  a stranger to him and his master would conceive a very favourable opinion of the animal. Woodcock was a varmint-looking fellow too, dressed in a low-crowned hat, a short brown jacket, stout cords that had seen much service, and boots of so dark a hue as to make it difficult to say where the tops began and the bottoms ended  tops that the deepest-dyed Meltonian would find it difficult to emulate.

Woodcock was a regular once-a-week man, and oftener if he had a customer in view and could get his cripple out. To this end he rode very carefully, always looking out for easy ground and soft footing, and never taking an unnecessary leap unless there was somebody looking  that somebody, of course, being a hoped-for customer. Like all people, however, who cheat in horses, or indeed in anything else  unless they have a large field such as London to practice in  Woodcock had about got through the circle of country flats; and when any one, in reply to the often-put inquiry of Do you know of a horse that could suit me? answered, Yes, Mr Woodcock, the chemist of Fleecyborough, has one, the rejoinder was pretty sure to be No, no; no Woodcocks for me, thankee. Such being Woodcocks position with regard to old stagers, it was doubly incumbent on him to make the most of a new one; and when he heard that the officers at the barracks had sold young Mr Hall a horse, he felt as though he had been defrauded of his rights.

Having, as already stated, got Tom on to the soft on his side of the road, he dropped his reins on his now sweat-dried hunters neck, and with the slightest possible pressure of the leg got him into a striding walk, that looked like action and confidence combined. Thus he kept him about half a length in advance of Tom, playing his arms loosely like a jockey, and ever and anon casting a sheeps eye back to see if Tom was looking. Our friend was not easily attracted, for what with admiring his coat, sticking out his legs to examine his tops, and wondering when his fall-dirtied leathers would dry, coupled with catching at his tripping horses head, he had about as much to do as he could manage. Mr Woodcock, feeling that time was precious, varied the performance by touching his horse with the spur, which caused him to grunt and hoist up behind.

What, hes a kicker is he? asked Tom, giving him a wider berth.

Oh no, sir, no, replied Woodcock, nothin of the sort, sir  nothin of the sort  quietest critter alive.

What was he doing then? asked Tom.

Oh, it was just my ticklin him with the spur, replied Woodcock, doing it again, when up went the hind-quarters as before. Its a trick hed been taught in the racin stable, I think, added he, patting his arch neck.

Racing stables! replied Tom; what, is he a racehorse?

Racehorse!  yes, exclaimed Woodcock. This horse, added he, taking a rein in each hand and staring energetically this horse is thoroughbred  thoroughbred as Eclipse. Hes by Jacob the First, dam Jude by Squirrel, grand-dam Maid of the Mill, the dam of Hearts of Oak and Spinning Jenny by Little Boy Blue, great grand-dam Peppermint by Big John, great great granddam something else, and so on, through an amazing length of imaginary pedigree  a species of weaving at which Mr Woodcock was very handy. Tom Hall sat agape, for he had never heard of a horse with such an ancestry.

This nag could beat anything out to-day, observed Woodcock, now turning himself sideways in his saddle and slapping the horses hard sides. Hes quite a contradiction to the usual prejudice that thoroughbreds are shy of thorn fences; for I really believe he likes them better nor any other  if, indeed, he has a partiality for one more than another  for indeed hes equally good at all sorts. It doesnt make a pennysworth of difference to him what you put him at. Post and rail, in and out, stone walls, banks with blind ditches, brooks, bullfinches with yawners on both sides  all alike to him. Hes the most perfect hunter ever man crossed. So saying, he gave the horse another hearty slap on the side as if in confirmation of what he was saying. Thats not an unlikely-looking nag of yours, observed he, now turning his attention to Toms horse. Ive seen many a worseshaped animal nor that, added he, with a knowing jerk of his head.

No, hes not a bad horse, replied Tom; far from it.

Not zactly the horse for you, praps, continued Woodcock, again reverting to his own at least, I think hes hardly up to your weight; youll ride pretty heavy  thirteen or fourteen stun, praps?

About it, replied Tom, who had no very definite idea on the point.

Ah well, that horse shouldnt carry more nor ten  ten or eleven, at most, continued Woodcock, scrutinising him attentively. Hes a nice, well-girthed, well-ribbed, well-put-together horse, but hes small below the knee, and theres where a hunter should have substance. Hell be givin you an awkward fall some day, said he, drawing a long face, and giving an ominous shake of the head.

Scarcely were the words out of Woodcocks mouth ere the horse struck against a hassocky tuft of grass, and nearly blundered on to his nose. Nothing but the pommel of the saddle saved Tom another roll.

Hold up his head, his tails high enough! exclaimed Major Ryle, as horse and rider floundered along in doubtful result.

Ah, thats just what I expected, sir, observed Woodcock condolingly, as Tom at length got shuffled back into the saddle thats just what I expected, sir. Its a pity  a great pity  for hes a pretty horse  a very pretty horse  but hes not fit to carry you, sir; indeed hes not, sir. Youll have an accident, as sure as fate, sir, if you persist in riding him.

Tom looked frightened.

Id get out of him before he does you an ill turn, observed Woodcock. Think what a thing it would be if he was to brick your neck  you, with your manifold money, messuages, and tenements without end!

Tom did think what a go it would be if such a calamity were to befall him.

Youd have no difficulty in gettin shot of him, continued Woodcock, cause hes a neat, creditable, gentlemanly-lookin horse; but, handsome is that handsome does, is my motto; and it matters little whether you brick your neck off a cow or off Flyin Childers himself, so long as you do brick it.

True, observed Hall, feeling his now much-deranged white Joinville, as if to see that his neck was right.

Woodcock was in hopes of something more encouraging; but after riding on for some time in silence, and seeing they were approaching Major Ryles lion-headed gates, which would probably throw Bowman upon them for the rest of the way, he observed, after a good stare at Halls horse  

I really think that horse of yours might carry me. Hes up to my weight, I should say. Praps you wouldnt have any objection to sellin of him?

Tom, who was most heartily disgusted with his purchase, hadnt the slightest objection to selling him  indeed, would gladly be out of him, even at a trifling sacrifice, though, of course, as a true chip of the old block, he wasnt going to commit himself by saying so.

Oh, replied he, in an easy indifferent sort of way, I wouldnt mind selling him if I could get my price.

Youll praps be wantin a good deal? suggested Woodcock.

Why, I gave a good deal for him; and, of course, one doesnt invest capital without expecting a return  at least we dont at our bank, replied Tom.

True, rejoined Woodcock; but horses are often the ception to the rule  few gents get what they give.

Ah, thats because they want the money, or dont know how to manage matters, replied Tom, who thought himself rather a knowing hand. However, continued he, thinking to do the man whom nobody had ever done, Ill take a hundred and fifty for him, if you know any one wholl give it.

A hundred and fifty  a hundred and fifty, mused Woodcock, sucking his lips, and looking the horse attentively over, apparently not much appalled by the magnitude of the sum. How old is he?

Oh, I spose eight or nine, replied Tom eight or nine  just in his prime  just in his prime  seasoned hunter, you know  seasoned hunter.

Well, I dont say hes not worth it, replied Woodcock obligingly I dont say hes not worth it; indeed, considering what this one cost, alluding to his own, he may be cheap of the money.

This was satisfactory to Tom, and looking as if he hadnt paid too dear for his whistle. Still, Tom did not lead on in the accommodating sort of way that Woodcock could have wished, and our persevering friend had to make all the running himself.

Perhaps you wouldnt mind makin a swap? at length observed he, seeing how near they were getting to the majors gates.

Why, no, I wouldnt, drawled Tom, provided I could get something to suit better  something a little stronger, praps.

That was encouraging, and Woodcock proceeded to follow up his advantage.

How would this do for you, now? asked he, putting the question boldly, as he threw forward his arms, as if to show his perfect confidence in the sure-footed bay.

Tom eyed the horse attentively, looking at him as all men do at their neighbours horses, with a feeling of covetousness  thinking how well he would look upon him.

Is he a good fencer? at length asked he.

Oh, capital fencer, replied Woodcock, sucking and smacking his lips, as if the very thought of his leaping was syrup to him; capital leaper  grand fencer. Didnt you see him clear the hog-backed stile, with the foot-plank over the big rotten ditch, just now, at the back of Willey Rogersons pea-stacks, just after we crossed Mr Cocksfoots hard corn?

Tom had not, being too intent on sticking to his own shopboard to have time to notice the performances of others.

Well, he did, rejoined Mr Woodcock, again sucking his breath he did, and after Brassey and another, too, had refused. Up he came, as cool and collected as possible, and took it like winking.

Indeed! said Hall, who now began to appreciate the difference between an easy and an awkward fencer. Not but that Tom would make any horse awkward, only he did not think so himself. His idea was that the bridle was equally meant to hold on by as the saddle. This horse is a good leaper, observed Tom, thinking it was time he was saying something handsome for his.

Is he? said Woodcock cheerfully, as if quite ready to take Toms word for it; just let us trot on a bit, continued he, and see his action, though in reality he wanted to shoot away from Bowman, who would soon be on their hands, to the serious detriment of a deal.

Tom did as requested, but though his horse had a good deal more go in him than Woodcocks, the latter contrived, by judicious handling, pressing, and feeling, to make his step out in a way that quite outpaced Toms. As Woodcock came to where the strip of grass ran out to nothing on the road, he pulled up, with an apparent effort, though in reality the weakly horse was but too glad to obey the bit, and looking back at Tom, who was still labouring along  the farther he went, the farther he was left behind  Woodcock exclaimed, Well, mine has the foot of yours, at all events, in trotting.

Ra-a-a-ther, ejaculated Tom, pulling and hauling away at his horses mouth, adding, But mine can go when hes fr-r-esh.

Hes done nothing to tire him to-day, observed Woodcock.

Oh, but I rode him to co-o-ver like blazes, observed Tom, still fearing to trust his horse with his head.

This was true, for Lily-of-the-Valley was very impetuous with Angelena at starting, and she had thought it best to let her go, and a smart canter was the consequence.

Well now, shall we have a deal? asked Woodcock briskly, thinking the trot had given his horse a decided advantage over Toms.

What will you give me to boot? asked Tom, determined to begin on the safe side, however he might end.

Give! exclaimed Woodcock, opening wide his mouth and exhibiting an irregular set of tobacco-stained teeth give! repeated he, breaking into a horse-laugh; its what will you give, I should think, replied he.

Suppose we try them at evens? suggested Tom, who in his heart fancied Woodcocks horse, as well on account of his looks as because he seemed easy to ride.

Woodcock shook his head ominously.

They then rode on together for some time in silence, Tom pondering whether he should offer a sum or ask Woodcock to name one; while the wily chemist kept eyeing Toms vacant countenance, and looking over his shoulder to see where he had Bowman.

Well, what will you take? at last asked Tom.

What will I take? repeated Woodcock, sucking away at his lips as if every thought of the horse was luscious what will I take? continued he, as if the idea of price had never entered his mind. Well, said he, Ill tell you in two words  a phrase that generally means anything but what it professes Ill tell you in two words, repeated he. I reckon your horse is not altogether an unsuitable horse for me, though I think hes an unsuitable horse for you. In the fust place, you see, hes under your weight, and there cant be a more grievous, direful, aggravatin fault for a hunter than being under your weight. There cant be a more disastrous lamentable bedevilment than, in the middle of a good run, to find your horse gradually sinkin beneath you, till at last he sticks out his neck with a throat-rattle, and comes to a dead standstill in the middle of a field. What a thing for a gent in a scarlet coat, and all complete as you are, to have to drive his horse home before him, or give a countryman a shillin, or may be eighteenpence, for gettin him into the nearest stable. No, sir, no; take my word for it, if you want to hunt comfortably and creditably, you must have a horse rather over than under your weight; so that, when hounds are apparently slipping away, you may feel that you can take a liberty with him with impunity; or when they are drawin homewards  which they all do, confound them! when the masters not out, which, however, is not often the case with the old cock at the Castle  but, I say, when hounds are drawin homewards, the contrary way, in course, to where you live, you may say, Oh, hang it, Ill go, my horse wants work; or, Hang it, Ill go, this horse never tires, instead of saying, Well, Mr Woodcock, or, Well, Mr Bowman, I spose we must shut up  we must be toddlin homewards; dont do for us to run the risk of bein benighted. So that I may conscientiously say, that a gent like you, with ample means and a bank to back him, doesnt do himself ordinary justice who rides anything but perfect horses  horses that are equal to more than his weight, and can do everything that my lords or anybody elses horse can do, and do it comfortably to the rider, instead of fretting, and fuming, and fighting, and going tail first at his fences, as some aggravatin animals do, instead of fust lookin and then poppin over, as this horse does, our friend patting the bay as if extremely fond of him. Now, continued he, as Tom made no response at this interval, Im not a man wots always runnin down other peoples horses, and praisin of my own  far from it; neither am I a man wot always has the best horse in England under him; on the contrary, Ive been bit as often as most men. But I dont hold with some that, because Ive been bit, Ive to bite others. Oh no! thats not the way  fair dealins a jewel. Id as soon think of sellin a man oxalic acid for Epsom salts, as I would of sellin him a bad horse as a good un  one as I knowd to be bad, howsomever, added he, looking intently at our friend.

Ah well, observed Tom, with a chuck of the chin, thats not the point. The point I want to know is, what youll take to change horses with me?

Ill tell you in two words, rejoined Woodcock again. This horse stands me, one way and another, in a vast of money. I didnt get him a clean out-and-out bargain, you see  so much money down on the nail; but there were a good many pecooliar circumstances attending the purchase of him? In the fust place, the man I got him on owed me a good deal of money, and knowing that he was very near the wind, I thought I had better make a little concession, and get as well out of him as I could. Then, in the second place, there was a long unadjusted account between Mr Monkseaton, the great wholesale chemist in Cripplegate, and myself; and Monkseaton and the late owner  thats to say, Mr Bowers  being first cousins  Bowerss father and Monkseatons mother being brother and sister  it was arranged that Monkseaton, you know, should transfer my debt along with another mans, of the name of Sparks, for which I was jointly liable along with Mr Splinters, the cabinetmaker of Baconfield, into Bowerss name. And then I had a grey horse, called the Little Clipper  you may have heard tell of him  a very remarkable horse for water-jumping. He was by the Big Clipper  a dark chestnut horse, free from white, full fifteen three, on short legs, with immense bone and substance, great muscular power, fine symmetry and temper, perfectly sound, and free from blemish; and I had an old rattle-trap of a dog-cart, that might be worth to a man that wanted one, praps, five pounds; and then Bowers had a cow that had gone wrong in her milkin, and we agreed

Oh, never mind what you agreed, interrupted Tom, seeing the story was likely to be interminable; cant you tell me what youll take to change with me  a clean offhand swap  and sink the cows and the rest of the quadrupeds?

Well, replied Woodcock, Ill tell you what Ill take  Ill tell you what Ill take. Ill take twenty pounds.

Twenty pounds! repeated Tom, who had been speculating on all sorts of sums during Woodcocks exordium.

Its givin of him away, observed Woodcock.

Tom sat silent.

Well, what dye say? at length asked Woodcock.

Ill consider of it, replied Tom, as Fibss aphorism, Buy in haste, repent at leisure, occurred to his mind.

Nay, never think twice about a twenty-pund matter! exclaimed Woodcock.

Buy in haste, repent at leisure, observed Tom sententiously.

Well, replied Woodcock, rather disgusted at having given himself so much trouble, you know best, sir  you know best. Only, if you happen to have an accident with that horse of yours, youll have nobody to blame but yourself.

This observation told upon Tom, who was desperately afraid of breaking his neck, and had all the horrors of horsemanship fresh in his mind.

Ill consider of it, and let you know in a day or two, said he, adding, I dont think its unlikely that I may  but, however, well see.

Well, praps youll let me know by Saturday, at all events? rejoined Woodcock; for Mr Gazebrooke is after him, and is to call on Monday.

I will, said Tom, thinking whether he should clench the matter at once.

Just then Bowman stole up, and the skilful chemist immediately turned the conversation upon some bullocks in the adjoining pasture; and so the trio proceeded on their ways homeward, Woodcock never as much as hinting that Tom and he had been trying to have a deal.


CHAPTER XXV.

COLONEL AND MRS BLUNT DISCUSS PROSPECTS.
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COLONEL BLUNT, THOUGH he liked the looks of the diamond pin, and valued it at fifty pounds, was not so elated at Angelenas success with Lord Heartycheer as her mamma; indeed, he regarded the acquaintance as rather unpropitious. His lordships reputation for gallantry was too notorious, and his adventures too numerous, to admit of a reasonable supposition that such a long career of unbridled libertinism would terminate in a match with his enterprising daughter; while he foresaw that any interruption of the Hall courtship might be prejudicial to the fate of the hundred-pound cheque, which the colonel meant to cash at the first opportunity. He therefore listened with anything but complacency  at all events, with anything but expressions of approbation  to Mrs Blunts recapitulation of Angelenas feats and triumphs; how she had beat the field; how she had delighted Lord Heartycheer with her riding, who had set her as far as the blacksmiths, at the cross-roads at Liphook, and charged her with his best compliments to them, and expressed an ardent hope that they would soon pay him a visit at the castle.

Well, growled the colonel when he heard all that well, his lordships very good  very complimentary; very good house to stay at, and all that sort of thing; but I shouldnt like to have Hall ill-used. Good young man, Hall  no near relation of Solomons, perhaps, but still a good young man, with good prospects; not bad connections either. I wouldnt have her throw Tom over for the chance of a coronet. Coronets are queer things to catch, very queer things. Heartycheers a queer feller, very queer feller. No, I wouldnt have Tom thrown over on any account.

Oh, but theres no occasion for anything of the sort, replied the diplomatic Mrs Blunt; only you know theres nothing settled  definitely settled, at least  with old Mr Hall, and showing a desirable rival might have the effect of quickening their movements.

True, responded the colonel true, there is that to be said  there is that to be said; and, so far as that goes, his lordship may, perhaps, be profitably used; but after all is said and done, I should say Tom was the best, the likeliest chance of the two.

No harm in having two strings to her bow, replied Mrs Blunt, who was used to sending young gentlemen to the right-about.

No, replied the colonel thoughtfully, perhaps not. Only mind the old sayin about two stools, you know.

Oh, theres no fear of her letting Tom slip, observed Mrs Blunt, who had a high opinion of her daughters dexterity in love affairs.

Well, but I wouldnt be too sure, observed the colonel; these young fellows are slippery. I question Hall be over and above pleased at Angey ridin away, and leavin him when he fell.

Perhaps not, replied mamma, who thought her daughter had been rather indiscreet in so doing.

I think Id best go down in the mornin if he doesnt come up here, and inquire how he is, observed the colonel after a pause.

It might be well, rejoined his wife, who lived in perpetual dread of the incursions of her own sex, well knowing that such an unwonted prize as Tom Hall would be fought for even up to the very church door; and so, having settled matters, the colonel waddled off on his heels to the mess, leaving Angelena to entertain her mamma over their tea with the further detail of her hunting adventures, hopes, and aspirations.


CHAPTER XXVI.

TOM THE DAY AFTER.
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WORDS CANNOT DESCRIBE how Tom Hall ached after his hunt; he felt as if every part of his person had been pommelled. He could hardly bear to turn over in bed. Hunting, he thought, was very severe exercise, and what no man ought to take too much of. Indeed, he was not sure that he would be wanting much more of it  very homoeopathic doses, at all events. The consequence of all this was that he had his breakfast in bed, where he lay ruminating over the previous days proceedings, recalling the impetuosity of his horse, the unfeeling desertion of Angelena, and Mr Woodcocks polite offer. Angelena, it is true, occupied the most of his thoughts. He thought she should have turned back, and seen that he had not broken his back, or any of the other compartments of his person; and he could hardly reconcile her conduct to his ideas of lover-like etiquette and deportment. To be sure, in his shillings-worth of the Chase, in Murrays Reading for the Rail, he read how, when Dick Christian went under water in the Whissendine, and one man exclaimed, Hell be drowned! another replied, Shouldnt wonder! but the pace was too good to inquire. But Tom didnt think there was any occasion for Angelena to emulate the indifference of these Leicestershire worthies. Then she was riding his mare too, and ought to have stuck to him instead of to Lord Heartycheer; and considering how fractious the mare had been at starting, Tom would not have been sorry to hear that Angelena had ridden her to death. Just as he was in the midst of a speculation as to whether the colonel would be as good as his word in not presenting the cheque, and wondering whether Trueboy would cash it without referring to him, the whole house shook with the most riotous knocking at the street door  the exact duplicate of the clamour that announced Colonel and Mrs Blunts arrival, to ask Hall and Co. to the earache and stomach-ache. It was, indeed, the colonel, in undress uniform, mounted on one of his elephantine chargers, attended by a soldier on foot, in a shell-jacket  the same man who on the former occasion had enacted the part of a gold-laced-hatted footman behind the mail phaeton. The sound startled every one  from Trueboy, who was weighing sovereigns in the bank, to Sarah the maid, who was making her bed in the garret.

Now take this horse home! roared the colonel at the top of his voice as the pounding ceased; and tell Major Fibs to ride old Cherry as far as the Flaxholme turnpike gate and back, and try if he can fall in with Peter Seive about the oats  those nasty things he sent; tell him I wouldnt have them at no price  not, not even in a gift; and now knock again, continued he, still speaking as loud as he could, adding, The people must be asleep, or dead, or drunk, or somethin, as he stared from his horse up to the windows, from whence sundry cap-strings whisked in sudden perturbation. The soldier made a second assault, if possible more furious than the first, which drew all the street to the windows, and caused Sarah to rush downstairs in a state of agitation bordering on frenzy. Seizing the door handle, she threw wide the portal as if she expected to see Louis Napoleon at least outside.

Well, Jane, and how are you? asked the colonel from his horse, staring full in her face; for she was rather good-looking, and the hurry and excitement had imparted a bloom to her cheeks.

Nicely, thank ye, sir, replied Sarah, dropping a curtsey.

Are your old people  I mean to say, your young gentleman  Mister  Mister Peter, no, not Peter  Joseph  no, not Joseph

Sivin and fours elivin, and five is sixteen  thats a reglar piece of impittance, growled old Hall from the inner recess of his bank. He sat on a high stool at a desk, with his London correspondents (Bullock and Hulkers) letter of that morning before him, containing on a small slip of paper the following memorandum: Our Mr Ferret cannot make out that there is any stock standing in the name you mention, being their answer to our bankers request that they would ascertain what money the colonel had in the funds. Sivin and fours elivin, and five is sixteen  thats a reglar piece of impittance, growled Hall, as the well-known voice sounded through the low bank, and right into the dingy hole he called his parlour. Old people, indeed! muttered he; and then callin

Tummus, Joseph!  knows his names Tummus just as well as I do.

While sivin and four was accompanying the colonels inquiry with the foregoing commentary, Sarah had helped our gallant friend to her young masters Christian name, and also informed him that Mr Thomas was in bed, which produced an exclamation from the father-in-law-to-be that he hoped his young friend was not hurt; and without more ado the colonel proceeded to unpack himself from his miniature dray horse, and handing him to the soldier, without another word of inquiry of Sarah, proceeded to waddle into the house.


CHAPTER XXVII.

ADVICE FROM THE COLONEL.
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MRS HALL BEING busy arranging her domestic affairs in the kitchen  making mince for Christmas pies, if the truth must be known  and sivin-and-four never showing to callers, company callers at least, our friend the colonel had ample time for making a mental inventory of the furniture of their drawing-room, which he did, commencing with the old, well-indented, high-backed chairs, with black horse-hair seats, which he valued at four and sixpence each, going on to the old red merino damask curtains, which he felt a difficulty in putting a price upon, not being able to guess the quantity in the baggy hangings, though he fixed thirty shillings as the value of the round, eagle-topped mirror, and thought the brass fender and fire-irons might fetch five-and-twenty shillings at a sale.

Confound it, said he to himself, what a screw-drivin, skinflintin, usurious appearance everything has in this house; one could almost fancy the walls and crannies filled with coin, and the very ceilin swaggin with the weight of iron chests. What a nasty shabby rug too, continued he, kicking at the corner of a much-worn, drab, worsted-worked rug, with a green cat lapping out of a pink saucer in the middle, considered a perfect triumph of art at the time it was done. The carpet, too,s uncommon mean  a reglar Scot, I do believe, continued he, stooping to examine it, adding, as he eyed the grey drugget above, I wonder whether its covered to keep it clean or to hide the frays?

While the colonel was in the act of turning the drugget back with his foot, Mrs Hall noiselessly entered the room and stood behind him.

Ah! my dear Mrs Brown  I mean, Mrs Buss  thats to say, Mrs Hall  Im so glad to see ye, exclaimed he, seizing her hand Im so glad to see ye you cant think; lookin so well, too  I declare it does one good to see such a buxom body as you. Id just dropt a sixpence, continued he, looking at the disordered drugget; but, however, never mind; let the girl have it  let the girl have it; shell find it when she sweeps the room.

Oh, but well find it, colonel, replied Mrs Hall, preparing to search for it.

Couldnt think of such a thing!  couldnt, by Jove! exclaimed he, raising her up, and backing her towards a roomy arm-chair, into which the lady now subsided.

Well, mum, said the colonel, settling himself into another at her side, Im sorry to hear my young friend Joe  no, not Joe

Tummus, interposed Mrs Hall.

Ah! true, responded the colonel Thomas.  I was thinking of that ugly lad of Tuckers; his names Joe  Joseph, at least  Joseph Tucker, not Tommy Tucker, as I tell him it ought to be  haw, haw, haw. Well, mum, repeated he, Im sorry to hear my young friend Thomas has had a fall out a-huntin, very sorry indeed to hear of it, so is Mrs Blunt and my daughter; couldnt sleep, none of us, for thinkin of it; and they have sent me down with their kindest compliments, and all that sort of thing, to inquire how he is.

Thankee, colonel, thankee, replied Mrs Hall, smoothing her apron. Tummus is  is  very well, I thank you, colonel. He was rather a little fatigued last night, but  but

While all this was going on, Tom, who had been startled with the clamorous knocking at the street door, with infinite labour, for he was both stiff and sore, had managed to lift his legs into his trousers, and excusing his downy chin its usual beard-growing scrape, had made a hasty toilet, in order to catch the colonel before his departure. He now came hobbling, and holding on by the banister, downstairs.

My dear Hall, how are you? exclaimed the colonel, rising from his chair with a desperate effort, like a cow in a lair, as our young friend now opened the door and came shuffling into the room. My dear Hall, how are you? repeated the colonel, advancing, and getting him by both hands, and looking earnestly in his face.

Why, Im  Im rather stiff  sore, thats to say, replied Tom, wriggling and rubbing himself.

Dont wonder at it! exclaimed the colonel at the top of his voice dont wonder at it; enough to make any man stiff and sore; you had a desprate day  desprate day, indeed. Angelena came home all trashed and draggled to death. I was very angry with her for perseverin. Women have no business tearin across country; very well to go and see the hounds throw off, but they should stop as soon as they find  at all events, they should never think of followin when they drop into a quick thing  a burst, in fact. Besides, as I told her, she was ridin your horse, and had no business to take the shine out of her in that way. Indeed, if the mare hadnt been the very best bit of horse-flesh that ever was foaled, she never could have got to the end, for Angelenas no horsewoman, poor thing  not a bit of one. Her mother tells her she has only one fault  that of having far too much money; but I tell her she has another  that of being a very indifferent horsewoman  haw, haw, haw  he, he, he  ho, ho, ho. However, checking his risible faculties, Im deuced glad to see you all safe and sound; falls are nasty things, very nasty things  fall one ever so softly. And how did your horse please you? asked the colonel.

Nastiest beast I ever rode in my life, replied Tom, who, though he had not ridden a great many, could still find fault; nastiest beast I ever rode in my life, repeated he, thinking of the way the brute threw up its head to the danger of his ivories and the detriment of his features.

What, was he fractious or violent, or what? asked the colonel.

Oh, everything that he oughtnt to be, replied Tom. He bored, and he pulled, and he fumed, and he fretted, and he rushed at his fences, and would go his own way. Altogether, I think I never saw such an animal.

Indeed! exclaimed the colonel, with well-feigned astonishment; you surprise me.

He surprised me, I can tell you, replied Tom, for I understood he was a perfect hunter  a horse that I had nothin to do but sit still on.

What a pity! ejaculated Mrs Hall, who feared that her son had been done.

Well, Im sorry for it, observed the colonel after a pause very sorry for it  very sorry indeed. Not that I have anything to reproach myself with in the matter, for if you remember, I by no means encouraged you to think of this horse; but Fibbey will be sorry to hear of it, for he gave himself a good deal of trouble about it, and flattered himself he had mounted you unexceptionally  most unexceptionally. Indeed, I heard him tell old Quittor, the vet., that he thought if he could buy you such another, youd be the best mounted man in the country.

Indeed! shuddered Tom at the thought.

Fact, I assure you, replied the colonel, with a jerk of his bull-head; and Fibbeys reckoned one of the best judges of horse-flesh in her Majestys service. Theres no man whose judgment Id sooner buy a horse on as his.

Perhaps theres a difference between a soldierin horse and a huntin horse, observed Mrs Hall.

Mum, this was a huntin horse, replied the colonel; considered one of the best huntin horses in the Royal Hunt  thats the Queens.

Indeed, replied Mrs Hall, smoothing out her apron again.

Captain Smallbeeres was the horse for you, observed the colonel in the coolest manner possible, just as if the captains horse and the one Tom bought were really different animals instead of being one and the same  the same, at least, except in as far as clipping and squaring the tail made any difference. I always thought Captain Smallbeeres horse was the horse for you, repeated the colonel, scrutinising his expectant son-in-laws vacant countenance, to try if he could discover whether he had any inkling of the deception that had been practised upon him.

He couldnt have suited me worse, replied Tom, lifting one fat leg with difficulty on to the other, adding, I declare I feel just as if I had been possed in a washin- tub.

I dare say you do, replied the colonel; just as if youd been kicked all round about the town.

Precisely so, said Tom, feeling his back.

But thats not all attributable to the horse, observed the colonel; all people are more or less stiff after the first days huntin.

Are they? said Tom, thinking he might perhaps get over it.

Its severe exercise, observed the colonel very severe exercise.

Im sure I cant think what pleasure there is in such work, observed Mrs Hall.

Oh why, mum, its a British amusement, replied the colonel; its a manly sport too, and brings people better acquainted that would otherwise be strangers. Theres no better introduction for a young man of figur and fortin, like your son, than at the cover-side.

But if he breaks his neck? exclaimed Mrs Hall.

Oh, mum, theres no fear of that  none at all, replied Colonel Blunt. Hes made an unlucky hit at first, but thats what almost everybody does. Few people get themselves suited at first; but the worlds very wide, mum, and men with money need never be dismounted  need never ride unsuitable horses.

Tummus gave a great deal for this quadruped, sighed Mrs Hall.

Did he? replied the colonel, pretending not to know did he? Major Fibs never said what he gave, but I presume he would never think of puttin your son on a cheap un. However, though he dont suit Thomas, he may suit some one else, and hes a horse that will be easily disposed of.

Mr Woodcock has offered to change with me, observed Tom, for one of his.

Mr Woodcock  Jemmy Woodcock, replied the colonel; very nice gentleman  deep dog, for all he wears a shallow hat; have nothin to do with him.

Why not? asked Tom.

Biggest rogue goin, replied the colonel; would cheat his own father.

Shockin man! exclaimed Mrs Hall.

Horrid feller, assented the colonel; have nothin to do with him.

He wasnt a bad-like horse, observed Tom, who was rather taken with the animal.

What, a ginger chestnut? asked the colonel.

No; a bay, replied Tom.

A bay, repeated the colonel a bay. Ah, he has got a bay, I believe, now; swapped away the chestnut for it.

Whats the matter with him? asked Tom.

Old as the hills, replied the colonel; teeth as long as my arm, striking out his right fin as he spoke.

Lor, what a curious animal! exclaimed Mrs Hall. It must be very ugly.

Why no, hes not an ugly beast, replied the colonel; but hes passé  done his work, had his day, you know.

Well, but hell be steady, observed Tom.

Steady enough, I dare say, replied the colonel too steady, praps; for hed knock up at the end of five minnits. No; take my advice  or, rather, Sam Slicks advice  my young friend: never buy a crack horse; theyve always done too much.

The discussion was here interrupted by the appearance of Sarah with a couple of bulbous-shaped decanters on a tray, garnished at intervals with biscuits, plain and currant cakes, and saucers of almonds and raisins  being as close an imitation of the tray the colonel set before old Hall the day he called at the barracks as Mrs Halls memory and resources enabled her to extemporise.

And now, while our fat friend is helping himself to the port and sherry and doing the honours of the table in relief of his stiff son-in-law, we will take a peep at the banker as he sits in his little den.


CHAPTER XXVIII.

MR HALL AND THE COLONEL.

[image: img460.jpg]

THOUGH LITTLE ADDICTED to morning callers, and in a general way not at all likely to make an exception in favour of the colonel, the man of money was yet so aggravated at the imposition attempted to be practised upon him by the colonel with regard to his money in the funds, coupled with the unceremonious, not to say impertinent, way he had spoken of him and his wife as old people, that the spirit moved Hall to go upstairs and give the colonel battle on the spot, then and there, as he said.

Sivin and fours elivin, and fours fifteen  Ive half a mind to slip upstairs and see what that great man-mountains about, said he to himself. Sivin and fours elivin, and eight is nineteen  I think I could sound him without lettin out I know its all my eye about his wealth. Sivin and fours elivin, and twenty-five is thirty-six  he must be a very bad man, tellin such wholesale falsehoods in hopes of entrappin our Tummus into marryin his darter. Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-five is fifty-six  its very fortinate Tummus has a father to keep him right, or theres no sayin what such a bad old buffer might get him to do. Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a undrd and ten  I really should like to put the old man to the blush. Sivin and fours elivin, and a undrd and four is a undrd and fifteen  wonder if soldiers ever blush. In ones own house one couldnt get far wrong takin the bull by the horns. Not like the barracks, where he might call out the drummers and fiddlers, and give one a trimmin; but in ones own house there cant be much fear. Sivin and fours elivin, and a undrd and ninety is two undrd and one  Ill risk it, at all events,

So saying, he put the London bankers note saying Ferret the broker did not find any stock in Colonel Blunts name into his desk, and halloaing to Trueboy, the cashier, that he was going upstairs for a few minutes if anybody wanted him, he disappeared through an almost invisible door in the dingy-coloured wall.

Ah, heres little Podgy himself! exclaimed the colonel, setting down the decanter, after helping himself to a second bumper of sherry, as our friend, having noiselessly opened the old-fashioned black door, now stood with it in his hand surveying the scene. Come in, old boy, come in, continued the colonel, in the most patronising way, extending a red-ended fin for the banker to shake.

Your servant, colonel, replied the man of figures with a stiff bow, shying the fist as he made for a seat beside his wife.

Yours, replied the colonel, ducking his bull-head and drinking off his wine.

Well, Tummus, my dear, how are you after your hunt? asked the fond father, surveying his fat son.

Middlin, replied Tom, shuffling about on his seat.

Hard work huntin, observed the father. Cant think what pleasure people can see in such work, observed the banker tearin across fields, now that there are such good roads in all directions. Im sure my highway rate comes to near tenpence in the pund, and one ought to have somethin for that.

Why, as to the matter of huntin, observed the colonel, as he took another turn at the decanter, your good lady and I were just talkin the matter over, and I say that its all very well and proper in moderation  taken medicinally, as I may say, to cure bile, indigestion, and so forth. Nay, as a provocative to appetite, it has some sterlin recommendations. Moreover, as I was tellin your wife, its a good introduction for a young man, and will get him to houses that he mightnt otherwise visit at; and wearin a red coat has its attractions.

Well, but its dangerous, observed old Hall with a stamp of his heel.

That depends upon how you take it, replied the colonel, and what sort of horses you ride. If you ride rips, you are pretty sure to come to grief; if you ride good uns, youll most likely go scot-free all your life, just as old Heartycheer has done. So, with your permission, well drink The Chase, continued he, tossing off his glass, and replenishing it plentifully as before.

The trio then sat silent for a time, the colonel considering what excuse he could frame for taking another glass, old Hall thinking how he should lead up to the question of the Consols.

The spirit moved the colonel to speak first.

Well, and hows your bank? asked he, turning short upon his host.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-one is fifty-two  what an impittant question, mused our friend. Middlin, thankee, colonel, replied the man of wealth, rubbing his finger-nails together.

What! youre not goin smash, are ye? exclaimed the colonel.

Sivin and fours elivin, and fifty-nine is seventy  what a cool hand, thought our friend, fixing his watery grey eyes intently on his interrogator. No, not smash, replied our friend, now fifing away with his forefinger on his chin; not smash,! repeated he with an emphasis; but theres a redundancy of money, and not much employment for it.

Hand a little of it here, then, said the colonel, holding out his great red fist.

Sivin and fours elivin, and twenty-five is thirty-six, and forty is seventy-six  I think Ill get an openin now, mused Hall.

Oh, you dont want money, colonel, replied the banker in a tone of irony you dont want money, colonel.

Dont I? rejoined our friend. You just give me the run of your safe, or whatever you call your moneybox, and see whether or no.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nine is a undrd and ten  the mans forgettin himself, thought Mr Hall; Ill pin him to the pint.

Well, but the dividends are a cornin due, and youll soon be in full feather again, observed he.

Dividends! Rot the dividends! What have I to do with dividends, thinkee? asked the colonel.

Sivin and fours elivin, and a undrd and sivintys a undrd and eighty-one  wot an unconscionable old scoundrel it must be, mused Hall, staring intently in the colonels great apple face. Sivin and fours elivin, and three undrd and forty-one is three undrd and fifty-two  the old rascal told me as plain as he could speak that he was in the funds. Ill put it to him point-blank. Well, but, said Hall, placing a hand on each knee, and speaking slowly and deliberately, as he stared the colonel full in the face, I thought you told me you were in the funds?

Funds, did I? replied the colonel, now suddenly recollecting himself; funds? repeated he, hesitating, and looking redder than usual.

Funds, yes! repeated Hall; that day at the barracks, you remember.

Oh, ax  true, replied the colonel, with an air of sudden enlightenment oh, ar  true, the day we were talkin about settlements, and so on. And so I am, resumed the colonel confidently; in the Consols, at least. We always, not bein up to snuff in your money-changin phraseology, call them Consols, not funds  Consols, or consolations  haw, haw, haw  he, he, he  ho, ho, ho, the colonel attempting to carry his former confusion off with a laugh.

Old Hall, however, was not to be done that way.

Well, then, you are in the funds? observed he, reverting to the point.

Funds, yes  Consols, thats to say  Three per Cents, in fact; not your Bank Stock, or Long Annuities, or Short Annuities, or Spanish Passives, or rubbish of that sort  Consols, repeated he, with an emphasis on the word.

Sivin and fours elivin, and nine is twenty  now I have you, mused Hall. Well, then, that comes to what I said at first, resumed the banker; the dividends are due next month, and youll be full of cash.

No doubt, rejoined the colonel no doubt; flush  very flush, continued he, slapping his thigh.

Sivin and fours elivin, and ninety-nines a undrd and ten  now Ill pin you, mused Hall, looking at his wife, with a sparkle in his eye that as good as said, See how Ill work him.

We can receive your dividends for you here, observed the banker, which may save you trouble.

Can you? exclaimed the colonel, rather taken aback at the trap into which he had fallen. Can you? repeated he; youre very kind  very good; it may be an accommodation, specially if you dont nip too much off for your trouble.

Oh no, replied the banker; well do it at the usual figur  rather under than over.

Ah well, thats kind of you, observed the colonel thats kind of you, adding, Youre not such a Jew as you look.

Therell be the power-of-attomey, of course, observed the banker in an offhand sort of way.

Will there? mused the colonel, thinking it would require a very strong one to raise his stock.

Shall I order one, then? asked the banker.

Why, yes; I think you may, drawled the colonel thoughtfully, chuckling at the idea.

We should require to know the exact amount, observed the banker; praps you could furnish that information as you go through the bank.

I dare say I could, said the colonel; let me see, as the blind man said  twenty thousand bought in thirty-two  no, thirty-three,  Scrapers mortgage paid off in thirty-nine  ten thousand bought in forty somethin, I forget the year  and

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-two is fifty-three, and ninetys a undrd and forty-three  I really wish I maynt have been a-doin the man injustice, mused Hall, as the colonel proceeded with his narration.

The pleasing delusion was, however, speedily dispelled by the colonel exclaiming  

But how will it be? You see the stock dont stand in my name.

Sivin and fours elivin, and a undrd and three is a undrd and fourteen  now hes a-goin to jib, mused Hall; and fourteens a undrd and twenty-eight  told me as plain as he could speak that the money was in his own name  and twenty-fours a undrd and fifty-two  I dont believe he has anything of the sort  a reglar take in  hasnt a rap, I dare say.

I thought you said the stock was in your own name? responded the now bristling banker.

Did I? replied the colonel in a careless tone did I? Then I must have made a mistake. Hang it, youre such a matter-of-fact fellow  one doesnt expect to be swor to the accuracy of every particklar word one utters. If a man says he has fifty or sixty thousand punds, he means to say he has the use of it. It doesnt mean that he has it in his trunk, or in his cupboard; or that he can go and kick it about the country  make ducks and drakes ont, as they say.

Of course not, replied Hall of course not; only when a man  a gent I mean, added he, correcting himself takes on matters o business with men o business, men o business must keep gents right; nothin more, added he apologetically.

Well, true enough, rejoined the colonel, now pretending to be pacified true enough; only one doesnt like to be always talkin by book  always ridin the high stool of rithmetic. Im not one of your learned exemplifications of polite humanity. Im not a man to send to a literary and philosophical society to illustrate a problem on the globes. I dont expect Packinton to send me to negotiate a commercial treaty with the King of the Cannibal Islands, or any other great potentate; but for a question involving high honourable feelin, combined with military etiquette and the tactics of Addiscombe, with the flourish of the Eglinton tournament, though I say it who shouldnt, theres no man more honourably, more creditably, recognised than Lieutenant-Colonel Blunt of her Majestys Regiment of Heavysteed Dragoons, the colonel bowing and striking out his right fin as he finished.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-sivin is fifty-eight  thats all balderdash, mused Hail. I very much doubt his havin anything of the sort. However, Ill at him again, continued he, trying to catch the now winewatching eye of the colonel.

Well, but if we can be of any service in gettin your money down here after its received in London, we shall be very happy, continued the pertinacious banker.

Thankee, said the colonel thankee; praps we may trouble you that way. Only it passes through so many hands before we get it that I dont know it will be much better for yours.

In Chancery, praps? suggested old Hall.

No, not Chancery, replied the colonel, making another attack on the bottle not Chancery, but devilish tight tied up for all that. If my whole regiment had it in the centre, with field-pieces at each side, it couldnt be safer. Dont know how many lawyers there are for trustees, and they make work for themselves and each other in the most marvellous way. Take my advice, my young friend, continued he, addressing our Tom, and never have a lawyer for a trustee.

Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-three is fifty-four  that really looks as if the man has money, mused old Hall, again wavering in his opinion. Sivin and fours elivin, and sivin is eighteen  Ill take another ventur.

Itll be Mrs Blunts money, praps, observed Hall, as its so tight tied up?

Mrs Blunts money it is, rejoined the colonel confidently Mrs Blunts money it is. She has it for fife, and when she damps off, it goes to my daughter.

Sivin and fours elivin, and nines twenty  thats more like the thing, mused Hall.

But youll have a fife interest, too, I spose? observed the banker.

No, I havent, replied the colonel, with an air of indifference; no, I havent, repeated he; goes to my daughter at once.

Sivin and fours elivin, and twentys thirty-one  thats all in favour of her husband, thought Hall. Sivin and fours elivin, and seventeens twenty-eight  been a runaway match, praps, thought he.

Mrs Blunt was an heiress, I presume? observed Hall, addressing the colonel.

Heiress  great heiress, assented the colonel, casting a sheeps eye at the decanter. Another glass, thought he, will just leave this old screw a pint for his dinner. So saying, he proceeded to help himself. Mrs Blunt married me for my looks, said he as he sipped away at its contents. I believe I may say, without vanity, that I was one of the handsomest men in the army. Mrs Blunt took a fancy to me, and I tell her I loved her for what she had; and if shed had twice as much, Id have loved her twice as well the colonel haw, haw, hawing  he, he, heing  ho, ho, hoing  amid exclamations of  

Oh, fie, colonel! I wouldnt have thought that of you! from Mrs Hall.

Well, but, however, I must be off, continued the colonel, not liking the cross-examination to which he had been subjected. Ive paid you a longish mornin visit, but your companys so agreeable (disagreeable, he thought) that theres no tearin oneself away  casting an anxious eye at the sherry, which he would fain have finished. I like you Fleecyboroughites; theres a deal more warmth and cheerability about you than there is about your fine, languishin die-away duchesses, who really seem as if life was a bore to them, and who, if they ask you to dine, give you nothin to eat, and send the footmen to sweep you out with the coffee things, just as you think you are goin to get somethin to drink. But the best friends must part, continued the colonel, setting down his glass, and hoisting himself up with an effort; Ive a deal to do  must go and inspect our corn. That Mister Peter Seive of yours, I fear hes what they call a rogue in grain; hes sent in a lot of forage that would disgrace a poultry-yard. Quartermaster Diddle says he never saw such stuff  never, muttered the colonel to himself, unless it was accompanied by a fat turkey, a haunch of mutton, or somethin of that sort, to make it pass  the proper appendages, in short.

Well, mum, I must bid you good-mornin, continued he, advancing and seizing Mrs Halls retiring hand I must bid you good-mornin mum, shaking it severely.

Good-mornin to you, sir, continued he, turning short round on Hall, waiting to see whether he would be more affable than he was on his entry.

But Hall was not a hand-shaking sort of man at all, at least not without due consideration, which the colonels movements did not allow time for; so with a Your servant, colonel, and an awkward thrust out behind, old Hall saw him pass on to his son.

And now, continued he, addressing our Tom, slipping a little three-cornered highly musked billet-doux into his hand, as he turned his broad back on the old people, Im very glad, indeed, to see you all safe and sound; we really had a very uncomfortable anxious night on your account  fearin all sorts of unpleasantnesses, not to say bedevilments. However, Ill tell them you are all right; and, added he, dropping his voice, if you feel any little inconvenience from the saddle, diachylon plaisters the best thing; get a whole sheet for a shillin at Rhubarb and Surfeits, round the marketplace corner. So saying, the colonel struck out his right fin, and, getting under weigh, hobbled off on his heels, making the old passage and rickety staircase creak with his weight as he descended. Tom, having accompanied his father-in-law to the second landing, where he transferred him to Sarah the maid, now stood eagerly imbibing the contents of the note. The exact words are immaterial; suffice it to say that Tom speedily regained his bedroom, where, having hastily revised his toilet, he set off for Mr Ruddle, the portrait painters.


CHAPTER XXIX.

IN AN ARTISTS STUDIO.
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RUDDLE WAS A great artist, at least in his own estimation. He didnt begin life as an artist, unless, indeed, modelling ornaments for confectioners cakes can be viewed in that light. However, he didnt stay long with the confectioner  one Mr Queencake of Basinghall-street. Mr Queencake had a daughter, Alicia, on whom Ruddle cast a favourable eye, which the master-man resented as a piece of unpardonable impudence. He therefore picked a hole with poor Ruddle about a pan of preserves, and presently got rid of him. Ruddle, being surfeited with sweets  though not of the sweet he wanted  hung about town for some time; but Queencake, being more than a match for him, shifted his daughter from London to Gravesend, and from Gravesend to Margate, and from Margate to Herne Bay, and from Heme Bay back to Basinghall-street, till poor Ruddles finances were exhausted in following her. He then gave up the pursuit, being partly reconciled, perhaps, to his loss by meeting a very elegant young creature, half Dutch, half English, aboard a twopenny steamer.

This was in the heyday of railway times, when everybody with a touch of lamin, as the country-people call it, could get employment either as secretaries or directors, or in surveying or pretending to survey lines, laying down plans, drawing prospectuses, checking estimates, conferring with engineers, down to folding, sealing, and delivering letters; and Ruddle carried on a very brisk trade for a time. He was a director of several imaginary lines, and having married his new inamorata on the strength of his prospects, he set her up a very pretty pea-green and straw-coloured cab phaeton, with a buttony boy to pick up her bag. He adorned himself with rings and brooches, and presented himself with a substantial large tasselled cane. The crash, however, soon after came, and boy and cab phaeton and cane were all swept away, leaving Mr and Mrs Ruddle high and dry on the strand. We meant to be allegorical there, but he really was left in the Strand, that being the locality in which he had established his quarters. He then tried his hand at confectionery, and set up a shop in Mayfair, relying upon Mrs Ruddles charms for attracting attention. Here, to a certain extent, he was right, though whether it was that the charms were so powerful as to take away appetite, or the cakes were so bad as not to be eatable, certain it is that the profits were so small as not to be appreciable; and when the landlord, Mr Grinder, walked in for his rent, Captain Mainchance walked off the charmer, leaving poor Ruddle to put up the shutters. He was, however, now free again, and felt so equal to anything that he didnt know what to turn his hand to. At length he came to Fleecyborough, where he had an uncle, one Mr Stencil, a painter and glazier, with whom, having an unlimited run of the paint-pot, he soon began to vary the monotony of door and window priming and painting, by producing sundry surprising horses and other animals, that drew amazing custom to the public-houses at which they were put up.

The natives commended, nay, were astonished at his performances, and Stencils back-shop became the rendezvous of all the critics and connoisseurs of Fleecyborough, who assembled of an evening to glorify Ruddles performance, and stimulate him to deeds of immortality. We dont know what wasnt predicted of him, and Ruddle, notwithstanding the humiliations to which he had been subjected, being a most thoroughly self-sufficient dog, inhaled their adulation with the air of a professor.

There being nothing in the shape of a man but what is acceptable to some woman or another, Jacky Ruddle, as they called him, was soon besieged by the most exigeante of the fair, which greatly contributed to his self-complacency; and as, first, Miss Catchside, and then Miss Balsam, and next Miss Fairfield, followed by the buxom widow, Mrs Winnington, respectively besieged him, driving the recollection of the frail fair one out of his mind, he began to reduce the impressions they respectively created to canvas, which greatly increased his reputation, and soon caused him to give up sign-painting altogether. The ladies then came trooping to have their portraits painted  some in silk, some in satin; some in wreaths, some in turbans; some with fans, some with bouquets in their hands; but all smiling, and looking very What-do - you - think - of - me - ish. Good, strong, bold, hard-featured, tea-boardy, stiff-ringleted things they were, with just that provoking degree of resemblance that enables a spectator to say, Ah, I suppose thats meant for Miss Nightingale; or, Thats not unlike Mrs Crossfinch. His men, however, were worse, for they generally looked as if they were drunk, and going to be sick. Still, as this was not apparent until they were finished, Ruddle always acquired great credit as they proceeded; and as the roughly-chalked outline gradually advanced into coat, waistcoat, and cravat, with a face above, the fame of the progressing and outstripping-all-other pictures increased. It was not until they were finished and hung up that their defects became fully apparent. Still Ruddle was not dear in his charges  two pound ten for kit-kats, and five pounds for full-lengths, with miniatures on card or ivory at from one pound and upwards, as he ambiguously worded it. Sooner, however, than lose a sitter, Ruddle would take payment in kind  paint a tailor for a coat, an innkeeper for a dozen or two of wine, a butcher for his quarters bill, and so on  a moderation that was all the more commendable, inasmuch as he was without opposition.

The reader will now have the kindness to consider Ruddle as having discarded his painters apron, and taken a first floor in Angel-court, with the privilege of displaying a gilt case full of specimens in Market-street, one of the most frequented thoroughfares in the good town of Fleecy borough. They will also have the kindness to consider us arrived at the period of time when our friend Tom goes to be pinted, in accordance with the oft-repeated recommendation, not to say injunctions, of Angelena.

Ruddle was dividing his time between the fat shoulders of Miss Rumbolde, who had been sitting for her portrait preparatory to her marriage with Mr Muffins, the baker, and a plate of boiled beef and peas-pudding from Tosswells eating-house hard by, when the laboured ascent of our Tom on the uncarpeted staircase caused Ruddle to pause and listen to the sound.

Thats a strange foot, said Ruddle, dashing his long light hair off a moderately high forehead, and taking a hasty glance at himself in a cracked looking-glass, behind a red screen, as he pulled a dirty dickey above a blue-and-white striped Joinville.

Rap, tap, tap, went Tom at the door.

Come in! cried Ruddle, whipping the half-finished plate of beef on to a chair behind the screen, and buckling his loose jean blouse about his waist.

Your humble servant, Mr Hall, said he, with a most reverent salaam.

Yours, replied Tom in an offhand sort of way, looking at the various finished and progressing portraits and artistic lumber scattered around; Ive come to see about being painted.

If you please, sir, replied Ruddle, handing Tom a roomy rush-bottomed chair.

Thankee, Id rather stand, replied Tom, who wasnt at all comfortable after his walk, or rather limp.

A full-length, will you, sir? said Ruddle, jumping to a conclusion.

Oh, I dont know about that, replied Tom; I mean to say, Ill stand while I talk.

If you please, sir, said Ruddle, again bowing very low.

Well, how do you think I should be taken? asked Tom.

Taken, said Ruddle, stroking his imperiald chin, and scrutinising Toms fat vacant face with a laughing blue eye. Taken, repeated he, adding, You have a commanding presence, sir; yes, sir, a very commanding presence. Excuse me for saying of it, but if you hadnt been a rich man, sir, youd have been anything you turnd your attention to  a general, a judge, a rear-admiral, an extraordinary master in the High Court of Chancery  anything, in short. Never saw so finely developed a head  quite a study for the classic authors.

Hem! mused Hall, who was not at all averse to compliments.

Itll do me good to paint such a gent as you, sir, continued Ruddle; yes, sir, it will do me good, sir, repeated he, wondering how much he could charge our hero. This consideration brought him back to the question how he would be taken. You are in my Lord Lavenders Hussars, if I mistake not? observed the polite confectioner; I suppose you will be taken in your uniform, with your horse  your charger  by your side?

W-h-y, I dont know, drawled Tom, thinking of Angelenas injunctions I dont know. I was thinking; of my hunting-dress; how would that do?

Very becoming, sir, observed Ruddle very becoming. Scarlet looks well on canvas. Of course, youd have a favourite horse introduced? added Ruddle, wishing to make the picture as full as possible.

How would it do to paint me jumping a gate? asked Tom.

Very fine attitude, replied Ruddle; very  on a white horse, a la Abraham Cooper, R.A.; respectable artist Abraham  done some goodish things. Or you might have a hunting scene altogether, with hounds and horses all grouped in the centre  such as Grants meet of the Queens stag-hounds on Ascot eath; respectable artist Grant  done some passable things. Landseers not without merit. Indeed, there are some of the London gents who, in particular departments, are not altogether to be despised; the worst of them is, they are not general artists  not universal geniuses. Lee can paint a river, Pickersgill a portrait, Landseer a Scotch terrier, and so on; but they are not men-of-all-work. Put them down here and theyd be lost, totally lost. No; they may do well enough in London, but they wouldnt succeed in the country. Its only real merit that can get on here. Ive no doubt theyd make me President of the Academy if I would go to London, but I wont. Would send them a pictor, praps, if theyd hang it in a proper place; and why shouldnt it be a pictor of you, sir? And that reminds me, sir, of the pint we were discussing, sir  how you should be taken. I really think, sir, a fullish subject, sir, would be the most satisfactory memorial  the most nationally interesting; of course, you would be the centre-piece  the Lord Chesterfield of the pictor; and you might have all your sporting chums around you, one asking you how you are, another admiring your horse, a third offering you a pinch of snuff, a fourth a cigar, a fifth a sugar-plum, and so on; or you might be on foot, like Count DOrsay in Grants pictor, resting on your whip-stick, with a liberal allowance of turned-back wristband; or we might have you going full chivy after the fox, or

How would it do to have me jumping a gate? interrupted Tom.

Nothing could be better, replied Ruddle nothing could be better, or more natural.

It wouldnt be absolutely necessary for me to be jumping a gate in order for you to paint me that way, would it? asked Tom, who had no idea of doing anything of the sort.

Oh, by no means, replied Mr Ruddle by no means; imagination, sir  inspiration will do all that, tapping his forehead with his forefinger.

Well, then, said Tom, who, like his father, always wanted an estimate, what do you think you could do it for?

Do it for  do it for, repeated Ruddle in an offhand sort of way do it for, continued he, looking up at the ceiling. Oh, sir, we shall not quarrel about that, sir  we shall not quarrel about that, sir.

Well, but I should like to know, replied Tom, who knew that that sort of answer generally led to a wrangle I should like to know  to have an idea, at least. I dont mean to tie you to a shillin or two; but still I should like an idea, you know.

Oh, why, said Ruddle. I could either take it at so much per head or so much per dozen, if you chose a full pictor; but the fact is, I dont look so much to the matter of emolument as the credit and renown of painting such a gent as yourself, the obsequious pastrycook bowing as he spoke. Now if you want a grand national work, continued he, again taking up the running, as our friend Tom stood mute, a real, stunning, superlative pictor, that will grace the walls of the Royal Academy, and engrave after, I would say, by all manner of means, have a full one  either a military piece, with your regiment under arms, or marchin with their colours flying and band playing, bringing all the pretty gals to the winders,  or a hound piece  hunting piece, as they call them  with yourself and all the swells of the hunt countin the dogs, or lookin at the fox before they set him off; or you might have it, as I said before, all goin helter-skelter, in a devil-take-the-hindermost sort of way, over hedges, ditches, rails, gates, whatever comes in the way, yourself on a white barb, say, going what they call like a brick; or you might just have a single figure  yourself on a favourite horse, speakin to your servant, or adjustin your stirrup; or, again, you might be in the private individual style  quite plain and genteel  brown coat and a red velvet vest, with a gold curb chain to your watch, like this portrait of Mr Simpkinson, the gent whos a-makin love to Miss Tiler, continued Ruddle, pulling out a kit-kat of a very stiffly-curled gentleman, whose unfinished dress was assuming those colours; or you might be in bottle-green, with a black satin weskit, or an embroidered weskit, or any sort of weskit. In fact, I feel, sir, that I could produce a great work, sir  a very great work, continued Ruddle, eyeing Tom intently a work that would adorn the walls of the Royal Academy, and transmit our names to a grateful posterity. I feel that I could take the shine out of all those conceited A.s and R.A.s, who think theres nobody like them. I feel, sir, that in painting you, sir, I could combine the expression of Raphael with the fire of Michael Angelo and the warmth of Titian, and put Reynolds and Lawrence and all of the modems to the blush, friend Ruddle fairly blowing himself with the sublimity of this last effort, and now standing balancing the portrait of Mr Simpkinson on one corner, as if he was going to spin it.

Well, said Tom, as the delicacy of Simpkinsons position recalled the peculiarities of his own and the injunctions of Angelena, I think Ill be taken on horseback, leapin a gate.

A full pictor, thats to say, rejoined Mr Ruddle, making a last effort to get a good order a full pictor, yourself leadin, the rest followin?

No, just myself, replied Tom, not seeing the fun of immortalising Woodcock, head-and-shoulders Brown, or any of the Fleecyborough worthies who might desire it no, just myself, repeated he firmly.

Im afraid it would hardly make what I call a historical subject, replied Ruddle, staring intently in Toms face, without some adjuncts  horses or dogs, or somethin to show you are huntin.

Well, but my red coat will show that, replied Tom.

True, assented Ruddle, biting his lips; practically speakin, it will, but, artistically speakin, it will not. You see, you may be what they call larkin  cuttin across country for fun. There should be a few hounds or somethin introduced to show the real nature of your profession, your occupation, or calling.

Well, replied Tom after a pause, as far as a couple of hounds or so go, I wouldnt mind, but I cant stand  I mean to say, I dont want a full picture; the fact is, continued he, dropping his voice, its for a lady.

I twig, replied Ruddle with a wink of his eye.

Youll not mention it, of course, observed Hall.

Mums the word with me, rejoined Ruddle, sealing his lips with his forefinger.

You must do your best, observed Tom.

Ill surpass myself, if possible, asserted Ruddle. Ill throw Lawrence and Reynolds, and Watson Gordon and Grant, and all the incompetents far, far in the shade, Ruddle holding up his dirty right hand as if they were all flying before him.

And what will it be? again asked Tom.

Oh  why, sir  if its for a lady, sir, the lady, sir, shall set the price, sir.

Hem! mused Hall, wondering how that would cut.

Im a-doin a gent on those terms already, observed Ruddle, diving behind the red screen and producing a portrait of little Jug  Jug in full-dress uniform, a richly gold-laced coat, with kerseymere shorts and white silk stockings.

That was a sickener for Tom. There was no mistaking the little pig-eyed, spindle-shanked comet any more than there was who he was getting pinted for.

This is the gent  the right honourable gent  thats a-courtin the great heiress at the barracks, observed Ruddle, dusting Jug over with a bandana, and biting his lips as he suddenly recollected to have heard that young Mr Hall was doing the same.

Tom glanced an angry glance at his detested rival, and telling Ruddle he would call again to arrange a sitting, rolled off downstairs, shaking his head and muttering something about Cats-paw,

Not stand it,

Too old to be done, and so on.

Having purchased a sheet of diachylon plaister  as a first step, we presume, towards a sitting  he returned home, when his thoughts were suddenly diverted by the receipt of a smart-sealed note, headed with an embossed hare hunt, inviting him to partake of the pleasures of a puss hunt with the well-known Major Guineafowles harriers  a character to whom we shall have great pleasure in introducing our readers.


CHAPTER XXX.

CHIEFLY BIOGRAPHICAL.
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MAJOR GUINEAFOWLE WAS a great man  a very great man; indeed, most of our characters are great men somehow or another. The major, however, was a great man in a small compass; and here we may remark on the admirable dispensations of Providence, that whenever a man is troubled with an extra deal of consequence, it is generally put into a small body. But for this the world could never get along. All the roads and thoroughfares would be stopped and choked if great, gigantic lifeguardsmen fellows went strutting and fuming about like the little bantam-cocks of creation. But to the major. Though it would be difficult to say on what particular point our little great man was greatest, there were few upon which he was greater than that of being a master of hounds five-and-twenty years master of hounds, without a subscription, as he emphatically adds, puffing out his cheeks, and diving into his pockets. And, certainly, five-and-twenty years master of hounds, without a subscription, sounds well in these poverty-stricken, money-scraping times. Five-and-twenty years master of hounds, without a subscription, shows that a man is a keen, steady-going sportsman, clearly above the wants and exigencies of this most necessitous world. When, in addition, a family man  a grown-up family man, too  a double-barrelled family man, indeed, dispenses with a subscription, there is every reason to think that, in the language of servitude, money is no object. So it was with Major Guineafowle.

He had buried his first wife, who, though quite a suitable match for him at the time he married her (he having then recently failed as a wine merchant, and set up as an auctioneer at Tewkesbury), was, perhaps, rather below the advanced position he subsequently attained by the unexpected, descent of the Carol Hill Green estate, in Mangelwurzelshire, which also obtained for him the majority of the militia  an honour that very materially added to his consequence, Major Guineafowle, Master of Hounds, of Carol Hill Green, sounding much better than Mr Guineafowle, auctioneer and appraiser, High-street, Tewkesbury. His dear wife having left him three daughters, all fair, rather reddish-haired girls  Mrs Guineafowle being white and our major rather gingery,  and our friend being then quite in the morning of life, as the quack doctors say, resolved to send the girls to school, and in due time to have another venture in the lucky-bag  passing for a bachelor or otherwise, as circumstances might favour. Accordingly he placed the girls at the elegant Miss Birchtwigs seminary for a select number of pupils, at Maida Hall, London, where, for fifty guineas per annum, and about as much more for extras, with three months payment always in advance, they were to be taught everything; and while Miss Birchtwig was fulfilling her part of the contract, the major mounted a dead gold button with a great border, and the letters C.H.G.H. (Carol Hill Green Hunt) in bright, on a green cut-away coat, with a buff vest, and proceeded to disport himself at the watering-places. Like a wise man, he did not take a servant from home with him, but picked up the first likely-looking one he fell in with, when, arraying him in his livery  green and gold  with a cockade in his hat, he gave him such a dose of his consequence moy hounds, and moy horses, and moy country, and moy regiment  and so on, that the man was glad of a let-off at the saddlers, blacksmiths, and other importance-propagating places. The result was that the major very soon grew into consequence, and wherever he went he was always pointed out by those who take a pleasure in the sports of the field, and indeed by some who do not, but who like to be thought knowing, as the great Major Guineafowle, the master of hounds, or the great Major Guineafowle, the gent who hunted Mangelwurzelshire. The major, too, used to aid the delusion and gratify his own curiosity by lounging into the shops, under pretence of buying a knot of whipcord, a set of spur-leathers, or some trifle of that sort, when he would worm out all the secrets of everybody and everybodys establishment  how many daughters Mrs Longhead had, whether there were any sons, why Mrs Meggison didnt live with her husband, what Mrs Winship gave her coachman, and how many suits Miss OFlahertys footman had. The wages of everybody, too, he knew; and altogether there was scarcely anything that didnt seem to be worth the majors cognisance. The curiosity, however, was not all on his side, for many were the questions raised and observations made upon our sportingly dressed, consequential little cock. Mrs Mantrappe thought it a pity he should be so devoted to hunting; Mrs Mouser heard he was very rich; Mrs Soberfield supposed he was a great catch; while Jack Lawless asserted that he had the finest pack of hounds in the world.

Thus our bachelor-widower friend passed about from watering-place to bathing-place, and from bathing-place back to watering-place, always as the great Major Guineafowle, always talking about moy hounds, and moy horses, and moy huntsman, but always keeping his weather-eye open for an heiress or a widow. Several good finds he had, and several smart bursts he ran, always, however, ending in trouble and disappointment. The inquisitive ferreting women invariably turned up the daughters, and then all the big talk about moy hounds, and moy horses, and moy huntsman, went for nothing. Mrs Doublefile, who, while he passed for a bachelor, didnt think him a day too old for their Sarah Jane, then discovered that he was a nasty made-up old fellow, who she wouldnt let her daughter think of on any account. Mrs Grinner, who had hounded her daughter on with all the vehemence of a petticoat, then pirouetted, and said, It would be a pretty thing for her beautiful Bridget to go and tackle with a nasty, ugly, old fogey-like Guineafowle, with a ready-made family. The major had been so often repulsed that he began to lose heart, especially as he felt that each fresh defeat only increased his difficulties, womens tongues, as he said, being bad to muzzle. He almost began to wish he had gone on the honest tack.

At length the famous Rumbleford Wells befriended him. To it there came, just as the major had inflated himself to his fullest extent and mastered everybodys affairs in the place  what Colonel Filer gave his coachman, what Mr Gobleton his cook, and why Miss Mantles maid was leaving  to it there came, we say, just as the major was thinking of packing up his portmanteau and going, the once capital but then slightly waning beauty, Miss Longmaide, with her fortune of sixty thousand pounds.

Miss Longmaide had overstood her market, and would gladly have recalled some of the earlier suitors whom, in the arrogance of youthful beauty, she had rejected. Her serenity was at this time more than usually ruffled by the last of these  the charming Captain Balmeybucke of the Royal Gentle Zephyrs, having come in for a large fortune, and married the dear confidante who strongly advised Miss Longmaide not to have him. Under such circumstances a woman is very pregnable, and the major was just the man for the occasion. He was in the Imperial Hotel yard as her green travelling chariot came jingling in (for this, of course, was before railway times), and soon learnt, through the usual course of hotel communication, all, how, and about her. He paused and drew breath as he pondered on the vastness of her wealth  sixty thousand pounds  sixty, not fifty, which made it look more real  but he presently recovered his equanimity, and felt he was equal to it whatever it was. He thought it seemed the very thing. Here was a lady no longer in her première jeunesse  a lady too, apparently, all in her own disposal, without being environed by troublesome busybodies whose sole object seemed to be the suppression of matrimony. The major had undergone much persecution, and seen much service in the wars of Cupid  more than he was ever likely to see in the militia, if he lived to be a thousand. He determined, however, to have another coup  the last  the very last, as he always said when he buckled on his armour. He therefore altered his plans, and took his lodgings on for another week.

This being in the days of bags, when every lady carried one, there was never any difficulty about an introduction, a lady having nothing to do but drop her bag in the library, or other approved lounge, when down would go the gentleman for it. Sometimes a couple would cannon with their heads, which made it all the more interesting. On this occasion, however, the major had it all to himself. Miss Longmaide visited Creamlaid and Satinwoves library at an earlier hour than the beau monde frequented it, and found the major busy as usual with the Morning Post, reading the fashionable parties, the Duchess of So-and-Sos; stud sales Messrs Tattersall will, &c., the entire stud of Mr Doneup, who is declining hunting  and so on. She had marked the little man from her window; indeed, had met him strutting in the street the day before, when, though she thought him a queerish-looking, cods-head-and-shoulders httle man, still the glowing account her maid gave of his worth and his wealth, his hounds, and his horses  above all, of his exalted position, made her look complacently on him, instead of eyes right-ing as she passed.

Moreover, Miss Longmaide was tall and stately, and the major little, which, perhaps, made them incline to each other. She now came rustling into the library, extremely well got up in a close-fitting black satin dress and a white chip bonnet with a graceful white feather reclining over the left side. There being a couple of steps up to the library door, and this being before the nasty draggle-tail days, she slightly raised her dress as she ascended, showing very symmetrical bien chaussé feet and ankles. She passed her lavender-colour gloved hand down her Madonna-like dressed hair, and in lowering her arm dropped her bespangled reticule at the little majors feet. Old Flexible Back, as they called him, from his great bowing capabilities, pounced upon it like a hawk, and in an instant was restoring it, with a profusion of grimaces, to the smiling beaming-eyed owner. They then struck up an acquaintance; and watering-place courtships always proceeding with railway rapidity, at the end of a week  during which time the major plied her well with moy horses, and moy kennels, and moy hounds kept without a subscription  Miss Longmaide, whose Bath and Cheltenham experience had made her familiar with the Duke of Beauforts and Lord Fitzhardinges establishments, concluded he must be very rich; and having her affections well in hand, despairing of ever supplying the place of the elegant charmer she had lost, she thought might just as well share the honours and attentions that our major represented were so freely lavished on himself. Indeed, we believe the gallant officer and liberal sportsman might have brought the affair to an earlier termination, had he not thought it prudent  due to himself, as he said  to get his lawyers, Keenhand and Blunderby of Tokenhouse-yard, to cast their eyes over the will of the late Marmaduke Longmaide of Slumpington Grove, in the county of Somerset, under whom she claimed. These worthies, who did all the majors amatory business gratis, on the understanding that they were to have his settlement when he married again  a chance that they thought rather long in coming  reported that Marmaduke had died seised and possessed of several capital estates  to wit, of Slumpington and Squashington, in the county of Somerset; Scratchington, in the county of Salop; and Rushington, in the county of Kent; together with a colliery or coal-mine near Leeds, in the county of York  all of which he devised to trustees in trust for his daughters, Blanch, Clementina, Rosamund, and Priscilla, our fair lady, in equal shares and proportions. They further reported that, with regard to the Slumpington and Squashington estates, their client, Mr Heavybille of Glastonbury, knew them well, and reported that they were not only very large, but capable of great improvement  an assertion that may be safely hazarded of three-fourths of the estates in the kingdom; and altogether Keenhand and Blunderby, though they didnt advise, thought it very promising.

The major turned the thing quickly over with his mental hay-rake, and though he felt it would have been better, more satisfactory, if the excellent Marmaduke had had his money in the funds, so that it might have been seen at a glance what each daughter was worth, yet when he came to reflect on the honours of land-ownership, with the perils and dangers of protracted courtships, the repulses he had suffered  repulses more galling and humiliating than anything Sir Harry Smith has since encountered at the Cape  he thought it wouldnt do to haggle about it. In this view he was confirmed by recalling the particulars of the mishaps of some of his former adventures  how Miss Willowtree had jilted him at the last moment in favour of the captain of Heavy Dragoons, because, she said, he had been too inquisitive about her fortune, and she didnt want any man to marry her for her money; how the rich widow, Mrs Quickly, would have taken him offhand if he had only had the courage to close with her at once, instead of waiting to ascertain the value of her Bridgewater Canal shares, thereby affording time for her too assiduous friends to find out about his daughters. Worse than all, he thought with horror of the long lawyers bill that accompanied the return of his proposals for a marriage with the eldest daughter of Mr Buttemail, the retired cheesemonger, whom the major thought would only have been too glad to have a gentleman of his calibre  a major and a master of hounds  for a son-in-law. These and many more mortifications flashed across his mind as he sat before the mirror making his morning toilet, taking an alternate scrape of his chin and a glance at Keenhand and Blunderbys letter. He remarked with a sigh that his once gingery whiskers were getting rather grey, and the roof of his round head was not so well thatched as it used to be; that Times graver was biting furrowing lines deep in his once fat face; while Backstrap, the trouser-maker, had asked permission to pass the measure round his waist the last order he gave him  clearly intimating that he thought he was getting wyther stout.

The consequence of all this meditation and experience was that the major determined to risk it; and making an elaborate toilet  a cream-coloured cravat, whose diamond-pattemd tie was secured with a gold pointer pin, a step-collard canary-coloured kerseymere vest, with a new light-green cut-away with velvet collar and moy hunt buttons, above fawn-coloured doeskin trousers and patent leather boots, his whiskers well trimmed, so as to show as much ginger and as little grey as possible, and his hair brushed out to the greatest advantage, he stuck his punt-hat jauntily on one side, and sluicing his blue birds-eye kerchief with lavender-water, he drew on a white doeskin glove, and, whisking the other in his right hand, set off on his sixteenth crusade.

Arrived at the Imperial Hotel, he was received by Timothy Tenpence, the head waiter, who, with a profusion of bows marked respect, as the major said  passed him on to Miss Longmaides pretty maid, Emma Springfield, into whose little hand the major, with admirable tact and judgment, at an early day had managed, with no great difficulty perhaps, to insinuate a sovereign; and Emma had made it her business to ply her mistress with all the pleasant importance-giving stories she could raise relative to our gallant master of hounds.

Emma smiled as she saw how smart the major was, knowing full well what was coming; indeed, she thought him rather slow, and had lost half a dozen kisses to Aiderman Portsokens gentleman, whose master was staying in the house, that Old Ginger Heckle, as they called the major, would offer on the Tuesday, this being Thursday. However, the kisses were neither here nor there; so with an arch smile, as she answered the majors observation about the weather  asking if her mistress was at home being now quite out of the question  she ushered him into the sitting-room, where the fair lady was already arranged with her company work to receive him. Emma then withdrew; and passing gently into the adjoining bedroom, which was only separated from the sitting-room by folding doors, with the aid of the keyhole, she saw and heard everything, just as well as if she had been in the room.

He commenced with that steady old friend to stupidity, the weather, expatiating on its favourableness to agricultural purposes, which led him to hope for an early harvest, which would enable him to begin hunting early, which was very desirable for masters of hounds, as it enabled them to get their packs in good order before the great influx of sportsmen arrived, who were sometimes rather unreasonable in their expectations, and did not make allowance for the difficulties masters had to contend with. Indeed, he sometimes wondered that gentlemen could be found willing to make the great pecuniary and other sacrifices necessary for their maintenance, for nobody knew what keeping hounds was but those who tried; that Lord Petres observation to Delmé Ratcliffe, that a master of hounds would never have his hand out of his pocket, and must always have a guinea in it, was most correct; and so he went maundering on, the fair lady contrasting his matter-of-fact egotism with the impassioned languishings of Captain Balmeybucke, who worshipped her eyes, and worshipped her nose, and worshipped her lips, and worshipped her teeth, and worshipped her hand, and worshipped her feet, and worshipped everything belonging to her.

Indeed, the gallant master of hounds dwelt so long on the scent that Emma Springfield began to wish he might get done before the servants dinner-bell rang, and she couldnt help wondering her mistress didnt give him a lift. Emma was a dashing little girl with her own suitors, and always brought them to book within the third day. However, the major went towl  towl  towling on, never, as he would say, with a burning, but still with a good holding scent, but making apparently very little progress. At length the lady, looking up from the broad-bordered kerchief she was hemming, touched a chord to which the majors heart responded. Gentle reader, that word was  TURNIPS!

A gardeners waggon was passing with a load, and Miss Longmaide observed on its height. The major went off at a tangent. He grew turnips, the finest in the country; indeed, whatever he did, or had, or grew, or bought, was always the best, the very best, far better than anybody elses. He grew turnips, the finest, the very finest in the country; nobody could hold a candle to him in that line. He had some beautiful turnip-land at Carol Hill Green, worth three-pound-ten an acre of anybodys money. Three-pound-ten an acre, he repeated, sucking his breath, as if he were kissing the land. Indeed, if Emmas eye hadnt been to the door, shed have thought he was kissing her mistress. However, that was shortly to come. From the merits of the turnip-land the major proceeded to expatiate on the beauties of his place, Carol Hill Green: its lovely situation, its splendid avenue of ancient elms, its healthy climate, its glassy lake, its conservatories, its pleasure-grounds, its mossy slopes and purling brook  topics much more interesting and intelligible to the fair lady than either hounds or turnips. She therefore chimed in with the subject, getting up a good cry, asking many particulars about the roses, of which the major assured her he had every sort under the sun, feeling confident he could get them at short notice should circumstances favour their requirement. From the roses, the lady led him with considerable adroitness to enter upon a description of the gardens of the neighbouring gentry; whence she speedily diverged to their houses, and was assured by the major that he had the run of them all  could do what he liked with the owners of every one of them, all of whom looked up to him with the greatest respect, and arranged their parties in the winter to suit the meets of his hounds. Altogether he made himself out to be a very great man, and Miss Longmaide, being heartily tired of single blessedness, and despairing of ever cobbling up her feelings to what they were before the Balmeybucke catastrophe, decided that she might just as well invest herself with our consequential friend, and receive whatever honours and attentions he could spare from himself. She therefore encouraged him to proceed, helping him on just as he would his hounds with a failing scent.

Miss Longmaide, who had had nearly as much experience in matrimonial matters as the major, hung her head when he came to what the old Chancery lawyers used to call the charging part, but, being a bad hand at blushing, she gave her chair a slight wheel, so as to get her back to the light, when, clearing her sweet voice with a prefatory hem, she proceeded to recapitulate her acknowledgments of the compliment the major had paid her, punctuating them with hems and coughs. It was, indeed, so unexpected that it had taken her quite by surprise. Though their acquaintance had only been of short duration, she might admit  candidly state, perhaps  that he was not indifferent to her; whereupon she attempted to conceal her face in the company-kerchief, which the gallant major resisting, a slight scuffle ensued; whereupon Emma, rising from her knees, with a mental ejaculation of Wot a couple of old fools! proceeded to tell all she had seen downstairs, and in less than an hour the news was all over the town.

The proceedings, however, did not terminate with what Emma saw, for Miss Longmaide, having had several most promising offers, most undeniable proposals, all of which melted like snow before the fiery search of the two scrutinising lawyers, although the turnips and mastership of hounds inspired her with considerable confidence in this case, still she thought it would be well to get some more definite ideas of the majors circumstances, were it only to enable her to make the most of him on the fine-scented, rose-coloured note-paper she had already prepared to write to her friends upon. After the first transports of joy were over, and little Flexible Back had again subsided in his seat, now drawn close to our fair friends, she began, in a very pretty simpering way, to banter him on his boldness in engaging with a lady he knew nothing about, intimating that she thought it only fair to give him such information as she could supply without the aid of her lawyers, Messrs Roaster and Pinner, to whom she begged to refer him for the remainder. But the gallant major, knowing full well that if he went to Roaster and Pinners they would not only roast and pin him as to his own affairs, but very likely give him the sack into the bargain, protested most vehemently against such a proceeding, vowing that he didnt care a farthing about money; that hed be too happy to take her without a copper; that he was above all mercenary considerations, as might be inferred from the fact of his keeping a pack of hounds without a subscription; and he went on at such a rate that Emma, who had now returned to her post, declared she never heard such a man, and expressed her belief that he could talk a table off its legs. Miss Longmaide remonstrated, but the major was staunch. He would have nothing to do with Roaster and Pinner, or any confounded parchment-faced lawyer, who, he said, were fit for nothing but spoiling sport, adding that he would like to rub half of them over with aniseed, and run them down with his hounds. To be sure, when he had driven Miss Longmaide off the lawyer line, as he thought, and got calmed down a little, he showed a disposition to exchange Carol Hill Green information for that appertaining to her property; but hed have no pen, ink, and paper work  no schedules, no rent-rolls, no balance-sheets, no bankers books. It should be the very soul and essence of honour and confidence on both sides.

So he kept steadily to this point, urging on the match with the greatest importunity, and refreshing the little maid with another sovereign. Circumstances favoured our friend. Miss Longmaide attributed the loss of the divine Captain Balmeybucke a good deal to the interference of her over-zealous friends, who persuaded her that the contingency which had since arisen was one of those remote possibilities it would never do to marry upon; and she began to suspect that her friends, as they called themselves, were leagued together to prevent her marrying, in order that they might share her money among them. The idea of this she couldnt endure; and though the gallant major was as unlike any of her former lovers as anything could possibly be, still she believed him to be a worthy, warm-hearted, disinterested man, most ardently attached to her, and with whom she made no doubt she could live in comfort and respectability. So she faltered yes to the major, and further yielded to his urgent solicitations of an immediate marriage. Another sovereign to the maid overcame all difficulty about dresses, and Rumbleford Wells rose in repute by the match.

Great was the day when the little major, in the full uniform of the Mangelwurzelshire Militia, strutted up the flags of St Brides Church, looking so arrogantly bumptious that if he hadnt been going to be tamed by matrimony, he ought to have been taken before a justice and bound over to keep the peace. He strutted, and sidled, and fumed, like a turkey-cock at the sight of a red coat. But if he went in great, how much greater did he come out! with the tall, elegant, Italian-complexioned angel leaning on his arm, thinking, perhaps, of some one far different to the pocket Adonis who now guided her steps; while amidst the merry peal of the bells, the shouts of the populace, and the silvery showers of the shillings, the little major hugged himself with his astonishing Waterloo-like victory. He had, indeed, accomplished wonders, and felt revenged for all the slights and snubbings of former times. So hooray! for Rouge and Noir, as Miss Jaundice called the happy couple, as they stepped into their travelling carriage and four. Crack go the whips, round go the wheels, and back the white favours stream.

What a pity to leave such a charming theme, to return to the dull realities of life! However, we must do it.

We are free to admit that there was a little disappointment on the part of the lady when she arrived at Carol Hill Green, for instead of approaching through a long avenue of venerable elms, as the bridegroom represented, the chaise suddenly stopped ere she was fully aware they had entered the grounds, the dozen or two trees, of which the straight avenue was composed, being all passed; neither was the mansion very imposing. Indeed, had it not been for the determined stop of the carriage, she would have thought the tidy, little, whitewashed house they stood before was the lodge. However, like a wise woman, she kept her opinions to herself, feeling, perhaps, that the disappointment would be reciprocal when the major came to find how the colliery or coal-mine near Leeds, in the county of York, kept down the rents of the Slumpington and Squashington estates in the county of Somerset, of Scratchington in the county of Salop, and of Rushington in the county of Kent.

The existence of the daughters was an after-find, and perhaps our readers will allow us to dispose of that discovery as one of those catastrophes that are more easily imagined than described. Still there was the consequence of the hounds to console the lady; and perhaps our sporting friends will do us the favour of accompanying us to the kennel. Kennel, did we say? There was no kennel  only an old root-house, with a bench in it. The following was the rise and progress of moy establishment:  

When Carol Hill Green descended on the auctioneer there was then in the neighbourhood a small trencherfed pack, called the Jolly Rummagers, from the independent way they scrimmaged over everybodys land, and which had got into sad disrepute, as well for their trespasses as for their propensity to mutton. In fact, they were under sentence of capital punishment, when it occurred to the butchers, bakers, publicans, beershop-keepers, and people they belonged to that it would be a good thing if they could get the major (then Mr Guinea-fowle) to head them, which would give them respectability and greater liberty over the land. Accordingly they waited upon our friend, and represented to him the great advantage these hounds were of to the country in a public (house) point of view; expatiated on their anxiety to promote the sports and amusements of the people, than which there could be nothing more legitimate or more truly national than the noble pastime of the chase; and they concluded by informing our friend that if he would only consent to lend them his name  let the hounds be called his, in fact  they would indemnify him against all costs, charges, damages, and expenses whatsoever. Honour on such easy terms not falling to the lot of man every day, the auctioneer, after due consideration, acceded to their proposal, and forthwith the hounds became his. He then struck the fine gilt button, and established a uniform  green, with a red waistcoat and white breeches,  and proceeded to qualify for his high office by reading all the books he could borrow on the subject.

Before taxing time, however, came round most of the worthies had vanished, and our friend was left sole master of the establishment. They were now Mr Guineafowles hounds, in every sense of the word. Many men, with no more taste for hunting than our friend, would have revived the old sentence of extermination; but our Guineafowle, having tasted the sweets of office, didnt like to lose it so soon. He therefore agreed, among his own and some of the neighbouring farmers, that if they would keep the hounds, he would pay the tax; and that his groom - cow - keeper - gardener, Jonathan Falconer, should collect them the evening before hunting, and distribute them after.

This was thought very handsome of our friend, seeing that each hound would cost him sixteen shillings, and there were seven or eight couple of them. To be sure, as between the public and the tax-gatherer, there was always a slight discrepancy; the major, when on his high horse, at market-tables and other public places, talking of them as a full pack, five-and-thirty or forty couple; while to the tax-gatherer he used to say, with an airified toss of his head, that there were only a few couple that he kept out of charity, and he wished he was rid of them altogether. Indeed, he once went so far as to try to pass them off as fox-hounds, in order to escape the then certificate duty, alleging that they only condescended to hare in the absence of fox; but this the surveyor wouldnt stand, and our master didnt think it prudent to risk an appeal.

A very severe contest having taken place for Mangel-wurzelshire shortly after our friends accession to the Carol Hill Green estate, in which he particularly distinguished himself by voting for the Whig candidate, after promising, and canvassing with, the Tory, he was rewarded by the majority of the militia, in lieu of being placed on the commission of the peace, as he wished, the justices of his petty-sessional division vowing they would all resign if he was. However, he got his majority; and then the hounds were Major Guineafowles, and Jonathan Falconer got a cockade and a gold band for his hat.

Many of our sporting readers, we dare say, will remember Major Guineafowles, the Carol Hill Hounds, figuring in the papers along with the packs of dukes and other great men, making quite as great a figure on paper as any of them. A pack is a pack, in the eyes of the uninitiated, just as a child thinks a cherry is a cherry when it eats a baking one. The major got leave over more land, too, though Lord Heartycheer  at the earnest solicitation of whose steward, Mr Smoothley, our friend had voted as he did  said, in his usual haughty way when applied to, that though the man undoubtedly ought to have something for disgracing himself, he didnt know that letting him maraud over a country was the right sort of payment.

His lordships natural fox-hunters contempt for a hare-hunter had been greatly heightened by hearing from Dicky Dyke that the major classed their establishments together, and talked of Heartycheer and oi hunting the country.

Very telling, however, the majors talk was when the first batch of daughters were emancipated from Miss Birchtwigs, and began twisting and twirling about to the music of the watering-place bands, the major still haunting the scenes of his early career  still talking about moy horses, and moy country, and moy hounds kept without a subscription.

Offers came pouring in apace, each suppliant feeling satisfied that a five-and-twenty, or four-and-twenty, or three-and-twenty years (as the case might be) master of hounds without a subscription could want nothing but amiable well-disposed young men for his incomparable daughters, and that was a character they all could sustain  at least, for a time. Mrs Guineafowle, being anxious to get the first brood off before her own beauties were ready to appear, favoured all-corners, bringing men to book with amazing rapidity, and never letting one off without a thorough sifting. She took possessions, reversions, remainders, and contingencies into consideration, with all the acuteness of an assurance-office keeper. Having been done herself, she was not going to let any one do her. If the unfortunate passed the ordeal of her inquiries  the Commons of the Guineafowle constitution  he was passed on to the Lords in the person of our great little major, now five-and-twenty years master of hounds without a subscription.

Then the major, having got up as much consequence as a newly made sergeant, would receive the smirking simpering simpleton with an awfully stiff bow, and, motioning him into a chair, would invite him to unbosom himself  just as a dentist invites a patient to open his mouth.

Of course, Guineafowle would say, with a puff of his cheeks and a dive into the bottom of his pockets, as he stuck out his little legs before him of course I dont want you to go into elaborate detail  acreage and all that. What I want is merely a general outline of your p-r-o-r-perty and means of living, so that I may be able to judge whether you have the means of maintaining my daughter in the elegant luxury and comforts to which she has been accustomed. The lawyers will look to the detail of the matter, see that things are all right and on the square, with which comfortable assurance Guinea would again inflate his cheeks and pause for an answer.

Bless us, how that ominous speech used to scatter and annihilate the hopes and aspirations of signs, and glances, and squeezes, and supper-dances! Guinea knew how to wield the terrors of Roasters and Pinners, and had been done too often himself to let any one do him. But to be brief: the consequence of all this was that men whom our master of hounds without a subscription thought good enough for his daughters did not think the daughters good enough for them  at least, not unless he came down with a good many guineas, which he always most peremptorily refused to do, doubtless considering it honour and glory enough for any one to marry the daughter of a master of hounds without a subscription, the owner, as he used to insinuate, of Slumpington and Squashington, and all the other places.

Guineafowle had bowed out so many insinuating young men, who, snatching up their hats as they rushed through the entrance-hall, felt quite shocked and grieved that there should be such a mercenary spirit in the world, that Mrs Guinea was about tired of passing bills for her lord and master to reject; and the young ladies themselves had resolved just to accept offers without falling in love, until such times as there was a possibility of the suitors passing the upper house. This, however, they did not do, and Mrs Guineafowle saw with concern her own dark-haired, dark-eyed beauties now treading on the heels of the light-haired angels of the former marriage.

Miss Birchtwig had returned Laura, the eldest of the three dark ones, whom, like the street orange-women, she only counted as two, making up, perhaps, in extras what she took off the other end  Miss Birchtwig, we say, had finished and polished Laura, and returned her with such a glowing description of her virtues, that any one reading it would immediately exclaim, Why, this Maida Hill establishment must be a real manufactory for angels! Laura was obliging, enchanting, engaging, endearing, and so remarkably attentive to the instructions of her music, dancing, drawing, French, and Italian masters, that they all regretted her departure. Indeed, she had endeared herself to every one, while Miss Birchtwig doubted not that having had to come in contact with some whose tempers were not quite in unison with her own, would have a beneficial result in exercising her patience  much such a circular as she sent to the parents of all the select number of pupils, leaving them, of course, to believe as much of it as they liked, according to their individual capacity for gammon. Best of all, Laura was a perfect beauty; an elegant sylph-like figure, with raven-black hair, a clear Italian complexion, and the largest, deepest, Lola-Montes-like blue eyes, with flashing fringes, that ever were seen. The whole country rang with her beauty. Dicky Thorndykes report of her to Lord Heartycheer was so encouraging that his lordship, who had always kept that pompous, pot-hunting humbug  as he profanely called Major Guineafowle  at a distance, observed, with a pout of his lips and a hoist of his snow-white eyebrows, that he didnt know that there would be any great harm in letting Captain Guinea-pig towl over Barkinside Moor, and so up to their covers at Snipeton and Firle.

And now, after this wide hare-hunting circumbendibus. made for the purpose of introducing our distinguished friend, we again break off at the majors invitation to Tom Hall to partake of a hare-hunt, leaving our fair friends to put whatever charitable construction they like on his motive.

So ends this terrible long chapter.


CHAPTER XXXI.

THE CAROL HILL GREEN ESTABLISHMENT.
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THE NOTE OF which we have spoken was not sent to Tom Hall without very deep and mature consideration. It had formed the subject of very anxious deliberation between Major and Mrs Guineafowle; the former opposing his wifes urgent precipitancy, on the ground that they were not prepared for company; the latter insisting on the necessity of immediate action, because of the certainty of such an undoubted prize as our Tom being quickly caught up. She knew what a run there would be after him, she said, and how all the designing women would be spreading their nets and snares to catch him. The fact of Tom breaking out in the character of a sportsman seemed to favour their design, and Mrs Guineafowle congratulated herself upon not having let the major give up his hounds, as he had often and often threatened to do. The result of the debate was that the major wrote the aforesaid note, quite in the sporting strain, inviting our friend to come over and hunt with his hounds, and partake of whatever might happen to be going on, adding that he could put him up a couple of horses, and hoped he would stay as long as he liked: quite the hail-fellow-well-met sort of note. This style was thought better than requesting the honour of his company on such a day, to stay till such a day, inasmuch as, though they would get up all the steam of pomp and circumstance they could raise, it would enable them to put any deficiency to the rough-and-ready score of the sportsman. In truth, it was rather an anxious time for our friends; for with an advance in family expense there had been a decline in amount of income; the rents of the Squashington and Slumpington estates, as indeed their names would imply, having been seriously affected by the repeal of the corn laws; while the colliery, or coal-mine, near Leeds in the county of York, still did nothing towards their assistance. The consequence was that the major, who had been an ardent repealer, and, like some other intemperate men, had denounced the class of which he was an unworthy member, began to sing extremely small, and complain that he had been robbed and plundered for the million, who had got far more than they ought to have. He threatened most vehemently to give up his hounds. This Mrs Guineafowle still opposed, feeling assured that he would be nothing without them; and knowing how attractive they had been to herself, she was anxious that her daughters should now participate in the benefit. It was only the tax on eight couple  twelve pound sixteen a year  and an occasional lap at the pig-pail the night before hunting. It was worth all that to see them figuring in the newspapers, even though the knowing editors did class them as harriers.

Though a trencher-fed pack is generally a troublesome affair, there being generally some one or other of the worthies in mischief, either worrying sheep or lambs or poultry, or hunting on their own account among the standing corn, yet, upon the whole, the majors were as well conducted as any.

For this they were mainly indebted to the exertions of their neighbour, Mr, or, as he was commonly called, Billy Bedlington, of Cakeham Manor, a ponderous twenty-stone farmer  not an agriculturist, but a farmer  a man who farmed to make money, who paid great attention as well to the hounds breeding as to their morals. He it was who crossed them judiciously, drafting the skirters, and babblers, and nickers, and choppers, and cunning ones, keeping none but true nose-to-the-ground hunters, that wouldnt go a yard without a scent, his maxim being to keep no cats that didnt catch mice. Billy was ably assisted by our old friend, Jonathan Falconer, who had grown not only grey but snow-white in the service of the major.

Jonathan Falconer was one of a class of servants now nearly extinct  an honest, industrious, painstaking man  who was always doing something, and could turn his hand to anything, never standing upon this not being his work or that not being his place. He did not begin life as a huntsman, or, indeed, as anything else in particular; and, we dare say, if the major had taken a yacht instead of a pack of hounds, Jonathan would have turned his hand to the sea-service just as readily as he did to the land. In the majors establishment he filled many offices, being huntsman, coachman, groom, gardener, game and cow-keeper, and occasionally second footman. The major, when on his high horse at his dear watering-places, and so on, used to talk as if he had a man in each of these departments; and even at home, when talking before those whom he thought were not up to the ins and outs of his establishment, this man-of-all-work was called Jonathan in the house, and Falconer in the field, as if for all the world he were two men.

The real domestic staff, at the period of which we are writing, consisted of one Joshua Cramlington, a tall, knock-kneed stripling, who outgrew his clothes, and whose protruding hands and receding knees now showed how far advanced was the quarter. He was an awkward careless boy, always breaking and spoiling things, whom no drilling would ever make into a servant. The major, who always dealt in cubs of this description, used to console himself for their awkward gaucheries with the reflection that they were cheap, and by getting them young, he attached them to his person; while, he said, they would make fine figure footmen as they grew up and got furnished. When, however, they did grow up and get furnished, they invariably took themselves off, and the major had to catch another, and go through the process of teaching and attaching again. Cramlington was, however, perhaps the most hopeless article the major had ever had to do with, being as stupid and mischievous a lad as ever came out of a workhouse. His extreme cheapness  £8 the first year, and £10 the second  was completely counteracted by the enormity of his appetite and the amount of his breakage.

The sporting reader will perhaps observe that, amid the great multiplicity of real or imaginary servants, there has been no mention whatever of that usual appendage to a pack of hounds, a whipper-in. The censorious will perhaps imagine that the major had none, or, perhaps, that he filled that department himself, or was indebted to the exertions of any chance sportsman for turning the hounds to Jonathan Falconer; but there they would be wrong  the major had a whipper-in, though he didnt do to talk about, being, in fact, neither more nor less than a great, tailless, Smithfield cur, that ran at the erring pack just as he would at a flock of sheep. At a word  almost a look  from Jonathan Falconer, Bluecap  as they called him, from his colour  would rush from his horses heels, and at the pack with a zeal that made them uncommonly glad to fly to Falconer  for protection. It was a cheap and ingenious device; and if it had been ingenious without being cheap, possibly the major might have proclaimed it; as it was, however, he was content with knowing it himself, and let others find it out that liked. Moy whipper-in, therefore, was never mentioned.

We will now take a look at our Tom, for which purpose we will begin a fresh chapter.


CHAPTER XXXII.

TOMS AFFECTIONS IN DANGER.
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SIVIN AND FOURS elivin, and fourteen is twenty-five  Ive heard of Major Guineafowle; thats to say, I know the name. Hes one of your huntin, gammlin chaps, replied old Hall, in answer to his sons inquiry if he knew anything of him. Ah! continued he, running his memory through the light reading of his ledger, his name was to Longwinds bills in 1849, and a precious deal of trouble we had with it  was forced to put it into Grinders hands afore we could get the money.

He keeps a pack of hounds, observed Tom, exhibiting the fine hunt-embossed note  men, with winding horns, riding among a porpoisey pack along the top.

I know he does, replied Hall, taking it; see em in the papers constant  at least, every now and then; and thats what surprised me that he didnt take up the bill. But these huntin, gammlin chaps are all queer  never know where you have them  always outrunnin the constable, as Grinder says.

This was rather a damper; and there is no saying but Tom would have listened to his fathers suggestions had he not been suffering under the united influence of Angelenas coquetry and Lauras loveliness.

Ruddles this is the gent  the right honourable gent thats a-courtin of the great heiress at the barracks, still sounded in Toms ears, while Laura had drawn her languishing, love-killing eyes slowly over his face and down his fat person as she lolled becomingly in the old barouche before Diaper and Dimitys door. She had given him just such a look as Miss Longmaide gave the major the first time they met at Rumbleford Wells  a look that neither said what an object you are! nor yet what a beauty you are! but just a medium look of approbation, inviting, as it were, a further acquaintance.

Tom, who always loved best the last eyes that beamed upon him, was so struck with Lauras beauty that he took three turns up and down before the carriage ere he went to the Salutation Inn to ask the ostler whose carriage that was with all the fine things on the panel, the major having come out uncommonly strong with two crests, the Longmaide and his own, and supporters, two guinea-hens, with a many-quartered coat of arms, made entirely out of his own head, surmounted with red-and-white petticoats, entwined with bell-pulls in great abundance. Jonathan Falconer, too, wore a three-rows-of-curls coachmans wig under his gold-laced cockaded hat, an appendage that Jonathan complained gave him cold when he exchanged it for his hunting-cap. However, pride feels no pain being one of the maxims of the major, he adhered to the wig, consoling Jonathan with liquorice, and assuring him that it was the weather and not the wig that gave him cold; that he had cold himself, just the same, and he didnt wear a wig.

This sort of finery being unusual in the country, and the majors carriage haunting the streets of Rattlinghope rather than Fleecy borough, caused considerable commotion, especially with such a beauty as Laura inside, and such dashing green-and-yellow rosettes flowing at the well-shaped but rather light-carcassed hunter-carriage-horses heads. Shuttleton, and Jaycock, and Gape, and Pippin, and several others of the Jolly Heavysteeders, had been ringing their spurs on the flags, and ogling the fair inmates of the carriage as it jingled from Miss Flounceys to Mrs Sarcenets, and from Mrs Sarcenets to Miss Cheapstitches, and from Miss Cheapstitches to Mrs Skeins, for an ounce of Lady Betty worsted, and from the Lady Betty worsted-shop back to Miss Flounceys again. Whether Laura had looked benignly on them, too, is not to the purpose of our story, seeing that Tom was not there, and assuredly she looked pleasantly on him. That look, or rather that series of looks, were now counteracting old Halls advice.

Well, but he (meaning the major) must have money, observed Tom, for he keeps a pack of hounds, and Ive heard that old Heartycheers cost him three or four thousand a year.

Sivin and fours elivin, and twentys thirty-one  if they do, he must be a very bad old man, replied Hall. Sivin and fours elivin, and thirteen is twenty-four  no wonder the major couldnt take up the bill. Sivin and fours elivin, and forty-one is fifty-two  these huntin, gammlin chaps are none on em to be trusted, mused Hall, inwardly determining to get rid of head-and-shoulders Browns account, which was oftener on the wrong side than the right.

And so old Hall talked against the invitation.

Mrs Hall thought better of the major than her husband did, or rather, having had a good look at Laura as she passed the carriage on her way to Brisket the butcher, she thought she was not only a great deal younger but a great deal better-looking than Angelena, whom, she inwardly hoped, Laura might extinguish; consequently she favoured the expedition, and undertook to get all Toms flash shirts and ties ready against the day, by which time she had no doubt he would have recovered from the unpleasant effects of the day with Lord Heartycheers hounds. So, after many pros and cons, our Tom wrote to the major saying that he would have great pleasure in availing himself of his polite invitation  an answer that reconducts us to Carol Hill Green.


CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE GUINEAFOWLES ORGANISE A DINNER.

[image: img460.jpg]

THE RECEIPT OF Toms note changed the spirit of speculation in which our friends were indulging into that of bustling active preparation. The major, as we said before, ever since the repeal of the corn laws, had been reducing his expenditure, and in place of maintaining, had been letting things go downhill a little. The consequence was that, what with the natural wear and tear of that consuming animal, a house, aided by the spoilage and breakage of such boys as Cramlington, now that it became necessary to smarten up a little, it was found that there was a very serious deficiency in glass, china, crockery  all perishable articles, in fact; the very lampshades that Cramlington displayed so conspicuously on his shelves were found to be broken on the far side, though, as the major had not taken stock on the departure of his predecessor, John Snuffles, of course Cramlington declared they were so when he came. Of tumblers and decanters there was a woeful deficiency, while the stock of wine-glasses was scarcely worth speaking of. Altogether the major found things in a very dilapidated state; though, as Cramlington stood out that they were just as they were when he came, the major could only anathematise Snuffles, and determine to look sharper after Cramlington and Co in future.

Though it was so near Christmas, and his credit by no means first-rate, sundry little documents being in course of preparation at Rattlinghope, headed with the ominous words, to bill delivered, the major was forced to try his luck at Fleecyborough for such things as couldnt be dispensed with, thereby suffering severely in carriage for his want of credit at home. However, he hoped it was all for the best, and that the expenditure would tend to the capture of our most desirable young friend, Mr Hall. So the major took heart, and dashed off his order just as if he was full of money.

Mrs Guineafowle, too, knowing the influence that the first daughter marrying well has on the fortunes of her sisters, was most anxious that Laura should have every advantage; so, step-mother-like, she intimated to the fair-haired daughters of the first marriage that, having had their opportunities, they must not interfere with Laura.

Well knowing, too, how even the greatest beauty may be improved by dress, Mrs Guineafowle spared no expense in getting Laura up becomingly. Miss Birchtwig, of course, had a first-rate London milliner  namely, her cousin, Miss Freemantle, calling herself Mademoiselle de Freemantle, of the Rue de la Paix, Paris, and South Audley-street, London  with whom she always recommended her young friends to leave their measures, in case they chanced to want anything smart when they got into the country; and from this eminent artist was procured, at the usual short notice of ladies, a beautiful light-blue silk dress, with trimming en tablier down the front, composed of a dozen very narrow silk flounces, embroidered in chain stitch. The body was made tight, setting off to advantage Lauras beautiful figure, with, of course, amply fly-away sleeves for sweeping things off tables and draggling into teacups and soup-plates.

Dresses being at length arranged, dinners occupied their united attention. The major and Mrs Guineafowle were most anxious that they should be of the most elegant description, partaking as much of the character of one recently given by the Duke of Gormanstone as Miss Nettleworth, the Gormanstone Castle toady, had been able to recollect and narrate to Mrs Guineafowle.

Gormanstone Castle, we may observe, was the stronghold of the Tory  a heaven from which our major was expelled when he ratted over to the Whigs.

After due deliberation and counting of the cost, it was determined that the major should write off to Shell and Tortoise for as much of their turtle-soup as would serve two parties of ten, which the major did, promising to send a post-office order for the amount, but omitting to furnish a reference, thinking, perhaps, his signature, with Major, Mangelwurzelshire Militia, attached, would be sufficient; but Shell and Tortoise, not reverencing military rank as they undoubtedly ought, after the lapse of some days sent a bill, intimating that the soup would be forwarded when the money came. This threw our friends completely out; for, independently of the fine dashing style of leading off a dinner with turtle-soup, the Shell-and-Tortoise procrastination prevented their making other arrangements, and in lieu thereof they were obliged to put up with mutton-broth  a much better thing, by the way, when well made, than spurious turtle-soup.

Misfortunes, however, never come singly; and Mr Clearwell, the stupendous landlord of the Dukes Head at Rattlinghope, who had always acted butler at Carol Hill Green on state occasions, having become afflicted with the usual innkeepers malady, delirium tremens, wrote, or rather scratched, to say he couldnt possibly come; so that the execution of affairs devolved on Joshua Cramlington, assisted by Jonathan Falconer.

The major used to have an arrangement with Clearwell, who was a fine, stately, important-looking personage, for enacting the character of butler, whereby he flattered himself he not only imposed upon strangers but got his raw lads a little useful drilling. When on his high horse, especially at watering-places, he used to talk of moy butler getting fat, and moy butler having nothing to do, and moy butler acting the gentleman.

Clearwells defection greatly afflicted our friend, for, independently of the imposing appearance of this magnificent man, revolving noiselessly about the little diningroom, scarcely elevating his voice above a whisper, Cramlington was so totally undrilled that even among themselves he was continually making the stupidest mistakes, which made the major dread his appearance in public.

However, there was no help for it; so the major just ordered a rehearsal, making Joshua arrange the table for a party of ten, with the Italian-patterned T. Cox Savory electro-plated covers and corner-dishes, showing him how to raise the former, without giving the next sitter a shower-bath, and how to hand the latter about on the palm of his hand, without upsetting them into a helpers lap. The major, too, established a code of signals  a forefinger to his nose indicating when Cramlington was to bring in the champagne, a piece of bread stuck up on end when he was to hand round the sherry. There had been no asking to take wine at the dukes, and, of course, our friends must follow the fashion, be it ever so absurd and unsociable. That observation, however, reminds us that we may say a few words about the Carol Hill Green guests.

Deep and anxious were the deliberations who they should have to meet our distinguished friend. They must be people whom Tom would think stylish, and yet people who would not interfere with their plans. As it was a dead set at our Tom, of course they were most anxious to make it appear otherwise. The major, indeed, would shudder at the idea of asking young men to his house in the hopes of getting them for his daughters, while Mrs Guineafowle was equally disinterested in theory, only determined not to lose a chance in reality. They hugged themselves with the reflection of having such an excellent excuse as the hounds for asking Tom over.

Well, who should they have to meet him? Sir George and Lady Happyhit were their cock acquaintance, and had no daughter old enough to interfere with their plans; but they were hitey-titey, prior-engagement, or expecting-a-friend-from-London sort of people, who never came if they could help it. Still, asking them enabled the major to say, in his usual offhand way, We asked the Happyhits to come, but unfortunately they were engaged, and so on. Accordingly they sent a hunt-embossed note, requesting the honour of Sir George and Lady Happyhits company at dinner, and enclosing a hunt-embossed card of two days meets of Major Guinea-fowles, the Carol Hill Green hounds  one at Hestercombe House, the other at Loxley Mount, each morning at half-past ten. They also asked Mr and Mrs Dominic Smith, and Mr, Mrs, and Miss Brandenburg Brown, thinking that out of so large a venture they were sure to get as many, if not more, than they wanted. Indeed, they made so sure of the Browns that they asked young Smoothley, the curate, who was supposed to be looking after Miss Brown, to meet them. Here, however, they were all wrong again; for the Browns expected company at home, and had booked Mr Smoothley themselves, the Smiths were going away, while Sir George and Lady Happyhit merely presented their compliments, and were sorry they were prevented the honour, &c. What a nuisance! what a bore! It surely was the most unsociable neighbourhood in the world; and then they had to set to and cast over their acquaintance again. The Carboys had no carriage, and would not like to hire one; the Owens were hardly good enough for a state occasion; and Mrs Manfield was so disagreeable, with her great staring daughters, that they had firmly resolved never to have them any more. Worse than all, time was running short, and people who heard that others had been asked would not be likely now to accept, and so book themselves as second-class guests. They thought over several people, both far and near  the Fieldings, the Thompsons, the Passmores, the Lockseys, the Braceys, the Flappers, and the Figginses; but there were objections of some sort or another to the whole of them. Instead of having two parties of ten, they did not seem likely to get one. Billy Bedlington was always to be had at short notice, but turtle-soup would be wasted on such a monster as that. It then occurred to Mrs Guineafowle that the mention of turtle-soup, so unusual a thing in their quiet circle, might have a beneficial effect in drawing company, and the major forthwith penned a Dear sir epistle to the Rev. Mr Pantile, saying he would esteen it a favour if he would come and give his opinion on some he expected from London, adding that he hoped Mrs and Miss Pantile would accompany him.

Pantile was a learned man, full of Herodotus, Thucydides, and Demosthenes, who thoroughly despised hunting and all belonging to it. But for the mention of the turtle-soup, he would have refused to dine with such a harehunting squireen as Guineafowle. As it was, he pretended to yield, at the suggestion of Mrs Pantile, that it was his duty as a Christian minister to go and endeavour to reclaim Guineafowle from the wild atrocities and inhumanities of the chase, and implant nobler and loftier principles in his bosom. Mrs Pantile liked a run out as well as anybody, and knew how to tickle her Solomon into going. Miss Pantile, too, was all for going from home whenever she could, and strongly supported her mothers views; for though plain, she had an irreproachable hand and arm, and played beautifully on the harp.

After so many refusals, it was a god-send to Guineafowle to get an acceptance, and he followed up his luck by asking another divine, the Rev. Arthur Pinkerton, to come and pass judgment on the soup also. Pinkerton, however, hearing that Pantile, whom he hated, was coming, declined; and, as a last resource, Guineafowle summoned the great Billy Bedlington, intimating that as Mr Pantile was coming, it would be well to avoid the subject of hunting. And Billy, who could talk of little else, wondered that there should be such a creature in the world as a man who didnt like to hear about hunting, and inwardly promised himself considerable amusement from the interview. So he told his hind to give tard meer an easy day in the plough, as he should be wanting her in the Whitechapel at night.


CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE HERO ARRIVES.
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TERRIBLE IS THE trouble of unaccustomed party-making  desperate when you want to make a dash with inefficient forces. Our gallant friend felt the full force of the situation, and never appreciated Clearwell at his full value before. Our major could have raised a regiment of militia with less trouble than this party gave him, and drilled and trained them with more ease than he could drill and train Joshua Cramlington.

Though they had had three rehearsals, he could not get the stupid boy to understand that the punch was only to be handed round after the turtle-soup. Jos would have it in at all intervals, thinking, no doubt, that it was much better stuff than wine. Our host never despaired of the turtle-soup until the Shell and Tortoise bill arrived, which it did close upon dinner, having taken a jaunt to some other town beginning with an R. Then, indeed, he was horrified. Pantile, too, coming expressly to eat it! He denounced Shell and Tortoise from the bottom of his heart.

But to our spread. The major having finished the third rehearsal, and especially charged Joshua Cramlington to be on the alert, and not to forget any of the injunctions he had laid upon him, dismissed him to run his arms and legs through his green-and-yellow livery, while he went and got himself up for the reception.

Resolved upon doing the thing in style, and having read in the papers how the Duke of Wellington received Prince Albert at the door of Apsley House on the anniversary of the battle of Waterloo, he went and squeezed his little pot-belly into the now very tight militia uniform in which he achieved his great victory over the beautiful Miss Longmaide, inwardly hoping that it would lead to a similar beneficial result in Tom Halls case.

Then as he stood before the glass, examining first one grizzly cheek and then the other, his hair now partaking more of the silver-grey than the ginger-heckle, a luggage-loaded fly was seen crawling up the avenue, and, girding on his sword, our friend nearly broke his neck by tripping over it as he hurried downstairs. Fortunately, the nearly exhausted horse gave him time to recover his equilibrium, and as the door opened responsive to the porch bell-pull, our flexible-backed major, chapeau bras in hand, stepped courteously forward, making a series of those remarkable salaams that never were equalled save by old Vauxhall Simpson of glorious memory.

Our Tom, who was gaping out of the fly-window at the white-winged, white-bodied, little house, in the manner of an appraiser, or a person with a design upon it, was startled at the apparition that suddenly disclosed itself; while the fly-man stood with his hand on the door, unable to make out what it meant.

The flexible-back having at length subsided, and the major having motioned the man to open the door, out rolled Tom, in a pair of the widest red-checked, snuff-brown, tweed trousers that ever were seen, a light grey jacket, with scarcely any laps, a stout, double-breasted, white corduroy vest, and a wide-extending, once-round, buff joinville  looking as if his stomach was sensible of cold, but his fat throat impervious to it.

Proud of the honour of seeing you at my humble hunting-box, bowed the major, tendering Tom a hand. Hope, if I cant put you up as sumptuously as I could wish, I shall be able to make amends by the sport I shall show you with my hounds; and if you will honour us with a visit at either Slumpington or Squashington, in the county of Somerset, we shall be able to do by you as we could wish.

Whereat our Tom grinned, being partly struck by the magnificence of the major, and partly occupied in thinking what the gates had been in coming, so that he might not be imposed upon by the fly-man.

The clatter of the majors sword in the passage and the pompous prosiness of his greetings acted as warnings to the inmates of the little drawing-room on the right, causing them to hurry their aprons and things out of sight, and arrange themselves in company postures; Mrs Guineafowle in the centre, supported by Laura, in her beautiful Freemantle dress, on her right, with the three other girls, in various coloured rather shabby merinos, on the left.

The major, lord-chamberlain like, then appeared, backing and bowing our Tom into the presence, introducing him to his intended and the family circle generally. And if the truth must be told, Laura thought Tom rather stout; while the sour-grapes sisters declared they never saw such a man, and they pitied poor Laura excessively. However, they all chimed into a forced conversation, chiefly about the weather, which was unusually open, leading into speculation as to its probable features at Christmas. The major helped the cry on by expatiating on the splendid season his hounds had had; something quite unusual, as indeed all his seasons were. Never had a better season, he said, and he had kept hounds now five-and-twenty years  five-and-twenty years  a long time  very long time  though not so long as his brother master, Heartycheer, had done, the memory of man not running to the time when Heartycheer took them.

Then the major asked if Toms horses were come, and was glad to find he had only one, which he thought would save the bin; and then he asked whether Tom would take anything before dinner, observing that they dined at six, which he thought was a better hour than seven in winter. After a hard days hunting he was always quite ready for his dinner at six, for he never took anything out with him, except it might be a biscuit, or a bun, cr something of the sort, which he often brought back, the excitement of the chase completely absorbing his faculties, and making him insensible of hunger, thirst, danger, everything, kicking his sword behind him as he spoke, to prevent its tripping him up again.

The gallant man was proceeding in this strain when Cramlington came sneaking into the room, announcing to Mrs Guineafowle, in such an undertone as enabled every one to hear, that cook wanted her; whereupon Mrs Guineafowle knit her brow and disappeared, wondering whether the cat had got the fish, or the soot had come down the chimney, or the cook was overcome with the heat of the fire or the strength of the brandy, or which of the hundred-and-one ills of party-making had befallen her. The Amphitryon reader will readily conjecture that the non-arrival of the turtle-soup was the cause: Jonathan Falconer had returned for the third time from the station without it, and the mis-sent Shell and Tortoise letter arriving simultaneously with Jonathan, extinguished the last ray of hope. What a go! as the major said when he read it. There was nothing for it but to substitute the mutton-broth; and then, oh dear! what would Pantile say? There surely never was anything so unlucky. If the major could have got at Shell and Tortoise, he would have run his sword down the throat of one and his scabbard down the other.

The fly-man then sent to say he was ready to go (Guineafowles house not affording entertainment either for man or horse); and just as Tom had settled his demands, his newly caught groom, Jack Tights, arrived with his horse. John was a slangy, saucy Londoner, who could dress himself, or dress his master, or dress a hook, or dress a mutton-chop  indeed, dress anything except a horse. He called himself groom and valet, and was up to all the bad practices of both services. He had been in many good places, but, like all these characterless fellows, the experience of adversity was totally lost upon him, and no sooner did he get a fresh place than he seemed to be trying how soon he could get out of it again. His last master had dismissed him for making his horses corn into brandy-and-water. His real name was Branfoote  John Branfoote  but he had ridden several steeplechases Aristocraties, of course  as Captain de Roseville. He had acquired the name of Tights from having his clothes made so tight that it was a marvel how he ever got into them. He was a nephew of Greedy Sams, the ostler at the Salutation Inn, who had strongly recommended him to our Tom as the very man for him; and Tights, being hard upon starvation, had not let the chance slip. He had now got himself into a complete new rig-out at Toms expense  a flat, indeed a rather retroussé brimmed hat with a cockade, a tremendously long-backed, short-lapped, tight, grey coat, with an equally long-striped waistcoat, leathers that would do nothing for his legs after their accompanying stomach had had the run of old Halls kitchen for a month, and roast-chestnut-coloured topboots, with very long-necked spurs. Such was the gentleman who came working his arms into the little Guineafowle stableyard, with his horse knee-capped and head-stalled, in proper marching order.

Ah, thats you, is it? observed Tom, recognising them through the gathering gloom of a winters evening. Hows the horse? asked he.

All is serene, sir! replied Tights, with a sort of military salute, throwing himself jockeyways off his horse.

All is what? muttered Tom, who had not got the last London phrase.

Well, said Tom, following Tights into the stable, I shall want you to dress me in half an hour or so.

By all means, sir, replied Tights, who had been imbibing on the road, and was obligingly drunk.

Your things, and my things, and the stable things are somewhere, observed Tom, whose fly-load of luggage had not been all for himself, though he had certainly brought as many clothes as would serve a moderate man a month.

All is serene, repeated Tights, lurching up to the horses head.

Tom, puzzled at the phrase, then returned to the family circle in the parlour, where his quantity of luggage was undergoing discussion, raising the important speculation how long he was going to stay.

I hope you find everything right and comfortable for your horse, observed Guineafowle, as Tom entered, adding, I wish, though, you had brought a couple with you, as then we might have hoped for the favour of a longer visit; for really its due to oneself to get as much hunting as ever one can before Christmas.

It is, assented Tom, who had just as much taste for the thing as Guineafowle. However, said he, I have a very excellent groom  a Melton man  who tells me he has a most wonderful recipe, by means of which he can bring a horse out every day in the week.

Indeed, stared Guineafowle, observing, it must be a very valuable recipe; he must be a very surprising man.

Its an invention of his own, continued Tom in an offhand sort of way. The Melton men offered him no end of money for it, but he wouldnt sell  preferred dispensing it himself.

Indeed! said Guineafowle. What is the principle of it?

Dont know, replied Tom dont know; its some decoction of herbs, mixed with spirit  rum, I think. But he makes it at midnight, and wont let any one come near, let alone see what it is.

Tights kept bad hours, and when found fault with used to declare that he was busy with his chemistry.

After some more forced discussion about the wonderful discovery, during which Mrs Guineafowle re-entered, showing by her anxious face that there was something wrong, our host proposed showing Tom his room  the best lofty four-poster, of course, with the usual indications of a ladys eye  where the redoubtable Tights was laying out such a multifarious wardrobe  such coats, such waistcoats, such cravats, such trousers, so many pairs of boots  that the major thought any deficiency of horse-flesh was amply compensated by the quantity of clothes. Having stirred the fire, lighted the composites, and told Tom dinner would be ready in half an hour or so, the major retired to hear of the soup calamity, and indulge in the denunciations against Shell and Tortoise we have already mentioned. Our gallant friend then proceeded to release himself from the bondage of his tight uniform, and instal himself in his green dress hunt-coat with bright buttons, velvet collar, and silk facings, and a roll-collared white waistcoat, with a yellow silk under one. Dressing was the order of the day throughout the house. Tinkle, tinkle went the bells; hot water here, hot water there. One miss wanted her shoes, another wanted her comb; and the whisking commotion of petticoats sounded up and downstairs and throughout the little house. Our Tom went to work anxiously, and, after no end of tryings-on and takings-off, alterings, and changings, and pinchings, and tyings, and twistings, he at length accomplished a toilet that stood the test of the mirror; for, being an ugly dog, of course he was correspondingly vain  that is to say, in the inverse ratio, ugly dog, great vanity.

And Tights, as he now retired from valeting him, met Harriet, the joint-stock ladys-maid, as she emerged from her young mistresss room, and in reply to her inquiry what all the crumpled cravats dangling over his arm were about, answered, with the most pompous throatiness  

F-a-i-l-yars! f-a-i-l-yars!

The sound of Pantiles phaeton wheels grinding under his window aroused Tom from admiration of himself, and caused him to put the finishing stroke to the performance by a copious dash of essence of Rondeletia into his cambric pocket-handkerchief. He then gave his ivory-backed brushes a final flourish through his light hair, and, descending the little staircase, he re-entered the parlour just as the Pantiles were subsiding into seats, after the grinnings, and smirkings, and bowings, and curtseyings of coming were over. They then resumed the operation, and Mrs Pantiles quick eye now seeing at a glance what Lauras beautiful blue silk, chain-stitch embroidered, flounced dress was for, by a skilful manoeuvre took a chair nearer the fire, leaving a vacant one between the pretty blue and the silver-grey silk of mamma for our Tom.

The major, seeing the petticoat movement, observed, as he finished introducing Tom, that Mr Hall was a brother sportsman who had come to have a little hunting with his hounds; and Mrs Pantile, who was a tolerably skilled mouser, said to herself, as she eyed Laura, glancing alternately at our Tom and then at her own pink tulle drappé, Believe as much of that as we like; and as she was talking earnestly to Mrs Guineafowle about the weather, thinking all the time what a shame it was dressing Laura out in that way instead of in a neat book-muslin, like her sisters, the door opened, and, to Pantiles horror, the great Billy Bedlington came sweeping the ceiling with his head. Pan hated Billy, and Billy didnt like Pan. Moreover, Pan thought Billy wasnt exactly the sort of man to have to meet them, and therefore gave Billy a very cool reception, and closed in, instead of making room for him, at the fire.

Nor did matters mend when, on the announcement of dinner, Tom stuck to Laura instead of offering his arm to Miss Pantile, who consequently fell a prey to the giant; and Pantile, who was watching how things went as he took Mrs Guineafowle out, doubted, if he had known, whether even the turtle-soup could have induced him to come. Judge then of his dismay when, after enunciating an elaborate grace, Joshua Cramlington gave the orthodox flourish to the tureen-cover, and the major began apologising for the substitution of mutton-broth! Pantile inwardly didnt believe a word about the turtle-soup. It was just one of the majors cheap flashes that he was always indulging in; and he began cross-questioning him most severely how the thing could have happened?  who wrote?  who took the letter to the post?  whether it was legibly directed?  and, as a climax, who he sent to?

This was rather a clencher, for if the major answered Shell and Tortoise, the murder would be out, and his splendour thought nothing of; so, after a moments hesitation  recollecting where Lord Heartycheer got his  he boldly answered, Painter, in Leadenhall-street.

Indeed, replied Pantile, thinking he had heard the name.

Have dealt with him for twenty years, asserted the major, and this is the first time he ever disappointed me.

Very unfortunate, observed Pantile, wondering he had never heard of the majors turtle-soup parties before; and presently Joshua Cramlington, as if by way of adding insult to injury, placed a green glass of punch under Pantiles nose, when an exclamation from the major of No! no! you stupid dog! so startled Jos that he spilt the contents over his mistresss turban and silver-grey silk. Great then was the hubbub, and mopping, and napkining, and declaring that it wasnt of the slightest consequence, though Jos knew it would be a very different story on the morrow. However, that stopped the further supply of the punch; and when he got the tray into the kitchen, Tights, who was making himself agreeable to the cook, moved that, as they couldnt drink it in the parlour, they should have it in the hall; and filling glasses round, he tossed off a bumper to a better acquaintance with them all.

Mrs Hogslard and he had been speculating whether the fine London dresses would be likely to catch his young master, and affording each other such insights into their respective families as servants are in the habit of doing. There is very little that servants dont know, as any master or mistress will find if they make an unexpected descent into their receiving-rooms at meal or unexpected times. But to our story.

Cramlingtons glass of punch, hastily swallowed after sundry bottle ends, coupled with the hurry of waiting and the anxieties of office, got into his head, and he nearly let the best chain-bordered porcelain down as he entered with the second course, giving Mrs Guineafowle and all parties interested in its welfare the creeps. The major looked unutterable things; but the drink was more potent than the majors eye, and our host sat trembling as he saw the lad blinking and winking at the candles, and every now and then making a false dart at the dishes. The major always insisting upon having everything handed round by the servants, the dinner made very little progress, and Jonathan Falconer, never having led, was of little or no use. The major sighed for the days of Clearwell, who made all things go as if of themselves. The lad presently got stupid.

The sherry signal and the champagne signal were equally disregarded, and as the major, of course, could not be so unfashionable as ask any one to take wine, the guests were soon high and dry. The boy had been round once with the sherry, making some very bad shots at the glasses, then filling bumpers, and dribbling the wine plentifully over peoples hands. Get some champagne! at length snapped the major, as the guests being now helped to the contents of the dishes, Joshua stood winking and blinking, and disregarding the signal.

Jos then disappeared, and finding Tights in his old quarters in the kitchen, they took another glass of punch together; then diving into the foot-bath in the sink, where he had the wine cooling, he hurried away with a bottle. It being the finest sparkling, not to say frisky, 42s a dozen stuff, made at the well-known champagne and foreign liqueur distillery in Lambeth, the major had especially charged Jos on no account whatever to cut the string until he had the wine in the room, well knowing that if it once got away there would be no stopping it; and this injunction suiting the laches of which Jos had just been guilty, he now frantically seized a knife off the sideboard, and cutting the string as he stood behind his masters chair, pop! bang! went the cork against the opposite wall, and w-h-i-s-h went the foaming fluid right into the majors hair! What a commotion there was! If the major had been played upon by a fire-engine, he couldnt have been wetter, while Jos, in the agony of the moment, put his thumb over the bottle-top, causing it to spirt sideways into Mrs Pantiles face.

Get out of my sight! Get out of the room! Get out of the house! screamed the little major, rising from his chair, seizing the still fizzing bubbling bottle with one hand and Joshua with the other, whom he kicked and cuffed into the passage, while the remanents rose and offered such consolation to Mrs Pantile as a lady in a new black-watered  now, alas! champagned  silk required. Great was the mopping and rubbing and patting and drying again.

At length, having done all they could, the guests resumed their seats, and Mrs Guineafowle sent Jonathan Falconer to get Harriet to come in and wait. This she did so ably that when the major returned, after locking Cramlington up in his bedroom and changing his own wet upper garments, he found Pantile leading the charge against men-servants in general, vowing they were nothing like women for waiting  an opinion in which Billy Bedlington heartily concurred, adding that he would match his Mary against any two men that ever were seen. But though the major wouldnt admit this, attributing Pantiles preference a good deal to jealousy because he only kept a tea-tray groom himself, he candidly admitted that Cramlington was not quite the thing, muttering something about his old butler, Clearwell  never used to have any trouble  observations that were meant more for Tom Halls ear than Pantiles, who was evidently on the alert for a cavil.

However, now that they had got rid of the chill of etiquette, and people began to reach and ask each other for what they wanted, dinner progressed more pleasantly. They got what they wanted to eat at the time they wanted and not after, while Harriet subdued a bottle of champagne very skilfully, and doled it out to Guinea-fowles satisfaction. As yet he could not accord his guests the privilege of helping themselves. The Duke had had the wine handed round, and so must he. By the time the second  but what ought to have been the third  bottle was disposed of, and the chopped cheese had circulated, people began to be more at their ease, especially as they heard, by Cramlingtons kickings and roarings at the door, that the dangerous boy was in safe custody. So the cloth was drawn, the wine and dessert set on, and the room presently vacated by the servants. Our friends then began to be more sociable, and to take the events of the evening more philosophically. Pantile was the least agreeable of the party. In the first place, he didnt fancy being made a cats-paw of, helping Guinea to capture Hall; in the second place, he had been done out of a days coal-leading with his horse by having to come there to serve, as he thought, on a turtle-soup jury; and in the third place, he thought they had no business to ask Billy Bedlington to meet them. Thinking to have a cut at his pretentious host through Billy, he attacked the latter about his hunting as soon as the ladies withdrew.

Well, Mr William Bedlington, drawled he  for he did not care to come the familiar Billy well, Mr William Bedlington, I see you still pursue the chase.

Whiles, Mr Pantile, whiles, replied Billy, sucking away at an orange.

Well, but dont you think you might employ your time more profitably, more beneficially, than scampering about the country after a poor timid hare?

No, I dont, Mr Pantile, replied Billy firmly.

Life was given us for a nobler purpose, surely! exclaimed Pantile.

Praps it may, replied Billy carelessly.

Besides, added Pantile, a man of your size and weight can never hope to ride up to hounds as he ought.

Praps not, replied Billy; but ar can glower at em all the same.

Glower at em all the same, snapped Pantile, as Hall and Guineafowle began tittering at Billys cool treatment of the classic. But wheres the pleasure  wheres the excitement of glowering? I thought the great enjoyment of hunting consisted in braving and surmounting the dangers and obstacles of nature.

Ah, said Billy, thatll be your steeplechase gents, and chaps wot want to break their necks. I go to see hounds work, not to crack my crown.

The major here tried to turn the conversation by passing the wine, and engaging Tom Hall on the military tack, expatiating on the splendour of Lord Lavenders Hussars, and hoping their regiments might be embodied together; but Pantile, who had got up a petition against the militia, would not chime in, and, the first opportunity, was nagging at Billy Bedlington again.

Well now, Mr William Bedlington, resumed he in his usual sneering, drawling tone, I dont understand the pleasure of a man who cant follow the hounds going out to hunt.

Well, Mr Pantile, thats possible enough, replied Billy, taking a back hand at the port thats possible enough; but you might as well say that no one has any business at a race that cant ride one, as that no one has any business at a hunt unless he can ride to tread on the hounds tails.

I dont see that, Mr William Bedlington, replied Pantile, rubbing his hook nose for an idea.

I do, replied Billy, now taking a back hand at the sherry.

I dont, rejoined Pantile, looking very irate.

The major then again tried to turn the conversation by inquiring if Mr Pantile had succeeded in getting the old land hay he wanted, which led to a discussion on the price of straw, and the difficulty of getting any, all the tenants being restricted from selling, which Pan thought a foolish rule, and Guinea a wise one; and finding that they had got on a disputed point, the major made another effort to turn the conversation by dilating on the unpunctuality of their foot-messenger with the letters, but Pantile, who had been meditating another cut on Billy, availed himself of the break to make it.

You still have your great brown horse, I see, Mr William Bedlington, observed he.

I have, replied Billy, with an emphasis, adding, You did wrong not to buy him. Billy and the parson had had a hard deal, and only parted for fifty shillings.

Well, but they say hes spavined, observed Pantile.

Do they? replied Billy, adding, As much spavined as I am.

They say hes not good in the shafts, observed Pantile.

Good in anything! exclaimed Billy, adding, That horse can draw anything.

Can he draw an inference? asked Pantile.

He can draw a ton and a half, replied Bedlington, with a shake of his head, drawing his acre of buff waistcoat from under the table as he rose to depart. And the major, who accompanied him to the door, in order to have a few words with him about the next mornings meet, reported on his return that it was a fine starlight night, which induced the Pantiles to stay, in order that the fine hand and arm might do a little execution on the harp; the consequence of which delay was, that it rained dogs and cats the greater part of their way home.

And Pantile declared that no power on earth should ever induce him to dine with that humbug again, and the Guineafowles unanimously agreed that the Pantiles were the most disagreeable people under the sun.


CHAPTER XXXV.

A NEW IDOL.

[image: img460.jpg]

OUR TOM WENT to bed with a desperate heart-ache; he thought he had never seen such a beauty as Laura, and how he should ever get on without her he couldnt for the life of him imagine. Angelena wasnt to be compared to her, and already he began to regard that volatile lady with other than feelings of affection.

Then the fifty thousand pounds flashed across his mind and caused him to ponder. Pooh! he didnt believe she had it; at all events, it wouldnt be hers for nobody knew when, and Laura was worth half a hundred of her without a halfpenny. Then it occurred to him that Laura would have money  that the major wouldnt keep hounds if he wasnt rich; and as to his fathers objection about Longwinds bill, Tom didnt see any reason why the major should take up Longwinds bill, so long as there was any chance of Longwind taking it up himself. Tom thought it showed caution rather than poverty, and liked the major the better for it.

Then it occurred to Tom that his friend Padder, who was learned in the law, being in the second year of his clerkship with Mr Habendum, had told him that heiresses fortunes always went to their own children; and if that was the case, Laura would be a catch, if not as great, at all events  beauty and all taken into consideration  as desirable as Angelena. Then the name of Squashington and Slumpington occurred to Toms mind in the accommodating way that things do turn up in aid of Cupids endeavours, and Tom began to doubt whether Laura mightnt be a better spec than Angelena. He now recollected to have heard old Trueboy, the cashier, and his father discussing a city article of the Times, stating that it would take little more than fifteen years of the existing production of gold to cause an alteration in the relations of property of 50 per cent; and if Angelenas fifty thousand solid substantial sovereigns, as Major Fibs described them, went down one-half, and Squashington and Slumpington went up in like manner, why, then, Laura would be the best chance of the two. Of course, Tom, in these speculations, made no allowance for Lauras sisters shares, who were still at Miss Birchtwigs. Indeed, how could he, seeing he did not know of their existence? though Tights had been fully informed by Mrs Hogslard, if the punch had not driven the information out of his head. Mrs Lard  as Tights called her  and he had not quite made up their minds whether they should favour the Guineafowle speculation or not, and Tights thought he had got the length of his masters foot to a nicety.

The house clock here struck one, and Tom reverenced the sound on account of the lady. He wondered whether she was lying awake thinking of him. What a darling she was! How sweetly she smiled, and showed her beautiful teeth as she bade him good-night, holding out her little ungloved hand! He would have her, come what would. He didnt care a copper about his engagement to Angelena; it was quite clear she would throw him over, if she could get any one better  why shouldnt he do the same by her? Jugs, the detested Jugs portrait again presented itself to his mind, with Ruddles This is the gent  the right honourable gent thats a-courtin of the great heiress at the barracks. Hang her! hed be done with her. What business had she to ride away with old Heartycheer, leaving him doubled up like a gibus hat? She didnt know but he might have been killed.

Two oclock found our friend in a profuse perspiration. He had fallen asleep, and dreamt that the colonel had called him out, and he couldnt get rid of the idea. In his minds eye he was being hurried on to the box of a fly alongside of Major Fibs, while an enormous mountain of a man, enveloped in a military cloak, assisted by the shoulder of the fly-man, had at length succeeded in squeezing sideways into the fly, carrying a brace of ominous-looking articles in blue bathing-dresses, whose shape too evidently showed they were pistols. Tom was terrified, for he had no taste for fighting; and though he awoke to the consciousness that it was only a dream, he felt most forcibly that the dream might be the precursor of reality. He thought he had better not try any tricks on with Angelena; and then how his heart wrung him to think that he must give up all thoughts of the lovely, angelic, blue-eyed beauty, who now seemed more necessary to his existence than ever! He felt as if he had been kidnapped.

Sleep again befriended him, and he dreamt that old Trueboy, the bank cashier, had negotiated a compromise with the colonel; after giving him all the five-pound notes in the drawer, was now shovelling the sovereigns over the counter with a copper shovel, for him to put in a sack which seemed to have no bottom; for the more Trueboy shovelled over, the more the colonel seemed to want, till Tom, dreading the result of the operation on the bank funds, shrieked out, Thats enough! thats enough! in a voice that completely startled himself and sounded throughout the house. After this exploit he slept again until aroused by Tights with his tops and hot water.

There was unusual commotion in the house, caused as well by the unwonted company-making as by the preparations for the hunt and the overnight inebriety of Mrs Hogslard, the cook. Tights and she had made a night of it with the punch and her private bottle of spirits; and now, when she ought to have been up and doing, she was tossing and tumbling about in bed with a desperate headache. Mrs Hogslard was one of those wretched country cooks whom everybody has had and no one keeps; and in a country office she was a perfect prodigy of information concerning peoples establishments. She could sit behind Mrs Chatterbox, the registry office womans screen, and tell tales that were enough to horrify a hearer, lest his own establishment should be laid bare the same way  what masters prowled about the kitchens and places where they had no business; what mistresses were nasty covetous bodies, and stinted for beer or butter, or locked their tea-caddies, and didnt allow meat luncheons or hot suppers; what butlers agreed with the housekeepers, and what didnt; who were supposed to have false keys, and who to have been false to the ladys-maid; from which valuable information Mrs Chatterbox  herself an old cook  would draw such deductions as enabled her to place the intelligent ladies and gentlemen, as she called the servants, who honoured her with their custom, most advantageously. In return for all this, Mrs Chatterbox used to mention Mrs Hogslard, casually, to parties who applied in the middle of a term, as a person wot thoroughly understood cooking, and had lived in most respectable families, leaving it to the inquirers to find out why it was that so experienced a person was out of place. And this suited Mrs Hogslard almost as well as regular service, for she made harvest wages, and had greater indulgences as a stranger than she would as one of the establishment.

She had been a fortnight at the majors, and not having had a chance of any of the house drink before, had been unable to resist temptation, especially when instigated by so interesting a companion as Tights.

Breakfast, however, being a much less formidable meal than dinner, and one which most women can assist in preparing, things were pretty forward by the time our master of hounds had got himself into his best boots and breeches, and arranged the loosely-tied blue silk scarf under his buff vest, that he thought contrasted so well with it and his green hunt-buttoned coat.

Our Tom, aided by Tights, made what he thought a most killing toilet. After half a dozen failyars, he at length accomplished a wide-extending, cream-coloured Joinville above a pink, racehorse patterned shirt with gold foxhead studs. He had got his thick thighs into leathers; while Tights, who was much given to buying recipes (with his masters money, of course), had tried his last guineas worth on Toms tops, and made them a red-hot colour.

Why, what an extraordinary colour youve got my boots! exclaimed Tom, as Tights withdrew the napkin with which they were covered.

All is serene, sir, replied Tights, hissing as he dusted them over with the napkin all is serene, sir, repeated he, setting them down; the Melton gents would give any money for such tops, but I wish they may get them, thats all.

Tom was bad to please in the matter of coats. He wanted to put on his pink, but Tights wouldnt hear of such a thing, alleging that it would be the ruin of both their reputations if such a thing was known at Melton.

Nobody ever hunted with currant-jelly dogs, as he profanely called the majors hounds, in pink.

The major himself wore green, as Tights knew; for he had been seeing how he looked in the majors coat, as he found it lying on the back kitchen table. Tom then proposed breakfasting in pink, and changing after, but this Tights also strenuously resisted, on the plea that it would look disrespectful to the major, first showing in scarlet, as if Tom thought he kept foxhounds, and then changing; and Tom, having a high opinion of Tights judgment, was at last reluctantly obliged to content himself with laying the scarlet over a chair-back, and leaving the door open for all passers-by to see. Having then tried on a dark-brown duffle, and a red-brown, and a pepper-salt duffle, and a black saxony jacket, all with most liberal sleeves, at length chose the red-brown duffle as the gayest of the whole. When he got down he found the beautiful subject of his dreams ready to receive him, though, by some strange circumstance, none of the others were down. Perhaps Laura had had the first turn of the maid, who certainly had done her full justice, making her beautiful hair shine like the ravens wing, while the blue Freemantle dress stood imposingly out in a way that none but spic-and-span new things will stand. Tom was quite enchanted, and stood gaping for utterance as, having again given him her hand on wishing him good-morning, Laura proceeded to draw on a pair of new primrose-coloured kid gloves.

If Tom hadnt been a slowcoach he would have been far on the road to an offer ere Mrs Guineafowle made her appearance with the keys. As it was, having to travel his ponderosity through the weather, prognosticating the severity that was to come from the mildness that had prevailed, and travelling onwards through the mess that frost makes of a flower garden, he had only got as far as the approaching New Years ball at Fleecyborough when mamma appeared, followed by her light-haired stepdaughters at intervals, the major, who had been holding a court-martial on Cramlington for his overnight delinquencies, bringing up the rear. Cramlington presently came sneaking in with the urn and the viands, and breakfast commenced.

The major was the first to throw up, not because he was so keen that he couldnt eat any breakfast on a hunting morning, but because he had another project in view, which, as he wasnt sure it would come off as he wished, he did not like to announce, but for which he wished to reserve a little appetite in case it should. So he presently began trifling with his breakfast, looking about him and wondering whether our Tom and the smart girl on his right would make a match of it, or rather whether the smart lady would be able to capture our Tom. Laura, too, trifled with hers, being apparently more intent on getting Tom what he wanted than administering to her own gratification. One of Miss Birchtwigs urgent injunctions to her finishing pupils was, never to eat much before gentlemen. Our Tom, considering his interesting position, the disturbed night he had pasæd, and the disagreeable amusement he was about to partake of, played a pretty good knife and fork, and it was not until he had paid his respects to all the solids, hot as well as cold, and made a considerable impression on the sweets, that the musical notes of the majors gold repeater awoke him to a sense of his dreadful situation. He was going to hunt!  to hunt with a man who was keener, he believed, if possible, than Lord Heartycheer; and the day with Lord Heartycheer had made him wriggle about ever since, just as if his trousers were stuck full of pins. Tom would have given anything for a frost, but there was no such luck for him. Hunt he must, and appear fond of it too. So, without more ado, he drained his cup, and screwed up his courage like a man going to a dentists. Just then Tights appeared before the window with the redoubtable horse, and the ladies rose en masse to admire it such a love! such a beauty!  though they could only see his head and tail for the sheet in which Tights had him enveloped.

Y-e-a-yup! now exclaimed Tom from the steps of the door, where he stood drawing on a pair of clean doeskins  an exclamation that caused Tights to curtail his circuit and hurry up with the horse.

And how is he? asked Tom, with an air of unconcern, though he would have given something to have been getting off  getting off all safe, at least  instead of getting on how is he? asked he.

All is serene, sir, replied the slangy Londoner in a tone of confident familiarity, as he cast a roguish eye over his masters vacant face.

All is serene, replied Tom, comforted by the assurance, which he interpreted into an intimation that the horse had had the fiery edge taken off him  iced, perhaps, as Lord Alvanley recommended Gunter to have done by his hot one all is serene, repeated Tom to himself as he dived at the stirrup, and at last getting his foot in, with a vigorous hoist succeeded in landing in the saddle. He then looked to the windows, and, catching Lauras eye, received the sweetest of sweet smiles, while Mrs Guineafowle whispered in her ear, How well he looks on horseback! And Tights, who now stood with the sheet over his arm watching his masters departure, said to himself, If you can ride, Im werry much mistaken.


CHAPTER XXXVI.

HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS.
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HESTERCOMBE HOUSE, A tumble-down old family mansion about five miles from Major Guineafowles, the property of the Duke of Gormanstone, was occupied by a gentleman farmer, who  low be it spoken  had formerly been butler in the family, and married the very pious housekeeper, Miss, or, as she called herself, Mrs Holdsworthy. The duchess, who had the upper hand, thought she could not better mark her approbation of the very respectable couple than by placing them upon one of the dukes farms at a very moderate rent. Mrs Holdsworthy had been fourteen years in the dukes service  a long time as servants go  and having early impressed the duchess with a sense of her extreme rectitude, she had had a fine time of it ever since. In the accomplishment of this most desirable end, she had been greatly aided by an apparently very trivial, but in reality a very telling, assistant in the shape of a large earthenware medallion, with the words FEAR THE LORD upon it, which, immediately on her arrival at the castle, she suspended above the mantelpiece of her comfortably furnished sitting-room. This struck the duchess amazingly. She thought she never saw anything so nice, so pretty, so proper and becoming, and she instructed all the servants to show Mrs Holdsworthy, who was a very superior person, every respect and attention.

This was a grand thing for our housekeeper, for if ever servants do tell of each other, except out of spite, or when they know what they tell has been or will be found out, this would effectually have stopped their mouths, and Mrs Holdsworthy might have carried off half the things in the castle without ever a word being said. Not that she was at all abstemious, but she did her spiriting so gently, and was so prudent withal that nothing but whispers ever arose. If she ever committed herself by taking anything that could be identified, she kept it long on the premises, in case it should ever be asked for; and in one or two instances, when the duchess was inquisitive about things that had been thus put away, Mrs Holdsworthy produced them with such a sanctified self-satisfied smile that the duchesss conscience reproached her for having ever harboured the shadow of suspicion against so immaculate, so invaluable a person, and forthwith a new silk gown or a becoming shawl would atone for the impropriety.

Mrs Holdsworthy, who was a stately, commanding-looking person, kept all the inferior servants completely at arms length  none but the second-table ones were ever honoured with her condescension. Of these, Mr Hermitage, the equally stately butler, was long first favourite, and they very soon came to terms, and agreed that as soon as they made what they thought a sufficiency, they would marry, and retire on their fortune. In due time, the amount being realised, the duchess heard with unfeigned regret of Mrs Holdsworthys intended change of state, though, of course, she could not be so selfish as wish to keep her to herself; she so loaded her with presents that what with her fourteen years puttings away, our housekeeper had very little occasion to break into the savings bank accumulations for other than the more solid unstealable articles of furniture.

When she left the castle, which she did in her own proper voiture  a fe-«-ton, as she called it  she felt an inward satisfaction that though she had never let any one cheat their Graces, she had never missed a chance of doing so herself. She had mountains of linen old rags, as she called them when she put them away, but very good linen now that it reappeared after its slumber in her boxes; china that was supposed long to have passed into that mausoleum of departed crockery, the ash-hole; carpets, and curtains, and hangings, and covers, and brown holland, and house-flannel, and curtain-holders, and old blinds, and old screens, and old fans, and old books, and things that had been so long withdrawn from sight as to be entirely forgotten. Nothing had ever come amiss to her; and by judicious tithing of the mattresses and feather-beds, she was enabled to furnish four very comfortable ones for herself. This had all been done by instalments, and carried out the same way by a pious niece, whom she used to have to instruct in the way she should go, and to whom, being then fit for service, she gave the FEAR THE LORD medal when she married.

Hermitage, too, had acted well his part; for though he did not sport a medal, yet his great intimacy with her who did operated in his favour, and often caused the duke to attribute discrepancies in the wine account to the treachery of his own memory. So, what with his commission on tradesmens bills  at least 10 per cent  presents from competitors, together with his wages  which latter, indeed, he looked upon much as a lawyer looks upon a retaining fee, or a policeman his pay  he managed to feather his nest too.

Hestercombe House, with a hundred and twenty acres, chiefly grass and turnip land, just then coming vacant, they were installed therein at such a moderate rent as would have ruined a much more active man than Mr Hermitage. He was quite a gentleman farmer, rose at eight, breakfasted at nine, and, after spelling through a second-hand copy of the Post  for, like the duke, he was a Tory  he would sally forth, Norfolk spud in hand, crowned with a drab rustic, a green cut-away coat with basket buttons, white cords, and drab gaiters, to see what his people had been about. Very pompous and consequential he was, demanding the most humble obsequiousness from the unaccustomed chaws, who always called him the squire, though the wags christened him Lord Hestercombe. That being done, his lordship returned to dinner, after which he would drive Lady Hestercombe out in the chay, for which purpose a draught would be laid idle.

During the winter he was a great patron of the major and his hounds, and went blundering about the country after them on a short-tailed machiner, flattening the fences like a clod-crusher. Once or twice during the season the hounds met before Hestercombe House, on which occasion there was an elegant dejeuner, with the comedy of High Life Below Stairs enacted by Lord and Lady Hestercombe.

The consequence of all this was that the farm didnt answer, and from a very clean well-conditioned one, which it was when they entered, it soon became a wild, foul, weed-run place. The fallows were as green as grass, the turnips were never half weeded, while, under the old plea of ploughing them out and laying them down better, one after another he got all the old pastures turned into tillage. Mr Easymind, the agent, found it was no use remonstrating, for if Hermitage couldnt get what he wanted out of him, forthwith Mrs Hermitage ordered her fe-a-ton, and drove off to the dear duchess. Then in went the plough, and out went the grass; and if ever it was attempted to be laid down again, it was only with weeds. Letting farmers plough out old pastures, on the plea of laying them down better, is very much like persevering in the game of thimble-rig, each move making the field and the player worse.

Although, of course, the major was not the greatest of the Hermitage acquaintance, still he was the greatest in the reciprocity line; for, though Pantile occasionally called at Hestercombe House  as much, perhaps, to say he had called as anything else  he never took any refreshment, and always gave the Hermitages to understand it was a mere duty visit, which they need not return. Guinea, therefore, was the greatest acquaintance; and very grateful they were for his condescension. They made as much fuss about Guinea as Guinea would make about the duke, if his grace had honoured him with a visit. Very pleasant it is, this sliding-scale of condescension, whereby we all, however humble, may hope to come in for some ones admiration. Still the Hermitages were exclusive.

Dicky Dyke, instigated by his good lady, no doubt, had made overtures for a visiting acquaintance, which they indignantly rejected, stating their surprise at a mere livery servant thinking of such a thing.

Things were come to a pretty pass, Mrs Hermitage said. But to our breakfast.

The cunning Guinea had made the meet at Hestercombe House for the purpose of letting Tom Hall see the estimation in which he was held; and one of the injunctions he laid on Billy Bidlington, as he saw him to his dog-cart after dinner, was to go Hestercombe House-wards home, and tell old Hermitage that young Mr Hall, the bankers son, would be out. Now there wasnt a name in the country so prized as that of Hall; for old Sivin-and-four issued his own notes; and Christmas, with its disagreeable concomitants then coming on, made people regard the greasy thumb-marked old things with additional affection. Indeed, the very name of Hall acted beneficially on Hermitage, for he had about got to the end of his tether, and couldnt see his way to any more money. Rent, of course, he gave himself no uneasiness about; but he was behindhand with his labourers wages, and certain malcontents in the township had begun to be inquisitive about the application of the highway rates, just as if highway rates were not the special emolument of the party undertaking the collection of them, and seeing to the couping of the field-stones into the cart-ruts!

Hermitage, therefore, rejoiced at the interruption that brought him from his nightcap of brandy-and-water to the door, at what, to a dun, he would have called an unseasonable hour of the night; and Billy, having delivered his message, and declined all further nourishment, Hermitage hurried back to tell his missis what awaited them. She had been getting things up on a medium scale of gentility, for she wasnt sure that repetitions to the same audience  Bolus, the doctor; Waddleton, the retired flax-dresser; Bushel, the corn-factor; Ribs, the butcher; Felt, the hatter; Buckle, the saddler; and others of a like calibre  did them any good.

Mr Hall coming made it quite a different case, and she was up betimes in the morning, looking out the best ducal rag of a tablecloth, with napkins, or rags of napkins, to match, and set Hermitage to polish up the richly-chased, Louis-Quatorze-T.-Cox-Savory-plated tea and coffee service that Mr Epergne, the silversmith, had presented them with on their marriage, over and above the 10 per cent Hermitage had on Epergnes bill. Very busy and bustling Mr and Mrs Hermitage were, far busier than ever they were at the dukes, where they used to command instead of work.

And now, leaving them for a while toasting, and cake-making, and buttering, and bread-slicing, and ham-cutting, and egg-picking, and jelly-ejecting, and preserveopening, we will suppose our friend Tom and the major jogging along to the meet  the major with a horn at the saddle of his carriage-horse hunter, all spruce and cap-a-pie.

We must go in and see old Hermitage and his good lady, observed the major, as if the idea had suddenly struck him. Excellent man, the Hermit; wife seen a great deal of good society  quite tip-top, indeed  very intimate with the duchess, the major sinking the how, and treating it as a question of equality, or, at all events, of visiting.

With all my heart, replied Tom, who was glad of a reprieve, however short, from the hunt; not that his horse was troubling him much, for, independently of his naturally soft sluggish disposition, Tights had him put on a very reduced allowance of corn, having arranged with one of those pony-keeping, light-cart-owning scamps, with which most countries are infested, to take whatever Tights could spare, or rather prig. The horse was, therefore, far from fractious, quite a different animal to what he was on the Silverspring Firs day, and Tom and the major trotted along very pleasantly, admiring their breeches and taking care of their boots.

Ah, here we are, at length exclaimed the major, as an old stone-roofed, mullion-windowed mansion, with massive chimneys, now peered above the trees, and Jonathan Falconer was seen with a slightly formed circle round his little hounds in the last remaining grass field before the house. It was a sad picture of desolation. The carriage ring had long been obliterated, and large docks, thistles, and coltsfoot grew up to the polished steps of the portico. The entertaining rooms in front had long been dismantled, but a peep through the partially hoarded window disclosed the marble chimney-pieces and crimson-and-gold paper of the dining-room, now bagging and mouldering about the damp walls. It had been a good and hospitable mansion once  too good and hospitable, perhaps  but the names of the feasters were almost forgotten.

The Hermitages only occupied the kitchen and back part, Mrs Hermitage making what used to be the breakfast-room into a parlour. She was always going to furnish the once gold-papered drawing-room, but she never made any progress that way, having now no castle to draw upon for the needful. They attributed the deficiency to the repeal of the corn laws, though we question that an eighty-shilling fixed duty would have enabled our friend to furnish out of the profits of his farm. However, it served ELS an excuse, it never doing for a man to blame himself for his misfortunes.

No one, to see Mrs Hermitage, would imagine for a moment that she had ever been anything but a would-be fine lady, so thoroughly unoccupied and disengaged was she. It was capital to see a woman who had been up before daybreak, putting out this, putting away that, opening out this, shutting up that, and who, at the last moment, was making bread and butter and scolding her solitary farm-servant, all at once whip off her apron and throw herself into a chaise longue (stuffed, we are sorry to say, with Gormanstone Castle hair), and subside, Post in hand, into the elegant unconcerned lady of fashion. Indeed, she pretended to blink and be taken by surprise, as her white-breeched husband came ushering our great master of hounds, followed by his hoped-for son-in-law, into the little parlour, whose crackling wood-and-coal fire threw a cheerful radiance over the pictures, fans, and stolen finery around.

Oh, Major Guineafowle! is it you? exclaimed she, recovering her vision, and tendering him a turpentiney gloved hand. I declare I quite forgot it was a hunting morning, though, simpered she, sighing, as she placed the Post behind a china monster on the mantelpiece, Ive been so dreadfully shocked at this orrid business of poor Lady Florence Mayfields that I havent been myself since I read it. Poor thing! to think of her making such a match; knew her so well  nice, mild, modest, unassuming thing. However, I ope this will be a lesson to all mammas, how they let these nasty, intriguing, foreignering chaps come about their daughters  just as if there werent English music-masters, and plenty too, without them. But wont you introduce me to your friend? continued she, sighing heavily again as she looked at our Tom, who all this while had been standing, mouth open, lost in astonishment at the great society he was getting into.

I was going to do so, bowed old Flexible Back, who had held Tom by the button for this purpose.

Any relation of Sir Binjimin Alls? asked she, half of Tom and half of the major.

No, I believe not, replied the major; Mr Hall, great banker at Fleecyborough, the major in turn now making the best of our Tom.

Come, lets have breakfast! growled Hermitage, giving the little hand-bell a hearty flourish, as if to drown his wifes loquacity, who, he feared, might mar a little project he had conceived for getting our Tom to assist a bit of his infirm paper through the bank. Breakfast! repeated he, as the perspiring damsel answered the summons; and Mrs Hermitage, motioning our friends to be seated, observed with a sigh, as she stroked down her dyed-green satin, that they would have had breakfast in the large room if she had known theyd been coming. But Hermitage, knowing it was no use trying the gammoning tack on before Guinea, who was in the same fine of business himself, handed a piece of biscuit out of his green coat-pocket to his wife, as a polite intimation to hold her tongue. Meanwhile, Tom, not feeling quite at home in such exalted society  a lady whose nerves were unstrung by the elopement of an earls daughter,  began to fidget about the room, pretending to stare at the knick-knacks, ornaments, and pictures, that were profusely scattered around, Mrs Hermitage being now under no fear of any of the castle people coming at this early hour and catching them.

Ah! thats a portrait of dear Lady Gertrude, observed she, as Tom halted before a coloured lithograph of a pretty girl feeding chickens out of a basket, with a lamb in a blue ribbon by her side. Thats a portrait of dear Lady Gertrude, repeated Mrs Hermitage with a sigh, for she was a great sigher. Poor thing, I really think I must have it removed, observed she to her husband, for the sight of her recalls such painful recollections. Poor thing; did you know her, sir? to our Tom, who was thinking she was not nearly so pretty as Laura.

No, replied Tom, who did not aspire to such distinction.

Made an unhappy match, poor thing, sighed Mrs Hermitage; married Captain Rainbow, the great lady-killer  dessay youve erd of him. I strongly advised her off, but girls will be girls, MrAll, sighed the lady, as she adjusted a profusion of mosaic manacles up her flyaway sleeves.

And hows the duchess? asked the major, as if they were all as thick as thieves.

The duchess is pretty well  at least, as well as ever she is at this time of year, replied the lady; subject to a little cold and irritation of the mucous membrane; and that reminds me, my dear, added she, turning to her ponderous badly booted husband, I shall want the fe-a-ton to-morrow or next day to drive over to the castle, adding to the major, she takes it unkind when one doesnt go over, though the days are so short that its not very convenient, though I always say when ones in ones cage (carriage), it doesnt make much matter whether one goes five miles or ten; and as she was proceeding in this strain  rather raising than lowering the steam of her flash  our friend again dived into his pocket, and handed her a larger piece of biscuit than before. She took the hint this time, knowing she would catch it if she didnt, and again addressed herself to our Tom, who had brought himself to bear upon the portrait of another young lady in crayons, with the name Matilda below.

Thats a sweet pretty face, Mr All, isnt it? asked the lady, advancing towards it; thats a very charmin person  Lady Matilda Overton, wife of the sixth Lord Overton of Overton Castle  only a baron, but a very good sort of man  wish I could say as much for the usband of this one (pointing to a companion picture) this is Lady Overtons sister  Lady Jane Baconface; married Sir John Baconface  never had a appy day since; poor thing  uses her shamefully. Im sure I often and often shed tears for her, poor thing, said Mrs Hermitage, emitting a deep sigh as she spoke.

The further discussion of the aristocracy was here interrupted by the bouncing in of a great buxom-looking dairymaid in a wide-sleeved silk gown (one of Mrs Hermitages cast-offs, given in part wages), with a trayful of the good things that Mrs Hermitage and she had been preparing; and after kicking the door to behind her, she proceeded to clatter them about on the table, just as she would clatter the plates of cabbage and bacon at the chaws dinner  a noise that enabled Mrs Hermitage to apologise to Tom in an undertone for the absence of their man, who was busy in the stable  the depressed state of the agricultural interest not allowing of their keeping a reglar flunkey.

And Guineafowle, seeing how nobly they had responded to his notice, began cackling and complimenting his host and hostess on the display, observing that they must be expecting the Duke and Duchess of Gormonstone, or some great guns of that sort. They surely would never think of making such a spread for a mere master of hounds like himself; and receiving the assurance that it was all in honour of him, he set his flexible back a-going so briskly that it looked as if it would never settle again; but when it did subside, and he got himself into a chair on the right of his elegant hostess, he set-to upon the provender in a way that looked very like having saved his own breakfast at home. Tom, too, did pretty well, considering he had taken as much as he meant for that meal at Carol Hill Green, and that he was desperately in love also. Those little episodes of life, however, never interfered with our Toms appetite.

The meal was now interrupted by the clatter of a horse, and the passing of a man in a macintosh and ante-gropolos boots, on a badly shaped, badly clipped, mouse-coloured hack.

Oh, heres old Bolus! exclaimed Hermitage, beckoning him in through the window; good man  very respectable man, added he, propitiating his guests in his favour.

Quite agree with you  quite agree with you, bowed old Flexible Back nearly into his cup very respectable man  very useful man in a country; people can get on much better without lawyers than they can without doctors.

And heres another man we can do badly without  Ribs, the butcher, exclaimed Hermitage, as that fat, round-faced, rosy-gilled functionary came shuffling past on a flea-bitten grey.

Having hanked their horses on at the door, in the independent way these worthies dispose of their quadrupeds, they now came rolling into the house, as if it was an inn or their own.

Whatll you drink? asked Ribs as they stamped along the passage.

Thank you, Im not dry, replied the doctor mildly.

Hoot, ye brute beast! dye nabbut drink when yeer dry? growled the butcher.

The doctor, like most country doctors, was humble and meek, for he had a terrible rival in Mr Digitalis, the union one, who charged less than himself; but Ribs, who was well-to-do in the world, and, moreover, had Hermitage deep in his books, was quite the hail-fellow-well-met, nodded to Guineafowle, and joked Hermitage about his farming, observing that he must grow his turnips for pickling instead of for feeding cattle upon  they were so small. Guineafowle, on his part, not owing Ribs anything, and caring very little whether he came out with his hounds or not, took him very coolly, expending any little condescension he had to spare from Mrs Hermitage upon the doctor. To the lady he was most complimentary and attentive; so much so, indeed, that it was well Mrs Guineafowle was not coming her quondam maid Emma Springfield over him through the keyhole.

He praised Mrs Hermitages looks, and praised her dress, and praised her figure, and admired her multitudinous armlets, and spoke well of everything on the table, from the muddy coffee to the folding of the coroneted napkins, which, he said, were got up in a style infinitely superior to the work of the generality of servants of the present day. Mrs Hermitage, not liking this near approach to the shop, especially before Ribs, who served the castle, and might tell of the coronets, turned the conversation by asking our Tom if he had been at any of her Majestys balls the last season, which very much flattered our friend that he should be even thought of for anything of the sort. Finding he had not, she expatiated on their surpassing splendour, strongly recommending him not to miss an opportunity, and even hinting that she could get him to the palace.

Hermitage, too, availed himself of the change of partners for drawing Guinea into a discussion on the corn laws, and the impossibility of farmers going on without a very great reduction of rent  a proposition that did not altogether suit our distinguished friend; for though he was quite ready to admit that he had been robbed and plundered by the million, and that things had gone quite contrary to what he anticipated when he ratted from the Tories, yet, as a now liberal landlord, he was not for taking more on himself than he could help.

Hermitage, however, was urgent and importunate, hoping, perhaps, to enlist Ribs, who was now at the blue-bottled spirit-stand on the side-table, in his favour; but Guinea, not relishing the discussion, took advantage of the movement in the room for looking out of the end window on his hounds; and observing that punctuality was the politeness of princes, he made a series of most condescending salaams to Mrs Hermitage as he shook her by the hand, and sallied forth.


CHAPTER XXXVII.

A DAY WITH THE MAJORS HARRIERS.
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OUR TOM AND the major having remounted their horses and simpered their adieux to Mrs Hermitage, waving her lace-fringed kerchief at the breakfast-room window, now sought the patient Jonathan Falconer, who was moving his little hounds to and fro and round about the dockeney thistly pasture, wondering whenever his master and Co would come. Since our friends entered the house the field had increased by Mr Seton, the self-taught veterinary surgeon, mounted on a woe-begone, iron-marked, white Rosinante, that looked for all the world as if he kept it to try experiments upon; by Mr Dweller, the auctioneer, who, having ferreted out Guineas early career, had the impudence to talk of him  over his cups, of course  as a brother chip one of us; by Mr Ginger, the horse-coper, on a finely shaped antediluvian brown, that he complimented by calling the colt. Mr Drumhead and Mr Ribgrass, the cattle-jobbers, too, had turned up in their baggy drab overalls and sack-like macintoshes, just as if they had been seduced from the road by the sight of the hounds, though in reality they had both started from home with the intention of having a hunt, it being observable that hare-hunting is a good deal pursued on the sly, few people going out, or professing to go out, for a regular day, but pretending to cut in for a game of romps, just as they would for a rubber of whist at a card party. Mr Vernal, the market-gardener, too, was there; also Mr Elbows, the architects apprentice, with a long tin plan-case under his arm; and Mr Tapper, Mr Sweaters clerk, who had come that way round with a writ in his pocket to serve on Giles Sloper, the farmer. Altogether there were fifteen or sixteen horse, pony, or rat men  an unusually large field for the major  and their united cavalry might be worth fifty or five-and-fifty pounds. The major, with our Tom on his right, now approached them, and having acknowledged Falconers hoist of the cap, proceeded to pay his respects to the field. The day being fine, and the news having spread that the great Mr Hall, the bankers son, would be out, half the neighbouring village of Codgerley had come down to have a look at the reality of a name that was so familiar on their five-pound notes, just as one would go to have a look at Mr Matthew Marshall of the Bank of England if he would be kind enough to parade himself at Charing Cross.

Very gratifying to the major must have been the respect our Tom saw him receive, as well from horse as foot. How gracious and condescending old Flexible Back was in return. How he sky-scraped and bowed and bent forward to the raisings and touchings of hats, the curtseyings and good-mornings of the petticoats! No election candidate, primed by the subtlest Gents, one, &c., ever so thoroughly identified himself with a constituency as did our major with the good people around. He had a word to say to every one, and said it neatly too, instead of blundering like Colonel Blunt, calling Mrs Stack Mrs Hen, or Mr Broadcast Mr Turnipfly, but sent each shot right home to the bulls-eye, showing how infinitely superior  in tact at least  the militia are to the regulars. Being a great man for cheap favours, and never forgetting any he had conferred, he had now a favourable opportunity for calling them over, which he proceeded to do as soon as his punt-hat got settled on his head, after replying to the salutes of Seton, and Ginger, and Drumhead, and Ribgrass, and Vernal, and Tapper, and Elbows, and his profane brother, Dweller, who, it might be observed, was the most humble and subservient of the whole.

Well, Mr Vernal, said the major, resting his whip on his thigh like a field-marshals baton, I hope you got the Italian ryegrass seed I sent you safe?

Thank you, major; yes, I did, replied Vernal, who had long ago acknowledged the receipt in writing, and expressed his obligations for the quarter of a bushel on three several occasions.

Glad of it, replied the major pompously; hope it will do you a vast of good. Then turning to Set on, he said, Well, Seton, how are you?  child keeps better, I hope? The major had given the child, who had a sore hand, an outdoor ticket for the infirmary a year and a half before.

Nicely, thank ye, major, replied Seton, with another touch of his greasy hat; but, without waiting for an answer, our friend had passed on to Drumhead, to whom he had once sent word that some stray cattle had got into his field.

Hows Mr Drumhead? asked he. Hope hes well. Then, without waiting for an answer from him either, he proceeded, Hope youve had no more trespass  monstrous disagreeable thing trespass  no knowing what complaints stray cattle may have, is there, Seton? By the way, continued he, now addressing Mr Ribgrass, you once admired my gooseberries  shall be most happy to give you some cuttings; and so the major went on through the field, finishing off with the ladies, who he coupled with their cats, kittens, and children.

But it is time we had a look at the hounds. Here they are: two, four, six, eight, nine  nine couple and a half of by no means bad-looking little wrigglers. A happy medium between the old psalm-singing potterers of former days, that a hare seemed really to think were playing with her until all of a sudden they got her by the back, and the flying, dwarf foxhound hare bursters of modern times.

And how do you like my hounds? asked the major, pointing them out to Tom, adding, Theres as neat a pack of hounds as any in England  in the world, perhaps  bred with the greatest care and attention  regardless of expense. Im quite of the great Lord Chesterfields opinion, that whats worth doing at all, is worth doing well, and Ive always said I wouldnt keep hounds if I couldnt keep them well. This is my six-and-twentieth season  six-and-twentieth season, repeated he. Long time  very long time to keep hounds without a subscription  believe Heartycheer and oi have kept hounds longer without subscriptions than any two men in the kingdom. Theres a lot of game uns, said he, as the lively little animals began baying and frolicking under Falconers horses nose. Move them on a little, Falconer  move them on a little, and let Mr Hall see them  Mr Hall understands hunting  no man better. Now, there, continued the major, are a pack of what I humbly say hounds ought to be. Only a short pack out to-day  a good many lame ones  obliged to economise at the beginning of the season  but there are hounds here that would do credit to any pack  the great Sir John Dashwood Kings himself, who was reckoned the great improver of harriers, introducing the present pushing breed in lieu of the tedious exactness of the old psalm-singing sort. The late Lord Sondes of Rockingham Castle gave Sir John seven hundred guineas for his hounds  a large price  but they were worth it, and so are any well-established pack, such as his or moine, the major wishing any one would offer him half, or a quarter the money, and let him be done with them altogether.

This, to Tom, as good as a Greek lecture, was here interrupted by a fustian-clad, poacherified-looking scamp, with a red cotton kerchief twisted carelessly round his scraggy neck, stepping up to our master, with a touch of his foxskin cap, and muttering something, which caused our friend to exclaim, Oh, ah  youre the man who took Violet to Mr Bluffields the day she was kicked, observed Guineafowle aloud, now diving into the right-hand pocket of his white cords, and fishing something out (a fourpenny-piece), which he slipped in an unostentatious sort of way into the ready hand of the applicant, observing, in an undertone to Hall, as he turned his horse away  

How true Lord Petres observation to Delmé Radcliffe was, that a master of hounds will never have his hand out of his pocket, and must always have a guinea in.

Its a vast to give for a job of that sort, observed Tom, who thought a shilling would have been enough.

Keeps things pleasant, replied Guineafowle, raising his eyebrows, and pouting his lips keeps things pleasant, repeated he. Theres no hunting a country with any degree of comfort unless you are liberal with your money. A guineas badly saved if youre to be talked of as a shabby fellow, added he, with a curl of his nose and a toss of his head.

He must have plenty of money, thought our Tom, and thereupon the Laura funds rose considerably.

You remember the story of old Hanbury and the Hertfordshire farmer, dont you? asked the proposed papa-in-law.

No, replied Tom.

Oh yes  in Radcliffes Noble Science, rejoined the major, who thought everybody must be as well read in that work as himself.

Tom stared, and shook his head, never having heard of it.

Ill tell it you, then, said the major, seating himself consequentially in his saddle. Old Hanbury, you know, was a great brewer in London, and hunted Hertfordshire many years  as many as Ive done this country, and more praps  with a subscription, though; and he used to send the farmers who walked him pups, or received damage from the foxes, presents of porter Hanburys Entire, as it is called  which kept all things right. However, one year the porter was forgotten, and the worthy master received the following anonymous reminder  



How can you expect the foxes to thrive, 

When they have no porter to keep them alive?



A story that was received by our Tom with all the honours.

The great Billy Bedlington now appeared at the field gate, having been round his farm to see all things straight; and the major, knowing that Billy would soon read the riot act if he was kept waiting, pulled out his watch, and observed that it was time to throw off.

But first, said he, addressing the foot-people, who were preparing to strike across the fields for the well-accustomed pasture, let me entreat of you to be quiet and orderly. No person can be more truly happy to contribute in any shape or way to your gratification or amusement. Im not one of your stiff-backed aristocrats who think the world was made for none but themselves; on the contrary, I feel great pleasure in seeing you all out with my hounds, but you must be aware that mobbing and shouting and disorderly conduct only tends to mar your own sport and diversion, and

An oration that was cut short by the mob bustling away, one long unshaved monster exclaiming  

Ay, ay, ard man, we knaw arle that  better gie us a trifle to drink.

The major then giving old Falconer a nod, that worthy whistled his little animals together, and moved towards the gate, followed by the major, with our Tom on his right, to whom he began expatiating on the merits of the horse his huntsman was riding  said huntsman looking as little like the overnight footman as did the horse look like the carriage-horse Tom had seen in company with the one the major was on, drawing the fair cargo in the streets of Fleecyborough.

Billy Bedlington having moved his elephantine horse a little from the gate, to allow the hounds to pass, now took the vacant place on the majors left, and mutual salutations being exchanged, with inquiries how Billy got home, the major proceeded to consult him where they should try first.

Oh why, I should say Mr Hermitages aquatic plants  that he calls turnips  would be as likely a place as any this mornin, replied Billy.

The ship are in there, sir, observed Falconer, with a touch of his cap.

Sheep are in, are they, repeated Billy, adding, Then go to Rushmede Bottoms.

Rushmede Bottoms! exclaimed the major; and forthwith Jonathan Falconers shoulders began bobbing responsive to the order, and with a Come along, hounds, come along, he turned down Blobbington-lane, along which there was presently a fine splashing and floundering, and stone-scattering and noise.

Gee! cried one sportsman to his horse; Hee! cried another; Hold up! roared a third; Rot ye! exclaimed a fourth, cropping and sticking his solitary spur into his bran-fed beggars side, yere not tired already?

Then came Mr Hermitage, astride a wretched fiddle-case-headed, collar-marked, mealy bay, sticking his legs out as though he meant to catch all the gate-posts in the country.

When the stringing cavalcade reached Rushmede Bottoms, the peculiarities of the chase began to manifest themselves, for instead of being marshalled in a corner, with standing-still orders, till the wild beast got away, each man was invited to exert himself in whipping it out of the gorse-bushes and rushy patches with which the pastures abounded, while the foot-people, now breaking rails and pulling out hedge-stakes, scattered far and wide on similar errands. The major acted more as superintendent-general and cicerone to our Tom, in which office he was assisted by Hermitage, the two pointing out to Tom the various points and remarkable features of the country, and expatiating on the marvellous runs they had seen from Skyline Clumps, Heathery Grove, and Loosefish Hill. Just as the major was in the middle of one of his yarns, the hero of the fourpenny-piece held up his fur cap, and the field started convulsively, as if about to encounter a lion.

Put her away without a view! exclaimed the major authoritatively, and as Falconer drew his hounds one way, and the man of the cap went the other, many of the gallant sportsmen sat in nervous trepidation, some of them wishing they hadnt come, others that it was well over. Our Tom, thanks to Tights curtailment of his horses corn, had been a good deal more comfortable than he was on the Silverspring Firs day, with Lord Heartycheers hounds, but now that the fatal moment for action had arrived, the agonies of his former enjoyment rushed back upon his recollection with horrid vividness, and he would have given something to have been getting off his horse at the end. However, there was no help for it; and with twinkling eyes he watched the knowing poachers extended staff and stealthy stride as he crouched for pussys form. He pokes the place, Tom and field expecting to see her start away like an arrow from the bow. Wrong for once! Theres nothing in, and roars of laughter announce the fact.

What a go! shouts Drumhead.

What a sell! exclaims Dweller.

Stupid feller! roars Tom in considerable relief, adding, Youre a pretty feller to find a hare.

Find or no find, the gentleman in question was one of the best hands in the country, and as any gamekeeper within a circle of ten miles could testify.

This contretemps, however, having got all heads up, and the bottoms being pretty well tried, at least all the parts ever used by a hare, our major drew his horn from his saddle, and tweet-tweet-tweeted to some of the wide-ranging beauties at a distance.

The forces being collected, a council of war was now held as to where they should go next, each man advocating a visit to his neighbours farm. Drumhead was sure they would find immediately at Ribgrasss; Ribgrass assured them there hadnt been such a thing as a hare seen upon his farm since September, and proposed instead that they should go to Mr Dwellers, at Noddington, where they had such capital sport last time. Dweller, who had a nice crop of turnips that he didnt want mashed, to say nothing of a good take of seeds that he didnt think would be improved by the antics of such cavalry as he now saw around him, advised that Mr Heavycrops, at Beanlands, would be more likely; but Heavycrop having already intimated that they came rayther too often, and moreover wanted some oat money of Guineafowle, which it wasnt quite convenient for Guinea to pay, our master thought, perhaps, they had better not go  alleging that it wasnt right, as Heavy wasnt out. In truth, the major, though extremely popular according to his own account, hadnt it all his own way as he wished it to be inferred. In this dilemma, Bleaberry Common was suggested, and produced a burst of assent from the farmers present  Tapper, Seton, Elbows, and suchlike, of course, not caring whose land they went upon. Bleaberry Common was then the word, and forthwith Falconers cap and shoulders resumed the place in front of the crowd that they had occupied down Blobbington-lane. Bump, bump, splash, splash  whip, spur, hec, gee, hec  the field followed as before. All were now in high spirits, for going to Bleaberry Common was like all putting into the lucky bag to take their chance, instead of being invidiously singled out for a trampling match, the hare being as likely to select one mans land as anothers. So our friends spread themselves industriously over the common, flopping and hissing, and shoo-shooing at everything that came in their way. Still no puss responded to their noises, and Tapper and Vernal had both looked at their watches to see if their time wasnt hup, and Drumhead feared he must be goin, when a terrific yell, as if some gentleman had suddenly encountered the devil, startled the field, and, looking ahead, a hare was seen going away at a pace that looked as if she would never be caught.

Hoop! hoop! hoop!  screech! screech!  yell!  tallyho! mingled with the twang of Jonathans horn, and the shrill tweet of the majors rent the air; and, as these noises gradually died out, the musical notes of the little hounds rose and swelled on the breeze like the melody of musical glasses. They clustered like a swarm of bees.

There! exclaimed the major, pointing them out to our now trembling Tom, as the hounds bustled away with the scent there, repeated he, arnt they like a lot of gallant fellows, who, when they engage in an undertaking, determine to share its fatigue and dangers equally amongst them?  a piece of Beckfordism that was lost on Tom, who was fully occupied with his horse.

Hold hard! and let Mr Hall take his place! exclaimed the major to Tapper and Elbows, who were having a trial of speed with their hack-horses, regardless of the hounds. Hold hard! repeated he, frowning at them, as he hustled with Tom in before them.



The common being open, and the hare having run the full length of it, our friends had some pleasant plain sailing at starting  a most favourable thing for steadying the nerves for future exploits  and they rode and rode as if raspers and rivers were nothing in their way. As they reached the end, however, and a sod boundary fence, with a line of furze along the top, obtruded its ungainly dimensions, there was a good deal of pas yielding politeness, and scientific explanation as to why the hare shouldnt cross it, and it was not until old Stormer popped into the enclosure beyond, and proclaimed it with his wonted energy, that our friends became sensible of the awful predicament they were in. There they were, with a fence nearly five feet high before them, with nobody knew what on the far side.

Dont be in a hurry! exclaimed the major dont be in a hurry, repeated he, as if quite ready to take it when necessary, only wanting to be convinced that the hare was on  a fact that was soon placed beyond all doubt by the pack scrambling to Stormers proclamation, and peeling onward with the scent. Forrard went Warbler and Bustler, and Wanton and Frolic, and Ringwood and Clearer, and Fortune and Twister, and Lovely and Countess, and Skilful and Tickler, and Towler and Lilter  all the merry little minstrels to the veterans summons.

Jonathan Falconer having expressly stipulated, when he agreed to be huntsman, that he was never to be called upon to leap, and no one seeming inclined to volunteer, our major, though it went sore against the grain, was compelled, in the presence of Tom, to attempt the dread barrier; so, getting his old screw by the head, he ran him at it in an irresolute sort of way, exclaiming, as he brandished his whip, Yooi, over he goes!

But it was no such thing. The old horse, running his nose against the gorse, wheeled short round, nearly unshipping Guinea, and the coast being now clear, the lately despised Tapper, cramming his spurs well into his sides, ran his tit at it full tilt, and in an instant Tapper and tit and writ were floundering among the sods.

Thats your sort! roared Ribgrass, crushing onward, regardless of Tappers danger, and his big horse, setting his great flat foot upon the writ, sent it for ever out of sight, to the temporary advantage of Sloper.

The major followed Ribgrass, loudly denouncing Tappers mischief; and the lately pent-up field being now released, pushed on after the streaming pack. Being now on Mr Muttonfields farm, with a line of gates full in view, there was a rare display of spurring, and cropping, and kicking, and spread-eagling, as each man pressed on to his utmost. How they hurried and scuttled along!

At the end of seven minutes and a half, which to some seemed an hour, the hounds come to a momentary check, having slightly overrun the scent, and our friend Blue Cap, the tailless cur to whom we owe an apology for our apparent neglect, now leaves Falconers horses heels, and rushing round the hounds as he would round a flock of sheep, sends them flying to our huntsmans halloo, who, holding them on towards the gate where fur cap has pricked her, they presently strike the scent, and go away like a pocketful of marbles. But who is so fortunate as to see this second burst, almost as terrible as the first? Our memory supplies, and we think we can name them all. If we look at the left, we shall see Major Guinea-fowles punt hat and green arms working away like a shuttle-weavers, closely followed by Hall, with his brown horse in a white lather; behind whom, and rough-casting the next man with mud as he goes, come Dweller, Elbows, and Drumhead. On the right are Vernal and Hermitage, going at a very galloping dreary done sort of pace, while the clatter and pother farther off proceeds from Billy Bedlington pounding up Knockington-lane, followed by Seton, Ribgrass, Bolus, Ribs, and Tommy Coulters young man, on a horse fresh out of the harrows. In the distance the game Tapper may be seen persevering on foot, leading his back-sinew-sprung horse, and trying to coax one of Messrs Remnant and Ribbons genteel young men, who has slightly deviated from his course with patterns of mourning for Lady Snuffles, out of his hack horse in exchange.

And the mention of mourning reminds us that we ought to be winding up with a kill, no chase, as Nimrod truly says, being complete without one.

The hare dies within a stones-throw of the Barley-Mow beer-shop, on the Gillinghurst-road  a most convenient spot for our sportsman,  the pack pouncing upon her in the middle of a large grass field, where she had clapped, as they call it, every hound getting a snatch at her haunch, and some a mouthful of fur. Major Guinea-fowle, jumping and dancing about with her over his head, would be a subject worthy of Leech himself. Falconers who-whoop reverberated in the beer-shop, and brought out the landlord, with a lurcher at his heels, and a pipe in his mouth. Every man present is ecstatic with delight. Give me the scut! cries one. Give me a foot! cries another. At length, all being satisfied in that line, poor puss is disembowelled, and Tapper arrives just in time to have his pasty face besmeared with her blood, to the infinite mirth of the field.

What superb hounds! now exclaims Tom Hall, looking them over, quite delighted with his own performance.

Arnt they? replied the major, eyeing Falconer as he deposits the hare in the case.

They talk about my Lord Heartycheer, continued he, shrugging his shoulders, and tossing a sneer on one side they talk about my Lord Heartycheer and the great doings of his pack, but for regular continuous sport Id back mine against them  and they dont cost half what his do, added he in a confidential tone to our Tom.

Amidst most hearty good-byes and adieux, the bulk of the field then sheered off to the beer-shop, and the major and Tom turned their heads towards home, all highly delighted with what they had done.


CHAPTER XXXVIII.

LORD HEARTYCHEER GOES A-ROVING.

[image: img460.jpg]

WHICH IS MY best way to Fleecyborough? asked Lord Heartycheer of Dicky Dyke, after the usual kennel spell, the first non-hunting day after the Silverspring Firs one. Which is my best way to Fleecyborough?

That pends upon which end of the town your lordship wants to be at, replied Dicky, with a purse of his mouth and a knowing twinkle of his little blue eyes. If you want to be at the corn-market end, your lordship must go by Jerico Green and up Spicer-lane; but if you want to be at the cattle-market

The barrack end, interrupted his lordship, knowing it was no use humbugging Dicky.

The barrack end, replied Dicky, drawing his breath and sucking his lips the barrack end, repeated he, thinking his lordship must steer clear of the Emperor of Moroccos, in Fish-street, and get there as quietly and unobserved as possible. Why, I should say, continued he, lifting his ideas as he would his hounds, I should say you must strike across Lingey open fields, keeping Thorneyburn to the right, and skirtin our cover at Marshlaw; then pass the windmill that stands a little to the left of Mr Draggletailes large white house, with a quarry at the back, and that lets you into the high-road, when youll have the barracks right afore ye, without ever goin into the town or settin foot on the pavement.

Thatll do, replied his lordship, adopting the idea, adding, Then just you see Peter, and tell him the way, so that he may know it in case I forget.

By all means, assented Dicky, with a touch of his hat, as he opened the kennel door for his lordship to depart, adding to himself, as he watched him cantering up the avenue home, Dash my buttons, but youre a game un! Seventy years of age!  seventy years of age, cordin to the census paper.

Next day but one, a couple of remarkably neat thoroughbred brown hacks were going the rounds before Hearty-cheer Castle door, in charge of a very diminutive groom, whose youth caused him to be selected for secret service; and as if to keep up the delusion he was attired in an undress livery, dark coat and waistcoat, cream-coloured leathers, and rose-tinted tops, with a belt round his waist, and a cockade in his hat  a dress that even in London any club bow-window lounger could appropriate to the owner at a glance, and people in the country can never mistake for any but his. However, that was what his lordship called going incog; and after the horses had made some half-dozen rounds of the spacious gravel ring, a quick clapping of hands, followed by the word Sharp! from an uncovered gentlemans gentleman, who suddenly appeared at the door, caused the tiger to bustle up to the steps with the horses, just as a couple of gigantic footmen threw back the portals, as if Daniel Lambert or the Durham ox were about to emerge instead of his slim antiquated lordship. He was got up with uncommon care  gay and various in his colours. A spic-and-span new black hat crowned his silvery white hair; a wildly tied light-blue gauze Joinville coquetted with his smally pleated shirt-frill, protruding through his canary-coloured vest, which was buttoned with bloodstone buttons, and traversed with chains and watch appendage gewgaws. He wore a light-blue velvet-collared dress-coat, with burnished gold club buttons (an earls coronet above a flying fox), and his faultless fawn-coloured leathers fell in creaseless easy lines upon his taper feet. His brown paper measure has long occupied the H. post of honour in Andersons back-shop. His lordship was of the Anglesey school of dressers, and was quite as great as his great original.

Thus caparisoned, with a light gold-mounted riding-whip in his primrose-kidded right hand, the gay old gentleman put his patent-leathered toe into the stirrup, and, vaulting into the saddle, ambled away like a lad going to see his first love, followed by the youthful tiger with his tongue in his cheek at the winking and nudging and laughing of the footmen. So his incognito lordship flourished through the country, drawing down the animadversions of some, and the speculations of others, as to where the shockin old rascal was going? But as they neither scowled nor menaced him as he passed, but, on the contrary, smiled as they touched or took off their hats to him, he flattered himself that he was considered a very respectable dignified nobleman. So he tit-upped away as gay as a lark, thinking that no one knew what he was after.

The world was well-aired ere the tramp of the noble lords horses on the wood pavement at the barrack-gates caused the stalwart sentries to stand and stare, and the shirt-sleeved soldiers to pause in their brushing and pipeclaying operations. Mattyfat and Gape were hanging listlessly out of a window, smoking and basking in the wintry sun preparatory to lady-killing in the town; while Stalker and Pippin, and Whopper and Spill, and others, lolled and strolled about the messroom, talking of their overnight host, his claret, and daughters, in the listless sort of way of idle wine-headachy gentlemen in general.

His lordship, who recollected the country as soon as they got within the gates, spurred on at a canter for the colonels house in the corner, and reining up his steed, beckoned the lad to dismount and make for the bell on the right of the door. Scarce had the quick-footed youth applied his hand to the brass nob ere Jasper, the gigantic footman, looked down like Jack the Giant-Killer upon him, and at the same instant a rich clear voice broke out in accompaniment of a piano, putting it quite out of Jaspers power to say that his young mistress wasnt at home. In truth, she had just decked herself out in a beautiful, almost new, drab and pink shot watered silk dress, with very wide sleeves, and Irish point ones underneath, and a high chemisette of the same material, secured with French diamond studs down the front, to receive young Mr Downeylipe, son of Sir John Downeylipe, Bart., who had just joined the regiment, and on whom she purposed trying the strength of her charms.

Great was her surprise when, as she sat on her music-stool with her dress all becomingly spread out behind her, Jasper creaked up and announced Lord Heartycheer instead of the name of the newly caught comet.

Oh, my lord! exclaimed she in a perfect ecstasy of delight, this is so kind  so unexpected  so

And thereupon, fearing she was going too far, she applied her kerchief to her lips, while the gallant old beau pressed his own lips to the other little hand, as, half-kneeling, he humbled himself before her. And Mrs Blunt, who commanded the scene from a convenient crack in the wainscotted partition, wondered how so gallant a beginning would end.

Wont your lordship be seated? asked Angelena, as the spicy old cock still kept his hold of her hand wont you be seated? repeated she, motioning him towards a cane-bottomed chair, beside which stood another quite convenient.

Hows my friend the colonel? asked his lordship, conducting Angelena towards the proffered resting-place.

Pas pretty well, Im much obliged, replied she, seating herself. Very well, I may say, added she, arranging her dress, and wondering whether her mother was watching.

And Mrs Blunt? bowed his lordship, depositing his hat by his own chair.

Mas pretty well, too, I thank you, replied the fair lady, passing her little beringed hand down her Madonna-dressed brown hair.

At home? asked his lordship in a tone of indifference.

No, theyre out driving, Im sorry to say, faltered Angelena, dreading lest the colonel, who was playing skittles behind the riding-school, should make a sudden irruption for some bottled porter.

Well done you, smiled mamma, thinking how worthy Angelena was of a chance.

Indeed, simpered the old buck, preparing to make play. Well, and hows the little mare? None the worse, I hope, for her canter the other day?

Oh dear, no, replied the fair lady; all the better.

And her lovely mistress  I neednt ask how she is after it, continued the old peer, grasping Angelenas arm incontinently as he spoke.

Oh, her mistress is quite well, simpered the lady, with a slight flourish of her cambric.

All the better, too, I hope, for the little gallop, suggested the gay old gentleman.

Indeed, I think I am, replied Angelena gaily, adding, I always do feel better after a ride.

Thats right! exclaimed the old man, his eagle eye lighting up with youthful enthusiasm. Gad! I think thats the neatest  the very neatest  cleverest  the very cleverest  handsomest  the very handsomest  little creature I ever set eyes on.Gad! Ive thought, Ive dreamt, Ive talked of nothing but the beautiful maid and her beautiful mare ever since, continued his lordship, now feeling her arm a little lower down.

Shes a sweet little thing, observed Angelena.

The maid, I suppose you mean? observed his lordship gallantly.

No, the mare, replied Angelena.

Both! exclaimed his lordship both!Gad! I was telling Mr Thorndyke Id give him a carte blanche to buy me such a one.

Indeed, mused Angelena, thinking her papa would accommodate him. Then she recollected he had sold the mare to Tom Hall. By a curious coincidence, his lordships rapid thoughts now wandered to that gentleman; and as Angelena was thinking whether she could not get off the Hall bargain, he exclaimed  

And hows your young friend, Mister  Mister  Mister  the plump brawny youth, as Somerville would say, who came out hunting with you, you know?

Oh, Mister Hall  Tom Hall  my fathers friend. Upon my word, to tell you the truth, said she, raising her eyebrows, and speaking in a confidential energetic tone to tell you the truth, Ive never seen him from that day to this.

Indeed! replied his lordship, raising his white ones in return, with an accompaniment of the shoulders indeed! I thought hed been your intended.

Intended! shrieked Angelena intended!  Oh, heavens, no! Hes just as much my intended as you are.

Humph! smiled his lordship, wondering whether that was artlessness or design.

Well, but hes a useful young man  a useful young man, and should be encouraged  should be encouraged, observed his lordship. These young men are very convenient at times  very convenient at times, added he with a knowing leer.

I do make a convenience of him, replied Angelena, sotto voce; hes a good-natured goose.

He seems so, said his lordship he seems so; not much of a horseman  I should say, not much of a horseman.

Horseman! exclaimed Angelena. I shouldnt like to be his horse, I know.

Nor I, replied his lordship nor I; he fell off, absolutely fell off  made a regular voluntary, added he, with a slap of his fawn-coloured knee, as if such a thing as falling off was perfectly unheard of.

Just the sort of man to do it, laughed Angelena.

Just, assented his lordship gaily just, repeated he. He then sat silent for a second or two, eyeing Angelena intently  her hair, her eyes, her teeth, her nose, her complexion, her hand, her foot, her figure. Thats a lovely dress! exclaimed he, taking hold of the stiff shot silk; very lovely dress.

Glad you like it, smiled Angelena.

Charmed with it  perfectly charmed with it! reiterated his lordship, adding, in an undertone, either with it or the wearer.

Oh, you flatter, my lord, simpered the fair flirt.

Not a bit of it! Last man in the world to do anything of the sort! exclaimed his lordship, throwing out his hands; but Ive an eye for beauty notwithstanding, and yours, I must say, is of the transcendent order. But let me see, continued he let me see, repeated he, pinching and eyeing the dress more intently; its two colours  two colours, I declare; gad its two colours if not three, added he, now turning it to the light.

Its what they call a shot silk, observed Angelena.

Shot silk, is it? repeated his lordship shot silk; well, I must say, its very pretty  very pretty, indeed; but your elegant, sylph-like figure would set off anything, added he, relinquishing his hold, as he recollected that he ought to be getting to his point.

Well, now, my darling, when will you come out with us again? asked his lordship hurriedly, as a stentorian voice halloaed out, after a heavy thump at the back door, PORTER  Two BOTTLES! which his lordship knew could proceed from none but the ex-corpulent captain, now our corpulent colonel.

Out again? shuddered Angelena, biting her lips, dreading lest her parent should come in and spoil the finest chance she ever had in her life. Out again? repeated she, as the flurry of petticoats from the other side of the wainscotted partition was followed by a gentle but protracted H-u-s-sh! from the top of the stairs.

She now pictured to herself her mamma with her finger on her lip, and her astonished papa beating a hasty retreat.

Yes  out with us again? repeated his lordship, pretending not to notice the interruption.

Oh, I should so like it! sighed Angelena, clasping her hands, and turning her bright eyes up to the ceiling.

Well, then, say the word, replied his lordship hastily, dreading an interruption to their tête-a-tête.

I fear  Im afraid  I faltered Angelena.

Fear nothing! exclaimed the gallant old lord, drawing his chair close up to his fair friends, and placing one of her little hands between his, as if going to have a game at hot hand with her fear nothing! repeated he, pressing her hand most affectionately, adding, Ill take care of you, my little angel!

Well, mused Angelena, without making any attempt to withdraw her hand, I should certainly like it uncommonly  the only difficulty would be about a horse, recollecting that Tom Hall would most likely be claiming Lily of the Valley, which she now thought her papa had made a mistake in selling him.

Oh, a horse shall be no difficulty  none whatever, replied his lordship, throwing out his right hand; our people shall arrange all that  only say the word, and it shall be managed as nice as can be.

Youre very kind, my lord  very.

Not at all  not at all, repudiated the now impetuous old peer.

Indeed, but you are, replied Angelena, looking most lovingly at him.

The compliments the other way, my darling  the compliments the other way, rejoined the old man, rising, and giving her such a smack of a kiss as sent Mrs Blunt spinning round on the other side of the partition, singing to herself  

Its a very fine thing to be mother-in-law To a very magnificent four-balled bashaw.

Oh, my lord!  oh, you naughty man!  fie for shame! fie! ejaculated Angelena. I must really have my maid in to protect me, added she, pretending great alarm as she adjusted her pink gauze ribbons.

Its given you quite a colour, observed his lordship, eyeing her now blood-mantling complexion.

Well it might, I think, snapped Angelena, with a toss of her head, as she stroked down her bright hair.

You should thank me instead of being angry, my pretty dear, replied he, not at all deceived by her pretended tiff.

Thank you for nothing, retorted Angelena, rearranging her manacles, and looking down on her chemisette studs, one of which was hanging out.

Let me put it right for you, my love! exclaimed the lord, passing his hand inside the chemisette as adroitly as a ladys-maid. Having adjusted the stud, he resumed his seat by her side.

Well, now, about the hunt, continued he, anxious to get matters finally settled. When shall it be?

Hunt, indeed! Im not sure that Ill go, after such rudeness, replied Angelena pettishly.

Pooh! pooh! itll do you a deal of good. Just look in the glass, and see what a fine complexion its made you, retorted the peer.

Nonsense, pouted Angelena. I dont want complexions made that way. What would my ma say, do you think?

That her daughter is a very prudish young lady, replied the peer, again taking her unreluctant hand.

But what would my pa say, do you think? continued she archly.

Oh, pooh! pas have no business with these matters  only for the ladies, answered he.

But they make business sometimes, replied the young lady.

Not yours, I should hope, rejoined the gay old Lothario.

Dont know that, whispered the young lady, with a sly twinkle of her bright eye.

Let us hope the best, exclaimed the old peer cheerily, who had every confidence in womans wit.

Well, sighed Angelena, with downcast eyes, I suppose we must.

Say the word, then; when shall it be? resumed his lordship, again returning to the charge, for he was all for taking them when they were in the humour.

Be! said Angelena be! repeated she, still dwelling on the sweet word.

Yes, be, repeated his lordship boldly.

Whenever your lordship likes, whispered the lady resignedly.

Thats right!  thats a darling!  thats a love of a girl! exclaimed he, now encircling her slim waist with his arm. Well, now, continued he, looking up at the ceiling, though he still kept squeezing and drawing her towards him; let me see  Monday, Honeyball Hill  Tuesday, Rakelaw Gate  Thursday, Summerhail Tower  Saturday, Blunderfield  four good places  good as any we have. Rakelaw Gates praps the best for a lady; but then its a long way from here. Honeyball Hill theres always such a crowd at  nasty Beale and Brassey, and head-and-shoulders Brown, and all that set. Ill tell you what, continued he, as if the idea had suddenly struck him, though in reality he had been pondering upon it all the way as he came Ill tell you what  how would it do to have a quiet bye to ourselves?  meet, say, at home  theres a litter of foxes that have scarce been disturbed in Roughley Brake, just at the back of the castle; we could then throw off and finish as we liked, without the bother and surveillance of a field.

Well, mused Angelena, considering whether the opportunities of privacy would compensate for the loss of the distinction of having his gay lordship for a cavalier servante before the country.

I really think that would be the best way, resumed his energetic lordship I really think that would be the best way. You come quietly over, you know, with Mr Horn.

Mr Hall, you mean, observed Angelena.

Ah, Hall, thats the name. I was thinking of Homs. Not an unlikely man to wear them, I should say  he, he, he! giggled his lordship, shrugging his old shoulders, as if half shocked at what he had said.

Mr Halls not at home, observed Angelena, with a prudish toss of her head.

Not at home, isnt he, repeated his lordship briskly. Well, never mind; get somebody else. Ill tell you who, added he, in a minute. Theres my young friend Jug  Jonathan Jug  you know him, I dare say; of course you do  hes in your pas regiment, in fact. Well, Jonathans the very man for us  nice, prudent, sensible, good-natured little fellow. I promised his pa to call upon him.Gad! Ill go and do it directly; and then you and he can arrange to ride over together, and Ill have horses and luncheon and everything ready, and well have a nice quiet hunt to ourselves, undisturbed by Brown or any of those horrors.

So saying, his lordship, raising the fair lady up from her seat with himself, gave her a series of most impressive salutes, and, laying down a couple of cards for papa and mamma, backed, courtier-like, out of the little room, and tripping gaily downstairs, mounted his hack, to canter across the barrack-yard to card the proposed cats-paw.


CHAPTER XXXIX.

ANGELENA ASTONISHES HER MOTHER.
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SCARCE HAD ANGELENA finished waving her adieux through the window to the cantering-away old lord, ere mamma stood behind her in the room.

And what dye think! exclaimed the quick artful girl, turning short round on her inquisitive parent.

Nay, I dont know! replied Mrs Blunt, reddening up.

Guess, said Angelena in a significant tone.

Nay, replied mamma, not venturing on the speculation women usually indulge in.

That Im to be a lady, then, said Angelena, spreading out her arms and hands on either side and dropping a very low curtsey.

What! has he offered? exclaimed Mrs Blunt, now in full flutter.

Offered! replied Angelena with another curtsey.

Oh, my dear child! oh, my duck! oh, my angel! my beloved! ejaculated mamma, hugging her daughter to her bosom, and then giving her a volley of kisses.

But dont tell pa, said Miss, with an ominous shake of her head.

Why not, my beloved? asked mamma, feeling it would be the death of her to keep it to herself.

Oh, because, you see, my lord  thats to say, Lord Heartycheer  and I  I mean, Lord Heartycheer, I think, would like  indeed, I know he would prefer to  to come over to talk to papa about it himself, as soon as he and I have got matters a little further arranged, and hes

Well, but youre sure he offered, interrupted Mrs Blunt, who well knew her daughters imaginative powers.

Sure! retorted Angelena with a sneer sure, repeated she, as if there could be any mistake about it.

Why, you should know as well as any one, replied mamma, thinking of the number of offers she had had.

I think I should, indeed, simpered Angelena, adding, Its only for girls whove never had beaux to make mistakes about it.

Well, you do stonish me, continued mamma, now regaining her breath with her confidence, as she thought of what she saw and heard through the crevice. You do stonish me, repeated she.

I saw it was coming, observed Angelena. I believe hed have offered out hunting if it hadnt been for the servants.

What, he was very sweet, was he? asked mamma.

Oh, very, replied Angelena; quite rapturous, in fact.

You didnt tell me, observed mamma.

No, mused Angelena, adding, You see  you see, I thought it mightnt come to anything, and then you would only laugh at me, and praps feel disappointed, so I thought the best thing was just to wait and see if he took any steps.

It was love at first sight, then, observed mamma.

I should say it was, replied Angelena I should say it was. He was remarkably courteous and respectful as soon as I came up, and stuck to me the whole day, showing me the country, and getting me over the hedges and ditches and awkward places.

Hes a fine handsome man, said Mrs Blunt, thinking what a triumph it was for her daughter.

Oh, hes a charming man, rejoined Angelena, thinking how severely he had kissed her.

People talk of his age; I dont believe hes half as old as they say, observed Mrs Blunt.

They wouldnt think him old if they could get him, replied Angelena.

No more they would, my darling, asserted Mrs Blunt, who was an ardent advocate of the doctrine that men are never too old to marry. I always say, continued she, that a man of fifty is infinitely preferable to a boy of twenty, or five-and-twenty, who falls in love with every pretty face he meets, and whom no woman can be certain of till shes got him through the church. Then they get tired of their wives, and their sons come treading on their heels before they know where they are. Its an awkward thing when father and son want top-boots at the same time. Thatll not be your case  and youll be a countess, whatever happens. A countess! my w-o-r-r-d, but it will make some people stare, Mrs Blunt thinking over a select list of friends whom she would astonish with the great intelligence.

And what will you do with Tom Hall? she asked after a meditative pause.

Oh, Tom may offer his fat hand to some one else. Jug says hes gone after Laura Giddyfowle, or whatever they call that great staring-eyed girl the men are all raving about.

Ah, and Jug too, suggested Mrs Blunt.

Oh, Jug and I will go on as before; my lordll arrange that  boys of his age are never jealous of those they consider their seniors. Jugs to be cats-paw for the present  my lords gone to see him about it, and Jugs to chaperone me over to the castle on Wednesday, after which, I make no doubt, his lordship will see pa, and arrange matters. See, his lordship has left his cards upon you, continued she, taking them up; so now, added Angelena, as she heard the well-known cough outside the back door, admonitory of her fathers approach, whatever you do, dont tell pa, if you please, for the present. So saying, she whisked out of the room, just clearing the landing with her smart dress as the colonels great stomach pioneered the way for his body.


CHAPTER XL.

PARENTS IN COUNCIL.
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DONT BELIEVE IT  dont believe a word of it, hang me if I do! exclaimed the colonel, who came in in a very bad humour, having lost three-and-sixpence at skittles, when Mrs Blunt whispered him in the strictest confidence the great event of the day. Not likely that hoary old rascals goin to be caught at his time o life, continued he.

Well, but I assure you its the fact, replied Mrs Blunt, now speaking rather above her breath.

Hoot, the divil! you women are always fancyin these things, growled he, stamping heavily with his plated high-low.

Hush, my dear, hush! dont make such a noise, rejoined Mrs Blunt soothingly, little doubting that her daughter, as was the fact, was now occupying her recent post of honour, listening.

Well, well, growled the colonel, shaking his great cannon-ball-shaped head, it makes no odds who hears what I say  I tell you, woman, its not credible  its not credible  wouldnt believe it if you were to swear to it.

Well, mused Mrs Blunt, itll be difficult to persuade you  itll be difficult to persuade you, I dare say.

I know it will, growled the man of war, sousing himself on the old, hired, horse-hair sofa in a way that made it creak again; d  d difficult, added he, hoisting his legs up.

Dont xactly see why it should, though, rejoined Mrs Blunt meekly.

Dont ye, growled the colonel dont ye; devilish difficult to make me believe that a disreputable old dotard like that, who ought to be shamed to be seen out of his grave, is a-goin to commit matrimony.

Well, but Angelena assures me he does, asserted Mrs Blunt.

Shes mistaken, I tell ye, snarled the colonel; shes mistaken  doesnt know her man.

Hes offered to her certainly, replied Mrs Blunt boldly.

Offered to her! exclaimed the colonel, startled at the information; offered to her! repeated he how, when, where?

Well, hes just been here, observed Mrs Blunt, handing the colonel a card.

Humph! grunted the monster, taking and eyeing it. Humph! what did he say?

Oh, why (hem)  I wasnt (hem) present to (cough) hear xactly, thats to say  but (cough, hem, cough)  I know hes offered.

Dont believe it, fumed the colonel again dont believe a word of it, curse me if I do.

Well, you may, replied Mrs Blunt significantly.

May believe a vast of things, if Im fool enough, retorted the gallant officer; believe blacks white, if I like, but I wont. Ill tell ye how itll be, continued he Ill tell ye how itll be, repeated he, raising his stentorian voice; youll make a mess of it atween ye as sure as youre born  itll be a reglar case of two stools  shell never get him, and shell lose Tom Hall to a certainty, and then I shall have to hand over the cheque for the mare, and therell be no end of bother with the Christmas bills, and I dont know what, continued he, throwing out his right fin in a fury at the thought.

Well, but you surely wouldnt have her throw away the chance? observed Mrs Blunt.

Dont believe she has a chance. Dont believe the man has the slightest intention of anything of the sort, replied the colonel. Hes a reglar bad old goat  always has been  always will be. Hes as wicked an old man as ever walked  dont know a worse.

Well, but he may mend, rephed Mrs Blunt, who never despaired of the men, provided they had plenty of money.

Mend! Damn him; hes too bad to mend  too bad for anything, cept a halter. Pretty thing it would be to lose Hall, with all his nice comfortable independence specially after the old usurer and I have talked matters over  for the chance of gettin such an arrant old deceiver as that  a man whose very name is a by-word in society.

Well, but Hall could be easily manished, replied Mrs Blunt; theres nothin bindin there, you know.

Nothin bindin! ejaculated the colonel, flaring up nothin bindin! Is the honour of an English officers daughter nothin?

Well, but Tom may change his mind, you know, observed Mrs Blunt; indeed, they do say hes gone to Carol Hill Green, and you may rely upon it hes not asked there for nothin.

Carol Hill Green, is he? replied the colonel, staring, and dry-shaving his great chin Carol Hill Green, is he? repeated he, considering how that would cut with regard to the cheque. Laura was the toast of the mess, and Tom Hall was under age, and altogether the colonel began to be uneasy, and to see things differently. If the Guineafowles caught Hall, Angelena was regularly thrown over; for Jug would never be worth looking after for any one  at least, not unless a whole row of other Jugs were disposed of. The colonel was inclined to pause. Perhaps the Heartycheer spec might be worth consideration after all.

Well, but what makes you think hes offered? asked the colonel in a more pacific tone.

Think! replied Mrs Blunt think! repeated she. Why, because, in the first place, Angelena says he did; and in the second place (cough, hem, cough), I overheard as much as makes me think so too.

You did, did you? replied the colonel, his bloodshot eyes staring wide you did, did you? repeated he, adding, That alters the case.

Yes, said Mrs Blunt, I was in our room, you see, lookin over the washin, and I heard kissin goin on, so I stopped and listend, and distinctly heard the words, When shall it be, then?  when shall it be? repeated several times, and then there was kissin again; indeed, I saw it through the crack in the wainscot.

Humph! mused the colonel, pondering. The man was old  old certainly; but then there is no fool like an old fool, and more improbable things had happened. Might mean to reform  fresh man, though he was old, and age, after all, went more by constitution than by years; just as a horse, after a certain time of life, was to be judged more by his legs than his teeth. Fine thing it would be if Angelena did get him. What a dashing countess she would make! And he himself would have a room at the castle, and luxuriate on fat slices of venison, peaches, and wall-fruit without end. He wasnt sure that he wouldnt leave the army, and go and live there altogether.

And Mrs Blunt, having sworn the colonel to secrecy  at all events, sworn him not to mention the subject to Angelena until she gave him leave,  chimed in with him in discussing all the pros and cons, and expatiating on the magnificence of the prospect, with occasional speculations as to what Mrs Vainfield, Mrs Mouser, and Miss Quiz would think; and wished that she could see the Empress of Moroccos face when she heard it. Mrs Blunt was dying to be at her cream-laid note-paper, announcing the fact to all old friends and acquaintances.

So things gradually got into a more encouraging matchmaking mood, though when the colonel heard of the projected excursion to the castle with Jug, he put his foot upon it at once, unless Mrs Blunt accompanied them; and, after various ingenious efforts to shake oh the old lady, Angelena was at length obliged to submit to be driven over, habited and garibaldied, in the old jingling mail-phaeton with posters, instead of cantering joyfully there with the comet, who occupied a place in the rumble. And now, having got them so far advanced on their interesting excursion, we will take a peep at Lord Heartycheers preparations for their reception.


CHAPTER XLI.

ARRANGING A QUIET BYE-DAY.
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WELL, DICKY, SAID Lord Heartycheer, in high glee, to his peculiar-dutied huntsman as they jogged homewards together after a capital run with a kill from Honey-ball Hill, in which his well-mounted lordship had distinguished himself as usual well, Dicky, dye think you can manage us a quiet bye on Wednesday?

Rayther quick, I fear, my lord  rayther quick, replied Dicky, with a half-supplicatory look. These houndsll go into a very small compass to-night, added he, looking down on the somewhat lagging pack as he spoke.

Well, but you could manage us something that would pass muster with a lady, at all events, observed his lordship with a smile.

Oh, certainly, by all means, rejoined Dicky, brightening up certainly  might take out a mixed pack for that matter, with a few of those we dont care much about: Lazarus here, for instance, and Lapwig, and Flasher. Benedict, too, might go, and Dangerous, also Royalty and Ferryman, and Baronet and Harbinger; oh yes, added he, well soon make up a ladys pack.

Ill tell you what I want, then, said his lordship, thinking it better to make a confidant of Dicky at once Ill tell you what I want, said he, sidling his horse alongside of Dickys. You see, Miss Blunt, the colonels daughter, is coming over to have a quiet hunt on the sly, and I want to arrange matters so as to have as much of her society as possible  you understand, eh?

Jest so, replied Dicky, who was an adept at amatory matters jest so, repeated he. Well, then, I was thinking, said he, after a pause, the best plan will be to have it near home  say, at Lovejoy Grove, or Kiss-me-quick Hill  and then she could come in when she tired, you know, poor thing  she could come in, you know, when shes tired, you know.

Thats just my idea, exclaimed his lordship thats just my idea. Have a little luncheon, show them the pictures and things, and then have things ready to turn out just when we like.

By all means, assented Dicky, with a touch of his cap.

Keep it snug, you know, observed his lordship.

By all means, my lord, assented Dicky. Shall we go in mufti or hunting things? asked he, looking at his own smartly fitting scarlet.

Oh  why  ha  hem  haw  let me see, mused his lordship, thinking how it would act. Perhaps, said he after a pause perhaps the best plan will be to give exercising orders, and then change all of a sudden, so that it maynt ooze out that we are going to hunt.

By all means, assented Dicky, with another touch of his cap, adding, There are people who come out on bye-days who dont come out on no other, jest, I believe, for the sake of appearin knowin.

There are, replied his lordship there are, adding, Monstrous bores they are, too. However, well trick them this time. Have all things ready, you know, to suit either order.

By all means, assented Dicky.

And tell Spurrier to exercise Lady Jane in a sidesaddle, with a rug, you know, like a habit  Miss Blunt will ride her; and tell him to have a steady horse for Captain Jug, say old Solomon, or Bricks brown

By all means, my lord, again assented Dicky; and the Cherryfield and Nutworth Chase cross-roads here intervening, his lordship availed himself of the open for mounting his hack and cantering off homewards, leaving the complaisant Dicky to follow with the hounds.


CHAPTER XLII.

ONE TOO MANY.
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CON  FOUND it! I do believe theres that nasty old woman coming, exclaimed his lordship, as, having got himself up in his most killing attire, he raked the distant sweeps of the long-winding approach with a telescope from his sumptuously furnished dressing-room in the western tower. Coming, by Jove! repeated he in an agony of despair, after taking a second look, and seeing the now grinning Mrs Blunt, decked out like a cockatoo in all the colours of the rainbow. Well, con  found it, continued he, swinging himself furiously into the room, and upsetting a chair as he caught it with his spur con  found it, but thats the stoopidest most asinine thing I ever knew done in the whole course of my life, and thereupon he slapped his forehead and white cords in an agony of despair.

He knew what it was to have an old woman coupled with a young one. While yet he meditated irresolutely what to do, the deep-sounding notes of the door-bell announced the arrival, and he hurried off almost mechanically to meet them.

My dear Mrs Blunt! my dear Mrs Blunt! Im charmed  Im overjoyed to see you! he exclaimed, meeting her in the middle of the spacious entrance-hall, which the old lady was surveying in a very ownership sort of way. This is, indeed, an unexpected, a most gratifying pleasure, continued he, seizing both her sky-blue, red-back-stitched gloved hands, and shaking them cordially. Then, glancing onwards, he exclaimed, And the lovely Lady Angelena! to our fair, sprucely habited, garibaldied friend, who contrived to show his diamond pin in her delicate pink-and-white neckerchief and the lovely Lady Angelena, repeated he, to the delight of both mother and daughter, as he now seized the ungloved hand of the latter. And Jug, my dear Jug! continued he, addressing him, too, with the utmost glee, as the queerly put-on cornet stood a little behind the mass of ermine, pea-green hat, and pink-tipped white feathers that enveloped the now joint-stock mother-in-law. Then, turning to Mrs Blunt again, his lordship offered her his red-coated arm, and, preceded by a highly scented, luxuriantly whiskered groom of the chamber and two gigantic, quivering-calved footmen, they entered a sumptuous sky-blue satined drawing-room, radiant with mirrors, gilding, and ornaments from all parts of the globe. Come to the fire, my dear Mrs Blunt, continued his lordship, leading her towards the first one, for the room was large enough to require two come to the fire, my dear Mrs Blunt, for theres a coolness in the air, and you must have felt it in your phaeton, though, glancing ardently at Angelena, it seems to have agreed with mademoiselle, who really looks quite bewitching, his lordship wishing he could put the old curiosity up the chimney, or anywhere else, to get rid of her.

Youve a beautiful  a splendid place here, certainly, my lord, simpered Mrs Blunt, staring about her in bewilderment, and thinking what a set-down it was for her daughter.

Glad you like it, maam  glad you like it, bowed the gallant old cock; hope youll come and stay here very often.

Im sure I shall be most happy, replied the matter-of-fact mamma-in-law.

And the colonel, my old friend the colonel, continued his lordship, getting desperate, thinking as it was over shoes, it might as well be over boots too.

Oh, the colonel! Im sure the colonelll be happy, too  nothin he likes so much as a quiet billet i the country.

His lordship bowed again, thinking he would be very sly if he got one there.

Never thought to see the place under such (hem) circumstances, simpered Mrs Blunt, now unfolding one of her daughters best kerchiefs.

Angelena, seeing her mamma was approaching tender ground, exclaimed, with a glance out of a deeply mullioned window in an apparently impregnable wall, What a lovely dye it is!

Charming! exclaimed the old peer charming, adding, Shall we have a saunter round the terrace  into the garden  or would you prefer seeing the pictures first, continued he, adding, as he spoke, Ill ring for Mrs Mansell  Ill ring for Mrs Mansell.

The lady so designated was the housekeeper, now somewhat advanced in life, but still retaining symptoms of the beauty that recommended her to his lordship, and raised her from the dairy to the head of the establishment.

Considering the questionable nature of her services, and the sort of people with whom she had to deal, Mrs Mansell was a very respectable-looking person; and it was only under the scrutinising search of male eyes that the wince of deviation was apparent.

But though she was most decorous and respectful to all the guests before his lordships face, treating them as if she thought they were what the servants call quite quality, she took her change out of them behind his back, and let them see what she really thought of them.

Well, I spose youll be wantin to see all the ins and outs of our place? observed she, as, having received mamma and miss from his lordship, she led the way across the spacious entrance-hall  I spose youll be wantin to see all the ins and outs of our place? adding, Women generally like to poke their noses into all the holes and corners they can.

We want to see the castle, certainly, replied Mrs Blunt, bridling up, thinking the lady had better mind her ps and qs if she meant to stay there.

Ah, well, rejoined Mrs Mansell, now ringing a concealed bell in the wall, which immediately produced an amazingly smart, handsomely dressed housemaid  for the old lord would have none but handsome women about him  of whom she said, addressing Mrs Blunt, this young oman will show you through the state apartments, and by the time youve done with them, youll find me in the picter gallery.

So saying, Mrs Mansell made a sort of half-mock, half-respectful curtsey to the no-better-than-they-should-bes, as she thought them, and looking at the maid as much as to say youll not get much out of them, withdrew the way she came.

The housemaid, taking her cue from her predecessor, just as the old post-boys used to take their threepenny hints from those who brought up the chaise, proceeded to open first one bedroom door and then another, announcing, as she flourished her hand at the beds, this as the room that Queen Caroline slept in, that as the one the Duke of Somebody died in, another the room Lord Heartycheer was born in  information which was a good deal lost upon Mrs Blunt, busy thinking what room she would choose for her daughter. Beautiful as they all were, each succeeding one eclipsed its predecessor in splendour; so the more Mrs Blunt saw, the more she was bewildered. And now, while the ladies are thus genially employed, let us take a glance at the gentlemen below.


CHAPTER XLIII.

USEFUL JUG.
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WHAT THE DEUCE did you bring that nasty old baggage here for? asked his lordship, sotto voce, of Jug, as soon as the folding-doors shut out the back views of the retreating ladies what the deuce did you bring that nasty old baggage here for? repeated he, quite beside himself with vexation.

Why, she would come! she would come! exclaimed the half-frightened Jug. I did all I could to prevent her.

Ord rot her! continued his lordship, stamping furiously; shell spoil all our sport  shell spoil all our sport. I didnt want her  I didnt want her. I thought you and the girl would ride over together, and wed have a nice quiet day to ourselves. I made it expressly for you, my dear fellow  I made it expressly for you. Old Pitcher said to me the last time I saw him in Brookss, Heartycheer, my boy, I wish youd notice my grandson, whos quartered beside you; and I said to him, My dear Pitcher, youre the oldest friend I have in the world, the very oldest, and theres nothing I wouldnt do to serve you. Ill not only call on your grandson, but Ill call on the colonel, and so interest him in his behalf; and seeing the young lady, I thought it would be the very thing to get you over together, for they all like a sprig of nobility; but I never wanted that old woman for a moment  never wanted that old woman for a moment.

Well, I told her that! I told her that! vociferated little pig-eyes, but she said the colonel insisted on her coming  wouldnt hear of his daughter going without her  indeed she did, asserted Jug, now spluttering with vehemence.

Well, mused his lordship, biting his lips and buttonholing little Jug, its a bad job, a deuced bad job; but Ill tell you what you must do  you must ease me of the old body as much as you can, you know  ease me of the old body as much as you can, you know  you understand, eh?

Oh yes, replied Jug. Ill do anything in that way; only tell me what to do.

Why, said his lordship, I can manage her here, you know; the difficulty will be about hunting, you know; and I shouldnt like to disappoint Miss Angelena, whos come in her habit, and all so smart.

Just so, assented Jug, who had natural horror of hunting, though, like many jolly subs., he occasionally punished himself by partaking of the chase. Well, continued he, as far as huntings concerned, Im really quite indifferent about it to-day. Any other day would suit me quite as well  better, indeed, for Ive got a pair of boots on that are anything but comfortable; and if ones boots dont fit, ones breeches seldom do either; and when ones garments amt right, continued Jug, hitching and pulling away at a pair of his fathers old leathers, that didnt seem to have the slightest idea of doing what they ought, theres very little pleasure or enjoyment.

Quite true, assented his lordship quite true. I know nothing so nasty as ill-fitting clothes, unless, indeed, it is a nasty old bundle of dirty finery such as that youve brought here. However, continued he, calming down, well say no more about that  well say no more about that; youll manage the old jade  youll manage the old jade. And now, if youll excuse me for half a minute, added his lordship, drawing the ivory-knobbed bell-handle, Ill send for Dicky Thorndyke, and give him his cue.


CHAPTER XLIV.

SOOTHING SYRUP.
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OH, DICKY! SAID his lordship in an undertone, as that hunting-equipped worthy emerged from the stewards room, where he was having a little refreshment, and approached his lordship respectfully in the grand entrance hall oh, Dicky, repeated he in a tone of despair, heres a pretty kettle of fish; Mrs Blunts come with her daughter, and whatever Im to do I dont know.

S-o-o-o, mouthed Dicky, drawing a long face.

Its the most unfortunate thing that ever occurred, continued his lordship.

It is so, said Dicky, conning the matter over.

Mr Jug says hell be good enough to keep her engaged while we slip off with the daughter, so you must have all things quick and ready for a start.

By all means, my lord, assented Dicky, with a touch of his forelock.

The difficulty will be keeping her quiet after weve gone, observed his lordship.

Oh, I think that might be manished, replied Dicky I think that might be manished. Lock up their post-boy, and dont let him have any orses.

Well, considered his lordship, that might do.

Or, continued Dicky briskly, give her a little somethin soothin.

That was what I was thinking, whispered his lord-ship that was what I was thinking. If you could see Doiley and tell him to mix her some  not over-strong, you know, but just a moderate dose  we might reckon upon having her quiet for a few hours at least.

And Mr Jug? asked Dicky.

Oh  why  ha  hem  Mr Jug must just take his chance, you know. It wont do for Doiley to tell him; and if he has a mind to drink it, why  ha  hem  hell just go to sleep too, thatll be all.

Just so, my lord, assented Dicky just so, adding, Then what would your lordship think of drawing first?

First, mused his lordship first, repeated he, adding, Dont know, Im sure  this confounded interruptions put me so out  what would you think?

Theres the Grove, and Kiss-me-quick Hill, both sure finds, observed Dicky; but we might rouse young Mr Kyleycalfe, and if he was once to come to us we should never get rid on him, for hes no more sense nor delicacy nor a pig.

No more he has, assented his lordship, who recollected how Kyleycalfe persecuted him one day when he had the beautiful Empress of Morocco out on the sly. Dash it all! what shall we do? continued his lordship, stamping furiously on the soft rug.

Dicky for once was mute.

Couldnt you send to Kyleycalfes, think you, asked his lordship, with your compliments, and say youre going to draw Roughshaw Brake; that would draw him off the other way?

Well, said Dicky, only it might stir up Harry Shoveller, or Mr Whickenrake, or some of the Fatacres people, for theyre all of a litter like.

They are so, assented his lordship, now more bothered than ever.

How would it do, asked Dicky after a pause, to run a drag, say, from Choplaw Wood over Broomfield Common, through Steventon Chase and Lingfield down to Mrs Easyloves?

That would do! ejaculated his lordship that would do, repeated he, delighted at his huntsmans sagacity the very thing, I should say. Only it would be well to let MrsLove know were coming.

By all means, assented Dicky by all means; send little Charley Bates off with a note at once.

Or stay, continued his lordship, thinking it over; how would it do, asked he, to send Mrs Mansell, think you, in the incog, chaise with dry things for us both in case we got wet?

A very good idea, replied Dicky a very good idea, repeated he; then shell be on the spot, and have everything ready against you arrive, for these old postin- houses are not to be depended upon for comfort since railways were interduced.

Theyre not, replied his lordship far from it. MrsLoves was very cold the last time I was there; so now, continued he, button-holing his huntsman, Ill send Mrs Mansell to you, and youll see and start her at once with dry things of all sorts, you know, ladies as well as gentlemens, and then you be ready to turn out the instant you are wanted  the instant you are wanted, repeated his lordship energetically.

By all means, assented Dicky.

You must have the drag run in time, mind, and arrange to lift it occasionally, so that we may check and look about us a little, you know.

By all means, assented Dicky.

And dont forget the soothing syrup, enjoined the lord.

Certainly not, replied the huntsman.

Tell Doiley mulled clarets the best thing to give it in, added his lordship.

By all means, assented the huntsman.


CHAPTER XLV.

BY BACK WAYS.
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JUST AS HIS lordship got back to Jug, the faintest possible tinkle of a little bell in the cornice at the far end of the room announced that the ladies had entered the picture gallery, his lordship having had the bell placed in communication with the door, in order that he might know when visitors entered, and go and enjoy their admiration of the voluptuous paintings and statues with which it abounded from private peep-holes he had established in various parts of the wall.

Now, said he to our pliant little friend Jug as he heard the significant bell, we will join the ladies, if you please, and remember  Ill take care of the old lady now, if youll have the kindness to relieve guard, as it were, when we go to hunt  that is to say, after luncheon, you know  Ill slip away, and you must ply her with wine, liqueurs, or whatever you think will do her good.

I will, replied the dragoon, with great heartiness.

They then left the room arm-in-arm together, and found things just as his lordship anticipated, the housemaid having returned her charge to Mrs Mansell. With a sneer and a chuck of her chin, as much as to say, theres fine copper company for you, that estimable lady had ushered them into the splendid picture-gallery ranging along the whole west side of the castle, and was commencing her horse-in-the-mill descriptions in a tone of hard-strained civility, when his lordship and Jug entered from the other end, and found our fair friends ranged before a voluptuous Etty that generally brought spectators up short.

This, said Mrs Mansell, pointing to the picture, is the great Mr Apollo, a gent much given to the ladies. He coabited with Wenus in the Island of Rhodes, where it rained gold, and the earth was clothed, as you see, with lilies and roses. Among other young ladies he made love to was Miss Daphne, who, owever, liked a youngerer gent better nor him. Mr Apollo, therefore, who was an artful man, persuaded the youth to dress up as a gal, and keep company with the nymphs. They, you see, want him to bathe with them in the river near London, which the youth refusing to do, his sex was discovered, and he was stabbed to the eart with many daggers.

Poor young man, sighed Mrs Blunt.

Ah, thats a fine thing  a very fine thing, Mrs  Mrs  Mrs  Blunt, hemmed his lordship, coming too quickly upon them to allow of a retreat thats a very fine thing, repeated he; the figures of the ladies, I take it to be quite perfection  you almost fancy you can feel them in the water, its so lambent and clear. Then, turning to Mrs Mansell, he said, Thankee, thankee  we neednt detain you, though, adding in a whisper, Mr Thorndyke wants to see you.

Whereupon Mrs Mansell made a most respectful curtsey, leaving the further lionisation of the ladies to his lordship, whom she couldnt help thinking a good deal resembled Mr Apollo.

His lordship then took Mrs Blunt on his arm, and proceeded to explain and expatiate to a very uncultivated mind. Still she was all in the assenting enthusiastic mood, though her encomiums were sometimes misplaced. So they strolled down the fine gallery, followed by Angelena and Jug, the latter making faces at his lordship, and grimacing as he went.

That, said his lordship, nodding at the back of a full-length statue occupying a newly erected pedestal on the floor of the gallery, of course, you know: its Powers Greek Slave, that was so much run after by all the young gentlemen at the Great Exhibition. Thats an exact copy of it, continued he; just got it home  gave a thousand  no, Im wrong, fifteen hundred pounds for it. The figures beautiful  very beautiful, certainly  full and voluptuous, without any Hottentot Venusish exaggeration about it; but theres a something about the face, continued he, turning the figure round on the pivot theres a something about the face that I dont like  an air of pensive melancholy, if you observe.

Well, but shes a slave, you know, observed Angelena smartly, now falling into line with Jug before the statue.

True, my dear  true, assented the owner. It isnt the propriety of the expression that I question; on the contrary, its quite correct  quite correct  only the face reminds me of one of the most consummate hypocrites I ever met in my life  a girl with just the same mild subdued expression of countenance, but who was as heartless a hypocrite as ever breathed  a girl so full of artful purity that you would have thought she hadnt a worldly mercenary idea in her head, and yet whose soul ran upon money, and nothing but money. I really believe shed have jilted a DOrsay for any rich Bullock and Hulker out of the City.

Horrid wretch! exclaimed Mrs Blunt, who, like many mammas, professed a thorough contempt for wealth.

Just as his lordship got to this virtuous period of his indignation, a softly stepping servant, in a gorgeous white tie and plain clothes that shone resplendently new, minced up, and announced in a half whisper that luncheon was on the table; whereupon the peer vented the balance of his wrath upon the lady by declaring that he could whip the figure; and then again getting Mrs Blunt on his arm, he led the way to the splendid banqueting-room that we had the pleasure of introducing to our readers on the Heartycheer Castle day, where, in newspaper phraseology, there was again a sumptuous display of every delicacy of the season. Our friends, after their long drive in the bracing wintry air, wanted little persuasion on the part of their noble host to induce them to fall to with hearty goodwill, while his lordship, who was not a luncheon eater, sat eyeing the party, and planning how to get the lively young lady away.

Well, at length said he, looking at his diminutive watch as he rose from his chair on seeing Angelena was done, though mamma still plodded steadily on over a third plateful of Perigord pie well, dont hurry yourself, my dear Mrs  Mrs  Mrs Blunt, whatever you do, laying his hand on her shoulder dont hurry yourself, pray  make yourself quite at home, do; and while you are eating, if your lovely daughter will allow me, Ill just take and show her the horse I propose putting her upon, so that if there is any change or alteration to make it may be done at once.

So saying, with a sly beckon to Angelena and a knowing wink at Jug, he got the fair lady away, and in an instant was squeezing her arm as lovingly within his on the far side of the door as Jug had squeezed it on entering. Away they hurried, by back passages and covered ways, to the spacious courtyard of the castle stables behind.

Jug, who felt excessively relieved, as well by his lordships departure as by his own escape from hunting, now made an arm at all the bottles within reach, and began helping himself and his mamma-in-law most plenteously to their contents. Indeed, so far as Jug was concerned, his lordships order to drug them both was unnecessary, for Jug very soon put himself hors de combat; but as the beverage was mixed, the butler didnt care to waste it, and very soon after it was placed upon the table, Jug and Mrs Blunt were, as Mr Doiley said, in the arms of Murphy.


CHAPTER XLVI.

DAMPED HOPES.
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ALTHOUGH THE COAST seemed clear as Lord Heartycheer hurried our fair lady along, yet was every nook and point of observation occupied by curious eyes, all bent on seeing what the new favourite was like.

Deed! sneered pretty Mary Smith, the stillroom-maid, with a haughty toss of her neatly braided head, Im sure shes nothin to make a song about.

Fine feathers make fine birds, remarked Jane Softley, the third housemaid, to Roger Plush, the second footman.

Well, shes a contrast to the empress, anyhow! exclaimed fat Bridget Brown, the head laundry-maid, to Mr Smoothstep, the groom of the chamber.

The tanners wifes worth ten of her, rejoined the polite Smoothstep, thereby conveying an indirect compliment to Bridget, who was as plump, if not as pretty, as the empress.

When, however, his lordship, with the fair object of these remarks, appeared on the top of the massive flight of stone steps leading down into the spacious heavily battlemented courtyard, symptoms of animation were apparent, and Mr Spurrier, the bareheaded stud-groom, instantly emerged from a stable leading the beautiful Lady Jane, and had her sideways at the botton of the steps as Angelena reached them.

Stand by her head, said his lordship stand by her head, repeated he, adding, Ill put the lady on, stooping to take her foot as he spoke.

Angelena lifted her habit becomingly, and raising her taper foot, his lordship vaulted her into the saddle as light as a cork.

Thats capital! exclaimed he, now standing erect, and looking her over as she flounced about adjusting her habit comfortably in the soft saddle thats capital! repeated he, now helping her to smooth it. Shell carry you like a bird; and now, if youll come this way, Ill get my horse, and well be off.

So saying, his lordship led the way through the coachhouse courtyard into the one beyond, where there was an instantaneous burst of red coats  Dicky Dyke emerging from one stable, Billy Brick from another, Sam from a third, and Mr Paxton, the scarlet-coated but now gaitered second horseman, from a fourth. Quick as thought they were in their saddles, and, at a nod from his lordship, were trotting under the massive archway into the open of the country beyond. The purple-coated feeder stood with the kennel-door in his hand, and, at a signal from Dicky, the glad pack came chiding and gambolling over the green.

Gently! exclaimed Dicky gently! repeated he, shaking his head at the mirthful ones, as much as to say, Dont make a noise; were out on the sly to-day.

Billy then reined in his horse, and, preceded by Brick, trotted gaily along at that pleasant post-boy pace so familiar to fox-hunters. His lordship and Angelena followed at a convenient distance, his lordship riding a splendid three-hundred-guinea grey that had not been out for a week. As soon as he got him settled on his bit, he sidled up to the lady, and opened a profuse battery of compliments upon her  

Well, now, she did look lovely!  never saw her look so well. Her brown Garibaldi was so becoming  the colour matched her beautiful hair so nicely. The new feather, too, was charming  the very poetry of a feather! Never saw a habit fit so nicely  set off her bust and figure to such advantage. Liked to see a lady got up with taste  neatly fitting gloves, nice chemisettes, and tasty kerchiefs, his lordship eyeing Angelenas delicate pink-and-white one secured with the well-known diamond pin.

So they proceeded through the park, pleased with themselves and each other. The day was still gloriously fine, though the dancing sunbeams and water-marked sun occasionally gave the old lord pause, and made him wish he had brought out Paxton with his macintosh or greatcoat. However, one always hopes the best; always trusts that this day will be the exception to the rule; nor, so long as the bright sunshine lasts, will we believe that so much splendour can be suddenly changed into murky melancholiness.

So thought his lordship as he now proceeded silently along, varying his inward admiration of Angelena with congratulations at his sagacity in sending the dry things to Mrs Easyloves, and speculations on the probable result of the adventure. Angelena, who was equal to any quantity of compliments, and not knowing how long the opportunity might last, aroused his lordship from his reverie by exclaiming  

What a lovely tile! What a lovely tile! repeated she, his lordship evidently not catching the first shot.

Ah! ah, yes  a Lincoln and Bennett, replied his lordship, uncovering his old frosty prow a Lincoln and Bennett  capital tile-makers they are  have dealt with them for many years, added he, putting it on again.

No, it was the horses tile I was admiring, laughed Angelena.

Oh! ah, yes  the horses tail, rejoined his lordship, now better comprehending her dialect oh! ah, yes, he has a very beautiful tail  a very beautiful tail; so has yours  so has yours  carries it well, too  carries it well, too  carry you well, I hope  carry you well, I hope.

His lordship then again got up the steam of his compliments, all of which Angelena received with the utmost composure and delight. She would have backed herself at ten to one to be a countess. What a dasher she would be, she thought!

It was not until his lordship heard the key again turn in the lock of the private door in the park wall that he was quite at his ease with regard to the start. He feared the pursuit of Mrs Blunt, and doubted whether Jug was enough of a diplomatist to keep her quiet. Now, however, that he was clear of the premises, and about to dive into the bush of the country, he commenced bantering Angelena on her boldness, wondering what mamma would think, and hoping she wouldnt whip her when she got back. Angelena, on her part, was all giggle and eyes, anxious to fascinate  hardly knowing what to be doing. So they chatted and chirped along the bridle-road through Mr Dockenheads fields, turning short to the left at the village of Barnton to avoid passing Mr Cloverfogs farm at Fodderington.

The hounds having now arrived on the long strip of grass below the banks of Choplaw Wood, Billy Brick looking inquiringly round on Dicky Dyke, who in turn looked round at his lordship, when a nod from the peer sent Billy scuttling one way, Sam another, while the hounds made the old rotten fence crash with their weight as they dashed into cover at the wave of Dickys hand.

Y-o-o-i over, good dogs! Y-o-o-i yo-ver, and wind him! cheered he, with a slight crack of his whip, when, getting his horse by the head, he put him at the well-accustomed gap in the fence, and presently commenced his exhortations in cover.

My lord and my lady kept on the grassy strip outside, my lord thinking about timing it cleverly for Mrs Easy-loves, and the lady thinking of his lordship instead of the hounds.

As the latter spread the cover, each following his own line, it suddenly occurred to Dicky that he had forgotten to tell the lad where to begin the drag; and again, that if they should chance to put up a fox, neither of the whips had orders to stop the hounds. As he was riding, yoicksing, and meditating what he should do in such an emergency, the whole pack suddenly burst forth in full cry; and while Dicky sat listening with his hand in the air, hoping the best, fearing the worst, their short running, quick turning, and increased music left no doubt on his mind that they were on a fox, and that, too, with a burning scent. Whipping out his horn, he got his horse by the head, and shot up a ride, in hopes of heading and stopping them in cover.

Hark! exclaimed his lordship, breaking off in the middle of an eulogium on Angelenas figure; that sounds very like a fox. Hark! again exclaimed he, holding up his hand. A fox for a hundred! added he.

No doubt, replied Angelena, reining in her horse, and depositing her kerchief in the saddle-pocket.

A fox for a thousand! a fox for five-and-twenty hundred! continued his lordship, listening. Follow me! added he, now clapping spurs to the grey, and hustling him up the ride as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground.

When his lordship got to the top of the wood he heard Billys cheery Holloa, away, followed by a shrill tweet, tweet, tweet of a horn, that he knew proceeded from Billys.

Hang it, there must be some mistake, muttered his lordship, opening the bridle-gate out of cover there must be some mistake, repeated he, settling in his saddle for action, and looking about for Dicky.

Meanwhile, the hounds were racing away some three fields ahead, with none but Brick near hand.

Well, said his lordship, dropping his elbows and settling for action, needs must when a certain old gentleman drives, but Im hanged if I know what he means.

We are in for another Silverspring Firs day, I think! exclaimed Angelena, now touching her mare gently with the whip to make her keep pace with his lordship.

Ill bet you a kiss old Dicks made a mess of it, replied his lordship, smiling.

How so? asked Angelena, feeling if her habit was all right behind.

Youll see, replied his lordship knowingly, as he gathered his horse to ride at a fence.

Over he went, with Angelena close upon him.

A little more room, or Ill have to whip you myself! exclaimed his lordship, who thought Angelena was atop of him.

Beg pardon! replied the lady, who felt she couldnt afford to kill the old gentleman who was to make her a countess.

His lordship then rose in his stirrups, and shot up a long strip of sound turf as if on a race-course. Still he gained nothing on the hounds.

Theyre racing for Dusterton Woods  racing for Dusterton Woods! exclaimed his lordship, divided between joy at the prospect of a spinner and vexation at the apparent miscarriage of his project. Hang it, never mind, thought he, I have her with me at all events. So saying, he reined in his horse and made him break a high wattled fence on a bank, in order that Angelena might get over without difficulty.

Oh, dont do that! exclaimed she, adding, I like leaping!

Do you, my darling, replied his lordship, adding, Youre the girl for my money.

They then went spluttering across a field of swede turnips together.

Yonder he goes! now cried his eagle-eyed lordship, taking off his hat; and some two fields ahead Billy Brick was sailing away, cheering and capping on the hounds, perfectly regardless of the great bullfinches that came in his way. Over he went, as if they were nothing. Ill bet you a kiss he kills him, said his lordship, looking significantly at Angelena. Ill bet you two kisses he kills him, continued he, increasing in energy.

Ill bet you a pair of gloves, simpered Angelena prettily.

Hang gloves! exclaimed his lordship; lets have something more substantial.

Im sure gloves are more substantial than kisses, rejoined the now laughing lady.

Ah, but gloves are to be got anywhere; kisses are not so common.

Youre a naughty man, and I must leave you, replied Angelena, pretending to turn her horse away from his lordship.

Nonsense! exclaimed the old peer. See how theyre running, added he, pointing with his whip to the pack, now straining up the rising ground of Furrowflat Hill. And yonder goes the fox! continued he, now taking off his hat as he again viewed the varmint rounding the top of the rising ground. Forrard!  forrard! screamed he, hustling his horse, and riding like a boy.

They were soon on the spot where his lordship viewed the fox, Angelena handling and riding her horse most beautifully. But hold, a check! The Sheepcome and Delemere cross-roads intervene, and the fox has been chased by a cur. The eager hounds spread like a rocket for the scent, and Billy Brick, with upraised hand and anxious eye, sits transfixed on his now smoking chestnut. Lord Heartycheer and our fair friend pass over a gap at the corner of a clover ley, and pull up a little short of Brick. His lordship looks anxiously forward, in hopes of a hint or a halloa; and Angelena, not less anxious about herself, feels her hair, and her face, and her habit, and hopes shes looking well. And well she is looking  uncommonly well  warmed without being heated, with a bright sparkle of animation imparted to her radiant eyes.

Ah, youll do very nicely, whispered the old peer in her ear, as she now began fingering the pretty pink-and-white kerchief. Youll do very nicely, repeated he. Only dont lose the pin, you know, which was now rather sticking up.

Shouldnt like to do that, replied Angelena, adjusting it, and looking most lovingly at her lord as she hoped he was to be.

She would have backed herself at this moment at twenty to one for a countess.

Im afraid weve lost the fox, whispered she, shaking her habit under her as she saw Billy Brick (Dicky, who was nothing across country without Billy to bore holes in the fences for him, having been floored at the first leap) advancing to the assistance of the pack. Im afraid weve lost the fox, repeated she, as his lordship sat looking distrustful at Billy.

Lets have a bet about it  lets bet half a dozen kisses, replied his lordship coaxingly, taking hold of her arm.

Hush! frowned Angelena, the servants will hear, looking significantly at Sam, who now bustled past with some tail hounds.

Oh, never mind him, said his lordship, who was quite regardless of servants.

Well, now, what do you say? resumed his lordship, sotto voce.

Say about what? asked Angelena, pretending ignorance.

About the kisses, replied his lordship; will you bet me half a dozen kisses we dont kill the fox?

You must ask mamma, replied Angelena, with a stately bow.

Oh, fiddle mammas, laughed his lordship; we young chaps like dealing with the daughters.

Dare say you do, you naughty man, replied she, touching him lightly with her whip. Just then an envious drop of rain beat heavily on her fair forehead, causing her to shudder at the prospect of a storm. Who knew but a coronet depended on the weather?

I wish it maynt be going to rine, observed she, looking anxiously up at the now cloud-cast sky.

Hope not, muttered his lordship, who was watching Billys cast, thinking he would make a huntsman. Another great drop confirmed Angelenas suspicions  it was indeed going to rain.

Hark to Forester! cries Billy, as that fine black-and-white hound, after a preliminary feather up the inside of the high hedge between the turnip and pasture fields, at length gives one of his invaluable Bank of England notes, and the spreading pack rush to the summons. Hark to Forester! again cries Billy, sticking spurs to his steed, and capping the rest on to their comrade.

To him!  to him! cries Sam, riding and cracking his whip at the unbelieving ones.

They cluster and settle to the scent with undiminished perseverance.

I shall want my kisses, observed his lordship knowingly, as he eyes their energy.

Another slight falter, and away they shot as before.

Hes away for the main earths at Tibberley Chase, observed his lordship to Angelena, considering how that would act for Mrs Easyloves.

Indeed, smiled the fair coquette, not much wiser for the information.

Tell me if youre tired, you know, said his lordship, squeezing her arm a little above the elbow as they again rode away together.

Oh, I shant tire, smiled the fair equestrian.

Youre a darling! exclaimed his lordship, eyeing her intently, and thinking he would salute her rosy lips at the next check, whether the whips were there or not. Youre a darling! repeated he, looking most lovingly at her.

A countess for a hundred, thought Angelena, setting herself well in her saddle, sticking in her back, and holding up her head as if she was going to court all blazing in diamonds.

A smart blash of rain rather checked her aspirations. In truth, she was not got up for resisting the elements. Besides an abundant crinoline petticoat, she had on her best white silk eiderdown bustle, a thing not at all adapted for weather. Altogether she began to be nervous. Rain never improved any womans looks.

If the fox would only go to Scarrington Crags instead of the Chase, thought his lordship, the rain would be all in our favour. Then he looked back for Dicky Dyke, wondering where that worthy had got, and how it was they had such a mistake about the drag. Then he wondered if Mrs Mansell would have got to Mrs Easyloves with the clothes, or if there was any mistake about them; next, whether he should be able to dress himself without the aid of his valet; and anon, he was imagining Jug and Mrs Blunt asleep together. Then he looked at Angelena, and wondered if shed ever be as fat as her father; next, he saw she would be more like her mother.

Sweep!  blash!  howl!  now came the rain in heavy driving showers, slackening the pace of the hounds, and causing the horses to duck and shake their heads.

I wish it maynt be going to rain, observed his lordship, pulling his coat collar up about his old ears.

Going! exclaimed Angelena; I should say it was lining.

Wont be much, replied his lordship soothingly wont be much; besides, added he, I know a nice house where we can get shelter if it does  know a nice house where we can get shelter if it does, repeated he, his hazel eyes flashing as the hounds seemed rather inclined to bend away to the south.

Vain hope! Two fields more and they turned short to the north.

Hang them, muttered his lordship, vexed at the change; we shall never get to Easyloves.

The storm now spoiled the scent, which the plodding pack carried forward very languidly, falling into line, with only a hound here and there throwing his tongue. Billy cheered and telegraphed them on; but do what he would, he couldnt brew up a cry. Plough now intervened, and altogether things wore an unpromising aspect. His lordship, recollecting it was only a bye, and the hunt altogether a sham, bethought him of leaving the further enjoyment of it to Billy, retreating by the nearest road he could find to Mrs Easyloves. Accordingly, he began paving the way for a stop, observing to Angelena, as he reined up the grey on a piece of rising ground, that he feared it was all over for the day.

Indeed! sighed the lady, flourishing her handkerchief, as the drifting rain took her sideways, to the further discomfiture of her back and eiderdown bustle.

Forrard on! forrard on! still cheered Billy, holding his hounds on to a meuse in a very tumble-down hedge, when Forester again struck the scent most vehemently, and they all scored to cry as before.

His lordship, mistaking Angelenas sigh for her bustle into regret at the abrupt termination of the chase, resolved to go on, and again getting his horse by the head was presently sailing away with the pack, who now went bustling and bristling over Benteygrass Moor in a way that looked very like killing.

Plenty of time both for the fox and the fair, thought his lordship, eyeing the now streaming-away pack, and the again elegantly sitting lady plenty of time both for the fox and the fair, repeated he, eyeing Angelenas masterly style of handling her horse to ride at a stiff undisturbed fence. Well done you! shouted his lordship, as she cleared it in stride without touching a twig.

The hounds again slackened their pace. Dark lowering clouds obscured the late sun-bright sky, and the summit of the Hartsboume Hills was shrouded in the distance.

Bad sign that, thought his observing lordship, eyeing them bad sign that; never knew them covered but it rained. And he again congratulated himself upon having sent the dry things to Mrs Easyloves. Wish we were there, thought he, eyeing Botcherby steeple, and then the dark mass of Chillfield plantations; wishing also that Angelena was not quite so game.

The poor girls sigh had much to answer for; but for it his lordship might have run his fair charge into the desired haven, if not dry, at all events without the disheartening consequences that ensued. The sigh, like many a sigh, upset his arrangements. He felt it would never do for him to give in while his inamorata wished to go on; and so long as he had her with him he didnt so much mind the consequences. He therefore stuck to the hounds, notwithstanding they were now running in quite a contrary direction to that in which Mrs Easylove lived.

Angelena, now distressed and dispirited, cantered mechanically on, most anxiously wishing that his lord-ship was not so keen. The rain now became less capricious, but colder, more continuous and searching in its downpour. Angelena would have given anything to stop or get away from his lordship before she was quite spoiled. The lustre of the feathers was quite destroyed, and the dye of the Garibaldi began trickling down her face. Her hair, too, became loose, and fell wildly about her ears; her pink and white kerchief was soaked, while her late looming-out habit stuck to her figure like a wet bathing-dress. Altogether she was regularly drenched.

His lordship marked the sad change, and his ardour began to cool. He was wet too, and blamed Angelena for the calamity. If he got the rheumatism, he might be laid up for the rest of the winter.

Confound it, women never know when they have enough of anything, thought he peevishly, as he felt the insidious rain penetrating the salient parts of his garments  a tinge of purple, too, began to descend upon his white cords.

The hounds, meanwhile, kept towling on with a very catchy scent, Billy still using his utmost efforts to accomplish that most desirable object in the eyes of a whip  the killing of a fox in the absence of the huntsman.

His lordship would gladly have seen them run out of scent.

They now got upon the wide expanse of Hatherton Moor, and looking at the dreary space before, the spongy clouds aloft  above all, at the red nose, pinched face, and crestfallen figure of the drenched girl, his lordship came to the determination that it was no use persevering to please her, so he just pulled up short, saying  

Well, I go no farther.

Nor I, faltered Angelena, who would have given anything to be anywhere else. Oh, that night would throw its sheltering shades over her forlorn, draggle-tailed figure! She felt that her coronet chance was descending.

They then turned their backs upon the hounds, each thinking what a drowned rat the other looked.

The cold had struck into his lordships old frame, and his teeth chattered and shook in his head. The wet had now even penetrated his pockets, and the water began to churn in his boots.

If I dont catch my death of cold itll be an odd thing to me, thought he, gathering up the grey and sticking spurs into his sides to make him quit the pack. He then went sailing away, straight across country, over hedges, ditches, and brooks, altogether regardless of the lady on whom so much care had been recently bestowed. Indeed, he seemed anxious to get away from her, and forget that he had been taken in by such a shrimp of a thing, as he now called her. He felt that he had only taken up with her for the sake of contrast to the Empress of Morocco.

So he went splashing and crashing through the country, now wondering how he should get rid of Angelena when he got home, now anathematising Dicky Thorndyke for letting him in for such a chance.

Could make as good a woman out of my whip, observed he to himself, gathering it together to ride full tilt at Foamington Brook, leaving the little lady to get over as she could.

The romance of the thing was fairly destroyed. The poetry of the feather, the sentiment of the hat, the taste of the tie were utterly ruined; and in place of a brighteyed, sunny-looking, well-set-up girl, the old peer saw nothing but a very downcast, draggle-tailed-looking Miss, who ere long would be very like her mother.

And he was almost glad that it was too dark for the grooms and people to see the figure she was when she got back to the castle.


CHAPTER XLVII.

MYSTERY AND SOLUTION.
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ALTHOUGH JUG TOOK the most of the drugged drink, he was the first to awaken from his trance, when, seeing glasses and decanters scattered around on the table, he concluded he had been left drunk at the mess, and as there was still wine in the bottles, he made a grab at the nearest one, upsetting a tumbler of water into the joint-stock mother-in-laws lap. She then awoke with a start and a bound, nearly jumping on to Jugs knee; and then, after reseating herself and staring wildly around her, she burst into an incoherent fit of laughter.

He, he, he! he, he, he! he, he, he! went she, as if she had been listening to the funniest story imaginable.

He, he, he! he, he! joined Jug, as if he participated in the fun.

He, he, he! he, he, he! he, he, he! giggled the mother-in-law again, as if she couldnt help herself.

Well, said Jug, now rubbing his eyes and staring intently at her through the misty confused gloom of the room.

Well! responded Mrs Blunt, staring at him.

Come, none of your nonsense. I know you, said Jug nervously.

Know me! exclaimed Mrs Blunt. Why, who dye think I am?

Jaycock, to be sure, replied the comet.

Jaycock, to be sure, repeated Mrs Blunt ironically.

Downeylipe, then, said Jug, thinking it wasnt Jaycocks voice.

Where axe we? exclaimed Mrs Blunt, now looking wildly around her.

Ay, where are we, indeed? rejoined Jug, seeing by the size and fittings of the apartment that they were not in the messroom at the barracks.

Its very dark, observed Mrs Blunt, straining her eyes into the misty confusion.

It is, said Jug, half shutting his little pig ones to see better.

Angelena! exclaimed Mrs Blunt, looking wildly about her Angelena! repeated she in a louder tone. Well, now; where can we be? added she.

I know! exclaimed Jug, brightening up.

Well, where? asked Mrs Blunt eagerly.

Heartycheer Castle, to be sure, replied Jug.

So we are! assented Mrs Blunt, adding, But what can have happened?

Happened  how dye mean happened? asked Jug.

Why, wheres Angelena? replied mamma, throwing out her arms.

Angelena  Angelena  oh, Angelena went out with my lord; dont you remember? asked Jug.

I think I do, replied Mrs Blunt thoughtfully I think I do, adding, But she ought to have been back before this. Naughty girl! what can she be doing?

Oh, shell cast up presently, said Jug, who, like all young men, was never jealous of old ones. Jug, never thinking of marrying an old woman, never supposed that any young woman would think of marrying an old man.

Well, but, said Mrs Blunt after a long pause, during which she endeavoured to recall and connect the events of the morning well, but we should be goin home. The colonelll be expectin us back.

Cant go without Angelena, replied Jug, taking another venture at the bottles, and, getting hold of claret instead of sherry, he rose, and proceeded on a cruise round the room in search of the bell to ring for candles. Having at length hit it off in one of those out-of-the-way places that modern usage assigns to those articles, he gave it a pull that sounded very like taking his revenge for the trouble he had had.

Doiley was in the middle of a game at billiards with my lords gentleman, and Jug had to repeat the summons ere Doiley took any notice of it.

Thats that old divil in the dinin-room, said he to his companion, putting on his coat; just leave the balls as they are till I come back. So saying he lit a candle by the billiard-table lamp, and proceeded leisurely to answer the summons. Did you ring, mum? asked he in a sort of tone of astonishment, speaking at the heap of fur that alone was distinguishable in the gloom.

Yes  no  yes, thats to say, Colonel Blunt  I mean Captain Jug did, replied she, not yet fairly recovered from her sleep.

What might you please to want, sir? asked Doiley, addressing himself more respectfully to the comet, who he knew was the grandson of a lord  though only a Baron one, as he told the earls gentleman.

W-a-a-nt, drawled Jug w  a  a  nt, repeated he, stretching himself out all fours. Why, I should say, in the first place, we w  a  a  nt candles.

Certainly, sir, certainly, replied Doiley, retiring to bring them.

When he returned, followed by a footman bearing the requisite illumination, he asked, in an offhand sort of way, as he began gathering up the napkins, if they would be dining there.

Dinin  why, havent we dined? asked Mrs Blunt, staring wildly about, like an owl suddenly exposed to the sunshine.

No, mum, no; it was luncheon you took, replied Doiley contemptuously, thinking what a snob she must be to dine at two oclock.

Luncheon, was it? said she. Well, Im sure I thought it was dinner.

Oh  yes  well dine, I spose, drawled Jug, who had been cogitating the matter over; may as well dine, added he.

Then Ill tell monsieur you dine? observed Doiley interrogatively.

You may, responded Jug firmly.

Praps youd like to go into the music-room or the drawing-room, suggested Doiley, thinking he might as well be getting the table laid.

No, well do very well where we are, replied Mrs Blunt, yawning. Is his lordship there? asked she.

No, mum, no  his lordships out, I think  not come in yet.

Well, but wheres my daughter  wheres Angelena? demanded she, again returning to the charge.

Oh, Angelenas safe enough, replied Jug.

Not so sure of that, rejoined Mrs Blunt, who understood these gay old gentlemen better than the cornet. Then she began to think of all the colonel had said, and all she had heard about Lord Heartycheers doings, which were not of a character to inspire much confidence in his discretion. However, she relied upon Angelenas prudence, and proceeded to recall all the conquests Angelena had made, and all the delicate positions she had been in.

Ere she had got half through the list, and just as Jug was dropping asleep again, Mr Doiley reappeared, and intimated, in the most respectful manner, that his lordship wished to speak to Captain Jug. Accordingly the sucking captain rose, and, shaking himself awake, proceeded to follow the servant along well-lighted corridors and passages, with scarlet cloth-covered outer doors, betokening the luxury within. Having reached one, at which another gentleman in full evening-dress stood sentry, Mr Doileys jurisdiction ended, and with a respectful bow he transferred Jug to this second groom of the chamber, or whatever he was designated in the tax returns, who forthwith opened the doors, and ushered Jug into a sumptuously furnished room, where, amidst a splashing of water, a mournful voice was heard groaning  

Come in, my dear Jug  come in.

It was his lordship getting parboiled after his soaking; and in the midst of his turnings and splashings he proceeded to broach his misfortunes, talking as if he had been suffering martyrdom on account of the cornet.

Oh, my dear fellow! bubbled he, with his mouth and nose only above water oh, my dear fellow! youve let me in for such a mess!  youve let me in for such a mess!  bol-lol-lol-lol, as the water here came into his mouth. Having spluttered it out, he then proceeded with, Never was so regularly taken in in my life  bol-lol-lol-lol, as he again got a mouthful of water. He then raised his old white head up a little, and proceeded to recount how that, to oblige the young lady, he had let Dicky draw for a fox; and how that the unreasonable animal had led them such a dance as never was seen; how wet he had got; how he dreaded such an imperious domineering cold as he had the winter before last; how he would have to go to bed as soon as he was enough boiled; and how he should not get up till the next morning, if, indeed, he ever got up again; and how he hoped Jug would make himself and the ladies quite at home, order whatever they liked, and stay all night if they liked  all of which Jug promised faithfully to do, and retired to carry out the intention.

Meanwhile, Mrs Blunt had been summoned to her dripping, draggle-tailed daughter; and as she helped to take off each spoiled saturated garment, she felt an inward conviction that the sport of the day had not contributed at all to her chance. Angelena was then boiled and put to bed; and we are sure it will be satisfactory to our readers to learn that on the morrow this pattern old peer stole away by the back of the castle to hunt just as Mrs Blunt and her party drove away from the front.


CHAPTER XLVIII.

LORD LAVENDERS BANK ACCOUNT.
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CHRISTMAS! CHRISTMAS! THAT period to which some look forward with such pleasure, others with such dread. Christmas! that period when our blunt, outspoken country friends take the conceit out of one by exclamations at ones increasing age and altered looks, and our once obsequious tradesmen no longer any time that suits you, sir, us, but, on the contrary, will trouble us for that little account on or before. Christmas, we say again, drew on, bringing in its train the usual concomitants.

Among other parties interested in the period was our old friend sivin and four, whose peace of mind had lately been greatly disturbed by the inundation of Lord Lavenders cheques, who kept firing away on the strength of having given Tom the Yeomanry commission, just as if he had a balance to the good in Halls hands. Day after day old Trueboy came dribbling into the little pen of a sweating-room, now bearing a cheque for a hundred and fifty for a horse, now of ninety for a mare; now for a hundred and eight for a highly finished pony-chaise, until the old banker began to dread the result. A cold shiver came over him as the cautious cashier sidled from his post at the counter for the sash-door, outside of which, on a large board in white letters on a black ground, hung the following pithy notice: Call on a Business man in Business hours, only on Business. Transact your Business, and go about your Business, in order to give him time to finish his Business.

Sivin and fours elivin and twenty-nine is forty, and thirty-three is sivinty-three, thisll niver do! exclaimed the old gentleman, as Trueboy, with his scratch-wig all awry, and perturbation on his brow, now came in with one for three hundred and eighty in favour of Sillery and Fizzer, the accommodating wine merchants of  .

Sivin and fours elivin, and eighty is ninety-one, and ninetys a underd and eighty-one, the manll break the bank if we let him have his own way. Sivin and fours elivin, and sixty is sivinty-one, Ill put a spoke in his wheel.

So saying, Hall took a sheet of foolscap paper of the dimensions that he wrote his London letters of advice upon, and beginning at the very top of the page, as if he thought he should have a difficulty in getting in all he had to say, he wrote as follows:  

Hall and Co present their compliments to Lord Lavender, and beg to call his lordships attention to his lordships account, which is considerably out of cash.



The Bank, Fleecyborough, 

Dec...



And having given it to Trueboy to copy, who did it with evident satisfaction, old Hall folded it with a very diminutive double, and directing it to the Right Honourable Lord Lavender, sealed it with a large butter-pat sort of seal, bearing the ominous, awe-striking words, Hall and Co., in good, plain, bold, unmistakable letters  letters that had struck terror into the mind of many a recipient.


CHAPTER XLIX.

A CARD FROM HYACINTH HALL.
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ROT THIS OLD reprobate! exclaimed Lord Lavender, as the bankers missive reached him rot this old reprobate! repeated he, staring at the ill-written omened document; how can we give our Christmas festivities if this old usurer wont let us have money? Oh dear! oh dear! continued he, dashing his hand among his slightly silvery-streaked locks; what the deuce are these sort of people sent into the world for but to administer to the wants of the great. This, too, from an old snob, whose son I honoured with a commission in our regiment. Ingratitudes the worst of sins! exclaimed he, crumpling up the great letter, and making a mis-shot with it at the fire.

Lady Lavender, too, was shocked, for she had a neat little file of the expiring years bills that she had been waiting for a favourable opportunity to present, to say nothing of several most enchanting shops that she wanted to do business with, by tantalising the keepers, in the first instance, with a little ready money.

In these emergencies the steward is generally the first person applied to, because on him devolves the onus of supplying the bank-hopper with coin, and so long as there are any arrears on the estate  no matter how small the amount  he is justly liable to censure for not getting them in, and so keeping the bank account square. How was his lordship to know that Jacob Browntops hadnt paid his rent, or that Mr Shuffler had decamped in the night carrying away all he had to Australia?

Accordingly, Mr Gillyflower, his lordships commissioner, as they called him, was sent for, who, having made himself smart enough to wait upon her Majesty herself, was duly ushered into the presence, with a fine bunch of geraniums sticking in his button-hole.

Gillyflower was a great man of business  a great pen-and-ink man of business at least. Nothing was done on the estate without the most elaborate surveys, reports, plans, estimates, specifications, and detail. Not a barn was built, or hovel razed, without the minutest record of the whole transaction, and interminable negotiations relative to the purchase and disposal of the material. Everything was done through Mr Gillyflower, who issued instructions to poor Drearyman and his other subordinates to inspect, and report, and suggest, and confer, and compare, and contract, so that in nine cases out of ten the season for doing the particular act was lost. Still, he had plenty of paper to vouch for his assiduity, and if pens and ink would have done as well as bricks and mortar, his lordships would have been the best-managed estate in the county.

For all this unprofitable labour, and for smoothing over obdurate unreasonable creditors, Gillyflower had a thousand a year  a thousand made up in the following manner:  



A house and coals found, and bed.....£700

Keep of a cow...................................100

Cash................................................200

Total..............................................  £1000



So that when anything went wrong his lordship blew up (behind Gillyflowers back, of course) at the rate of a thousand a year, expatiating on the absurdity of keeping such a highly salaried gentleman to do nothing, verily believing he could get a man to do all he wanted for half the money.

The reader will now have the kindness to consider this elegant extract ushered into the library, in which were Lord and Lady Lavender, in the high state of indignation peculiar to great people when low-bred ones presume to ask for their money. His lordship briefly opened the pleadings, as the lawyers say, by a mincing but vehement denunciation of that old humbug at Fleecyborough, a definition that Gillyflowers ready imagination immediately appropriated to old Hall, to whom he proposed Gillyflowers making a propitiatory visit and see if he couldnt get him to look benevolently on a few more cheques, which he had promised certain parties to draw in their favour.

Gillyflower had had so many conferences with old Hall, and knew his firm inflexible mode of doing business so well, that he felt it would be an absolute waste of time to go near him, unless he had money to pay in, so he at once recommended his lordship to give up all idea of anything of the sort, unless he could hit upon some expedient of mollifying the old cormorant apart from his beloved £ s d.

How would it do to send his son a ticket for our ball? asked Lady Lavender after a long pause, during which she recollected the favourable influence the Yeomanry commission had had on Madame Dentelles bill.

His lordship shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows, looking as if he thought it a desperate remedy  if not utterly impossible.

Do no harm, rejoined her ladyship soothingly do no harm; may make some fun for the Thistlewaite, the Ventnor, and Runnymede girls.

His lordship stood thinking the thing over, considering how it would do to have our Tom as a butt for his Christmas party.

What sort of a cub is he? at length asked he of Gillyflower.

Oh, the young mans very well  really very well, replied the commissioner, attitudinising; a great improvement on the old one, who hasnt an idea in his head but that of making money. The young one seems to have a turn for sporting  hunts with Lord Heartycheer  dines at the barracks  buys horses  does everything that a young man ought to do.

Does he shoot? asked his lordship, who was all for the trigger in opposition to the chase.

Shoot, replied Gillyflower shoot, repeated he thoughtfully well, I dont know whether he shoots or not. I should think he did, though  most men do.

Ah, but if theres any doubt about it, it wouldnt do to have him at a battue, observed Lord Lavender, recollecting the peppering he got in the legs from young Mr Swellington, who thought he could shoot.

But thered be no occasion to take him out shooting, my dear, observed Lady Lavender, who, the more she thought of it, the more she was inclined to have our Tom, if it was only to make fun for the girls, young men being very scarce, as, indeed, they are in most countries.

There wouldnt, replied his lordship, thinking he might couple him up with old Mr Barleymeale, and send him on an agricultural excursion.

And so, after a little more doubt and hesitation and ineffectual sounding of Gillyflower, whether he couldnt first try his hand on the obdurate old banker, it was arranged that a card should be enclosed for the ball in a note of invitation from Lord Lavender to our Tom to come and spend a few days at his lordships seat, Hyacinth Hall. And accordingly an enormous piece of pasteboard, second only in size to those of a lord chamberlains bearing her Majestys commands, surrounded with coronets and heraldic devices, accompanied by a most diminutive note, was put into a splendid, highly scented envelope, sealed with the great family seal of state, and sent per post to astonish the letter-carrier and the natives of Fleecyborough generally.

The portentous document found our slippered, dressing-gowned Tom ensconced in a luxuriously cushioned easy-chair in the drawing-room, brooding over the beauties and attractions of Laura Guineafowle, lamenting his ill-luck in not having seen her beautiful blue eyes before Angelenas sea-green ones, and wondering whether it was possible to get off his engagement with the latter, so as to enable him to offer his plump self to the former. Angelena, he thought, had stolen a march upon him  kidnapped him, as it were  and he wouldnt have hesitated about throwing her over if it wasnt for his fear of her father, who, Major Fibs frequently assured him, was one of the best pistol-shots in the kingdom. Indeed, Toms dreams of the lovely Laura were constantly interrupted by visions of the bulky colonel taking his stand with the trifling distance of twelve paces measured out between them. Had Tom but known of the hunt and Heartycheer Castle expedition, he would have had no difficulty in crying off with Angelena; but, as usual, everybody knew but the party most interested. And so Tom grieved and fretted, wishing to be off with the old love before he was on with the new. Worst of all, he had no one in whom to confide  Mrs Hall, in her heart, not favouring Laura a bit more than Angelena. She only looked upon Laura as useful in diverting Toms thoughts from Angelena; and in this state of the Cupid mart the Lavender missive arrived. Mrs Hall, who knew of the bankers letter, and suspected what it was, took it up to her son herself, and shared in the exultation the invitation produced.

Well, now, that was nice! that was delightful! that was a high compliment! such a one as had never been paid to any Fleecyborough gent before, and in her prophetic mind she heard the marriage-bells ringing merrily as our Tom handed the Honourable Mrs Hall into their travelling carriage-and-four. And having exhausted every species of panegyric, she restored the card and note to the cover, and passed through the side door into old Halls den in the bank, who received the document with a Sivin and fours divin, and twentys thirty-one, Id rayther hed paid some money to account, a wish that Mrs Hall proceeded to combat with all the energy of an ambitious woman.

And now, leaving the old people to discuss and settle the point, we will again follow our Tom to the hunting-field.


CHAPTER L.

RIVALS IN THE HUNTING FIELD.
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LORD HEARTYCHEER, WHO had a large property in Glenfordshire, generally availed himself of the period of the Christmas festivities to go and have a little shooting there, a sport that he pursued in the most refined slaughtering manner, leaving Dicky Dyke to amuse himself and the country by rattling the large covers of Spygrove Heath, Fullerby Woods, and Oakhampton Chase, which Dicky did in the usual leisurely way of slack huntsmen when masters away. Nevertheless, it was rather a favourite time with the country, as well on account of the haughty earls absence as because Billy Brick always gave them a run, if by any chance he could manage it, Billy, somehow or other, never being able to stop hounds, let him be ever so well mounted, so long as they looked like running. Many and curious were the excuses he framed for Dicky  impossible bottoms, impenetrable bullfinches, impervious raspers, that somehow or other never intervened, or at least never stopped Billy when Dicky was there; but, as Dicky could claim the credit of the feats to his lordship, and, moreover, didnt find it convenient to quarrel with Billy, he did not inquire too minutely into the facts. So Dicky, and Billy, and Sam careered and capered through the country all very great men in their way.

Shortly after his lordships departure the plot thickened considerably. Among other indications of winter, besides oleaginous holly-stuck beef, seed-cake, citron, plums, and mince-pies in profusion, was the sudden irruption of no end of rough ponies, and little folks to ride them.

All the roads and lanes became alive with little scuttling scrambling things, worked by energetic, terrier-coated, worsted-comforted boys, exciting the terror of their mammas and the laughter of their papas. Oh, Charles! oh, James! oh, Thomas! Do, John (to the footman), for heavens sake, run and stop them! Im sure therell be mischief! Im sure theyll be killed!

And the cry was still They come, they come, until every hall, every house, every place in the country seemed to have its complement of Master Troublesomes home for the holidays. And the work of the ponies increased: morning, noon, and night they were at work, their powers of endurance seeming to increase with each fresh demand, until they put the performance of the pampered hunter quite in the background. No sooner was one set of youngsters done than another set were ready to start, and races of every length and course were run at all hours of the day, with every species of start in order to bring them to an equality. A sudden change presently took place for hunting. The Fleecyborough Independent and True Blue Champion appeared with what in reality were four very so-so meets, but which caused great commotion among the holiday world, and great borrowing of saddles, bridles, and girths. Screws of all sorts rose in price, and plausible stablemen spoke in the handsomest terms of animals that had no more taste for hunting than the flys that were generally tackled to their tails. The little ponies were bottled up, and wondered what had happened to procure them so much care and corn. Great was the bragging and boasting among the youngsters how they would take the shine out of each other, and how five-barred gates and brooks  nay, rivers  should be nothing in their way.

Our friends at the barracks partook of the prevailing epidemic, and long and serious were the discussions as to the relative merits of Pippins brown horse Blazer, Mattyfats Hero, and Captain Spills Harkaway, which it was thought his lordships absence would favour the opportunity of testing.

In these discussions Jug, who always became an ardent sportsman after dinner, bore a conspicuous part, his known intimacy with Lord Heartycheer and recent visit to the Castle giving weight to what he said. Moreover, Jug had heretofore managed to evade the exposure of his incompetence across country, having stoutly maintained throughout the summer that he was a regular cut-em-down and hang-em-up-to-dry man, only wanting opportunity to exhibit his prowess. He got over his Heartycheer-Castle day by saying that they had had a capital run, but as he didnt know the country he couldnt give any account of it. Lies, however, require a good deal of management, and Angelena, we are sorry to say, did not assist her quondam suitor in his endeavours. Indeed, she rather went the other way, and hinted that Tom Hall and Jug would make a very good match of it. The thing soon came to the ears of the respective heroes, Downeylipe, her new suitor, enlightening Jug, and Major Fibs taking up the cudgels on behalf of Tom Hall. Of course, they both went a good deal further than the exact truth, adding expressions of defiance and contempt, and intimating that each only wanted opportunity to show the other the way. The consequence was that a very deadly feud was engendered between gentlemen who as yet had scarcely had any communication with each other. Major Fibs was quite sure that Mr Hall was a very respectable performer, while the Heavysteeders generally patronised Jug, and urged him, whatever he did, to take plenty of jumping powder, and sarve Tom out handsomely. This Jug, in his cups, promised faithfully to do, though the mornings reflections sometimes didnt make the thing look quite so easy. Indeed, the more they patted him on the back, the greater man he thought Hall, until he became quite afraid of him, and he wouldnt have been at all sorry if the colonel had forbid his going out hunting altogether; in fact, he would have been very grateful.

There was no such luck, however, and on a very dark December morning our shivering comet was shaking himself into his misfitting hunting clothes by the fight of a very meagre mould candle. They were all hereditary garments, and had as much pretension to fitting as such apologies ever have. The leather breeches were the greatest failure, as, indeed, second-hand ones generally are, having been made for a leg half as big again as the cornets, consequently there was a considerable fold at the knee, which our friend flattered himself would never be seen when he had his boots on. Indeed, he much questioned that any one ever looked at the knees  just as thick-legged ladies always flatter themselves that no one looks at their feet. The boots were loose, white-topped ones, with a sad propensity to turning round, which they did in a most independent careless manner, quite regardless of each other, so that the back seam of one would be in front, while the other stood as it ought to do. The coat, as coats go  when every man seems to exert his skill in producing something uglier and more outré than his neighbour  was not so far amiss, being a roomy, dressing-gowney, old frock of the last century, cut down into one of the queer half-coats, half-jackets, many-pocketed, few-buttoned things of the present.

We question if there ever was a time when so many hideous incongruous habiliments were to be seen in the hunting field as there are now. Nay, we may go further, and say that perhaps there never was a time when so little care or taste was exhibited in dress generally, or when such ugly misfitting garments were allowed to pass as coats. What would have been thought in the dandy, swallow-tailed days of George IV.  when coats were made to fit like wax, and the slightest wrinkle was cut out and fine drawn  of the baggy, sack-like things of the present day, with sleeves that look like trousers put in by mistake? How pleasant it must be to ride or drive in the face of a sleeting rain, with the wet drifting up to ones elbows, without having the power of preventing it by buttoning the wrists. But there is no absurdity that fashion will not compass and even reconcile some people to.

Our Tom was better got up than Jug, his clothes having been made for him, but Tights, having given Captain Dazzlers groom a guinea (of Toms money, of course) for a most invaluable recipe for brown tops (another of the hideous inventions or revivals of the day), had experienced a failyar, the tops having come out a bright red instead of the nut-brown colour Tights expected. Being, however, a man of resources, Tights persuaded Tom they would come all right as he proceeded to cover, and, trusting to Tights word, Tom put on his grey terrier coat, and installed himself in the vacant seat of Major Fibss jingling old dog-cart, as soon as that worthy drew up at the door to receive him. The major thought Tom looked rather warm about the legs, but not being much of a man for the chase, as his old white hat and mother-of-pearl buttoned, short-waisted, scarlet  or, rather, purple  coat testified, he kept his opinion to himself, and proceeded to expatiate on the ease of the vehicle and the merits of the steed as they drove out of town. When they got clear of the stones, the major began to divulge the real object of his mission, which was to try and smooth matters over between Tom and Angelena, so that the fair lady might not lose the second string to her bow.

Though Angelena still insisted on the unabated ardour of Lord Heartycheer, and maintained that he had over and over again promised to marry her, both the colonel and Mrs Blunt felt there were inconsistencies in the way, and that his lordship was not to be depended upon. Moreover, the colonel wanted to cash the Lily of the Valley cheque, Christmas operating upon his pocket much as it does upon the pockets of other people. So the major had plenty of scope for his diplomacy, a quality that he had no little difficulty in exercising, as well from the peculiar state of Toms mind with regard to Laura as from the interruptions caused by passing sportsmen on their way to the meet. Whenever the major thought he was drawing nicely on to his point, and would compass his object, up cantered some one with an original observation about the weather, or inquiring if they werent early or werent late? or if theyd breakfasted? or if they had their horses on? just as if anybody ever saw two men hunting one horse, and that, too, taken out of a gig! The farther our gigmen went, however, the more impossible steady, business-like conversation became, for each by-road and green lane contributed its quota to the swelling throng, while the open space before Wearyfield Wood was dotted with dark-clad horsemen, slightly sprinkled with pink. It was as yet but an early hour, and many of these sombre habiliments would be changed into livelier colours when the sporting masters cantered becomingly up.

The pinks that were there were most likely of the second and third-class order; men who perhaps had been base enough to ride their own horses on, or who wanted to have a look at the hounds before they went into cover, proceedings to be utterly deprecated by all stylish sportsmen. However, there was a goodly throng of one sort and another, including a glorious muster of restless ponies, whose owners kept startling the high-bred hunters by rushing in among them, as the dismounted grooms fistled at the girths, the stirrups, or the mud sparks. Then the clamour and clatter on the road drew all eyes that way, and a charge of cantering swells might be seen, leaving a clear streak of smoke behind them like the vapour of an engine, and again behind them a second detachment hove in sight, to be in turn succeeded by another.

Wearyfield Wood was a fine central situation, approached by good roads, as well from Fleecyborough and Rattlinghope as from the smaller towns of Torrington and Moffat.

Dicky Dyke, of course, was late with the hounds, and at length came up pursing his mouth and simpering in the usual great-man style. Looking over the heterogeneous, blue-nosed, mud-stuck field, he only deigned to notice those whom his lordship would have recognised, or who toadied Dicky on his private account: Johnny Piper, who had lately sent him a basket of Kent filberts; Tommy Kingsmill, who had marked the season with a turkey; Andrew Dawson, whose apples were unexceptionable; and Arthur Flintoff, who had promised him a sucking pig. He capped Jug, an example that was followed by the whips, greatly to Jugs enhancement. He looked at Hall, Head-and-shoulders Brown, Beale, Brassey, Kyleycalfe, and a whole host of others as if he had seen them before; while he glanced at the variously grown, variously mounted, short-necked young Browns with a shudder, as he thought what a string of persecution there was coming on for some unfortunate master of hounds.

Having looked the people saucily over, and given himself as many airs as he could, Dicky looked at his gold watch, and, seeing it only wanted five-and-twenty minutes to twelve, he shut it against his cheek, and, drawing on his red-lined dogskin gloves, took his grey horse short by the head, and, rising in his stirrups, proceeded to address the throng, for field we can hardly call it.

Now, gentlemen, said he, looking around him, as my lords away, the conduct of affairs nattarally devolves upon me, and Ill take it as a tickler favour if youll all come into cover, and keep there, and refrain from halloaing. Its been well observed, continued he, that every man sees the hunted fox; but as we only undertake to pursue one at a time with our hounds  which I may observe are bred with the greatest care and attention, containing strains of almost every fashionable blood  the Belvoir, the Burton, the Beaufort, the Quom, to say nothin of a dash of the old Pytchley Furrier  I say, as we only undertake to pursue one fox at a time, youll praps have the goodness to let the hounds select their own! Stick to him, and if they divide, my men here, looking at Billy Brick (who now had his tongue in his cheek) and Sam, will stop em, and maintain to my halloa.

So saying, Dick sunk in his saddle, and turning his horse the other way, at a slight cheer and wave of his hand the glad pack dashed into the thick, moss-grown, briary underwood, and the field proceeded to make their first series of impressions up the clay of the deep-holding ride. Blob, blob, blob, squirt, squirt, squirt, flounder, flounder, flounder, flounder, went the weary horses, while the minor cavalry scuttled and scrambled over the surface and through the boggy places in a way that must have excited their bigger brothers envy. Dicky, of course, was a little in advance, with Sam in the rear of the ill-assorted field, while wide of Dicky, outside the cover on the right, Billys cheerful halloa was heard, accompanied by an occasional crack of his whip. Billy had strict orders to head back the foxes, or at all events to stop the hounds the instant they appeared outside.

The cover was some three hundred acres in extent  perhaps more, for it was of that unprofitable nature that no one we should think would be at the trouble of measuring it. It was a wretched water-logged place, the trees not having grown an inch in the memory of the oldest inhabitant. Trees, indeed, they could hardly be called, being little better than poles; while the brushwood had ceased to be profitable since the introduction of coal into the country by the Gobblegold Railway. The wood was therefore left to itself a good deal, save where a silvery birch or clean-grown hazel tempted a passing tramp to add it to the miscellaneous contents of his cart.

The rough and tangled nature of the brake, coupled with the intention of making a day of it in cover, induced Dicky to draw very carefully, and any one unacquainted with him would have said what a nice, patient, painstaking, old huntsman this is! how anxious he is not to miss a chance! while Head-and-shoulders Brown, Strutt, Beal, Black, Brassey, and others indulged in coarse invectives at his slow pottering dawdlings, wondering at his not pushing on briskly for the dry thick lying at the top, and talking as if they would dismiss Dicky, and take the country away from his lordship.

Dicky, who sat with a quick ear cocked back to hear their remarks and treasure them up for his lordship, with such additions and variations as circumstances might require, did not suffer himself to be at all put out of his way, but went blobbing, and hold-up-ing, and gentle-ing, and yoicking, and cheering, and cracking his whip in a sort of way that as good as said, I dont care twopence whether I find a fox or not.

Meanwhile Tom Hall and Jug were taking a mental measure of each other, conjuring up a good deal more equestrian prowess than either had ever invested the other with before. Tom thought if he was on Jugs horse he would cut Jug down; and Jug thought if he was on Toms horse he would cut Tom down. So it is that we generally fancy our neighbours horse in preference to our own, just as we often fancy our neighbours wine-glass is larger than our own.

Major Fibs, who was only backing Tom for an ulterior object, not caring how soon he drew him off and resumed the conversation he had made so little progress with in coming, now advised Tom, seeing how he went floundering and blundering about, to get his orth a little tighter by the ead, observing that he would be having an over-reach if he didnt take care; besides which, he would want all the steam he could raise against he got out of cover.

Jugs backers  Pippin, Spill, Dazzler, Mattyfat, and others of the Heavysteeds, stuck to our now half-drunken Jug, laughing at Halls lumbering unsportsmanlike figure, and wishing that his still bright red boots mightnt take fire. Sundry disparaging observations they said Hall had made on the comet and his horsemanship were reported, the speakers declaring they wouldnt put up with it if they were him. And little pig-eyes waxed indignant at Tom, wishing that his horse might fall so that he might ride over him at once.

Long-continued yoickings, and crackings, and stir-him-up-ings, and rout-him-out-ings, will tire even the slackest funkster, and both Tom Hall and Jug had begun to wish for something more enlivening than Dickys repeated exhortations, and the blobbing and floundering of their respective steeds, when a sudden Jullien-concert-like outburst of melody from the whole pack proclaimed that the varmint had started in view with every hound at his brush.

Hoop  hoop  hoop!  Tatti-ho! talli-ho! talli-ho! screeched Dicky, getting his horse by the head, and rising in his stirrups as though he were going to ride for the Derby. He then went hustling and bustling up the deepholding ride, an object of unbounded admiration to the variously aged, variously clad, variously mounted youngsters behind. What a scrimmage ensued! How the mud flew, and how the half-blinded urchins wiped their faces with their jacket sleeves  up went a fresh volley on the instant. On they hurried, to the irresistible impetus of the hounds, Hall and Jug elbowing and racing with the best of them, each looking as though he would eat the other.

Hold hard! now cried Dicky, pulling up short across the ride hold hard! repeated he, holding up his hand. Dont you hear theyre comin? asked he, casting an angry glance at the gallopers, muttering, Wonder what half you fellers come out hunting for?

Talli-ho! Talli-ho! Talli-ho! shrieked and screeched a multitude of voices in every variety of intonation, as a fine grey-backed old fellow, with his neat ears well laid back and a well-tagged brush, crossed the ride about fifty yards higher up at an easy listening pace, as if calculating the amount of scent he was leaving behind, and whether it was expedient to continue in cover or try his luck in the open, either for Witherley Forest or the main earths at Clumbercliffe Rocks. The concert behind was great, but the ground was yet unfoiled, and while he had no difficulty in meusing through the tangled thorns and copsewood of the cover, he knew they would present severe obstacles to his obstreperous pursuers, whose size and capabilities he had had peculiar opportunities of estimating; so he determined to make a wide swing of the cover, and consider matters further after he had done that. The sight of the glorious varmint infused fresh joy into the field, and even Dicky, though every hound was throwing his tongue on the line, couldnt resist the temptation of a blow, so he out with his horn and joined its shrill melody to the sweet music of the hounds. All hands now grasped convulsively at the bridles, hats were stuck firmer on the head, caps readjusted, and each rider screwed himself up to the sticking point, as though the success of the day depended on his individual exertions.

Having seen the hounds fairly across, Dicky reopened the ball by catching his horse short round by the head, and sticking spurs into his sides, bustling up the clayey, water-logged ride as hard as ever he could lay legs to the ground, thinking what an object of admiration he must be to the rising generation behind.

Scuttle, scuttle, splash, splash, splash, blob, blob, blob, blob, the field went as before, varied by the occasional click, click, click of some little stuck mud. Hall and Jug spurred, and grinned, and rode like fools, each determined to be first, so long as there was nothing but galloping.

Up the long quagmire of a ride they all tore to within sight of the crazy old gate that had been left sticking half open in the mud ever since the hounds were there cub-hunting; then, as they neared it, and the forward funksters were preparing to fall back ere they came to the dread chances of the stiff vale beyond, a short turn to the left, followed by a slight diminution of melody, relieved their anxieties, and proclaimed that the fox still hugged the cover, and was bearing away to the left, giving our friends a further chance of riding their horses tails off. Then the recent funkers came to the front again, hustling and bustling away, as though they were quite unacquainted with fear.

Round the wood the joyous pack raced, now showing their stem-lashed speckled sides as they crossed some recently cleared ground, now racing up a grassy avenue between lines of feathering spruce, and anon diving into the impenetrable thickets of the wilderness.

The longer they went the calmer the field became, until, at each junction of the rides or cross-roads, knowing sportsmen began pulling up, mopping their brows, and speculating on the foxs future course, each having some excellent reason to give why he must come back; why he couldnt go this way, or wouldnt go that; though, if the reasons had been sifted, they would have been found to originate in the prophets convenience. Strutt would stay at the big oak at the cross-rides, at the high end, feeling confident, with the wind in that airt, the fox would make for the rocks, while Brassey, who rode a terrible roarer, planted himself beside a clump of hollies that commanded a straight road to the forest.

On, on, however, Hall and Jug went, each slackening of the one only seeming to increase the energy of the other, though their horses by no means corresponded in their exertions. Toms horse, at all times a soft one, began to heave and labour in his going; but Tom, having no more feeling or sympathy for a horse than he had for a steam-engine, only spurred him the more, thinking to pay him off for his misconduct on the Silverspring Firs day. Jug, too, who was of the same order, spurred and tugged his second charger, as if he thought his mouth was made of india-rubber. The perspiration began to pour down their legs and over their hoofs. The hounds still careered on, round and round, back, and across  here, there, and everywhere, now joined by this lagging group, now deserted by that, now cheered by Dicky Dyke, now halloaed on by Billy Brick. The ground was all foiled, and the rides dotted with hoof marks, like an over-pricked water-biscuit. Neither Hall or Jug, however, ever looked at that, nor do we believe they knew they were not going straight. Whenever the lulling music of the hounds seemed to prelude a stop, a view of the varmint set all ecstatic again. Many who had looked at their watches, with a keen eye to pudding time, were thus inveigled again and again. Even Head-and-shoulders, and the jumpers who despised all hunting that didnt involve good leaping, stayed for the chance of a spin at the end. Dicky, too, had looked at his ticker, thinking he had done enough, and more than enough for any humbugging holiday field, and seeing by the failing scent and diminishing pace of the pack that they had no chance either of catching the fox or making him flag, so wonderfully endowed is the varmint, was determining to pave the way for a stop, by halloaing Fresh fox! at the next view, when a death of another sort ensued. Our Toms horse, who had given him as many hints as would have served anything short of a wooden man, at length gave a series of convulsive staggering flounders, and fell, bearing Tom standing like a second Colossus of Rhodes astride him.

Get clear of him! cried a dozen voices, thinking he might roll and damage our fat friend, but the warning was vain  a horse will never hurt a man if he can help it,  and the poor glassy-eyed brute stretched out its lifeless neck on the spot where he fell, a cutting reproof to his mutton-fisted master.
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Durham School  where Surtees was educated


Jorrocks Jaunts and Jollities
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Illustrated by Henry Alken

This series of short comic pieces was published in 1838. The book consists of short satirical studies of hunting and other country pursuits, told from the point of view of John Jorrocks, a cockney grocer that becomes a master of the hounds  a transition that allows Surtees to poke fun at the Victorian obsession with class boundaries and traditions. 

The pieces began to appear in New Sporting Magazine from 1831 and helped to inspire Dickens creation of the itinerant eccentric Pickwick, who similarly tours Britains towns and countryside in search of hapless adventure. Surtees had trained as a lawyer, but was unsuccessful in that profession. He began contributing to periodicals as a means of supplementing his income, eventually becoming the founding editor of New Sporting Magazine. Despite inheriting a fortune and a country seat in 1835, Surtees continued to write anonymously and Jorrocks went on to appear in two full-length novels, also on sporting themes: Handley Cross and Hillingdon Hall.
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How the first piece appeared in New Sporting Magazine


CONTENTS

I. THE SWELL AND THE SURREY

II. THE YORKSHIREMAN AND THE SURREY

III. SURREY SHOOTING: MR. JORROCKS IN TROUBLE

IV. MR. JORROCKS AND THE SURREY STAGHOUNDS

V. THE TURF: MR. JORROCKS AT NEWMARKET

VI. A WEEK AT CHELTENHAM: THE CHELTENHAM DANDY

VII. AQUATICS: MR. JORROCKS AT MARGATE

VIII. THE ROAD: ENGLISH AND FRENCH.

IX. MR. JORROCKS IN PARIS

X. SPORTING IN FRANCE

XI. A RIDE TO BRIGHTON ON THE AGE

XII. MR. JORROCKSS DINNER PARTY

XIII. THE DAY AFTER THE FEAST: AN EPISODE BY THE YORKSHIREMAN




[image: img464.png]

The original frontispiece


I. THE SWELL AND THE SURREY
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WHAT TRUE-BRED CITY sportsman has not in his day put off the most urgent business  perhaps his marriage, or even the interment of his rib  that he might brave the morn with that renowned pack, the Surrey subscription foxhounds? Lives there, we would ask, a thoroughbred, prime, bang-up, slap-dash, break-neck, out-and-out artist, within three miles of the Monument, who has not occasionally gone a good un with this celebrated pack? And shall we, the bard of Eastcheap, born all deeds of daring to record, shall we, who so oft have witnessed  nay, shared  the hardy exploits of our fellow-cits, shall we sit still, and never cease the eternal twirl of our dexter around our sinister thumb, while other scribes hand down to future ages the paltry feats of beardless Meltonians, and try to shame old Father Thames himself with muddy Whissendines foul stream? Away! thou vampire, Indolence, that suckest the marrow of imagination, and fattenest on the cream of idea ere yet it float on the milk of reflection. Hence! slug-begotten hag, thy power is gone  the murky veil thoust drawn oer memorys sweetest page is rent!

Harp of Eastcheap, awake!

Our thoughts hark back to the cover-side, and our heart oerflows with recollections of the past, when life rode the pace through our veins, and the bark of the veriest mongrel, or the bray of the sorriest costermongers sorriest Jerusalem, were far more musical sounds than Paganinis pizzicatos or Catalanis clamorous caterwaulings.

And, thou, Goddess of the Silver Bow  chaste Diana  deign to become the leading star of our lucubrations; come perch upon our grey goose quill; shout in our ear the maddening Tally-ho! and ever and anon give a salutary refresher to our memory with thy heaven-wrought spurs  those spurs old Vulcan forged when in his maddest mood  whilst we relate such feats of town-born youths and city squires, as shall harrow up the souls of milk-sop Meltons choicest sons, and fright their grass-galloping garrons from their propriety. But gently, Pegasus!  Here again, boys, and lets to business, as they say on Change.

Twere almost needless to inform our readers, that such portion of a county as is hunted by any one pack of hounds is technically denominated their country; and of all countries under the sun, that of the Surrey subscription foxhounds undoubtedly bears the bell. This superiority arises from the peculiar nature of the soil  wretched starvation stuff most profusely studded with huge sharp flints  the abundance of large woods, particularly on the Kent side, and the range of mountainous hills that run directly through the centre, which afford accommodation to the timid, and are unknown in most counties and unequalled in any.

One of the most striking features in the aspect of this chosen region of fox-hunting, is the quiet easy manner in which the sportsmen take the thing. On they go  now trotting gently over the flints  now softly ambling along the grassy ridge of some stupendous hill  now quietly following each other in long-drawn files, like geese, through some close and deep ravine, or interminable wood, which re-echoes to their never-ceasing holloas  every man shouting in proportion to the amount of his subscription, until day is made horrible with their yelling. There is no pushing, jostling, rushing, cramming, or riding over one another; no jealousy, discord, or daring; no ridiculous foolhardy feats; but each man cranes and rides, and rides and cranes in a style that would gladden the eye of a director of an insurance office.

The members of the Surrey are the people that combine business with pleasure, and even in the severest run can find time for sweet discourse, and talk about the price of stocks or stockings. Yooi wind him there, good dog, yooi wind him. Cottons is fell. Hark to Cottager! Hark! Take your bill at three months, or give you three and a half discount for cash. Eu in there, eu in, Cheapside, good dog. Dont be in a hurry, sir, pray. He may be in the empty casks behind the coopers. Yooi, try for him, good bitch. Yooi, push him out. Youre not going down that bank, surely sir? Why, its almost perpendicular! For Gods sake, sir, take care  remember you are not insured. Ah! you had better get off  here, let me hold your nag, and when youre down you can catch mine;  thats your sort but mind he doesnt break the bridle. He wont run away, for he knows Ive got some sliced carrots in my pocket to reward him if he does well.  Thank you, sir, and now for a leg up  there we are  thats your sort  Ill wait till you are up also, and well be off together.

It is this union of the elegant courtesies and business of life with the energetic sports of the field, that constitutes the charm of Surrey hunting; and who can wonder that smoke-dried cits, pent up all the week, should gladly fly from their shops to enjoy a days sport on a Saturday? We must not, however, omit to express a hope that young men, who have their way to make in the world, may not be led astray by its allurements. It is all very well for old-established shopkeepers to do a bit of pleasure occasionally, but the apprentice or journeyman, who understands his duties and the tricks of his trade, will never be found capering in the hunting field. He will feel that his proper place is behind the counter; and while his master is away enjoying the pleasures of the chase, he can prig as much pewter from the till as will take both himself and his lass to Sadlers Wells theatre, or any other place she may choose to appoint.

But to return to the Surrey. The town of Croydon, nine miles from the standard in Cornhill, is the general rendezvous of the gallant sportsmen. It is the principal market town in the eastern division of the county of Surrey; and the chaw-bacons who carry the produce of their acres to it, instead of to the neighbouring village of London, retain much of their pristine barbarity. The town furnishes an interesting scene on a hunting morning, particularly on a Saturday. At an early hour, groups of grinning cits may be seen pouring in from the London side, some on the top of Clouds coaches, some in taxed carts, but the greater number mounted on good serviceable-looking nags, of the invaluable species, calculated for sport or business, warranted free from vice, and quiet both to ride and in harness; some few there are, who, with that kindness and considerate attention which peculiarly mark this class of sportsmen, have tacked a buggy to their hunter, and given a seat to a friend, who leaning over the back of the gig, his jocund phiz turned towards his fidus Achates, leads his own horse behind, listening to the discourse of his ancient, or regaling him with sweet converse; and thus they onward jog, until the sign of the Greyhound, stretching quite across the main street, greets their expectant optics, and seems to forbid their passing the open portal below. In they wend then, and having seen their horses sorted, and the collar marks (as much as may be) carefully effaced by the shrewd application of a due quantity of grease and lamp-black, speed in to mine host and order a sound repast of the good things of this world; the which to discuss, they presently apply themselves with a vigour that indicates as much a determination to recruit fatigue endured, as to lay in stock against the effects of future exertion. Meanwhile the bustle increases; sportsmen arrive by the score, fresh tables are laid out, covered with no end of vivers; and towards the hour of nine, may be heard to perfection, that pleasing assemblage of sounds issuing from the masticatory organs of a number of men steadfastly and studiously employed in the delightful occupation of preparing their mouthfuls for deglutition. O noctes coenæque Deûm, said friend Flaccus. Oh, hunting breakfasts! say we. Where are now the jocund laugh, the repartee, the oft-repeated tale, the last debate? As our sporting contemporary, the Quarterly, said, when describing the noiseless pursuit of old reynard by the Quorn: Reader, there is no crash now, and not much music. It is the tinker that makes a great noise over a little work, but, at the pace these men are eating, there is no time for babbling. So, gentle lector, there is now no leisure for bandying compliments, tis your small eater alone who chatters oer his meals; your true-born sportsman is ever a silent and, consequently, an assiduous grubber. True it is that occasionally space is found between mouthfuls to vociferate WAITER! in a tone that requires not repetition; and most sonorously do the throats of the assembled eaters re-echo the sound; but this is all  no useless exuberance of speech  no, the knife or fork is directed towards what is wanted, nor needs there any more expressive intimation of the applicants wants.

Footnote 1: The date of this description, it must be remembered, is put many years back.

At length the hour of ten approaches; bills are paid, pocket-pistols filled, sandwiches stowed away, horses accoutred, and our bevy straddle forth into the town, to the infinite gratification of troops of dirty-nosed urchins, who, for the last hour, have been peeping in at the windows, impatiently watching for the exeunt of our worthies.  They mount, and away  trot, trot  bump, bump  trot, trot  bump, bump  over Addington Heath, through the village, and up the hill to Hayes Common, which having gained, spurs are applied, and any slight degree of pursiness that the good steeds may have acquired by standing at livery in Cripplegate, or elsewhere, is speedily pumped out of them by a smart brush over the turf, to the Fox, at Keston, where a numerous assemblage of true sportsmen patiently await the usual hour for throwing off. At length time being called, say twenty minutes to eleven, and Mr. Jorrocks, Nodding Homer, and the principal subscribers having cast up, the hounds approach the cover. Yooi in there! shouts Tom Hills, who has long hunted this crack pack; and crack! crack! crack! go the whips of some scores of sportsmen. Yelp, yelp, yelp, howl the hounds; and in about a quarter of an hour Tom has not above four or five couple at his heels. This number being a trifle, Tom runs his prad at a gap in the fence by the wood-side; the old nag goes well at it, but stops short at the critical moment, and, instead of taking the ditch, bolts and wheels round. Tom, however, who is large in the boiling pieces, as they say at Whitechapel, is prevented by his weight from being shaken out of his saddle; and, being resolved to take no denial, he lays the crop of his hunting-whip about the head of his beast, and runs him at the same spot a second time, with an obligato accompaniment of his spur-rowels, backed by a curm along then! issued in such a tone as plainly informs his quadruped he is in no joking humour. These incentives succeed in landing Tom and his nag in the wished-for spot, when, immediately, the wood begins to resound with shouts of Yoicks True-bo-y, yoicks True-bo-y, yoicks push him up, yoicks wind him! and the whole pack begin to work like good uns. Occasionally may be heard the howl of some unfortunate hound that has been caught in a fox trap, or taken in a hare snare; and not unfrequently the discordant growls of some three or four more, vociferously quarrelling over the venerable remains of some defunct rabbit. Oh, you rogues! cries Mr. Jorrocks, a cit rapturously fond of the sport. After the lapse of half an hour the noise in the wood for a time increases audibly. Tis Tom chastising the gourmands. Another quarter of an hour, and a hound that has finished his coney bone slips out of the wood, and takes a roll upon the greensward, opining, no doubt, that such pastime is preferable to scratching his hide among brambles in the covers. Hounds have no right to opine, opines the head whipper-in; so clapping spurs into his prad, he begins to pursue the delinquent round the common, with Markis, Markis! what are you at, Markis? get into cover, Markis! But its no go; Marquis creeps through a hedge, and grins horribly a ghastly smile at his ruthless tormentor, who wends back, well pleased at having had an excuse for taking a bit gallop! Half an hour more slips away, and some of the least hasty of our cits begin to wax impatient, in spite of the oft-repeated admonition, dont be in a hurry! At length a yokel pops out of the cover, and as soon as he has recovered breath, informs the field that he has been a-hollorin to em for half an hour, and that the fox had gone away for Tatsfield, most as soon as ever the oounds went into ood.

All is now hurry-scurry  girths are tightened  reins gathered up  half-munched sandwiches thrust into the mouth  pocket-pistols applied to  coats comfortably buttoned up to the throat; and, these preparations made, away goes the whole field, coolly and fairly, along the road to Leaves Green and Crown Ash Hill  from which latter spot, the operations of the pack in the bottom may be comfortably and securely viewed  leaving the whips to flog as many hounds out of cover as they can, and Tom to entice as many more as are willing to follow the twang, twang, twang of his horn.

And now, a sufficient number of hounds having been seduced from the wood, forth sallies Tummas, and making straight for the spot where our yokels mate stands leaning on his plough-stilts, obtains from him the exact latitude and longitude of the spot where reynard broke through the hedge. To this identical place is the pack forthwith led; and, no sooner have they reached it, than the wagging of their sterns clearly shows how genuine is their breed. Old Strumpet, at length, first looking up in Toms face for applause, ventures to send forth a long-drawn howl, which, coupled with Toms screech, setting the rest agog, away they all go, like beans; and the wind, fortunately setting towards Westerham, bears the melodious sound to the delighted ears of our roadsters, who, forthwith catching the infection, respond with deafening shouts and joyous yells, set to every key, and disdaining the laws of harmony. Thus, what with Toms horn, the holloaing of the whips, and the shouts of the riders, a very pretty notion may be formed of what Virgil calls:

Clamorque virûm, clangorque tubarum.

A terrible noise is the result!

At the end of nine minutes or so, the hounds come to fault in the bottom, below the blacksmiths, at Crown Ash Hill, and the fox has a capital chance; in fact, they have changed for the blacksmiths tom cat, which rushed out before them, and finding their mistake, return at their leisure. This gives the most daring of the field, on the eminence, an opportunity of descending to view the sport more closely; and being assembled in the bottom, each congratulates his neighbour on the excellent condition and stanchness of the hounds, and the admirable view that has been afforded them of their peculiar style of hunting. 
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At this interesting period, a regular swell from Melton Mowbray, unknown to everyone except his tailor, to whom he owes a long tick, makes his appearance and affords abundance of merriment for our sportsmen. He is just turned out of the hands of his valet, and presents the very beau-ideal of his caste quite the lady, in fact. His hat is stuck on one side, displaying a profusion of well-waxed ringlets; a corresponding infinity of whisker, terminating at the chin, there joins an enormous pair of moustaches, which give him the appearance of having caught the fox himself and stuck its brush below his nose. His neck is very stiff; and the exact Jackson-like fit of his coat, which almost nips him in two at the waist, and his superlatively well-cleaned leather Andersons, together with the perfume and the general puppyism of his appearance, proclaim that he is a swell of the very first water, and one that a Surrey sportsman would like to buy at his own price and sell at the others. In addition to this, his boots, which his fellow has just denuded from a pair of wash-leather covers, are of the finest, brightest, blackest patent leather imaginable; the left one being the identical boot by which Warrens monkey shaved himself, while the right is the one at which the game-cock pecked, mistaking its own shadow for an opponent, the mark of its bill being still visible above the instep; and the tops  whose pampered appetites have been fed on champagne  are of the most delicate cream-colour, the whole devoid of mud or speck. The animal he bestrides is no less calculated than himself to excite the risible faculties of the field, being a sort of mouse colour, with dun mane and tail, got by Nicolo, out of a flibbertigibbet mare, and he stands seventeen hands and an inch. His head is small and blood-like, his girth a mere trifle, and his legs, very long and spidery, of course without any hair at the pasterns to protect them from the flints; his whole appearance bespeaking him fitter to run for half-mile hunters stakes at Croxton Park or Leicester, than contend for foxes brushes in such a splendid country as the Surrey. There he stands, with his tail stuck tight between his legs, shivering and shaking for all the world as if troubled with a fit of ague. And well he may, poor beast, for  oh, men of Surrey, London, Kent, and Middlesex, hearken to my word  on closer inspection he proves to have been shaved!!!

Footnote 2: Anderson, of South Audley Street, is, or was, a famous breeches-maker.

Footnote 3: Shaving was in great vogue at Melton some seasons back. It was succeeded by clipping, and clipping by singeing.

After a considerable time spent in casting to the right, the left, and the rear, True-bouy chances to take a fling in advance, and hitting upon the scent, proclaims it with his wonted energy, which drawing all his brethren to the spot, they pick it slowly over some brick-fields and flint-beds, to an old ladys flower-garden, through which they carry it with a surprising head into the fields beyond, when they begin to fall into line, and the sportsmen doing the same one at a time and it will last the longer Tummas tootles his horn, the hunt is up, and away they all rattle at Parliament pace, as the hackney-coachmen say.

Our swell, who flatters himself he can ride a few, according to the fashion of his country, takes up a line of his own, abreast of the leading hounds, notwithstanding the oft vociferated cry of Hold hard, sir! Pray, hold hard, sir! For Gods sake, hold hard, sir! G  d d  n you, hold hard, sir! Where the h  ll are you going to, sir? and other familiar inquiries and benedictions, with which a stranger is sometimes greeted, who ventures to take a look at a strange pack of hounds.

In the meantime the fox, who has often had a game at romps with his pursuers, being resolved this time to give them a tickler, bears straight away for Westerham, to the infinite satisfaction of the hill folks, who thus have an excellent opportunity of seeing the run without putting their horses to the trouble of rejoicing in their strength, or pawing in the valley. But who is so fortunate as to be near the scene of action in this second scurry, almost as fast as the first? Our fancy supplies us, and there not being many, we will just initialise them all, and let he whom the cap fits put it on.

If we look to the left, nearly abreast of the three couple of hounds that are leading by some half mile or so, we shall see Swell  like a monkey on a giraffe  striding away in the true Leicestershire style; the animal contracting its stride after every exertion in pulling its long legs out of the deep and clayey soil, until the Bromley barber, who has been quilting his mule along at a fearful rate, and in high dudgeon at anyone presuming to exercise his profession upon a dumb brute, overtakes him, and in the endeavour to pass, lays it into his mule in a style that would insure him rotatory occupation at Brixton for his spindles, should any member of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals witness his proceedings; while his friend and neighbour old B  , the tinker, plies his little mare with the Brummagems, to be ready to ride over Swell the instant the barber gets him down. On the right of the leading hounds are three crack members of the Surrey, Messrs. B  e, S  bs, and B  l, all lads who can go; while a long way in the rear of the body of the pack are some dozen, who, while they sat on the hills, thought they could also, but who now find out their mistake. Down Windy Lane, a glimpse of a few red coats may be caught passing the gaps and weak parts of the fence, among whom we distinctly recognise the worthy master of the pack, followed by Jorrocks, with his long coat-laps floating in the breeze, who thinking that catching-time must be near at hand, and being dearly fond of blood, has descended from his high station to witness the close of the scene. Vot a pace! and vot a country! cries the grocer, standing high in his stirrups, and bending over the neck of his chestnut as though he were meditating a plunge over his head; how they stick to him! vot a pack! by Jove they are at fault again. Yooi, Pilgrim! Yooi, Warbler, ma load! (lad). Tom, try down the hedge-row. Hold your jaw, Mr. J  , cries Tom, you are always throwing that red rag of yours. I wish you would keep your potato-trap shut. See! youve made every hound throw up, and its ten to one that neer a one among em will stoop again. Yonder he goes, cries a cock of the old school, who used to hunt with Colonel Jolliffes hounds, and still sports the long blue surtout lined with orange, yellow-ochre unmentionables, and mahogany-coloured knee-caps, with mother-of-pearl buttons. Yonder he goes among the ship (sheep), for a thousand! see how the skulking waggabone makes them scamper. At this particular moment a shrill scream is heard at the far end of a long shaw, and every man pushes on to the best of his endeavour. Holloo o-o-u, hloo o-o-u, hloo  o-o-u, gone away! gone away! forward! forrard! hark back! hark forrard! hark forrard! hark back! resounds from every mouth. Hes making for the oods beyond Addington, and we shall have a rare teaser up these hills, cries Jorrocks, throwing his arms round his horses neck as he reaches the foot of them. D  n your hills, cries Swell, as he suddenly finds himself sitting on the hindquarters of his horse, his saddle having slipped back for want of a breastplate, I wish the hills had been piled on your back, and the flints thrust down your confounded throat, before I came into such a cursed provincial. Haw, haw, haw! roars a Croydon butcher. What dont e like it, sir, eh? too sharp to be pleasant, eh?  Your nag should have put on his boots before he showed among us.

Hes making straight for Fullers farm, exclaims a thirsty veteran on reaching the top, and Ill pull up and have a nip of ale, please God. Hang your ale, cries a certain sporting cheesemonger, you had better come out with a barrel of it tacked to your horses tail. Or unt on a steam-engine, adds his friend the omnibus proprietor, and then you can brew as you go. We shall have the Croydon Canal, cries Mr. H  n, of Tottenham, who knows every flint in the country, and how will you like that, my hearties? Curse the Croydon Canal, bawls the little Bromley barber, my mule can swim like a soap-bladder, and my toggery cant spoil, thank God!

The prophecy turns up. Having skirted Fullers farm, the villain finds no place to hide; and in two minutes, or less, the canal appears in view. It is full of craft, and the locks are open, but there is a bridge about half a mile to the right. If my horse can do nothing else he can jump this, cries Swell, as he gathers him together, and prepares for the effort. He hardens his heart and goes at it full tilt, and the leggy animal lands him three yards on the other side. Curse this fellow, cries Jorrocks, grinning with rage as he sees Swell skimming through the air like a swallow on a summers eve, hell have a laugh at the Surrey, for ever and ever, Amen. Oh, dear! oh, dear! I wish I durst leap it. What shall I do? Here bargee, cries he to a bargeman, lend us a help over and Ill give you ninepence. The bargeman takes him at his word, and getting the vessel close to the waters edge, Jorrocks has nothing to do but ride in, and, the opposite bank being accommodating, he lands without difficulty. Ramming his spurs into his nag, he now starts after Swell, who is sailing away with a few couple of hounds that took the canal; the body of the pack and all the rest of the field  except the Bromley barber, who is now floundering in the water  having gone round to the bridge.

The country is open, the line being across commons and along roads, so that Jorrocks, who is not afraid of the pace so long as there is no leaping, has a pretty good chance with Swell. The scene now shifts. On turning out of a lane, along which they have just rattled, a fence of this description appears: The bottom part is made of flints, and the upper part of mud, with gorse stuck along the top, and there is a gutter on each side. Jorrocks, seeing that a leap is likely, hangs astern, and Swell, thinking to shake off his only opponent, and to have a rare laugh at the Surrey when he gets back to Melton, puts his nag at it most manfully, who, though somewhat blown, manages to get his long carcass over, but, unfortunately alighting on a bed of flints on the far side, cuts a back sinew, and Swell measures his length on the headland. Jorrocks then pulls up.

The tragedy of George Barnwell ends with a death, and we are happy in being able to gratify our readers with a similar entertainment. Already have the best-mounted men in the field attained the summit of one of the Mont Blancs of the country, when on looking down the other side of the mountains brow, they, to their infinite astonishment, espy at some distance our Swell dismounted and playing at pull devil, pull baker with the hounds, whose discordant bickerings rend the skies. Whoo-hoop! cries one; whoo-hoop! responds another; whoo-hoop! screams a third; and the contagion spreading, and each man dismounting, they descend the hill with due caution, whoo-hooping, hallooing, and congratulating each other on the splendour of the run, interspersed with divers surmises as to what mighty magic had aided the hounds in getting on such good terms with the warmint, and exclamations at the good fortune of the stranger, in being able (by nicking, and the fox changing his line) to get in at the finish.

Footnote 4: A stranger never rides straight if he beats the members of the hunt.

And now some dozens of sportsmen quietly ambling up to the scene of action, view with delight (alone equalled by their wonder at so unusual and unexpected an event) the quarrels of the hounds, as they dispute with each other the possession of their victims remains, when suddenly a gentleman, clad in a bright green silk-velvet shooting-coat, with white leathers, and Hessian boots with large tassels, carrying his Joe Manton on his shoulder, issues from an adjoining coppice, and commences a loud complaint of the unhandsome conduct of the gentlemens ounds in devouring the are (hare) which he had taken so much pains to shoot. Scarcely are these words out of his mouth than the whole hunt, from Jorrocks downwards, let drive such a rich torrent of abuse at our unfortunate chasseur, that he is fain to betake himself to his heels, leaving them undisputed masters of the field.

The visages of our sportsmen become dismally lengthened on finding that their fox has been gathered unto his fathers by means of hot lead and that villainous saltpetre digged out of the bowels of the harmless earth; some few, indeed, there are who are bold enough to declare that the pack has actually made a meal of a hare, and that their fox is snugly earthed in the neighbouring cover. However, as there are no reliquias Danaum, to prove or disprove this assertion, Tom Hills, having an eye to the cap-money, ventures to give it as his opinion, that pug has fairly yielded to his invincible pursuers, without having dropped to shot. This appearing to give very general satisfaction, the first whip makes no scruple of swearing that he saw the hounds pull him down fairly; and Peckham, drawing his mouth up on one side, with his usual intellectual grin, takes a similar affidavit. The Bromley barber too, anxious to have it to say that he has for once been in at the death of a fox, vows by his beard that he saw the varmint lathered in style; and these protestations being received with clamorous applause, and everyone being pleased to have so unusual an event to record to his admiring spouse, agrees that a fox has not only been killed, but killed in a most sportsmanlike, workmanlike, businesslike manner; and long and loud are the congratulations, great is the increased importance of each mans physiognomy, and thereupon they all lug out their half-crowns for Tom Hills.

In the meantime our Swell lays hold of his nag  who is sorely damaged with the flints, and whose wind has been pretty well pumped out of him by the hills  and proceeds to lead him back to Croydon, inwardly promising himself for the future most studiously to avoid the renowned county of Surrey, its woods, its barbers, its mountains, and its flints, and to leave more daring spirits to overcome the difficulties it presents; most religiously resolving, at the same time, to return as speedily as possible to his dear Leicestershire, there to amble oer the turf, and fancy himself an angel on horseback. The story of the country mouse, who must needs see the town, occurs forcibly to his recollection, and he exclaims aloud:

me sylva, cavusque

Tutus ab insidiis tenui solabitur ervo.

On overhearing which, Mr. Jorrocks hurries back to his brother subscribers, and informs them, very gravely, that the stranger is no less a personage than Prince Matuchevitz, the Russian ambassador and minister plenipotentiary extraordinary, whereupon the whole field join in wishing him safe back in Russia  or anywhere else  and wonder at his incredible assurance in supposing that he could cope with THE SURREY HUNT.


II. THE YORKSHIREMAN AND THE SURREY
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IT IS AN axiom among fox-hunters that the hounds they individually hunt with are the best  compared with them all others are slow.

Of this species of pardonable egotism, Mr. Jorrocks  who in addition to the conspicuous place he holds in the Surrey Hunt, as shown in the preceding chapter, we should introduce to our readers as a substantial grocer in St. Botolphs Lane, with an elegant residence in Great Coram Street, Russell Square  has his full, if not rather more than his fair share. Vanity, however, is never satisfied without display, and Mr. Jorrocks longed for a customer before whom he could exhibit the prowess of his pack.

Footnote 5: Subscribers, speaking to strangers, always talk of the hounds as their own.

Chance threw in his way a young Yorkshireman, who frequently appearing in subsequent pages, we may introduce as a loosish sort of hand, up to anything in the way of a lark, but rather deficient in cash  a character so common in London, as to render further description needless.

Now it is well known that a Yorkshireman, like a dragoon, is nothing without his horse, and if he does understand anything better than racing  it is hunting. Our readers will therefore readily conceive that a Yorkshireman is more likely to be astonished at the possibility of fox-hunting from London, than captivated by the country, or style of turn-out; and in truth, looking at it calmly and dispassionately, in our easy-chair drawn to a window which overlooks the cream of the grazing grounds in the Vale of White Horse, it does strike us with astonishment, that such a thing as a fox should be found within a days ride of the suburbs. The very idea seems preposterous, for one cannot but associate the charms of a find with the horrors of going to ground in an omnibus, or the fox being headed by a great Dr. Eady placard, or some such monstrosity. Mr. Mayne, to be sure, has brought racing home to every mans door, but fox-hunting is not quite so tractable a sport. But to our story.

Footnote 6: The promoter of the Hippodrome, near Bayswater  a speculation that soon came to grief.

It was on a nasty, cold, foggy, dark, drizzling morning in the month of February, that the Yorkshireman, having been offered a mount by Mr. Jorrocks, found himself shivering under the Piazza in Covent Garden about seven oclock, surrounded by cabs, cabbages, carrots, ducks, dollys, and drabs of all sorts, waiting for his horse and the appearance of the friend who had seduced him into the extraordinary predicament of attiring himself in top-boots and breeches in London. After pacing up and down some minutes, the sound of a horses hoofs were heard turning down from Long Acre, and reaching the lamp-post at the corner of James Street, his astonished eyes were struck with the sight of a man in a capacious, long, full-tailed, red frock coat reaching nearly to his spurs, with mother-of-pearl buttons, with sporting devices  which afterwards proved to be foxes, done in black  brown shag breeches, that would have been spurned by the late worthy master of the Hurworth, and boots, that looked for all the world as if they were made to tear up the very land and soil, tied round the knees with pieces of white tape, the flowing ends of which dangled over the mahogany-coloured tops. Mr. Jorrocks  whose dark collar, green to his coat, and tout ensemble, might have caused him to be mistaken for a mounted general postman  was on a most becoming steed  a great raking, raw-boned chestnut, with a twisted snaffle in his mouth, decorated with a faded yellow silk front, a nose-band, and an ivory ring under his jaws, for the double purpose of keeping the reins together and Jorrockss teeth in his head  the nag having flattened the noses and otherwise damaged the countenances of his two previous owners, who had not the knack of preventing him tossing his head in their faces. The saddle  large and capacious  made on the principle of the impossibility of putting a round of beef upon a pudding plate  was spick and span new, as was an enormous hunting-whip, whose iron-headed hammer he clenched in a way that would make the blood curdle in ones veins, to see such an instrument in the hands of a misguided man.

Footnote 7: The late Mr. Wilkinson, commonly called Matty Wilkinson, master of the Hurworth foxhounds, was a rigid adherent of the d  n-all-dandy school of sportsmen.

Punctuality is the politeness of princes, said Mr. Jorrocks, raising a broad-brimmed, lowish-crowned hat, as high as a green hunting-cord which tackled it to his yellow waistcoat by a foxs tooth would allow, as he came upon the Yorkshireman at the corner. My souls on fire and eager for the chase! By heavens, I declare Ive dreamt of nothing else all night, and the worst of it is, that in a par-ox-ism of delight, when I thought I saw the darlings running into the warmint, I brought Mrs. J  such a dig in the side as knocked her out of bed, and she swears shell go to Jenner, and the court for the protection of injured ribs! But come  jump up  wheres your nag? Binjimin, you blackguard, where are you? The fog is blinding me, I declare! Binjimin, I say! Binjimin! you willain, where are you?

Here, sir! coming! responded a voice from the bottom of one of the long mugs at a street breakfast stall, which the fog almost concealed from their view, and presently an urchin in a drab coat and blue collar came towing a wretched, ewe-necked, hungry-looking, roan rosinante along from where he had been regaling himself with a mug of undeniable bohea, sweetened with a composition of brown sugar and sand.

Now be after getting up, said Jorrocks, for time and the Surrey ounds wait for no man. Thats not a werry elegant tit, but still itll carry you to Croydon well enough, where Ill put you on a most undeniable bit of orse-flesh  a reglar clipper. Thats a hack  what they calls three-and-sixpence a side, but I only pays half a crown. Now, Binjimin, cut away home, and tell Batsay to have dinner ready at half-past five to a minute, and to be most particular in doing the lamb to a turn.

The Yorkshireman having adjusted himself in the old flat-flapped hack saddle, and got his stirrups let out from Binjimins length to his own, gathered up the stiff, weather-beaten reins, gave the animal a touch with his spurs, and fell into the rear of Mr. Jorrocks. The morning appeared to be getting worse. Instead of the grey day-dawn of the country, when the thin transparent mist gradually rises from the hills, revealing an unclouded landscape, a dense, thick, yellow fog came rolling in masses along the streets, obscuring the gas lights, and rendering every step one of peril. It could be both eat and felt, and the damp struck through their clothes in the most summary manner. This is bad, said Mr. Jorrocks, coughing as he turned the corner by Drury Lane, making for Catherine Street, and upset an early breakfast and periwinkle stall, by catching one corner of the fragile fabric with his toe, having ridden too near to the pavement. Where are you for now? and bad luck to ye, ye boiled lobster! roared a stout Irish wench, emerging from a neighbouring gin-palace on seeing the dainty viands rolling in the street. Cut away! cried Jorrocks to his friend, running his horse between one of George Stapletons dust-carts and a hackney-coach, or the Philistines will be upon us. The fog and crowd concealed them, but Holloa! mind where youre going, you great haw-buck! from a buy-a-hearth-stone boy, whose stock-in-trade Jorrocks nearly demolished, as he crossed the corner of Catherine Street before him, again roused his vigilance. The deuce be in the fog, said he, I declare I cant see across the Strand. Its as dark as a wolfs mouth.  Now where are you going to with that meazly-looking cab of yours?  youve nearly run your shafts into my osss ribs! cried he to a cabman who nearly upset him. The Strand was kept alive by a few slip-shod housemaids, on their marrow-bones, washing the doorsteps, or ogling the neighbouring pot-boy on his morning errand for the pewters. Now and then a crazy jarvey passed slowly by, while a hurrying mail, with a drowsy driver and sleeping guard, rattled by to deliver their cargo at the post office. Here and there appeared one of those beings, who like the owl hide themselves by day, and are visible only in the dusk. Many of them appeared to belong to the other world. Poor, puny, ragged, sickly-looking creatures, that seemed as though they had been suckled and reared with gin. How different, thought the Yorkshireman to himself, to the fine, stout, active labourer one meets at an early hour on a hunting morning in the country! His reverie was interrupted on arriving opposite the Morning Chronicle office, by the most discordant yells that ever issued from human beings, and on examining the quarter from whence they proceeded, a group of fifty or a hundred boys, or rather little old men, were seen with newspapers in their hands and under their arms, in all the activity of speculation and exchange. A clean Post for Tuesdays Times! bellowed one. I want the Hurl! (Herald) for the Satirist! shouted another. Bells Life for the Bull! The Spectator for the Sunday Times!

The approach of our sportsmen was the signal for a change of the chorus, and immediately Jorrocks was assailed with A hunter! a hunter! crikey, a hunter! My eyes! theres a gamecock for you! Vot a beauty! Vere do you turn out to-day? Veres the stag? Dont tumble off, old boy! Ave you got ever a rope in your pocket? Take Bells Life in London, vot contains all the sporting news of the country! Vot a vip the gemmans got! Vot a precious basternadering he could give us  my eyes, vot a swell!  vot a shocking bad hat!  vot shocking bad breeches!

Footnote 8: Vot a shocking bad hat!  a slang cockney phrase of 1831.

The fog, which became denser at every step, by the time they reached St. Clements Danes rendered their further progress almost impossible. Oh, dear! oh, dear! how unlucky, exclaimed Jorrocks, I would have given twenty pounds of best Twankay for a fine day  and see what a thing weve got! Hold my oss, said he to the Yorkshireman, while I run into the Angel, and borrow an argand burner, or we shall be endorsed to a dead certainty. Off he got, and ran to the inn. Presently he emerged from the yard  followed by horse-keepers, coach-washers, porters, cads, waiters and others, amid loud cries of Flare up, flare up, old cock! talliho fox-hunter!  with a bright mail-coach footboard lamp, strapped to his middle, which, lighting up the whole of his broad back now cased in scarlet, gave him the appearance of a gigantic red-and-gold insurance office badge, or an elderly cherub without wings.

Footnote 9: City  for having a pole run into ones rear.

The hackney-coach-and cab-men, along whose lines they passed, could not make him out at all. Some thought he was a mail-coach guard riding post with the bags; but as the light was pretty strong he trotted on regardless of observation. The fog, however, abated none of its denseness even on the Surrey side, and before they reached the Elephant and Castle, Jorrocks had run against two trucks, three watercress women, one pies-all-ot!-all-ot! man, dispersed a whole covey of Welsh milkmaids, and rode slap over one end of a buy at (hat) box! bonnet-box! mans pole, damaging a dozen paste-boards, and finally upsetting Balham Hill Joes Barcelona come crack em and try em stall at the door of the inn, for all whose benedictions, the Yorkshireman, as this great fox-hunting knight-errants Esquire, came in.

Here the Yorkshireman would fain have persuaded Mr. Jorrocks to desist from his quixotic undertaking, but he turned a deaf ear to his entreaties. We are getting fast into the country, and I hold it to be utterly impossible for this fog to extend beyond Kennington Common twill ewaporate, youll see, as we approach the open. Indeed, if I mistake not, I begin to sniff the morning air already, and hark! theres a lark a-carrolling before us! Now, spooney! where are you for? bellowed a carter, breaking off in the middle of his whistle, as Jorrocks rode slap against his leader, the concussion at once dispelling the pleasing pastoral delusion, and nearly knocking Jorrocks off his horse.

As they approached Brixton Hill, a large red ball of lurid light appeared in the firmament, and just at the moment up rode another member of the Surrey Hunt in uniform, whom Jorrocks hailed as Mr. Crane. By Jove, ow beautiful the moon is, said the latter, after the usual salutations. Moon! said Mr. Jorrocks, thats not never no moon  I reckon its Mrs. Grahams balloon. Come, thats a good un, said Crane, perhaps youll lay me an at about it. Done! said Mr. Jorrocks, a guinea one  and well ax my friend here.  Now, whats that? Why, judging from its position and the hour, I should say it is the sun! was the reply.

We have omitted to mention that this memorable day was a Saturday, one on which civic sportsmen exhibit. We may also premise, that the particular hunt we are about to describe, took place when there were very many packs of hounds within reach of the metropolis, all of which boasted their respective admiring subscribers. As our party proceeded they overtook a gentleman perusing a long bill of the meets for the next week, of at least half a dozen packs, the top of the list being decorated with a cut of a stag-hunt, and the bottom containing a notification that hunters were carefully attended to by Charles Morton, at the Derby Arms, Croydon, a snug rural auberge near the barrack. On the hunting bill-of-fare, were Mr. Jolliffes foxhounds, Mr. Meagers harriers, the Derby staghounds, the Sanderstead harriers, the Union foxhounds, the Surrey foxhounds, rabbit beagles on Epsom Downs, and dwarf foxhounds on Woolwich Common. What a list to bewilder a stranger! The Yorkshireman left it all to Mr. Jorrocks.

Footnote 10: Where the carrion is, there will be the crow, and on the demise of the Surrey staggers, Charley brushed off to the west, to valet the gentlemens hunters that attend the Royal Stag Hunt.  Vide Sir F. Grants picture of the meet of the Royal Staghounds.

Youre for Jolliffe, I suppose, said the gentleman with the bill, to another with a blue coat and buff lining. Hes at Chipstead Church  only six miles from Croydon, a sure find and good country. What are you for, Mr. Jorrocks? inquired another in green, with black velvet breeches, Hessian boots, and a red waistcoat, who just rode up. My own, to be sure, said Jorrocks, taking hold of the green collar of his coat, as much as to say, How can you ask such a question? Oh, no, said the gentleman in green, Come to the stag  much better sport  sure of a gallop  open country  get it over soon  back in town before the post goes out. Before Mr. Jorrocks had time to make a reply to this last interrogatory, they were overtaken by another horseman, who came hopping along at a sort of a butchers shuffle, on a worn-out, three-legged, four-cornered hack, with one eye, a rat-tail, and a head as large as a fiddle-case. Whos for the blue mottles? said he, casting a glance at their respective coats, and at length fixing it on the Yorkshireman. Why, Dickens, youre not going thistle-whipping with that nice orse of yours, said the gentleman in the velvets; come and see the stag turned out  sure of a gallop  no hedges  soft country  plenty of publics  far better sport, man, than pottering about looking for your foxes and hares, and wasting your time; take my advice, and come with me. But, says Dickens, my orse wont stand it; I had him in the shay till eleven last night, and he came forty-three mile with our traveller the day before, else hes a good un to go, as you know. Do you remember the owdacious leap he took over the tinkers tent, at Epping Unt, last Easter? How he astonished the natives within! Yes; but then, you know, you fell head-foremost through the canvas, and no wonder your ugly mug frightened them, replied he of the velvets. Ay; but that was in consequence of my riding by balance instead of gripping with my legs, replied Dickens; you see, I had taken seven lessons in riding at the school in Bidborough Street, Burton Crescent, and they always told me to balance myself equally on the saddle, and harden my heart, and ride at whatever came in the way; and the tinkers tent coming first, why, naturally enough, I went at it. But I have had some practice since then, and, of course, can stick on better. I have unted regularly ever since, and can do the trick now. What, summer and winter? said Jorrocks. No, replied he, but I have unted regularly every fifth Saturday since the unting began.

After numerous discourses similar to the foregoing, they arrived at the end of the first stage on the road to the hunt, namely, the small town of Croydon, the rendezvous of London sportsmen. The whole place was alive with red coats, green coats, blue coats, black coats, brown coats, in short, coats of all the colours of the rainbow. Horsemen were mounting, horsemen were dismounting, one-horse shays and two-horse chaises were discharging their burdens, grooms were buckling on their masters spurs, and others were pulling off their overalls. Eschewing the Greyhound, they turn short to the right, and make for the Derby Arms hunting stables.

Charley Morton, a fine old boy of his age, was buckling on his armour for the fight, for his soul, too, was on fire, and eager for the chase. He was for the venison; and having mounted his deer-stalker, was speedily joined by divers perfect swells, in beautiful leathers, beautiful coats, beautiful tops, beautiful everything, except horses, and off they rode to cut in for the first course  a stag-hunt on a Saturday being usually divided into three.

The ride down had somewhat sharpened Jorrockss appetite; and feeling, as he said, quite ready for his dinner, he repaired to Mr. Mortons house  a kind of sporting snuggery, everything in apple-pie order, and very good  where he baited himself on sausages and salt herrings, a basin of new milk, with some sticking powder as he called it, alias rum, infused into it; and having deposited a half-quartern loaf in one pocket, as a sort of balance against a huge bunch of keys which rattled in the other, he pulled out his watch, and finding they had a quarter of an hour to spare, proposed to chaperon the Yorkshireman on a tour of the hunting stables. Jorrocks summoned the ostler, and with great dignity led the way. Humph, said he, evidently disappointed at seeing half the stalls empty, no great show this morning  pity  gentleman come from a distance  should like to have shown him some good nags.  What sort of a devils this? Oh, sir, hes a good un, and nothing but a good un!  Leap! Lord love ye, hell leap anything. A railway cut, a windmill with the sails going, a navigable river with ships  anything in short. This is the orse wot took the line of houses down at Beddington the day they had the tremendious run from Reigate Hill. And wots the grey in the far stall? Oh, thats Mr. Peppers old nag  Pepper-Caster as we call him, since he threw the old gemman, the morning they met at the Leg-of-Mutton at Ashtead. But hes good for nothing. Bless ye! his tail shakes for all the world like a pepper-box afore hes gone half a mile. Those be yours in the far stalls, and since they were turned round Ive won a bob of a gemman who I bet Id show him two osses with their heads vere their tails should be. I always says, added he with a leer, that you rides the best osses of any gemman vot comes to our governors. This flattered Jorrocks, and sidling up, he slipped a shilling into his hand, saying, Well  bring them out, and lets see how they look this morning. The stall reins are slipped, and out they step with their hoods on their quarters. One was a large, fat, full-sized chestnut, with a white ratch down the full extent of his face, a long square tail, bushy mane, with untrimmed heels. The other was a brown, about fifteen two, coarse-headed, with a rat-tail, and collar-marked. The tackle was the same as they came down with. Youll do the trick on that, I reckon, said Jorrocks, throwing his leg over the chestnut, and looking askew at the Yorkshireman as he mounted. Tatt., and old Tatt., and Tatt. sen. before him, all agree that they never knew a bad oss with a rat-tail.

Footnote 11: A favourite joke among grooms when a horse is turned round in his stall.
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But, let me tell you, you must be werry lively, if you mean to live with our ounds. They go like the wind. But come! touch him with the spur, and lets do a trot. The Yorkshireman obeyed, and getting into the main street, onwards they jogged, right through Croydon, and struck into a line of villas of all sorts, shapes, and sizes, which extend for several miles along the road, exhibiting all sorts of architecture, Gothic, Corinthian, Doric, Ionic, Dutch, and Chinese. These gradually diminished in number, and at length they found themselves on an open heath, within a few miles of the meet of the Surrey foxhounds. Now, says Mr. Jorrocks, clawing up his smalls, you will see the werry finest pack of hounds in all England; I dont care where the next best are; and you will see as good a turn-out as ever you saw in your life, and as nice a country to ride over as ever you were in.

They reach the meet  a wayside public-house on a common, before which the hounds with their attendants and some fifty or sixty horsemen, many of them in scarlet, were assembled. Jorrocks was received with the greatest cordiality, amid whoops and holloas, and cries of now Twankay!  now Sugar!  now Figs! Waving his hand in token of recognition, he passed on and made straight for Tom Hill, with a face full of importance, and nearly rode over a hound in his hurry. Now, Tom, said he, with the greatest energy, do, my good fellow, strain every nerve to show sport to-day.  A gentleman has come all the way from the north-east side of the town of Boroughbridge, in the county of York, to see our excellent ounds, and I would fain have him galvanised.  Do show us a run, and let it end with blood, so that he may have something to tell the natives when he gets back to his own parts. Thats him, see, sitting under the yew-tree, in a bottle-green coat with basket buttons, just striking a light on the pommel of his saddle to indulge in a fumigation.  Keep your eye on him all day, and if you can lead him over an awkward place, and get him a purl, so much the better.  If hell risk his neck Ill risk my osss.

The Yorkshireman, having lighted his cigar and tightened his girths, rode leisurely among the horsemen, many of whom were in eager council, and a gentle breeze wafted divers scraps of conversation to his ear.

What is that hound got by? No. How is that horse bred? No. What sport had you on Wednesday? No. Is it a likely find to-day? No, no, no; it was not where the hounds, but what the Consols, left off at; what the four per cents, and not the four horses, were up to; what the condition of the money, not the horse, market. Anything doing in Danish bonds, sir? said one. You must do it by lease and release, and levy a fine, replied another. Scott v. Brown, crim. con. to be heard on or before Wednesday next.  Barley thirty-two to forty-two.  Fine upland meadow and rye grass hay, seventy to eighty.  The last pocket of hops I sold brought seven pounds fifteen shillings. Sussex bags six pounds ten shillings.  There were only twenty-eight and a quarter ships at market, and coals are coals. Glad to hear it, sir, for half the last you sent me were slates. Best qualities of beef four shillings and eightpence a stone  mutton three shillings and eightpence, to four shillings and sixpence.  He was exceedingly ill when I paid my last visit  I gave him nearly a stone of Epsom-salts, and bled him twice.  This horse would suit you to a T, sir, but my skip-jack is coming out on one at two oclock that can carry a house.  See what a bosom this ones got.  Well, Gunter, old boy, have you iced your horse to-day?  Have you heard that Brown and Co. are in the Gazette? No, which Brown  not John Brown? No, William Brown. What, Brown of Goodmans Fields? No, Brown of  Street  Browne with an e; you know the man I mean.  Oh, Lord, ay, the man wot used to be called Nosey Browne. A general move ensued, and they left the meet.

Vere be you going to turn out pray, sir, may I inquire? said a gentleman in green to the huntsman, as he turned into a field. Turn out, said he, why, ye dont suppose we be come calf-hunting, do ye? We throws off some two stones-throw from here, if so be you mean what cover we are going to draw. No, said green-coat, I mean where do you turn out the stag? D  n the stag, we know nothing about such matters, replied the huntsman. Ware wheat! ware wheat! ware wheat! was now the general cry, as a gentleman in nankeen pantaloons and Hessian boots with long brass spurs, commenced a navigation across a sprouting crop. Ware wheat, ware wheat! replied he, considering it part of the ceremony of hunting, and continued his forward course. Come to my side, said Mr.  , to the whipper-in, and meet that gentleman as he arrives at yonder gate; and keep by him while I scold you. Now, sir, most particularly d  n you, for riding slap-dash over the young wheat, you most confounded insensible ignorant tinker, isnt the headland wide enough both for you and your horse, even if your spurs were as long again as they are? Shouts of Yooi over, over, over hounds  try for him  yoicks  wind him! good dogs  yoicks! stir him up  have at him there!  here interrupted the jawbation, and the whip rode off shaking his sides with laughter. Your horse has got a stone in each forefoot, and a thorn in his near hock, observed a dentist to a wholesale haberdasher from Ludgate Hill, allow me to extract them for you  no pain, I assure  over before you know it. Come away, hounds! come away! was heard, and presently the huntsman, with some of the pack at his horses heels, issued from the wood playing Rule, Britannia! on a key-bugle, while the cracks of heavy-thonged whips warned the stragglers and loiterers to follow. Music hath charms to soothe the savage beast, observed Jorrocks, as he tucked the laps of his frock over his thighs, and I hope we shall find before long, else that quarter of house-lamb will be utterly ruined. Oh, dear, they are going below hill I do believe! why we shall never get home to-day, and I told Mrs. Jorrocks half-past five to a minute, and I invited old Fleecy, who is a most punctual man.

Jorrocks was right in his surmise. They arrived on the summit of a range of steep hills commanding an extensive view over the neighbouring country  almost, he said, as far as the sea-coast. The huntsman and hounds went down, but many of the field held a council of war on the top. Well! whos going down? said one. I shall wait for the next turn, said Jorrocks, for my horse does not like collar work. I shall go this time, said another, and the rest next. And so will I, said a third, for mayhap there will be no second turn. Ay, added a fourth, and he may go the other way, and then where-shall we all be? Poh! said Jorrocks, did you ever know a Surrey fox not take to the hills?  If he does not, Ill eat him without mint sauce, again harping on the quarter of lamb. Facilis descensus Averni  two-thirds of the field went down, leaving Jorrocks, two horse-dealers in scarlet, three chicken-butchers, half a dozen swells in leathers, a whip, and the Yorkshireman on the summit. Why dont you go with the hounds? inquired the latter of the whip. Oh, I wait here, sir, said he, to meet Tom Hills as he comes up, and to give him a fresh horse. And who is Tom Hills? inquired the Yorkshireman. Oh, hes our huntsman, replied he; you know Tom, dont you? Why, I cant say I do, exactly, said he; but tell me, is he called Hills because he rides up and down these hills, or is that his real name? Hought! you know as well as I do, said he, quite indignantly, that Tom Hills is his name.

The hounds, with the majority of the field, having effected the descent of the hills, were now trotting on in the valley below, sufficiently near, however, to allow our hill party full view of their proceedings. After drawing a couple of osier-beds blank, they assumed a line parallel to the hills, and moved on to a wood of about ten acres, the west end of which terminated in a natural gorse. Theyll find there to a certainty, said Mr. Jorrocks, pulling a telescope out of his breeches pocket, and adjusting the sight. Never saw it blank but once, and that was the werry day the commercial panic of twenty-five commenced.  I remember making an entry in my ledger when I got home to that effect. Humph! continued he, looking through the glass, they are through the wood, though, without a challenge.  Now, my booys, push him out of the gorse! Lets see vot youre made of.  There goes the first ound in.  Its Galloper, I believe.  I can almost see the bag of shot round his neck.  Now they all follow.  One  two  three  four  five  all together, my beauties! Oh, vot a sight! Peckhams caps in the air, and its a find, by heavens! Mr. Jorrocks is right.  The southerly wind wafts up the fading notes of the Huntsmans Chorus in Der Frieschutz and confirms the fact.  Jorrocks is in ecstasies. Now, said he, clawing up his breeches (for he dispenses with the article of braces when out hunting), thats what I calls fine. Oh, beautiful! beautiful!  Now, follow me if you please, and if yon gentleman in drab does not shoot the fox, he will be on the hills before long. Away they scampered along the top of the ridge, with a complete view of the operations below. At length Jorrocks stopped, and pulling the telescope out, began making an observation. There he is, at last, cried he, just crossed the corner of yon green field  now he creeps through the hedge by the fir-tree, and is in the fallow one. Yet, stay  thats no fox  its a hare: and yet Tom Hills makes straight for the spot  and did you hear that loud tally-ho? Oh! gentlemen, gentlemen, we shall be laughed to scorn  what can they be doing  see, they take up the scent, and the whole pack have joined in chorus. Great heavens, its no more a fox than I am!  No more brush than a badger! Oh, dear! oh, dear! that I should live to see my old friends, the Surrey foxounds, unt hare, and that too in the presence of a stranger. The animal made direct for the hills  whatever it was, the hounds were on good terms with it, and got away in good form. The sight was splendid  all the field got well off, nor between the cover and the hills was there sufficient space for tailing. A little elderly gentleman, in a pepper-and-salt coat, led the way gallantly  then came the scarlets  then the darks  and then the fustian-clad countrymen. Jorrocks was in a shocking state, and rolled along the hill-tops, almost frantic. The field reached the bottom, and the foremost commenced the steep ascent.

Oh, Tom Hills!  Tom Hills! what are you at? what are you after? demanded Jorrocks, as he landed on the top. Heres a gentleman come all the way from the north-east side of the town of Boroughbridge, in the county of York, to see our excellent ounds, and here you are running a hare. Oh, Tom Hills! Tom Hills! ride forward, ride forward, and whip them off, ere we eternally disgrace ourselves. Oh, says Tom, laughing, hes a fox! but hes so tarnation frightened of our hounds, that his brush dropped off through very fear, as soon as ever he heard us go into the wood; if you go back, youll find it somewhere, Mr. Jorrocks; haw, haw, haw! No fox indeed! said he. Forrard, hounds, forrard! And away he went  caught the old whipper-in, dismounted him in a twinkling, and was on a fresh horse with his hounds in full cry. The line of flight was still along the hill-tops, and all eagerly pressed on, making a goodly rattle over the beds of flints. A check ensued. The guard on yonder nasty Brighton coach has frightened him with his horn, said Tom; now we must make a cast up to yonder garden, and see if hes taken shelter among the geraniums in the green-house. As little damage as possible, gentlemen, if you please, in riding through the nursery grounds. Now, hold hard, sir  pray do  theres no occasion for you to break the kale pots; he cant be under them. Ah, yonder he goes, the tailless beggar; did you see him as he stole past the corner out of the early-cabbage bed? Now bring on the hounds, and let us press him towards London.

See the conquering hero comes, sounded through the avenue of elms as Tom dashed forward with the merry, merry pack. I shall stay on the hills, said one, and be ready for him as he comes back; I took a good deal of the shine out of my horse in coming up this time. I think I will do the same, said two or three more. Lets be doing, said Jorrocks, ramming his spurs into his nag to seduce him into a gallop, who after sending his heels in the air a few times in token of his disapprobation of such treatment, at last put himself into a round-rolling sort of canter, which Jorrocks kept up by dint of spurring and dropping his great bastinaderer of a whip every now and then across his shoulders. Away they go pounding together!

The line lies over flint fallows occasionally diversified with a turnip-field or market-garden, and every now and then a willa appears, from which emerge footmen in jackets, and in yellow, red and green plush breeches, with no end of admiring housemaids, governesses, and nurses with children in their arms.

Great was the emulation when any of these were approached, and the rasping sportsmen rushed eagerly to the fore. At last they approach Miss Birchwells finishing and polishing seminary for young ladies, whose great flaring blue-and-gold sign, reflecting the noonday rays of the sun, had frightened the fox and caused him to alter his line and take away to the west. A momentary check ensued, but all the amateur huntsmen being blown, Tom, who is well up with his hounds, makes a quick cast round the house, and hits off the scent like a workman. A private road and a line of gates through fields now greet the eyes of our MAdamisers. A young gentleman on a hired hunter very nattily attired, here singles himself out and takes place next to Tom, throwing the pebbles and dirt back in the eyes of the field. Tom crams away, throwing the gates open as he goes, and our young gentleman very coolly passes through, without a touch, letting them bang-to behind him. The Yorkshireman, who had been gradually creeping up, until he has got the third place, having opened two or three, and seeing another likely to close for want of a push, cries out to our friend as he approaches, Put out your hand, sir! The gentleman obediently extends his limb like the arm of a telegraph, and rides over half the next field with his hand in the air! The gate, of course, falls to.
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A stopper appears  a gate locked and spiked, with a downward hinge to prevent its being lifted. To the right is a rail, and a ha-ha beyond it  to the left a quick fence. Tom glances at both, but turns short, and backing his horse, rides at the rail. The Yorkshireman follows, but Jorrocks, who espies a weak place in the fence a few yards from the gate, turns short, and jumping off, prepares to lead over. It is an old gap, and the farmer has placed a sheep hurdle on the far side. Just as Jorrocks has pulled that out, his horse, who is a bit of a rusher, and has got his monkey completely up, pushes forward while his master is yet stooping  and hitting him in the rear, knocks him clean through the fence, head foremost into a squire-trap beyond! Non redolet sed olet! exclaims the Yorkshireman, who dismounts in a twinkling, lending his friend a hand out of the unsavoury cesspool. Thats what comes of hunting in a new saddle, you see, added he, holding his nose. Jorrocks scrambles upon terra firma and exhibits such a spectacle as provokes the shouts of the field. He has lost his wig, his hat hangs to his back, and one side of his person and face is completely japanned with black odoriferous mixture. My vig! exclaims he, spitting and spluttering, but thats the nastiest hole I ever was in  Fleet Ditch is lavender-water compared to it! Hooi yonder! hailing a lad, Catch my oss, boouy! Tom Hills has him; and Jorrocks, pocketing his wig, remounts, rams his spurs into the nag, and again tackles with the pack, which had come to a momentary check on the Eden Bridge road. The fox has been headed by a party of gipsies, and, changing his point, bends southward and again reaches the hills, along which some score of horsemen have planted themselves in the likeliest places to head him. Reynard, however, is too deep for them, and has stolen down unperceived. Poor Jorrocks, what with the violent exertion of riding, his fall, and the souvenir of the cesspool that he still bears about him, pulls up fairly exhausted. Oh, dear, says he, scraping the thick of the filth off his coat with his whip, Im reglarly blown, I earnt go down with the ounds this turn; but, my good fellow, turning to the Yorkshireman, who was helping to purify him, dont let me stop you, go down by all means, but mind, bear in mind the quarter of house-lamb  at half-past five to a minute.

Footnote 12: There is a superstition among sportsmen that they are sure to get a fall the first day they appear in anything new.

Many of the cits now gladly avail themselves of the excuse of assisting Mr. Jorrocks to clean himself for pulling up, but as soon as ever those that are going below hill are out of sight and they have given him two or three wipes, they advise him to let it dry on, and immediately commence a different sort of amusement  each man dives into his pocket and produces the eatables.

Part of Jorrockss half-quartern loaf was bartered with the captain of an East Indiaman for a slice of buffalo-beef. The dentist exchanged some veal sandwiches with a Jew for ham ones; a lawyer from the Borough offered two slices of toast for a hard-boiled egg; in fact there was a petty market ouvert held. Now, Tomkins, wheres the bottle? demanded Jenkins. Vy, I thought you would bring it out to-day, replied he; I brought it last time, you know. Take a little of mine, sir, said a gentleman, presenting a leather-covered flask real Thomson and Fearon, I assure you. I wish someone would fetch an ocean of porter from the nearest public, said another. Take a cigar, sir? No; I feel werry much obliged, but they always make me womit. Is there any gentleman here going to Halifax, who would like to make a third in a new yellow barouche, with lavender-coloured wheels, and pink lining? inquired Mr.  , the coach-maker. Look at the hounds, gentlemen sportsmen, my noble sportsmen! bellowed out an Epsom Dorlings correct  cardseller  and turning their eyes in the direction in which he was looking, our sportsmen saw them again making for the hills. Pepper-and-salt first, and oh, what a goodly tail was there!  three quarters of a mile in length, at the least. Now up they come  the corps de reserve again join, and again a party halt upon the hills. Again Tom Hills exchanges horses; and again the hounds go on in full cry. I must be off, said a gentleman in balloon-like leathers to another tiger; we have just time to get back to town, and ride round by the park before it is dark  much better than seeing the end of this brute. Let us go; and away they went to canter through Hyde Park in their red coats. I must go and all, said another gentleman; my dinner will be ready at five, and it is now three. Jorrocks was game; and forgetting the quarter of house-lamb, again tackled with the pack. A smaller sweep sufficed this time, and the hills were once more descended, Jorrocks the first to lead the way. He well knew the fox was sinking, and was determined to be in at the death. Short running ensued  a check  the fox had lain down, and they had overrun the scent. Now they were on him, and Tom Hillss who-whoop confirmed the whole.

Ah! Tom Hills, Tom Hills! exclaimed Jorrocks, as the former took up the fox, ow splendid, ow truly brilliant  by Jove, you deserve to be Lord Hill  oh, had he but a brush that we might present it to this gentleman from the north-east side of the town of Boroughbridge, in the county of York, to show the gallant doings of the men of Surrey! Ay, said Tom, but Squire   s keeper has been before us for it.

Now, said a gentleman in a cap, to another in a hat, if you will ride up the hill and collect the money there, I will do so below  half-a-crown, if you please, sir  half-a-crown, if you please, sir.  Have I got your half-a-crown, sir? Heres three shillings if you will give me sixpence. Certainly, sir  certainly. We have no time to spare, said Jorrocks, looking at his watch. Good afternoon, gentlemen, good afternoon, muttering as he went, a quarter of house-lamb at half-past five  Mrs. Jorrocks werry punctual  old Fleecy werry particular. They cut across country to Croydon, and as they approached the town, innumerable sportsmen came flocking in from all quarters. What sport have you had? inquired Jorrocks of a gentleman in scarlet; have you been with Jolliffe? No, with the staghounds; three beautiful runs; took him once in a millpond, once in a barn, and once in a brickfield  altogether the finest days sport I ever saw in my life. What have you done, Mr. J  ? Oh, we have had a most gallant thing; a brilliant run indeed  three hours and twenty minutes without a check  over the finest country imaginable. And who got the brush? inquired the stag-man. Oh, it was a gallant run, said Jorrocks, by far the finest I ever remember. But did you kill? demanded his friend. Kill! to be sure we did. When dont the Surrey kill, I should like to know? And who got his brush, did you say? I cant tell, said he didnt hear the gentlemans name. What sport has Mr. Meager had to-day? inquired he of a gentleman in trousers, who issued from a side lane into the high road. I have been with the Sanderstead, sir  a very capital days sport  run five hares and killed three. We should have killed four  only  we didnt. I dont think Mr. Meager has done anything to-day. Yes, he has, said a gentleman, who just joined with a hare buckled on in front of his saddle, and his white cords all stained with blood; we killed this chap after an hour and forty-five minutes gallop; and accounted for another by losing her after running upwards of-three-quarters of an hour. Well, then, we have all had sport, said Jorrocks, as he spurred his horse into a trot, and made for Mortons stables and if the quarter of house-lamb is but right, then indeed am I a happy man.


III. SURREY SHOOTING: MR. JORROCKS IN TROUBLE
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OUR READERS ARE now becoming pretty familiar with our principal hero, Mr. Jorrocks, and we hope he improves on acquaintance. Our fox-hunting friends, we are sure, will allow him to be an enthusiastic member of the brotherhood, and though we do not profess to put him in competition with Musters, Osbaldeston, or any of those sort of men, we yet mean to say that had his lot been cast in the country instead of behind a counter, his keenness would have rendered him as conspicuous  if not as scientific  as the best of them.

For a cockney sportsman, however, he is a very excellent fellow  frank, hearty, open, generous, and hospitable, and with the exception of riding up Fleet Street one Saturday afternoon, with a cock-pheasants tail sticking out of his red coat pocket, no one ever saw him do a cock tail action in his life.

The circumstances attending that exhibition are rather curious.  He had gone out as usual on a Saturday to have a day with the Surrey, but on mounting his hunter at Croydon, he felt the nag rather queer under him, and thinking he might have been pricked in the shoeing, he pulled up at the smiths at Addington to have his feet examined. This lost him five minutes, and unfortunately when he got to the meet, he found that a travelling fox had been tallied at the precise moment of throwing off, with which the hounds had gone away in their usual brilliant style, to the tune of Blue bonnets are over the border. As may be supposed, he was in a deuce of a rage; and his first impulse prompted him to withdraw his subscription and be done with the hunt altogether, and he trotted forward on the line, in the hopes of catching them up to tell them so. In this he was foiled, for after riding some distance, he overtook a string of Smithfield horses journeying foreign for Evans, whose imprints he had been taking for the hoof-marks of the hunters. About noon he found himself dull, melancholy, and disconsolate, before the sign of the Pig and Whistle, on the Westerham road, where, after wetting his own whistle with a pint of half-and-half, he again journeyed onward, ruminating on the uncertainty and mutability of all earthly affairs, the comparative merits of stag-, fox-, and hare-hunting, and the necessity of getting rid of the day somehow or other in the country.

Footnote 13: He might well be called a travelling fox, for it was said he had just travelled down from Herrings, in the New Road, by the Bromley stage.

Suddenly his reverie was interrupted by the discharge of a gun in the field adjoining the hedge along which he was passing, and the boisterous whirring of a great cock-pheasant over his head, which caused his horse to start and stop short, and to nearly pitch Jorrocks over his head. The bird was missed, but the sportsmans dog dashed after it, with all the eagerness of expectation, regardless of the cracks of the whip  the comes to heel, and downs to charge of the master. Jorrocks pulled out his hunting telescope, and having marked the bird down with the precision of a billiard-table keeper, rode to the gate to acquaint the shooter with the fact, when to his infinite amazement he discovered his friend, Nosey Browne (late of The Surrey), who, since his affairs had taken the unfortunate turn mentioned in the last paper, had given up hunting and determined to confine himself to shooting only. Nosey, however, was no great performer, as may be inferred, when we state that he had been in pursuit of the above-mentioned cock-pheasant ever since daybreak, and after firing thirteen shots at him had not yet touched a feather.

His dog was of the right sort  for Nosey at least  and hope deferred had not made his heart sick; on the contrary, he dashed after his bird for the thirteenth time with all the eagerness he displayed on the first. Let me have a crack at him, said Jorrocks to Nosey, after their mutual salutations were over. I know where he is, and I think I can floor him. Browne handed the gun to Jorrocks, who, giving up his hunter in exchange, strode off, and having marked his bird accurately, he kicked him up out of a bit of furze, and knocked him down as dead as a door-nail. By that pheasants tail hangs the present one.

Now Nosey Browne and Jorrocks were old friends, and Noseys affairs having gone crooked, why of course, like most men in a similar situation, he was all the better for it; and while his creditors were taking twopence-halfpenny in the pound, he was taking his diversion on his wifes property, which a sagacious old father-in-law had secured to the family in the event of such a contingency as a failure happening; so knowing Jorrocks propensity for sports, and being desirous of chatting over all his gallant doings with The Surrey, shortly after the above-mentioned day he dispatched a twopenny, offering him a days shooting on his property in Surrey, adding, that he hoped he would dine with him after. Jorrocks being invited himself, with a freedom peculiar to fox-hunters, invited his friend the Yorkshireman, and visiting his armoury, selected him a regular shot-scatterer of a gun, capable of carrying ten yards on every side.

At the appointed hour on the appointed morning, the Yorkshireman appeared in Great Coram Street, where he found Mr. Jorrocks in the parlour in the act of settling himself into a new spruce green cut-away gambroon butlers pantry-jacket, with pockets equal to holding a powder-flask each, his lower man being attired in tight drab stocking-net pantaloons, and Hessian boots with large tassels  a striking contrast to the fustian pocket-and-all-pocket jackets marked with game-bag strap, and shot-belt, and the weather-beaten many-coloured breeches and gaiters, and hob-nail shoes, that compose the equipment of a shooter in Yorkshire. Mr. Jorrocks not keeping any sporting dogs, as the tax-papers call them, had borrowed a fat house-dog  a cross between a setter and a Dalmatian  of his friend Mr. Evergreen the greengrocer, which he had seen make a most undeniable point one morning in the Copenhagen Fields at a flock of pigeons in a beetroot garden. This valuable animal was now attached by a trash-cord through a ring in his brass collar to a leg of the sideboard, while a clean licked dish at his side, showed that Jorrocks had been trying to attach him to himself, by feeding him before starting.

Well take a coach to the Castle, said Jorrocks, and then get a go-cart or a cast somehow or other to Streatham, for we shall have walking enough when we get there. Browne is an excellent fellow, and will make us range every acre of his estate over half a dozen times before we give in. A coach was speedily summoned, into which Jorrocks, the dog Pompey, the Yorkshireman, and the guns were speedily placed, and away they drove to the Elephant and Castle.

There were short stages about for every possible place except Streatham. Greenwich, Deptford, Blackheath, Eltham, Bromley, Footscray, Beckenham, Lewisham  all places but the right. However, there were abundance of go-carts, a species of vehicle that ply in the outskirts of the metropolis, and which, like the watering-place fly, take their name from the contrary  in fact, a sort of lucus a non lucendo. They are carts on springs, drawn by one horse (with curtains to protect the company from the weather), the drivers of which, partly by cheating, and partly by picking pockets, eke out a comfortable existence, and are the most lawless set of rascals under the sun. Their arrival at the Elephant and Castle was a signal for a general muster of the fraternity, who, seeing the guns, were convinced that their journey was only what they call a few miles down the road, and they were speedily surrounded by twenty or thirty of them, all with excellent osses, vot vould take their honours fourteen miles an hour. All men of business are aware of the advantages of competition, and no one more so than Jorrocks, who stood listening to their offers with the utmost sang-froid, until he closed with one to take them to Streatham Church for two shillings, and deliver them within the half-hour, which was a signal for all the rest to set-to and abuse them, their coachman, and his horse, which they swore had been carrying stiff-uns all night, and could not go not none at all. Nor were they far wrong; for the horse, after scrambling a hundred yards or two, gradually relaxed into something between a walk and a trot, while the driver kept soliciting every passer-by to ride, much to our sportsmens chagrin, who conceived they were to have the go all to themselves. Remonstrance was vain, and he crammed in a master chimney-sweep, Major Ballenger the licensed dealer in tea, coffee, tobacco, and snuff, of Streatham (a customer of Jorrocks), and a wet-nurse; and took up an Italian organ-grinder to ride beside himself on the front, before they had accomplished Brixton Hill. Jorrocks swore most lustily that he would fine him, and at every fresh assurance, the driver offered a passer-by a seat; but having enlisted Major Ballenger into their cause, they at length made a stand, which, unfortunately for them, was more than the horse could do, for just as he was showing off, as he thought, with a bit of a trot, down they all soused in the mud. Great was the scramble; guns, barrel-organ, Pompey, Jorrocks, driver, master chimney-sweep, Major Ballenger, were all down together, while the wet-nurse, who sat at the end nearest the door, was chucked clean over the hedge into a dry ditch. This was a signal to quit the vessel, and having extricated themselves the best way they could, they all set off on foot, and left the driver to right himself at his leisure.

Footnote 14: Doing a bit of resurrection work.

Ballenger looked rather queer when he heard they were going to Nosey Brownes, for it so happened that Nosey had managed to walk into his books for groceries and kitchen-stuff to the tune of fourteen pounds, a large sum to a man in a small way of business; and to be entertaining friends so soon after his composition, seemed curious to Ballengers uninitiated suburban mind.

Crossing Streatham Common, a short turn to the left by some yew-trees leads, by a near cut across the fields, to Brownes house; a fiery-red brick castellated cottage, standing on the slope of a gentle eminence, and combining almost every absurdity a cockney imagination can be capable of. Nosey, who was his own Nash, set out with the intention of making it a castle and nothing but a castle, and accordingly the windows were made in the loophole fashion, and the door occupied a third of the whole frontage. The inconveniences of the arrangements were soon felt, for while the light was almost excluded from the rooms, rude Boreas had the complete run of the castle whenever the door was opened. To remedy this, Nosey increased the one and curtailed the other, and the Gothic oak-painted windows and door flew from their positions to make way for modern plate-glass in rich pea-green casements, and a door of similar hue. The battlements, however, remained, and two wooden guns guarded a brace of chimney-pots and commanded the wings of the castle, one whereof was formed into a green-, the other into a gig-house.

The peals of a bright brass-handled bell at a garden-gate, surmounted by a holly-bush with the top cut into the shape of a fox, announced their arrival to the inhabitants of Rosalinda Castle, and on entering they discovered young Nosey in the act of bobbing for goldfish, in a pond about the size of a soup-basin; while Nosey senior, a fat, stupid-looking fellow, with a large corporation and a bottle nose, attired in a single-breasted green cloth coat, buff waistcoat, with drab shorts and continuations, was reposing, sub tegmine fagi, in a sort of tea-garden arbour, overlooking a dung-heap, waiting their arrival to commence an attack upon the sparrows which were regaling thereon. At one end of the garden was a sort of temple, composed of oyster-shells, containing a couple of carrier-pigeons, with which Nosey had intended making his fortune, by the early information to be acquired by them: but there is many a slip, as Jorrocks would say.

Greetings being over, and Jorrocks having paid a visit to the larder, and made up a stock of provisions equal to a journey through the Wilderness, they adjourned to the yard to get the other dog, and the man to carry the game  or rather, the prog, for the former was but problematical. He was a character, a sort of chap of all work, one, in short, who has no objection to make himself generally useful; but if his genius had any decided bent, it was, perhaps, an inclination towards sporting.

Having to act the part of groom and gamekeeper during the morning, and butler and footman in the afternoon, he was attired in a sort of composition dress, savouring of the different characters performed. He had on an old white hat, a grooms fustian stable-coat cut down into a shooting-jacket, with a whistle at the button-hole, red plush smalls, and top-boots.

There is nothing a cockney delights in more than aping a country gentleman, and Browne fancied himself no bad hand at it; indeed, since his London occupation was gone, he looked upon himself as a country gentleman in fact. Vell, Joe, said he, striddling and sticking his thumbs into the arm-holes of his waistcoat, to this invaluable man of all work, we must show the gemmem some sport to-day; vich do you think the best line to start upon  shall we go to the ten hacre field, or the plantation, or Thompsons stubble, or Timmss turnips, or my meadow, or vere? Vy, I doesnt know, said Joe; theres that old hen-pheasant as we calls Drab Bess, vot has haunted the plantin these two seasons, and none of us ever could it (hit), and I hears that Jack, and Tom, and Bob, are still left out of Thompsons covey; but, my eyes! theyre special vild! Vot, only three left? where is old Tom, and the old ramping hen? inquired Browne. Oh, Mr. Smith, and a party of them ere Bankside chaps, comd down last Saturdays gone a week, and rattled nine-and-twenty shots at the covey, and got the two old uns; at least its supposed they were both killed, though the seven on em only bagged one bird; but I heard they got a goose or two as they vent home. They had a shot at old Tom, the hare, too, but he is still alive; at least I pricked him yesterday morn across the path into the turnip-field. Suppose we goes at him first?

The estate, like the game, was rather deficient in quantity, but Browne was a wise man and made the most of what he had, and when he used to talk about his manor on Change, people thought he had at least a thousand acres  the extent a cockney generally advertises for, when he wants to take a shooting-place. The following is a sketch of what he had: The east, as far as the eye could reach, was bounded by Norwood, a name dear to cockneys, and the scene of many a furtive kiss; the hereditaments and premises belonging to Isaac Cheatum, Esq. ran parallel with it on the west, containing sixty-three acres, be the same more or less, separated from which, by a small brook or runner of water, came the estate of Mr. Timms, consisting of sixty acres, three roods, and twenty-four perches, commonly called or known by the name of Fordham; next to it were two allotments in right of common, for all manner of cattle, except cows, upon Streatham Common, from whence up to Rosalinda Castle, on the west, lay the estate of Mr. Browne, consisting of fifty acres and two perches. Now it so happened that Browne had formerly the permission to sport all the way up to Norwood, a distance of a mile and a half, and consequently he might have been said to have the right of shooting in Norwood itself, for the keepers only direct their attention to the preservation of the timber and the morals of the visitors; but since his composition with his creditors, Mr. Cheatum, who had gone to the wall himself in former years, was so scandalised at Browne doing the same, that no sooner did his name appear in the Gazette, than Cheatum withdrew his permission, thereby cutting him off from Norwood and stopping him in pursuit of his game.

Joes proposition being duly seconded, Mr. Jorrocks, in the most orthodox manner, flushed off his old flint and steel fire-engine, and proceeded to give it an uncommon good loading. The Yorkshireman, with a look of disgust, mingled with despair, and a glance at Joes plush breeches and top-boots, did the same, while Nosey, in the most considerate sportsmanlike manner, merely shouldered a stick, in order that there might be no delicacy with his visitors, as to who should shoot first  a piece of etiquette that aids the escape of many a bird in the neighbourhood of London.

Old Tom  a most unfortunate old hare, that what with the harriers, the shooters, the snarers, and one thing and another, never knew a moments peace, and who must have started in the world with as many lives as a cat  being doomed to receive the first crack on this occasion, our sportsmen stole gently down the fallow, at the bottom of which were the turnips, wherein he was said to repose; but scarcely had they reached the hurdles which divided the field, before he was seen legging it away clean out of shot. Jorrocks, who had brought his gun to bear upon him, could scarcely refrain from letting drive, but thinking to come upon him again by stealth, as he made his circuit for Norwood, he strode away across the allotments and Fordham estate, and took up a position behind a shed which stood on the confines of Mr. Timmss and Mr. Cheatums properties. Here, having procured a rest for his gun, he waited until old Tom, who had tarried to nip a few blades of green grass that came in his way, made his appearance. Presently he came cantering along the outside of the wood, at a careless, easy sort of pace, betokening either perfect indifference for the worlds mischief, or utter contempt of cockney sportsmen altogether.

He was a melancholy, woe-begone-looking animal, long and lean, with a slight inclination to grey on his dingy old coat, one that looked as though he had survived his kindred and had already lived beyond his day. Jorrocks, however, saw him differently, and his eyes glistened as he came within range of his gun. A well-timed shot ends poor Toms miseries! He springs into the air, and with a melancholy scream rolls neck over heels. Knowing that Pompey would infallibly spoil him if he got up first, Jorrocks, without waiting to load, was in the act of starting off to pick him up, when, at the first step, he found himself in the grasp of a Herculean monster, something between a coal-heaver and a gamekeeper, who had been secreted behind the shed. Nosey Browne, who had been watching his movements, holloaed out to Jorrocks to hold hard, who stood motionless, on the spot from whence he fired, and Browne was speedily alongside of him. You are on Squire Cheatums estate, said the man; and I have authority to take up all poachers and persons found unlawfully trespassing; whats your name? Hes not on Cheatums estate, said Browne. He is, said the man. Youre a liar, said Browne. Youre another, said the man. And so they went on; for when such gentlemen meet, compliments pass current. At length the keeper pulled out a foot-rule, and keeping Jorrocks in the same position he caught him, he set-to to measure the distance of his foot from the boundary, taking off in a line from the shed; when it certainly did appear that the length of a big toe was across the mark, and putting up his measure again, he insisted upon taking Jorrocks before a magistrate for the trespass. Of course, no objection could be made, and they all adjourned to Mr. Boreems, when the whole case was laid before him. To cut a long matter short  after hearing the pros and cons, and referring to the Act of Parliament, his worship decided that a trespass had been committed; and though, he said, it went against the grain to do so, he fined Jorrocks in the mitigated penalty of one pound one.

This was a sad damper to our heroes, who returned to the castle with their prog untouched and no great appetite for dinner. Being only a family party, when Mrs. B  retired, the subject naturally turned upon the mornings mishap, and at every glass of port Jorrocks waxed more valiant, until he swore he would appeal against the conwiction; and remaining in the same mind when he awoke the next morning, he took the Temple in his way to St. Botolph Lane and had six-and-eightpence worth with Mr. Capias the attorney, who very judiciously argued each side of the question without venturing an opinion, and proposed stating a case for counsel to advise upon.

As usual, he gave one that would cut either way, though if it had any tendency whatever it was to induce Jorrocks to go on; and he not wanting much persuasion, it will not surprise our readers to hear that Jorrocks, Capias, and the Yorkshireman were seen a few days after crossing Waterloo Bridge in a yellow post-chaise, on their way to Croydon sessions.
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After a guinea consultation at the Greyhound, they adjourned to the court, which was excessively crowded, Jorrocks being as popular with the farmers and people as Cheatum was the reverse. Party feeling, too, running rather high at the time, there had been a strong whip among the magistrates to get a full attendance to reverse Boreems conviction, who had made himself rather obnoxious on the blue interest at the election. Of course they all came in new hats, and sat on the bench looking as wise as gentlemen judges generally do.

Footnote 15: Magistrates always buy their hats about session times, as they have the privilege of keeping their hats on their blocks in court.

One hundred and twenty-two affiliation cases (for this was in the old Poor Law time) having been disposed of, about one oclock in the afternoon, the chairman, Mr. Tomkins of Tomkins, moved the order of the day. He was a perfect prototype of a county magistrate  with a bald powdered head covered by a low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, hair terminating behind in a queue, resting on the ample collar of a snuff-brown coat, with a large bay-window of a corporation, with difficulty retained by the joint efforts of a buff waistcoat, and the waistband of a pair of yellow leather breeches. His countenance, which was solemn and grave in the extreme, might either be indicative of sense or what often serves in the place of wisdom  when parties can only hold their tongues  great natural stupidity. From the judges seat, which he occupied in the centre of the bench, he observed, with immense dignity, There is an appeal of Jorrocks against Cheatum, which we, the bench of magistrates of our lord the king, will take if the parties are ready, and immediately the court rang with Jorrocks and Cheatum! Jorrocks and Cheatum! Mr. Capias, attorney-at-law! Mr. Capias answer to his name! Mr. Sharp attorney-at-law! Mr. Sharps in the jury-room.  Then go fetch him directly, from the ushers and bailiffs of the court; for though Tomkins of Tomkins was slow himself, he insisted upon others being quick, and was a great hand at prating about saving the time of the suitors. At length the bustle of counsel crossing the table, parties coming in and others leaving court, bailiffs shouting, and ushers responding, gradually subsided into a whisper of, Thats Jorrocks! Thats Cheatum! as the belligerent parties took their places by their respective counsel. Silence having been called and procured, Mr. Smirk, a goodish-looking man for a lawyer, having deliberately unfolded his brief, which his clerk had scored plentifully in the margin, to make the attorney believe he had read it very attentively, rose to address the court  a signal for half the magistrates to pull their newspapers out of their pockets, and the other half to settle themselves down for a nap, all the sport being considered over when the affiliation cases closed.

I have the honour to appear on behalf of Mr. Jorrocks, said Mr. Smirk, a gentleman of the very highest consideration  a fox-hunter  a shooter  and a grocer. In ordinary cases it might be necessary to prove the partys claim to respectability, but, in this instance, I feel myself relieved from any such obligation, knowing, as I do, that there is no one in this court, no one in these realms  I might almost add, no one in this world  to whom the fame of my most respectable, my most distinguished, and much injured client is unknown. Not to know JORROCKS is indeed to argue oneself unknown.

This is a case of no ordinary interest, and I approach it with a deep sense of its importance, conscious of my inability to do justice to the subject, and lamenting that it has not been entrusted to abler hands. It is a case involving the commercial and the sporting character of a gentleman against whom the breath of calumny has never yet been drawn  of a gentleman who in all the relations of life, whether as a husband, a fox-hunter, a shooter, or a grocer, has invariably preserved that character and reputation, so valuable in commercial life, so necessary in the sporting world, and so indispensable to a man moving in general society. Were I to look round London town in search of a bright specimen of a man combining the upright, sterling integrity of the honourable British merchant of former days with the ardour of the English fox-hunter of modern times, I would select my most respectable client, Mr. Jorrocks. He is a man for youth to imitate and revere! Conceive, then, the horror of a man of his delicate sensibility  of his nervous dread of depreciation  being compelled to appear here this day to vindicate his character, nay more, his honour, from one of the foulest attempts at conspiracy that was ever directed against any individual. I say that a grosser attack was never made upon the character of any grocer, and I look confidently to the reversion of this unjust, unprecedented conviction, and to the triumphant victory of my most respectable and public-spirited client. It is not for the sake of the few paltry shillings that he appeals to this court  it is not for the sake of calling in question the power of the constituted authorities of this county  but it is for the vindication and preservation of a character dear to all men, but doubly dear to a grocer, and which once lost can never be regained. Look, I say, upon my client as he sits below the witness-box, and say, if in that countenance there appears any indication of a lawless or rebellious spirit; look, I say, if the milk of human kindness is not strikingly portrayed in every feature, and truly may I exclaim in the words of the poet:

If to his share some trifling errors fall,

Look in his face, and youll forget them all.

I regret to be compelled to trespass upon the valuable time of the court; but, sir, this appeal is based on a trespass, and one good trespass deserves another.

The learned gentleman then proceeded to detail the proceedings of the days shooting, and afterwards to analyse the enactments of the new Game Bill, which he denounced as arbitrary, oppressive, and ridiculous, and concluded a long and energetic speech, by calling upon the court to reverse the decision of the magistrate, and not support the preposterous position of fining a man for a trespass committed by his toe.

After a few minutes had elapsed, Mr. Sergeant Bumptious, a stiff, bull-headed little man, desperately pitted with the smallpox, rose to reply, and looking round the court, thus commenced:

Five-and-thirty years have I passed in courts of justice, but never, during a long and extensive practice, have I witnessed so gross a perversion of that sublimest gift, called eloquence, as within the last hour  here he banged his brief against the table, and looked at Mr. Smirk, who smiled. I lament, sir, that it has not been employed in a better cause  (bang again  and another look). My learned friend has, indeed, laboured to make the worse appear the better cause  to convert into a trifle one of the most outrageous acts that ever disgraced a human being or a civilised country. Well did he describe the importance of this case!  important as regards his clients character  important as regards this great and populous county  important as regards those social ties by which society is held together  important as regards a legislative enactment, and important as regards the well-being and prosperity of the whole nation  (bang, bang, bang). I admire the bombastic eloquence with which my learned friend introduced his most distinguished client  his most delicate minded  sensitive client!  Truly, to hear him speaking I should have thought he had been describing a lovely, blushing young lady, but when he comes to exhibit his paragon of perfection, and points out that great, red-faced, coarse, vulgar-looking, lubberly lump of humanity  (here Bumptious looked at Jorrocks as he would eat him)  sitting below the witness-box, and seeks to enlist the sympathies of your worships on the Bench  of you, gentlemen, the high-minded, shrewd, penetrating judges of this important cause  (and Bumptious smiled and bowed along the Bench upon all whose eyes he could catch)  on behalf of such a monster of iniquity, it does make one blush for the degradation of the British Bar  (bang  bang  bang  Jorrocks here looked unutterable things). Does my learned friend think by displaying his hero as a fox-hunter, and extolling his prowess in the field, to gain over the sporting magistrates on the Bench? He knows little of the upright integrity  the uncompromising honesty  the undeviating, inflexible impartiality that pervades the breast of every member of this tribunal, if he thinks for the sake of gain, fear, favour, hope, or reward, to influence the opinion, much less turn the judgment, of any one of them. (Here Bumptious bowed very low to them all and laid his hand upon his heart. Tomkins nodded approbation.) Far, far be it from me to dwell with unbecoming asperity on the conduct of anyone  we are all mortals  and alike liable to err; but when I see a man who has been guilty of an act which has brought him all but within the verge of the prisoners dock; I say, when I see a man who has been guilty of such an outrage on society as this ruffian Jorrocks, come forward with the daring effrontery that he has this day done, and claim redress where he himself is the offender, it does create a feeling in my mind divided between disgust and amazement  (bang).

Here Jorrocks cauldron boiled over, and rising from his seat with an outstretched shoulder-of-mutton fist, he bawled out, D  n you, sir, what do you mean?

The court was thrown into amazement, and even Bumptious quailed before the fist of the mighty Jorrocks. I claim the protection of the court, he exclaimed. Mr. Tomkins interposed, and said he should certainly order Mr. Jorrocks into custody if he repeated his conduct, adding that it was most disrespectful to the justices of our lord the king.

Bumptious paused a little to gather breath and a fresh volume of venom wherewith to annihilate Jorrocks, and catching his eye, he transfixed him like a rattlesnake, and again resumed.

How stands the case? said he. This cockney grocer  for after all he is nothing else  who I dare say scarcely knows a hawk from a hand-saw  leaves his figs and raisins, and sets out on a marauding excursion into the county of Surrey, and regardless of property  of boundaries  of laws  of liberties  of life itself  strides over every mans land, letting drive at whatever comes in his way! The hare he shot on this occasion was a pet hare!  For three successive summers had Miss Cheatum watched and fed it with all the interest and anxiety of a parent. I leave it to you, gentlemen, who have daughters of your own, with pets also, to picture to yourselves the agony of her mind in finding that her favourite had found its way down the throat of that great guzzling, gormandising, cockney cormorant; and then, forsooth, because he is fined for the outrageous trespass, he comes here as the injured party, and instructs his counsel to indulge in Billingsgate abuse that would disgrace the mouth of an Old Bailey practitioner! I regret that instead of the insignificant fine imposed upon him, the law did not empower the worthy magistrate to send him to the treadmill, there to recreate himself for six or eight months, as a warning to the whole fraternity of lawless vagabonds. Here he nodded his head at Jorrocks as much as to say, Ill trounce you, my boy! He then produced maps and plans of the different estates, and a model of the shed, to show how it had all happened, and after going through the case in such a strain as would induce one to believe it was a trial for murder or high treason, concluded as follows:

The eyes of England are upon us  reverse this conviction, and you let loose a rebel band upon the country, ripe for treason, stratagem, or spoil  you overturn the finest order of society in the world; henceforth no mans property will be safe, the laws will be disregarded, and even the upright, talented, and independent magistracy of England brought into contempt. But I feel convinced that your decision will be far otherwise  that by it you will teach these hot-headed  rebellious  radical grocers that they cannot offend with impunity, and show them that there is a law which reaches even the lowest and meanest inhabitant of these realms, that amid these days of anarchy and innovation you will support the laws and aristocracy of this country, that you will preserve to our children, and our childrens children, those rights and blessings which a great and enlightened administration have conferred upon ourselves, and raise for Tomkins of Tomkins and the magistracy of the proud county of Surrey, a name resplendent in modern times and venerated to all eternity.

Here Bumptious cast a parting frown at Jorrocks, and banging down his brief, tucked his gown under his arm, turned on his heel and left the court, to indulge in a glass of pale sherry and a sandwich, regardless which way the verdict went, so long as he had given him a good quilting. The silence that followed had the effect of rousing some of the dozing justices, who nudging those who had fallen asleep, they all began to stir themselves, and having laid their heads together, during which time they settled the dinner-hour for that day, and the meets of the staghounds for the next fortnight, they began to talk of the matter before the court.

I vote for reversing, said Squire Jolthead; Jorrocks is such a capital fellow. I must support Boreem, said Squire Hicks: he gave me a turn when I made the mistaken commitment of Gipsy Jack. What do you say, Mr. Giles? inquired Mr. Tomkins. Oh, anything you like, Mr. Tomkins. And you, Mr. Hopper? who had been asleep all the time. Oh! guilty, I should say  three months at the treadmill  privately whipped, if you like, was the reply. Mr. Petty always voted on whichever side Bumptious was counsel  the learned serjeant having married his sister  and four others always followed the chair.

Tomkins then turned round, the magistrates resumed their seats along the bench, and coming forward he stood before the judges chair, and taking off his hat with solemn dignity and precision, laid it down exactly in the centre of the desk, amid cries from the bailiffs and ushers for Silence, while the justices of the peace of our sovereign lord the king, deliver the judgment of the court.

The appellant in this case, said Mr. Tomkins, very slowly, seeks to set aside a conviction for trespass, on the ground, as I understand, of his not having committed one. The principal points of the case are admitted, as also the fact of Mr. Jorrockss toe, or a part of his toe, having intruded upon the respondents estate. Now, so far as that point is concerned, it seems clear to myself and to my brother magistrates, that it mattereth not how much or how little of the toe was upon the land, so long as any part thereof was there. De minimis non curat lex  the English of which is the law taketh no cognisance of fractions  is a maxim among the salaried judges of the inferior courts in Westminster Hall, which we the unpaid, the in-cor-rup-ti-ble magistrates of the proud county of Surrey, have adopted in the very deep and mature deliberation that preceded the formation of our most solemn judgment. In the present great and important case, we, the unpaid magistrates of our sovereign lord the king, do not consider it necessary that there should be a toe, a whole toe, and nothing but a toe, to constitute a trespass, any more than it would be necessary in the case of an assault to prove that the kick was given by the foot, the whole foot, and nothing but the foot. If any part of the toe was there, the law considers that it was there in toto. Upon this doctrine, it is clear that Mr. Jorrocks was guilty of a trespass, and the conviction must be affirmed. Before I dismiss the case I must say a few words on the statute under which this decision takes place.

This is the first conviction that has taken place since the passing of the Act, and will serve as a precedent throughout all England. I congratulate the country upon the efficacy of the tribunal to which it has been submitted. The court has listened with great and becoming attention to the arguments of the counsel on both sides: and though one gentleman with a flippant ignorance has denounced this new law as inferior to the pre-existing system, and a curse to the country, we, the magistrates of the proud county of Surrey, must enter our protest against such a doctrine being promulgated. Peradventure, you are all acquainted with my prowess as a shooter; I won two silver tankards at the Red House, Anno Domini 1815. I mention this to show that I am a practical sportsman, and as to the theory of the Game Laws, I derive my information from the same source that you may all derive yours  from the bright refulgent pages of the New Sporting Magazine!


IV. MR. JORROCKS AND THE SURREY STAGHOUNDS
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THE SURREY FOXHOUNDS had closed their season  a most brilliant one  but ere Mr. Jorrocks consigned his boots and breeches to their summer slumber, he bethought of having a look at the Surrey staghounds, a pack now numbered among the things that were.

Of course he required a companion, were it only to have some one to criticise the hounds with, so the evening before the appointed day, as the Yorkshireman was sitting in his old corner at the far end of the Piazza Coffee-room in Covent Garden, having just finished his second marrowbone and glass of white brandy, George  the only waiter in the room with a name  came smirking up with a card in his hand, saying, that the gentleman was waiting outside to speak with him. It was a printed one, but the large round hand in which the address had been filled up, encroaching upon the letters, had made the name somewhat difficult to decipher. At length he puzzled out Mr. John Jorrocks  Coram Street; the name of the city house or shop in the corner (No.  , St. Botolphs Lane) being struck through with a pen. Oh, ask him to walk in directly, said the Yorkshireman to George, who trotted off, and presently the flapping of the doors in the passage announced his approach, and honest Jorrocks came rolling up the room  not like a fox-hunter, or any other sort of hunter, but like an honest wholesale grocer, fresh from the city.

My dear fellow, Im so glad to see you, you cant think, said he, advancing with both hands out, and hugging the Yorkshireman after the manner of a Polar bear. I have not time to stay one moment; I have to meet Mr. Wiggins at the corner of Bloomsbury Square at a quarter to six, and it wants now only seven minutes to, casting his eye up at the clock over the sideboard. I have just called to say that as you are fond of hunting, and all that sort of thing, if you have a mind for a day with the staghounds to-morrow, I will mount you same as before, and all that sort of thing  you understand, eh? Thank you, my good friend, said the Yorkshireman; I have nothing to do to-morrow, and am your man for a stag-hunt. Thats right, my good fellow, said Jorrocks, then Ill tell you what do  come and breakfast with me in Great Coram Street, at half-past seven to a minute. Ive got one of the first ams (hams) you ever clapt eyes on in the whole course of your memorable existence.  Saw the hog alive myself  sixteen score within a pound; must come  know you like a fork breakfast  dejeune à la fauchette, as we say in France, eh? Like my Lord Mayors fool I guess, love whats good; well, all right too  so come without any ceremony  us fox-hunters hates ceremony  where theres ceremony theres no friendship.  Stay  I had almost forgotten, added he, checking himself as he was on the point of departure. When you come, ring the area bell, and then Mrs. J  wont hear; know you dont like Mrs. J  no more than myself.

At the appointed hour the Yorkshireman reached Great Coram Street, just as Old Jorrocks had opened the door to look down the street for him. He was dressed in a fine flowing, olive-green frock (made like a dressing-gown), with a black velvet collar, having a gold embroidered stag on each side, gilt stag-buttons, with rich embossed edges; an acre of buff waistcoat, and a most antediluvian pair of bright yellow-ochre buckskins, made by White, of Tarporley, in the twenty-first year of the reign of George the Third; they were double-lashed, back-stiched, front-stiched, middle-stiched, and patched at both knees, with a slit up behind. The coat he had won in a bet, and the breeches in a raffle, the latter being then second or third hand. His boots were airing before the fire, consequently he displayed an amplitude of calf in grey worsted stockings, while his feet were thrust into green slippers. So glad to see you! said he; heres a charming morning, indeed  regular southerly wind and a cloudy sky  rare scenting it will be  think I could almost run a stag myself. Come in  never mind your hat, hang it anywhere, but dont make a noise. I stole away and left Mrs. J  snoring, so wont do to wake her, you know. By the way, you should see my hat;  Batsey, fatch my hat out of the back parlour. Ive set up a new green silk cord, with a gold frog to fasten it to my button-hole  werry illigant, I think, and werry suitable to the dress  quite my own idea  have a notion all the Surrey chaps will get them; for, between you and me, I set the fashions, and what is more, I sometimes set them at a leap too. But now tell me, have you any objection to breakfasting in the kitchen?  more retired, you know, besides which you get everything hot and hot, which is what I call doing a bit of plisure. Not at all, said the Yorkshireman, so lead the way; and down they walked to the lower regions.

It was a nice comfortable-looking place, with a blazing fire, half the floor covered with an old oil-cloth, and the rest exhibiting the cheerless aspect of the naked flags. About a yard and a half from the fire was placed the breakfast table; in the centre stood a magnificent uncut ham, with a great quartern loaf on one side and a huge Bologna sausage on the other; besides these there were nine eggs, two pyramids of muffins, a great deal of toast, a dozen ship-biscuits, and half a pork-pie, while a dozen kidneys were spluttering on a spit before the fire, and Betsy held a gridiron covered with mutton-chops on the top; altogether there was as much as would have served ten people. Now, sit down, said Jorrocks, and let us be doing, for I am as hungry as a hunter. Hope you are peckish too; what shall I give you? tea or coffee?  but take both  coffee first and tea after a bit. If I cant give you them good, dont know who can. You must pay your devours, as we say in France, to the am, for it is an especial fine one, and do take a few eggs with it; there, Ive not given you above a pound of am, but you can come again, you know  waste not want not. Now take some muffins, do, pray. Batsey, bring some more cream, and set the kidneys on the table, the Yorkshireman is getting nothing to eat. Have a chop with your kidney, werry luxterous  I could eat an elephant stuffed with grenadiers, and wash them down with a ocean of tea; but pray lay in to the breakfast, or I shall think you dont like it. There, now take some tea and toast or one of those biscuits, or whatever you like; would a little more am be agreeable? Batsey, run into the larder and see if your Missis left any of that cold chine of pork last night  and hear, bring the cold goose, and any cold flesh you can lay hands on, there are really no wittles on the table. I am quite ashamed to set you down to such a scanty fork breakfast; but this is what comes of not being master of your own house. Hope your hat may long cover your family: rely upon it, it is cheaper to buy your bacon than to keep a pig. Just as Jorrocks uttered these last words the side door opened, and without either with your leave or by your leave, in bounced Mrs. Jorrocks in an elegant dishabille (or dish-of-veal, as Jorrocks pronounced it), with her hair tucked up in papers, and a pair of worsted slippers on her feet, worked with roses and blue lilies.

Pray, Mister J  , said she, taking no more notice of the Yorkshireman than if he had been enveloped in Jack the Giant-killers coat of darkness, what is the meaning of this card? I found it in your best coat pocket, which you had on last night, and I do desire, sir, that you will tell me how it came there. Good morning, sir (spying the Yorkshireman at last), perhaps you know where Mr. Jorrocks was last night, and perhaps you can tell me who this person is whose card I have found in the corner of Mr. Jorrockss best coat pocket? Indeed, madam, replied the Yorkshireman, Mr. Jorrockss movements of yesterday evening are quite a secret to me. It is the night that he usually spends at the Magpie and Stump, but whether he was there or not I cannot pretend to say, not being a member of the free and easy club. As for the card, madam... There, then, take it and read it, interrupted Mrs. J  ; and he took the card accordingly  a delicate pale pink, with blue borders and gilt edge  and read  we would fain put it all in dashes and asterisks Miss Juliana Granville, John Street, Waterloo Road.

This digression giving Mr. Jorrocks a moment or two to recollect himself, he pretended to get into a thundering passion, and seizing the card out of the Yorkshiremans hand, he thrust it into the fire, swearing it was an application for admission into the Deaf and Dumb Institution, where he wished he had Mrs. J  . The Yorkshireman, seeing the probability of a breeze, pretended to have forgotten something at the Piazza, and stole away, begging Jorrocks to pick him up as he passed. Peace had soon been restored; for the Yorkshireman had not taken above three or four turns up and down the coffee-room, ere George the waiter came to say that a gentleman waited outside. Putting on his hat and taking a coat over his arm, he turned out; when just before the door he saw a man muffled up in a great military cloak, and a glazed hat, endeavouring to back a nondescript double-bodied carriage (with lofty mail box-seats and red wheels), close to the pavement. Who-ay, who-ay, said he, who-ay, who-ay, horse! at the same time jerking at his mouth. As the Yorkshireman made his exit, a pair eyes of gleamed through the small aperture between the high cloak collar and the flipe of the glazed hat, which he instantly recognised to belong to Jorrocks. Why, what the deuce is this you are in? said he, looking at the vehicle. Jump up, said Jorrocks, and Ill tell you all about it, which having done, and the machine being set in motion he proceeded to relate the manner in which he had exchanged his cruelty-van for it  by the way, as arrant a bone-setter as ever unfortunate got into, but which he, with the predilection all men have for their own, pronounced to be a monstrous nice carriage. On their turning off the rough pavement on to the quiet smooth Macadamised road leading to Waterloo Bridge, his dissertation was interrupted by a loud horse-laugh raised by two or three toll-takers and boys lounging about the gate.

I say, Tom, twig this ere machine, said one. Dash my buttons, I never seed such a thing in all my life. Whats to pay? inquired Jorrocks, pulling up with great dignity, their observations not having penetrated the cloak collar which encircled his ears. To pay! said the toll-taker vy, vot do ye call your consarn? Why, a phaeton, said Jorrocks. My eyes! thats a good un, said another. I say, Jim  he calls this ere thing a phe-a-ton! A phe-a-ton!  vy, its more like a fire-engine, said Jim. Dont be impertinent, said Jorrocks, who had pulled down his collar to hear what he had to pay but tell me whats to pay? Vy, its a phe-a-ton drawn by von or more orses, said the toll-taker; and containing von or more asses, said Tom. Sixpence-halfpenny, sir, You are a saucy fellow, said Jorrocks. Thank ye, master, youre another, said the toll-taker; and now that you have had your say, vot do ye ax for your mouth? I say, sir, do you belong to the Phenix? Vy dont you show your badge? I say, Tom, that ere fire-engine has been painted by some house-painter, its never been in the hands of no coach-maker. Do you shave by that ere glazed castor of yours? Im blowed it I wouldnt get you a shilling a week to shove your face in sand, to make moulds for brass knockers. Ay, get away!  make haste, or the fire will be out, bawled out another, as Jorrocks whipped on, and rattled out of hearing.

Now, you see, said he, resuming the thread of his discourse, as if nothing had happened, this back seat turns down and makes a box, so that when Mrs. J  goes to her mothers at Tooting, she can take all her things with her, instead of sending half of them by the coach as she used to do; and if we are heavy, there is a pole belonging to it, so that we can have two horses; and then there is a seat draws out here (pulling a stool from between his legs) which anybody can sit on. Yes, anybody that is small enough, said the Yorkshireman, but you would cut a queer figure on it, I reckon. The truth was, that the fire-engine was one of those useless affairs built by some fool upon a plan of his own, with the idea of combining every possible comfort and advantage, and in reality not possessing one. Friend Jorrocks had seen it at a second-hand shop in Fore Street, and became the happy owner of it, in exchange for the cruelty-van and seventeen pounds.  Their appearance on the road created no small sensation, and many were the jokes passed upon the fire-engine. One said they were mountebanks; another that it was a horse-break; a third asked if it was one of Gurneys steam-carriages, while a fourth swore it was a new convict-cart going to Brixton. Jorrocks either did not or would not hear their remarks, and kept expatiating upon the different purposes to which the machine might be converted, and the stoutness of the horse that was drawing it.

As they approached the town of Croydon, he turned his cloak over his legs in a very workman-like manner, and was instantly hailed by some brother sportsmen;  one complimented him on his looks, another on his breeches, a third praised his horse, a fourth abused the fire-engine, and a fifth inquired where he got his glazed hat. He had an answer for them all, and a nod or a wink for every pretty maid that showed at the windows; for though past the grand climacteric, he still has a spice of the devil in him  and, as he says, there is no harm in looking. The Red Lion at Smitham Bottom was the rendezvous of the day. It is a small inn on the Brighton road, some three or four miles below Croydon. On the left of the road stands the inn, on the right is a small training-ground, and the country about is open common and down. There was an immense muster about the inn, and also on the training-ground, consisting of horsemen, gig-men, post-chaise-men, footmen,  Jorrocks and the Yorkshireman made the firemen.
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Heres old Jorrocks, I do declare, exclaimed one, as Jorrocks drove the fire-engine up at as quick a pace as his horse would go. Why, what a concern hes in, said another, why, the old mans mad, surely. Hes good for a subscription, added another, addressing him. I say, Jorrocks, old boy, youll give us ten pound for our hounds wont you?  thats a good fellow. Oh yes, Jorrocks promised us a subscription last year, observed another, and he is a man of his word  arnt you old leather breeches? No, gentlemen, said Jorrocks, standing up in the fire-engine, and sticking the whip into its nest, I really cannot  I wish I could, but I really cannot afford it. Times really are so bad, and I have my own pack to subscribe to, and I must be just before I am generous. Oh, but ten pounds is nothing in your way, you know, Jorrocks  adulterate a chest of tea. Old  here will give you all the leaves off his ash-trees. No, said Jorrocks, I really cannot  ten pounds is ten pounds, and I must cut my coat according to my cloth. By Jove, but you must have had plenty of cloth when you cut that coat youve got on, old boy. Why theres as much cloth in the laps as would make a pair of horse-sheets. Never mind, said Jorrocks, I wear it, and not you. Now, said Jorrocks in an undertone to the Yorkshireman, you see what an unconscionable set of dogs these stag-unters are. Theyre at every man for a subscription, and talk about guineas as if they grew upon gooseberry-bushes. Besides, they are such a rubbishing set  all drafts from the foxounds.  Now theres a chap on a piebald just by the trees  he goes into the Gazette reglarly once in three years, and yet to see him out, youd fancy all the country round belonged to him. And theres a buck with his bearing-rein so tight that he can hardly move his neck, pointing to a gentleman in scarlet, with a tremendous stiff blue cravat he lives by keeping a mad-house and being werry high, consequential sort of a cock, they calls him the Lord High Keeper!  Ill tell ye a joke about that fellow, said he, pointing to a man alighting from a red-wheeled buggy hes a werry shabby screw, and is always trying to save a penny.  Well, he hires a young half-witted hawbuck for a servant, who didnt clean his boots to his liking, so he began reading the Riot Act one day, and concluded by saying, Im blowed if I couldnt clean them better myself with a little pump-water.  The next day, up came the boots duller than ever. Bless my soul, exclaimed he, why, they are worse than before, hows this, sir? Please, sir, you said you could clean them better with a little pump-water, so I tried it, and I do think they are worse! Haw! haw! haw!  Yon chap in the black plush breeches and Hessians, standing by the ginger-pop tray, is the only man what ever got the better of me in the oss-dealing line, and he certainlie did bite me uncommon andsomely. I gave him three and twenty pounds, a strong violin case with patent hinges, lined with superfine green baize, and an uncut copy of Middletons Cicero, for an oss that the blacksmith really declared wasnt worth shoeing.  Howsomever, I paid him off, for I christened the oss Barabbas  who, you knows, was a robber  and the seller has gone by the name of Barabbas ever since.

Well, but tell me, gentlemen, where do we dine? inquired Jorrocks, turning to a group who had just approached the fire-engine. We dont know yet, said a gentleman in scarlet, the deer has not come yet; but yonder he is, pointing up the road to a covered cart, and there are the hounds just coming over the hill at the back. The covered cart approached, and several went to meet it. The cry of Oh, its old Tunbridge, was soon heard. Well, we shall have a good dinner, said Jorrocks, if that is the case. Is it Tunbridge? inquired he eagerly of one of the party who returned from the deer-cart. Yes, its old Tunbridge, and Snooks has ordered dinner at the Wells for sixteen at five oclock, so the first sixteen that get there had better look out. Here, bouy, said Jorrocks in an undertone to his servant, who was leading his screws about on the green, take this oss out of the carriage, and give him a feed of corn, and then go on to Tunbridge Wells, and tell Mr. Pegg, at the Sussex Arms, that I shall be there with a friend to the dinner, and bid him write Jorrocks upon two plates and place them together.  Nothing like making sure, said he, chuckling at his own acuteness.

Now to orse  to orse! exclaimed he, suiting the action to the word, and climbing on to his great chestnut, leaving the Yorkshireman to mount the rat-tail brown. Lets have a look at the ounds, turning his horse in the direction in which they were coming. Jonathan Griffin took off his cap to Jorrocks, as he approached, who waved his hand in the most patronising manner possible, adding How are you, Jonathan? Pretty well, thank you, Mister Jorrocks, hope youre the same. No, not the same, for Im werry well, which makes all the difference  haw! haw! haw! You seem to have but a shortish pack, I think  ten, twelve, fourteen couple ows that? We always take nine and twenty with the Surrey. Why, you see, Mister Jorrocks, stag-hunting and fox-hunting are very different. The scent of the deer is very ravishing, and then we have no drawing for our game. Besides, at this season, there are always bitches to put back  but we have plenty of hounds for sport.  I suppose we may be after turning out, added Jonathan, looking at his watch its past eleven.

Footnote 16: Poor Jonathan, one of the hardest riders and drinkers of his day, exists, like his pack, but in the recollection of mankind. He was long huntsman to the late Lord Derby, who, when he gave up his staghounds, made Jonathan a present of them, and for two or three seasons he scratched on in an indifferent sort of way, until the hounds were sold to go abroad  to Hungary, we believe.

On hearing this, a gentleman off with his glove and began collecting, or capping, prior to turning out  it being the rule of the hunt to make sure of the money before starting, for fear of accidents. Half a crown, if you please, sir. Now Ill take your half a crown. Mr. Jorrocks, shall I trouble you for half a crown? Oh, surely, said Jorrocks, pulling out a handful of great five-shilling pieces; heres for this gentleman and myself, handing one of them over, and I shant even ask you for discount for ready money. The capping went round, and a goodly sum was collected. Meanwhile the deer-cart was drawn to the far side of a thick fence, and the door being opened, a lubberly-looking animal, as big as a donkey, blobbed out, and began feeding very composedly. That wont do, said Jonathan Griffin, eyeing him ride on, Tom, and whip him away. Off went the whip, followed by a score of sportsmen whose shouts, aided by the cracking of their whips, would have frightened the devil himself; and these worthies, knowing the hounds would catch them up in due time, resolved themselves into a hunt for the present, and pursued the animal themselves. Ten minutes having expired and the hounds seeming likely to break away, Jonathan thought it advisable to let them have their wicked will, and accordingly they rushed off in full cry to the spot where the deer had been uncarted. Of course, there was no trouble in casting for the scent; indeed they were very honest, and did not pretend to any mystery; the hounds knew within an inch where it would be, and the start was pretty much like that for a hunters plate in four-mile heats. A few dashing blades rode before the hounds at starting, but otherwise the field was tolerably quiet, and was considerably diminished after the three first leaps. The scent improved, as did the pace, and presently they got into a lane along which they rattled for five miles as hard as ever they could lay legs to the ground, throwing the mud into each others faces, until each man looked as if he was roughcast. A Kentish wagon, drawn by six oxen, taking up the whole of the lane, had obliged the dear animal to take to the fields again, where, at the first fence, most of our high-mettled racers stood still. In truth, it was rather a nasty place, a yawning ditch, with a mud bank and a rotten landing. Now, whos for it? Go it, Jorrocks, youre a fox-hunter, said one, who, erecting himself in his stirrups, was ogling the opposite side. I dont like it, said Jorrocks; is never a gate near? Oh yes, at the bottom of the field, and away they all tore for it. The hounds now had got out of sight, but were heard running in cover at the bottom of the turnip-field into which they had just passed, and also the clattering of horses hoofs on the highway. The hounds came out several times on to the road, evidently carrying the scent, but as often threw up and returned into the cover. The huntsman was puzzled at last; and quite convinced that the deer was not in the wood, he called them out, and proceeded to make a cast, followed by the majority of the field. They trotted about at a brisk pace, first to the right, then to the left, afterwards to the north, and then to the south, over grass, fallow, turnips, potatoes, and flints, through three farmyards, round two horse-ponds, and at the back of a small village or hamlet, without a note, save those of a few babblers. Everyone seemed to consider it a desperate job. They were all puzzled; at last they heard a terrible holloaing about a quarter of a mile to the south, and immediately after was espied a group of horsemen, galloping along the road at full speed, in the centre of which was Jorrocks; his green coat wide open, with the tails flying a long way behind that of his horse, his right leg was thrust out, down the side of which he kept applying his ponderous hunting whip, making a most terrible clatter. As they approached, he singled himself out from the group, and was the first to reach the field. He immediately burst out into one of his usual hunting energetic strains. Oh Jonathan Griffin! Jonathan Griffin! said he, heres a lamentable occurrence  a terrible disaster! Oh dear, oh dear  we shall never get to Tunbridge  that unfortunate deer has escaped us, and we shall never see nothing more of him  rely upon it, hes killed before this. Why, hows that? inquired Griffin, evidently in a terrible perturbation. Why, said Jorrocks, slapping the whip down his leg again, theres a little girl tells me, that as she was getting water at the well just at the end of the wood, where we lost him, she saw what she took to be a donkey jump into a return post-chaise from the Bell, at Seven Oaks, that was passing along the road with the door swinging wide open! and you may rely upon it, it was the deer. The landlord of the Bell will have cut his throat before this, for, you know, he vowed wengeance against us last year, because his wifes pony-chaise was upset, and he swore that we did it. Oh, but thats a bad job, said the huntsman; what shall we do? Here, Tom, calling to the whipper-in, jump on to the Hastings coach (which just came up), and try if you cant overtake him, and bring him back, chaise and all, and Ill follow slowly with the hounds. Tom was soon up, the coach bowled on, and Jonathan and the hounds trotted gently forward till they came to a public-house. Here, as they stopped lamenting over their unhappy fate, and consoling themselves with some cold sherry negus, the post-chaise appeared in sight, with the deers head sticking out of the side window with all the dignity of a Lord Mayor. Huzza! huzza! huzza! exclaimed Jorrocks, taking off his hat, heres old Tunbridge come back again, huzza! huzza! But whos to pay me for the po-chay, said the driver, pulling up; I must be paid before I let him out. How much? says Jonathan. Why, eighteen-pence a mile, to be sure, and three-pence a mile to the driver. No, says Jorrocks, that wont do, yours is a return chay; however, heres five shillings for you, and now, Jonathan, turn him out again  hes quite fresh after his ride  and see, hes got some straw in the bottom.

Old Tunbridge was again turned out, with his head towards the town from whence he took his name, and after a quarter of an hours law, the pack was again laid on. He was not, however, in very good wind, and it was necessary to divide the second chase into two heats, for which purpose the hounds were whipped off about the middle, while the deer took a cold bath, after which he was again set a-going. By half-past three they had accomplished the run; and Mr. Pegg, of the Sussex Arms, having mounted his Pegasus, found them at the appointed place by the Medway, where old Tunbridges carriage was waiting, into which having handed him, they repaired to the inn, and at five oclock eighteen of them sat down to a dinner consisting of every delicacy of the season, the Lord High Keeper in the chair. Being all hungry as hunters, little conversation passed until after the removal of the cloth, when after the King and his Majestys Ministers had been drunk, the President gave The noble, manly sport of stag-hunting, which he eulogised as the most legitimate and exhilarating of all sports, and sketched its progress from its wild state of infancy when the unhappy sportsmen had to range the fields and forests for their uncertain game, to the present state of luxurious ease and elaborate refinement, when they not only brought their deer to the meet, but by selecting the proper animal, could insure a finish at the place they most wished to dine at  all of which was most enthusiastically applauded; and on the speakers ending, Stag-hunting, and the Surrey staghounds, and Long life to all stag-hunters, were drank in brimming and overflowing bumpers. Fox-hunting, hare-hunting, rabbit-hunting, cat-hunting, rat-catching, badger-baiting  all wild, seasonable, and legitimate sports followed; and the chairman having run through his list, and thinking Jorrocks was getting rather mellow, resolved to try the soothing system on him for a subscription, the badgering of the morning not having answered. Accordingly, he called on the company to charge their glasses, as he would give them a bumper toast, which he knew they would have great pleasure in drinking. He wished to propose the health of his excellent friend on his right  MR. JORROCKS (applause), a gentleman whose name only required mentioning in any society of hunters to insure it a hearty and enthusiastic reception. He did not flatter his excellent friend when he said he was a man for the imitation of all, and he was sure that when the present company recollected the liberal support he gave to the Surrey foxhounds, together with the keenness with which he followed that branch of amusement, they would duly appreciate, not only the honour he had conferred upon them by his presence in the field that morning, and at the table that day, but the disinterested generosity which had prompted him voluntarily to declare his intention of contributing to the future support of the Surrey staghounds (immense cheers). He therefore thought the least they could do was to drink the health of Mr. Jorrocks, and success to the Surrey foxhounds, with three times three, which was immediately responded to with deafening cheers.

Old Jorrocks, after the noise had subsided, got on his legs, and with one hand rattling the five-shilling pieces in his breeches-pocket, and the thumb of the other thrust into the arm-hole of his waistcoat, thus began to address them. Gentlemen, said he, Im no orator, but Im an honest man  (hiccup)  I feels werry (hiccup) much obliged to my excellent friend the Lord High Keeper (shouts of laughter), I begs his pardon  my friend Mr. Juggins  for the werry flattering compliment he has paid me in coupling my name (hiccup) with the Surrey foxounds  a pack, I may say, without wanity (hiccup), second to none. Im a werry old member of the unt, and when I was a werry poor man (hiccup) I always did my best to support them (hiccup), and now that Im a werry rich man (cheers) I shant do no otherwise. About subscribing to the staggers, I doesnt recollect saying nothing whatsomever about it (hiccup), but as Im werry friendly to sporting in all its ramifications (hiccup), Ill be werry happy to give ten pounds to your ounds.  Immense cheers followed this declaration, which lasted for some seconds. When they had subsided, Jorrocks put his finger on his nose and, with a knowing wink of his eye, added: Prowided my friend the Lord High Keep  I begs his pardon  Juggins  will give ten pounds to ours!


V. THE TURF: MR. JORROCKS AT NEWMARKET
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A MUFFIN  and the Post, sir, said George to the Yorkshireman,  on one of the fine fresh mornings that gently usher in the returning spring, and draw from the town-pent cits sighs for the verdure of the fields,  as he placed the above mentioned articles on his usual breakfast table in the coffee-room of the Piazza.

With the calm deliberation of a man whose whole day is unoccupied, the Yorkshireman sweetened his tea, drew the muffin and a select dish of prawns to his elbow, and turning sideways to the table, crossed his legs and prepared to con the contents of the paper. The first page as usual was full of advertisements.  Sales by auction  Favour of your vote and interest  If the next of kin  Reform your tailors bills  Law  Articled clerk  An absolute reversion  Pony phaeton  Artificial teeth  Messrs. Tattersall  Brace of pointers  Dog lost  Boy found  Great sacrifice  No advance in coffee  Matrimony  A single gentleman  Board and lodging in an airy situation  To omnibus proprietors  Steam to Leith and Hull  Stationery  Desirable investment for a small capital  The fire reviver or lighter.

Then turning it over, his eye ranged over a whole meadow of type, consisting of the previous nights debate, followed on by City news, Police reports, Fashionable arrivals and departures, Dinners given, Sporting intelligence, Newmarket Craven meeting. Thats more in my way, said the Yorkshireman to himself as he laid down the paper and took a sip of his tea. Ive a great mind to go, for I may just as well be at Newmarket as here, having nothing particular to do in either place. I came to stay a hundred pounds in London its true, but if I stay ten of it at Newmarket, itll be all the same, and I can go home from there just as well as from here; so saying, he took another turn at the tea. The race list was a tempting one, Riddlesworth, Craven Stakes, Column Stakes, Oatlands, Port, Claret, Sherry, Madeira, and all other sorts. A good weeks racing in fact, for the saintly sinners who frequent the Heath had not then discovered any greater impropriety in travelling on a Sunday, then in cheating each other on the Monday. The tea was good, as were the prawns and eggs, and George brought a second muffin, at the very moment that the Yorkshireman had finished the last piece of the first, so that by the time he had done his breakfast and drawn on his boots, which were dryer and pleasanter than the recent damp weather had allowed of their being, he felt completely at peace with himself and all the world, and putting on his hat, sallied forth with the self-satisfied air of a man who had eat a good breakfast, and yet not too much.

Newmarket was still uppermost in his mind, and as he sauntered along in the direction of the Strand, it occurred to him that perhaps Mr. Jorrocks might have no objection to accompany him. On entering that great thoroughfare of humanity, he turned to the east, and having examined the contents of all the caricature shops in the line, and paid threepence for a look at the York Herald, in the Chapter Coffee-house, St. Pauls Churchyard, about noon he reached the corner of St. Botolph Lane. Before Jorrocks & Co.s warehouse, great bustle and symptoms of brisk trade were visible. With true city pride, the name on the door-post was in small dirty-white letters, sufficiently obscure to render it apparent that Mr. Jorrocks considered his house required no sign; while, as a sort of contradiction, the covered errand-cart before it, bore JORROCKS & Co.s WHOLESALE TEA WAREHOUSE, in great gilt letters on each side of the cover, so large that he who runs might read, even though the errand-cart were running too. Into this cart, which was drawn by the celebrated rat-tail hunter, they were pitching divers packages for town delivery, and a couple of light porters nearly upset the Yorkshireman, as they bustled out with their loads. The warehouse itself gave evident proof of great antiquity. It was not one of your fine, light, lofty, mahogany-countered, banker-like establishments of modern times, where the stock-in-trade often consists of books and empty canisters, but a large, roomy, gloomy, dirty, dingy sort of cellar above ground, full of hogsheads, casks, flasks, sugar-loaves, jars, bags, bottles, and boxes.

The floor was half an inch thick, at least, with dirt, and was sprinkled with rice, currants, and raisins, as though they had been scattered for the purpose of growing. A small corner seemed to have been cut off, like the fold of a Leicestershire grazing-ground, and made into an office in the centre of which was a square or two of glass that commanded a view of the whole warehouse. Is Mr. Jorrocks in? inquired the Yorkshireman of a porter, who was busy digging currants with a wooden spade. Yes, sir, youll find him in the counting-house, was the answer; but on looking in, though his hat and gloves were there, no Jorrocks was visible. At the farther end of the warehouse a man in his shirt-sleeves, with a white apron round his waist and a brown paper cap on his head, was seen under a very melancholy-looking skylight, holding his head over something, as if his nose were bleeding. The Yorkshireman groped his way up to him, and asking if Mr. Jorrocks was in, found he was addressing the grocer himself. He had been leaning over a large trayful of little white cups  with teapots to match  trying the strength, flavour, and virtue of a large purchase of tea, and the beverage was all smoking before him. My vig, exclaimed he, holding out his hand, whod have thought of seeing you in the city, this is something unkimmon! However, youre werry welcome in St. Botolph Lane, and as this is your first wisit, why, Ill make you a present of some tea  wot do you drink?  black or green, or perhaps both  four pounds of one and two of tother. Here, Joe! summoning his foreman, put up four pounds of that last lot of black that came in, and two pounds of superior green, and this gentleman will tell you where to leave it.  And when do you think of starting? again addressing the Yorkshireman egad this is fine weather for the country  have half a mind to have a jaunt myself  makes one quite young  feel as if Id laid full fifty years aside, and were again a boy  when did you say you start? Why, I dont know exactly, replied the Yorkshireman, the weathers so fine that Im half tempted to go round by Newmarket. Newmarket! exclaimed Jorrocks, throwing his arm in the air, while his paper cap fell from his head with the jerk by Newmarket! why, what in the name of all thats impure, have you to do at Newmarket?

Why, nothing in particular; only, when theres neither hunting nor shooting going on, what is a man to do with himself?  Im sure youd despise me if I were to go fishing. True, observed Mr. Jorrocks somewhat subdued, and jingling the silver in his breeches-pocket. Fox-unting is indeed the prince of sports. The image of war, without its guilt, and only half its danger. I confess that Im a martyr to it  a perfect wictim  no one knows wot I suffer from my ardour.  If ever Im wisited with the last infirmity of noble minds, it will be caused by my ingovernable passion for the chase. The sight of a saddle makes me sweat. An ound makes me perfectly wild. A red coat throws me into a scarlet fever. Never throughout life have I had a good nights rest before an unting morning. But werry little racing does for me; Sadlers Wells is well enough of a fine summer evening  especially when they plump the clown over head in the New River cut, and the ponies dont misbehave in the Circus,  but oh! Newmarkets a dreadful place, the werry names a sickener. I used to hear a vast about it from poor Will Softly of Friday Street. It was the ruin of him  and wot a fine business his father left him, both wholesale and retail, in the tripe and cow-heel line  all went in two years, and he had nothing to show at the end of that time for upwards of twenty thousand golden sovereigns, but a hundredweight of childrens lambs-wool socks, and warrants for thirteen hogsheads of damaged sherry in the docks. No, take my adwice, and have nothing to say to them  stay where you are, or, if youre short of swag, come to Great Coram Street, where you shall have a bed, wear-and-tear for your teeth, and all that sort of thing found you, and, if Saturdays a fine day, Ill treat you with a jaunt to Margate.

You are a regular old trump, said the Yorkshireman, after listening attentively until Mr. Jorrocks had exhausted himself, but, you see, youve never been at Newmarket, and the people have been hoaxing you about it. I can assure you from personal experience that the people there are quite as honest as those you meet every day on Change, besides which, there is nothing more invigorating to the human frame  nothing more cheering to the spirits, than the sight and air of Newmarket Heath on a fine fresh spring morning like the present. The wind seems to go by you at a racing pace, and the blood canters up and down the veins with the finest and freest action imaginable. A stranger to the race-course would feel, and almost instinctively know, what turf he was treading, and the purpose for which that turf was intended.

Theres a magic in the web of it.

Oh, I knows you are a most persuasive cock, observed Mr. Jorrocks interrupting the Yorkshireman, and would conwince the devil himself that black is white, but youll never make me believe the Newmarket folks are honest, and as to the fine hair (air) you talk of, theres quite as good to get on Hampstead Heath, and if it doesnt make the blood canter up and down your weins, you can always amuse yourself by watching the donkeys cantering up and down with the sweet little children  haw! haw! haw!  But tell me what is there at Newmarket that should take a man there? What is there? rejoined the Yorkshireman, why, theres everything that makes life desirable and constitutes happiness, in this world, except hunting. First there is the beautiful, neat, clean town, with groups of booted professors, ready for the rapidest march of intellect; then there are the strings of clothed horses  the finest in the world  passing indolently at intervals to their exercise,  the flower of the English aristocracy residing in the place. You leave the town and stroll to the wide open heath, where all is brightness and space; the white rails stand forth against the dear blue sky  the brushing gallop ever and anon startles the ear and eye; crowds of stable urchins, full of silent importance, stud the heath; you feel elated and long to bound over the well groomed turf and to try the speed of the careering wind. All things at Newmarket train the mind to racing. Life seems on the start, and dull indeed were he who could rein in his feelings when such inspiring objects meet together to madden them!

Bravo! exclaimed Jorrocks, throwing his paper cap in the air as the Yorkshireman concluded. Bravo!  werry good indeed! You speak like ten Lord Mayors  never heard nothing better. Dash my vig, if I wont go. By Jove, youve done it. Tell me one thing  is there a good place to feed at?

Capital! replied the Yorkshireman, beef, mutton, cheese, ham, all the delicacies of the season, as the sailor said; and thereupon the Yorkshireman and Jorrocks shook hands upon the bargain.

Sunday night arrived, and with it arrived, at the Belle Sauvage, in Ludgate Hill, Mr. Jorrockss boy Binjimin, with Mr. Jorrockss carpet-bag; and shortly after Mr. Jorrocks, on his chestnut hunter, and the Yorkshireman, in a hack cab, entered the yard. Having consigned his horse to Binjimin; after giving him a very instructive lesson relative to the manner in which he would chastise him if he heard of his trotting or playing any tricks with the horse on his way home, Mr. Jorrocks proceeded to pay the remainder of his fare in the coach office. The mail was full inside and out, indeed the book-keeper assured him he could have filled a dozen more, so anxious ware all London to see the Riddlesworth run. Inside, said he, are you and your friend, and if it wernt that the night air might give you cold, Mr. Jorrocks (for all the book-keepers in London know him), I should have liked to have got you outsides, and I tried to make an exchange with two black-legs, but they would hear of nothing less than two guineas a head, which wouldnt do, you know. Here comes another of your passengers  a great foreign nobleman, they say  Baron something  though he looks as much like a foreign pickpocket as anything else.

Vich be de voiture? inquired a tall, gaunt-looking foreigner, with immense moustache, a high conical hat with a bright buckle, long, loose, blueish-blackish frock-coat, very short white waistcoat, baggy brownish striped trousers, and long-footed Wellington boots, with a sort of Chinese turn up at the toe. Vich be de Newmarket Voiture? said he, repeating the query, as he entered the office and deposited a silk umbrella, a camlet cloak, and a Swiss knapsack on the counter. The porter, without any attempt at an answer, took his goods and walked off to the mail, followed closely by the Baron, and after depositing the cloak inside, so that the Baron might ride with his face to the horses, as the saying is, he turned the knapsack into the hind boot, and swung himself into the office till it was time to ask for something for his exertions. Meanwhile the Baron made a tour of the yard, taking a lesson in English from the lettering on the various coaches, when, on the hind boot of one, he deciphered the word Cheapside. Ah, Cheapside! said he, pulling out his dictionary and turning to the letter C. Chaste, chat, chaw,  cheap, dat be it. Cheap,  to be had at a low price  small value. Ah! I hev (have) it, said he, stamping and knitting his brows, sacré-e-e-e-e nom de Dieu, and the first word being drawn out to its usual longitude, three strides brought him and the conclusion of the oath into the office together. He then opened out upon the book-keeper, in a tremendous volley of French, English and Hanoverian oaths, for he was a cross between the first and last named countries, the purport of which was dat he had paid de best price, and he be dem if he vod ride on de Cheapside of de coach. In vain the clerks and book-keepers tried to convince him he was wrong in his interpretation. With the full conviction of a foreigner that he was about to be cheated, he had his cloak shifted to the opposite side of the coach, and the knapsack placed on the roof. The fourth inside having cast up, the outside passengers mounted, the insides took their places, three-pences and sixpences were pulled out for the porters, the guard twanged his horn, the coachman turned out his elbow, flourished his whip, caught the point, cried All right! sit tight! and trotted out of the yard.

Jorrocks and the Yorkshireman sat opposite each other, the Baron and old Sam Spring, the betting man, did likewise. Who doesnt know old Sam, with his curious tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, his old drab hat turned up with green, careless neckcloth, flowing robe, and comical cut? He knew Jorrocks  though  tell it not in Coram Street, he didnt know his name; but concluded from the disparity of age between him and his companion, that Jorrocks was either a shark or a sharks jackal, and the Yorkshireman a victim. With due professional delicacy, he contented himself with scrutinising the latter through his specs. The Barons choler having subsided, he was the first to break the ice of silence. Foine noight, was the observation, which was thrown out promiscuously to see who would take it up. Now Sam Spring, though he came late, had learned from the porter that there was a Baron in the coach, and being a great admirer of the nobility, for whose use he has a code of signals of his own, consisting of one finger to his hat for a Baron Lord as he calls them, two for a Viscount, three for an Earl, four for a Marquis, and the whole hand for a Duke, he immediately responded with Yes, my lord, with a fore-finger to his hat. There is something sweet in the word Lord which finds its way home to the heart of an Englishman. No sooner did Sam pronounce it, than the Baron became transformed in Jorrockss eyes into a very superior sort of person, and forthwith he commences ingratiating himself by offering him a share of a large paper of sandwiches, which the Baron accepted with the greatest condescension, eating what he could and stuffing the remainder into his hat. His lordship was a better hand at eating than speaking, and the united efforts of the party could not extract from him the precise purport of his journey. Sam threw out two or three feasible offers in the way of bets, but they fell still-born to the bottom of the coach, and Jorrocks talked to him about hunting and had the conversation all to himself, the Baron merely replying with a bow and a stare, sometimes diversified with, or I tank you  vare good. The conversation by degrees resolved itself into a snore, in which they were all indulging, when the raw morning air rushed in among them, as a porter with a lanthorn opened the door and announced their arrival at Newmarket. Forthwith they turned into the street, and the outside passengers having descended, they all commenced straddling, yawning, and stretching their limbs while the guard and porters sorted their luggage. The Yorkshireman having an eye to a bed, speedily had Mr. Jorrockss luggage and his own on the back of a porter on its way to the Rutland Arms, while that worthy citizen followed in a sort of sleepy astonishment at the smallness of the place, inquiring if they were sure they had not stopped at some village by mistake. Two beds had been ordered for two gentlemen who could not get two seats by the mail, which fell to the lot of those who did, and into these our heroes trundled, having arranged to be called by the early exercising hour.

Whether it was from want of his usual night-cap of brandy and water, or the fatigues of travelling, or what else, remains unknown, but no sooner was Mr. Jorrocks left alone with his candle, than all at once he was seized with a sudden fit of trepidation, on thinking that he should have been inveigled to such a place as Newmarket, and the tremor increasing as he pulled four five-pound bank-notes out of his watch-pocket, besides a vast of silver and his great gold watch, he was resolved, should an attempt be made upon his property, to defend it with his life, and having squeezed the notes into the toe of his boots, and hid the silver in the wash-hand stand, he very deliberately put his watch and the poker under the pillow, and set the heavy chest of drawers with two stout chairs and a table against the door, after all which exertions he got into bed and very soon fell sound asleep.

Most of the inmates of the house were up with the lark to the early exercises, and the Yorkshireman was as early as any of them. Having found Mr. Jorrockss door, he commenced a loud battery against it without awaking the grocer; he then tried to open it, but only succeeded in getting it an inch or two from the post, and after several holloas of Jorrocks, my man! Mr. Jorrocks! Jorrocks, old boy! holloa, Jorrocks! he succeeded in extracting the word Wot? from the worthy gentleman as he rolled over in his bed. Jorrocks! repeated the Yorkshireman, its time to be up. Wot? again was the answer. Time to get up. The mornings breaking. Let it break, replied he, adding in a mutter, as he turned over again, it owes me nothing.

Entreaties being useless, and a large party being on the point of setting off, the Yorkshireman joined them, and spent a couple of hours on the dew-bespangled heath, during which time they not only criticised the figure and action of every horse that was out, but got up tremendous appetites for breakfast. In the meantime Mr. Jorrocks had risen, and having attired himself with his usual care, in a smart blue coat with metal buttons, buff waistcoat, blue stocking-netted tights, and Hessian boots, he turned into the main street of Newmarket, where he was lost in astonishment at the insignificance of the place. But wiser men than Mr. Jorrocks have been similarly disappointed, for it enters into the philosophy of few to conceive the fame and grandeur of Newmarket compressed into the limits of the petty, outlandish, Icelandish place that bears the name. Dash my vig, said Mr. Jorrocks, as he brought himself to bear upon Rogerss shop-window, this is the werry meanest town I ever did see. Pray, sir, addressing himself to a groomish-looking man in a brown cut-away coat, drab shorts and continuations, who had just emerged from the shop with a race list in his hand, Pray, sir, be this your principal street? The man eyed him with a mixed look of incredulity and contempt. At length, putting his thumbs into the arm-holes of his waistcoat, he replied, I bet a crown you know as well as I do. Done, said Mr. Jorrocks holding out his hand. No  I wont do that, replied the man, but Ill tell you what Ill do with you,  Ill lay you two to one, in fives or fifties if you like, that you knew before you axed, and that Thunderbolt dont win the Riddlesworth. Really, said Mr. Jorrocks, Im not a betting man. Then, wot the ell business have you at Newmarket? was all the answer he got. Disgusted with such inhospitable impertinence, Mr. Jorrocks turned on his heel and walked away. Before the White Hart Inn was a smartish pony phaeton, in charge of a stunted stable lad. I say, young chap, inquired Jorrocks, whose is that? How did you know that I was a young chap? inquired the abortion turning round. Guessed it, replied Jorrocks, chuckling at his own wit. Then guess whose it is.

Pray, are your clocks here by London time? he asked of a respectable elderly-looking man whom he saw turn out of the entry leading to the Kingston rooms, and take the usual survey first up the town and then down it, and afterwards compose his hands in his breeches-pockets, there to stand to see the world. Come now, old un  none o your tricks here  youve got a match on against time, I suppose, was all the answer he could get after the man (old R  n the ex-flagellator) had surveyed him from head to foot.

Footnote 17: Newmarket or London  its all the same The world is but composed of ones own acquaintance.

We need hardly say after all these rebuffs that when Mr. Jorrocks met the Yorkshireman, he was not in the best possible humour; indeed, to say nothing of the extreme sharpness and suspicion of the people, we know of no place where a man, not fond of racing, is so completely out of his element as at Newmarket, for with the exception of a little elbow shaking in the evening, there is literally and truly nothing else to do. It is Heath, Ditch in, Abingdon mile, T.Y.C. Stakes, Sweepstakes, Handicaps, Bet, Lay, Take, Odds, Evens, morning, noon and night.

Mr. Jorrocks made bitter complaints during the breakfast, and some invidious comparisons between racing men and fox-hunters, which, however, became softer towards the close, as he got deeper in the delicacy of a fine Cambridge brawn. Nature being at length appeased, he again thought of turning out, to have a look, as he said, at the shows on the course, but the appearance of his friend the Baron opposite the window, put it out of his head, and he sallied forth to join him. The Baron was evidently incog.: for he had on the same short dirty-white waistcoat, Chinese boots, and conical hat, that he travelled down in, and being a stranger in the land, of course he was uncommonly glad to pick up Jorrocks, so after he had hugged him a little, called him a bon garçon, and a few other endearing terms, he run his great long arm through his, and walked him down street, the whole peregrinations of Newmarket being comprised in the words up street and down. He then communicated in most unrepresentable language, that he was on his way to buy an oss, and Jorrocks informing him that he was a perfect connoisseur in the article, the Baron again assured him of his distinguished consideration. They were met by Joe Rogers the trainer with a ring-key in his hand, who led the way to the stable, and having unlocked a box in which was a fine slapping four-year old, according to etiquette he put his hat in a corner, took a switch in one hand, laid hold of the horses head with the other, while the lad in attendance stripped off its clothes. The Baron then turned up his wrists, and making a curious noise in his throat, proceeded to pass his hand down each leg, and along its back, after which he gave it a thump in the belly and squeezed its throat, when, being as wise as he was at starting, he stuck his thumb in his side, and took a mental survey of the whole. Ah, said he at length foin oss,  foin oss; vot ears he has? 
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Oh, said Rogers, they show breeding. Non, non, I say vot ears he has? Well, but he carries them well, was the answer. Non, non, stamping, I say vot ears (years) he has? Oh, hang it, I twig  four years old. Then the Baron took another long look at him. At length he resumed, I vill my wet. Whats that? inquired Rogers of Jorrocks. His wet  why, a drink to be sure, and thereupon Rogers went to the pump and brought a glass of pure water, which the Baron refused with becoming indignation. Non, non, said he stamping, I vill my wet. Rogers looked at Jorrocks, and Jorrocks looked at Rogers, but neither Rogers nor Jorrocks understood him. I vill my wet, repeated the Baron with vehemence. He must want some brandy in it, observed Mr. Jorrocks, judging of the Baron by himself, and thereupon the lad was sent for three-pennorth. When it arrived, the Baron dashed it out of his hand with a prolonged sacré-e-e-e  ! adding I vill von wet-tin-nin-na-ary surgeon. The boy was dispatched for one, and on his arrival the veterinary surgeon went through the process that the Baron had attempted, and not being a man of many words, he just gave the Baron a nod at the end. How moch? inquked the Baron of Rogers. Five hundred, was the answer. Vot, five hundred livre? Oh d  n it, you may take or leave him, just as you like, but you wont get him for less. The vet explained that the Baron wished to know whether it was five hundred francs (French ten-pences), or five hundred guineas English money, and being informed that it was the latter, he gave his conical hat a thrust on his brow, and bolted out of the box.

But race hour approaches, and people begin to assemble in groups before the rooms, while tax-carts, pony-gigs, post-chaises, the usual aristocratical accompaniments of Newmarket, come dribbling at intervals into the town. Here is old Sam Spring in a spring-cart, driven by a ploughboy in fustian, there the Earl of  on a ten-pound pony, with the girths elegantly parted to prevent the saddle slipping over its head, while Miss  , his jockeys daughter, dashes by him in a phaeton with a powdered footman, and the postilion in scarlet and leathers, with a badge on his arm. Old Crockey puts on his greatcoat, Jem Bland draws the yellow phaeton and greys to the gateway of the White Hart, to take up his friend Crutch Robinson; Zac, Jack and another, have just driven on in a fly. In short, its a brilliant meeting! Besides four coronetted carriages with post-horses, there are three phaetons-and-pair; a thing that would have been a phaeton if theyd have let it; General Grosvenors dog-carriage, that is to say, his carriage with a dog upon it; Lady Chesterfield and the Hon. Mrs. Anson in a pony phaeton with an out-rider (Miss  will have one next meeting instead of the powdered footman); Tattersall in his double carriage driving without bearing-reins; Old Theobald in leather breeches and a buggy; five Bury butchers in a tax-cart; Young Dutch Sam on a pony; Short-odds Richards on a long-backed crocodile-looking rosinante; and no end of pedestrians.

But where is Mr. Jorrocks all this time? Why eating brawn in the Rutland Arms with his friend the Baron, perfectly unconscious that all these passers-by were not the daily visables of the place. Dash my vig, said he, as he bolted another half of the round, I see no symptoms of a stir. Come, my lord, do me the honour to take another glass of sherry. His lordship was nothing loath, so by mutual entreaties they finished the bottle, besides a considerable quantity of porter. A fine, fat, chestnut, long-tailed Suffolk punch cart mare  fresh from the plough  having been considerately provided by the Yorkshireman for Mr. Jorrocks, with a cob for himself, they proceeded to mount in the yard, when Mr. Jorrocks was concerned to find that the Baron had nothing to carry him. His lordship, too, seemed disconcerted, but it was only momentary; for walking up to the punch mare, and resting his elbow on her hind quarter to try if she kicked, he very coolly vaulted up behind Mr. Jorrocks. Now Jorrocks, though proud of the patronage of a lord, did not exactly comprehend whether he was in earnest or not, but the Baron soon let him know; for thrusting his conical hat on his brow, he put his arm round Jorrockss waist, and gave the old mare a touch in the flank with the Chinese boot, crying out Along me, brave garçon, along ma cher, and the owner of the mare living at Kentford, she went off at a brisk trot in that direction, while the Yorkshireman slipped down the town unperceived. The sherry had done its business on them both; the Baron, and who, perhaps was the most cut of the two, chaunted the Marsellaise hymn of liberty with as much freedom as though he were sitting in the saddle. Thus they proceeded laughing and singing until the Bury pay-gate arrested their progress, when it occurred to the steersman to ask if they were going right. Be this the vay to Newmarket races? inquired Jorrocks of the pike-keeper. The man dived into the small pocket of his white apron for a ticket and very coolly replied, Shell out, old un. How much? said Jorrocks. Tuppence, which having got, he said, Now, then, you may turn, for the heath be over yonder, pointing back, at least it was there this morning, I know. After a volley of abuse for his impudence, Mr. Jorrocks, with some difficulty got the old mare pulled round, for she had a deuced hard mouth of her own, and only a plain snaffle in it; at last, however, with the aid of a boy to beat her with a furze-bush, they got her set a-going again, and, retracing their steps, they trotted down street, rose the hill, and entered the spacious wide-extending flat of Newmarket Heath. The races were going forward on one of the distant courses, and a slight, insignificant, black streak, swelling into a sort of oblong (for all the world like an overgrown tadpole), was all that denoted the spot, or interrupted the verdant aspect of the quiet extensive plain. Jorrocks was horrified, having through life pictured Epsom as a mere drop in the ocean compared with the countless multitude of Newmarket, while the Baron, who was wholly indifferent to the matter, nearly had old Jorrocks pitched over the mares head by applying the furze-bush (which he had got from the boy) to her tail while Mr. Jorrocks was sitting loosely, contemplating the barrenness of the prospect. The sherry was still alive, and being all for fun, he shuffled back into the saddle as soon as the old mare gave over kicking; and giving a loud tally-ho, with some minor hunting noises, which were responded to by the Baron in notes not capable of being set to music, and aided by an equally indescribable accompaniment from the old mare at every application of the bush, she went off at score over the springy turf, and bore them triumphantly to the betting-post just as the ring was in course of formation, a fact which she announced by a loud neigh on viewing her companion of the plough, as well as by unpsetting some half-dozen black-legs as she rushed through the crowd to greet her. Great was the hubbub, shouting, swearing, and laughing,  for though the Newmarketites are familiar with most conveyances, from a pair of horses down to a pair of shoes, it had not then fallen to their lot to see two men ride into the ring on the same horse,  certainly not with such a hat between them as the Barons.
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The gravest and weightiest matters will not long distract the attention of a black-leg, and the laughter having subsided without Jorrocks or the Baron being in the slightest degree disconcerted, the ring was again formed; horses heads again turn towards the post, while carriages, gigs, and carts form an outer circle. A solemn silence ensues. The legs are scanning the list. At length one gives tongue. What starts? Does Lord Eldon start? No, he dont, replies the owner. Does Trick, by Catton? Yes, and Conolly rides  but mind, three pounds over. Does John Bull? No Johns struck out. Polly Hopkins does, so does Talleyrand, also O, Fy! out of Penitence; Beagle and Paradox also  and perhaps Pickpocket.

Another pause, and the pencils are pulled from the betting-books. The legs and lords look at each other, but no one likes to lead off. At length a voice is heard offering to take nine to one he names the winner. Its short odds, doing it cautiously. Ill take eight then, he adds sivin! but no one bites. What will anyone lay about Trick, by Catton? inquires Jem Bland. Ill lay three to two again him. Ill take two to one  two ponies to one, and give you a suv. for laying it. Carnt is the answer. Ill do it, Jem, cries a voice. No, you wont, from Bland, not liking his customer. Now they are all at it, and what a hubbub there is! Ill back the field  Ill lay  Ill take  Ill bet  ponies  fifties  hundreds  five hundred to two. What do you want, my lord? Three to one against Trick, by Catton. Carnt afford it  the odds really arnt that in the ring. Take two  two hundred to one. No. Crockford, youll do it for me? Yes, my lord. Twice over if you like. Done, done. Do it again? No, thank you.

Trick, by Catton, dont start! cries a voice. Impossible! exclaim his backers. Quite true, Im just from the weighing-house, and  told me so himself. Shame! shame! roar those who have backed him, and honour  rascals  rogues  thieves  robbery  swindle  turf-ruined  fly from tongue to tongue, but they are all speakers with never a speaker to cry order. Meanwhile the lads have galloped by on their hacks with the horses cloths to the rubbing-house, and the horses have actually started, and are now visible in the distance sweeping over the open heath, apparently without guide or beacon.

The majority of the ring rush to the white judges box, and have just time to range themselves along the rude stakes and ropes that guard the run in, and the course-keeper in a shooting-jacket on a rough pony to crack his whip, and cry to half a dozen stable-lads to clear the course, before the horses come flying towards home. Now all is tremor; hope and fear vacillating in each breast. Silence stands breathless with expectation  all eyes are riveted  the horses come within descrying distance beautiful! three close together, two behind. Clear the course! clear the course! pray clear the course! Polly Hopkins! Polly Hopkins! roar a hundred voices as they near. O, Fy! O, Fy! respond an equal number. The horse! the horse! bellow a hundred more, as though their yells would aid his speed, as Polly Hopkins, O, Fy! and Talleyrand rush neck-and-neck along the cords and pass the judges box. A cry of dead heat! is heard. The bystanders see as suits their books, and immediately rush to the judges box, betting, bellowing, roaring, and yelling the whole way. Whats won? whats won? whats won? is vociferated from a hundred voices. Polly Hopkins! Polly Hopkins! Polly Hopkins! replies Mr. Clark with judicial dignity. By how much? by how much? Half a head  half a head, replies the same functionary. Whats second? O, Fy! and so, amid the song of Pretty, pretty Polly Hopkins, from the winners, and curses and execrations long, loud, and deep, from the losers, the scene closes.

Footnote 18: No judge ever gave a race as won by half a head; but we let the whole passage stand as originally written.  EDITOR.

The admiring winners follow Polly to the rubbing-house, while the losing horses are left in the care of their trainers and stable-boys, who console themselves with hopes of better luck next time.

After a storm comes a calm, and the next proceeding is the wheeling of the judges box, and removal of the old stakes and ropes to another course on a different part of the heath, which is accomplished by a few ragged rascals, as rude and uncouth as the furniture they bear. In less than half an hour the same group of anxious careworn countenances are again turned upon each other at the betting-post, as though they had never separated. But see! the noble owner of Trick, by Catton, is in the crowd, and Jem Bland eyeing him like a hawk. I say, Waggey, cries he (singling out a friend stationed by his lordship), had you ought on Trick, by Catton? No, Jem, roars Wagstaff, shaking his head, I knew my man too well. Why now, Waggey, do you know I wouldnt have done such a thing for the world! no, not even to have been made a Markiss! a horse-laugh follows this denunciation, at which the newly created marquis bites his livid lips.

The Baron, who appears to have no taste for walking, still sticks to the punch mare, which Mr. Jorrocks steers to the newly formed ring aided by the Baron and the furze-bush. Here they come upon Sam Spring, whose boy has just brought his spring-cart to bear upon the ring formed by the horsemen, and thinking it a pity a nobleman of any county should be reduced to the necessity of riding double, very politely offers to take one into his carriage. Jorrocks accepts the offer, and forthwith proceeds to make himself quite at home in it. The chorus again commences, and Jorrocks interrogates Sam as to the names of the brawlers. Who be that? said he, offering to bet a thousand to a hundred. Spring, after eyeing him through his spectacles, with a grin and a look of suspicion replies, Come now  come  lets have no nonsense  you know as well as I. Really, replies Mr. Jorrocks most earnestly, I dont. Why, where have you lived all your life? First part of it with my grandmother at Lisson Grove, afterwards at Camberwell, but now I resides in Great Coram Street, Russell Square  a werry fashionable neighbourhood. Oh, I see, replies Sam, you are one of the reglar city coves, then  now, what brings you here? Just to say that I have been at Newmarket, for Im blowed if ever you catch me here again. Thats a pity, replied Sam, for you look like a promising man  a handsome-bodied chap in the face  dont you sport any? O a vast! unt regularly  Im a member of the Surrey unt  capital one it is too  best in England by far. What do you hunt? inquired Sam. Foxes, to be sure. And are they good eating? Come, replied Jorrocks, you know, as well as I do, we dont eat em. The dialogue was interrupted by someone calling to Sam to know what he was backing.

The Bedlamite colt, my lord, with a forefinger to his hat. Whos that? inquired Jorrocks. Thats my Lord L  , a baron-lord  and a very nice one  best baron-lord I know  always bets with me  thats another baron-lord next him, and the man next him is a baron-knight, a stage below a baron-lord  something between a nobleman and a gentleman. And who be that stout, good-looking man in a blue coat and velvet collar next him, just rubbing his chin with the race card  hell be a lord too, I suppose? No,  thats Mr. Gully, as honest a man as ever came here,  thats Crockford before him. The man on the right is Mr. C  , who they call the cracksman, because formerly he was a professional housebreaker, but he has given up that trade, and turned gentleman, bets, and keeps a gaming-table. This little ugly black-faced chap, that looks for all the world like a bilious Scotch terrier, has lately come among us. He was a tramping pedlar  sold worsted stockings  attended country courses, and occasionally bet a pair. Now he bets thousands of pounds, and keeps racehorses. The chaps about him all covered with chains and rings and brooches, were in the duffing line  sold brimstoned sparrows for canary-birds, Norwich shawls for real Cashmere, and dried cabbage-leaves for cigars. Now each has a first-rate house, horses and carriages, and a play-actress among them. Yon chap, with the extravagantly big mouth, is a cabinet-maker at Cambridge. Hell bet you a thousand pounds as soon as look at you.

The chap on the right of the post with the red tie, is the son of an ostler. He commenced betting thousands with a farthing capital. The man next him, all teeth and hair, like a rat-catchers dog, is an Honourable by birth, but not very honourable in his nature. But see, cried Mr. Jorrocks, Lord  is talking to the Cracksman. To be sure, replies Sam, thats the beauty of the turf. The lord and the leg are reduced to an equality. Take my word for it, if you have a turn for good society, you should come upon the turf.  I say, my Lord Duke! with all five fingers up to his hat, Ill lay you three to two on the Bedlamite colt. Done, Mr. Spring, replies his Grace, three ponies to two. There! cried Mr. Spring, turning to Jorrocks, didnt I tell you so? The riot around the post increases. It is near the moment of starting, and the legs again become clamorous for what they want. Their vehemence increases. Each man is in extremis. They are off! cries one. No, they are not, replies another. False start, roars a third. Now they come! No, they dont! Back again. They are off at last, however, and away they speed over the flat. The horses come within descrying distance. Its a beautiful race  run at score the whole way, and only two tailed off within the cords. Now they set to  whips and spurs go, legs leap, lords shout, and amid the same scene of confusion, betting, galloping, cursing, swearing, and bellowing, the horses rush past the judges box.

But we have run our race, and will not fatigue our readers with repetition. Let us, however, spend the evening, and then the Day at Newmarket will be done.

Mr. Spring, with his usual attention to strangers, persuades Mr. Jorrocks to make one of a most agreeable dinner-party at the White Hart on the assurance of spending a delightful evening. Covers are laid for sixteen in the front room downstairs, and about six oclock that number are ready to sit down. Mr. Badchild, the accomplished keeper of an oyster-room and minor hell in Pickering Place, is prevailed upon to take the chair, supported on his right by Mr. Jorrocks, and on his left by Mr. Tom Rhodes, of Thames Street, while the stout, jolly, portly Jerry Hawthorn fills  in the fullest sense of the word  the vice-chair. Just as the waiters are removing the covers, in stalks the Baron, in his conical hat, and reconnoitres the viands. Sam, all politeness, invites him to join the party. I tank you, replies the Baron, but I have my wet in de next room. But bring your wet with you, rejoins Sam, well all have our wet together after dinner, thinking the Baron meant his wine.

The usual inn grace For what we are going to receive, the host expects to be paid,  having been said with great feeling and earnestness, they all set to at the victuals, and little conversation passed until the removal of the cloth, when Mr. Badchild, calling upon his vice, observed that as in all probability there were gentlemen of different political and other opinions present, perhaps the best way would be to give a comprehensive toast, and so get over any debatable ground,  he therefore proposed to drink in a bumper The king, the queen, and all the royal family, the ministry, particularly the Master of the Horse, the Army, the Navy, the Church, the State, and after the excellent dinner they had eaten, he would include the name of the landlord of the White Hart (great applause). Song from Jerry Hawthorn The King of the Cannibal Islands.  The chairman then called upon the company to fill their glasses to a toast upon which there could be no difference of opinion. It was a sport which they all enjoyed, one that was delightful to the old and to the young, to the peer and to the peasant, and open to all. Whatever might be the merits of other amusements, he had never yet met any man with the hardihood to deny that racing was at once the noblest and the most legitimate (loud cheers, and thumps on the table, that set all the glasses dancing), not only was it the noblest and most legitimate, but it was the most profitable; and where was the man of high and honourable principle who did not feel when breathing the pure atmosphere of that Heath, a lofty self-satisfaction at the thought, that though he might have left those who were near and dear to him in a less genial atmosphere, still he was not selfishly enjoying himself, without a thought for their welfare; for racing, while it brought health and vigour to the father, also brought what was dearer to the mind of a parent  the means of promoting the happiness and prosperity of his family  (immense cheers). With these few observations he should simply propose The Turf, and may we long be above it  (applause and, on the motion of Mr. Spring, three cheers for Mrs. Badchild and all the little Badchildren were called for and given). When the noise had subsided. Mr. Jorrocks very deliberately got up, amid whispers and inquiries as to who he was. Gentlemen, said he, with an indignant stare, and a thump on the table, Gentlemen, I say, in much of what has fallen from our worthy chairman, I go-in-sides, save in what he says about racing  I insists that unting is the sport of sports (immense laughter, and cries of wot an old fool!) Gentlemen may laugh, but I say its a fact, and though I doesnt wish to create no displeasancy whatsomever, yet I should despise myself most confoundedly  should consider myself unworthy of the great and distinguished unt to which I have the honour to belong, if I sat quietly down without sticking up for the chase (laughter).  I say, its one of the balances of the constitution (laughter).  I say, its the sport of kings! the image of war without its guilt (hisses and immense laughter). He would fearlessly propose a bumper toast  he would give them fox-hunting. There was some demur about drinking it, but on the interposition of Sam Spring, who assured the company that Jorrocks was one of the right sort, and with an addition proposed by Jerry Hawthorn, which made the toast more comprehensible, they swallowed it, and the chairman followed it up with The Sod,  which was drunk with great applause. Mr. Cox of Blue Hammerton returned thanks. He considered cock-fighting the finest of all fine amusements. Nothing could equal the rush between two prime grey-hackles  that was his colour. The chairman had said a vast for racing, and to cut the matter short, he might observe that cock-fighting combined all the advantages of making money, with the additional benefit of not being interfered with by the weather. He begged to return his best thanks for himself and brother sods, and only regretted he had not been taught speaking in his youth, or he would certainly have convinced them all, that cocking was the sport. Coursing was the next toast  for which Arthur Pavis, the jockey, returned thanks. He was very fond of the long dogs, and thought, after racing, coursing was the true thing. He was no orator, and so he drank off his wine to the health of the company. Steeplechasing followed, for which Mr. Coalman of St. Albans returned thanks, assuring the company that it answered his purpose remarkably well. Then the Vice gave the Chair, and the Chair gave the Vice; and by way of a finale, Mr. Badchild proposed the game of Chicken-hazard, observing in a whisper to Mr. Jorrocks, that perhaps he would like to subscribe to a joint-stock purse for the purpose of going to hell. To which Mr. Jorrocks, with great gravity, replied; Sir, Im d  d if I do.


VI. A WEEK AT CHELTENHAM: THE CHELTENHAM DANDY

[image: img477.jpg]

MR. JORROCKS HAD been very poorly indeed of indigestion, as he calls it, produced by tucking in too much roast beef and plum pudding at Christmas, and prolonging the period of his festivities a little beyond the season allowed by Moores Almanack, and having in vain applied the usual remedies prescribed on such occasions, he at length consented to try the Cheltenham waters, though altogether opposed to the element, he not having astonished his stomach, as he says, for the last fifteen years with a glass of water.

Having established himself and the Yorkshireman in a small private lodging in High Street, consisting of two bedrooms and a sitting-room, he commenced his visits to the royal spa, and after a few good drenches, picked up so rapidly, that to whatever inn they went to dine, the landlords and waiters were astounded at the consumption of prog, and in a very short time he was known from the Royal Hotel down to Hurlstons Commercial Inn, as the great London Cormorant. At first, however, he was extremely depressed in spirits, and did nothing the whole day after his arrival, but talk about the arrangement of his temporal affairs; and the first symptom he gave of returning health was one day at dinner at the Plough, by astonishing two or three scarlet-coated swells, who as usual were disporting themselves in the coffee-room, by bellowing to the waiter for some Talli-ho sarce to his fish. Before this he had never once spoken of his favourite diversion, and the sportsmen cantered by the window to cover in the morning, and back in the afternoon, without eliciting a single observation from him. The morning after this change for the better, he addressed his companion at breakfast as follows: Blow me tight, Mr. York, if I arnt regularly renowated. Im as fresh as an old hat after a shower of rain. I really thinks I shall get over this terrible illness, for I dreamt of unting last night, and, if youve a mind, well go and see my Lord Segraves reynard dog, and then start from this ere corrupt place, for, you see, its nothing but a town, and whats the use of sticking oneself in a little pokey lodging like this ere, where there really is not room to swing a cat, and paying the deuce knows how much tin, too, when one has a splendid house in Great Coram Street going on all the time, with a rigler establishment of servants and all that sort of thing. Now, you knows, I doesnt grudge a wisit to Margate, though thats a town too, but then, you see, one has the sea to look at, whereas here, its nothing but a long street with shops, not so good as those in Red Lion Street, with a few small streets branching off from it, and as to the prommenard, as they calls it, aside the spa, with its trees and garden stuff, why, Im sure, to my mind, the Clarence Gardens up by the Regents Park, are quite as fine. Its true the doctor says I must remain another fortnight to perfect the cure, but then them ere M.D.s, or whatever you calls them, are such rum jockeys, and I always thinks they say one word for the patient and two for themselves. Now, my chap said, I must only take half a bottle o black strap a day at the werry most, whereas I have never had less than a whole one  his half first, as I say, and my own after  and because I tells him I take a pint, he flatters himself his treatment is capital, and that he is a wonderful M.D.; but as a man cant be better than well, I think well just see what theres to be seen in the neighbourhood, and then cut our sticks, and, as I said before, I should like werry much to see my Lord Segraves hounds, in order that I may judge whether there is anything in the wide world to be compared to the Surrey, for if I remember right, Mr. Nimrod described them as werry, werry fine, indeed.

Having formed this resolution, Jorrocks stamped on the floor (for the bell was broken) for the little boy who did the odd jobs of the house, to bring up his Hessian boots, into which having thrust his great calves, and replaced the old brown great-coat which he uses for a dressing-gown by a superfine Saxony blue, with metal buttons and pockets outside, he pulled his wig straight, stuck his white hat with the green flaps knowingly on his head, and sallied forth for execution as stout a man as ever. Knowing that the kennel is near the Winchcourt road, they proceeded in that direction, but after walking about a mile, came upon a groom on a chestnut horse, who, returning from the chase, was wetting his whistle at the appropriate sign of the Fox and Hounds, and who informed them that they had passed the turning for the kennel, but that the hounds were out, and then in a wood which he pointed out on the hillside about two miles off, into which they had just brought their fox. Looking in that direction, they presently saw the summit of one of the highest of the range of hills that encircle the town of Cheltenham, covered with horsemen and pedestrians, who kept moving backwards and forwards on the mountains brow, looking in the distance more like a flock of sheep than anything else. Jorrocks, being all right again and up to anything, proposed a start to the wood, and though he thought they should hardly reach it before the hounds either killed their fox or he broke away again, they agreed to take the chance, and away they went, best leg first as the saying is. The cover (Queen Wood by name, and, as Jorrocks found out from somebody, the property of Lord Ellenborough) being much larger than it at first appeared and the fox but a bad one, they were in lots of time, and having toiled to the top of the wood, Jorrocks swaggered in among the horsemen with all the importance of an alderman. For full an hour after they got there the hounds kept running in cover, the fox being repeatedly viewed and the pack continually pressing him. Once or twice he came out, but after skirting the covers edge a few yards turned in again. Indeed, there were two foxes on foot, one being a three-legged one, and it was extraordinary how he went and stood before hounds, going apparently very cautiously and stopping every now and then to listen. At last a thundering old grey-backed fellow went away before the whole field, making for the steep declivities that lead into the downs, and though the brow of the hill was covered with foot-people who holload and shouted enough to turn a lion, he would make his point, and only altering his course so as to avoid running right among the mob, he gained the summit of the hill and disappeared. This hill, being uncommonly steep, was a breather for hounds that had been running so long as they had, in a thick cover too, and neither they nor the horses went at it with any great dash. The fox was not a fellow to be caught very easily, and nothing but a good start could have given them any chance, but the hounds never got well settled to the scent, and after a fruitless cast his lordship gave it up, and Jorrocks and Co. trudged back to Cheltenham, J  highly delighted at so favourable an opportunity of seeing the hounds. Indeed, so pleased was he with the turn-out and the whole thing, that finding from Skinner, one of the whippers-in, that they met on the following morning at Purge Down-turnpike, in their best country, forgetting all about his indigestion and the royal spa, he went to Newman and Longridge, the horse dealers and livery stable keepers and engaged a couple of nags to look at the hounds upon, as he impressed upon their minds, which he ordered to be ready at nine oclock.

This day he proposed to give the landlord of the George Inn, in the High Street, the benefit of his rapacious appetite, and about five oclock (his latest London hour) they sat down to dinner. The George is neither exactly a swell house like the Royal Hotel or the Plough, nor yet a commercial one, but something betwixt and between. The coffee-room is very small, consequently all the frequenters are drawn together, and if a conversation is started a man must be deuced unsociable that does not join in the cry.

As three or four were sitting round the fire chatting over their tipple, and Jorrocks was telling some of his best bouncers, the door opened and a waiter bowed a fresh animal into the cage, who, after eyeing the party, took off his hat and forthwith proceeded to pull off divers neckcloths, cloaks, great-coats, muffitees, until he reduced himself to about half the size he was on entering. He was a little square-built old man, with white hair and plenty of it, a long stupid red face with little pig eyes, a very long awkward body, and very short legs. He was dressed in a blue coat, buff waistcoat, a sort of baggy grey or thunder-and-lightning trousers, over which he had buttoned a pair of long black gaiters. Having peeled, he rubbed his hands and blew upon them, as much as to say, Now, gentlemen, wont you let me have a smell of the fire? and, accordingly, by a sort of military revolution, they made a place for him right in the centre.

Coldish night I reckon, sir, said Jorrocks, looking him over.

Very cold indeed, very cold indeed, answered he, rubbing his elbows against his ribs, and stamping with his feet. Ive just got off the top of the Liverpool coach, and, I can assure you, its very cold riding outside a coach all day long  however, I always say that its better than being inside, though, indeed, its very little that I trouble coaches at all in the course of the year  generally travel in my own carriage, only my family have it with them in Bristol now, where Im going to join them; but Im well used to the elements, hunting, shooting, and fishing, as I do constantly.

This later announcement made Jorrocks rouse up, and finding himself in the company of a sportsman and one, too, who travelled in his own carriage, he assumed a different tone and commenced on a fresh tack and pray, may I make bold to inquire what country you hunts in, sir? said he.

Oh! I live in Cheshire  Mainwarings country, but Meltons the place I chiefly hunt at,  know all the fellows there; rare set of dogs, to be sure,  only country worth hunting in, to my mind.

Jorrocks. Rigler swells, though, the chaps, arnt they? Recollect one swell of a fellow coming with his upper lip all over fur into our country, thinking to astonish our weak minds, but I reckon we told him out.

Stranger. What! you hunt, do you?

Jorrocks. A few  youve perhaps heard tell of the Surrey unt?

Stranger. Cocktail affair, isnt it?

Jorrocks. No such thing, I assure you. Cocktail indeed! I likes that.

Stranger. Well, but its not what we calls a fast-coach.

Jorrocks. I doesnt know wot you calls a fast-coach, but if youve a mind to make a match, Ill bet you a hat, ay, or half a dozen hats, that Ill find a fellow to take the conceit out o any your Meltonians.

Stranger. Oh! I dont doubt but you have some good men among you; Im sure I didnt mean anything offensive, by asking if it was a cocktail affair, but we Meltonians certainly have a trick, I must confess, of running every other country down; come, sir, Ill drink the Surrey hunt with all my heart, said he, swigging off the remains of a glass of brandy-and-water which the waiter had brought him shortly after entering.

Jorrocks. Thank you, sir, kindly. Waiter, bring me a bottom o brandy, cold, without  and dont stint for quantity, if you please. Doesnt you think these inns werry expensive places, sir? I doesnt mean this in particular, but inns in general.

Stranger. Oh! I dont know, sir. We must expect to pay. Live and let live, is my motto. I always pay my inn bills without looking them over. Just cast my eyes at the bottom to see the amount, then call for pen and ink, add so much for waiter, so much for chambermaid, so much for boots, and if Im travelling in my own carriage so much for the ostler for greasing. Thats the way I do business, sir.

Jorrocks. Well, sir, a werry pleasant plan too, especially for the innkeeper  and all werry right for a gentleman of fortune like you. My motto, however, is Waste not, want not, and my wifes fathers motto was Wilful waste brings woeful want, and I likes to have my moneys worth.  Now, said he, pulling out a handful of bills, at some places that I go to they charges me six shillings a day for my dinner, and when I was ill and couldnt digest nothing but the lightest and plainest of breakfasts, when a fork breakfast in fact would have made a stiff un of me, and my muffin mill was almost stopped, they charged me two shillings for one cake, and sixpence for two eggs.  Now Im in the tea trade myself, you must know, and I contend that as things go, or at least as things went before the Barbarian eye, as they call Napier, kicked up a row with the Hong merchants, its altogether a shameful imposition, and I wonder people put up with it.

Stranger. Oh, sir, I dont know. I think that it is the charge all over the country. Besides, it doesnt do to look too closely at these things, and you must allow something for keeping up the coffee-room, you know  fire, candles, and so on.

Jorrocks. But blow me tight, you surely dont want a candle to breakfast by? However, I contends that innkeepers are great fools for making these sort of charges, for it makes people get out of their houses as quick as ever they can, whereas they might be inclined to stay if they could get things moderate.  For my part I likes a coffee-room, but having been used to commercial houses when I travelled, I knows what the charges ought to be. Now, this room is snug enough though small, and wont require no great keeping up.

Stranger. No  but this room is smaller than the generality of them, you know. They frequently have two fires in them, besides no end of oil burning.  I know the expense of these things, for I have a very large house in the country, and rely upon it, innkeepers have not such immense profits as many people imagines  but, as I said before, live and let live.

Jorrocks. So says I, live and let live  but wot I complains of is, that some innkeepers charge so much that they wont let people live. No man is fonder of eating than myself, but I dont like to pay by the mouthful, or yet to drink tea at so much a thimbleful. By the way, Sar, if you are not previously engaged, I should be werry happy to supply you with red Mocho or best Twankay at a very reasonable figure indeed for cash?

Stranger. Thank you, sir, thank you. Those are things I never interfere with  leave all these things to my people. My housekeeper sends me in her book every quarter day, with an account of what she pays. I just look at the amount  add so much for wages, and write a cheque live and let live! say I. However, added he, pulling out his watch, and ringing the bell for the chambermaid, I hate to get up very early, so I think it is time to go to bed, and I wish you a very good night, gentlemen all.

Jorrocks gets up, advances half-way to the door, makes him one of his most obsequious bows, and wishes him a werry good night. Having heard him tramp upstairs and safely deposited in his bedroom, they pulled their chairs together again, and making a smaller circle round the fire, proceeded to canvass their departed friend. Jorrocks began I say, wot a regular swell the chap is  a Meltonian, too.  I wonders who the deuce he is. Wish Mr. Nimrod was among us, he could tell us all about him, I dare say. Im blowed if I didnt take him for a commercial gentleman at first, until he spoke about his carriages. I likes to see gentlemen of fortune making themselves sociable by coming into the coffee-room, instead of sticking themselves up in private sitting-rooms, as if nobody was good enough for them. You know Melton, Mr. York; did you ever see the gentleman out?

I cant say that I ever did, said his friend, but people look so different in their red coats to what they do in mufti, that theres no such thing as recognising them unless you had a previous acquaintance with them. The fields in Leicestershire are sometimes so large that it requires a residence to get anything like a general knowledge of the hunt, and, you know, Northamptonshires the country for my money, after Surrey, of course.

I dont think he is a gentleman, observed a thin sallow-complexioned young man, who, sitting on one side of the fire, had watched the stranger very narrowly without joining in the conversation. He gives me more the idea of a gentlemans servant, acting the part of master, than anything else.

Jorrocks. Oh! he is a gentleman, Im sure  besides, a servant wouldnt travel in a carriage you know, and he talked about greasing the wheels and all that sort of thing, which showed he was familiar with the thing.

Thats very true, replied the youth but a servant may travel in the rumble and pay for greasing the wheels all the same, or perhaps have to grease them himself.

Well, I should say hes a foolish purse-proud sort of fellow, observed another, who has come into money unexpectedly, and who likes to be the cock of his party, and show off a little.

Jorrocks. Ill be bound to say youre all wrong  you are not fox-hunters, you see, or you would know that that is a way the sportsmen have  we always make ourselves at home and agreeable  have a word for everybody in fact, and no reserve; besides, you see, there was nothing gammonacious, as I calls it, about his toggery, no round-cut coats with sporting buttons, or coaches and four, or foxes for pins in his shirt.

I dont care for that, replied the sallow youth, dress him as you will, court suit, bag wig, and sword, youll make nothing better of him  hes a SNOB.

Jorrocks, getting up, runs to the table on which the hats were standing, saying, I wonder if hes left his castor behind him? Ive always found a mans hat will tell a good deal. This is yours, Mr. York, with the loop to it, and heres mine  I always writes Golgotha in mine, which being interpreted, you know, means the place of a skull. These are yours, I presume, gentlemen? said he, taking up two others. Confound him, hes taken his tile with him  however, Im quite positive hes a gentleman  lay you a hat apiece all round he is, if you like!

But how are we to prove it? inquired the youth.

Jorrocks. Call in the waiter.

Youth. He may know nothing about him, and a waiters gentleman is always the man who pays him most.

Jorrocks. Trust the waiter for knowing something about him, and if he doesnt, why, its only to send a purlite message upstairs, saying that two gentlemen in the coffee-room have bet a trifle that he is some nobleman  Lord Maryborough, for instance,  hes a little chap  but we must make haste, or the gentleman will be asleep.

Well, then, Ill take your bet of a hat, replied the youth, that he is not what I call a gentleman.

Jorrocks. I dont know what you calls a gentleman. Ill lay you a hat, a guinea one, either white or black, whichever you like, but none o your dog hairs or gossamers, mind  that hes a man of dibs, and doesnt follow no trade or calling, and if that isnt a gentleman, I dont know wot is. What say you, Mr. York?

Suppose we put it thus  You bet this gentleman a hat that hes a Meltonian, which will comprise all the rest.

Jorrocks. Werry well put. Do you take me, sir? A guinea hat against a guinea hat.

I do, said the youth.

Jorrocks. Then DONE  now ring the bell for the waiter  Ill pump him.

Enter waiter.

Jorrocks. Snuff them candles, if you please, and bring me another bottom o brandy-cold, without  and, waiter! here, pray who is that gentleman that came in by the Liverpool coach to-night? The little gentleman in long black gaiters who sat in this chair, you know, and had some brandy-and-water.

Waiter. I know who you mean, sir, quite well, the gentleman whos gone to bed. Let me see, whats his name? He keeps that large Hotel in  Street, Liverpool  whats the  Here an immense burst of laughter drowned the remainder of the sentence.

Jorrocks rose in a rage. No! you double-distilled blockhead, said he, no such thing  youre thinking of someone else. The gentleman hunts at Melton Mowbray, and travels in his own carriage.

Waiter. I dont know nothing about Melton Mowbray, sir, but the last time he came through here on his road to Bristol, he was in one of his own rattle-trap yellows, and had such a load  his wife, a nurse, and eight children inside; himself, his son, and an apple-tree on the dickey  that the horses knocked up half-way and...

Jorrocks. Say no more  say no more  d  n his teeth and toe-nails  and thats swearing  a thing I never do but on the most outrageous occasions. Confounded humbug, Ill be upsides with him, however. Waiter, bring the bill and no more brandy. Never was so done in all my life  a gammonacious fellow! There, sir, theres your one pound one, said he, handing a sovereign and a shilling to the winner of the hat. Give me my tile, and lets mizzle.  Waiter, I cant wait; must bring the bill up to my lodgings in the morning if it isnt ready.  Come away, come away  I shall never get over this as long as ever I live. Live and let live, indeed! no wonder he stuck up for the innkeepers  a publican and a sinner as he is. Good night, gentlemen, good night.

Exit Jorrocks.


VII. AQUATICS: MR. JORROCKS AT MARGATE
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THE SHADY SIDE of Cheapside had become a luxury, and footmen in red plush breeches objects of real commiseration, when Mr. Jorrocks, tired of the heat and ungrateful hurry of the town, resolved upon undertaking an aquatic excursion. He was sitting, as is his custom always in the afternoon, in the arbour at the farther end of his gravel walk, which he dignifies by the name of garden, and had just finished a rough mental calculation, as to whether he could eat more bread spread with jam or honey, when the idea of the jaunt entered his imagination. Being a man of great decision, he speedily winnowed the project over in his mind, and producing a five-pound note from the fob of his small clothes, passed it in review between his fingers, rubbed out the creases, held it up to the light, refolded and restored it to his fob. Batsay, cried he, bring my castor  the white one as hangs next the blue cloak; and forthwith a rough-napped, unshorn-looking, white hat was transferred from the peg to Mr. Jorrockss head. This done, he proceeded to the Piazza, where he found the Yorkshireman exercising himself up and down the spacious coffee-room, and, grasping his hand with the firmness of a vice, he forthwith began unburthening himself of the object of his mission. Ow are you? said he, shaking his arm like the handle of a pump. Ow are you, I say?  Im so delighted to see you, ye carnt think  isnt this charming weather! It makes me feel like a butterfly  really think the air is sprouting under my vig. Here he took off his wig and rubbed his hand over his bald head, as though he were feeling for the shoots.

Now to business  Mrs. J  is away at Tooting, as you perhaps knows, and Im all alone in Great Coram Street, with the key of the cellar, larder, and all that sort of thing, and Ive a werry great mind to be off on a jaunt  what say you? Not the slightest objection, replied the Yorkshireman, on the old principle of you finding cash, and me finding company. Why, now Ill tell you, werry honestly, that I should greatly prefer your paying your own shot; but, however, if youve a mind to do as I do, Ill let you stand in the half of a five-pound note and whatever silver I have in my pocket, pulling out a great handful as he spoke, and counting up thirty-two and sixpence. Very good, replied the Yorkshireman when he had finished, Im your man;  and not to be behindhand in point of liberality, Ive got threepence that I received in change at the cigar divan just now, which I will add to the common stock, so that we shall have six pounds twelve and ninepence between us. Between us! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, now thats so like a Yorkshireman. I declare you Northerns seem to think all the world are asleep except yourselves;  howsomever, I vont quarrel with you  youre a goodish sort of chap in your way, and so long as I keep the swag, we carnt get far wrong. Well, then, to-morrow at two well start for Margate  the most delightful place in all the world, where we will have a rare jollification, and can stay just as long as the money holds out. So now good-bye  Im off home again to see about wittles for the woyage.

It were almost superfluous to mention that the following day was a Saturday  for no discreet citizen would think of leaving town on any other. It dawned with uncommon splendour, and the cocks of Coram Street and adjacent parts seemed to hail the morn with more than their wonted energy. Never, save on a hunting morning, did Mr. Jorrocks tumble about in bed with such restless anxiety as cock after cock took up the crow in every gradation of noise from the shrill note of the free street-scouring chanticleer before the door, to the faint response of the cooped and prisoned victims of the neighbouring poulterers, their efforts being aided by the flutterings and impertinent chirruping of swarms of town-bred sparrows.

At length the boy, Binjimin, tapped at his masters door, and, depositing his can of shaving-water on his dressing-table, took away his coat and waistcoat, under pretence of brushing them, but in reality to feel if he had left any pence in the pockets. With pleasure Mr. Jorrocks threw aside the bed-clothes, and bounded upon the floor with a bump that shook his own and adjoining houses. On this day a few extra minutes were devoted to his toilet, one or two of which were expended in adjusting a gold foxhead pin in a conspicuous part of his white tie, and in drawing on a pair of new dark blue stocking-net pantaloons, made so excessively tight, that at starting, any of his Newmarket friends would have laid three to two against his ever getting into them at all. When on, however, they fully developed the substantial proportions of his well-rounded limbs, while his large tasselled Hessians showed that the bootmaker had been instructed to make a pair for a great calf. A blue coat, with metal buttons, ample laps, and pockets outside, with a handsome buff kerseymere waistcoat, formed his costume on this occasion. Breakfast being over, he repaired to St. Botolph Lane, there to see his letters and look after his commercial affairs; in which the reader not being interested, we will allow the Yorkshireman to figure a little.

About half-past one this enterprising young man placed himself in Tommy Slys wherry at the foot of the Savoy stairs, and not agreeing in opinion with Mr. Jorrocks that it is of no use keeping a dog and barking oneself, he took an oar and helped to row himself down to London Bridge. At the wharf below the bridge there lay a magnificent steamer, painted pea-green and white, with flags flying from her masts, and the deck swarming with smart bonnets and bodices. Her name was the Royal Adelaide, from which the sagacious reader will infer that this excursion was made during the late reign. The Yorkshireman and Tommy Sly having wormed their way among the boats, were at length brought up within one of the vessels, and after lying on their oars a few seconds, they were attracted by, Now, sir, are you going to sleep there? addressed to a rival nautical whose boat obstructed the way, and on looking up on deck what a sight burst upon the Yorkshiremans astonished vision!  Mr. Jorrocks, with his coat off, and a fine green velvet cap or turban, with a broad gold band and tassel, on his head, hoisting a great hamper out of the wherry, rejecting all offers of assistance, and treating the laughter and jeers of the porters and bystanders with ineffable contempt. At length he placed the load to his liking, and putting on his coat, adjusted his hunting telescope, and advanced to the side, as the Yorkshireman mounted the step-ladder and came upon deck. Werry near being over late, said he, pulling out his watch, just at which moment the last bell rang, and a few strokes of the paddles sent the vessel away from the quay. A miss is as good as a mile, replied the Yorkshireman; but pray what have you got in the hamper?

In the amper! Why, wittles to be sure. You seem to forget we are going a woyage, and ow keen the sea hair is. Ive brought a knuckle of weal, half a ham, beef, sarsingers, chickens, sherry white, and all that sort of thing, and werry acceptable theyll be by the time we get to the Nore, or may be before.

Ease her! Stop her! cried the captain through his trumpet, just as the vessel was getting into her stride in mid-stream, and, with true curiosity, the passengers flocked to the side, to see who was coming, though they could not possibly have examined half they had on board. Mr. Jorrocks, of course, was not behindhand in inquisitiveness, and proceeded to adjust his telescope. A wherry was seen rowing among the craft, containing the boatman, and a gentleman in a woolly white hat, with a bright pea-green coat, and a basket on his knee. By jingo, heres Jemmy Green! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, taking his telescope from his eye, and giving his thigh a hearty slap. How unkimmon lucky! The werry man of all others I should most like to see. You know James Green, dont you? addressing the Yorkshireman young James Green, junior, of Tooley Street  everybody knows him  most agreeable young man in Christendom  fine warbler  beautiful dancer  everything that a young man should be.

How are you James? cried Jorrocks, seizing him by the hand as his friend stepped upon deck; but whether it was the nervousness occasioned by the rocking of the wherry, or the shaking of the step-ladder up the side of the steamer, or Mr. Jorrockss new turban cap, but Mr. Green, with an old-maidish reserve, drew back from the proffered embrace of his friend. You have the adwantage of me, sir, said he, fidgeting back as he spoke, and eyeing Mr. Jorrocks with unmeasured surprise Yet stay  if Im not deceived its Mr. Jorrocks  so it is! and thereupon they joined hands most cordially, amid exclamations of, Ow are you, J  ? Ow are you, G  ? Ow are you, J  ? So glad to see you, J   So glad to see you, G   So glad to see you, J   And pray what may you have in your basket? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, putting his hand to the bottom of a neat little green-and-white willow womans basket, apparently for the purpose of ascertaining its weight. Only my clothes, and a little prowision for the woyage. A baked pigeon, some cold maccaroni, and a few pectoral lozenges. At the bottom are my Margate shoes, with a comb in one, and a razor in tother; then comes the prog, and at the top, Ive a dickey and a clean front for to-morrow. I abominates travelling with much luggage. Where, I ax, is the use of carrying nightcaps, when the innkeepers always prowide them, without extra charge? The same with regard to soap. Shave, I say, with what you find in your tray. A wet towel makes an excellent tooth-brush, and a pen-knife both cuts and cleans your nails. Perhaps youll present your friend to me, added he in the same breath, with a glance at the Yorkshireman, upon whose arm Mr. Jorrocks was resting his telescope hand. Much pleasure, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with his usual urbanity. Allow me to introduce Mr. Stubbs, Mr. Green, Mr. Green, Mr. Stubbs: now pray shake hands, added he, for Im sure youll be werry fond of each other; and thereupon Jemmy, in the most patronising manner, extended his two forefingers to the Yorkshireman, who presented him with one in return. For the information of such of our readers as may never have seen Mr. James Green, senior junior, either in Tooley Street, Southwark, where the patronymic name abounds, or at Messrs. Tattersalls, where he generally exhibits on a Monday afternoon, we may premise, that though a little man in stature, he is a great man in mind and a great swell in costume. On the present occasion, as already stated, he had on a woolly white hat, his usual pea-green coat, with a fine, false, four-frilled front to his shirt, embroidered, plaited, and puckered, like a ladys habit-shirt. Down the front were three or four different sorts of studs, and a butterfly brooch, made of various coloured glasses, sat in the centre. His cravat was of a yellow silk with a flowered border, confining gills sharp and pointed that looked up his nostrils; his double-breasted waistcoat was of red and yellow tartan with blue glass post-boy buttons; and his trousers, which were very wide and cut out over the foot of rusty-black chamois-leather opera-boots, were of a broad blue stripe upon a white ground. A curly, bushy, sandy-coloured wig protruded from the sides of his woolly white hat, and shaded a vacant countenance, which formed the frontispiece of a great chuckle head. Sky-blue gloves and a stout cane, with large tassels, completed the rigging of this borough dandy. Altogether he was as fine as any peacock, and as vain as the proudest.

And ow is Mrs. J  ? inquired Green with the utmost affability I hopes shes uncommon well  pray, is she of your party? looking round. Why, no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, shes off at Tooting at her mothers, and Im just away, on the sly, to stay a five-pound at Margate this delightful weather. Ow long do you remain? Oh, only till Monday morning  I goes every Saturday; in fact, added he in an undertone, Ive a season ticket, so I may just as well use it, as stay poking in Tooley Street with the old folks, who really are so uncommon glumpy, that its quite refreshing to get away from them.

Thats a pity, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with one of his benevolent looks. But ow comes it, James, you are not married? You are not a bouy now, and should be looking out for a home of your own. True, my dear J  , true, replied Mr. Green; and Ill tell you wot, our principal book-keeper and I have made many calculations on the subject, and being a man of literature like yourself, he gave it as his opinion the last time we talked the matter over, that it would only be avoiding Silly and running into Crab-beds; which I presume means Quod or the Bench. Unless he can have a wife made to order, he says hell never wed. Besides, the women are such a bothersome encroaching set. I declare Im so pestered with them that I dont know vich vay to turn. They are always tormenting of me. Only last week one sent me a specification of what shed marry me for, and I declare her dress, alone, came to more than I have to find myself in clothes, ball-and concert-tickets, keep an oss, go to theatres, buy lozenges, letter-paper, and everything else with. There were bumbazeens, and challies, and merinos, and crape, and gauze, and dimity, and caps, bonnets, stockings, shoes, boots, rigids, stays, ringlets; and, would you believe it, she had the unspeakable audacity to include a bustle! It was the most monstrous specification and proposal I ever read, and I returned it by the twopenny post, axing her if she hadnt forgotten to include a set of false teeth. Still, I confess, Im tired of Tooley Street. I feel that I have a soul above hemp, and was intended for a brighter sphere; but vot can one do, cooped up at home without men of henergy for companions? No prospect of improvement either; for I left our old gentleman alarmingly well just now, pulling about the flax and tow, as though his dinner depended upon his exertions. I think if the women would let me alone, I might have some chance, but it worries a man of sensibility and refinement to have them always tormenting of one.  Ive no objection to be led, but, dash my buttons, I vont be driven. Certainly not, replied Mr. Jorrocks, with great gravity, jingling the silver in his breeches-pocket. Its an old saying, James, and times proves it true, that you may take an oss to the water but you carnt make him drink  and talking of osses, pray, how are you off in that line? Oh, werry well  uncommon, I may say  a thoroughbred, bang tail down to the hocks, by Phantom, out of Baron Munchausens dam  gave a hatful of money for him at Tatts.  five fives  a deal of tin as times go. But hes a perfect oss, I assure you  bright bay with four black legs, and never a white hair upon him. Hes touched in the vind, but thats nothing  Im not a fox-hunter, you know, Mr. Jorrocks; besides, I find the music he makes werry useful in the streets, as a warning to the old happle women to get out of the way. Pray, sir, turning to the Yorkshireman with a jerk, do you dance?  as the boat band, consisting of a harp, a flute, a lute, a long horn, and a short horn, struck up a quadrille,  and, without waiting for a reply, our hero sidled past, and glided among the crowd that covered the deck.

A fine young man, James, observed Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing Jemmy as he elbowed his way down the boat fine young man  wants a little of his fathers ballast, but theres no putting old heads on young shoulders. Hes a beautiful dancer, added Mr. Jorrocks, putting his arm through the Yorkshiremans, lets go and see him foot it. Having worked their way down, they at length got near the dancers, and mounting a ballast box had a fine view of the quadrille. There were eight or ten couple at work, and Jemmy had chosen a fat, dumpy, red-faced girl, in a bright orange-coloured muslin gown, with black velvet Vandyked flounces, and green boots  a sort of walking sunflower, with whom he was pointing his toe, kicking out behind, and pirouetting with great energy and agility. His male vis-à-vis was a waistcoatless young Daniel Lambert, in white ducks, and a blue dress-coat, with a carnation in his mouth, who with a damsel in ten colours, reeld to and fro in humble imitation. Green for ever! cried Mr. Jorrocks, taking off his velvet cap and waving it encouragingly over his head: Green for ever! Go it Green! and, accordingly, Green went it with redoubled vigour. Wiggins for ever! responded a female voice opposite, I say, Wiggins! which was followed by a loud clapping of hands, as the fat gentleman made an astonishing step. Each had his admiring applauders, though Wiggins had the call among the ladies  the opposition voice that put him in nomination proceeding from the mother of his partner, who, like her daughter, was a sort of walking pattern book. The spirit of emulation lasted throughout the quadrille, after which, sunflower in hand, Green traversed the deck to receive the compliments of the company.

You must be ungry, observed Mr. Jorrocks, with great politeness to the lady, after all your exertions, as the latter stood mopping herself with a coarse linen handkerchief pray, James, bring your partner to our amper, and let me offer her some refreshment, which was one word for the Sunflower and two for himself, the sea breeze having made Mr. Jorrocks what he called unkimmon peckish. The hamper was speedily opened, the knuckle of veal, the half ham, the aitch bone of beef, the Dorking sausages (made in Drury Lane), the chickens, and some dozen or two of plovers eggs were exhibited, while Green, with disinterested generosity, added his baked pigeon and cold maccaroni to the common stock. A vigorous attack was speedily commenced, and was kept up, with occasional interruptions by Green running away to dance, until they hove in sight of Herne Bay, which caused an interruption to a very interesting lecture on wines, that Mr. Jorrocks was in the act of delivering, which went to prove that port and sherry were the parents of all wines, port the father, and sherry the mother; and that Bluecellas, hock, Burgundy, claret, Teneriffe, Madeira, were made by the addition of water, vinegar, and a few chemical ingredients, and that of all humbugs, pale sherry was the greatest, being neither more nor less than brown sherry watered. Mr. Jorrocks then set to work to pack up the leavings in the hamper, observing as he proceeded, that wilful waste brought woeful want, and that waste not, want not, had ever been the motto of the Jorrocks family.

It was nearly eight oclock ere the Royal Adelaide touched the point of the far-famed Margate Jetty, a fact that was announced as well by the usual bump, and scuttle to the side to get out first, as by the band striking up God save the King, and the mate demanding the tickets of the passengers. The sun had just dropped beneath the horizon, and the gas-lights of the town had been considerately lighted to show him to bed, for the day was yet in the full vigour of life and light.

Two or three other cargoes of cockneys having arrived before, the whole place was in commotion, and the beach swarmed with spectators as anxious to watch this last disembarkation as they had been to see the first. By a salutary regulation of the sages who watch over the interests of the town, all manner of persons, are prohibited from walking upon the jetty during this ceremony, but the platform of which it is composed being very low, those who stand on the beach outside the rails, are just about on a right level to shoot their impudence cleverly into the ears of the new-comers who are paraded along two lines of gaping, quizzing, laughing, joking, jeering citizens, who fire volleys of wit and satire upon them as they pass. Theres leetle Jemmy Green again! exclaimed a nursery-maid with two fat, ruddy children in her arms, hes a beauty without paint! Hallo, Jorrocks, my hearty! lend us your hand, cried a brother member of the Surrey Hunt. Then there was a pointing of fingers and cries of Thats Jorrocks! thats Green! Thats Green! thats Jorrocks! and a murmuring titter, and exclamations of Theres Simpkins! how pretty he is! But theres Wiggins, whos much nicer. My eye, what a cauliflower hat Mrs. Thompsons got! What a buck young Snooks is! What gummy legs that girl in green has! Miss Trotters bustles on crooked! from the young ladies at Miss Trimmers seminary who were drawn up to show the numerical strength of the academy, and act the part of walking advertisements. These observations were speedily drowned by the lusty lungs of a flyman bellowing out, as Green passed, Hallo! my young brockley-sprout, are you here again?  now then for the tizzy you owe me,  I have been waiting here for it ever since last Monday morning. This salute produced an irate look and a shake of his cane from Green, with a mutter of something about imperance, and a wish that he had his big fighting foreman there to thrash him. When they got to the gate at the end, the tide of fashion became obstructed by the kissings of husbands and wives, the greetings of fathers and sons, the officiousness of porters, the cries of flymen, the importunities of innkeepers, the cards of bathing-women, the salutations of donkey drivers, the programmes of librarians, and the rush and push of the inquisitive; and the waters of comers and stayers mingled in one common flood of indescribable confusion.

Mr. Jorrocks, who, hamper in hand, had elbowed his way with persevering resignation, here found himself so beset with friends all anxious to wring his digits, that, fearful of losing either his bed or his friends, he besought Green to step on to the White Hart and see about accommodation. Accordingly Green ran his fingers through the bushy sides of his yellow wig, jerked up his gills, and with a négligé air strutted up to that inn, which, as all frequenters of Margate know, stands near the landing-place, and commands a fine view of the harbour. Mr. Creed, the landlord, was airing himself at the door, or, as Shakespeare has it, taking his ease at his inn, and knowing Green of old to be a most unprofitable customer, he did not trouble to move his position farther than just to draw up one leg so as not wholly to obstruct the passage, and looked at him as much as to say I prefer your room to your company. Quite full here, sir, said he, anticipating Greens question. Full, indeed? replied Jemmy, pulling up his gills thats werry awkward, Mr. Jorrocks has come down with myself and a friend, and we want accommodation. Mr. Jorrocks, indeed! replied Mr. Creed, altering his tone and manner; Im sure I shall be delighted to receive Mr. Jorrocks  hes one of the oldest customers I have  and one of the best  none of your glass of water and toothpick gentleman  real downright, black-strap man, likes it hot and strong from the wood  always pays like a gentleman  never fights about three-pences, like some people I know, looking at Jemmy. Pray, what rooms may you require? Vy, theres myself, Mr. Jorrocks, and Mr. Jorrockss other friend  three in all, and we shall want three good, hairy bedrooms. Well, I dont know, replied Mr. Creed, laughing, about their hairiness, but I can rub them with bears grease for you. Jemmy pulled up his gills and was about to reply, when Mr. Jorrockss appearance interrupted the dialogue. Mr. Creed advanced to receive him, blowing up his porters for not having been down to carry up the hamper, which he took himself and bore to the coffee-room, amid protestations of his delight at seeing his worthy visitor.

Having talked over the changes of Margate, of those that were there, those that were not, and those that were coming, and adverted to the important topic of supper, Mr. Jorrocks took out his yellow and white spotted handkerchief and proceeded to flop his Hessian boots, while Mr. Creed, with his own hands, rubbed him over with a long billiard-table brush. Green, too, put himself in form by the aid of the looking-glass, and these preliminaries being adjusted, the trio sallied forth arm-in-arm, Mr. Jorrocks occupying the centre. It was a fine, balmy summer evening, the beetles and moths still buzzed and flickered in the air, and the sea rippled against the shingly shore, with a low indistinct murmur that scarcely sounded among the busy hum of men. The shades of night were drawing on  a slight mist hung about the hills, and a silvery moon shed a broad brilliant ray upon the quivering waters of the dark blue sea, and an equal light over the wide expanse of the troubled town. How strange that man should leave the quiet scenes of nature, to mix in myriads of those they profess to quit cities to avoid! One turn to the shore, and the gas-lights of the town drew back the party like moths to the streets, which were literally swarming with the population. Cheapside, at three oclock in the afternoon, as Mr. Jorrocks observed, was never fuller than Margate streets that evening. All was lighted up  all brilliant and all gay  care seemed banished from every countenance, and pretty faces and smart gowns reigned in its stead. Mr. Jorrocks met with friends and acquaintances at every turn, most of whom asked when he came? and when he was going away? Having perambulated the streets, the sound of music attracted Jemmy Greens attention, and our party turned into a long, crowded and brilliantly lighted bazaar, just as the last notes of a barrel-organ at the far end faded away, and a young woman in a hat and feathers, with a swans-down muff and tippet, was handed by a very smart young man in dirty white Berlin gloves, and an equally soiled white waistcoat, into a sort of orchestra above where, after the plaudits of the company had subsided, she struck-up:

If I had a donkey vot vouldnt go.

At the conclusion of the song, and before the company had time to disperse, the same smart young gentleman,  having rehanded the young lady from the orchestra and pocketed his gloves,  ran his fingers through his hair, and announced from that eminence, that the spirited proprietors of the Bazaar were then going to offer for public competition in the enterprising shape of a raffle, in tickets, at one shilling each, a most magnificently genteel, rosewood, general perfume box fitted up with cedar and lined with red silk velvet, adorned with cut-steel clasps at the sides, and a solid, massive, silver name-plate at the top, with a best patent Bramah lock and six chaste and beautifully rich cut-glass bottles, and a plate-glass mirror at the top  a box so splendidly perfect, so beautifully unique, as alike to defy the powers of praise and the critiques of the envious; and thereupon he produced a flashy sort of thing that might be worth three and sixpence, for which he modestly required ten subscribers, at a shilling each, adding, that even with that number the proprietors would incur a werry heavy loss, for which nothing but a boundless sense of gratitude for favours past could possibly recompense them. The youths eloquence and the glitter of the box reflecting, as it did at every turn, the gas-lights both in its steel and glass, had the desired effect  shillings went down, and tickets went off rapidly, until only three remained. Four, five, and ten, are the only numbers now remaining, observed the youth, running his eye up the list and wetting his pencil in his mouth. Four, five and ten! ten, four, five! five, four, ten! are the only numbers now vacant for this werry genteel and magnificent rosewood perfume-box, lined with red velvet, cut-steel clasps, a silver plate for the name, best patent Bramah lock, and six beautiful rich cut-glass bottles, with a plate glass mirror in the lid  and only four, five, and ten now vacant! Ill take ten, said Green, laying down a shilling. Thank you, sir  only four and five now wanting, ladies and gentlemen  pray, be in time  pray, be in time! This is without exception the most brilliant prize ever offered for public competition. There were only two of these werry elegant boxes made,  the unfortunate mechanic who executed them being carried off by that terrible malady, the cholera morbus,  and the other is now in the possession of his most Christian Majesty the King of the French. Only four and five wanting to commence throwing for this really perfect specimen of human ingenuity  only four and five! Ill take them, cried Green, throwing down two shillings more  and then the table was cleared  the dice box produced, and the crowd drew round. Number one!  who holds number one? inquired the keeper, arranging the paper, and sucking the end of his pencil. A young gentleman in a blue jacket and white trousers owned the lot, and, accordingly, led off the game. The lottery-keeper handed the box, and put in the dice  rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, plop, and lift up seven and four are eleven now again, if you please, sir, putting the dice into the box  rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, plop, and lift up  a loud laugh one and two make three  the youth bit his lips;  rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle, plop  a pause  and lift up threes! six, three, and eleven, are twenty. Now who holds number two?  what lady or gentleman holds number two? Pray, step forward! The Sunflower drew near  Green looked confused  she fixed her eye upon him, half in fear, half in entreaty  would he offer to throw for her? No, by Jove, Green was not so green as all that came to, and he let her shake herself. She threw twenty-two, thereby putting an extinguisher on the boy, and raising Jemmys chance considerably. Three was held by a youngster in nankeen petticoats, who would throw for himself, and shook the box violently enough to be heard at Broadstairs. He scored nineteen, and, beginning to cry immediately, was taken home. Green was next, and all eyes turned upon him, for he was a noted hand. He advanced to the table with great sangfroid, and, turning back the wrists of his coat, exhibited his beautiful sparkling paste shirt buttons, and the elegant turn of his taper hand, the middle finger of which was covered with massive rings. He took the box in a négligé manner, and without condescending to shake it, slid the dice out upon the table by a gentle sideway motion sixes! cried all, and down the marker put twelve. At the second throw, he adopted another mode. As soon as the dice were in, he just chucked them up in the air like as many halfpence, and down they came five and six eleven, said the marker. With a look of triumph Green held the box for the third time, which he just turned upside down, and lo, on uncovering, there stood two ones! A loud laugh burst forth, and Green looked confused. Im so glad! whispered a young lady, who had made an unsuccessful set at Jemmy the previous season, in a tone loud enough for him to hear. I hope hell lose, rejoined a female friend, rather louder. That Jemmy Green is my absolute abhorrence, observed a third. Orrible man, with his nasty vig, observed the mamma of the first speaker shouldnt have my darter not at no price. Green, however, headed the poll, having beat the Sunflower, and had still two lots in reserve. For number five, he threw twenty-five, and was immediately outstripped, amid much laughter and clapping of hands from the ladies, by number six, who in his turn fell a prey to number seven. Between eight and nine there was a very interesting contest who should be lowest, and hopes and fears were at their altitude, when Jemmy Green again turned back his coat-wrist to throw for number ten. His confidence had forsaken him a little, as indicated by a slight quivering of the under-lip, but he managed to conceal it from all except the ladies, who kept too scrutinising an eye upon him. His first throw brought sixes, which raised his spirits amazingly; but on their appearance a second time, he could scarcely contain himself, backed as he was by the plaudits of his friend Mr. Jorrocks. Then came the deciding throw  every eye was fixed on Jemmy, he shook the box, turned it down, and lo! there came seven.

Mr. James Green is the fortunate winner of this magnificent prize! exclaimed the youth, holding up the box in mid-air, and thereupon all the ladies crowded round Green, some to congratulate him, others to compliment him on his looks, while one or two of the least knowing tried to coax him out of his box. Jemmy, however, was too old a stager, and pocketed the box and other compliments at the same time.

Another grind of the organ, and another song followed from the same young lady, during which operation Green sent for the manager, and, after a little beating about the bush, proposed singing a song or two, if he would give him lottery-tickets gratis. He asked three shilling-tickets for each song, and finally closed for five tickets for two songs, on the understanding that he was to be announced as a distinguished amateur, who had come forward by most particular desire.

Accordingly the manager  a roundabout, red-faced, consequential little cockney  mounted the rostrum, and begged to announce to the company that that celebrated wocalist, Mr. James Green, so well known as a distinguished amateur and conwivialist, both at Bagnigge Wells, and Vite Conduit House, LONDON, had werry kindly consented, in order to promote the hilarity of the evening, to favour the company with a song immediately after the drawing of the next lottery, and after a few high-flown compliments, which elicited a laugh from those who were up to Jemmys mode of doing business, he concluded by offering a papier-maché tea-caddy for public competition, in shilling lots as before.

As soon as the drawing was over, they gave the organ a grind, and Jemmy popped up with a hop, step, and a jump, with his woolly white hat under his arm, and presented himself with a scrape and a bow to the company. After a few preparatory hems and haws, he pulled up his gills and spoke as follows: Ladies and gentlemen! hem  another pull at his gills ladies and gentlemen  my walued friend, Mr. Kitey Graves, has announced that I will entertain the company with a song; though nothing, I assure you  hem  could be farther from my idea  hem  when my excellent friend asked me, Hookey Walker! exclaimed someone who had heard Jemmy declare the same thing half a dozen times and, indeed, ladies and gentlemen  hem  nothing but the werry great regard I have for Mr. Kitey Graves, who I have known and loved ever since he was the height of sixpennorth of coppers a loud laugh followed this allusion, seeing that eighteenpenny-worth would almost measure out the speaker. On giving another hem, and again pulling up his gills, an old Kentish farmer, in a brown coat and mahogany-coloured tops, holloaed out, I say, sir! Im afeard youll be catching cold! I opes not, replied Jemmy in a fluster, is it raining? Ive no umbrella, and my werry best coat on! No! raining, no! replied the farmer, only youve pulled at your shirt so long that I think you must be bare behind! Haw! haw! haw! at which all the males roared with laughter, and the females hid their faces in their handkerchiefs, and tittered and giggled, and tried to be shocked. ORDER! ORDER! cried Mr. Jorrocks, in a loud and sonorous voice, which had the effect of quelling the riot and drawing all eyes upon himself. Ladies and gentlemen, said he, taking off his cap with great gravity, and extending his right arm,

Immodest words admit of no defence,

For want of decency is want of sense;

a couplet so apropos, and so well delivered, as to have the immediate effect of restoring order and making the farmer look foolish. Encouraged by the voice of his great patron, Green once more essayed to finish his speech, which he did by a fresh assurance of the surprise by which he had been taken by the request of his friend, Kitey Graves, and an exhortation for the company to make allowance for any deficiency of woice, inasmuch as how as labouring under a wiolent orseness, for which he had long been taking pectoral lozenges. He then gave his gills another pull, felt if they were even, and struck up:

Bid me discourse,

in notes, compared to which the screaming of a peacock would be perfect melody. Mr. Jorrocks having taken a conspicuous position, applauded long, loudly, and warmly, at every pause  approbation the more deserved and disinterested, inasmuch as the worthy gentleman suffers considerably from music, and only knows two tunes, one of which, he says, is God save the King, and the other isnt.

Having seen his protégé fairly under way, Mr. Jorrocks gave him a hint that he would return to the White Hart, and have supper ready by the time he was done; accordingly the Yorkshireman and he withdrew along an avenue politely formed by the separation of the company, who applauded as they passed.

An imperial quart and a half of Mr. Creeds stoutest draft port, with the orthodox proportion of lemon, cloves, sugar, and cinnamon, had almost boiled itself to perfection under the skilful superintendence of Mr. Jorrocks, on the coffee-room fire, and a table had been handsomely decorated with shrimps, lobsters, broiled bones, fried ham, poached eggs, when just as the clock had finished striking eleven, the coffee-room door opened with a rush, and in tripped Jemmy Green with his hands crammed full of packages, and his trousers pockets sticking out like a Dutch burgomasters. Vell, Ive done em brown to-night, I think, said he, depositing his hat and half a dozen packages on the sideboard, and running his fingers through his curls to make them stand up. Ive won nine lotteries, and left one undrawn when I came away, because it did not seem likely to fill. Let me see, said he, emptying his pockets, there is the beautiful rosewood box that I won, ven you was there; the next was a set of crimping-irons, vich I von also; the third was a jockey-vip, which I did not want and only stood one ticket for and lost; the fourth was this elegant box, with a view of Margate on the lid; then came these six sherry labels with silver rims; a snuff-box with an inwisible mouse; a coral rattle with silver bells; a silk yard measure in a walnut-shell; a couple of West India beetles; a humming-bird in a glass case, which I lost; and then these dozen bodkins with silver eyes  so that altogether I have made a pretty good nights work of it. Kitey Graves wasnt in great force, so after I had sung Bid me Discourse, and Id be a Butterfly, I cut my stick and went to the hopposition shop, where they used me much more genteelly; giving me three tickets for a song, and introducing me in more flattering terms to the company  dont like being considered one of the nasty reglars, and they should make a point of explaining that one isnt. Besides, what business had Kitey to say anything about Bagnigge Vells? a hass!  Now, perhaps, youll favour me with some supper.

Certainly, replied Mr. Jorrocks, patting Jemmy approvingly on the head you deserve some. Its only no song, no supper, and youve been singing like a nightingale; thereupon they set to with vigorous determination.

A bright Sunday dawned, and the beach at an early hour was crowded with men in dressing-gowns of every shape, hue, and material, with buff slippers  the regulation Margate shoeing, both for men and women. As the hour of eleven approached, and the church bells began to ring, the town seemed to awaken suddenly from a trance, and bonnets the most superb, and dresses the most extravagant, poured forth from lodgings the most miserable. Having shaved and dressed himself with more than ordinary care and attention, Mr. Jorrocks walked his friends off to church, assuring them that no one need hope to prosper throughout the week who did not attend it on the Sunday, and he marked his own devotion throughout the service by drowning the clerks voice with his responses. After this spiritual ablution Mr. Jorrocks bethought himself of having a bodily one in the sea; and the day being excessively hot, and the tide about the proper mark, he pocketed a couple of towels out of his bedroom and went away to bathe, leaving Green and the Yorkshireman to amuse themselves at the White Hart.

This house, as we have already stated, faces the harbour, and is a corner one, running a considerable way up the next street, with a side door communicating, as well as the front one, with the coffee-room. This room differs from the generality of coffee-rooms, inasmuch as the windows range the whole length of the room, and being very low they afford every facility for the children and passers-by to inspect the interior. Whether this is done to show the Turkey carpet, the pea-green cornices, the bright mahogany slips of tables, the gay trellised geranium-papered room, or the aristocratic visitors who frequent it, is immaterial  the description is as accurate as if George Robins had drawn it himself. In this room then, as the Yorkshireman and Green were lying dozing on three chairs apiece, each having fallen asleep to avoid the trouble of talking to the other, they were suddenly roused by loud yells and hootings at the side door, and the bursting into the coffee-room of what at first brush they thought must be a bull. The Yorkshireman jumped up, rubbed his eyes, and lo! before him stood Mr. Jorrocks, puffing like a stranded grampus, with a bunch of sea-weed under his arm and the dress in which he had started, with the exception of the dark blue stocking-net pantaloons, the place of which were supplied by a flowing white linen kilt, commonly called a shirt, in the four corners of which were knotted a few small pebbles  producing, with the Hessian boots and one thing and another, the most laughable figure imaginable. The blood of the Jorrockses was up, however, and throwing his hands in the air, he thus delivered himself. Oh gentlemen! gentlemen!  heres a lamentable occurrence  a terrible disaster  oh dear! oh dear!  I never thought I should come to this. You know, James Green, appealing to Jemmy, that I never was the man to raise a blush on the cheek of modesty; I have always said that want of decency is want of sense, and see how I am rewarded! Oh dear! oh dear! that I should ever have trusted my pantaloons out of my sight. While all this, which was the work of a moment, was going forward, the mob, which had been shut out at the side door on Jorrockss entry, had got round to the coffee-room window, and were all wedging their faces in to have a sight of him. It was principally composed of children, who kept up the most discordant yells, mingled with shouts of theres old cutty shirt! whos got your breeches, old cock? make a scramble! turn him out for another hunt! turn him again!  until, fearing for the respectability of his house, the landlord persuaded Mr. Jorrocks to retire into the bar to state his grievances. 
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It then appeared that having travelled along the coast, as far as the first preventive stationhouse on the Ramsgate side of Margate, the grocer had thought it a convenient place for performing his intended ablutions, and, accordingly, proceeded to do what all people of either sex agree upon in such cases  namely to divest himself of his garments; but before he completed the ceremony, observing some females on the cliffs above, and not being (as he said) a man to raise a blush on the cheek of modesty, he advanced to the waters edge in his aforesaid unmentionables, and forgetting that it was not yet high tide, he left them there, when they were speedily covered, and the pockets being full of silver and copper, of course they were swamped. After dabbling about in the water and amusing himself with picking up sea-weed for about ten minutes, Mr. Jorrocks was horrified, on returning to the spot where he thought he had left his stocking-net pantaloons, to find that they had disappeared; and after a long fruitless search, the unfortunate gentleman was compelled to abandon the pursuit, and render himself an object of chase to all the little boys and girls who chose to follow him into Margate on his return without them.

Jorrocks, as might be expected, was very bad about his loss, and could not get over it  it stuck in his gizzard, he said  and there it seemed likely to remain. In vain Mr. Creed offered him a pair of trousers  he never had worn a pair. In vain he asked for the loan of a pair of white cords and top-boots, or even drab shorts and continuations. Mr. Creed was no sportsman, and did not keep any. The bellman could not cry the lost unmentionables because it was Sunday, and even if they should be found on the ebbing of the tide, they would take no end of time to dry. Mr. Jorrocks declared his pleasure at an end, and forthwith began making inquiries as to the best mode of getting home. The coaches were all gone, steamboats there were none, save for every place but London, and posting, he said, was cruelly expensive. In the midst of his dilemma, Boots, who is always the most intelligent man about an inn, popped in his curly head, and informed Mr. Jorrocks that the Unity hoy, a most commodious vessel, neat, trim, and water-tight, manned by his own maternal uncle, was going to cut away to London at three oclock, and would land him before he could say Jack Robinson. Mr. Jorrocks jumped at the offer, and forthwith attiring himself in a pair of Mr. Creeds loose inexpressibles, over which he drew his Hessian boots, he tucked the hamper containing the knuckle of veal and other etceteras under one arm, and the bunch of sea-weed he had been busy collecting, instead of watching his clothes, under the other, and, followed by his friends, made direct for the vessel.

Everybody knows, or ought to know, what a hoy is  it is a large sailing-boat, sometimes with one deck, sometimes with none; and the Unity, trading in bulky goods, was of the latter description, though there was a sort of dog-hole at the stern, which the master dignified by the name of a state cabin, into which he purposed putting Mr. Jorrocks, if the weather should turn cold before they arrived. The wind, however, he said, was so favourable, and his cargo timber and fruit, as he described it, that is to say, broomsticks and potatoes  so light, that he warranted landing him at Blackwall at least by ten oclock, where he could either sleep, or get a short stage or an omnibus on to Leadenhall Street. The vessel looked anything but tempting, neither was the captains appearance prepossessing, still Mr. Jorrocks, all things considered, thought he would chance it; and depositing his hamper and sea-weed, and giving special instructions about having his pantaloons cried in the morning  recounting that besides the silver, and eighteen-pence in copper, there was a steel pencil-case with J.J. on the seal at the top, an anonymous letter, and two keys  he took an affectionate leave of his friends, and stepped on board, the vessel was shoved off and stood out to sea.

Monday morning drew the cockneys from their roosts betimes, to take their farewell splash and dive in the sea. As the day advanced, the bustle and confusion on the shore and in the town increased, and everyone seemed on the move. The ladies paid their last visits to the bazaars and shell shops, and children extracted the last ounce of exertion from the exhausted leg-weary donkeys. Meanwhile the lords of the creation strutted about, some in dressing-gowns, others, full puff, with bags and boxes under their arms  while sturdy porters were wheeling barrows full of luggage to the jetty. The bell-man went round dressed in a blue and red cloak, with a gold hatband. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong, went the bell, and the gaping cockneys congregated around. He commenced To be sould in the market-place a quantity of fresh ling. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: The Royal Adelaide, fast and splendid steam-packet, Capt. Whittingham, will leave the pier this morning at nine oclock precisely, and land the passengers at London Bridge Steam-packet Wharf  fore cabin fares and children four shillings  saloon five shillings. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: The superb and splendid steam-packet, the Magnet, will leave the pier this morning at nine oclock precisely, and land the passengers at the St. Catherine Docks  fore-cabin fares and children four shillings  saloon five shillings. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: Lost at the back of James Street  a ladys black silk  black lace wale  whoever has found the same, and will bring it to the cryer, shall receive one shilling reward. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: Lost, last night, between the jetty and the York Hotel, a little boy, as answers to the name of Spot, whoever has found the same, and will bring him to the cryer, shall receive a reward of half-a-crown. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: Lost, stolen, or strayed, or otherwise conveyed, a brown-and-white King Charless setter as answers to the name of Jacob Jones. Whoever has found the same, or will give such information as shall lead to the detection and conversion of the offender or offenders shall be handsomely rewarded. Ring-a-ding, ring-a-ding, dong: Lost below the prewentive sarvice station by a gentleman of great respectability  a pair of blue knit pantaloons, containing eighteen penny-worth of copper  a steel pencil-case  a werry anonymous letter, and two keys. Whoever will bring the same to the cryer shall receive a reward.  God save the King!

Then, as the hour of nine approached, what a concourse appeared! There were fat and lean, and short and tall, and middling, going away, and fat and lean, and short and tall, and middling, waiting to see them off; Green, as usual, making himself conspicuous, and canvassing everyone he could lay hold of for the Magnet steamer. At the end of the jetty, on each side, lay the Royal Adelaide and the Magnet, with as fierce a contest for patronage as ever was witnessed. Both decks were crowded with anxious faces  for the Mondays steamboat race is as great an event as a Derby, and a cockney would as lieve lay on an outside horse as patronise a boat that was likely to let another pass her. Nay, so high is the enthusiasm carried, that books are regularly made on the occasion, and there is as much clamour for bets as in the ring at Epsom or Newmarket. Tomkins, Ill lay you a dinner  for three  Royal Adelaide against the Magnet, bawled Jenkins from the former boat. Done, cries Tomkins. The Magnet for a bottle of port, bawled out another. A whitebait dinner for two, the Magnet reaches Greenwich first. What should you know about the Magnet? inquires the mate of the Royal Adelaide. Vy, I think I should know something about nauticals too, for Lord St. Wincent was my godfather. Ill bet five shillings on the Royal Adelaide. Ill take you, says another. Ill bet a bottom of brandy on the Magnet, roars out the mate. Two goes of Hollands, the Magnets off Herne Bay before the Royal Adelaide. Ill lay a pair of crimping-irons against five shillings, the Magnet beats the Royal Adelaide, bellowed out Green, who having come on board, had mounted the paddle-box. I say, Green, Ill lay you an even five if you like. Well, five pounds, cries Green. No, shillings, says his friend. Never bet in shillings, replies Green, pulling up his shirt collar. Ill bet fifty pounds, he adds,-getting valiant. Ill bet a hundred ponds  a thousand pounds  a million pounds  half the National Debt, if you like.

Precisely as the jetty clock finishes striking nine, the ropes are slipped, and the rival steamers stand out to sea with beautiful precision, amid the crying, the kissing of hands, the raising of hats, the waving of handkerchiefs, from those who are left for the week, while the passengers are cheered by adverse tunes from the respective bands on board. The Magnet, having the outside, gets the breeze first hand, but the Royal Adelaide keeps well alongside, and both firemen being deeply interested in the event, they boil up a tremendous gallop, without either being able to claim the slightest advantage for upwards of an hour and a half, when the Royal Adelaide manages to shoot ahead for a few minutes, amid the cheers and exclamations of her crew. The Magnets fireman, however, is on the alert, and a few extra pokes of the fire presently bring the boats together again, in which state they continue, nose and nose, until the stiller water of the side of the Thames favours the Magnet, and she shoots ahead amid the cheers and vociferations of her party, and is not neared again during the voyage.

This excitement over, the respective crews sink into a sort of melancholy sedateness, and Green in vain endeavours to kick up a quadrille. The men were exhausted and the women dispirited, and altogether they were a very different set of beings to what they were on the Saturday. Dull faces and dirty-white ducks were the order of the day.

The only incident of the voyage was, that on approaching the mouth of the Medway, the Royal Adelaide was hailed by a vessel, and the Yorkshireman, on looking overboard, was shocked to behold Mr. Jorrocks sitting in the stern of his hoy in the identical position he had taken up the previous day, with his bunch of sea-weed under his elbow, and the remains of the knuckle of veal, ham, and chicken, spread on the hamper before him. Stop her? cried the Yorkshireman, and then hailing Mr. Jorrocks he holloaed out, In the name of the prophet, Figs, what are you doing there? Oh, gentlemen! gentlemen! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up as he recognised the boat, take compassion on a most misfortunate indiwidual  here have I been in this orrid oy, ever since three oclock yesterday afternoon and here I seem likely to end my days  for blow me tight if I couldnt swim as fast as it goes. Look sharp, then, cried the mate of the steamer, and chuck us up your luggage. Up went the sea-weed, the hamper, and Mr. Jorrocks; and before the hoyman awoke out of a nap, into which he had composed himself on resigning the rudder to his lad, our worthy citizen was steaming away a mile before his vessel, bilking him of his fare.

Who does not recognise in this last disaster, the truth of the old adage?

Most haste, least speed.


VIII. THE ROAD: ENGLISH AND FRENCH.
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JORROCKSS FRANCE, IN three wolumes, would sound werry well, observed our worthy citizen, one afternoon, to his confidential companion the Yorkshireman, as they sat in the veranda in Coram Street, eating red currants and sipping cold whiskey punch; and I thinks I could make something of it. They tells me that at the west end the booksellers will give forty pounds for anything that will run into three wolumes, and one might soon pick up as much matter as would stretch into that quantity.

The above observation was introduced in a long conversation between Mr. Jorrocks and his friend, relative to an indignity that had been offered him by the rejection by the editor of a sporting periodical of a long treatise on eels, which, independently of the singularity of diction, had become so attenuated in the handling, as to have every appearance of filling three whole numbers of the work; and Mr. Jorrocks had determined to avenge the insult by turning author on his own account. The Yorkshireman, ever ready for amusement, cordially supported Mr. Jorrocks in his views, and a bargain was soon struck between them, the main stipulations of which were, that Mr. Jorrocks should find cash, and the Yorkshireman should procure information.

Accordingly, on the Saturday after, the nine oclock Dover heavy drew up at the Bricklayers Arms, with Mr. Jorrocks on the box seat, and the Yorkshireman imbedded among the usual heterogeneous assembly  soldiers, sailors, Frenchmen, fishermen, ladies maids, and footmen  that compose the cargo of these coaches. Here they were assailed with the usual persecution from the tribe of Israel, in the shape of a hundred merchants, proclaiming the virtues of their wares; one with black-lead pencils, twelve a shilling, with an invitation to cut em and try em; another with a good pocket-knife, twelve blades and saw, sir; a third, with a tame squirrel and a piping bullfinch, that could whistle God save the King and the White Cockade  to be given for an old coat. Buy a silver guard-chain for your vatch, sir! cried a dark eyed urchin, mounting the fore-wheel, and holding a bunch of them in Mr. Jorrockss face; buy pocket-book, memorandum-book! whined another. Keepsake  Forget-me-not  all the last years annuals at half-price! Sponge cheap, sponge! take a piece, sir  take a piece. Patent leather straps. Barcelona nuts. Slippers. Morning Hurl (Herald). Rhubarb. Andsome dog-collar, sir, cheap!  do to fasten your wife up with!

Stand clear, ye warmints! cries the coachman, elbowing his way among them  and, remounting the box, he takes the whip and reins out of Mr. Jorrockss hands, cries All right behind? sit tight! and off they go.

The day was fine, and the hearts of all seemed light and gay. The coach, though slow, was clean and smart, the harness bright and well-polished, while the sleek brown horses poked their heads about at ease, without the torture of the bearing-rein. The coachman, like his vehicle, was heavy, and had he been set on all fours, a party of six might have eat off his back. Thus they proceeded at a good steady substantial sort of pace; trotting on level ground, walking up hills, and dragging down inclines. Nor among the whole party was there a murmur of discontent at the pace. Most of the passengers seemed careless which way they went, so long as they did but move, and they rolled through the Garden of England with the most stoical indifference. We know not whether it has ever struck the reader, but the travellers by Dover coaches are less captious about pace than those on most others.

And now let us fancy our friends up, and down, Shooters Hill, through Dartford, Northfleet, and Gravesend  at which latter place, the first foreign symptom appears, in words, Poste aux Chevaux, on the door-post of the inn; and let us imagine them bowling down Rochester Hill at a somewhat amended pace, with the old castle, by the river Medway, the towns of Chatham, Strood and Rochester full before them, and the finely wooded country extending round in pleasing variety of hill and dale. As they reach the foot of the hill, the guard commences a solo on his bugle, to give notice to the innkeeper to have the coach dinner on the table. All huddled together, inside and out, long passengers and short ones, they cut across the bridge, rattle along the narrow street, sparking the mud from the newly-watered streets on the shop windows and passengers on each side, and pull up at the Pig and Crossbow, with a jerk and a dash as though they had been travelling at the rate of twelve miles an hour. Two other coaches are dining, while some few passengers, whose hour is not yet come, sit patiently on the roof, or pace up and down the street with short and hurried turns, anxious to see the horses brought out that are to forward them on their journey. And what a commotion this new arrival creates! From the arched doorway of the inn issue two chamber-maids, one in curls the other in a cap; Boots, with both curls and a cap, and a ladder in his hand; a knock-kneed waiter, with a dirty duster, to count noses, while the neat landlady, in a spruce black silk gown and clean white apron, stands smirking, smiling, and rubbing her hands down her sides, inveigling the passengers into the house, where she will turn them over to the waiters to take their chance the instant she gets them in. About the door the usual idlers are assembled.  A coachman out of place, a beggar out at the elbows, a sergeant in uniform, and three recruits with ribbons in their hats; a captain with his boots cut for corns, the coachman that is to drive to Dover, a youth in a straw hat and a rowing shirt, the little inquisitive old man of the place  who sees all the midday coaches change horses, speculates on the passengers and sees who the parcels are for  and, though last but not least, Mr. Bangup, the varmint man, the height of whose ambition is to be taken for a coachman. As the coach pulled up, he was in the bar taking a glass of cold sherry without and a cigar, which latter he brings out lighted in his mouth, with his shaved white hat stuck knowingly on one side, and the thumbs of his brown hands thrust into the arm-holes of his waistcoat, throwing back his single breasted fancy buttoned green coat, and showing a cream coloured cravat, fastened with a gold coach-and-four pin, which, with a buff waistcoat and tight drab trousers buttoning over the boot, complete his toggery, as he would call it. His whiskers are large and riotous in the extreme, while his hair is clipped as close as a charity schoolboys. The coachman and he are on the best of terms, as the outward twist of their elbows and jerks of the head on meeting testify. His conversation is short and slangy, accompanied with the correct nasal twang. After standing and blowing a few puffs, during which time the passengers have all alighted, and the coachman has got through the thick of his business, he takes the cigar out of his mouth, and, spitting on the flags, addresses his friend with, Yve got the old near-side leader back from Joe, I see. Yes, Mr. Bangup, yes, replies his friend, but I had some work first  our govrnor was all for the change  at last, says I to our osskeeper, says I, it arnt no use your harnessing that ere roan for me any more, for as how I vont drive him, so its not to no use harnessing of him, for I vont be gammond out of my team not by none on them, therefore it arnt to never no use harnessing of him again for me. So you did em, observes Mr. Bangup. Lord bless ye, yes! it warnt to no use aggravising about it, for says I, I vont stand it, so it warnt to no manner of use harnessing of him again for me. Come, Smith, what are you chaffing there about? inquires the landlord, coming out with the wide-spread way-bill in his hands, have you two insides? No, govrnor, I has but von, and thats precious empty, haw! haw! haw! Well, but now get Brown to blow his horn early, and you help to hurry the passengers away from my grub, and may be Ill give you your dinner for your trouble, replies the landlord, reckoning he would save both his meat and his horses by the experiment. Ay, there goes the dinner! added he, just as Mr. Jorrockss voice was heard inside the Pig and Crossbow, giving a most tremendous roar for his food. Pork at the top, and pork at the bottom, the host observes to the waiter in passing, and mind, put the joints before the women  they are slow carvers.

While the foregoing scene was enacting outside, our travellers had been driven through the passage into a little, dark, dingy room at the back of the house, with a dirty, rain-bespattered window, looking against a whitewashed blank wall. The table, which was covered with a thrice-used cloth, was set out with lumps of bread, knives, and two and three pronged forks laid alternately. Altogether it was anything but inviting, but coach passengers are very complacent; and on the Dover road it matters little if they are not. The bustle of preparation was soon over. Coats No. 1, No. 2, and No. 3, are taken off in succession, for some people wear top-coats to keep out the heat; chins are released from their silken jeopardy, hats are hid in corners, and fur caps thrust into pockets of the owners. Inside passengers eye outside ones with suspicion, while a deaf gentleman, who has left his trumpet in the coach, meets an acquaintance whom he has not seen for seven years, and can only shake hands and grin to the movements of the lips of the speaker. You find it very warm inside, I should think, sir? Thank ye, thank ye, my good friend; Im rayther deaf, but I presume youre inquiring after my wife and daughters  they are very well, I thank ye. Where will you sit at dinner? rejoins the first speaker, in hopes of a more successful hit. It is two years since I saw him. No; where will you sit, sir? I said. Oh, John? I beg your pardon  Im rayther deaf  hes in Jamaica with his regiment. Come, waiter, BRING DINNER! roared Mr. Jorrocks, at the top of his voice, being the identical shout that was heard outside, and presently the two dishes of pork, a couple of ducks, and a lump of half-raw, sadly mangled, cold roast beef, with waxy potatoes and overgrown cabbages, were scattered along the table. What a beastly dinner! exclaims an inside dandy, in a sable-collared frock-coat the whole place reeks with onions and vulgarity. Waiter, bring me a silver fork! Allow me to duck you, maam? inquires an outside passenger, in a facetious tone, of a female in a green silk cloak, as he turns the duck over in the dish. Thank you, sir, but Ive some pork coming. Will you take some of this thingumbob? turning a questionable-looking pigs countenance over in its pewter bed. You are in considerable danger, my friend  you are in considerable danger, drawls forth the superfine insider to an outsider opposite. Hows that? inquires the former in alarm. Why, you are eating with your knife, and you are in considerable danger of cutting your mouth.  What is the matter at the far end of the table?  a lady in russet brown, with a black velvet bonnet and a feather, in convulsions. Shes choking by Jove! hit her on the back  gently, gently  shes swallowed a fish-bone. Ill lay five to two she dies, cries Mr. Bolus, the sporting doctor of Sittingbourne. She coughs  up comes a couple of tooth-picks, she having drunk off a green glass of them in mistake.

Now harke, waiter! theres the guard blowing his horn, and we have scarcely had a bite apiece, cries Mr. Jorrocks, as that functionary sounded his instrument most energetically in the passage; blow me tight, if I stir before the full half-hours up, so he may blow till hes black in the face. Take some cheese, sir? inquires the waiter. No, surely not, some more pork, and then some tarts. Sorry, sir, we have no tarts we can recommend. Cheese is partiklar good. [Enter coachman, peeled down to a more moderate-sized man.]

Leaves ye here, if you please, sur. With all my heart, my good friend. Please to remember the coachman  driv ye thirty miles. Yes, but youll recollect how saucy you were about my wifes bonnet-box theres sixpence between us for you. Oh, sur! Im sure I didnt mean no unpurliteness. I opes youll forget it; it was werry aggravising, certainly, but driv ye thirty miles. Opes youll give a trifle more, thirty miles. No, no, no more; so be off. Please to remember the coachman, maam, thirty miles! Leaves ye here, sir, if you please; goes no further, sir; thirty miles, maam; all the vay from Lunnun, sir.

A loud flourish on the bugle caused the remainder of the gathering to be made in dumb show, and having exhausted his wind, the guard squeezed through the door, and, with an extremely red face, assured the company that time was hup and the coach quite ready. Then out came the purses, brown, green, and blue, with the usual inquiry, Whats dinner, waiter? Two and six, dinner, beer, three,  two and nine yours, replied the knock-kneed caitiff to the first inquirer, pushing a blue-and-white plate under his nose; yours is three and six, maam;  two glasses of brandy-and-water, four shillings, if you please sir  a bottle of real Devonshire cider. You must change me a sovereign, handing one out. Certainly, sir, upon which the waiter, giving it a loud ring upon the table, ran out of the room. Now, gentlemen and ladies! pray, come, times hup  carnt wait  must go  roars the guard, as the passengers shuffle themselves into their coats, cloaks, and cravats, and Joe Boots runs up the passage with the ladder for the lady. Now, my dear Mrs. Sprat, good-bye.  God bless you, and remember me most kindly to your husband and dear little ones  and pray, write soon, says an elderly lady, as she hugs and kisses a youngish one at the door, who has been staying with her for a week, during which time they have quarrelled regularly every night. Have you all your things, dearest? three boxes, five parcels, an umbrella, a parasol, the cage for Tommys canary, and the bundle in the red silk handkerchief  then good-bye, my beloved, step up  and now, Mr. Guard, you know where to set her down. Good-bye, dearest Mrs. Jackson, all right, thank you, replies Mrs. Sprat, stepping up the ladder, and adjusting herself in the gammon board opposite the guard, the seat the last comer generally gets. But stay! Ive forgot my reticule  its on the drawers in the bedroom  stop, coachman! I say, guard! Carnt wait, maam  times hup  and just at this moment a two-horse coach is heard stealing up the street, upon which the coachman calls to the horse-keepers to stand clear with their cloths, and take care no one pays them twice over, gives a whistling hiss to his leaders, the double thong to his wheelers, and starts off at a trot, muttering something about, cussd pair-oss coach,  convict-looking passengers, observing confidentially to Mr. Jorrocks, as he turned the angle of the street, that he would rather be hung off a long stage, than die a natural death on a short one, while the guard drowns the voices of the lady who has left her reticule, and of the gentleman who has got no change for his sovereign, in a hearty puff of:

Rule Britannia,  Britannia rule the waves.

Britons, never, never, never, shall be slaves!

Blithely and merrily, like all coach passengers after feeding, our party rolled steadily along, with occasional gibes at those they met or passed, such as telling waggoners their linch-pins were out; carters mates, there were nice pocket-knives lying on the road; making urchins follow the coach for miles by holding up shillings and mock parcels; or simple equestrians dismount in a jiffy on telling them their horses shoes were not all on before. Towards the decline of the day, Dover heights appeared in view, with the stately castle guarding the Channel, which seen through the clear atmosphere of an autumnal evening, with the French coast conspicuous in the distance, had more the appearance of a wide river than a branch of the sea.

Footnote 19: This is more of a hunting-field joke than a road one. Have I all my shoes on? They are not all on before.

The coachman mended his pace a little, as he bowled along the gentle descents or rounded the base of some lofty hill, and pulling up at Lydden took a glass of soda-water and brandy, while four strapping greys, with highly-polished, richly-plated harness, and hollyhocks at their heads, were put to, to trot the last few miles into Dover. Paying-time being near, the guard began to do the amiable  hoped Mrs. Sprat had ridden comfortable; and the coachman turned to the gentleman whose sovereign was left behind to assure him he would bring his change the next day, and was much comforted by the assurance that he was on his way to Italy for the winter. As the coach approached Charlton Gate, the guard flourished his bugle and again struck up Rule Britannia, which lasted the whole breadth of the market-place, and length of Snargate Street, drawing from Mr. Muddles shop the few loiterers who yet remained, and causing Mr. Le Plastrier, the patriotic moth-impaler, to suspend the examination of the bowels of a watch, as they rattled past his window.

At the door of the Ship Hotel the canary-coloured coach of Mr. Wright, the landlord, with four piebald horses, was in waiting for him to take his evening drive, and Mrs. Wrights pony phaeton, with a neat tiger in a blue frock-coat and leathers, was also stationed behind to convey her a few miles on the London road. Of course the equipages of such important personages could not be expected to move for a common stage-coach, consequently it pulled up a few yards from the door. It is melancholy to think that so much spirit should have gone unrewarded, or in other words, that Mr. Wright should have gone wrong in his affairs.  Mrs. Ramsbottom said she never understood the meaning of the term, The Crown, and Bill of Rights (Wrights), until she went to Rochester. Many people, we doubt not, retain a lively recollection of the bill of Wrights of Dover. But to our travellers.

Now, sir! this be Dover, that be the Ship, I be the coachman, and we goes no further, observed the amphibious-looking coachman, in a pea-jacket and top-boots, to Mr. Jorrocks, who still kept his seat on the box, as if he expected, that because they booked people through to Paris, at the coach office in London, that the vehicle crossed the Channel and conveyed them on the other side. At this intimation, Mr. Jorrocks clambered down, and was speedily surrounded by touts and captains of vessels soliciting his custom. Bonjour, me Lor, said a gaunt French sailor in ear-rings, and a blue-and-white jersey shirt, taking off a red nightcap with mock politeness, you shall be cross. Whats that about? inquires Mr. Jorrocks cross! what does the chap mean? Ten shillin, just, me Lor, replied the man. Cross for ten shillings, muttered Mr. Jorrocks, vot does the Mouncheer mean? Hope he hasnt picked my pocket. I  you  vill, said the sailor slowly, using his fingers to enforce his meaning, take to France, pointing south, for ten shillin in my bateau, me Lor, continued the sailor, with a grin of satisfaction as he saw Mr. Jorrocks began to comprehend him. Ah! I twig  youll take me across the water. said our citizen chuckling at the idea of understanding French and being called a Lord for ten shillings  half-sovereign in fact. Dont go with him, sir, interrupted a Dutch-built English tar; hes got nothing but a lousy lugger that will be all to-morrow in getting over, if it ever gets at all; and the Royal George, superb steamer, sails with a Kings Messenger and dispatches for all the foreign courts at half-past ten, and must be across by twelve, whether it can or not. Please take a card for the Brocklebank  quickest steamer out of Dover  winds made expressly to suit her, and she can beat the Royal George like winking. Passengers never sick in the most uproarious weather, cried another tout, running the corner of his card into Mr. Jorrockss eye to engage his attention. Then came the captain of the French mail-packet, who was dressed much like a new policeman, with an embroidered collar to his coat, and a broad red band round a forage cap which he raised with great politeness, as he entreated Mr. Jorrockss patronage of his high-pressure engine, vich had beat a balloon, and vod take him for half less than noting. A crowd collected, in the centre of which stood Mr. Jorrocks perfectly unmoved, with his wig awry and his carpet-bag under his arm. Gentlemen, said he, extending his right hand, you seem to me to be desperately civil  your purliteness appears to know no bounds  but, to be candid with you, I beg to say that whoever will carry me across the herring pond cheapest shall have my custom, so now begin and bid downwards. Nine shillings, said an Englishman directly eight replied a Frenchman seven and sixpence seven shillings six and sixpence six shillings five and sixpence; at last it came down to five shillings, at which there were two bidders, the French captain and the tout of the Royal George,  and Mr. Jorrocks, like a true born Briton, promised his patronage to the latter, at which the Frenchmen shrugged up their shoulders, and burst out a-laughing, one calling him, my Lor Ros-bif, and the other Monsieur God-dem, as they walked off in search of other victims.

None but the natives of Dover can tell what the weather is, unless the wind comes directly off the sea, and it was not until Mr. Jorrocks proceeded to embark after breakfast the next morning, that he ascertained there was a heavy swell on, so quiet had the heights kept the gambols of Boreas. Three steamers were simmering into action on the London-hotel side of the harbour, in one of which  the Royal George  two britzkas and a barouche were lashed ready for sea, while the custom-house porters were trundling barrows full of luggage under the personal superintendence of a little shock-headed French commissionnaire of Mr. Wrights in a gold-laced cap, and the other gentry of the same profession from the different inns. As the Royal George lay nearly level with the quay, Mr. Jorrocks stepped on board without troubling himself to risk his shins among the steps of a ladder that was considerately thrust into the place of embarkation; and as soon as he set foot upon deck, of course he was besieged by the usual myriad of land sharks. First came Monsieur the Commissionnaire with his book, out of which he enumerated two portmanteaus and two carpet-bags, for each of which he made a specific charge leaving his own gratuity optional with his employer; then came Mr. Boots to ask for something for showing them the way; after him the porter of the inn for carrying their cloaks and great-coats, all of which Mr. Jorrocks submitted to, most philosophically, but when the interpreter of the deaf and dumb ladder man demanded something for the use of the ladder, his indignation got the better of him and he exclaimed loud enough to be heard by all on deck, Surely you wouldnt charge a man for what he has not enjoyed!

A voyage is to many people like taking an emetic  they look at the medicine and wish it well over, and look at the sea and wish themselves well over. Everything looked bright and gay at Dover  the cliffs seemed whiter than ever  the sailors had on clean trousers, and the few people that appeared in the streets were dressed in their Sunday best. The cart-horses were seen feeding leisurely on the hills, and there was a placid calmness about everything on shore, which the travellers would fain have had extended to the sea. They came slowly and solemnly upon deck, muffled up in cloaks and coats, some with their passage money in their hands, and took their places apparently with the full expectation of being sick.

The French packet-boat first gave symptoms of animation, in the shape of a few vigorous puffs from the boiler, which were responded to by the Royal George, whose rope was slipped without the usual tinkle of the bell, and she shot out to sea, closely followed by the Frenchman, who was succeeded by the other English boat. Three or four tremendous long protracted dives, each followed by a majestic rise on the bosom of the waves, denoted the crossing of the bar; and just as the creaking of the cordage, the flapping of the sails, and the nervous quivering of the paddles, as they lost their hold of the water, were in full vigour, the mate crossed the deck with a large white basin in his hand, the sight of which turned the stomachs of half the passengers. Who shall describe the misery that ensued? The groans and moans of the sufferers, increasing every minute, as the vessel heaved and dived, and rolled and creaked, while hand-basins multiplied as half-sick passengers caught the green countenance and fixed eye of some prostrate sufferer and were overcome themselves.

Mr. Jorrocks, what with his Margate trips, and a most substantial breakfast of beef-steaks and porter, tea, eggs, muffins, prawns, and fried ham, held out as long as anybody  indeed, at one time the odds were that he would not be sick at all; and he kept walking up and down deck like a true British tar. In one of his turns he was observed to make a full stop.  Immediately before the boiler his eye caught a cadaverous-looking countenance that rose between the top of a blue camlet cloak, and the bottom of a green travelling-cap, with a large patent-leather peak; he was certain that he knew it, and, somehow or other, he thought, not favourably. The passenger was in that happy mood just debating whether he should hold out against sickness any longer, or resign himself unreservedly to its horrors, when Mr. Jorrockss eye encountered his, and the meeting did not appear to contribute to his happiness. Mr. Jorrocks paused and looked at him steadily for some seconds, during which time his thoughts made a rapid cast over his memory. Sergeant Bumptious, by gum! exclaimed he, giving his thigh a hearty slap, as the deeply indented pock-marks on the learned gentlemans face betrayed his identity. Sergeant, said he, going up to him, Im werry appy to see ye  may be in the course of your practice at Croydon youve heard that there are more times than one to catch a thief. Who are you? inquired the sergeant with a growl, just at which moment the boat gave a roll, and he wound up the inquiry by a donation to the fishes. Who am I? replied Mr. Jorrocks, as soon as he was done, Ill soon tell ye that  Im Mr. JORROCKS! Jorrocks wersus Cheatum, in fact  now that you have got your bullying toggery off, Ill be appy to fight ye either by land or sea. Oh-h-h-h! groaned the sergeant at the mention of the latter word, and thereupon he put his head over the boat and paid his second subscription. Mr. Jorrocks stood eyeing him, and when the sergeant recovered, he observed with apparent mildness and compassion, Now, my dear sergeant, to show ye that I can return good for evil, allow me to fatch you a nice ot mutton chop! Oh-h-h-h-h! groaned the sergeant, as though he would die. Or perhaps youd prefer a cut of boiled beef with yellow fat, and a dab of cabbage? an alternative which was too powerful for the worthy citizen himself  for, like Sterne with his captive, he had drawn a picture that his own imagination could not sustain  and, in attempting to reach the side of the boat, he cascaded over the sergeant, and they rolled over each other, senseless and helpless upon deck.

Mew, mew, screamed the seagulls; creak, creak, went the cordage; flop, flop, went the sails; round went the white basins, and the steward with the mop; and few passengers would have cared to have gone overboard, when, at the end of three hours misery, the captain proclaimed that they were running into still water off Boulogne. This intimation was followed by the collection of the passage money by the mate, and the jingling of a tin box by the steward, under the noses of the party, for perquisites for the crew. Jorrocks and the sergeant lay together like babes in the wood until they were roused by this operation, when, with a parting growl at his companion, Mr. Jorrocks got up; and though he had an idea in his own mind that a man had better live abroad all his life than encounter such misery as he had undergone, for the purpose of returning to England, he recollected his intended work upon France, and began to make his observations upon the town of Boulogne, towards which the vessel was rapidly steaming. Not half so fine as Margate, said he; the houses seem all afraid of the sea, and turn their ends to it instead of fronting it, except yon great white place, which I suppose is the baths; and, taking his hunting telescope out of his pocket, he stuck out his legs and prepared to make an observation. How the people are swarming down to see us! he exclaimed. I see such a load of petticoats  glad Mrs. J  aint with us; may have some fun here, I guess. Dear me, wot lovely women! wot ankles! beat the English, hollow  would give something to be a single man! While he made these remarks, the boat ran up the harbour in good style, to the evident gratification of the multitude who lined the pier from end to end, and followed her in her passage. Ease her! stop her! at last cried the captain, as she got opposite a low wooden guard-house, midway down the port. A few strokes of the paddles sent her up to the quay, some ropes were run from each end of the guard-house down to the boat, within which space no one was admitted except about a dozen soldiers or custom-house officers  in green coats, white trousers, black sugar-loaf caps, and having swords by their sides  and some thick-legged fisherwomen, with long gold ear-rings, to lower the ladder for disembarkation. The idlers, that is to say, all the inhabitants of Boulogne, range themselves outside the ropes on foot, horseback, in carriages, or anyhow, to take the chance of seeing someone they know, to laugh at the melancholy looks of those who have been sick, and to criticise the company, who are turned into the guarded space like a flock of sheep before them.

Mr. Jorrocks, having scaled the ladder, gave himself a hearty and congratulatory shake on again finding himself on terra firma, and sticking his hat jauntily on one side, as though he didnt know what sea-sickness was, proceeded to run his eye along the spectators on one side of the ropes; when presently he was heard to exclaim, My vig, theres Thompson! He owes us a hundred pounds, and has been doing these three years. And thereupon he bolted up to a fine looking young fellow  with mustachios, in a hussar foraging cap stuck on one side of his head, dressed in a black velvet shooting-jacket, and with half a jewellers shop about him in the way of chains, brooches, rings and buttons  who had brought a good-looking bay horse to bear with his chest against the cords. Thompson, said Mr. Jorrocks, in a firm tone of voice, how are you? How do ye do, Mister Jorrocks, drawled out the latter, taking a cigar from his mouth, and puffing a cloud of smoke over the grocers head. Well, Im werry well, but I should like to have a few moments conversation with you. Would ye? said Thompson, blowing another cloud. Yes, I would; you remember that ere little bill you got Simpkins to discount for you one day when I was absent; we have had it by us a long time now, and it is about time you were taking it up. You think so, do you, Mister Jorrocks; cant you renew it? Ill give you a draft on Aldgate pump for the amount. Come, none of your funning with me, Ive had enough of your nonsense: give me my pewter, or Ill have that horse from under you; for though it has got the hair rubbed off its near knee, it will do werry well to carry me with the Surrey occasionally. You old fool, said Thompson, you forget where you are; if I could pay you your little bill, do you suppose I would be here? You cant squeeze blood out of a turnip, can ye? But Ill tell you what, my covey, if I cant give you satisfaction in money, you shall give me the satisfaction of a gentleman, if you dont take care what you are about, you old tinker. By Jove, Ill order pistols and coffee for two to-morrow morning at Napoleons column, and let the daylight through your carcass if you utter another syllable about the bill. Why, now, you stare as Balaam did at his ass, when he found it capable of holding an argument with him!

And true enough, Jorrocks was dumbfounded at this sort of reply from a creditor, it not being at all in accordance with the Lex mercatoria, or law of merchants, and quite unknown on Change. Before, however, he had time to recover his surprise, all the passengers having entered the roped area, one of the green-coated gentry gave him a polite twist by the coat-tail, and with a wave of the hand and bend of his body, beckoned him to proceed with the crowd into the guard-house. After passing an outer room, they entered the bureau by a door in the middle of a wooden partition, where two men were sitting with pens ready to enter the names of the arrivers in ledgers.

Votre nom et designation? said one of them to Mr. Jorrocks  who, with a bad start, had managed to squeeze in first  to which Mr. Jorrocks shook his head. Sare, whats your name, sare? inquired the same personage. JORROCKS, was the answer, delivered with great emphasis, and thereupon the secretary wrote Shorrock.   Monsieur Shorrock, said he, looking up, votre profession, Monsieur? Vot you are, sare? A grocer, replied Mr. Jorrocks, which caused a titter from those behind who meant to sink the shop. Marchand-Epicier, wrote the bureau-keeper. Quel age avez-vous, Monsieur? How old you are, sare? Two pound twelve, replied Mr. Jorrocks, surprised at his inquisitiveness. No, sare, not vot monnay you have, sare, hot old you are, sare. Well, two pound twelve, fifty-two in fact. Mr. Jorrocks was then passed out, to take his chance among the touts and commissionaires of the various hotels, who are enough to pull passengers to pieces in their solicitations for custom. In Boulogne, however, no man with money is ever short of friends; and Thompson having given the hint to two or three acquaintances as he rode up street, there were no end of broken-down sportsmen, levanters, and gentlemen who live on the interest of what they owe other people, waiting to receive Mr. Jorrocks. The greetings on their parts were most cordial and enthusiastic, and even some who were in his books did not hesitate to hail him; the majority of the party, however, was composed of those with whom he had at various tunes and places enjoyed the sports of the field, but whom he had never missed until they met at Boulogne.

Their inquiries were business-like and familiar: are ye, Jorrocks? cried one, holding out both hands. How are ye, my lad of wax? Do you still play billiards?  Give you nine, and play you for a Nap. Come to my house this evening, old boy, and take a hand at whist for old acquaintance sake, urged the friend on his left; got some rare cogniac, and a box of beautiful Havannahs. No, Jorrocks,  dine with me, said a third, and play chicken-hazard. Dont, said a fourth, confidentially, hell fleece ye like fun. Let me put your name down to our Pigeon Club; only a guinea entrance and a guinea subscription  nothing to a rich man like you. Have you any coin to lend on unexceptionable personal security, with a power of killing and selling your man if he dont pay? inquired another. Are they going to abolish the law of arrest? twould be very convenient if they did. Will you discount me a bill at three months? Is B  out of the Bench yet? Who do they call Nodding Homer in your hunt? Oh, gentlemen, gentlemen! cried Mr. Jorrocks, go it gently, go it gently! Consider the day is ot, Im almost out of breath, and faint for want of food. Ive come all the way from Angle-tear, as we say in France, and lost my breakfast on the wogaye. Where is there an inn where I can recruit my famished frame? Whats this? looking up at a sign, Done a boar in a manger, what does this mean?  wheres my French dictionary? Ive heard that boar is very good to eat. Yes, but this boar is to drink, said a friend on the right; but you must not put up at a house of that sort; come to the Hôtel dOrleans, where all the best fellows and men of consequence go, a celebrated house in the days of the Boulogne Hunt. Ah, that was the time, Mr. Jorrocks! we lived like fighting-cocks then; you should have been among us, such a rollicking set of dogs! could hunt all day, race maggots and drink claret all night, and take an occasional by-day with the hounds on a Sunday. Cant do that with the Surrey, I guess. Theres the Hôtel dOrleans, pointing to it as they turned the corner of the street; splendid house it is. Ive no interest in taking you there, dont suppose so; but the sun of its greatness is fast setting  theres no such shaking of elbows as there used to be  the IOU system knocked that up. Still, youll be very comfortable; a bit of carpet by your bedside, curtains to your windows, a pie-dish to wash in, a clean towel every third day, and as many friends to dine with you as ever you like  no want of company in Boulogne, I assure you. Here, Mr. W  , addressing the innkeeper who appeared at the door, this is the very celebrated Mr. Jorrocks, of whom we have all heard so much,  take him and use him as you would your own son; and, hark ye (aside), dont forget I brought him.

Garsoon, said Jorrocks, after having composed himself a little during which time he was also composing a French speech from his dictionary and Madame de Genliss Manuel du Voyageur, A che hora [ora] si pranza? looking at the waiter, who seemed astonished. Oh, stop! said he, looking again, thats Italian  Ive got hold of the wrong column. A quelle heure dine  hang me if I know how to call this chap  dine [spelling it], ton? What were you wishing to say, sir? inquired the waiter, interrupting his display of the language. Wot, do you speak English? asked Jorrocks in amazement. I hope so, sir, replied the man, for Im an Englishman. Then, why the devil did you not say so, you great lout, instead of putting me into a sweat this ot day by speaking French to you? Beg pardon, sir, thought you were a Frenchman. Did you, indeed? said Jorrocks, delighted; then, by Jove, I do speak French! Somehow or other I thought I could, as I came over. Bring me a thundering beef-steak, and a pint of stout, directly! The Hôtel dOrleans being a regular roast-beef and plum-pudding sort of house, Mr. Jorrocks speedily had an immense stripe of tough beef and boiled potatoes placed before him, in the well-windowed salle à manger, and the day being fine he regaled himself at a table at an open window, whereby he saw the smart passers-by, and let them view him in return.

Footnote 20: For the benefit of our tarry-at-home readers, we should premise that Madame de Genliss work is arranged for the convenience of travellers who do not speak any language but their own; and it consists of dialogues on different necessary subjects, with French and Italian translations opposite the English.

Sunday is a gay day in France, and Boulogne equals the best town in smartness. The shops are better set out, the women are better dressed, and there is a holiday brightness and air of pleasure on every countenance. Then instead of seeing a sulky husband trudging behind a pouting wife with a child in her arms, an infallible sign of a Sunday evening in England, they trip away to the rural fête champêtre, where with dancing, lemonade, and love, they pass away the night in temperate if not innocent hilarity. Happy people! that once a week, at least, lay down their cares, and dance and sing, and sport away the weights of grievance, which bow down the spirit of other nations to the earth.

The voyage, though short, commenced a new era in Mr. Jorrockss life, and he entirely forget all about Sunday and Dover dullness the moment he set foot on sprightly France, and he no more recollected it was Sunday, than if such a day had ceased to exist in the calendar. Having bolted his steak, he gave his Hessians their usual flop with his handkerchief, combed his whiskers, pulled his wig straight, and sallied forth, dictionary in hand, to translate the signs, admire the clever little children talking French, quiz the horses, and laugh at everything he didnt understand; to spend his first afternoon, in short, as nine-tenths of the English who go abroad are in the habit of doing.

Early the next morning. Mr. Jorrocks and the Yorkshireman, accompanied by the commissionnaire of the Hôtel dOrleans, repaired to the upper town, for the purpose of obtaining passports, and as they ascended the steep street called La grand Rue, which connects the two towns, they held a consultation as to what the former should be described. A Marchand-Epicier would obtain Mr. Jorrocks no respect, but, then, he objected to the word Rentier. What is the French for fox-unter? said he, after a thoughtful pause, turning to his dictionary. There was no such word. Sportsman, then? Ay, Chasseur! how would that read? John Jorrocks, Esq., Chasseur,  not bad, I think, said he. That will do, replied the Yorkshireman, but you must sink the Esquire now, and tack Monsieur before your name, and a very pretty euphonious sound Monsieur Jorrocks will have; and when you hear some of the little Parisian grisettes lisp it out as you turn the garters over on their counters, while they turn their dark flashing eyes over upon you, it will be enough to rejuvenate your old frame. But suppose we add to Chasseur Member of the Surrey Hunt? By all means, replied Mr. Jorrocks, delighted at the idea, and ascending the stairs of the Consulate three steps at a time.

The Consul, Mons. De Horter, was in attendance sitting in state, with a gendarme at the door and his secretary at his elbow. Bonjour, Monsieur, said he, bowing, as Mr. Jorrocks passed through the lofty folding door; to which our traveller replied, The top of the morning to you, sir, thinking something of that sort would be right. The Consul, having scanned him through his green spectacles, drew a large sheet of thin printed paper from his portfolio, with the arms of France placed under a great petticoat at the top, and proceeded to fill up a request from his most Christian Majesty to all the authorities, both civil and military, of France, and also of all the allied pays, de laisser librement passer Monsieur John Jorrocks, Chasseur and member of the Hont de Surrey, and plusieurs other Honts; and also, Monsieur Stubbs, native of Angleterre, going from Boulogne to Paris, and to give them aid and protection, en cas de besoin, all of which Mr. Jorrocks  like many travellers before him  construed into a most flattering compliment and mark of respect, from his most Christian Majesty to himself.

Under the word signalement in the margin, the Consul also drew the following sketch of our hero, in order, as Mr. Jorrocks supposed, that the King of the Mouncheers might know him when he saw him:

Age de 52 ans

Taille dun mètre 62 centimetres

Perruque brun

Front large

Yeux gris-sanguin

Nez moyen

Barbe grisâtre

Vizage ronde

Teint rouge.

He then handed it over to Mr. Jorrocks for his signature, who, observing the words Signature du Porteur at the bottom, passed it on to the porter of the inn, until put right by the Consul, who, on receiving his fee, bowed him out with great politeness.

Great as had been the grocers astonishment at the horses and carts that he had seen stirring about the streets, his amazement knew no bounds when the first Paris diligence came rolling into town with six horses, spreading over the streets as they swung about in all directions  covered with bells, sheep-skins, worsted balls, and foxes brushes, driven by one solitary postilion on the off wheeler. My vig, cried he, heres Wombwells wild-beast show! What the deuce are they doing in France? Ive not heard of them since last Bartlemy-fair, when I took my brother Joes children to see them feed. But stop  this is full of men! My eyes, so it is! Its what young Dutch Sam would call a male coach, because there are no females about it. Well, I declare, I am almost sorry I did not bring Mrs. J  . Wot would they think to see such a concern in Cheapside? Why, it holds half a township  a perfect willage on wheels. My eyes, wot a curiosity! Well, I never thought to live to see such a sight as this!  wish it was going our way that I might have a ride in it. Hope ours will be as big. Shortly after theirs did arrive, and Mr. Jorrocks was like a perfect child with delight. It was not a male coach, however, for in the different compartments were five or six ladies. Oh, wot elegant creatures, cried he, eyeing them; I could ride to Jerusalem with them without being tired; wot a thing it is to be a bachelor!

The Conducteur  with the usual frogged, tagged, embroidered jacket, and fur-bound cap  having hoisted their luggage on high, the passengers who had turned out of their respective compartments to stretch their legs after their cramping from Calais, proceeded to resume their places. There were only two seats vacant in the interior, or, as Mr. Jorrocks called it, the middle house, consequently the Yorkshireman and he crossed legs. The other four passengers had corner-seats, things much coveted by French travellers. On Mr. Stubbss right sat an immense Englishman, enveloped in a dark blue camlet cloak, fastened with bronze lionhead clasps, a red neckcloth, and a shabby, napless, broad-brimmed, brown hat. His face was large, round, and red, without an atom of expression, and his little pig eyes twinkled over a sort of a mark that denoted where his nose should have been; in short, his head was more like a barbers wig block than anything else, and his outline would have formed a model of the dome of St. Pauls. On the Yorkshiremans left was a chattering young red-trousered dragoon, in a frock-coat and flat foraging cap with a flying tassel. Mr. Jorrocks was more fortunate than his friend, and rubbed sides with two women; one was English, either an upper nursery-maid or an under governess, but who might be safely trusted to travel by herself. She was dressed in a black beaver bonnet lined with scarlet silk, a nankeen pelisse with a blue ribbon, and pea-green boots, and she carried a sort of small fish-basket on her knee, with a plain Christians prayer book on the top. The other was French, approaching to middle age, with a nice smart plump figure, good hazel-coloured eyes, a beautiful foot and ankle, and very well dressed. Indeed, her dress very materially reduced the appearance of her age, and she was what the milliners would call remarkably well got up. Her bonnet was a pink satin, with a white blonde ruche surmounted by a rich blonde veil, with a white rose placed elegantly on one side, and her glossy auburn hair pressed down the sides of a milk-white forehead, in the Madonna style.  Her pelisse was of violet-des-bois figured silk, worn with a black velvet pelerine and a handsomely embroidered collar. Her boots were of a colour to match the pelisse; and a massive gold chain round her neck, and a solitary pearl ring on a middle finger, were all the jewellery she displayed. Mr. Jorrocks caught a glimpse of her foot and ankle as she mounted the steps to resume her place in the diligence, and pushing the Yorkshireman aside, he bundled in directly after her, and took up the place we have described.

The vehicle was soon in motion, and its ponderous roll enchanted the heart of the grocer. Independently of the novelty, he was in a humour to be pleased, and everything with him was couleur de rose. Not so the Yorkshiremans right-hand neighbour, who lounged in the corner, muffled up in his cloak, muttering and cursing at every jolt of the diligence, as it bumped across the gutters and jolted along the streets of Boulogne. At length having got off the pavement, after crushing along at a trot through the soft road that immediately succeeds, they reached the little hill near Mr. Goosemans farm, and the horses gradually relaxed into a walk, when he burst forth with a tremendous oath, swearing that he had travelled three hundred thousand miles, and never saw horses walk up such a bit of a bank before. He looked round the diligence in the expectation of someone joining him, but no one deigned a reply, so, with a growl and a jerk of his shoulders, he again threw himself into his corner. The dragoon and the French lady then began narrating the histories of their lives, as the French people always do, and Mr. Jorrocks and the Yorkshireman sat looking at each other. At length Mr. Jorrocks, pulling his dictionary and Madame de Genlis out of his pocket, observed, I quite forgot to ask the guard at what time we dine  most important consideration, for I hold it unfair to takes ones stomach by surprise, and a man should have due notice, that he may tune his appetite accordingly. I have always thought, that theres as much dexterity required to bring an appetite to table in the full bloom of perfection, as there is in training an oss to run on a particular day.  Let me see, added he, turning over the pages of de Genlis it will be under the head of eating and drinking, I suppose.  Here it is  (opens and reads) I have a good appetite  I am hungry  I am werry hungry  I am almost starved  that wont do I have eaten enough  that wont do either To breakfast  no.  But here it is, by Jingo Dialogue before dinner  capital book for us travellers, this Mrs. de Genlis  (reads) Pray, take dinner with us to-day, I shall give you plain fare.  That means rough and enough, I suppose, observed Mr. Jorrocks to the Yorkshireman.What time do we dine to-day? French: A quelle heure dinons-nous aujourdhui?  Italian: A che hora (ora) si prancey (pranza) oggi? Ah, Monsieur, vous parlez Français à merveille, said the French lady, smiling with the greatest good nature upon him. A marble! said Mr. Jorrocks, wot does that mean? preparing to look it out in the dictionary. Ah, Monsieur, I shall you explain  you speak French like a natif. Indeed! said Mr. Jorrocks, with a bow, I feel werry proud of your praise; and your English is quite delightful.  By Jove, said he to the Yorkshireman, with a most self-satisfied grin, you were right in what you told me about the gals calling me Monsieur.  I declare shes driven right home to my art  transfixed me at once, in fact.

Everyone who has done a little voyaging, as they call it in France, knows that a few miles to the south of Samer rises a very steep hill, across which the route lies, and that diligence travellers are generally invited to walk up it. A path which strikes off near the foot of the hill, across the open, cuts off the angle, and  diligences being anything but what the name would imply,  the passengers, by availing themselves of the short cut, have ample time for striking up confabs, and inquiring into the comforts of the occupiers of the various compartments. Our friends of the interior were all busy jabbering and talking  some with their tongues, others with their hands and tongues  with the exception of the monster in the cloak, who sat like a sack in the corner, until the horses, having reached the well-known breathing place, made a dead halt, and the conducteur proceeded to invite the party to descend and promenade up the hill. Whats happened now? cried the monster, jumping up as the door opened; surely, they dont expect us to walk up this mountain! Ive travelled three hundred thousand miles, and was never asked to do such a thing in all my life before. I wont do it; I paid for riding, and ride I will. You are all a set of infamous cheats, said he to the conducteur in good plain English; but the conducteur, not understanding the language, shut the door as soon as all the rest were out, and let him roll on by himself. Jorrocks stuck to his woman, who had a negro boy in the rotonde, dressed in baggy slate-coloured trousers, with a green waistcoat and a blue coat, with a coronet on the button, who came to hand her out, and was addressed by the heroic name of Agamemnon. Jorrocks got a glimpse of the button, but, not understanding foreign coronets, thought it was a crest; nevertheless, he thought he might as well inquire who his friend was, so, slinking back as they reached the foot of the hill he got hold of the nigger, and asked what they called his missis. Massa did not understand, and Mr. Jorrocks, sorely puzzled how to explain, again had recourse to the Manuel du Voyageur; but Madame de Genlis had not anticipated such an occurrence, and there was no dialogue adapted to his situation. There was a conversation with a lacquey, however, commencing with Are you disposed to enter into my service? and, in the hopes of hitting upon something that would convey his wishes, he harkd forward, and passing by Are you married? arrived at What is your wifes occupation? Que fait votre femme? said he, suiting the action to the word, and pointing to Madame. Agamemnon showed his ivories, as he laughed at the idea of Jorrocks calling his mistress his wife, and by signs and words conveyed to him some idea of the importance of the personage to whom he alluded. This he did most completely, for before the diligence came up, Jorrocks pulled the Yorkshireman aside, and asked if he was aware that they were travelling with a real live Countess; Madame la Countess Benwolio, the nigger informs me, said he; a werry grande femme, though what that means I dont know. Oh, Countesses are common enough here, replied the Yorkshireman. I dare say shes a stay-maker. I remember a paint-maker who had a German Baron for a colour-grinder once. Oh, said Jorrocks, you are jealous  you always try to run down my friends; but that wont do, Im wide awake to your tricks; so saying, he shuffled off, and getting hold of the Countess, helped Agamemnon to hoist her into the diligence. He was most insinuating for the next two hours, and jabbered about love and fox-hunting, admiring the fine, flat, open country, and the absence of hedges and flints; but as neither youth nor age can subsist on love alone, his confounded appetite began to trouble him, and got quite the better of him before they reached Abbeville. Every mile seemed a league, and he had his head out of the window at least twenty times before they came in sight of the town. At length the diligence got its slow length dragged not only to Abbeville, but to the sign of the Fidèle Berger  or Fiddle Burgur, as Mr. Jorrocks pronounced it  where they were to dine. The door being opened, out he jumped, and with his Manuel du Voyageur in one hand, and the Countess Benvolio in the other, he pushed his way through the crowd of pauvres misérables congregated under the gateway, who exhibited every species of disease and infirmity that poor human nature is liable or heir to, and entered the hotel. The Sally manger, as he called it, was a long brick-floored room on the basement, with a white stove at one end, and the walls plentifully decorated with a panoramic view of the Grand Nation wallopping the Spaniards at the siege of Saragossa. The diligence being a leetle behind time as usual, the soup was on the table when they entered. The passengers quickly ranged themselves round, and, with his mouth watering as the female garçon lifted the cover from the tureen, Mr. Jorrocks sat in the expectation of seeing the rich contents ladled into the plates. His countenance fell fifty per cent as the first spoonful passed before his eyes. My vig, why its water! exclaimed he water, I do declare, with worms in it  I cant eat such stuff as that  its not mans meat  oh dear, oh dear, I fear Ive made a terrible mistake in coming to France! Never saw such stuff as this at Bleadens or Birchs, or anywhere in the city. Ive travelled three hundred thousand miles, said the fat man, sending his plate from him in disgust, and never tasted such a mess as this before. Ill show them up in The Times, cried Mr. Jorrocks; and, look, what stuff is here  beef boiled to rags!  well, I never, no never, saw anything like this before. Oh, I wish I was in Great Coram Street again!  Im sure I cant live here  I wonder if I could get a return chaise  waiter  garsoon  cuss! Oh dear! I see Madame de Genlis is of no use in a pinch  and yet what a dialogue here is! Oh heavens! grant your poor Jorrocks but one request, and that is the contents of a single sentence. I want a roasted or boiled leg of mutton, beef, hung beef, a quarter of mutton, mutton chops, veal cutlets, stuffed tongue, dried tongue, hogs pudding, white sausage, meat sausage, chicken with rice, a nice fat roast fowl, roast chicken with cressy, roast or boiled pigeon, a fricassee of chicken, sweet-bread, goose, lamb, calfs cheek, calfs head, fresh pork, salt pork, cold meat, hash.  But wheres the use of titivating ones appetite with reading of such luxteries? Oh, what a wife Madame de Genlis would have made for me! Oh dear, oh dear, I shall die of hunger, I see  I shall die of absolute famine  my stomach thinks my throats cut already! In the height of his distress in came two turkeys and a couple of fowls, and his countenance shone forth like an April sun after a shower. 
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Come, this is better, said he; Ill trouble you, sir, for a leg and a wing, and a bit of the breast, for Im really famished  oh hang! the fellows a Frenchman, and I shall lose half the day in looking it out in my dictionary. Oh dear, oh dear, wheres the dinner dialogue!  well, heres something to that purpose. I will send you a bit of this fowl. A little bit of the fowl cannot hurt you.  No, nor a great bit either. Which do you like best, leg or wing? Quaimez-vous le mieux, la cuisse ou laile? Here the Countess Benvolio, who had been playing a good knife and fork herself, pricked up her ears, and guessing at Jorrockss wants, interceded with her countryman and got him a plateful of fowl. It was soon disposed of, however, and half a dish of hashed hare or cat, that was placed within reach of him shortly after, was quickly transferred into his plate. A French dinner is admirably calculated for leading the appetite on by easy stages to the grand consummation of satiety. It begins meagrely, as we have shown, and proceeds gradually through the various gradations of lights, savories, solids, and substantiate. Presently there was a large dish of stewed eels put on. Whats that? asked Jorrocks of the man. Poisson, was the reply. Poison! why, you infidel, have you no conscience? Fishe, said the Countess. Oh, ay, I smell  eels  just like what we have at the Eel-pie-house at Twickenham  your ladyship, I am thirsty ge soif, in fact. Ah, bon! said the Countess, laughing, and giving him a tumbler of claret. Ive travelled three hundred thousand miles, said the fat man, and never saw claret drunk in that way before. Its not werry good, I think, said Mr. Jorrocks, smacking his lips; if it was not claret I would sooner drink port. Some wild ducks and fricandeau de veau which followed, were cut up and handed round, Jorrocks helping himself plentifully to both, as also to pommes de terre à la maitre dhôtel, and bread at discretion. Faith, but this is not a bad dinner, after alls said and done, when one gets fairly into it. Fear it will be very expensive, observed the fat man. Just when Jorrocks began to think he had satisfied nature, in came a roast leg of mutton, a beef-steak, à la G  d-dam, and a dish of larks and snipes.

Footnote 21: Macaroni soup.

Footnote 22: When the giraffe mania prevailed in Paris, and gloves, handkerchiefs, gowns, reticules, etc. were à la Giraffe, an Englishman asked a waiter if they had any beef-steaks à la Giraffe. No, monsieur, but we have them à la G  d-dem, was the answer.

Must have another tumbler of wine before I can grapple with these chaps, said he, eyeing them, and looking into Madame de Genliss book: Garsoon, donnez-moi un verre de vin, holding up the book and pointing to the sentence. He again set to and went a good one at both mutton and snipes, but on pulling up he appeared somewhat exhausted. He had not got through it all yet, however. Just as he was taking breath, a garçon entered with some custards and an enormous omelette soufflée, whose puffy brown sides bagged over the tin dish that contained it. Theres a tart! cried Mr. Jorrocks; Oh, my eyes, what a swell!  Well, I suppose I must have a shy at it. In for a penny in for a pound! as we say at the Lord Mayors feed. Know I shall be sick, but, however, here goes, sending his plate across the table to the garçon, who was going to help it. The first dive of the spoon undeceived him as he heard it sound at the bottom of the dish. Oh lauk, what a go! All puff, by Jove!  a regular humbug  a balloon pudding, in short! I wont eat such stuff  give it to Mouncheer there, rejecting the offer of a piece. I like the solids;  will trouble you for some of that cheese, sir, and dont let it taste of the knive. But what do they mean by setting the dessert on before the cloth is removed? And here comes tea and coffee  may as well have some, I suppose it will be all the same price. And whats this? eyeing a lot of liqueur glasses full of eau de vie. Chasse-café, Monsieur, said the garçon. Chasse calf  chasse calf  whats that? Oh, I twig  what we call shove in the mouth at the Free-and-Easy. Yes, certainly, give me a glass. You shall take some dessert, said the Countess, handing him over some peaches and biscuits. Well, Ill try my hand at it, if it will oblege your ladyship, but I really have had almost enough. And some abricot, said she, helping him to a couple of fine juicy ones. Oh, thank you, my lady, thank you, my lady, Im nearly satisfied. Vous ne mangez pas, said she, giving him half a plate of grapes. Oh, my lady, you dont understand me  I cant eat any more  I am regularly high and dry  chock full  bursting, in fact. Here she handed him a plate of sponge-cakes mixed with bon-bons and macaroons, saying, Vous êtes un pauvre mangeur  vous ne mangez rien, Monsieur. Oh dear, she does not understand me, I see.  Indeed, my lady, I cannot eat any more.  Ge woudera, se ge could-era, mais ge can-ne-ra pas! Well, now, Ive travelled three hundred thousand miles, and never heard such a bit of French as that before, said the fat man, chuckling.


IX. MR. JORROCKS IN PARIS
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AS THE GREY morning mist gradually dispersed, and daylight began to penetrate the cloud that dimmed the four squares of glass composing the windows of the diligence, the Yorkshireman, half-asleep and half-awake, took a mental survey of his fellow-travellers.  Before him sat his worthy friend, snoring away with his mouth open, and his head, which kept bobbing over on to the shoulder of the Countess, enveloped in the ample folds of a white cotton nightcap.  She, too, was asleep and, disarmed of all her daylight arts, dozed away in tranquil security. Her mouth also was open, exhibiting rather a moderate set of teeth, and her Madonna front having got a-twist, exposed a mixture of brown and iron-grey hairs at the parting place. Her bonnet swung from the roof of the diligence, and its place was supplied by a handsome lace cap, fastened under her chin by a broad-hemmed cambric handkerchief. Presently the sun rose, and a bright ray shooting into the Countesss corner, awoke her with a start, and after a hurried glance at the passengers, who appeared to be all asleep, she drew a small ivory-cased looking-glass from her bag, and proceeded to examine her features. Mr. Jorrocks awoke shortly after, and with an awful groan exclaimed that his backbone was fairly worn out with sitting. Oh dear! said he, my behind aches as if I had been kicked all the way from Hockleyhole to Marylebone. Are we near Paris? for Im sure I cant find seat any longer, indeed I cant. Id rather ride two hundred miles in nine hours, like Hosbaldeston, than be shut up in this woiture another hour. It really is past bearing, and thats the long and short of the matter. This exclamation roused all the party, who began yawning and rubbing their eyes and looking at their watches. The windows also were lowered to take in fresh air, and on looking out they found themselves rolling along a sandy road, lined on each side with apple-trees, whose branches were groaning with fruit. They breakfasted at Beaumont, and had a regular spread of fish, beef-steak, mutton-chops, a large joint of hot roast veal, roast chickens, several yards of sour bread, grapes, peaches, pears, and plums, with vin ordinaire, and coffee au lait; but Mr. Jorrocks was off his feed, and stood all the time to ease his haunches.

Towards three in the afternoon they caught the first glimpse of the gilded dome of the Hospital of Invalids, which was a signal for all the party to brush up and make themselves agreeable. Even the three-hundred-thousand miler opened out, and began telling some wonderful anecdotes, while the Countess and Mr. Jorrocks carried on a fierce flirtation, or whatever else they pleased to call it. At last, after a deal of jargon, he broke off by appealing to the Yorkshireman to know what inn they should put up at in Paris. I dont know, Im sure, said he; it depends a good deal upon how you mean to live. As you pay my shot it does not do for beggars to be choosers; but suppose we try Meurices Oh no, replied Mr. Jorrocks, her ladyship tells me it is werry expensive, for the English always pay through the nose if they go to English houses in Paris; and, as we talk French, we can put up at a French one, you know. Well, then, we can try one of the French ones in the Rue de la Paix. Rue de la Pay! no, by Jove, that wont do for me  the werry name is enough  no Rue de la Pay for me, at least if I have to pay the shot. Well, then, you must get your friend there to tell you of some place, for I dont care twopence, as long as I have a bed, where it is. The Countess and he then laid their heads together again, and when the diligence stopped to change horses at St. Denis, Mr. Jorrocks asked the Yorkshireman to alight, and taking him aside, announced with great glee that her ladyship, finding they were strangers in the land, had most kindly invited them to stay with her, and that she had a most splendid house in the Rue des Mauvais-Garçons, ornamented with mirrors, musical clocks, and he didnt know what, and kept the best company in all France, marquesses, barons, viscounts, authors, etc. Before the Yorkshireman had time to reply, the conducteur came and hurried them back into the diligence, and closed the door with a bang, to be sure of having his passengers there while he and the postilion shuffled the cards and cut for a glass of eau-de-vie apiece.

The Countess, suspecting what they had been after, resumed the conversation as soon as Mr. Jorrocks was seated. You shall manger cinque fois every day, said she; cinque fois, she repeated. Humph! said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, what can that mean?  cank four  four times fives twenty  eat twenty times a day  not possible! Oui, Monsieur, cinque fois, repeated the Countess, telling the number off on her fingers Café at nine of the matin, déjeuner à la fourchette at onze oclock, diner at cinque heure, café at six hour, and souper at neuf hour. Upon my word, replied Mr. Jorrocks, his eyes sparkling with pleasure, your offer is werry inwiting. My lady, said he, bowing before her, Je suis  I am much flattered. And, Monsieur? said she, looking at the Yorkshireman. He, too, assured her that he was very much flattered, and was beginning to excuse himself, when the Countess interrupted him somewhat abruptly by turning to Mr. Jorrocks and saying, He sall be your son  nest ce pas? No, my lady, Ive no children, replied he, and the Countesss eyes in their turn underwent a momentary illumination.

The Parisian barrier was soon reached, and the man taken up to kick about the jaded travellers luggage at the journeys end. While this operation was going on in the diligence yard, the Countess stuck close to Mr. Jorrocks, and having dispatched Agamemnon for a fiacre, bundled him in, luggage and all, and desiring her worthy domestic to mount the box, and direct the driver, she kissed her hand to the Yorkshireman, assuring him she would be most happy to see him, in proof of which, she drove away without telling him her number, or where the Rue des Mauvais-Garçons was.

Paris is a charming place after the heat of the summer has passed away, and the fine, clear, autumnal days arrive. Then is the time to see the Tuileries gardens to perfection, when the Parisians have returned from their châteaus, and emigrating English and those homeward bound halt to renovate on the road; then is the time that the gayest plants put forth their brightest hues, and drooping orange flowers scent the air which silvery fountains lend their aid to cool.

On a Sunday afternoon, such as we have described, our friend Mr. Stubbs (who since his arrival had been living very comfortably at the Hôtel dHollande, in expectation of Mr. Jorrocks paying his bill) indulged in six sous worth of chairs  one to sit upon and one for each leg  and, John Bull-like, stretched himself out in the shade beneath the lofty trees, to view the gay groups who promenaded the alleys before him. First, there came a helmeted cuirassier, with his wife in blue satin, and a little boy in his hand in uniform, with a wooden sword, a perfect miniature of the father; then a group of short-petticoated, shuffling French women, each with an Italian greyhound in slips, followed by an awkward Englishman with a sister on each arm, all stepping out like grenadiers; then came a ribbond chevalier of the Legion of Honour, whose hat was oftener in his hand than on his head, followed by a nondescript looking militaire with fierce mustachios, in shining jack-boots, white leathers, and a sort of Italian military cloak, with one side thrown over the shoulder, to exhibit the wearers leg, and the bright scabbard of a large sword, while on the heros left arm hung a splendidly dressed woman. What a figure! said the Yorkshireman to himself, as they came before him, and he took another good stare. Yet stay  no, impossible!  Gracious Heaven! it cant be  and yet it is  by Jove, its Jorrocks!

Why now, you old imbecile, cried he, jumping off his chairs and running up to him, What are you after? bursting into a loud laugh as he looked at Mr. Jorrockss mustachios (a pair of great false ones). Is there no piece of tomfoolery too great for you? Whats come across you now? Where the deuce did you get these things? taking hold of the curls at one side of his mustachios.

How now? roared Mr. Jorrocks with rage and astonishment. How now! ye young scaramouch, vot do you mean by insulting a gentleman sportsman in broad daylight, in the presence of a lady of quality? By Jingo, added he, his eyes sparkling with rage, if you are not off before I can say dumpling Ill run you through the gizzard and give your miserable carcass to the dogs, suiting the action to the word, and groping under his cloak for the hilt of his sword.  A crowd collected, and the Yorkshireman perceiving symptoms of a scene, slunk out of the mêlée, and Mr. Jorrocks, after an indignant shake or two of his feathers and curl of his mustachios, pursued his course up the gardens.
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This was the first time they had met since their arrival, which was above a week before; indeed, it was nine days, for the landlord of the house where the Yorkshireman lived had sent his little bill two days before this, it being an established rule of his house, and one which was conspicuously posted in all the rooms, that the bills were to be settled weekly; and Mr. Stubbs had that very morning observed that the hat of Monsieur lHote was not raised half so high from his head, nor his body inclined so much towards the ground as it was wont to be  a pretty significant hint that he wanted his cash.  Now the Yorkshireman, among his other accomplishments, had a turn for play, and unfortunately had been at the Salon the night before, when, after continuous run of ill-luck, he came away twelve francs below the amount of the hotel-keepers bill, consequently a rumpus with Mr. Jorrocks could not have taken place at a more unfortunate moment. Thinking, however, a good nights rest or two might settle him down, and put all matters right, he let things alone until the Tuesday following, when again finding Monsieurs little memoire on one side of his coffeecup, and a framed copy of the rules and regulations of the house on the other, he felt constrained to take some decisive step towards its liquidation. Accordingly, having breakfasted, he combed his hair straight over his face, and putting on a very penitential look, called a cab, and desired the man to drive him to the Rue des Mauvais-Garçons.  After zigzagging, twisting, and turning about in various directions, they at last jingled to the end of a very narrow dirty-looking street, whose unswept pavement had not been cheered by a ray of sunshine since the houses were built. It was excessively narrow, and there were no flags on either side; but through the centre ran a dribbling stream, here and there obstructed by oyster-shells, or vegetable refuse, as the water had served as a plaything for children, or been stopped by servants for domestic purposes. The street being extremely old, of course the houses were very large, forming, as all houses do in Paris, little squares entered by folding doors, at one side of which, in a sort of lodge, lives the Porter Parlez au Portier  who receives letters, parcels, and communications for the several occupiers, consisting sometimes of twenty or thirty different establishments in one house. From this functionary may be learned the names of the different tenants. Having dismissed his cab, the Yorkshireman entered the first gateway on his left, to take the chance of gaining some intelligence of the Countess. The Porter  a cobbler by trade  was hammering away, last on knee, at the sole of a shoe, and with a grin on his countenance, informed the Yorkshireman that the Countess lived next door but one. A thrill of fear came over him on finding himself so near the residence of his indignant friend, but it was of momentary duration, and he soon entered the courtyard of No. 3  where he was directed by an unshaved grisly-looking porter, to proceed un troisième, and ring the bell at the door on the right-hand side. Obedient to his directions, the Yorkshireman proceeded to climb a wide but dirty stone staircase, with carved and gilded balusters, whose wall and steps had known no water for many years, and at length found himself on the landing opposite the very apartment which contained the redoubtable Jorrocks. Here he stood for a few seconds, breathing and cooling himself after his exertions, during which time he pictured to himself the worthy citizen immersed in papers deeply engaged in the preparation of his France in three volumes, and wished that the first five minutes of their interview were over. At length he mustered courage to grasp a greasy-looking red tassel, and give a gentle tinkle to the bell. The door was quickly opened by Agamemnon in dirty loose trousers and slippers, and without a coat. He recognised his fellow-traveller, and in answer to his inquiry if Monsieur Jorrocks was at home, grinned, and answered, Oh oui, certainement, Monsieur le Colonel Jorrockes est ici, and motioned him to come in. The Yorkshireman entered the little ante-room  a sort of scullery, full of mops, pans, dirty shoes, dusters, candlesticks  and the first thing that caught his eye was Jorrockss sword, which Agamemnon had been burnishing up with sandpaper and leather, lying on a table before the window. This was not very encouraging, but Agamemnon gave no time for reflection, and opening half a light salmon-coloured folding door directly opposite the one by which he entered, the Yorkshireman passed through, unannounced and unperceived by Mr. Jorrocks or the Countess, who were completely absorbed in a game of dominoes, sitting on opposite sides of a common deal table, whose rose-coloured silk cover was laid over the back of a chair. Jorrocks was sitting on a stool with his back to the door, and the Countess being very intent on the game, Mr. Stubbs had time for a hasty survey of the company and apartment before she looked up. It was about one oclock, and of course she was still en déshabillé, with her nightcap on, a loose robe de chambre of flannel, and a flaming broad-striped red-and-black Scotch shawl thrown over her shoulders, and swans-down-lined slippers on her feet. Mr. Jorrocks had his leather pantaloons on, with a rich blue and yellow brocade dressing-gown, and blue morocco slippers to match. His jack-boots, to which he had added a pair of regimental heel-spurs, were airing before a stove, which contained the dying embers of a small log. The room was low, and contained the usual allowance of red figured velvet-cushioned chairs, with brass nails; the window curtains were red-and-white on rings and gilded rods; a secretaire stood against one of the walls, and there was a large mirror above the marble mantelpiece, which supported a clock surmounted by a flying Cupid, and two vases of artificial flowers covered with glass, on one of which was placed an elegant bonnet of the newest and most approved fashion. The floor, of highly polished oak, was strewed about with playbills, slippers, curl-papers, boxes, cards, dice, ribbons, dirty handkerchiefs, etc.; and on one side of the deal table was a plate containing five well-picked mutton-chop bones, and hard by lay Mr. Jorrockss mustachios and a dirty small tooth-comb.

Just as the Yorkshireman had got thus far in his survey, the Countess gave the finishing stroke to the game, and Mr. Jorrocks, jumping up in a rage, gave his leathers such a slap as sent a cloud of pipe-clay flying into his face. Vous avez the devils own luck; exclaimed he, repeating the blow, when, to avoid the cloud, he turned short round, and encountered the Yorkshireman.

How now? roared he at the top of his voice, who sent for you? Have you come here to insult me in my own house? Ill lay my soul to an oss-shoe, Ill be too many for ye! Wheres my sword?

Now, my good Mr. Jorrocks, replied the Yorkshireman very mildly, pray, dont put yourself into a passion  consider the lady, and dont let us have any unpleasantness in Madame la Duchesse Benvolios house, making her a very low bow as he spoke, and laying his hand on his heart.

D  n your displeasancies! roared Jorrocks, and thats swearing  a thing Ive never done since my brother Joe fobbed me of my bottom piece of muffin. Out with you, I say! Out with ye! youre a nasty dirty blackguard; Im done with you for ever. I detest the sight of you and hate ye afresh every time I see you!

Doucement, mon cher Colonel, interposed the Countess, ve sall play anoder game, and you sall had von better chance, clapping him on the back as she spoke. I vont! bellowed Jorrocks. Turn this chap out first. Ill do it myself. HAgamemnon! HAgamemnon! happortez my sword! bring my sword! tout suite, directly!

Police! Police! Police! screamed the Countess out of the window; Police! Police! Police! bellowed Agamemnon from the next one; Police! Police! Police! re-echoed the grisly porter down below; and before they had time to reflect on what had passed, a sergeants file of the National Guard had entered the hotel, mounted the stairs, and taken possession of the apartment. The sight of the soldiers with their bright bayonets, all fixed and gleaming as they were, cooled Mr. Jorrockss courage in an instant, and, after standing a few seconds in petrified astonishment, he made a dart at his jack-boots and bolted out of the room. The Countess Benvolio then unlocked her secretaire, in which was a plated liqueur-stand with bottles and glasses, out of which she poured the sergeant three, and the privates two glasses each of pure eau-de-vie, after which Agamemnon showed them the top of the stairs.

In less than ten minutes all was quiet again, and the Yorkshireman was occupying Mr. Jorrockss stool. The Countess then began putting things a little in order, adorned the deal table with the rose-coloured cover  before doing which she swept off Mr. Jorrockss mustachios, and thrust a dirty white handkerchief and the small tooth-comb under the cushion of a chair  while Agamemnon carried away the plate with the bones. Ah, le pauvre Colonel, said the Countess, eyeing the bones as they passed, he sall be von grand homme to eat  him eat toujours  all day long  Oh, him mange beaucoup  beaucoup  beaucoup. He is von varé amiable man, bot he sall not be moch patience. I guess he sall be varé rich  nest ce pas? have many guinea?  He say he keep beaucoup des chiens  many dogs for the hont  he sail be vot dey call rom customer (rum customer) in Angleterre, I think.

Thus she went rattling on, telling the Yorkshireman all sorts of stories about the pauvre Colonel, whom she seemed ready to change for a younger piece of goods with a more moderate appetite; and finding Mr. Stubbs more complaisant than he had been in the diligence, she concluded by proposing that he should accompany the Colonel and herself to a soirée-dansante that evening at a friend of hers, another Countess, in the Rue des Bons-Enfants.

Being disengaged as usual, he at once assented, on condition that the Countess would effect a reconciliation between Mr. Jorrocks and himself, for which purpose she at once repaired to his room, and presently reappeared arm-in-arm with our late outrageously indignant hero. The Colonel had been occupying his time at the toilette, and was en grand costume  finely cleaned leathers, jack-boots and brass spurs, with a spick and span new blue military frock-coat, hooking and eyeing up to the chin, and all covered with braid, frogs, tags, and buttons.

Dere be von beau garçon! exclaimed the Countess, turning him round after having led him into the middle of the room dat habit does fit you like vax. Yes, replied Mr. Jorrocks, raising his arms as though he were going to take flight, but it is rather tight  partiklarly round the waist  shouldnt like to dine in it. What do you think of it? turning round and addressing the Yorkshireman as if nothing had happened suppose you get one like it? Do, rejoined the Countess, and some of the other things  vot you call them, Colonel? What  breeches? Yes, breeches  but the oder name  vot you call dem? Oh, leathers? replied Mr. Jorrocks. No, no, another name still. I know no other. Pantaloons, perhaps, you mean? No, no, not pantaloons. Not pantaloons?  then I know of nothing else. You dont mean these sacks of things, called trousers? taking hold of the Yorkshiremans. No, no, not trousers. Then really, my lady, I dont know any other name. Oh, yes, Colonel, you know the things I intend. Vot is it you call Davil in Angleterre? Oh, we have lots of names for him  Old Nick, for instance. Old Nick breeches, said the Countess thoughtfully; no, dat sall not be it  vot else? Old Harry? replied Mr. Jorrocks. Old Harry breeches, repeated the Countess in the hopes of catching the name by the ear no, nor dat either, encore anoder name, Colonel. Old Scratch, then? Old Scratch breeches, re-echoed the Countess no, dat shall not do. Beelzebub? rejoined Mr. Jorrocks. Beelzebub breeches, repeated the Countess nor dat. Satan, then? said Mr. Jorrocks. Oh oui! responded the Countess with delight, satan! black satan breeches  you shall von pair of black satan breeches, like the Colonel.

And the Colonel will pay for them, I presume? said the Yorkshireman, looking at Mr. Jorrocks.

I carnt, said Mr. Jorrocks in an undertone; Im nearly cleaned out, and shall be in Shorts Gardens before I know where I am, unless I hold better cards this evening than Ive done yet. Somehow or other, these French are rather too sharp for me, and Ive been down upon my luck ever since I came.  Lose every night, in fact, and then they are so werry anxious for me to have my rewenge, as they call it, that they make parties expressly for me every evening; but, instead of getting my rewenge, I only lose more and more money.  They seem to me always to turn up the king whenever they want him.  To-night we are going to a Countesss of werry great consequence, and, as you know écarté well, Ill back your play, and, perhaps, we may do something between us.

This being all arranged, Mr. Stubbs took his departure, and Mr. Jorrocks having girded on his sword, and the Countess having made her morning toilette, they proceed to their daily promenade in the Tuileries Gardens.

A little before nine that evening, the Yorkshireman again found himself toiling up the dirty staircase, and on reaching the third landing was received by Agamemnon in a roomy uniform of a chasseur  dark green and tarnished gold, with a cocked-hat and black feather, and a couteau de chasse, slung by a shining patent-leather belt over his shoulder. The opening of the inner door displayed the worthy Colonel sitting at his ease, with his toes on each side of the stove (for the evenings had begun to get cool), munching the last bit of crust of the fifth Périgord pie that the Countess had got him to buy.  He was extremely smart; thin black gauze-silk stockings, black satin breeches; well-washed, well-starched white waistcoat with a rolling collar, showing an amplitude of frill, a blue coat with yellow buttons and a velvet collar, while his pumps shone as bright as polished steel.

The Countess presently sidled into the room, all smirks and smiles as dressy ladies generally are when well got up. Rouge and the milliner had effectually reduced her age from five and forty down to five and twenty. She wore a dress of the palest pink satin, with lilies of the valley in her hair, and an exquisitely wrought gold armlet, with a most Lilliputian watch in the centre.

Mr. Jorrocks having finished his pie-crust, and stuck on his mustachios, the Countess blew out her bougies, and the trio, preceeded by Agamemnon with a lanthorn in his hand, descended the stairs, whose greasy, muddy steps contrasted strangely with the rich delicacy of the Countesss beautifully slippered feet. Having handed them into the voiture, Agamemnon mounted up behind, and in less than ten minutes they rumbled into the spacious courtyard of the Countess de Jackson, in the Rue des Bons-Enfants, and drew up beneath a lofty arch at the foot of a long flight of dirty black-and-white marble stairs, about the centre of which was stationed a lacquey de place to show the company up to the hall. The Countess de Jackson (the wife of an English horse-dealer) lived in an entresol au troisième, but the hotel being of considerable dimensions, her apartment was much more spacious than the Countess Benvolios. Indeed, the Countess de Jackson, being a marchande des modes, had occasion for greater accommodation, and she had five low rooms, whereof the centre one was circular, from which four others, consisting of an ante-room, a kitchen, a bedroom, and salle à manger, radiated.

Agamemnon having opened the door of the fiacre, the Countess Benvolio took the Yorkshiremans arm, and at once preceded to make the ascent, leaving the Colonel to settle the fare, observing as they mounted the stairs, that he was von exceeding excellent man, but varé slow.

Madame la Contesse Benvolio and Monsieur Stoops! cried the lacquey de place as they reached the door of the low ante-room, where the Countess Benvolio deposited her shawl, and took a final look at herself in the glass. She again took the Yorkshiremans arm and entered the round ballroom, which, though low and out of all proportion, had an exceedingly gay appearance, from the judicious arrangement of the numerous lights, reflected in costly mirrors, and the simple elegance of the crimson drapery, festooned with flowers and evergreens against the gilded walls. Indeed, the hotel had been the residence of an ambassador before the first revolution, and this entresol had formed the private apartment of his Excellency. The door immediately opposite the one by which they entered, led into the Countess de Jacksons bedroom, which was also lighted up, with the best furniture exposed and her toilette-table set out with numberless scent bottles, vases, trinkets, and nick-nacks, while the salle à manger was converted into a card-room. Having been presented in due form to the hostess, the Yorkshireman and his new friend stood surveying the gay crowd of beautiful and well-dressed women, large frilled and well-whiskered men, all chatting, and bowing, and dancing, when a half-suppressed titter that ran through the room attracted their attention, and turning round, Mr. Jorrocks was seen poking his way through the crowd with a number of straws sticking to his feet, giving him the appearance of a feathered Mercury. The fact was, that Agamemnon had cleaned his shoes with the liquid varnish (french polish), and forgetting to dry it properly, the carrying away half the straw from the bottom of the fiacre was the consequence, and Mr. Jorrocks having paid the Jehu rather short, the latter had not cared to tell him about it.

The straws were, however, soon removed without interruption to the gaiety of the evening. Mr. Stubbs, of course, took an early opportunity of waltzing with the Countess Benvolio, who, as all French women are, was an admirable dancer, and Jorrocks stood by fingering and curling his mustachios, admiring her movements but apparently rather jealous of the Yorkshireman. I wish, said he after the dance was over, that you would sit down at écarté and let us try to win some of these mouncheers tin, for Im nearly cleaned out. Let us go into the cardroom, but first let us see if we can find anything in the way of nourishment, for I begin to be hungry. Garsoon, said he catching a servant with a trayful of eau sucrée glasses, avez-vous kick-shaws to eat? putting his finger in his mouth ge wouderay some refreshment. Oh, oui, replied the garçon taking him to an open window overlooking the courtyard, and extending his hand in the air, voilà, monsieur, de très bon rafraîchissement.
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The ball proceeded with the utmost decorum, for though composed of shopkeepers and such like, there was nothing in their dress or manner to indicate anything but the best possible breeding. Jorrocks, indeed, fancied himself in the very élite of French society, and, but for a little incident, would have remained of that opinion. In an unlucky moment he took it into his head he could waltz, and surprised the Countess Benvolio by claiming her hand for the next dance. It seems werry easy, said he to himself as he eyed the couples gliding round the room; at all ewents theres nothing like trying, for he who never makes an effort never risks a failure. The couples were soon formed and ranged for a fresh dance. Jorrocks took a conspicuous position in the centre of the room, buttoned his coat, and, as the music struck up, put his arm round the waist of his partner. The Countess, it seems, had some misgivings as to his prowess in the dancing line, and used all her strength to get him well off, but the majority of the dancers started before him. At length, however, he began to move, and went rolling away in something between a gallop and a waltz, effecting two turns, like a great cart-wheel, which brought him bang across the room, right into the track of another couple, who were swinging down at full speed, making a cannon with his head against both theirs, and ending by all four coming down upon the hard boards with a tremendous crash  the Countess Benvolio undermost, then the partner of the other Countess, then Jorrocks, and then the other Countess herself. Great was the commotion, and the music stopped; Jorrocks lost his wig, and split his Beelzebub breeches across the knees, while the other gentleman cracked his behind  and the Countess Benvolio and the other Countess were considerably damaged; particularly the other Countess, who lost four false teeth and broke an ear-ring. This, however, was not the worst, for as soon as they were all scraped together and set right again, the other Countesss partner attacked Jorrocks most furiously, calling him a sacré-nom de-Dieud bête of an Englishman, a mauvais sujet, a cochon, etc., then spitting on the floor  the greatest insult a Frenchman can offer  he vapoured about being one of the grand nation, that he was brave  the world knew it, and concluded by thrusting his card Monsieur Charles Adolphe Eugene, Confiturier, No. 15 bis, Rue Poupée  into Jorrockss face. It was now Jorrockss turn to speak, so doubling his fists, and getting close to him, he held one to his nose, exclaiming, D  n ye, sir, je suis  JORROCKS!  Je suis an Englishman! je vous lick within an inch of your life!  Je vous kick!  je vous mill!  je vous flabbergaster! and concluded by giving him his card, Monsieur le Colonel Jorrocks, No 3, Rue des Mauvais-Garçons.

A friend of the confectioners interposed and got him away, and Mr. Stubbs persuaded Mr. Jorrocks to return into the cardroom, where they were speedily waited upon by the friend of the former, who announced that the Colonel must make an apology or fight, for he said, although Jorrocks was a Colonel Anglais, still Monsieur Eugene was of the Legion of Honour, and, consequently, very brave and not to be insulted with impunity. All this the Yorkshireman interpreted to Mr. Jorrocks, who was most anxious to fight, and wished it was light that they might go to work immediately. Mr. Stubbs therefore told the confectioners friend (who was also his foreman), that the Colonel would fight him with pistols at six oclock in the Bois de Boulogne, but no sooner was the word pistols mentioned than the friend exclaimed, with a grimace and shrug of his shoulders, Oh horror, no! Monsieur Adolphe is brave, but he will not touch pistols  theyre not weapons of his country. Jorrocks then proposed to fight him with broad swords, but this the confectioners foreman declined on behalf of his principal, and at last the Colonel suggested that they could not do better than fight it out with fists. Now, the confectioner was ten years younger than Jorrocks, tall, long-armed, and not over-burthened with flesh, and had, moreover, taken lessons of Harry Harmer, when that worthy had his school in Paris, so he thought the offer was a good one, and immediately closed with it. Jorrocks, too, had been a patron of the prize-ring, having studied under Bill Richmond, the man of colour, and was reported to have exhibited in early life (incog.) with a pugilist of some pretensions at the Fives-court, so, all things considered, fists seemed a very proper mode of settling the matter, and that being agreed upon, each party quitted the Countess de Jacksons  the confectioner putting forth all manner of high-flown ejaculations and prayers for success, as he groped about the ante-room for his hat, and descended the stairs. Oh! God of war! said he, throwing up his hands, who guided the victorious army of this grand nation in Egypt, when, from the pyramids, forty centuries beheld our actions  oh, brilliant sun, who shone upon our armies at Jaffa, at Naples, Montebello, Marengo, Austerlitz, Jena, and Algiers, who blessed our endeavours, who knowest that we are brave  brave as a hundred lions  look down on Charles Adolphe Eugene, and enable him to massacre and immolate on the altar of his wrath, this sacré-nom de-Dieud beastly hog of an Englishman  and thereupon he spit upon the flags with all the venom of a viper.

Jorrocks, too, indulged in a few figures of speech, as he poked his way home, though of a different description. Now blister my kidneys, said he, slapping his thigh, but Ill sarve him out! Ill baste him as Randall did ugly Borrock. Ill knock him about as Belcher did the Big Ilkey Pigg. Ill damage his mug as Turner did Scrogginss. Ill fib him till hes as black as Agamemnon  for I do feel as though I could fight a few.



The massive folding doors of the Porte-Cocher at the Hôtel dHollande had not received their morning opening, when a tremendous loud, long, protracted rat-tat-tat-tat-tan, sounded like thunder throughout the extensive square, and brought numerous nightcapped heads to the windows, to see whether the hotel was on fire, or another revolution had broken out. The maître dhotel screamed, the porter ran, the chef de cuisine looked out of his pigeon-hole window, and the garçons and male femmes des chambres rushed into the yard, with fear and astonishment depicted on their countenances, when on peeping through the grating of the little door, Mr. Jorrocks was descried, knocker in hand, about to sound a second edition. Now, nothing is more offensive to the nerves of a Frenchman than a riotous knock, and the impertinence was not at all migitated by its proceeding from a stranger who appeared to have arrived through the undignified medium of a co-cou. Having scanned his dimensions and satisfied himself that, notwithstanding all the noise, Jorrocks was mere mortal man, the porter unbolted the door, and commenced a loud and energetic tirade of abuse against Monsieur Anglais, for his audacious thumping, which he swore was enough to make every man of the National Guard rush to arms. In the midst of the torrent, very little of which Mr. Jorrocks understood, the Yorkshireman appeared, whom he hurried into the co-cou, bundled in after him, cried ally! to the driver, and off they jolted at a miserably slow trot. A little before seven they reached the village of Passy, where it was arranged they should meet and proceed from thence to the Bois de Boulogne, to select a convenient place for the fight; but neither the confectioner nor his second, nor any one on his behalf, was visible and they walked the length and breadth of the village, making every possible inquiry without seeing or hearing anything of them. At length, having waited a couple of hours, Mr. Jorrockss appetite overpowered his desire of revenge, and caused him to retire to the Chapeau-Rouge to indulge in a fork breakfast. Nature being satisfied, he called for pen and ink, and with the aid of Mr. Stubbs drew up the following proclamation which to this day remains posted in the salle à manger a copy whereof was transmitted by post to the confectioner at Paris.

Footnote 23: Co-cous are nondescript vehicles that ply in the environs of Paris. They are a sort of cross between a cab and a young Diligence.

PROCLAMATION!

I, John Jorrocks, of Great Coram Street, in the County of Middlesex, Member of the Surrey Hunt, in England, and Colonel of the Army when Im in France, having been grossly insulted by Charles Adolphe Eugene of No. 15 bis, Rue Poupée, confectioner, this day repaired to Passy, with the intention of sarving him out with my fists; but, neither he nor any one for him having come to the scratch, I, John Jorrocks, do hereby proclaim the said Charles Adolphe Eugene to be a shabby fellow and no soldier, and totally unworthy the notice of a fox-hunter and a gentleman sportsman.

(Signed) JOHN JORROCKS.

(Countersigned) STUBBS.

This being completed, and the bill paid, they returned leisurely on foot to Paris, looking first at one object, then at another, so that the Countess Benvolios dinner-hour was passed ere they reached the Tuileries Gardens, where after resting themselves until it began to get dusk, and their appetites returned, they repaired to the Café de Paris to destroy them again.  The lofty well-gilded salon was just lighted up, and the numberless lamps reflected in costly mirrors in almost every partition of the wall, aided by the graceful figures and elegant dresses of the ladies, interspersed among the sombre-coated gentry, with here and there the gay uniforms of the military, imparted a fairy air to the scene, which was not a little heightened by the contrast produced by Mr. Jorrockss substantial figure, stumping through the centre with his hat on his head, his hands behind his back, and the dust of the day hanging about his Hessians.

Garsoon, said he, hanging up his hat, and taking his place at a vacant table laid for two, ge wouderai some wittles, and, accordingly, the spruce-jacketed, white-aproned garçon brought him the usual red-backed book with gilt edges, cut and lettered at the side, like the index to a ledger, and, as Mr. Jorrocks said, containing reading enough for a month. Quelle potage voulez vous, monsieur? inquired the garçon at last, tired of waiting while he studied the carte and looked the words out in the dictionary. Avez-vous any potted lobster? Non, said the garçon, potage au vermicelle, au riz, a la Julienne, consommé, et potage aux choux. Old shoe! who the devil do you think eats old shoes here? Have you any mock turtle or gravy soup? Non, monsieur, said the garçon with a shrug of the shoulders. Then avez-vous any roast beef? Non, monsieur; nous avons boeuf au naturel  boeuf à la sauce piquante  boeuf aux cornichons  boeuf à la mode  boeuf aux choux  boeuf à la sauce tomate  bifteck aux pommes de terre. Hold hard, said Jorrocks; Ive often heard that you can dress an egg a thousand ways, and I want to hear no more about it; bring me a beef-steak and pommes de terre for three. Stop! cried Mr. Stubbs, with dismay I see you dont understand ordering a dinner in France  let me teach you. Wheres the carte? Here, said Mr. Jorrocks, is the bill of lading, handing over the book. Garçon, apportez une douzaine des huîtres, un citron, et du beurre frais, said the Yorkshireman, and while they were discussing the propriety of eating them before or after the soup, a beautiful dish of little green oysters made their appearance, which were encored before the first supply was finished. Now, Colonel, said the Yorkshireman, take a bumper of Chablis, lifting a pint bottle out of the cooler. It has had one plunge in the ice-pail and no more  see what a delicate rind it leaves on the glass! eyeing it as he spoke. Ay, but Id rayther it should leave something in the mouth than on the side of the glass, replied Mr. Jorrocks; I loves a good strong generous wine  military port, in fact  but here comes fish and soup  wot are they? Filet de sole au gratin, et potage au macaroni avec fromage de Parmesan. Ill take fish first, because the soup will keep hot longest. So will I, said Mr. Jorrocks, for I think you understand the thing  but they seem to give werry small pennorths  it really looks like trifling with ones appetite  I likes the old joint  the cut-and-come-again system, such as we used to have at Sugdens in Cornhill  joint, wegitables, and cheese all for two shillings. Dont talk of your joints here, rejoined the Yorkshireman I told you before, you dont understand the art of eating  the dexterity of the thing consists in titivating the appetite with delicate morsels so as to prolong the pleasure. A well-regulated French dinner lasts two hours, whereas you go off at score, and take the shine out of yourself before you turn the Tattenham Corner of your appetite. But come, take another glass of Chablis, for your voice is husky as though your throat was full of dust.  Will you eat some of this boulli-vert? No, not no bouleward for me thank ye. Well, then, we will have the entrée de boeuf  beef with sauce tomate  and there is a côtelette de veau en papillotte;  which will you take? Ill trouble the beef, I think; I dont like that ere pantaloon cutlet much, the skin is so tough. Oh, but you dont eat the paper, man; that is only put on to keep this nice layer of fat ham from melting; take some, if it is only that you may enjoy a glass of champagne after it. There is no meat like veal for paving the way for a glass of champagne. Well, I dont care if I do, now you have explained how to eat it, for Ive really been troubled with indigestion all day from eating one wholesale yesterday; but dont you stand potatoes  pommes de terre, as we say in France? Oh yes, fried, and à la maître dhotel; here they come, smoking hot. Now, J  for a glass of champagne  take it out of the pail  nay, man! not with both hands round the middle, unless you like it warm  by the neck, so, showing him how to do it and pouring him a glass of still champagne. This wont do, said Jorrocks, holding it up to the candle; garsoon! garsoon!  no good  no bon  no fizzay, no fizzay, giving the bottom of the bottle a slap with his hand to rouse it. Oh, but this is still champagne, explained the Yorkshireman, and far the best. I dont think so, retorted Mr. Jorrocks, emptying the glass into his water-stand. Well, then, have a bottle of the other, rejoined the Yorkshireman, ordering one. And whos to pay for it? inquired Mr. Jorrocks. Oh, never mind that  care killed the cat  give a loose to pleasure for once, for its a poor heart that never rejoices. Here it comes, and may you never know what it is to want, as the beggar boys say.  Now, lets see you treat it like a philosopher  the wire is off, so youve nothing to do but cut the string, and press the cork on one side with your thumb.  Nay! youve cut both sides! Fizz, pop, bang, and away went the cork close past the ear of an old deaf general, and bounded against the wall. Come, theres no mischief done, so pour out the wine.  Your good health, old boy, may you live for a thousand years, and I be there to count them!  Now, thats what I call good, observed the Yorkshireman, holding up his glass, see how it dulls the glass, even to the rim  champagne isnt worth a copper unless its iced  is it, Colonel? Vy, I dont know  carnt say I like it so werry cold; it makes my teeth chatter, and cools my courage as it gets below  champagne certainly gives one werry gentlemanly ideas, but for a continuance, I dont know but I should prefer mild hale. Youre right, old boy, it does give one very gentlemanly ideas, so take another glass, and youll fancy yourself an emperor.  Your good health again. The same to you, sir. And now wot do you call this chap? That is a quail, the other a snipe  which will you take? Vy, a bit of both, I think; and do you eat these chaps with them? Yes, nothing nicer  artichokes á la sauce blanche; you get the real eating part, you see, by having them sent up this way, instead of like haystacks, as they come in England, diving and burning your fingers amid an infinity of leaves. They are werry pretty eating, I must confess; and this upper Binjamin of ham the birds are cooked in is delicious. Ill trouble you for another plateful. Thats right, Colonel, you are yourself again. I always thought you would come back into the right course; and now you are good for a glass of claret of light Hermitage. Come, buck up, and give a loose to pleasure for once. For once, ay, thats what you always say; but your once comes so werry often. Say no more.  Garçon! un demi-bouteille de St. Julien; and here, J  , is a dish upon which I will stake my credit as an experienced caterer  a Charlotte de pommes  upon my reputation it is a fine one, the crust is browned to a turn, and the rich apricot sweet-meat lies ensconced in the middle, like a sleeping babe in its cradle. If ever man deserved a peerage and a pension it is this cook. Its werry delicious  order another. Oh, your eyes are bigger than your stomach, Mr. J  . According to all mathematical calculations, this will more than suffice. Ay, I thought so  you are regularly at a stand-still. Take a glass of whatever you like. Good  Ill drink Chablis to your champagne. And now, that there may be no mistake as to our country, we will have some cheese  fromage de Roquefort, Gruyère, Neufchatel, or whatever you like  and a beaker of Burgundy after, and then remove the cloth, for I hate dabbling in dowlas after dinner is done. Rum beggars these French, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, laying down the newspaper, and taking a sip of Churchmans chocolate, as on the Sunday morning he sat with the Countess Benvolio, discussing rolls and butter, with Galignanis Messenger, for breakfast.

Rum beggars, indeed, said he, resuming the paper, and reading the programme of the amusements for the day, commencing with the hour of Protestant service at the Ambassadors Chapel, followed on by Palace and Gallery of Pictures of the Palais Royal  Review with Military Music in the Place du Carousel  Horse-races in the Champs de Mars  Fête in the Park of St. Cloud  Combat dAnimaux, that is to say, dog-fighting and bull-baiting, at the Barrière du Combat, Tivoli, etc., etc., Its not werry right, but I suppose at Rome we must do as Romans do, with which comfortable reflection Mr. Jorrocks proposed that the Countess and he should go to the races. Madame was not partial to animals of any description, but having got a new hat and feathers she consented to show them, on condition that they adjoined to the fête at St. Cloud in the evening.

Accordingly, about noon, the ostlers man of a neighbouring English livery-stable drew up a dark-coloured job cab, with a red-and-white striped calico lining, drawn by a venerable long-backed white horse, at the Countesss gateway in the Rue des Mauvais-Garçons, into which Mr. Jorrocks having handed her ladyship, and Agamemnon, who was attired in his chasseur uniform, having climbed up behind, the old horse, after two or three flourishes of his dirty white tail, as a sort of acknowledgment of the whip on his sides, got himself into motion, and proceeded on his way to the races. The Countess being resolved to cut a dash, had persuaded our hero to add a smart second-hand cocked-hat, with a flowing red-and-white feather, to the rest of his military attire; and the end of a scarlet handkerchief, peeping out at the breast of his embroidered frock-coat, gave him the appearance of wearing a decoration, and procured him the usual salute from the soldiers and veterans of the Hospital of Invalids, who were lounging about the ramparts and walks of the edifice. The Countesss costume was simple and elegant; a sky-blue satin pelisse with boots to match, and a white satin bonnet with white feathers, tipped with blue, and delicate primrose-coloured gloves. Of course the head of the cab was well thrown back to exhibit the elegant inmates to the world.

Great respect is paid to the military in France, as Mr. Jorrocks found by all the hack, cab, and fiacre drivers pulling up and making way for him to pass, as the old crocodile-backed white horse slowly dragged its long length to the gateway of the Champ de Mars. Here the guard, both horse and foot, saluted him, which he politely acknowledged, under direction of the Countess, by raising his chapeau bras, and a subaltern was dispatched by the officer in command to conduct him to the place appointed for the carriages to stand. But for this piece of attention Mr. Jorrocks would certainly have drawn up at the splendid building of the École Militaire, standing as it does like a grand stand in the centre of the gravelly dusty plain of the Champ de Mars. The officer, having speared his way through the crowd with the usual courtesy of a Frenchman, at length drew up the cab in a long line of anonymous vehicles under the rows of stunted elms by the stone-lined ditch, on the southern side of the plain when, turning his charger round, he saluted Mr. Jorrocks, and bumped off at a trot. Mr. Jorrocks then stuck the pig-driving whip into the socket, and throwing forward the apron, handed out the Countess, and installed Agamemnon in the cab.

A fine day and a crowd make the French people thoroughly happy, and on this afternoon the sun shone brightly and warmly on the land;  still there was no apparently settled purpose for the assembling of the multitude, who formed themselves in groups upon the plain, or lined the grass-burnt mounds at the sides, in most independent parties. The Champ de Mars forms a regular parallelogram of 2700 feet by 1320, and the course, which is of an oblong form, comprises a circuit of the whole, and is marked out with strong posts and ropes. Within the course, equestrians  or more properly speaking, men on horseback  are admitted under the surveillance of a regiment of cavalry, while infantry and cavalry are placed in all directions with drawn swords and fixed bayonets to preserve order. Being a gravelly sandy soil, in almost daily requisition for the exercise and training of troops, no symptoms of vegetation can be expected, and the course is as hard as the ride in Rotten Row or up to Kensington Gardens.

About the centre of the south side, near where the carriages were drawn up, a few temporary stands were erected for the royal family and visitors, the stand for the former being in the centre, and hung with scarlet and gold cloth, while the others were tastefully arranged with tri-coloured drapery. These are entered by tickets only, but there are always plenty of platforms formed by tables and chaises à louer (chairs to let) for those who dont mind risking their necks for a sight. Some few itinerants tramped about the plain, offering alternately tooth-picks, play-bills, and race-lists for sale. Mr. Jorrocks, of course, purchased one of the latter, which was decorated at the top with a woodcut, representing three jockeys riding two horses, one with a whip as big as a broad sword. We append the list as a specimen of Sporting in France, :  
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Footnote 24: Racing in France is, of course, now a very different business to the primitive sport it was when this sketch was written.  EDITOR.

Foreigners accuse the English of claiming every good-looking horse, and every well-built carriage, met on the Continent, as their own, but we think that few would be ambitious of laying claim to the honour of supplying France with jockeys or racehorses. Mr. Jorrocks, indeed, indifferent as he is to the affairs of the turf, could not suppress his conwiction of the difference between the flibberty-gibberty appearance of the Frenchmen, and the quiet, easy, close-sitting jockeys of Newmarket. The former all legs and elbows, spurting and pushing to the front at starting, in tawdry, faded jackets, and nankeen shorts, just like the frowsy door-keepers of an Epsom gambling-booth; the latter in clean, neat-fitting leathers, well-cleaned boots, spick and span new jackets, feeling their horses mouths, quietly in the rear, with their whip hands resting on their thighs. Then such riding! A hulking Norman with his knees up to his chin, and a long lean half-starved looking Frenchman sat astride like a pair of tongs, with a wet sponge applied to his knees before starting, followed by a runaway English stable lad, in white cords and drab gaiters, and half a dozen others equally singular, spurring and tearing round and round, throwing the gravel and sand into each others faces, until the field was so separated as to render it difficult to say which was leading and which was tailing, for it is one of the rules of their races, that each heat must be run in a certain time, consequently, though all the horses may be distanced, the winner keeps working away. Then what an absence of interest and enthusiasm on the part of the spectators! Three-fourths of them did not know where the horses started, scarcely a man knew their names, and the few tenpenny bets that were made, were sported upon the colour of the jackets. A Frenchman has no notion of racing, and it is on record that after a heat in which the winning horse, after making a waiting race, ran in at the finish, a Parisian observed, that although Annette had won at the finish, he thought the greater honour was due to Hercule, he having kept the lead the greater part of the distance. On someone explaining to him that the jockey on Annette had purposely made a waiting race, he was totally incredulous, asserting that he was sure the jockeys had too much amour-propre to remain in the rear at any part of the race, when they might be in front.


X. SPORTING IN FRANCE
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(View full size)



Moderate sport, said Mr. Jorrocks to himself, curling his mustachios and jingling a handful of five-franc pieces in the pocket of his leathers moderate sport indeed, and therefore he turned his back to the course and walked the Countess off towards the cab.

From beneath a low tenth-rate-looking booth, called The Cottage of Content, supported by poles placed on the stunted trees of the avenue, and exhibiting on a blue board, John Jones, dealer in British beer, in gilt letters, there issued the sound of voices clamouring about odds, and weights and scales, and on looking in, a score of ragamuffin-looking grooms, imitation jockeys, and the usual hangers-on of the racehorses and livery-stables, were seen drinking beer, smoking, playing at cards, dice, and chuck-farthing. Before the well-patched canvas curtain that flapped before the entrance, a crowd had collected round one of the horses which was in the care of five or six fellows, one to hold him, another to whistle to him, a third to whisk the flies away with a horses tail, a fourth to scrape him, a fifth to rinse his mouth out,  while the stud-groom, a tall, gaunt, hairy-looking fellow, in his shirt sleeves, with ear-rings, a blue apron and trousers (more like a gardener than a groom), walked round and round with mystified dignity, sacréing and muttering, Ne parlez pas, ne parlez pas, as anyone approached who seemed likely to ask questions. Mr. Jorrocks, having well ascertained the importance of his hat and feather, pushed his way with the greatest coolness into the ring, just to cast his eye over the horse and see whether he was fit to go with the Surrey, and the stud-groom immediately took off his lavender-coloured foraging cap, and made two profound salaams, one to the Colonel, the other to the Countess. Mr. Jorrocks, all politeness, took off his chapeau, and no sooner was it in the air, than with a wild exclamation of surprise and delight, the groom screamed, Oh, Monsieur Shorrock, mon ami, comment vous portez vous? threw his arms round the Colonels neck, and kissed him on each cheek.

Hold! roared the Colonel, half smothered in the embrace, and disengaging himself he drew back a few paces, putting his hand on the hilt of his sword, when in the training groom of Paris he recognised his friend the Baron of Newmarket. The abruptness of the incident disarmed Mr. Jorrocks of reflection, and being a man of impulse and warm affections, he at once forgave the novelty of the embrace, and most cordially joined hands with those of his friend. They then struck up a mixture of broken English and equally broken French, in mutual inquiries after each others healths and movements, and presuming that Mr. Jorrocks was following up the sporting trade in Paris, the Baron most considerately gave him his best recommendations which horse to back, kindly betting with him himself, but, unfortunately, at each time assigning Mr. Jorrocks the losing horse. At length, being completely cleaned out, he declined any further transactions, and having got the Countess into the cab, was in the act of climbing in himself, when someone took him by the sword as he was hoisting himself up by the wooden apron, and drew him back to the ground. Holloa, Stubbs, my boy! cried he, Im werry appy to see ye, holding out his hand, and thereupon Mr. Stubbs took off his hat to the Countess. Well now, the deuce be in these French, observed Mr. Jorrocks, confidentially, in an undertone as, resigning the reins to Agamemnon, he put his arm through the Yorkshiremans and drew out of hearing of the Countess behind the cab the deuce be in them. I say. Theres that beggarly Baron as we met at Newmarket has just diddled me out of four Naps and a half, by getting me to back osses that he said were certain to win, and I really dont know how we are to make tongue and buckle meet, as the coachmen say. Somehow or other they are far too sharp for me. Cards, dominoes, dice, backgammon, and racing, all one  they inwariably beat me, and I declare I havent as much pewter as will coach me to Calais. The Yorkshireman, as may be supposed, was not in a condition of any great pecuniary assistance, but after a turn or two along the mound, he felt it would be a reproach on his country if he suffered his friend to be done by a Frenchman, and on consideration he thought of a trick that Monsieur would not be up to. Accordingly, desiring Mr. Jorrocks to take him to the Baron, and behave with great cordiality, and agree to the proposal he should make, they set off in search of that worthy, who, after some trouble, they discovered in the Cottage of Content, entertaining John Jones and his comrades with an account of the manner in which he had fleeced Monsieur Shorrock. The Yorkshireman met him with the greatest delight, shook hands with him over and over again, and then began talking about racing, pigeon-shooting, and Newmarket, pretended to be full of money, and very anxious for the Barons advice in laying it out. On hearing this, the Baron beckoned him to retire, and joining him in the avenue, walked him up and down, while he recommended his backing a horse that was notoriously amiss. The Yorkshireman consented, lost a Nap with great good humour, and banteringly told the Baron he thought he could beat the horse on foot. This led them to talk of foot-racing and at last the Yorkshireman offered to bet that Mr. Jorrocks would run fifty yards with him on his back, before the Baron would run a hundred. Upon this the Baron scratched his head and looked very knowing, pretended to make a calculation, when the Yorkshireman affected fear, and professed his readiness to withdraw the offer. The Baron then plucked up his courage, and after some haggling, the match was made for six Naps, the Yorkshireman reckoning the Baron might have ten francs in addition to what he had won of Mr. Jorrocks and himself. The money was then deposited in the hands of the Countess Benvolio, and away went the trio to the Cottage of Content, to get men and ropes to measure and keep the ground. The English jockeys and lads, though ready enough to pigeon a countryman themselves, have no notion of assisting a foreigner to do so, unless they share in the spoil, and the Baron being a notorious screw, they all seemed heartily glad to find him in a trap. Out then they all sallied, amid cheers and shouts, while John Jones, with a yard-wand in his hand, proceeded to measure a hundred yards along the low side of the mound. This species of amusement being far more in accordance with the taste of the French than anything in which horses are concerned, an immense mob flocked to the scene, and the Baron having explained how it was, and being considered a safe man to follow, numerous offers were made to bet against the performance of the match. The Yorkshireman being a youth of discretion and accustomed to bet among strangers, got on five Naps more with different parties, who to prevent accidents submitted to deposit the money with the Countess, and all things being adjusted, and the course cleared by a picket of infantry, Mr. Jorrocks ungirded his sword, and depositing it with his frock-coat in the cab, walked up to the fifty yards he was to have for start. Now, Colonel, said the Yorkshireman, backing him to the mound, so that he might leap on without shaking him, put your best leg first, and its a hollow thing; if you dont fall, you must win,  and thereupon taking Mr. Jorrockss cocked hat and feather from his head, he put it sideways on his own, so that he might not be recognised, and mounted his man. Mr. Jorrocks then took his place as directed by John Jones, and at a signal from him  the dropping of a blue cotton handkerchief  away they started amid the shouts, the clapping of hands, and applause of the spectators, who covered the mound and lined the course on either side. Mr. Jorrockss action was not very capital, his jack-boots and leathers rather impeding his limbs, while the Baron had as little on him as decency would allow. The Yorkshireman feeling his man rather roll at the start, again cautioned him to take it easy, and after a dozen yards he got into a capital run, and though the lanky Baron came tearing along like an ill-fed greyhound, Mr. Jorrocks had full two yards to spare, and ran past the soldier, who stood with his cap on his bayonet as a winning-post, amid the applause of his backers, the yells of his opponents, and the general acclamation of the spectators.
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The Countess, anticipating the victory of her hero, had dispatched Agamemnon early in the day for a chaplet of red-and-yellow immortelles, and having switched the old cab horse up to the winning-post, she gracefully descended, without showing more of her foot and ankle than was strictly correct, and decorated his brow with the wreath, as the Yorkshireman dismounted. Enthusiasm being always the order of the day in France, this act was greeted with the loudest acclamations, and, without giving him time to recover his wind, the populace bundled Mr. Jorrocks neck and shoulders into the cab, and seizing the old horse by the head, paraded him down the entire length of the Champ de Mars, Mr. Jorrocks bowing and kissing his hands to the assembled multitude, in return for the vivas! the clapping of hands, and the waving of ribbons and handkerchiefs that greeted him as he went.

Popularity is but a fickle goddess, and in no country more fickle than in France. Ere the procession reached the end of the dusty plain, the mob had tailed off very considerably, and as the leader of the old white horse pulled him round to return, a fresh commotion in the distance, caused by the apprehension of a couple of pickpockets, drew away the few followers that remained, and the recently applauded and belauded Mr. Jorrocks was left alone in his glory. He then pulled up, and taking the chaplet of immortelles from his brow, thrust it under the driving cushion of the cab, and proceeded to reinstate himself in his tight military frock, re-gird himself with his sword, and resume the cocked hat and feather.

Nothing was too good for Mr. Stubbs at that moment, and, had a pen and ink been ready, Mr. Jorrocks would have endorsed him a bill for any amount. Having completed his toilette he gave the Yorkshireman the vacant seat in the cab, flopped the old horse well about the ears with the pig-driving whip, and trotted briskly up the line he had recently passed in triumphal procession, and wormed his way among the crowd in search of the Countess. There was nothing, however, to be seen of her, and after driving about, and poking his way on foot into all the crowds he could find, bolting up to every lady in blue, he looked at his great double-cased gold repeater, and finding it was near three oclock and recollecting the fête of St. Cloud, concluded her ladyship must have gone on, and Agamemnon being anxious to see it, of course was of the same opinion; so, again flopping the old horse about the ears, he cut away down the Champ de Mars, and by the direction of Agamemnon crossed the Seine by the Pont des Invalides, and gained the route to Versailles.

Here the genius of the people was apparent, for the road swarmed with voitures of every description, diligences, gondoles, co-cous, cabs, fiacres, omnibuses, dame-blanches, all rolling and rumbling along, occasionally interrupted by the lilting and tilting of a light English cab or tilbury, drawn by a thoroughbred, and driven by a dandy. The spirit of the old white horse even seemed roused as he got among the carriages and heard the tramping of hoofs and the jingling of bells round the necks of other horses, and he applied himself to the shafts with a vigour his enfeebled-looking frame appeared incapable of supplying. So they trotted on, and after a mile travelling at a foots pace after they got into close line, they reached the porte Maillot, and resigning the cab to the discretion of Agamemnon, Mr. Jorrocks got himself brushed over by one of the gentry who ply in that profession at all public places, and tucking his sword under one arm, he thrust the other through Mr. Stubbss, and, John-Bull-like, strutted up the long broad grass avenue, through the low part of the wood of St. Cloud, as if all he saw belonged to himself. The scene was splendid, and nature, art, and the weather appeared confederated for effect. On the lofty heights arose the stately place, looking down with placid grandeur on the full foliage of the venerable trees, over the beautiful gardens, the spouting fountains, the rushing cascades, and the gay and countless myriads that swarmed the avenues, while the circling river flowed calmly on, without a ripple on its surface, as if in ridicule of the sound of trumpets, the clang of cymbals, and the beat of drums, that rent the air around.

Along the broad avenue were ranged shows of every description  wild beasts, giants, jugglers, tumblers, mountebanks, and monsters, while in spots sheltered from the sun by lofty trees were dancing-places, swings, roundabouts, archery-butts, pistol-ranges, ball-kicking and head-thumping places, montagnes-Suisses, all the concomitants of fairs and fêtes  beating Bartlemy Fair, as Mr. Jorrocks candidly confessed, all to nothing.

The chance of meeting the Countess Benvolio in such a multitude was very remote indeed, but, to tell the truth, Mr. Jorrocks never once thought of her, until having eat a couple of cold fowls and drank a bottle of porter, at an English booth, he felt in his pocket for his purse, and remembered it was in her keeping. Mr. Stubbs, however, settled the account, and in high glee Mr. Jorrocks resumed his peregrinations, visiting first one show, then another, shooting with pea-guns, then dancing a quadrille, until he was brought up short before a splendid green-and-gold roundabout, whose magic circle contained two lions, two swans, two black horses, a tiger, and a giraffe. Lets have a ride, said he, jumping on to one of the black horses and adjusting the stirrups to his length. The party was soon made up, and as the last comer crossed his tiger, the engine was propelled by the boys in the centre, and away they went at Derby pace. In six rounds Mr. Jorrocks lost his head, turned completely giddy, and bellowed out to them to stop. 
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They took no heed  all the rest were used to it  and after divers yells and ineffectual efforts to dismount, he fell to the ground like a sack. The machine was in full work at the time, and swept round three or four times before they could stop it. At last Mr. Stubbs got to him, and a pitiable plight he was in. He had fallen on his head, broken his feather, crushed his chapeau bras, lost off his mustachios, was as pale as death, and very sick. Fortunately the accident happened near the gate leading to the town of St. Cloud, and thither, with the aid of two gendarmes, Mr. Stubbs conveyed the fallen hero, and having put him to bed at the Hôtel dAngleterre, he sent for a médecin, who of course shook his head, looked very wise, ordered him to drink warm water  a never-failing specific in France  and keep quiet. Finding he had an Englishman for a patient, the médecin dropped in every two hours, always concluding with the order encore leau chaud. A good sleep did more for Mr. Jorrocks than the doctor, and when the médecin called in the morning, and repeated the injunction encore leau chaud, he bellowed out, Cuss your leau chaud, my stomach aint a reserwoir! Give me some wittles! The return of his appetite being a most favourable symptom, Mr. Stubbs discharged the doctor, and forthwith ordered a déjeuner à la fourchette, to which Mr. Jorrocks did pretty fair justice, though trifling in comparison with his usual performances. They then got into a Versailles diligence that stopped at the door, and rattling along at a merry pace, very soon reached Paris and the Rue des Mauvais-Garçons.

Come up and see the Countess, said Mr. Jorrocks as they arrived at the bottom of the flight of dirty stairs, and, with his hands behind his back and his sword dragging at his heels, he poked upstairs, and opening the outer door entered the apartment. He passed through the small ante-room without observing his portmanteau and carpet-bag on the table, and there being no symptoms of the Countess in the next one, he walked forward into the bedroom beyond.

Before an English fire-place that Mr. Jorrocks himself had been at the expense of providing, snugly ensconced in the luxurious depths of a well-cushioned easy chair, sat a monstrous man with a green patch on his right eye, in slippers, loose hose, a dirty grey woollen dressing-gown, and black silk nightcap, puffing away at a long meerschaum pipe, with a figure of Bacchus on the bowl. At a sight so unexpected Mr. Jorrocks started back, but the smoker seemed quite unconcerned, and casting an unmeaning grey eye at the intruder, puffed a long-drawn respiration from his mouth.

How now! roared Mr. Jorrocks, boiling into a rage, which caused the monster to start upon his legs as though he were galvanised. Vot brings you here?

Sprechen sie Deutsch? responded the smoker, opening his eye a little wider, and taking the pipe from his mouth. Speak English, you fool, bawled Mr. Jorrocks. Sie sind sehr unverschämt (you are very impudent), replied the Dutchman with a thump on the table. Ill run you through the gizzard! rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, half drawing his sword, skin you alive, in fact! when in rushed the Countess and threw herself between them.

Now, Mynheer Van Rosembom, a burgomaster of Flushing, was an old friend of the Countesss, and an exceedingly good paying one, and having cast up that morning quite unexpectedly by the early diligence from Dunkirk, and the Countess being enraged at Mr. Jorrocks for not sharing the honours of his procession in the cab on the previous day, and believing, moreover, that his treasury was pretty well exhausted, thought she could not do better than instal Rosembom in his place, and retain the stakes she held for the Colonels board and lodging.

This arrangement she kept to herself, simply giving Rosembom, who was not a much better Frenchman than Col. Jorrocks, to understand that the room would be ready for him shortly, and Agamemnon was ordered to bundle Mr. Jorrockss clothes into his portmanteau and bag, and place them in readiness in the ante-room. Rosembom, fatigued with his journey, then retired to enjoy his pipe at his ease, while the Countess went to the Marche St. Honoré to buy some sour crout, roast beef, and prunes for his dinner.

Turn this great slush-bucket out of my room! cried Mr. Jorrocks, as the Countess rushed into his apartment. Vots he doing here?

Doucement, mon cher Colonel, said she, clapping him on the back, he sall be my brodder. Never such a thing! roared Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing him as he spoke. Never such a thing! no more than myself  out with him, I say, or Ill cut my stick  toute suite  directly!

Avec tout mon coeur! replied the Countess, her choler rising as she spoke. Youre another, rejoined Mr. Jorrocks, judging by her manner that she called him something offensive Vous ête one mauvaise woman! Monsieur, said the Countess, her eyes flashing as she spoke, vous êtes un polisson!  von rascal!  von dem villain!  un charlatan!  von nasty  bastely  ross bif!  dem dog! and thereupon she curled her fingers and set her teeth on edge as though she would tear his very eyes out. Rosembom, though he didnt exactly see the merits of the matter, exchanged his pipe for the poker, so what with this, the sword, and the nails, things wore a very belligerent aspect.

Mr. Stubbs, as usual, interposed, and the Countess, still keeping up the semblance of her rage, ordered them to quit her apartment directly, or she would have recourse to her old friends the police. Mr. Stubbs was quite agreeable to go, but he hinted that she might as well hand over the stakes that had been entrusted to her keeping on the previous day, upon which she again indulged in a torrent of abuse, swore they were a couple of thieves, and that Mr. Jorrocks owed her far more than the amount for board and lodging. This made the Colonel stare, for on the supposition that he was a visitor, he had been firing away his money in all directions, playing at everything she proposed, buying her bonnets, Perigord pies, hiring remises, and committing every species of extravagance, and now to be charged for what he thought was pure friendship, disgusted him beyond expression.

The Countess speedily summoned the porter, the man of letters of the establishment, and with his aid drew Mr. Jorrocks out a bill, which he described as reaching down each side of his body and round his waist, commencing with 2 francs for savon, and then proceeding in the daily routine of café, 1 franc; déjeuner à la fourchette, 5 francs; diner avec vin, 10 francs; tea, 1 franc; souper, 3 francs; bougies, 2 francs; appartement, 3 francs; running him up a bill of 700 francs; and when Mr. Stubbs remonstrated on the exorbitance of the charges, she replied, It sall be, sare, as small monnaie as sail be consistent avec my dignified respectability, you to charge.

There seemed no help for the matter, so Mr. Stubbs paid the balance, while Mr. Jorrocks, shocked at the duplicity of the Countess, the impudence of Rosembom, and the emptiness of his own pockets, bolted away without saying a word.

That very night the Malle-Poste bore them from the capital, with two cold fowls, three-quarters of a yard of bread, and a bottle of porter, for Mr. Jorrocks on the journey, and ere another sun went down, the sandy suburbs of Calais saw them toiling towards her ramparts, and rumbling over the drawbridges and under the portcullis, that guard the entrance to her gloomy town. Calais! cold, cheerless, lifeless Calais! Whose soul has ever warmed as it approached thy town? but how many hearts have turned with sickening sorrow from the mirthless tinkling of thy bells!

Well not stay here long I guess, said Mr. Jorrocks as the diligence pulled up at the post-office, and the conducteur requested the passengers to descend. Thats optional, said a bystander, who was waiting for his letters, looking at Mr. Jorrocks with an air as much as to say, what a rum-looking fellow you are, and not without reason, for the Colonel was attired in a blue sailors jacket, white leathers, and jack-boots, with the cocked hat and feather. The speaker was a middle-aged, middle-statured man, with a quick intelligent eye, dressed in a single-breasted green riding-coat, striped toilinette waistcoat, and drab trousers, with a whip in his hand. Thank you for nothing! replied Mr. Jorrocks, eyeing him in return, upon which the speaker turned to the clerk and asked if there were any letters for Monsieur Apperley or Nimrod. NIMROD! exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks, dropping on his knees as though he were shot. Oh my vig what have I done? Oh dear! oh dear! what a dumbfounderer  flummoxed I declare!

Hold up! old un, said Nimrod in astonishment; why, whats the matter now? You dont owe me anything I dare say!

Owe you anything! yes, I does, said Mr. Jorrocks, rising from the ground, I owes you a debt of gratitude that I can never wipe off  youll be in the day-book and ledger of my memory for ever and a year.

Who are you? inquired Nimrod, becoming more and more puzzled, as he contrasted his dialect with his dress.

Who am I? Why, Im Mister Jorrocks.

Jorrocks, by Jove! Whod have thought it! I declare I took you for a horse-marine. Give us your hand, old boy. Im proud to make your acquaintance.

Ditto to you, sir, twice repeated. I considers you the werry first man of the age!  and thereupon they shook hands with uncommon warmth.

Youve been in Paris, I suppose, resumed Nimrod, after their respective digits were released; were you much gratified with what you saw? What pleased you most  the Tuileries, Louvre, Garden of Plants, Père la Chaise, Notre Dame, or what?

Why now, to tell you the truth, singular as it may seem, I saw nothing but the Tuileries and Naughty Dame.  I may say a werry naughty dame, for she fleeced me uncommonly, scarcely leaving me a dump to carry me home.

What, youve been among the ladies, have you? Thats gay for a man at your time of life.

Yes, I certainlie have been among the ladies,  countesses I may say  but, dash my vig, they are a rum set, and made me pay for their acquaintance. The Countess Benwolio certainlie is a bad un.

Oh, the deuce!  did that old devil catch you? inquired Nimrod.

Vot, do you know her?

Know her! ay  everybody here knows her with her black boy. Shes always on the road, and lives now by the flats she catches between Paris and the coast. She was an agent for Morisons Pills  but having a fractious Scotch lodger that she couldnt get out, she physicked him so dreadfully that he nearly died, and the police took her licence away. But you are hungry, Mr. Jorrocks, come to my house and spend the evening, and tell me all about your travels.

Mr. Stubbs objected to this proposition, having just learned that the London packet sailed in an hour, so the trio adjourned to Mr. Robertss, Royal Hotel, where over some strong eau-de-vie they cemented their acquaintance, and Mr. Jorrocks, finding that Nimrod was to be in England the following week, insisted upon his naming a day for dining in Great Coram Street.

Permits to embark having been considerately granted gratis by the Government for a franc apiece, at the hour of ten our travellers stepped on board, and Mr. Jorrocks, having wrapped himself up in his martial cloak, laid down in the cabin and, like Ulysses in Ithaca, as Nimrod would say, arrived in London Asleep.


XI. A RIDE TO BRIGHTON ON THE AGE
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(IN A VERY Familiar Letter to Nimrod)

DEAR NIMROD,

You have favoured myself, and the sporting world at large, with a werry rich high-flavoured account of the great Captain Barclay, and his extonishing coach, the Defiance; and being werry grateful to you for that and all other favours, past, present, and to come, I take up my grey goose quill to make it obedient to my will, as Mr. Pope, the poet, says, in relating a werry gratifying ride I had on the celebrated Brighton Age, along with Sir Wincent Cotton, Bart., and a few other swells. Being, as you knows, of rather an emigrating disposition, and objecting to make a nick-stick of my life by marking down each Christmas Day over roast-beef and plum pudding, cheek-by-jowl with Mrs. J  at home, I said unto my lad Binjimin  and theres not a bigger rogue unhung Binjimin, be after looking out my Sunday clothes, and run down to the Regent Circus, and book me the box-seat of the Age, for Im blowd if Im not going to see the King at Brighton (or London-sur-Mary, as James Green calls it), and tell the pig-eyed book-keeper its for Mr. Jorrocks, and youll be sure to get it.

Accordingly, next day, I put in my appearance at the Circus, dressed in my best blue Saxony coat, with metal buttons, yellow waistcoat, tights, and best Hessians, with a fine new castor on my head, and a carnation in my button-hole. Lots of chaps came dropping in to go, and every one wanted the box-seat. Can I have the box-seat? said one. No, sir; Mr. Jorrocks has it. Is the box-seat engaged? asked another. Yes, sir; Mr. Jorrocks has taken it. Book me the box, said a third with great dignity. Its engaged already. Who by? Mr. Jorrocks; and so they went on to the tune of near a dozen. Presently a rattling of pole chains was heard, and a cry was raised of Heres Sir Wincent! I looks out, and saw a werry neat, dark, chocolate-coloured coach, with narrow red-striped wheels, and a crest, either a heagle or a unicorn (I forgets which), on the door, and just the proprietors names below the winder, and The Age, in large gilt letters, below the gammon board, drawn by four blood-like, switch-tailed nags, in beautiful highly polished harness with brass furniture, without bearing reins  driven by a swellish-looking young chap, in a long-backed, rough, claret-coloured benjamin, with fancy-coloured tyes, and a bunch of flowers in his button-hole  no coachman or man of fashion, as you knows, being complete without the flower. There was nothing gammonacious about the turn-out; all werry neat and andsome, but as plain as plain could be; and there was not even a bit of Christmas at the orses ears, which I observed all the other coaches had. Well, down came Sir Wincent, off went his hat, out came the way-bill, and off he ran into the office to see what they had for him. Here, coachman, says a linen-drapers elegant extract, waiting outside, youve to deliver this (giving him a parcel) in the Marine Parade the instant you get to Brighton. Its Miss   s bustle, and shell be waiting for it to put on to go out to dinner, so you musnt lose a moment, and you may charge what you like for your trouble. Werry well, says Sir Wincent, laughing, Ill take care of her bustle. Now, book-keeper, be awake. Three insides here, and six out. Pray, sir, touching his hat to me, are you booked here? Oh! Mr. Jorrocks, I see. I begs your pardon. Jump up, then; be lively! what luggage have you? Two carpet-bags, with J. J., Great Coram Street, upon them. There, then well put them in the front boot, and youll have them under you. All right behind? Sit tight! Hist! off we go by St. Mertains Church into the Strand, to the booking-office there.

The streets were werry full, but Sir Wincent wormed his way among the coal-wagons, wans, busses, coaches, bottom-over-tops,  in wulgar French, cow sur tate, as they calls the new patent busses  trucks, cabs, &c., in a marvellous workmanlike manner, which seemed the more masterly, inasmuch as the leaders, having their heads at liberty, poked them about in all directions, all a mode Francey, just as they do in Paris. At the Marsh gate we were stopped. A black job was going through on one side, and a haw-buck had drawn a great yellow one oss Gravesend cruelty wan into the other, and was fumbling for his coin.

Now, Young Omnibus! cried Sir Wincent, dont be standing there all day. The man cut into his nag, but the brute was about beat. There, dont it him so ard (hard), said Sir Wincent, or you may hurt him!

When we got near the Helephant and Castle, Timothy Odgkinson, of Brixton Hill, a low, underselling grocer, got his measly errand cart, with his name and address in great staring white letters, just in advance of the leaders, and kept dodging across the road to get the sound ground, for the whole line was werry woolley as you calls it. Come, Mister independent grocer! go faster if you can, cries Sir Wincent, though I think you have bought your horse where you buy your tea, for hes werry sloe. A little bit farther on a chap was shoving away at a truck full of market-baskets. Now, Slavey, said he, keep out of my way! At the Helephant and Castle, and, indeed, wherever he stopped, there were lots of gapers assembled to see the Baronet coachman, but Sir Wincent never minded them, but bustled about with his way-bill, and shoved in his parcels, fish-baskets, and oyster-barrels like a good un. We pulled up to grub at the Feathers at Merstham, and artily glad I was, for I was far on to famish, having ridden whole twenty-five miles in a cold, frosty air without morsel of wittles of any sort. When the Bart. pulled up, he said, Now, ladies and gentlemen  twenty minutes allowed here, and let me adwise you to make the most of it. I took the int, and heat away like a regular bagman, who can always dispatch his ducks and green peas in ten minutes.

We started again, and about one hundred yards below the pike stood a lad with a pair of leaders to clap on, for the road, as I said before, was werry woolley. Now, you see, Mr. Jorrocks, said Sir Wincent, I do old Pikey by having my osses on this side. The old screw drew me for four shillings one day for my leaders, two each way, so, says I, My covey, if you dont draw it a little milder, Ill send my osses from the stable through my friend Sir William Jolliffes fields to the other side of your shop, and as he wouldnt, you see here they are, and he gets nothing.

The best of company, they say, must part, and Baronets form no exception to the rule, as I once heard Dr. Birkbeck say. About a mile below the halfway ouse another coach hove in sight, and each pulling up, they proved to be as like each other as two beans, and beneath a mackintosh, like a tent cover, I twigged my friend Brackenburys jolly phiz. How are you, Jorrocks? and How are you, Brack? flew across like billiard-balls, while Sir Wincent, handing me the ribbons, said, Ladies and gentlemen, I wish you all a good morning and a pleasant ride, and Brack having done the same by his coach and passengers, the two heroes met on terry firmey, as we say in France, to exchange way-bills and directions about parcels. Now, said Sir Wincent, youll find Miss   s bustle under the front seat  send it off to the Marine Parade the instant you get in, for she wants it to make herself up to-night for a party. By Jove, thats lucky, said Brackenbury, for Ill be hanged if I havent got old Lady   s false dinner-set of ivories in my waistcoat pocket, which I should have forgot if you hadnt mentioned tother things, and then the old lady would have lost her blow-out this Christmas. Here they are, handing out a small box, and mind you leave them yourself, for they tell me they are costly, being all fixed in coral, with gold springs, and I dont know what  warranted to eat of themselves, they say. She has lost her modesty with her teeth, it seems, said Sir Wincent. Old women ought to be ashamed to be seen out of their graves after their grinders are gone. Ill pound it the old tabby carnt be under one hundred. But quick! who does that d  d parrot and the cock-a-too belong to that youve got stuck up there? and look, theres a canary and all! Ill be d  d if you dont bring me a coach loaded like Wombwells menagerie every day! Well, be lively! Twill be all the same one hundred years hence.  All right? Sit tight! Good night!

Well, Mr. Jorrocks, its long since we met, said Brackenbury, looking me over never, I think, since I showed you way over the Weald of Sussex from Torrington Wood, on the gallant wite with the Colonels ounds! Ah, those were rare days, Mr. Jorrocks! we shall never see their like again! But youre looking fresh. Time lays a light hand on your bearing-reins! I hope it will be long ere you are booked by the Gravesend Buss. You dont lush much, I fancy? added he, putting a lighted cigar in his mouth. Yes, I does, said I a good deal; but I tells you what, Brackenbury, I doesnt fumigate none  its the fumigation that does the mischief, and thereupon we commenced a hargument on the comparitive mischief of smoking and drinking, which ended without either being able to convince the other. Well, at all events, you gets beefey, Brackenbury, said I; you must be a couple of stone heavier than when we used to talliho the ounds together. I think I could lead you over the Weald now, at all ewents if the fences were out of the way, for I must confess that Brack was always a terrible chap at the jumps, and could go where few would follow.

We did the journey within the six hours  werry good work, considering the load and the state of the roads. No coach like the Age  in my opinion. I was so werry much pleased with Bracks driving, that I presented him with a four-in-hand whip.

I put up at Jonathan Boxalls, the Star and Garter, one of the pleasantest and best-conducted houses in all Brighton. It is close to the sea, and just by Mahomed, the sham-poors shop. I likes Jonathan, for he is a sportsman, and we spin a yarn together about unting, and how he used to ride over the moon when he whipped in to St. John, in Berkshire. But its all talk with Jonathan now, for hes more like a stranded grampus now than a fox-hunter. In course I brought down a pair of kickseys and pipe-cases, intending to have a round with the old muggers, but the snow put a stop to all that. I heard, however, that both the Telscombe Tye and the Devils Dike dogs had been running their half-crown rounds after hares, some of which ended in captures, others in escapes, as the newspapers terms them. I dined at the Albion on Christmas Day, and most misfortunately, my appetite was ready before the joints, so I had to make my dinner off Mary Ann cutlets, I think they call them, that is to say, chops screwed up in large curl papers, and such-like trifles. I saw some chaps drinking small glasses of stuff, so I asked the waiter what it was, and, thinking he said Elixir of Girls, I banged the table, and said, Elixir of Girls! thats the stuff for my money  give me a glass. The chap laughed, and said, Not Girls, sir, but Garus; and thereupon he gave another great guffaw.

It is a capital coffee-room, full of winders, and finely-polished tables, waiters in silk stockings, and they give spermaceti cheese, and burn Parmesan candles. The chaps in it, however, were werry unsociable, and there wasnt a man there that I would borrow half a crown to get drunk with. Stickey is the landlord, but he does not stick it in so deep as might be expected from the looks of the house, and the cheese and candles considered. It was a most tempestersome night, and, having eaten and drank to completion, I determined to go and see if my aunt, in Cavendish Street, was alive; and after having been nearly blown out to France several times, I succeeded in making my point and running to ground. The storm grew worser and worser, and when I came to open the door to go away, I found it blocked with snow, and the drifts whirling about in all directions. My aunt, who is a werry feeling woman, insisted on my staying all night, which only made the matter worse, for when I came to look out in the morning I found the drift as high as the first floor winder, and the street completely buried in snow. Having breakfasted, and seeing no hopes of emancipation, I hangs out a flag of distress  a red wipe  which, after flapping about for some time, drew three or four sailors and a fly-man or two. I explained from the winder how dreadfully I was situated, prayed of them to release me, but the wretches did nothing but laugh, and ax wot I would give to be out. At last one of them, who acted as spokesman, proposed that I should put an armchair out of the winder, and pay them five shillings each for carrying me home on their shoulders. It seemed a vast of money, but the storm continuing, the crowd increasing, and I not wishing to kick up a row at my aunts, after offering four and sixpence, agreed to their terms, and throwing out a chair, plumped up to the middle in a drift. Three cheers followed the feat, which drew all the neighbours to the winders, when about half a dozen fellows, some drunk, some sober, and some half-and-half, pulled me into the chair, hoisted me on to their shoulders, and proceeded into St. Jamess Street, bellowing out, Heres the new member for Brighton! Heres the boy wot sleeps in Cavendish Street! Huzzah, the old un for ever! Theres an elegant man for a small tea-party! Who wants a fat chap to send to their friends this Christmas? The noise they made was quite tremendious, and the snow in many places being up to their middles, we made werry slow progress, but still they would keep me in the chair, and before we got to the end of the street the crowd had increased to some hundreds. Here they began snow-balling, and my hat and wig soon went flying, and then there was a fresh holloa. Heres Mr. Wigney, the member for Brighton, they cried out; I say, old boy, are you for the ballot? You must call on the King this morning; he wants to give you a Christmas-box. Just then one of the front bearers tumbled, and down we all rolled into a drift, just opposite Dalys backey shop. There were about twenty of us in together, but being pretty near the top, I was soon on my legs, and seeing an opening, I bolted right forward  sent three or four fellows flying  dashed down the passage behind Saxbys wine vaults, across the Steyne, floundering into the drifts, followed by the mob, shouting and pelting me all the way. This double made some of the beggars over-shoot the mark, and run past the statute of George the Fourth, but, seeing their mistake, or hearing the other portion of the pack running in the contrary direction, they speedily joined heads and tails, and gave me a devil of a burst up the narrow lane by the Wite Orse Otel. Fortunately Jonathan Boxalls door was open, and Jonathan himself in the passage bar, washing some decanters. Look sharp, Jonathan! said I, dashing past him as wite as a miller, look sharp! come out of that, and be after clapping your great carcase against the door to keep the Philistines out, or theyll be the death of us both. Quick as thought the door was closed and bolted before ever the leaders had got up, but, finding this the case, the mob halted and proceeded to make a deuce of a kick-up before the house, bellowing and shouting like mad fellows, and threatening to pull it down if I did not show. Jonathan got narvous, and begged and intreated me to address them. I recommended him to do it himself, but he said he was quite unaccustomed to public speaking, and he would stand two glasses of cold without if I would. Hot with, said I, and Ill do it. Done, said he, and he knocked the snow off my coat, pulled my wig straight, and made me look decent, and took me to a bow-winderd room on the first floor, threw up; the sash, and exhibited me to the company outside. I bowed and kissed my hand like a candidate. They cheered and shouted, and then called for silence whilst; I addressed them. Gentlemen, said I, Who are you? Why, we be the men wot carried your honours glory from Cavendish Street, and wants to be paid for it.; Gentlemen, said I, Im no orator, but Im a honest man; I pays everybody twenty shillings in the pound. and no mistake (cheers). If you had done your part of the bargain, I would have done mine, but ow can you expect to be paid after spilling me? This is a most inclement day, and, whatever you may say to the contrary, Im not Mr. Clement Wigney. No, nor Mr. Faithful neither, bellowed one of the bearers.  said I, youll get the complaints of the season, chilblains and influhensa, if you stand dribbling there in the snow. Let me advise you to mizzle, for, if you dont, Im blowed if I dont divide a whole jug of cold water equally amongst you. Go home to your wives and children, and dont be after annoying an honest, independent, amiable publican, like Jonathan Boxall. Thats all Ive got to say, and if I was to talk till Im black in the face, I couldnt say nothing more to the purpose; so, I wishes you all A Merry Christmas and an Appy New Year.

But Im fatiguing you, Mr. Nimrod, with all this, which is only hinteresting to the parties concerned, so will pass on to other topics. I saw the King riding in his coach with his Sunday coat on. He looked werry well, but his nose was rather blueish at the end, a sure sign that he is but a mortal, and feels the cold just like any other man. The Queen did not show, but I saw some of her maids of honour, who made me think of the Richmond cheesecakes. There were a host of pretty ladies, and the cold gave a little colour to their noses, too, which, I think, improved their appearance wastly, for Ive always remarked that your ladies of quality are rather pasty, and do not generally show their high blood in their cheeks and noses. Im werry fond of looking at pretty girls, whether maids of onour or maids of all work.

The storm stopped all wisiting, and even the Countess of Wintertons ball was obliged to be put off. Howsomever, that did not interfere at all with Jonathan Boxall and me, except that it, perhaps, made us take a bottom of brandy more than usual, particularly after Jonathan had run over again one of his best runs.

Now, dear Nimrod, adieu. Whenever you comes over to England, I shall be werry appy to see you in Great Coram Street, where dinner is on the table punctually at five on week days, and four on Sundays; and with best regards to Mrs. Nimrod, and all the little Nimrods,

I remain, for Self and Co., yours to serve,

JOHN JORROCKS.


XII. MR. JORROCKSS DINNER PARTY
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THE GENERAL POSTMAN had given the final flourish to his bell, and the muffin-girl had just begun to tinkle hers, when a capacious yellow hackney-coach, with a faded scarlet hammer-cloth, was seen jolting down Great Coram Street, and pulling up at Mr. Jorrockss door.

Before Jarvey had time to apply his hand to the area bell, after giving the usual three knocks and a half to the brass lions head on the door, it was opened by the boy Benjamin in a new drab coat, with a blue collar, and white sugar-loaf buttons, drab waistcoat, and black velveteen breeches, with well-darned white cotton stockings.

The knock drew Mr. Jorrocks from his dining-room, where he had been acting the part of butler, for which purpose he had put off his coat and appeared in his shirtsleeves, dressed in nankeen shorts, white gauze silk stockings, white neckcloth, and white waistcoat, with a frill as large as a hand-saw. Handing the bottle and corkscrew to Betsey, he shuffled himself into a smart new blue saxony coat with velvet collar and metal buttons, and advanced into the passage to greet the arrivers.

Oh! gentlemen, gentlemen, exclaimed he, Im so appy to see you  so werry appy you carnt think, holding out both hands to the foremost, who happened to be Nimrod; this is werry kind of you, for I declare its six to a minute. Ow are you, Mr. Nimrod? Most proud to see you at my humble crib. Well, Stubbs, my boy, ow do you do? Never knew you late in my life, giving him a hearty slap on the back. Mr. Spiers, Im werry appy to see you. You are just what a sporting publisher ought to be  punctuality itself. Now, gentlemen, dispose of your tiles, and come upstairs to Mrs. J  , and lets get you introduced. I fear we are late, Mr. Jorrocks, observed Nimrod, advancing past the staircase end to hang up his hat on a line of pegs against the wall.

Not a bit of it, replied Mr. Jorrocks not a bit of it  quite the contrary  you are the first, in fact!

Indeed! replied Nimrod, eyeing a table full of hats by where he stood why here are as many hats as would set up a shop. I really thought Id got into Beaver (Belvoir) Castle by mistake!

Haw! haw! haw! werry good, Mr. Happerley, werry good indeed  I owes you one.

I thought it was a castor-oil mill, rejoined Mr. Spiers.

Haw! haw! haw! werry good, Mr. Spiers, werry good indeed  owes you one also  but I see what youre driving at. You think these hats have a coconut apiece belonging to them upstairs. No such thing I assure you; no such thing. The fact is, they are what Ive won at warious times of the members of our hunt, and as Ive got you great sporting coves dining with me, Im a-going to set them out on my sideboard, just as racing gents exhibit their gold and silver cups, you know. Binjimin! I say, Binjimin! you blackguard, holloaing down the kitchen stairs, why dont you set out the castors as I told you? and see you brush them well! Coming, sir, coming, sir! replied Benjamin, from below, who at that moment was busily engaged, taking advantage of Betseys absence, in scooping marmalade out of a pot with his thumb. Theres a good lot of them, said Mr. Jorrocks, resuming the conversation, four, six, eight, ten, twelve, thirteen  all trophies of sporting prowess. Real good hats. None o your nasty gossamers, or dog-hair ones. Theres a tile! said he, balancing a nice new white one with green rims on the tip of his finger. I won that in a most miraculous manner. A most wonderful way, in fact. I was driving to Croydon one morning in my four-wheeled one-oss chay, and just as I got to Lilleywhite, the blacksmiths, below Brixton Hill, they had thrown up a drain  a gulph I may call it  across the road for the purpose of repairing the gas-pipe  I was rayther late as it was, for our ounds are werry punctual, and there was nothing for me but either to go a mile and a half about, or drive slap over the gulph. Well, I looked at it, and the more I looked at it the less I liked it; but just as I was thinking I had seen enough of it, and was going to turn away, up tools Timothy Truman in his buggy, and he, too, began to crane and look into the abyss  and a terrible place it was, I assure you  quite frightful, and he liked it no better than myself. Seeing this, I takes courage, and said, Why, Tim, your oss will do it! Thanke, Mr. J  , said he, Ill follow you. Then, said I, if youll change wehicles  for, mind ye, I had no notion of damaging my own Ill bet you a hat I gets over. Done, said he, and out he got; so I takes his oss by the head, looses the bearing-rein, and leading him quietly up to the place and letting him have a look at it, gave him a whack over the back, and over he went, gig and all, as clever as could be!

Stubbs. Well done, Mr. J  , you are really a most wonderful man! You have the most extraordinary adventures of any man breathing  but what did you do with your own machine?

Jorrocks. Oh! you see, I just turned round to Binjimin, who was with me, and said, You may go home, and, getting into Timothys buggy, I had my ride for nothing, and the hat into the bargain. A nice hat it is too  regular beaver  a guineas worth at least. All true what Ive told you, isnt it, Binjimin?

Quite! replied Benjamin, putting his thumb to his nose, and spreading his fingers like a fan as he slunk behind his master.

But come, gentlemen, resumed Mr. Jorrocks, lets be after going upstairs.  Binjimin, announce the gentlemen as your missis taught you. Open the door with your left hand, and stretch the right towards her, to let the company see the point to make up to.

The party ascend the stairs one at a time, for the flight is narrow and rather abrupt, and Benjamin, obeying his worthy masters injunctions, threw open the front drawing-room door, and discovered Mrs. Jorrocks sitting in state at a round table, with annuals and albums spread at orthodox distances around. The possession of this room had long been a bone of contention between Mr. Jorrocks and his spouse, but at length they had accommodated matters by Mr. Jorrocks gaining undivided possession of the back drawing-room (communicating by folding-doors), with the run of the front one equally with Mrs. Jorrocks on non-company days. A glance, however, showed which was the masters and which the mistresss room. The front one was papered with weeping willows, bending under the weight of ripe cherries on a white ground, and the chair cushions were covered with pea-green cotton velvet with yellow worsted bindings.

The round table was made of rosewood, and there was a whatnot on the right of the fire-place of similar material, containing a handsomely-bound collection of Sir Walter Scotts Works, in wood. The carpet-pattern consisted of most dashing bouquets of many-coloured flowers, in winding French horns on a very light drab ground, so light, indeed, that Mr. Jorrocks was never allowed to tread upon it except in pumps or slippers. The bell-pulls were made of foxes brushes, and in the frame of the looking-glass, above the white marble mantelpiece, were stuck visiting-cards, notes of invitation, thanks for obliging inquiries, etc. The hearth-rug exhibited a bright yellow tiger, with pink eyes, on a blue ground, with a flossy green border; and the fender and fire-irons were of shining brass. On the wall, immediately opposite the fire-place, was a portrait of Mrs. Jorrocks before she was married, so unlike her present self that no one would have taken it for her. The back drawing-room, which looked out upon the gravel walk and house-backs beyond, was papered with broad scarlet and green stripes in honour of the Surrey Hunt uniform, and was set out with a green-covered library table in the centre, with a red morocco hunting-chair between it and the window, and several good strong hair-bottomed mahogany chairs around the walls. The table had a very literary air, being strewed with sporting magazines, odd numbers of Bells Life, pamphlets, and papers of various descriptions, while on a sheet of foolscap on the portfolio were ten lines of an elegy on a giblet pie which had been broken in coming from the bakers, at which Mr. Jorrocks had been hammering for some time. On the side opposite the fire-place, on a hanging range of mahogany shelves, were ten volumes of Bells Life in London, the New Sporting Magazine, bound gilt and lettered, the Memoirs of Harriette Wilson, Boxiana, Taplins Farriery, Nimrods Life of Mytton, and a backgammon board that Mr. Jorrocks had bought by mistake for a history of England.

Mrs. Jorrocks, as we said before, was sitting in state at the far side of the round table, on a worsted-worked ottoman exhibiting a cock pheasant on a white ground, and was fanning herself with a red-and-white paper fan, and turning over the leaves of an annual. How Mr. Jorrocks happened to marry her, no one could ever divine, for she never was pretty, had very little money, and not even a decent figure to recommend her. It was generally supposed at the time, that his brother Joe and he having had a deadly feud about a bottom piece of muffin, the ladys friends had talked him into the match, in the hopes of his having a family to leave his money to, instead of bequeathing it to Joe or his children. Certain it is, they never were meant for each other; Mr. Jorrocks, as our readers have seen, being all nature and impulse, while Mrs. Jorrocks was all vanity and affectation. To describe her accurately is more than we can pretend to, for she looked so different in different dresses, that Mr. Jorrocks himself sometimes did not recognise her. Her face was round, with a good strong brick-dust sort of complexion, a turn-up nose, eyes that were grey in one light and green in another, and a middling-sized mouth, with a double chin below. Mr. Jorrocks used to say that she was warranted to him as twelve years younger than himself, but many people supposed the difference of age between them was not so great. Her stature was of the middle height, and she was of one breadth from the shoulders to the heels. She was dressed in a flaming scarlet satin gown, with swans-down round the top, as also at the arms, and two flounces of the same material round the bottom. Her turban was of green velvet, with a gold fringe, terminating in a bunch over the left side, while a bird-of-paradise inclined towards the right. Across her forehead she wore a gold band, with a many-coloured glass butterfly (a present from James Green), and her neck, arms, waist (at least what ought to have been her waist) were hung round and studded with mosaic-gold chains, brooches, rings, buttons, bracelets, etc., looking for all the world like a portable pawnbrokers shop, or the lump of beef that Sinbad the sailor threw into the Valley of Diamonds. In the right of a gold band round her middle, was an immense gold watch, with a bunch of mosaic seals appended to a massive chain of the same material; and a large miniature of Mr. Jorrocks when he was a young man, with his hair stiffly curled, occupied a place on her left side. On her right arm dangled a green velvet bag with a gold cord, out of which one of Mr. Jorrockss silk handkerchiefs protruded, while a crumpled, yellowish-white cambric one, with a lace fringe, lay at her side.

On an hour-glass stool, a little behind Mrs. Jorrocks, sat her niece Belinda (Joe Jorrockss eldest daughter), a nice laughing pretty girl of sixteen, with languishing blue eyes, brown hair, a nose of the turn-up order, beautiful mouth and teeth, a very fair complexion, and a gracefully moulded figure. She had just left one of the finishing and polishing seminaries in the neighbourhood of Bromley, where, for two hundred a year and upwards, all the teasing accomplishments of life are taught, and Mrs. Jorrocks, in her own mind, had already appropriated her to James Green, while Mr. Jorrocks, on the other hand, had assigned her to Stubbs. Belindas dress was simplicity itself; her silken hair hung in shining tresses down her smiling face, confined by a plain tortoiseshell comb behind, and a narrow pink velvet band before. Round her swan-like neck was a plain white cornelian necklace; and her well-washed white muslin frock, confined by a pink sash, flowing behind in a bow, met in simple folds across her swelling bosom. Black sandal shoes confined her fairy feet, and with French cotton stockings, completed her toilette. Belinda, though young, was a celebrated eastern beauty, and there was not a butchers boy in Whitechapel, from Michael Scales downwards, but what eyed her with delight as she passed along from Shoreditch on her daily walk.

The presentations having been effected, and the heat of the day, the excellence of the house, the cleanliness of Great Coram Street  the usual topics, in short, when people know nothing of each other  having been discussed, our party scattered themselves about the room to await the pleasing announcement of dinner. Mr. Jorrocks, of course, was in attendance upon Nimrod, while Mr. Stubbs made love to Belinda behind Mrs. Jorrocks.

Presently a loud long-protracted rat-tat-tat-tat-tan, rat-tat-tat-tat-tan, at the street door sounded through the house, and Jorrocks, with a slap on his thigh, exclaimed, By Jingo! theres Green. No man knocks with such wigorous wiolence as he does. All Great Coram Street and parts adjacent know when he comes. Julius Caesar himself couldnt kick up a greater row. What Green is it, Green of Rollestone? inquired Nimrod, thinking of his Leicestershire friend. No, said Mr. Jorrocks, Green of Tooley Street. Youll have heard of the Greens in the borough, emp, op, and ide (hemp, hop, and hide) merchants  numerous family, numerous as the airs in my vig. This is James Green, jun., whose father, old James Green, jun., verd antique, as I calls him, is the son of James Green, sen., who is in the emp line, and James is own cousin to young old James Green, sen., whose father is in the ide line. The remainder of the pedigree was lost by Benjamin throwing open the door and announcing Mr. Green; and Jemmy, who had been exchanging his cloth boots for patent-leather pumps, came bounding upstairs like a racket-ball. My dear Mrs. Jorrocks, cried he, swinging through the company to her, Im delighted to see you looking so well. I declare you are fifty per cent younger than you were. Belinda, my love, ow are you? Jorrocks, my friend, ow do ye do?

Thank ye, James, said Jorrocks, shaking hands with him most cordially, Im werry well, indeed, and delighted to see you. Now let me present you to Nimrod.

Ay, Nimrod! said Green, in his usual flippant style, with a nod of his head, ow are ye, Nimrod? Ive heard of you, I think  Nimrod Brothers and Co., bottle merchants, Crutched Friars, aint it?

No, said Jorrocks, in an undertone with a frown  Happerley Nimrod, the great sporting hauthor.

True, replied Green, not at all disconcerted, Ive heard of him  Nimrod  the mighty unter before the lord. Glad to see ye, Nimrod. Stubbs, ow are ye? nodding to the Yorkshireman, as he jerked himself on to a chair on the other side of Belinda.

As usual, Green was as gay as a peacock. His curly flaxen wig projected over his forehead like the roof of a Swiss cottage, and his pointed gills were supported by a stiff black mohair stock, with a broad front and black frill confined with jet studs down the centre. His coat was light green, with archery buttons, made very wide at the hips, with which he sported a white waistcoat, bright yellow ochre leather trousers, pink silk stockings, and patent-leather pumps. In his hand he carried a white silk handkerchief, which smelt most powerfully of musk; and a pair of dirty wristbands drew the eye to sundry dashing rings upon his fingers.

Jonathan Crane, a little long-nosed old city wine-merchant, a member of the Surrey Hunt, being announced and presented, Mrs. Jorrocks declared herself faint from the heat of the room, and begged to be excused for a few minutes. Nimrod, all politeness, was about to offer her his arm, but Mr. Jorrocks pulled him back, whispering, Let her go, let her go. The fact is, said he in an undertone after she was out of hearing, its a way Mrs. J  has when she wants to see that dinners all right. You see shes a terrible high-bred woman, being a cross between a gentleman-usher and a ladys-maid, and doesnt like to be supposed to look after these things, so when she goes, she always pretend to faint. Youll see her back presently, and, just as he spoke, in she came with a half-pint smelling-bottle at her nose. Benjamin followed immediately after, and throwing open the door proclaimed, in a half-fledged voice, that dinner was sarved, upon which the party all started on their legs.

Now, Mr. Happerley Nimrod, cried Jorrocks, youll trot Mrs. J  down  according to the book of etiquette, you know, giving her the wall side. Sorry, gentlemen, I havnt ladies apiece for you, but my sally-manger, as we say in France, is rayther small, besides which I never like to dine more than eight. Stubbs, my boy, Green and you must toss up for Belinda  heres a halfpenny, and let be Newmarket if you please. Wot say you? a voman! Stubbs wins! cried Mr. Jorrocks, as the halfpenny fell head downwards. Now, Spiers, couple up with Crane, and James and I will whip in to you. But stop, gentlemen! cried Mr. Jorrocks, as he reached the top of the stairs, let me make one request  that you vont eat the windmill youll see on the centre of the table. Mrs. Jorrocks has hired it for the evening, of Mr. Farrell, the confectioner, in Lambs Conduit Street, and its engaged to two or three evening parties after it leaves this. Lauk, John! how wulgar you are. What matter can it make to your friends where the windmill comes from! exclaimed Mrs. Jorrocks in an audible voice from below, Nimrod, with admirable skill, having piloted her down the straights and turns of the staircase. Having squeezed herself between the backs of the chairs and the wall, Mrs. Jorrocks at length reached the head of the table, and with a bump of her body and wave of her hand motioned Nimrod to take the seat on her right. Green then pushed past Belinda and Stubbs, and took the place on Mrs. Jorrockss left, so Stubbs, with a dexterous manoeuvre, placed himself in the centre of the table, with Belinda between himself and her uncle. Crane and Spiers then filled the vacant places on Nimrods side, Mr. Spiers facing Mr. Stubbs.

Footnote 25: In your passage from one room to another, offer the lady the wall in going downstairs, etc,  Spirit of Etiquette.

Footnote 26: We have repeatedly decided that Newmarket is one toss.  Bells Life.

The dining-room was the breadth of the passage narrower than the front drawing-room, and, as Mr. Jorrocks truly said, was rayther small  but the table being excessively broad, made the room appear less than it was. It was lighted up with spermaceti candles in silver holders, one at each corner of the table, and there was a lamp in the wall between the red-curtained windows, immediately below a brass nail, on which Mr. Jorrockss great hunting-whip and a bunch of boot garters were hung. Two more candles in the hands of bronze Dianas on the marble mantelpiece, lighted up a coloured copy of Barrauds picture of John Warde on Blue Ruin; while Mr. Ralph Lambton, on his horse Undertaker, with his hounds and men, occupied a frame on the opposite wall. The old-fashioned cellaret sideboard, against the wall at the end, supported a large bright-burning brass lamp, with raised foxes round the rim, whose effulgent rays shed a brilliant halo over eight black hats and two white ones, whereof the four middle ones were decorated with evergreens and foxes brushes. The dinner table was crowded, not covered. There was scarcely a square inch of cloth to be seen on any part. In the centre stood a magnificent finely spun barley-sugar windmill, two feet and a half high, with a spacious sugar foundation, with a cart and horses and two or three millers at the door, and a she-miller working a ball-dress flounce at a lower window.

The whole dinner, first, second, third, fourth course  everything, in fact, except dessert  was on the table, as we sometimes see it at ordinaries and public dinners. Before both Mr. and Mrs. Jorrocks were two great tureens of mock-turtle soup, each capable of holding a gallon, and both full up to the brim. Then there were two sorts of fish; turbot and lobster sauce, and a great salmon. A round of boiled beef and an immense piece of roast occupied the rear of these, ready to march on the disappearance of the fish and soup  and behind the walls, formed by the beef of old England, came two dishes of grouse, each dish holding three brace. The side dishes consisted of a calfs head hashed, a leg of mutton, chickens, ducks, and mountains of vegetables; and round the windmill were plum-puddings, tarts, jellies, pies, and puffs.

Behind Mrs. Jorrockss chair stood Batsay with a fine brass-headed comb in her hair, and stiff ringlets down her ruddy cheeks. She was dressed in a green silk gown, with a coral necklace, and one of Mr. Jorrockss lavender and white coloured silk pocket-handkerchiefs made into an apron. Binjimin stood with the door in his hand, as the saying is, with a towel twisted round his thumb, as though he had cut it.

Now, gentlemen, said Mr. Jorrocks, casting his eye up the table, as soon as they had all got squeezed and wedged round it, and the dishes were uncovered, you see your dinner, eat whatever you like except the windmill  hope youll be able to satisfy nature with whats on  would have had more but Mrs. J  is so werry fine, she wont stand two joints of the same sort on the table.

Mrs. J. Lauk, John, how can you be so wulgar! Who ever saw two rounds of beef, as you wanted to have? Besides, Im sure the gentlemen will excuse any little defishency, considering the short notice we have had, and that this is not an elaborate dinner.

Mr. Spiers. Im sure, mam, theres no defishency at all. Indeed, I think theres as much fish as would serve double the number  and Im sure you look as if you had your soup on sale or return, as we say in the magazine line.

Mr. J. Haw! haw! haw! werry good, Mr. Spiers. I owe you one. Not bad soup though  had it from Birchs. Let me send you some; and pray lay into it, or I shall think you dont like it. Mr. Happerley, let me send you some  and, gentlemen, let me observe, once for all, that theres every species of malt liquor under the side table. Prime stout, from the Marquess Cornwallis, hard by. Also ale, table, and what my friend Crane there calls lamentable  he says, because its so werry small  but, in truth, because I dont buy it of him. Theres all sorts of drench, in fact, except water  thing I never touch  rots ones shoes, dont know what it would do with ones stomach if it was to get there. Mr. Crane, youre eating nothing. Im quite shocked to see you; you dont surely live upon hair? Do help yourself, or youll faint from werry famine. Belinda, my love, does the Yorkshireman take care of you? Whos for some salmon?  bought at Luckeys, and theres both Tallyho and Tantivy sarce to eat with it. Somehow or other I always fancies I rides harder after eating these sarces with fish. Mr. Happerley Nimrod, you are the greatest man at table, consequently I axes you to drink wine first, according to the book of etiquette  help yourself, sir. Some of Cranes particklar, hot and strong, real stuff, none of your wan de bones (vin de beaume) or rot-gut French stuff  hope you like it  if you dont, pray speak your mind freely, now that we have Crane among us. Binjimin, get me some of that duck before Mr. Spiers, a leg and a wing, if you please, sir, and a bit of the breast.

Mr. Spiers. Certainly, sir, certainly. Do you prefer a right or left wing, sir?

Mr. Jorrocks. Oh, either. I suppose its all the same.

Mr. Spiers. Why no, sir, its not exactly all the same; for it happens there is only one remaining, therefore it must be the left one.

Mr. J. (chuckling). Haw! haw! haw! Mr. S  , werry good that  werry good indeed. I owes you two.

Ill trouble you for a little, Mr. Spiers, if you please, says Crane, handing his plate round the windmill.

Im sorry, sir, it is all gone, replies Mr. Spiers, who had just filled Mr. Jorrockss plate; theres nothing left but the neck, holding it up on the fork.

Well, send it, rejoins Mr. Crane; neck or nothing, you know, Mr. Jorrocks, as we say with the Surrey.

Haw! haw! haw! grunts Mr. Jorrocks, who is busy sucking a bone; haw! hawl haw! werry good, Crane, werry good  owes you one. Now, gentlemen, added he, casting his eye up the table as he spoke, let me adwise ye, before you attack the grouse, to take the hedge (edge) off your appetites, or else there wont be enough, and, you know, it does not do to eat the farmer after the gentlemen. Lets see, now  three and three are six, six brace among eight  oh dear, thats nothing like enough. I wish, Mrs. J  , you had followed my adwice, and roasted them all. And now, Binjimin, youre going to break the windmill with your clumsiness, you little dirty rascal! Why vont you let Batsay arrange the table? Thank you, Mr. Crane, for your assistance  your politeness, sir, exceeds your beauty. [A barrel organ strikes up before the window, and Jorrocks throws down his knife and fork in an agony.] Oh dear, oh dear, theres that cursed horgan again. Its a regular annihilator. Binjimin, run and kick the fellows werry soul out of him. Theres no man suffers so much from music as I do. I wish I had a pocketful of sudden deaths, that I might throw one at every thief of a musicianer that comes up the street. I declare the scoundrel has set all my teeth on edge. Mr. Nimrod, pray take another glass of wine after your roast beef.  Well, with Mrs. J  if you choose, but Ill join you  always says that you are the werry cleverest man of the day  read all your writings  anny-tommy (anatomy) of gaming, and all. Am a hauthor myself, you know  once set to, to write a werry long and elaborate harticle on scent, but after cudgelling my brains, and turning the thing over and over again in my mind, all that I could brew on the subject was, that scent was a werry rum thing; nothing rummer than scent, except a woman.

Pray, cried Mrs. Jorrocks, her eyes starting as she spoke, dont let us have any of your low-lifed stable conversation here  you think to show off before the ladies, added she, and flatter yourself you talk about what we dont understand. Now, Ill be bound to say, with all your fine sporting hinformation, you carnt tell me whether a mule brays or neighs!

Vether a mule brays or neighs? repeated Mr. Jorrocks, considering. Ill lay I can!

Which, then? inquired Mrs. Jorrocks.

Vy, I should say it brayed.

Mule bray! cried Mrs. Jorrocks, clapping her hands with delight, theres a cockney blockhead for you! It brays, does it?

Mr. Jorrocks. I meant to say, neighed.

Ho! ho! ho! grinned Mrs. J  , neighs, does it? You are a nice man for a fox-unter  a mule neighs  thought Id catch you some of these odd days with your wain conceit.

Vy, what does it do then? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, his choler rising as he spoke. I hopes, at all ewents, he dont make the orrible noise you do.

Why, it screams, you great hass! rejoined his loving spouse.

A single, but very resolute knock at the street door, sounding quite through the house, stopped all further ebullition, and Benjamin, slipping out, held a short conversation with someone in the street, and returned.

Whats happened now, Binjimin? inquired Mr. Jorrocks, with anxiety on his countenance, as the boy re-entered the room; the osses arnt amiss, I ope?

Please, sir, Mr. Farrells young man has come for the windmill  he says youve had it two hours, replied Benjamin.

The deuce be with Mr. Farrells young man! he does not suppose we can part with the mill before the cloths drawn  tell him to mizzle, or Ill mill him. Nows the day and nows the hour; whos for some grouse? Gentlemen, make your game, in fact. But first of all lets have a round robin. Pass the wine, gentlemen. What wine do you take, Stubbs.

Why, champagne is good enough for me.

Mr. Jorrocks, I dare say; but if you wait till you get any here, you will have a long time to stop. Shampain, indeed! had enough of that nonsense abroad  declare you young chaps drink shampain like hale. Theres red and wite port, and sherry, in fact, and them as carnt drink, they must go without.

X. was expensive and soon became poor,

Y. was the wise man and kept want from the door.

Now for the grouse! added he, as the two beefs disappeared, and they took their stations at the top and bottom of the table. Fine birds, to be sure! Hope you havnt burked your appetites, gentlemen, so as not to be able to do justice to them  smell high  werry good  gamey, in fact. Binjimin. take an ot plate to Mr. Nimrod  sarve us all round with them.

The grouse being excellent, and cooked to a turn, little execution was done upon the pastry, and the jellies had all melted long before it came to their turn to be eat. At length everyone, Mr. Jorrocks and all, appeared satisfied, and the noise of knives and forks was succeeded by the din of tongues and the ringing of glasses, as the eaters refreshed themselves with wine or malt liquors. Cheese and biscuit being handed about on plates, according to the Spirit of Etiquette. Binjimin and Batsay at length cleared the table, lifted off the windmill, and removed the cloth. Mr. Jorrocks then delivered himself of a most emphatic grace.

The wine and dessert being placed on the table, the ceremony of drinking healths all round was performed. Your good health, Mrs. J  .  Belinda, my loove, your good health  wish you a good usband.  Nimrod, your good health.  James Green, your good health.  Old verd antiques good health.  Your uncles good health.  All the Green family.  Stubbs, your good health.  Spiers, Crane, etc. The bottles then pass round three times, on each of which occasions Mrs. Jorrocks makes them pay toll. The fourth time she let them pass; and Jorrocks began to grunt, hem, and haw, and kick the leg of the table, by way of giving her a hint to depart. This caused a dead silence, which at length was broken by the Yorkshiremans exclaiming horrid pause!

Horrid paws! vociferated Mrs. J  , in a towering rage, so would yours, let me tell you, sir, if you had helped to cook all that dinner: and gathering herself up and repeating the words horrid paws, indeed, I like your imperence, she sailed out of the room like an exasperated turkey-cock; her face, from heat, anger, and the quantity she had drank, being as red as her gown. Indeed, she looked for all the world as if she had been put into a furnace and blown red hot. Jorrocks having got rid of his worser half, as he calls her, let out a reef or two of his acre of white waistcoat, and each man made himself comfortable according to his acceptation of the term. Gentlemen, says Jorrocks, Ill trouble you to charge your glasses, eel-taps off  a bumper toast  no skylights, if you please. Crane, pass the wine  you are a regular old stop-bottle  a turnpike gate, in fact. I think you take back hands  gentlemen, are you all charged?  then Ill give you THE NOBLE SPORT OF FOX-UNTING! gentlemen, with three times three, and Crane will give the ips  all ready  now, ip, ip, ip, uzza, uzza, uzza ip, ip, ip, uzza, uzza, uzza ip, ip, ip, uzza, uzza, uzza.  one cheer more, UZZA! After this followed The Merry Harriers, then came The Staggers, after that The Trigger, and bad luck to Cheatum, all bumpers; when Jorrocks, having screwed his courage up to the sticking-place, called for another, which being complied with, he rose and delivered himself as follows:

Gentlemen, in rising to propose the toast which I am now about to propose  I feel  I feel  (Yorkshireman very queer?) J  No, not verry queer, and Ill trouble you to hold your jaw (laughter). Gentlemen, I say, in rising to propose the toast which I am about to give, I feel  I feel  (Crane werry nervous?) J  No, not werry nervous, so none of your nonsense; let me alone, I say. I say, in rising to propose the toast which I am about to give, I feel  (Mr. Spiers very foolish? Nimrod very funny? Crane werry rum?) J  No, werry proud of the distinguished honour that has been conferred upon me  conferred upon me  conferred upon me  distinguished honour that has been conferred upon me by the presence, this day, of one of the most distinguished men  distinguished men  by the presence, this day, of one of the most distinguished men and sportsmen  of modern times (cheers.) Gentlemen  this is the proudest moment of my life! the eyes of England are upon us! I give you the health of Mr. Happerley Nimrod. (Drunk with three times three.)

When the cheering, and dancing of the glasses had somewhat subsided, Nimrod rose and spoke as follows:

Mr. Jorrocks, and gentlemen,

The handsome manner in which my health has been proposed by our worthy and estimable host, and the flattering reception it has met with from you, merit my warmest acknowledgments. I should, indeed, be unworthy of the land which gave me birth, were I insensible of the honour which has just been done me by so enlightened and distinguished an assembly as the present. My friend, Mr. Jorrocks, has been pleased to designate me as one of the most distinguished sportsmen of the day, a title, however, to which I feel I have little claim: but this I may say, that I have portrayed our great national sports in their brightest and most glowing colours, and that on sporting subjects my pen shall yield to none (cheers). I have ever been the decided advocate of many sports and exercises, not only on account of the health and vigour they inspire, but because I feel that they are the best safeguards on a nations energies, and the best protection against luxury, idleness, debauchery, and effeminacy (cheers). The authority of all history informs us, that the energies of countries flourished whilst manly sports have flourished, and decayed as they died away (cheers). What says Juvenal, when speaking of the entry of luxury into Rome?

Saevior armis

Luxuria incubuit, victumque ulciscitur orbem.

And we need only refer to ancient history, and to the writings of Xenophon, Cicero, Horace, or Virgil, for evidence of the value they have all attached to the encouragement of manly, active, and hardy pursuits, and the evils produced by a degenerate and effeminate life on the manners and characters of a people (cheers). Many of the most eminent literary characters of this and of other countries have been ardently attached to field sports; and who, that has experienced their beneficial results, can doubt that they are the best promoters of the mens sana in corpore sano  the body sound and the understanding clear (cheers)? Gentlemen, it is with feelings of no ordinary gratification that I find myself at the social and truly hospitable board of one of the most distinguished ornaments of one of the most celebrated Hunts in this great country, one whose name and fame have reached the four corners of the globe  to find myself after so long an absence from my native land  an estrangement from all that has ever been nearest and dearest to my heart  once again surrounded by these cheerful countenances which so well express the honest, healthful pursuits of their owners. Let us then, added Nimrod, seizing a decanter and pouring himself out a bumper, drink, in true Kentish fire, the health and prosperity of that brightest sample of civic sportsmen, the great and renowned JOHN JORROCKS!

Immense applause followed the conclusion of this speech, during which time the decanters buzzed round the table, and the glasses being emptied, the company rose, and a full charge of Kentish fire followed; Mr. Jorrocks, sitting all the while, looking as uncomfortable as men in his situation generally do.

The cheering having subsided, and the parties having resumed their seats, it was his turn to rise, so getting on his legs, he essayed to speak, but finding, as many men do, that his ideas deserted him the moment the eyes of England were turned upon him, after two or three hitches of his nankeens, and as many hems and haws, he very coolly resumed his seat, and spoke as follows:

Gentlemen, unaccustomed as I am to public speaking, I am taken quite aback by this werry unexpected compliment (cheers); never since I filled the hancient and honerable hoffice of churchwarden in the populous parish of St. Botolph Without, have I experienced a gratification equal to the present. I thank you from the werry bottom of my breeches-pocket (applause). Gentlemen, Im no horator, but Im a honest man (cheers). I should indeed be undeserving the name of a sportsman  undeserving of being a member of that great and justly celebrated unt, of which Mr. Happerley Nimrod has spun so handsome and flattering a yarn, if I did not feel deeply proud of the compliment you have paid it. It is unpossible for me to follow that great sporting scholar fairly over the ridge and furrow of his werry intricate and elegant horation, for there are many of those fine gentlemens names  French, I presume  that he mentioned, that I never heard of before, and cannot recollect; but if you will allow me to run eel a little, I would make a few hobservations on a few of his hobservations.  Mr. Happerley Nimrod, gentlemen, was pleased to pay a compliment to what he was pleased to call my something ospitality. I am extremely obliged to him for it. To be surrounded by ones friends is in my mind the Al of uman appiness (cheers). Gentlemen, I am most proud of the honour of seeing you all here to-day, and I hope the grub has been to your likin (cheers), if not, Ill discharge my butcher. On the score of quantity there might be a little deficiency, but I hope the quality was prime. Another time this shall be all remedied (cheers). Gentlemen, I understand those cheers, and Im flattered by them  I likes ospitality!  Im not the man to keep my butter in a pike-ticket, or my coals in a quart pot (immense cheering). Gentlemen, these are my sentiments, I leaves the flowers of speech to them as is better acquainted with botany (laughter)  I likes plain English, both in eating and talking, and Im happy to see Mr. Happerley Nimrod has not forgot his, and can put up with our homely fare, and do without pantaloon cutlets, blankets of woe, and such-like miseries.

Footnote 27: Blanquette de veau.

I hates their orse douvers (hors-doeuvres), their rots, and their poisons (poissons); ord rot em, they near killed me, and right glad am I to get a glass of old British black strap. And talking of black strap, gentlemen, I call on old Crane, the man what supplies it, to tip us a song. So now Im finished  and you, Crane, lap up your liquor and begin! (applause).

Crane was shy  unused to sing in company  nevertheless, if it was the wish of the party, and if it would oblige his good customer, Mr. Jorrocks, he would try his hand at a stave or two made in honour of the immortal Surrey. Having emptied his glass and cleared his windpipe, Crane commenced:

Heres a health to them that can ride!

Heres a health to them that can ride!

And those that dont wish good luck to the cause.

May they roast by their own fireside!

Its good to drown care in the chase,

Its good to drown care in the bowl.

Its good to support Daniel Haigh and his hounds,

Heres his health from the depth of my soul.

CHORUS

Hurrah for the loud tally-ho!

Hurrah for the loud tally-ho!

Its good to support Daniel Haigh and his hounds.

And echo the shrill tally-ho!

Heres a health to them that can ride!

Heres a health to them that ride bold!

May the leaps and the dangers that each has defied,

In columns of sporting be told!

Heres freedom to him that would walk!

Heres freedom to him that would ride!

Theres none ever feared that the horn should be heard

Who the joys of the chase ever tried.

Hurrah for the loud tally-ho!

Hurrah for the loud tally-ho!

Its good to support Daniel Haigh and his hounds,

And halloo the loud tally-ho!

Beautiful! beautiful! exclaimed Jorrocks, clapping his hands and stamping as Crane had ceased.

A werry good song, and its werry well sung.

Jolly companions every one!

Gentlemen, pray charge your glasses  theres one toast we must drink in a bumper if we neer take a bumper again. Mr. Spiers, pray charge your glass  Mr. Stubbs, vy dont you fill up?  Mr. Nimrod, off with your eel taps, pray  Ill give ye the Surrey Unt, with all my art and soul. Crane, my boy, heres your werry good health, and thanks for your song! (All drink the Surrey Hunt and Cranes good health, with applause, which brings him on his legs with the following speech):

Gentlemen, unaccustomed as I am to public speaking (laughter), I beg leave on behalf of myself and the absent members of the Surrey Unt, to return you our own most artfelt thanks for the flattering compliment you have just paid us, and to assure you that the esteem and approbation of our fellow-sportsmen is to us the magnum bonum of all earthly appiness (cheers and laughter). Gentlemen, I will not trespass longer upon your valuable time, but as you seem to enjoy this wine of my friend Mr. Jorrockss, I may just say that I have got some more of the same quality left, at from forty-two to forty-eight shillings a dozen, also some good stout draught port, at ten and sixpence a gallon  some ditto werry superior at fifteen; also foreign and British spirits, and Dutch liqueurs, rich and rare. The conclusion of the vintners address was drowned in shouts of laughter. Mr. Jorrocks then called upon the company in succession for a toast, a song, or a sentiment. Nimrod gave, The Royal Staghounds; Crane gave, Champagne to our real friends, and real pain to our sham friends; Green sung, Id be a butterfly; Mr. Stubbs gave, Honest men and bonnie lasses; and Mr. Spiers, like a patriotic printer, gave, The liberty of the Press, which he said was like fox-hunting if we have it not we die  all of which Mr. Jorrocks applauded as if he had never heard them before, and drank in bumpers. It was evident that unless tea was speedily announced he would soon become;

Oer the ills of life victorious,

for he had pocketed his wig, and had been clipping the Queens English for some time. After a pause, during which his cheeks twice changed colour, from red to green and back to red, he again called for a bumper toast, which he prefaced with the following speech, or parts of a speech:

Gentlemen  in rising  propose toast about to give  feel werry  feel werry  (Yorkshireman, werry muzzy?) J  feel werry  (Mr. Spiers, werry sick?) J  werry  (Crane, werry thirsty?) J  feel werry  (Nimrod, werry wise?) J  no; but werry sensible  great compliment  eyes of England upon us  give you the health  Mr. Happerley Nimrod  three times three!

He then attempted to rise for the purpose of marking the time, but his legs deserted his body, and after two or three lurches down he went with a tremendous thump under the table. He called first for Batsay, then for Binjimin, and, game to the last, blurted out, Lift me up!  tie me in my chair!  fill my glass!


XIII. THE DAY AFTER THE FEAST: AN EPISODE BY THE YORKSHIREMAN

[image: img490.jpg]

ON THE MORNING after Mr. Jorrockss dinner party I had occasion to go into the city, and took Great Coram Street in my way. My heart misgave me when I recollected Mrs. J  and her horrid paws, but still I thought it my duty to see how the grocer was after his fall. Arrived at the house I rang the area bell, and Benjamin, who was cleaning knives below, popped his head up, and seeing who it was, ran upstairs and opened the door. His master was up, he said, but werry bad, and his misses was out. Leaving him to resume his knife-cleaning occupation, I slipped quietly upstairs, and hearing a noise in the bedroom, opened the door, and found Jorrocks sitting in his dressing-gown in an easy chair, with Betsey patting his bald head with a damp towel.

Do that again, Batsay! Do that again! was the first sound I heard, being an invitation to Betsey to continue her occupation. Heres the Yorkshireman, sir, said Betsey, looking around.

Ah, Mr. York, how are you this morning? said he, turning a pair of eyes upon me that looked like boiled gooseberries  his countenance indicating severe indisposition. Set down, sir; set down  Im werry bad  werry bad indeed  bad go last night. Doesnt do to go to the lush-crib this weather. How are you, eh? tell me all about it. Is Mr. Nimrod gone?

Dont know, said I; I have just come from Lancaster Street, where I have been seeing an aunt, and thought I would take Great Coram Street in my way to the city, to ask how you do  but wheres Mrs. Jorrocks?

Jorrocks. Oh, cuss Mrs. J  ; I knows nothing about her  been reading the Riot Act, and giving her red rag a holiday all the morning  wish to God Id never seed her  took her for better and worser, its werry true; but shes a d  d deal worser than I took her for. Hope your hat may long cover your family. Mrs. J   s gone to the Commons to Jenner  swears shell have a diworce, a mensa et thorax, I think she calls it  wish she may get it  sick of hearing her talk about it  Jenners the only man wot puts up with her, and thats because he gets his fees. Batsay, my dear! you may damp another towel, and then get me something to cool my coppers  all in a glow, I declare  complete fever. You whiles go to the lush-crib, Mr. Yorkshireman; what now do you reckon best after a regular drench?

Yorkshireman. Oh, nothing like a glass of soda-water with a bottom of brandy  some people prefer a sermon, but that wont suit you or I. After your soda and brandy take a good chivy in the open air, and youll be all right by dinner-time.

Jorrocks. Right I Bliss ye, I shall niver be right again. I can scarce move out of my chair, Im so bad  my heads just fit to split in two  Im in no state to be seen.

Yorkshireman. Oh, pooh!  get your soda-water and brandy, then have some strong coffee and a red herring, and youll be all right, and if youll find cash, Ill find company, and well go and have a lark together.

Jorrocks. Couldnt really be seen out  besides, cash is werry scarce. By the way, now that I come to think on it, I had a five-pounder in my breeches last night. Just feel in the pocket of them ere nankeens, and see that Mrs. J  has not grabbed it to pay Jenners fee with.

Yorkshireman (feels). No  all right  here it is  No. 10,497  I promise to pay Mr. Thos. Rippon, or bearer, on demand, five pounds! Lets demand it, and go and spend the cash.

Jorrocks. No, no  put it back  or into the table-drawer, see  fives are werry scarce with me  cant afford it  must be just before Im generous.

Yorkshireman. Well, then, J  , you must just stay at home and get bullied by Mrs. J  , who will be back just now, I dare say, perhaps followed by Jenner and half Doctors Commons.

Jorrocks. The deuce! I forgot all that  curse Mrs. J  and the Commons too. Well, Mr. Yorkshireman, I dont care if I do go with you  but where shall it be to? Some place where we can be quiet, for I really am werry bad, and not up to nothing like a lark.

Yorkshireman. Suppose we take a sniff of the briny  Margate  Ramsgate  Broadstairs?

Jorrocks. No, none of them places  over-well-known at em all  cant be quiet  get to the lush-crib again, perhaps catch the cholera and go to Gravesend by mistake. Lets go to the Eel Pye at Twickenham and live upon fish.

Yorkshireman. Fish! you old flat. Why, you know, youd be the first to cry out if you had to do so. No, no  lets have no humbug  here, drink your coffee like a man, and then hustle your purse and see what it will produce. Why, even Betseys laughing at the idea of your living upon fish.

Jorrocks. Dont shout so, pray  your woice shoots through every nerve of my head and distracts me (drinks). This is grand Mocho  quite the cordial balm of Gilead  werry fine indeed. Now I feel rewived and can listen to you.

Yorkshireman. Well, then, pull on your boots  gird up your loins, and lets go and spend this five pounds  stay away as long as it lasts, in fact.

Jorrocks. Well, but give me the coin  its mine you know  and let me be paymaster, or I know youll soon be into dock again. Thats right; and now I have got three half-crowns besides, which I will add.

Yorkshireman. And Ive got three pence, which, not to be behind-hand in point of liberality, Ill do the same with, so that we have got five pounds seven shillings and ninepence between us, according to Cocker.

Jorrocks. Between us, indeed! I likes that. Youre a generous churchwarden.

Yorkshireman. Well  we wont stand upon trifles the principle is the thing I look to  and not the amount. So now where to, your honour?

After a long parley, we fixed upon Herne Bay. Our reasons for doing so were numerous, though it would be superfluous to mention them, save that the circumstance of neither of us ever having been there, and the prospect of finding a quiet retreat for Jorrocks to recover in, were the principal ones. Our arrangements were soon made. Batsay, said J  to his principessa of a cook, slut, and butler, the Yorkshireman and I are going out of town to stay five pounds seven and ninepence, so put up my traps. Two shirts (one to wash the other as he said), three pairs of stockings, with other etceteras, were stamped into a carpet-bag, and taking a cab, we called at the Piazza, where I took a few things, and away we drove to Temple Bar. Stop here with the bags, said Jorrocks, while I go to the Temple Stairs and make a bargain with a Jacob Faithful to put us on board, for if they see the bags theyll think its a case of necessity, and ask double; whereas Ill pretend Im just going a-pleasuring, and when Ive made a bargain, Ill whistle, and you can come. Away he rolled, and after the lapse of a few minutes I heard a sort of shilling-gallery cat-call, and obeying the summons, found he had concluded a bargain for one and sixpence. We reached St. Catherines Docks just as the Herne Bay boat  the Hero  moored alongside, consequently were nearly the first on board.

Herne Bay being then quite in its infancy, and this being what the cits call a weekday, they had rather a shy cargo, nor had they any of that cockney tomfoolery that generally characterises a Ramsgate or Margate crew, more particularly a Margate one. Indeed, it was a very slow cargo, Jorrocks being the only character on board, and he was as sulky as a bear with a sore head when anyone approached. The day was beautifully fine, and a thin grey mist gradually disappeared from the Kentish hills as we passed down the Thames. The river was gay enough. Adelaide, Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, was expected on her return from Germany, and all the vessels hung out their best and gayest flags and colours to do her honour. The towns of Greenwich and Woolwich were in commotion. Charity schools were marching, and soldiers were doing the like, while steamboats went puffing down the river with cargoes to meet and escort Her Majesty. When we got near Tilbury Fort, a man at the head of the steamer announced that we should meet the Queen in ten minutes, and all the passengers crowded on to the paddle-box of the side on which she was to pass, to view and greet her. Jorrocks even roused himself up and joined the throng. Presently a crowd of steamers were seen in the distance, proceeding up the river at a rapid pace, with a couple of lofty-masted vessels in tow, the first of which contained the royal cargo. The leading steamboat was the celebrated Magnet  considered the fastest boat on the river, and the one in which Jorrocks and myself steamed from Margate, racing against and beating the Royal William. This had the Lord Mayor and Aldermen on board, who had gone down to the extent of the city jurisdiction to meet the Queen, and have an excuse for a good dinner. The deck presented a gay scene, being covered with a military band, and the gaudy-liveried lackeys belonging to the Mansion House, and sheriffs whose clothes were one continuous mass of gold lace and frippery, shining beautifully brilliant in the midday sun. The royal yacht, with its crimson and gold pennant floating on the breeze, came towering up at a rapid pace, with the Queen sitting under a canopy on deck. As we neared, all hats were off, and three cheers  or at least as many as we could wedge in during the time the cortège took to sweep past us  were given, our band consisting of three brandy-faced musicians, striking up God save the King  a compliment which Her Majesty acknowledged by a little mandarining; and before the majority of the passengers had recovered from the astonishment produced by meeting a live Queen on the Thames, the whole fleet had shot out of sight. By the time the ripple on the water, raised by their progress, had subsided, we had all relapsed into our former state of apathy and sullenness. A duller or staider set I never saw outside a Quakers meeting. Still the beggars eat, as when does a cockney not in the open air? The stewards of these steamboats must make a rare thing of their places, for they have plenty of custom at their own prices. In fact, being in a steamboat is a species of personal incarceration, and you have only the option between bringing your own prog, or taking theirs at whatever they choose to charge  unless, indeed, a person prefers going without any. Jorrocks took nothing. He laid down again after the Queen had passed, and never looked up until we were a mile or two off Herne Bay.

With the readers permission, we will suppose that we have just landed, and, bags in hand, ascended the flight of steps that conduct passengers, as it were, from the briny ocean on to the stage of life.

My eyes! said Jorrocks, as he reached the top, wot a pier, and wot a bit of a place! Why, there dont seem to be fifty houses altogether, reckoning the windmill in the centre as one. Whats this thing? said he to a ticket-porter, pointing to a sort of French diligence-looking concern which had just been pushed up to the landing end. To carry the lumber, sir  live and dead  gentlemen and their bags, as dont like to walk. Do you charge anything for the ride? inquired Jorrocks, with his customary caution. Nothing, was the answer. Then, lets get on the roof, said J  , and take it easy, and survey the place as we go along. So, accordingly, we clambered on to the top of the diligence, summâ diligentiâ, and seated ourselves on a pile of luggage; being all stowed away, and as many passengers as it would hold put inside, two or three porters proceeded to propel the machine along the railroad on which it runs. Now, Mr. Yorkshireman, said Jorrocks, we are in a strange land, and it behoves us to proceed with caution, or we may spend our five pounds seven and sixpence before we know where we are.

Yorkshireman. Seven and ninepence it is, sir.

Jorrocks. Well, be it so  five pounds seven and ninepence between two, is by no means an impossible sum to spend, and the trick is to make it go as far as we can. Now some men can make one guinea go as far as others can make two, and we will try what we can do. In the first place, you know I makes it a rule never to darken the door of a place wot calls itself an otel, for otel prices and inn prices are werry different. You young chaps dont consider these things, and as long as you have got a rap in the world you go swaggering about, ordering claret and waxlights, and everything wots expensive, as though you must spend money because you are in an inn. Now, thats all gammon. If a man havent got money he cant spend it; and we all know that many poor folks are obliged at times to go to houses of public entertainment, and you dont suppose that they pay for fire and waxlights, private sitting-rooms, and all them ere sort of things. Now, said he, adjusting his hunting telescope and raking the town of Herne Bay, towards which we were gently approaching on our dignified eminence, but as yet had not got near enough to descry what was what with the naked eye, I should say yon great staring-looking shop directly opposite us is the cock inn of the place (looks through his glass). Im right P-i-e-r, Pier Otel I reads upon the top, and thats no shop for my money. Lets see what else we have. Theres nothing on the right, I think, but here on the left is something like our cut  D-o-l dol, p-h-i-n phin, Dolphin Inn. Its long since I went the circuit, as the commercial gentlemen (or what were called bagmen in my days) term it, but I havent forgot the experience I gained in my travels, and I whiles turn it to werry good account now.

Coach to Canterbury, Deal, Margate, sir, going directly, interrupted him, and reminded us that we had got to the end of the pier, and ought to be descending. Two or three coaches were drawn up, waiting to carry passengers on, but we had got to our journeys end. Now, said J  , lets take our bags in hand and draw up wind, trying the Dolphin first.

Rejecting the noble portals of the Pier Hotel, we advanced towards Jorrockss chosen house, a plain unpretending-looking place facing the sea, which is half the battle, and being but just finished had every chance of cleanliness. Jonathan Acres appeared above the door as the name of the landlord, and a little square-built, hatless, short-haired chap, in a shooting-jacket, was leaning against the door. Mr. Hacres within? said Jorrocks. My names Acres, said he of the shooting-jacket. Humph, said J  , looking him over, not Long Acre, I think. Having selected a couple of good airy bedrooms, we proceeded to see about dinner. Mr. Hacres, said Jorrocks, I makes it a rule never to pay more than two and sixpence for a feed, so now just give us as good a one as you possibly can for that money: and about seven oclock we sat down to lamb-chops, ducks, French beans, pudding, etc.; shortly after which Jorrocks retired to rest, to sleep off the remainder of his headache. He was up long before me the next morning, and had a dip in the sea before I came down. Upon my word, said he, as I entered the room, and found him looking as lively and fresh as a four-year-old, its worth while going to the lush-crib occasionally, if its only for the pleasure of feeling so hearty and fresh as one does on the second day. I feel just as if I could jump out of my skin, but I will defer the performance until after breakfast. I have ordered a fork one, do you know, cold am and boiled bacon, with no end of eggs, and bread of every possible description. By the way, Ive scraped acquaintance with Thorp, the baker hard by, whos a right good fellow, and says he will give me some shooting, and has some werry nice beagles wot he shoots to. But heres the grub. Cold am in abundance. But, waiter, you should put a little green garnishing to the dishes, I likes to see it, green is so werry refreshing to the eye; and tell Mr. Hacres to send up some more bacon and the bill, when I rings the bell. Nothing like having your bill the first morning, and then you know what youve got to pay, and can cut your coat according to your cloth. The bacon soon disappeared, and the bell being sounded, produced the order.

Humph, said J  , casting his eyes over the bill as it lay by the side of his plate, while he kept pegging away at the contents of the neighbouring dish pretty reasonable, I think  dinners, five shillings, thats half a crown each; beds, two shillings each; breakfasts, one and ninepence each, thats cheap for a fork breakfast; but, I say, you had a pint of sherry after I left you last night, and PALE sherry too! How could you be such an egreggorus (egregious) ass! Thats so like you young chaps, not to know that the only difference between pale and brown sherry is, that one has more of the pumpaganus aqua in it than the other. You should have made it pale yourself, man. But look there. Wot a go!

Our attention was attracted to a youth in spectacles, dressed in a rich plum-coloured coat, on the outside of a dingy-looking, big-headed, brown nag, which he was flogging and cramming along the public walk in front of the Dolphin, in the most original and ludicrous manner. We presently recognised him as one of our fellow-passengers of the previous day, respecting whom Jorrocks and I had had a dispute as to whether he was a Frenchman or a German. His equestrian performances decided the point. I never in all my life witnessed such an exhibition, nor one in which the performer evinced such self-complacency. Whether he had ever been on horseback before or not I cant tell, but the way in which he went to work, using the bridle as a sort of rattle to frighten the horse forward, the way in which he shook the reins, threw his arms about, and belaboured the poor devil of an animal in order to get him into a canter (the horse of course turning away every time he saw the blow coming), and the free, unrestrained liberty he gave to his head, surpassed everything of the sort I ever saw, and considerably endangered the lives of several of His Majestys lieges that happened to be passing. Instead of getting out of their way, Frenchmanlike, he seemed to think everything should give way to an equestrian; and I saw him scatter a party of ladies like a covey of partridges, by riding slap amongst them, and not even making the slightest apology or obeisance for the rudeness. There he kept, cantering (or cantering as much as he could induce the poor rip to do) from one end of the town to the other, conceiving, I make not the slightest doubt, that he was looked upon with eyes of admiration by the beholders. He soon created no little sensation, and before he was done a crowd had collected near the Pier Hotel, to see him get his horse past (it being a Pier Hotel nag) each time; and I heard a primitive sort of postman, who was delivering the few letters that arrive in the place, out of a fish-basket, declare that he would sooner kill a horse than lend it to such a chap. Having fretted his hour away, the owner claimed the horse, and Monsieur was dismounted.

After surveying the back of the town, we found ourselves rambling in some beautiful picturesque fields in the rear. Kent is a beautiful county, and the trimly kept gardens, and the clustering vines twining around the neatly thatched cottages, remind one of the rich, luxuriant soil and climate of the South. Forgetting that we were in search of sea breezes, we continued to saunter on, across one field, over one stile and then over another, until after passing by the side of a snug-looking old-fashioned house, with a beautifully kept garden, the road took a sudden turn and brought us to some parkish-looking well-timbered ground in front, at one side of which Jorrocks saw something that he swore was a kennel.

I knows a hawk from a hand-saw, said he, let me alone for that. Ill swear there are hounds in it. Bless your heart, dont I see a gilt fox on one end, and a gilt hare on the other?

Just then came up a man in a round fustian jacket, to whom Jorrocks addressed himself, and, as good luck would have it, he turned out to be the huntsman (for Jorrocks was right about the kennel), and away we went to look at the hounds. They proved to be Mr. Collards, the owner of the house that we had just passed, and were really a very nice pack of harriers, consisting of seventeen or eighteen couple, kept in better style (as far as kennel appearance goes) than three-fourths of the harriers in England. Bird, the huntsman, our cicerone, seemed a regular keen one in hunting matters, and Jorrocks and he had a long confab about the noble art of hunting, though the former was rather mortified to find on announcing himself as the celebrated Mr. Jorrocks that Bird had never heard of him before.

After leaving the kennel we struck across a few fields, and soon found ourselves on the sea banks, along which we proceeded at the rate of about two miles an hour, until we came to the old church of Reculvers. Hard by is a public-house, the sign of the Two Sisters, where, having each taken a couple of glasses of ale, we proceeded to enjoy one of the (to me at least) greatest luxuries in life  viz. that of lying on the shingle of the beach with my heels just at the waters edge.

The day was intensely hot, and after occupying this position for about half an hour, and finding the perpendicular rays of the sun rather fiercer than agreeable, we followed the example of a flock of sheep, and availed ourselves of the shade afforded by the Reculvers. Here for a short distance along the beach, on both sides, are small breakwaters, and immediately below the Reculvers is one formed of stake and matting, capable of holding two persons sofa fashion. Into this Jorrocks and I crept, the tide being at that particular point that enabled us to repose, with the water lashing our cradle on both sides, without dashing high enough to wet us.

Oh, but this is fine! said J  , dangling his arm over the side, and letting the sea wash against his hand. I declare it comes fizzing up just like soda-water out of a bottle  reminds me of the lush-crib. By the way, Mr. Yorkshireman, I heard some chaps in our inn this morning talking about this werry place, and one of them said that there used to be a Roman station, or something of that sort, at it. Did you know anything of them ere ancient Romans? Luxterous dogs, I understand. If Mr. Nimrod was here now he could tell us all about them, for, if I mistake not, he was werry intimate with some of them  either he or his father, at least.

A boat that had been gradually advancing towards us now run on shore, close by where we were lying, and one of the crew landed with a jug to get some beer. A large basket at the end attracted Jorrockss attention, and, doglike, he got up and began to hover about and inquire about their destination of the remaining crew, four in number. They were a cockney party of pleasure, it seemed, going to fish, for which purpose they had hired the boat, and laid in no end of bait for the fish, and prog for themselves. Jorrocks, though no great fisherman (not having, as he says, patience enough), is never at a loss if there is plenty of eating; and finding that they had got a great chicken pie, two tongues, and a tart, agreed to pay for the boat if they would let us in upon equal terms with themselves as to the provender, which was agreed to without a debate. The messenger having returned with a gallon of ale, we embarked, and away we slid through the glad waters of the dark blue sea. It was beautifully calm, scarcely a breeze appearing on the surface. After rowing for about an hour, one of the boatmen began to adjust the lines and bait the hooks; and having got into what he esteemed a favourite spot, he cast anchor and prepared for the sport. Each man was prepared with a long strong cord line, with a couple of hooks fastened to the ends of about a foot of whalebone, with a small leaden plummet in the centre. The hooks were baited with sandworms, and the instructions given were, after sounding the depth, to raise the hooks a little from the bottom, so as to let them hang conveniently for the fish to swallow. Great was the excitement as we dropped the lines overboard, as to who should catch the first whale. Jorrocks and myself having taken the fishermens lines from them, we all met upon pretty equal terms, much like gentlemen jockeys in a race. A dead silence ensued. I have one! cried the youngest of our new friends. Then pull him up, responded one of the boatmen, gently, or youll lose him. And so I have, by God! hes gone. Well, never mind, said the boatmen, lets see your bait  aye, hes got that, too. Well put some fresh on  there you are again  all right. Now drop it gently, and when you find youve hooked him, wind the line quickly, but quietly, and be sure you dont jerk the hook out of his mouth at starting. Ive got one! cries Jorrocks Ive got one  now, my wig, if I can but land him. I have him, certainly  by Jove! hes a wopper, too, judging by the way he kicks. Oh, but its no use, sir  come along  come along  here he is  doublets, by crikey  two, huzza! huzza! What fine ones!  young haddocks or codlings, I should call them  werry nice eating, I dare say  Im blowd if this arnt sport. I have one, cries our young friend again. So have I, shouts another; and just at the same moment I felt the magic touch of my bait, and in an instant I felt the thrilling stroke. The fish were absolutely voracious, and we had nothing short of a miraculous draught. As fast as we could bait they swallowed, and we frequently pulled them up two at a time. Jorrocks was in ecstasies. It was the finest sport he had ever encountered, and he kept halloaing and shouting every time he pulled them up, as though he were out with the Surrey. Having just hooked a second couple, he baited again and dropped his line. Two of our new friends had hooked fish at the same instant, and, in their eagerness to take them, overbalanced the boat, and Jorrocks, who was leaning over, went head foremost down into the deeps!



A terrible surprise came over us, and for a second or two we were so perfectly thunderstruck as to be incapable of rendering any assistance. A great splash, followed by a slight gurgling sound, as the water bubbled and subsided oer the place where he went down, was all that denoted the exit of our friend. After a considerable dive he rose to the surface, minus his hat and wig, but speedily disappeared. The anchor was weighed, oars put out, and the boat rowed to the spot where he last appeared. He rose a third time, but out of arms reach, apparently lifeless, and just as he was sinking, most probably for ever, one of the men contrived to slip the end of an oar under his arm, and support him on the water until he got within reach from the boat.

The consternation when we got him on board was tremendous! Consisting, as we did, of two parties, neither knowing where the other had come from, we remained in a state of stupefied horror, indecision, and amazement for some minutes. The poor old man lay extended in the bottom of the boat, apparently lifeless, and even if the vital spark had not fled, there seemed no chance of reaching Herne Bay, whose pier, just then gilded by the rich golden rays of the setting sun, appeared in the far distance of the horizon. Where to row to was the question. No habitation where effective succour could be procured appeared on the shore, and to proceed without a certain destination was fruitless. How helpless such a period as this makes a man feel! Lets make for Graces, at length exclaimed one of the boatmen, and the other catching at the proposition, the head of the boat was whipped round in an instant, and away we sped through the glassy-surfaced water. Not a word broke upon the sound of the splashing oars until, nearing the shore, one of the men, looking round, directed us to steer a little to the right, in the direction of a sort of dell or land-break, peculiar to the Isle of Thanet; and presently we ran the head of the boat upon the shingle, just where a small rivulet that, descending from the higher grounds, waters the thickly wooded ravine, and discharges itself into the sea. The entrance of this dell is formed by a lofty precipitous rock, with a few stunted overhanging trees on one side, while the other is more open and softened in its aspect, and though steep and narrow at the mouth, gently slopes away into a brushwood-covered bank, which, stretching up the little valley, becomes lost in a forest of lofty oaks that close the inland prospect of the place. Here, to the left (just after one gets clear of the steeper part), commanding a view of the sea, and yet almost concealed from the eye of a careless traveller, was a lonely hut (the back wall formed by an excavation of the sandy rock) and the rest of clay, supporting a wooden roof, made of the hull of a castaway wreck, the abode of an old woman, called Grace Ganderne, well known throughout the whole Isle of Thanet as a poor harmless secluded widow, who subsisted partly on the charity of her neighbours, and partly on what she could glean from the smugglers, for the assistance she affords them in running their goods on that coast; and though she had been at work for forty years, she had never had the misfortune to be detected in the act, notwithstanding the many puncheons of spirits and many bales of goods fished out of the dark woods near her domicile.

To this spot it was, just as the setting suns pathetic light had been succeeded by the grey twilight of the evening, that we bore the body of our unfortunate companion. The door was closed, but Grace being accustomed to nocturnal visitors, speedily answered the first summons and presented herself. She was evidently of immense age, being nearly bowed double, and her figure, with her silvery hair, confined by a blue checked cotton handkerchief, and palsied hand, as tremblingly she rested upon her staff and eyed the group, would have made a subject worthy of the pencil of a Landseer. She was wrapped in an old red cloak, with a large hood, and in her ears she wore a pair of long gold-dropped earrings, similar to what one sees among the Norman peasantry  the gift, as I afterwards learned, of a drowned lover. After scrutinising us for a second or two, during which time a large black cat kept walking to and fro, purring and rubbing itself against her, she held back the door and beckoned us to enter. The little place was cleanly swept up, and a faggot and some dry brushwood, which she had just lighted for the purpose of boiling her kettle, threw a gleam of light over the apartment, alike her bedchamber, parlour, and kitchen. Her curtainless bed at the side, covered with a coarse brown counterpane, was speedily prepared for our friend, into which being laid, our new acquaintances were dispatched in search of doctors, while the boatman and myself, under the direction of old Grace, applied ourselves to procuring such restoratives as her humble dwelling afforded.

Let Grace alone, said the younger of the boatmen, seeing my affliction at the lamentable catastrophe, if there be but a spark of life in the gentleman, shell bring him round  manys the drowning man  aye, and wounded one, too  thats been brought in here during the stormy nights, and after fights with the coast-guard  that shes recovered.

Hot bottles, and hot flannels, and hot bricks were all applied, but in vain; and when I saw hot brandy, too, fail of having the desired effect, I gave my friend up as lost, and left the hut to vent my grief in the open air. Grace was more sanguine and persevering, and when I returned, after a half-hours absence, I could distinctly feel a returning pulse. Still, he gave no symptoms of animation, and it might only be the effect produced by the applications  as he remained in the same state for several hours. Fresh wood was added to the fire, and the boatmen having returned to their vessel, Grace and I proceeded to keep watch during the night, or until the arrival of a doctor. The poor old body, to whom scenes such as this were matter of frequent occurrence, seemed to think nothing of it, and proceeded to relate some of the wonderful escapes and recoveries she had witnessed, in the course of which she dropped many a sigh to the memory of some of her friends  the bold smugglers. There were no such braw lads now as formerly, she said, and were it not that she was past eighty, and might as weel die in one place as anither, she wad gang back to the bonny blue hulls (hills) of her ain canny Scotland.

In the middle of one of her long stories I thought I perceived a movement of the bedclothes, and, going to look, I found a considerable increase in the quickness of pulsation, and also a generous sort of glow upon the skin. An ded I no tell ye I wad recover him? said she, with a triumphant look. Afore twa mair hours are oer hell spak to ye. I hope so, Im sure, said I, still almost doubting her. Oh, trust to me, said she, hell come about  Ive seen mony a chiel in a mickle worse state nor him recovered. Pray, is the ould gintleman your father or your grandfather?

Yorkshireman. Why, I cant say that hes either exactly  but hes always been as good as a grandmother to me, I know.

Grace was right. About three oclock in the morning a sort of revulsion of nature took place, and after having lain insensible, and to all appearance lifeless, all that time, he suddenly began to move. Casting his eye wildly around, he seemed lost in amazement. He muttered something, but what it was I could not catch.

Lush-crib again, by Jove! were the first words he articulated, and then, appearing to recollect himself, he added, Oh, I forgot, Im drowned  well drowned, too  cant be helpd, however  wasnt born to be hanged  and that seems clear. Thus he kept muttering and mumbling for an hour, until old Grace thinking him so far recovered as to remove all danger from sudden surprise, allowed me to take her seat at the bedside. He looked at me long and intensely, but the light was not sufficiently strong to enable him to make out who I was.

Jorrocks! at length said I, taking him by the hand, how are you, my old boy? He started at the sound of his name. Jorrocks, said he, whos that? Why, the Yorkshireman; you surely have not forgotten your old friend and companion in a hundred fights!

Jorrocks. Oh, Mr. York, its you, is it? Much obliged by your inquiries, but Im drowned.

Yorkshireman. Aye, but you are coming round, youll be better before long.
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Jorrocks. Never! Dont try to gammon me. You know as well as I do that Im drowned, and a drowned man never recovers. No, no, its all up with me, I feel. Set down, however, while I say a few words to you. Youre a good fellow, and Ive remembered you in my will, which youll find in the strong port-wine-bin, along with nine pounds secret service money. I hopes youll think the legacy a fat one. I meant it as such. If you marry Belinda, I have left you a third of my fourth in the tea trade. Always said you were cut out for a grocer. Let Tat sell my stud. An excellent man, Tat  proudish perhaps  at least, he never inwites me to none of his dinners  but still a werry good man. Let him sell them, I say, and mind give Snapdragon a charge or two of shot before he goes to the ammer, to prevent his roaring. Put up a plain monument to my memory  black or white marble, whichevers cheapest  but mind, no Cupids or seraphums, or none of those sort of things  quite plain  with just this upon it  Hic jacet Jorrocks. And now Ill give you a bit of news. Neptune has appointed me huntsman to his pack of haddocks. Have two dolphins for my own riding, and a young lobster to look after them. Lord Farebrother whips in to me  he rides a turtle. And now, my good friend, said he, grasping my hands with redoubled energy, do you think you could accomplish me a rump-steak and oyster sauce?  also a pot of stout?  but, mind, blow the froth off the top, for its bad for the kidneys!

THE END


Mr. Jorrocks
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I. HE MEETS CELEBRITIES AT CHELTENHAM.
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A NIGHTS SLEEP and the prospect of a hunt when he awoke made things smooth, and the first thing I heard in the morning was Jorrocks sending to a saddlers to borrow a hunting-whip with an iron head. At first I feared he might want it for the purpose of inflicting summary punishment on his gammonacious friend of the previous evening, but was relieved to find that it was only his conception of the necessary equipment of a sportsman, whether his dress were in keeping or not. Indeed, his costume was anything but that of a sportsman: white hat with green rims, his coat and tight worsted net pantaloons blue, and a pair of white jean knee-caps, bought for three and sixpence, which he had buttoned round the tops of his hessian boots, leaving a pair of tassels as large as ordinary sized bell-pulls dangling in front.

At nine oclock a couple of nags were at the door, very fairly caparisoned for hacks. Jorrocks, being of old Stephen Goodalls opinion that it does not do to put a round of beef on a plate, chose the one with the largest saddle, whereby I got the best horse. The fixture was some eight or nine miles off on the North Leach road; and the draw the famous Hazleton Grove, a mile or so off the road, in a fine sporting country, chiefly light arable land with large enclosures and stone walls, the latter not over-high nor yet unreasonably stiff.

There was an immense muster of swells and men of all descriptions, to many of whom the extraordinary costume of Jorrocks as he kept poking in and out among them seemed to afford considerable amusement. About eleven oclock Lord Seagrave threw his hounds into the plantation, and a fox speedily went away, the whole field getting a fair start that was almost like a race. The pack shot away at a fearful pace with a breast-high scent:  they crossed over by a cover called Star Wood, and killed their fox in splendid style after a run of about forty minutes  so I was told, for my hack had no great gift of going, and I had to be content to ride the line. What Jorrocks did I dont know: when I last saw him he was standing on a half-broken-down stone wall, trying to lead over, tugging away at his horses head, exclaiming at every jerk, Come hup, you hugly beast! Chance threw us together again, however, at two oclock, when, both having lost all track of the hounds, we began to inquire our way back to Cheltenham.

After riding a couple of miles or so, we perceived two horsemen in advance, also a man on foot leading a hound; and we rode on to ask where they had left the pack. The horsemen proved to be grooms, and these referred Jorrocks to the pedestrian  a little slight-made man in fustian with a fox on his button  observing that Hastings would tell him all about it.

Hastings! exclaimed Mr Jorrocks, throwing himself from his steed. My vig! Is this, then, the most celebrated Mr Hastings, the sporting tailor of Cheltenham, of whom Ive heard and read so much, and of whom Ive got a pictor in my house in Great Coram Street, London! Mr Hastings! seizing the small man by the hand, for the love of Diana get onto my orse  never shall it be said that John Jorrocks rode while the sporting tailor walked!

Hastings. Thank ye, Mr Jorrocks  thank ye kindly, but I prefer walking. My lord would keep me a horse for that matter, but I get on better on foot.

Jorrocks. Well, but tell me all about yourself, Mr Hastings  your birth, parentage, and education  all the particulars of your life, in short.

Hastings. Bless you, sir, Ive no particulars to tell! I just hunt with my lords hounds, as you see; this one that Im now leading is a young one thats tired. Im taking him home. I shall be out with them again to-morrow. I question they find again to-day, so I shant lose much.

Jorrocks. Well, but do you never tire?

Hastings. Oh no! I can go all day  better on grass land than plough, of course, for the soil sticks to my shoes and makes them heavy, and theyre not over-light at starting. I hunt five days a week here; down at Berkeley we only hunt three, for my lord shoots there.

Jorrocks. And wot do you do all summer?

Hastings. Look after the litters of young foxes, young hounds, and so on. Foxes require a deal of protection, for keepers, confound them! will destroy them, however friendly their masters may be. You see if theres a good litter they perhaps destroy half, and just keep two or three for appearances sake. Now Im quite sure that its possible to have both foxes and game, for if you look at my lords covers at Berkeley youll see pheasants enough to darken the air; and yet the covers never draw blank.

Jorrocks. Bliss my soul, you dont say so! How I should like to be among em. Id scatter the divils right and left, just as I used to do at Bagshot. Ah! Im afraid my shootings all done up there, now the Dukes gone  he was the man for my money! I used just to write a purlite letter to him requesting a few days pheasant shooting, and then if he didnt answer, which was generally the case, in course I used to say Silence gives consent, and away I went; and then if he wrote back, saying he didnt know no such person as Mr J. Jorrocks, I used just to take the back of the letter and show it to the watchers, and I seldom got discharged and fairly off the premises without two or three brace, which paid expenses werry fairly, for I dont trouble with no licence, you see. But shooting, unless its the eating part, is not to be compared to unting. Tell me, Mr Hastings, how long youve unted.

Hastings. Why, going on for seventeen or eighteen years. At first, you see, I wasnt known  may be for four or five years, and I used to go out with the Duke or my lord, just whichever was handiest. A fine pack, my lords! Mr Moretons are a nice pack, too. Ah, what a deal of pains hes taken! My word, what a lot of hounds he has had through his hands since he started! Weve had Mr Grantley down here. Hes a good judge of a hound, and gets many a fine one from my lord.

Amid this and similar conversation we beguiled the road back to Cheltenham, and on taking leave of Hastings I could not but feel that he was a man possessed with a most extraordinary passion for hunting. Jorrocks was in extasies, and, I think, would have walked to London with him for the pleasure of his company. I fully expected he would have invited him to dinner.

This day the Plough was the inn we laid under contribution for a dinner. The coffee-room, as every one who has been there knows, is a long but comfortable room on the ground floor, looking into the High Street, with the fireplace at the far end, the point of attraction, of course, in winter. Having satisfied nature, we ordered our wine up to the fireplace end, and proceeded to make ourselves comfortable. There were not many men there that night; but on the right of the hearth, with one leg resting on a chair, sat a tallish elderly man in a short green coat, drab breeches, and top - boots. There was something pleasant, intelligent, and good-natured in his countenance, with a slight tendency to redness about the nose; and, having observed him nicking and riding to hounds in the morning  extremely intent on the sport  of course we soon opened conversation. The reader acquainted with Cheltenham will perhaps recognise in my sketch the celebrated Tommy Fretwell, though until he rose from his chair and limped across the room with the aid of a stick I was not quite certain of my man. In the early part of the season his horse slipped up with him and damaged Mr Fretwells knee-pan, and I believe this was the first day he had got to hounds after his accident; indeed none but a game one would have gone out so soon. It was evident from the stiffness of his leg and the difficulty with which he walked that he was only partially recovered.

Thats Tommy Fretwell, said I to Jorrocks; you may get a rise out of him.

Tommy Fretwell! he exclaimed. Then for-time favours me! This werry day have I encountered two of the greatest men in the West!

Gently! said I. Dont make a noise or youll alarm him, and hell perhaps shut up. Lead him on gently.

A fine days sport, sir! said Jorrocks, filling up a bumper of port and eyeing it at the candle.

Tommy Fretwell. A very fine days sport, indeed, sir. Never saw hounds do their work better. There was a rare scent, to be sure! Did you see them dash through the belt of plantation by the side of the turnpike? And how they rose the hill! All in a cluster! Do you know, sir, I remember just such a run as this five-and-twenty years ago, when, finding at the same place, the fox took the same fine and was killed in the identical cover where we killed him to-day.

Jorrocks. My vig! Wot a memory you must have! Sure, Mr Fretwell, you are a true lover of the sport, and werry difficult it is to find any such as are so! Ive always said, and still maintain, that most of the chaps that pretend to be sportsmen are merely so for show sake, and not from any genuine inclination that way. You knows wot unting is and can appreciate a run. Ill drink your werry good health.

Fretwell. Thank you, sir, thank you. Oh dear, theres nothing to be compared to hunting, sir! I dont know what I should do without it. Its not the riding or the jumping that I care for  its the genuine hunting of the hounds that I look to.

Jorrocks. Oh, Mr Fretwell, youre a man after my own heart! Pray take a bumper of port  and, waiter!  bring another bottle. Oh, how I loves a chap of your description! Thats wot Ive always said myself. As for the galloping, I wouldnt care to unt in a balloon. Its the dash of the ound, the feathering for the scent, the picking it out, the challenge when its found, the rush of the pack to the cry, the werry sight of the beautous mottled intelligent h animals is enough to set my werry blood boiling; and you know, Mr Fretwell, that during the unting season I dreams so much about it, and gets so agitated that I kicks Mrs Jorrocks out o bed once in three weeks on an average during the whole of it?

Fretwell (looking astonished). Indeed, sir! Pray may I inquire if you are the celebrated Mr Jorrocks of whom we have all heard so much?

Jorrocks. I AM the man! Im a perfect martyr to the chase. Mrs Jorrocks says its madness, and I dare say would like to shop me if she could. Hopes the day may never come! Dont know wot the Surrey chaps would do without me.

Fretwell. What do you think of my lords hounds, pray, and the turn-out?

Jorrocks. Oh, werry fine  werry fine indeed. In course you know, Mr Fretwell, that every man sticks up for his own, but still I must admit that my lord does the thing like a lord and looks like a lord himself. Four men in scarlet and caps, besides the groom in scarlet, all mounted on the same sort o nags and all so werry clean; and the black welwet collars with silver foxes and gold brushes look so warmint that I really doesnt know, but I likes them almost as well as the Surrey. Wot a little bit of a chap the huntsman is!

Fretwell. What, Ayris? Ay, but hes a clever fellow, that! A capital man for getting over stone walls. He was bred up by Mr Freeman, of whom perhaps you may have heard. He formerly had a pack of harriers in Berkshire, and now hunts the Nottingham country. Hes subject to pains in the head, and his health is not very good. But did you observe one of the whippers-in, a sallow-faced man called Foster? Hes about as good a servant as ever I saw, but he is going to leave; I think he must have got a huntsmans place somewhere, for he has capital wages with my lord, and never touches a horse after hunting; just gets off his back and goes home, and has a fresh one brought to him in the morning. Then theres Skinner, a stouter chap again:  nice, clean, civil fellow as ever was. Brother to Tom, who lived with Mr Grantley Berkeley  but its a good turn-out. They are a fine pack; my lord leaves nothing wanting. I wish I had known you were out; he would have liked to see you.

Jorrocks. Indeed! It would have been a werry distinguished honour. I cant say as how I was ever acquainted with a lord. I once lodged with a lady in Paris  a countess, they called her Countess Benwolio  perhaps you may have heard of her; but them French lords and ladies are no great things, I think, and we didnt part uncommon friendly. Was you ever in Paris, Mr Fretwell?

Fretwell. Cant say that ever I was.

Jorrocks. Ah, then youve had a werry great loss. The man wot hasnt seen Paris hasnt seen nothing in my mind. The most extraordinary place that ever was seen. Houses so high that a man looks like a midge on the top of one. Half a mile high some o them. You drink fine wan de bones out of them long-neckd jiggers o bottles, for which they would charge you ten and sixpence here, at the werry least, for summut under two shillings, and I believe then they charge about double wot they ought. The women  ferns they call em there  are the most beautifullest and the most wirtuousest o being! None but the most insinivating chaps has any chance with them; they dance and go to the play on Sunday nights, and  

Fretwell. Is there any hunting, sir?

Jorrocks. No  no unting  at least not wot we calls unting. Shooting if you like  werry fine shooting at the target with pea-guns; and if you hits the bulls eye, down comes Cupid and crowns you with a wreath of roses  fine place in fine weather, Paris  such eating  oh, my eyes!

Fretwell. And how do you manage about the language?

Jorrocks. Oh, thats easy enough. If you dosnt speak French naturally, why, you must just stop a day or two in Calais or Boulogne to learn it. Help yourself and pass the bottle, for my windpipe feels full o dust.

Fretwell (helping himself). I think I shallnt trouble to go. Old Englands good enough for me, Mr Jorrocks. Shouldnt like to lose my hunting.

Jorrocks. Why, but you cant hunt in summer, you know, Mr Fretwell; and why not see the world? It expends the mind, as they call it. I mean to go this summer and shall write my own travels.

Fretwell. If all I have heard about Paris is true, it must indeed be a queer place.

Jorrocks. Oh, werry! Few men knows it better than I do; and Ill tell you what, Mr Fretwell, you must go with me in the summer.

Fretwell. No, Mr Jorrocks, no  I cant manage that, anyhow. I like home in summer and being among my old friends. Come! Ill give you the health of a good sportsman if youll fill up a bumper.

(Jorrocks fills to the brim.)

Fretwell. Heres Jerry Hawkins! And better health to him. Hes very poorly, poor man. Oh! what a true lover of hunting he is, Mr Jorrocks.

Jorrocks. So I suppose. Mr Nimrod mentions him, I remember. Heres his better health with all my eart. I loves a sportsman, particular the old breed. Most o the young fellows nowadays are such smart steeplechase riding swells, theres no coming near them. If you dont chance to be out with the ounds, and you meet one o them on the road and ask what sport they have had, its always the same story. Oh, Mr Jorrocks (and do you know some of the finest o the fools pretend not to know my name, and calls me Mr Horrocks) Oh, Mr Jorrocks, say they, youve missed such a day! The werry finest days sport that ever was seen. Its always the werry finest, you see. Just like the largest rat wot ever was seen. Oh, sir, says my maid Batsay to me one morning as she brought me up my shaving water, theres the largest rat wot iver I seed just popt into the bottle-stand in the yard. Do come and knock it on the head.

Oh, uncle! uncle! cries my nephew, Gabriel Jorrocks, Ive seen the largest rat wot ever was born run into aunts pickle closet; do get your blunderbush and shoot it. And then another day Mrs J. herself comes puffing and wheezing upstairs with, Well, John, its not never no use talking  I cant live in this house not no longer; I declare its swarming with wermin. Just now, as I opened the parlour door, the largest rat wot ever I see rushed out and almost knocked me off my legs.

Fretwell. He, he, he! Very good, Mr Jorrocks  very good, sir  but, however, it was a good days sport to-day; and now if youll allow me to order my bottle, well begin by drinking my lords health.

Jorrocks. Certainly, sir, certainly. Ill take a bumper to that, heel-taps off and no daylight. Heres my Lord Seagrave, and may it be long before he sees his grave.

(The toast is drunk all round, the other sportsmen in the coffee-room joining with three cheers and a view holloa.)

Fretwell. Our harriers are out to-morrow, Mr Jorrocks, at Andoversford Inn, which you would pass to-day, a little beyond Mr Lawrences house, but on the other side of the road. Its a fine open country, and we will show you some hunting.

Jorrocks. I should like it werry much, but having first-rate orses of my own, you see I have no pleasure on the backs o these hack unters, and have got too large in the abdomen, as the doctors calls it, for running; besides, I think of mizzling in the morning. I came down here to cure an indisgestion, and am all right now, owing to either wine or water  which I cant say. But now, Mr Fretwell, I should like werry well for you to come and look at the Surrey. You are a man after my own eart  let me fill your glass  Hold steady, I say, or youll spoil your top-boots. The Surrey are a fine pack, I say.

Fretwell. I say my lords are a fine pack!

Jorrocks. I say the Surrey are a fine pack! I say, waiter, another bottle o port. I say the Surrey for ever! Come up to London, Mr Fretwell; Ill find you a nest, and wear and tear for your teeth. Binjimin shall brush your garments. Ill introduce you to James Green  nicest young man in Tooley Street  beautiful dancer  fine warbler also. Inwite Mr Nimrod to meet you  theres a man with a cocoa-nut full of knowledge for you! He hiccups Greek, dreams o Julius Cæsar, the twelve apostles, and all them ancient Romans, talks Latin by the yard and like a native too  shall get drunk as a dragon every night  so now hold your glass again and lets drink the SURREYUNT! May we neer want a friend (hiccup) or a bottle (hiccup) to give him. Oh, Im werry ill! Is Julius (hiccup) Cæsar there? A solemn drink indeed! Oh, John Jorrocks  my good fellow (hiccup) youre (hiccup) werry drunk indeed. Steady there! Steady! the rooms going round  up and down  up (hiccup)  and down. Take me to bed  whoop! Talli-ho!


II. HIS OYSTER PARTY.
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WELL, MR HACKERMANN, whats the news in Regent Street? inquired Jorrocks, swaggering into the Eclipse Sporting Gallery the other day, looking as bumptious as a little bantam cock.

Mr Ackermann. Why, nothing particular, I think, Mr Jorrocks. Hope you are all well at home, sir?

Jorrocks. Why, yes  were werry well  better than usual, in fact, for Mrs J.s not there. Just given her a travelling ticket for two days, and shes gone to her mothers at Tooting. May stop two months if she likes.

Mr A. Wont you be seated, sir?

J. Thank e, thank e, but Im just stepping along to Mr Spiers, to get him to come to me this evening to talk about publishing all that waluable quantity of manuscript that your tarnation fool of an editor has rejected of mine; and I must say, Mr Hackermann, that, considering all the purliteness I have received at your hands, I do werry much regret  for I have a werry great respect for you  werry great indeed  that anything of mine should be given to the public otherwise than through your Mag.; but what can I do? Heres matter, the bare paper on which its written having cost me the matter of atwixt three and four shillings, and containing, I may make bold to say, both original and interesting matter; and yet the more I have sent, the less notice has been taken of my labours, until my last article on Eels, a werry elaborate paper, wherein all possible information relative to these hanimals is given, and an ingenious suggestion for skinning the beggars alive without inconwenience to themselves.

Mr A. Indeed, sir!

J. Quite true, I assure you. In course the skinning alive without inconwenience to the sufferers is a sort of sprat thrown out to catch a herring  a sop to the Humane Society; for though I have hargued the case strong enough to conwince any one that is not in the habit of thinking for himself, yet I will candidly confess to you  though it mustnt go further  that I dont exactly believe it myself, but you see to be read nowadays a man must address himself to the prejudices of the people, and you know humanity is all the horder of the day  folks protect other peoples donkeys and let their own relations starve. Well, then, you see, as I was saying, this was the last article I offered your Heditor, and I sent it with a hint that unless it was published I should consider he meant to exclude me altogether from the work, and that I should act accordingly. Well, then, you see, yesterday afternoon, you see, back it all comes without note or comment, as they said of Miserrimuss tombstone, and I have had the inexpressible mortification of adding it to the long list of rejected articles. You, Mr Hackermann, are a man, and though you may not be an author yourself, you have to deal with authors and can henter into their feelings; and I ask you, what must be mine when I look into my back kitchen cupboard and see the bales of manuscript that I have written for your Magazine that have been rejected? Ive got a list of them here, added Jorrocks, pulling a long strip of well-thumbed paper out of his breeches pocket, which, as you have not been publisher since its commencement, I will just read over to you. Jorrocks adjusts his spectacles, seats himself amid a profusion of annuals and other Christmas publications on the counter, and proceeds:  

The first paper of mine that was returned was during the winter of the first year of the Paternoster Row administration. It was called Thoughts onOrse Whipping; and I well remember that I got the lumbago werry bad by standing one cold November day glowering into Griffiths paradise of orse whips in Holborn, making myself master of all the warious warieties of thongs and whip - sticks  Malacca, Jambee, Dragon, Rattan, Whangee  all of which I afterwards commented upon, and recommended certain ones to be used for certain species of insult and offence, and so on. I also glanced at the expediency and probable profit to be derived by establishing an orse whipping shop or bazaar, where people could get their friends served out without the inconwenience of doing it themselves, and the article was dedicated without permission to Sir John Milley Doyle, K.C.B., LL.D., &c. It was comprised in two quires of foolscap, and returned as being too long for the work; and yet wot did I see last month but my friend Mr Nimrod occupying five-and-twenty pages for his life of Mittens! But Mr Nimrods a gentleman, and Ill say no more on that score. Well, then, to continue the list: my papers on Scent and Summering the Unter have never appeared, though often faithfully promised, both in print and private conversation, and where they are I dont know. The first one that was returned after you became master of the Magazine was a paper  not werry long, but still werry learned  called Desultory Remarks on the Adwantages to the Commercial World from Encouraging a Breed of Sporting Tradesmen, concluding with a complimentary Ode to the Monument and a glance at the Himpropriety of Eating Lemon Juice with Hoysters. The Ode to the Monument was in the same measure as my Ode to Spring, published in your fifth volume, and which I have been credibly informed and believe raised the sale of the work one thousand one hundred copies.

Mr. A. Indeed, sir!

J. Quite true, I assure you  but to continue. There was the Flea Hunt and the following poetry:  

Ode to The Lumber Troop in most heroic measure.

Stanzas to a Bullfinch  mind, not a bird but a hedge. Ask Aiken  hell tell you what it is.

Impromptu on Seeing a Butchers Boy leave Two Calves Heads at the Marquess Cornwalliss. Thats the public beside me, where I get my swipes.

Ode to a Dish Clout; Ditto to a Pair of Tight Top-boots; Ditto to Sir Herbert Jenners Wig; Ditto to HAmbition; Elegy on a Gibblet Pye that was Smashed in Coming from the Bakers. Binjimin did that, confound him, but I licked him well for it.

Three Odes to the Reform Bill  two for  one against. These perhaps were not exactly sporting, unless, as your Heditor said, they could be introduced under the head of Sporting with the Constitution. But, however, Mr Hackermann, I dare say you are tired of all this, and, I assure you, so am I. Now mind, I doesnt reproach you  none at all  I know its all the fault of your Heditor, but then, you see, you shouldnt keep such a chap. You should do as the king did to Melbourne, and rely upon it you need not go far for a Wellington. But self-praise we know is all a bubble, as the Pig in Trouble in Oxford Street says. Now I wont detain you no longer. If you have a mind to insist upon your Heditor publishing my articles in your Mag., I will even now, at the eleventh hour, forget and forgive, but, by gum! if you dont, Ill arrange with Mr Spiers this werry night for printing them in large quartos; and let me tell you a secret, Mr Hackermann  things read a deuced deal better in type than they do in manuscript. Now, wot say ye?

Mr A. Why, really, Mr Jorrocks, I can hardly give you an answer just now. The Editor is out of town, and if I was to send them to press without his knowledge he might be offended  these gentlemen are very touchy  and if he was to cut the concern I might chance to get a worse; and then, you see, my colour business requires so much looking after that I should not have time to edit it myself.

J. Never fear, Mr Hackermann, you shall not want assistance as long as Im above ground. Make a bold stand and a rush, and the games your own. I tell you the old hog tub is beat, and can never rally. Look, said he, taking up the great five-shilling double number for December, did mortal man ever see such a concern? Its made up of coursing meetings, the dregs of the racing calendar, and thrice-told tales. A man should be paid for reading the Quartogenarians articles; and the steeplechase in the Vale of Aylesbury is taken word for word from Bells Life. As to their plates

Mr A. Very bad indeed  very bad.

J. Nows the time, Mr Hackermann! Spur your steeds  touch up your leaders, doublethong your wheelers, stir up Mr Nimrod, send to the Yorkshireman, give us plenty of hunting pictures  nothing but hunting, in fact, I say; and, above all, insist upon your Heditor publishing my articles! Ill tell you wot, however: its now half-past three; consider of them this afternoon, and come to my house when you shut up shop, to meet Mr Spiers and have a few hoysters, and we can talk the thing over quietly together.

Mr A. Well, Ive no objection to that, Mr Jorrocks  though Im afraid I shall hardly be prepared to give you an answer unless the Editor returns before then.

J. Well, but you can eat a few hoysters at all events?

Mr A. Oh, certainly, sir, certainly  much pleasure, Im sure. There will be nobody there but Mr Spiers and myself, I presume, sir?

J. Only James Green. You know Mr Green of Tooley Street? Jemmy Green.

Mr A. Ive heard of him, sir, but never saw him to my knowledge. However, Ill be with you a little before eight, sir, and have the pleasure of making his acquaintance.

J. Werry good  and now Ill call at Mr Spiers and bespeak him. Good morning, Mr Hackermann.

Exit Jorrocks.

About half-past seven the invited guests arrived in Great Coram Street in a cab, Mr Ackermann having called to take up Mr Spiers on his road. Betsey answered the knock, Benjamin being engaged with Jorrocks in the dining-room; but judge of the visitors astonishment at seeing at least a dozen hats ranged on the sideboard!

Why, I thought we were to be all alone, Mr Jorrocks, with the exception of Mr Green, said Mr Ackermann, eyeing the hats in an evident state of perturbation.

And so you are, said Jorrocks. Indeed, youll be quite alone for an hour or so, for I did not inwite Green till eight, and these fashionable Tooley Street bloods are generally half an hour behind time; but I see what you are driving at  you think these hats have each a cocoanut belonging to them upstairs. No such thing, I assure ye... but now hang up your tiles, gentlemen, and come upstairs for the present, and youll see all and how about it at suppertime. I want you to consider the subject of my papers before Green arrives, for hes such a regular gammon-and-spinach chatterbox sort of chap, theres no doing business where he is.

This proposition being acceded to, the trio proceed to the drawing-room, where, the candles being lighted, Jorrocks produced an old two-dozen hamper, containing nearly all the articles he had ever written. Now, gentlemen, said he, fishing up a regular whale of an affair, this is the treatise upon Eels that I mentioned to you this morning. Mortal eye has never seen it except your editors, and I consider his opinion of it as little worse than none. You shall decide upon its merits.

He unties the cord with which it is bound, and, having flattened the paper and given two or three preparatory hems, was just going to inflict the whole treatise upon them, when... the door opens, and Benjamin announces Mr James Grin. In a second or two Jemmy is heard tripping upstairs, taking two steps at a time, until he reaches the landing, when with a hop, step, and jump he bounds into the middle of the room.

My dear Mr Jorrocks, said he, seizing the grocers paw, and shaking it as if it had been the handle of a pump, may you live for a thousand years, and I be there to count em.

Jorrocks. Thanke, my dear Green; youre always the high-bred man  always something elegant to say both to man and woman  but allow me to introduce you to Mr Hackermann and Mr Spiers.

Green was dressed in the height of fashion  at least of Tooley Street fashion  and perhaps a description of his garments may be useful to the Editor of the Gentlemans Magazine of Fashion next month. His hempen hair boasted its usual cauliflower curl, and stood from his head like the roof of a Swiss cottage. He wore a fine, stiff, black sarcenet stock, with an innumerable constellation of studs on his shirt. His coat was either light blue or light green, which, it was difficult to decide by candle-light, made very full at the hips and wide in the laps, like a grooms, with sugar-loaf buttons (this latter being, doubtless, out of compliment to Jorrocks), and with this elegant dress garment he sported a white waistcoat, a pair of brownish, tightish, leather trousers, and opera boots.

Having shuffled himself into a chair, Jorrocks and he commenced a long series of inquiries into the health and prosperity of their mutual acquaintance. The treatise on Eels and all the other valuable articles were totally forgotten, and before the conversation could flag so as to give an opportunity of harking round to them again, Betsey came to announce that the oysters were ready.

Talli-ho! cried Jorrocks. Forward, away! forward, away! and taking the lead, down they all brushed to the supper-room, the novelty of the decorations whereof must be our excuse for introducing them to the reader.

The sideboard, which was the first object that attracted attention, supported a fine, large, bright-burning lamp whose effulgent rays threw a brilliant halo over ten hats, eight black ones and two white, all ranged in a circle round it. Three of these  viz., the front and two side hats, were filled with evergreens and foxes brushes, while the rest were set out to the best advantage. In the middle of the table stood another hat acting as a sort of epergne, filled also with evergreens and artificial flowers, into which a couple of wax lights were introduced, and round it were four barrels of oysters, four pounds of butter, and four loaves of bread.

Now, gentlemen, said Jorrocks, let every man pick his own barrel  they are of equal size  and if any of you can eat more Luckey has promised to keep his shop open an hour beyond time  so now fall to! Theres beer in abundance, and my Lord Cornwalliss tap is open till past eleven, and you neednt be afraid of running him dry.

They all fall to, and a tremendous rush ensues, in the course of which the oyster shells are scattered in all directions  gradually the pace relaxes, and Green begins to titivate his appetite by putting a few on the bars. Jorrocks himself at last throws up, declaring that he had fairly burked his appetite. Betsey and Benjamin enter and clear the decks, leaving the hat epergne on the table; and Ben brings a low three-legged stool which he sets before the fire, on which a fine log is burning, and places upon it a smart blue-painted horse-pail, with the words Jorrocks. Waste not Want not, and some hunting devices fancifully painted round it.

This, Mr Hackermann, said Jorrocks, holding it up, is a new fashioned punch-bowl  my own idea, and a most original one it is. Ive never had but one brew in it, when it worked admirably. Now, Benjamin, bring the lemons, and Batsay, bring the bottles  rum and brandy mixed is the stuff  two bottles of brandy and one of rum. Mr Spiers will squeeze the lemons while Mr Hackermann stirs the liquor  Ill pound the sugar-candy, and you, James Green, must tip us a stave. Sing us that of old Simon Simpkinss  wot do they call it? About the Jolly Good Hunt, you know.

Green. Ah! Well Ill try it, but if it makes you faint, gentlemen, remember its no fault of mine. Green sticks his fingers through his hair, clears his throat, extends his right hand, and proceeds while the rest of the party are busy brewing.

SONG.

This morn while in bed I was lying, 

I thought on the pleasures of life 

And amused myself vastly by trying 

To hargue the point with my wife.

She thought twas enchanting to ride 

On a donkey which warnt werry wicious, 

Tho the trot gave a stitch in the side 

The canter was truly delicious!

Delicious! says I, Mrs S., 

Provided youre not in no haste, 

But then  but theres nevertheless 

No accounting, we all know, for taste.

Some sails in their yachts on the sea, Some passes their time in a punt, But of all the enjoyments to me Theres none like a jolly good hunt!

Theres NONE like a JOLLY GOOD HUNT!

Here Benjamin enters with four coloured foxes heads made of china, for drinking cups, each cup holding about half a pint, and which the guest must either drink or hold in his hand, for they only stand when turned down. Each man takes one, and the horse-pail being moved into the centre of the group, Jorrocks deals out the punch in a wooden boat which floats on the liquor. This species of drinking being-rather calculated to upset the strongest head, after Greens health and a few other bumpers had been disposed of, Jorrocks became very loquacious. After telling some wonderful stories about hunting, Those hats, said he, that you see on the sideboard are all trophies of sporting prowess. That on the right of the lamp with the biggest of the fox-brushes in it was won in a most miraculous manner. I was driving to Croydon  (No, no, Mr Jorrocks! You told that story at your dinner party in the Jaunts and Jollities. Go on to the next hat. E. D. C.)

See wot a contrast there is between the hat I won off Timothy Truman and this nasty dog-hair thing (taking a hat from behind the lamp) that Nodding Homer paid me with for the bet I had with him that he was choked off writing any more in the Old Magazine! Why, it really is not worth five shillings, and all the brushing in the world will never bring it into condition  a hollow-coated, staring thing! Indeed, Ive some thoughts of having it shaved for next summers wear. Its a hat to be sure, and being won in a bet, I should not like to draft it, but it cuts a werry sorry figure beside my others. Now theres a tile, see! said he, balancing a white one with green rims on his finger-tip: This I won too by an almost supernatural exertion, and a most prodigious display of nerve and physical force  but fill up your foxes heads again, and Ill tell you all about it. You are the right sort of fellows, and I dont often get such good listeners. Mr Hackermann, youve spilt some punch over your trousers. Mr Spiers, help yourself  brim him! Thats right! Now, Green. Heres  fox-hunting  huzza! huzza! huzza! Whoop! Talli-ho! Talli-ho! Hark forward! Hard forward! Away! Away! Well, as I was saying, posterity wont credit how I won that hat. I was riding one day, just for the sake of an airing

Here, a little bit of something thrown from the street against the window and a slight hem rather threw him out  he paused; but Green handing him the thread of his discourse, he resumed I was riding, you see, just for pleasure, up by Hampstead to Jack Straws Castle and so on Here another salute against the window and a significant cough again diverted his attention. Excuse me one moment, gentlemen, said he; and getting up he left the room.

A colloquy at the open street door between him and a female ensued, in which Well, but, my leetle dear  you should not have come now  Ive got some friends in the parlour, was overheard; and just as Green, who is always doing the polite, was proposing the health of their worthy, excellent, sporting, spirited host, the apparent calm suddenly changed to a tremendous storm, and a voice frantic with rage was heard.

Oh, you old willain  you waggahone! Ive caught you at last  you old brute! Ill have a DIWORCE! I will!  I will! and Mrs Jorrocks, brandishing a large stick, followed her husband into the parlour, screaming and striking at him and all that came in her way like a perfect fury.

Over went the horse-pail and the punch, down went the epergne, wax candles, and hats  the foxes heads flew in all directions, and in the general rush and scramble to get away Mr Spiers, on reaching home, was shocked to find that he had run away with Nodding Homers dog-hair hat, instead of his own genuine Jupp.


III. A HUNTING BREAKFAST.
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COME, SHAKE HANDS  shake hands and be friends! cried old Jorrocks a week or two back, bursting into our sanctum sanctorum without waiting for the ceremony of announcement, and holding his great mutton fist out for us to take hold of. Come, shake hands, do, said he, seeing our astonishment at his conduct after the saucy letter he wrote us on the subject of his intended magazine. I really have known no joy since the unfortunate hour I penned that ere unlucky epistle; but Ive come to my senses, and I find its much easier to talk about starting a magazine than to start, most especially with such incomprehensible talent as is engaged in yours; and Ive come to make it up with you; and to show Im not affronted Ive come to ask you to breakfast with me to-morrow at halfpast seven by St Pauls and to take a day with the Surrey, who are as handy as ladies-maids  not above four miles from Croydon, and all over turf, and all that sort of thing.

Why, but Mr Jorrocks, said we, somewhat astonished and drawing back from his proffered salute, this is a sudden change, indeed; and you really must excuse our saying that we dont know whether we are addressing a friend or a foe; you abuse us like pickpockets one day and then come to make friends the next.

Werry true, werry true, said Jorrocks, still holding out his paw; but then I was aggriwated, and I thought as how you had been treating me with neglect, and you know we hauthors dont like to be slighted; but really never, no never was I so un-appy as since penning that ere unfortunate epistle; and the jokes that used to be cut upon me at the free and easy club at the Magpie and Stump when my articles did not appear in your excellent work are nothing to what I have endured since I started my hopposition. But it was all hambition that tempted me, Mr Editor, not cupidity; Im not the man to skin a flea for the sake of the hide and tallow. I did not care for the coin, Mr Editor, indeed I didnt; it was all hambition  so now make friends; and, talking of hambition, Ive got one of the finest ams you ever clapt eyes on in the whole of your memorable existence. Saw the hog alive  sixteen score within a pound; must come  know you like a fork breakfast  dejeune à la fanchette, as we say in France, eh? Like my Lord Mayors fool, I guess, love whats good. Well, all right, do come, thats a good fellow  no ceremony, you know  us fox-hunters hates ceremony  where theres ceremony theres no friendship. Now, you will come, wont ye?

Thus the old grocer went rattling on until he was blown, when we got a few words edged in.

Now you old cockney cormorant, said we, eyeing him with one of our fiercest looks, what the devil do you mean by intruding your ugly ill-conditioned carcase upon our privacy? Are you not aware that it is highly indecorous for one editor  for such, I suppose, you have the vanity to call yourself  to enter anothers room in this manner? How do we know but that you have come here with a sinister motive  perhaps to see what we have got for the next number  or, may be, to walk off with a bundle of manuscript!

Never such a thing! Never such a thing, Mr Editor, said he, bursting out afresh. It wouldnt be no use to me now, so dont say such a thing; on the contrary, Ive got some matter left on hand, which, to show that Im not offended, Ill send to you, and whatever I can do for you or your work I will; and you may say what you like of me for the future  anything but that Im a cuckold  and Ill never be offended again at nothing; no, never no more; so now let us be friends  forget and forgive  come, shake hands  do.

Well, you old blockhead, said we at length, unable to keep our countenance any longer, well forgive you on condition that you will make an affidavit before the Lord Mayor, whenever we may require it, that you consider yourself the greatest ass in Christendom, with the exception of Nodding Homer of your hunt, and Gilbert Forester of the Luggage Van; and that you give each of our sporting compositors a pound and a half of your best gun-powder tea, by way of a salve to their nerves for the shock they sustained by seeing you placard the walls with your ugly bills, you Dr-Eady-looking tinker.

Ill do anything you require, said Jorrocks, only let us be as we were again, as we used to say in the Lumber Troop, for really I walue your favours more than I can find words to express, and hambition shall never get the better of me any more. So now about the breakfast  the dejeune à la fanchette; suppose we say halfpast seven, and no waiting? If we take an hour and a quarter to get through it, then there will be two hours and a quarter left to ride to cover in, and we need not mind being there much before they throw off, as I dont think I have any business to transact at the cover-side, and I can take any orders I may be favoured with in the course of the run.

Be it so, said we, and now, Jorrocks, make yourself scarce, for we are going to try and make English of one of our contributors papers, which we assure you is by no means an easy job at times, and we must be alone; so good-bye  be off  thats a fine fellow!

One word more, said Jorrocks, hopping back with his finger to his nose, just as he was going to close the door when you come, ring the area bell, and then Mrs J. wont hear; know you dont like Mrs J., no more than myself.

About the appointed hour we reached Jorrockss house in Great Coram Street, just as the old fellow had opened the door to look down the street for us. He was dressed in the Surrey hunt coat  scarlet with a green collar (made like a dressing-gown), drab unmentionables, grey worsted stockings and green slippers, his boots airing before the fire.

So glad to see you, said he. Heres a charming morning indeed  regular southerly wind and a cloudy sky  rare scenting, it will be  think I could almost run a fox myself! Come in  never mind your hat, hang it anywhere, but dont make a noise. I stole away and left Mrs J. snoring, so it wont do to wake her, you know. By the way, you should see my hat! Batsay! fatch my hat out of the back parlour! Ive set up a new green silk cord with a gold frog to fasten it to my button-hole  werry illigant, I think, and werry suitable to the dress  quite my own idea  have a notion all the Surrey chaps will get them; for between you and I, I set the fashions, and what is more I sometimes set them at a leap, too. But now, tell me, have you any objection to breakfasting in the kitchen? More retired you know  besides which you get everything hot and hot, which is what I call doing a bit of plisure.

Not at all, said we, so lead the way!

Down we walked to the lower regions; a nice comfortable-looking place, with a blazing fire, half the floor covered with an old oil-cloth, and the rest exhibiting the cheerless aspect of the naked flags. About a yard and a half from the fire was placed the breakfast table; in the centre stood a magnificent uncut ham, with a great quartern loaf on one side and a huge Bologna sausage on the other; besides these there were nine eggs, two pyramids of muffins, a great deal of toast, a dozen ship-biscuits and half a pork pie, while a dozen kidneys were spluttering on a spit before the fire, and Betsey held a gridiron covered with mutton chops on the top; altogether there was as much as would have served ten people.

Now sit down, said Jorrocks, and let us be doing, for I am as hungry as a hunter. Hope you are peckish, too. What shall I give you? Tea or coffee? But take both  coffee first and tea after a bit. If I cant give you them good, dont know who can. You must pay your devours as we say in France to the am, for it is an especial fine one; and do take a few eggs with it. There! Ive not given you above a pound of am, but you can come again, you know  waste not, want not. Now take some muffins, do pray! Batsay! Bring some more cream, and set the kidneys on the table; the learned editor is getting nothing to eat. Have a chop with your kidney; werry luxterous  I could eat an elephant stuffed with grenadiers, and wash them down with an ocean of tea; but pray lay in to the breakfast, or I shall think you are still offended. There now! Take some tea and toast or one of those biscuits, or whatever you like. Would a little more am be agreeable? Batsay! Run into the larder and see if your Missis left any of that cold chine of pork last night  and hear! Bring the cold goose, and any cold flesh you can lay hands on; there are really no wittles on the table. I am quite ashamed, Mr Editor, to set you down to such a scanty fork breakfast; but this is what comes of not being master in your own house. Hope your hat may long cover your family, Mr Editor; rely upon it, it is cheaper to buy your bacon than to keep a pig.

Just as Jorrocks uttered these last words the side-door opened and without either with your leave or by your leave in bounced Mrs Jorrocks in an elegant dishabille (or dish of veal as Jorrocks pronounced it) with her hair tucked up in papers, and on her feet a pair of worsted slippers worked with roses and blue lilies.

Pray, Mister J., said she, taking no more notice of ourself than if we had been enveloped in Jack the Giant Killers coat of darkness, what is the meaning of this? I found it in your best coat pocket which you had on last night; and I do desire, Sir, that you will tell me how it came there. Good morning, Sir, spying us at last. Perhaps you know where Mr Jorrocks was last night, and perhaps you can tell me who this person is whose card I have found in the corner of Mr Jorrockss best coat pocket?

Indeed, Madam, we replied, Mr Jorrockss movements of yesterday evening are quite a secret to us. It is the night that he usually spends at the Magpie and Stump, but whether he was there or not we cannot pretend to say, not being a member of the free and easy club. As for the card, Madam

There then! Take it and read it! interrupted Mrs J.

We took the card accordingly  a delicate pale pink with blue borders and gilt edges  and read (we would fain put it all in dashes and asterisks), Miss Juliana Granville, John Street, Waterloo Road.

[Mrs Jorrocks had, reason for her wrath: see Mr Jorrockss Farewell Valentine to Miss J  

G  le on his going to Cheltenham, in THOUGHTS

ON HUNTING AND OTHER MATTERS.]


IV. THE OYSTER MATCH.

SCENE I.
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Exterior of the Yorkshire Stingo.

(Enter Simpkins and Jorrocks  the latter muffled up in an antique camlet cloak, with a shocking bad hat, and looking remarkably seedy.)

Simpkins. Hail, mighty Jorrocks! Leader of the chase!

Thou prince of sportsmen  teacher of the pace!

How wags the world with thee? So rare we meet, A glimpse of Jorrocks now becomes a treat.

Jorrocks. Thanks, Peter Simpkins, drollest of the droll, Methinks Im pretty bobbish on the whole, Yet fear these London fogs, they feel so damp, You know Im very subject to the cramp.

Simpkins. Yes  I perceive it, by that horrid shiver, That yellow look: Pray, Jorrocks, Hows your liver?

Jorrocks. Nay, prithee jest not tis beyond a joke When mighty Jorrocks muffles in his cloak.

Simpkins. I do beseech thee if Ive raised your bile Pardon my error  deign again to smile, And as a proof I meant nought by my laugh, What say you to a pot of half-and-half?

Jorrocks. Aye! And well bolt some oysters, and by jingo Surprise the natives at the Yorkshire Stingo; By the great gods  Mars, Bacchus, and Apollo, I never felt more ready for a swallow.

Ye gods! Id eat more oysters (for a bet)

Than the immortal Dando ever eat Willt take the odds?

Simpkins.  Why, Jorrocks, as for that I seldom bet  but now Ill bet a hat.

Jorrocks. Done, Peter Simpkins! If we dont to-night Disturb poor Dandos spirit  blow me tight!

Simpkins. Well said! Move on, six dozen is the mark, Move on, move on! I long to see the lark!

(They enter the Yorkshire Stingo.)

SCENE II.

Interior of the Yorkshire Stingo.

Jorrocks. Waiter! What ho! The rascals mighty slow, Waiter, I say!  art coming, Sir?

Voice without. Ullo!

Coming, Sir, coming!  [Enter Waiter.

Jorrocks.  Aye! Just as boy stirs, Creeping to school! Go fetch six dozen oysters!

[Exit Waiter.

(Re-enter Waiter with a tray full of oysters. Jorroclcs, without a word, immediately falls to with a most voracious appetite. He finishes the six dozen in no time. As he bolts the 12nd oyster Dandos Spirit rises through a trapdoor and walks steadily towards him.)

Jorrocks. Thunder and lightning! Heres the ghost of Dando!!!

The Spirit (in a low sepulchral tone). Heu mihi! Jorrocks, heu! quis tabs fando Temperet a lachrymis? Zounds! Can a man do More than myself? Give us your hand, O!

(The Spirit seizes Jorrocks by the wrist; Jorrocks swoons and Peter Simpkins sneaks out of the apartment. After a few seconds Jorrocks comes to. Stretched on the floor at full length, he fixes his eyes in amazement on the spectre who stands over him.)

Jorrocks. Angels and ministers of grace defend me! Down to the Devil dont, dear Dando, send me! Wretch that I am. Ah woe is me. Alas!

That ever I was born so great an ass! Presumptuous booby! Striving thus to beat The man who once performed so great a feat! Now, by my soul I swear  list, list, O list!

Ill never back my own against Dandos twist.

The Spirit. Swear!

Jorrocks. By the Great Harry, if again I try To eat what Dando ate  then let me die!

The Spirit. Enough! Remember me!

[Vanishes.

Jorrocks.  Though somewhat in a flurry, Egad! I shant forget thee in a hurry.

(Enter Simpkins, to find Jorrocks on the floor, pale as death and trembling from head to foot.)

Simpkins. O! Day and Night! O! Heres a pretty go!

I fear my Jorrocks finds himself so-so.

Jorrocks. Oh! Peter Simpkins! Dont I look unwell?

Simpkins. White as the inside of an oyster-shell!

Take my advice, dear Jorrocks, and be bled, Bolt a black dose and tumble into bed.

Lean on my arm and onward let us go.

I do remember an Apothecary

Jorrocks (screams lustily).  Oh!

See! Here it comes again!

Simpkins.  Where, Jorrocks? Where?

I nothing see but incorporeal air.

Tis nothing but the dreaming of a heated brain, And to no purpose both mine eyes I strain.

Be calm, great Jorrocks! Try to take it easy.

Go look to-night at Malibran or Grisi  

Soft music sure will soothe thy troubled breast And laudnum-like will lull thee into rest.

Jorrocks. Ill go  Ill go  I feel Im better now, Far better. Zooks! Im ready for a row; A little funkd tis true  but what of that?

Ive won  

Simpkins. What much you wanted, too! Jorrocks (vehemently). A HAT!!!

[Exeunt.


The Non-Fiction
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The statue of Jorrocks by John Mills, in Croydon, which commemorates John Jorrocks ride to Croydon to join the hunt
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TO

RALPH JOHN LAMBTON, ESQ.

MERTON HOUSE, DURHAM.

MY DEAR SIR, 

THE accurate knowledge you possess of all that is connected with that noble animal the Horse induces me humbly to offer to your notice the following pages on the laws relating thereto, trusting to your well-known liberality for overlooking all errors and imperfections.

That you may for many years continue to occupy the distinguished position you have so long held in the Sporting World, is the sincere wish of, 

My dear Sir, Your very faithful and obedient servant, 

R. S. SURTEES.



Lincolns Inn Fields, Nov. 1830.


INTRODUCTION.
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THE GLORIOUS UNCERTAINTY of the Law has long been proverbial; but to no one of its multitudinous branches is tins saying more applicable than to the uncertainty of the law of warranty on the purchase and sale of horses.

Owing to the nature of their profession, the Judges have not those opportunities of acquiring information, oat of ascertaining by experience the various peculiarities and qualifications of the horse, which are necessary to be known in order to arrive at a proper conclusion on points connected with them. Many of their decisions are founded more in theory than practice; and even their theory is oftentimes the dicta of Veterinary Surgeons and other practical men.  :

But their ignorance of the economy of the home is not the only disadvantage under which their Lordships labour when forming an opinion on what is commonly called a horse cause. The contradictory evidence, not to say perjury, and the stabularian and technical terms which are made use of, tend much to heighten the embarrassment under which they are placed.

Far be it from me to say anything disrespectful of their Lordships. On deep and intricate questions of law no country possesses Judges more competent to decide than we are blessed with in England; and while I assert their general ignorance with respect to horses, I must also admit that it is a species of knowledge almost incompatible with the grave and laborious duties which they have to perform.

But if to the administrators of the law the subject is one of difficulty, how much more perplexing must it be to the ordinary citizen of the world, who, in addition to his own opinion, has frequently to contend with adverse doctrines promulgated by the Judges, without in many instances knowing where to find the decisions!

Important as is the law of warranty on the sale and purchase of horses to a numerous class of persons in this country, it is matter of surprise that no attempt should have been made to collect in a small compass and practical form the various decisions on this subject which lie scattered through the whole body of law reports.

With the exception of a short anonymous treatise, intitled The Laws relating to Horses, and which, though professing to be intended for practical as well as professional reference, hardly notices this most important part of the subject, the author is not aware of any work which treats at all copiously of the Law of Warranty of Horses.

So contradictory are many cases, and so unsettled even at the present day is the law of warranty, that any endeavour to reconcile the conflicting opinions of the Courts would serve rather to obscure than to elucidate the subject.

The only object which the writer of this little treatise has in view is, by arranging the decisions in a systematical form, to enable the reader to draw his own conclusions as to their leaning and tendency: to assist in doing which, and also to enable him to form an opinion upon points where no legal authority is laid down, the author has had recourse to the writings and opinions of eminent Veterinary Surgeons of the past and present day.

To these gentlemen, particularly to Professor Coleman of the Veterinary College, and Mr. Mavor of New Bond Street, the authors acknowledgements are due; as also to the members of his own profession, who have so kindly aided his endeavours, particularly to his friend Edward Loraine, Esq.



27, Lincolns Inn Fields, 

Nov. 1830.


CHAP. I.

ON SALES BY PRIVATE CONTRACT, AND THE LAW OF WARRANTY.
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WARRANTY, AS APPLICABLE to horse-dealing transactions, may be divided into two kinds  the one, A GENERAL WARRANTY, extending, according to the doctrine laid down by Lord Mansfield, to all faults known and unknown to the seller:

The other, A QUALIFIED WARRANTY, extending equally to all faults known and unknown to the seller, except certain ones specifically mentioned and excepted in the warranty.

Having premised thus much, I shall first mention the requisite to constitute a sale by private contract; and shall then proceed to shew in what condition the law requires a horse to be with which a general warranty is given, and which is as applicable to sale by public auction as by private contract.

To constitute a binding contract or agreement for the sale of any goods, wares, or merchandises (under which terms horses are included) of the value of ten pounds or upwards, the 17th section of an Act of Parliament passed in the 29th year of the reign of King Charles the Second, chapter 3, commonly called the Statute of Frauds  meaning thereby the Statute against frauds  enacts, That the buyer shall accept part Of the goods so sold, and absolutely receive the same, or give something as earnest to bind the bargain, or in part payment, or that some note or memorandum in writing of the bargain be made and signed by the parties to be charged with such contract.

For instance: if I agree with a man for the purchase of a horse for fifty pounds, but no delivery takes place at the time, nor is any thing given to bind the bargain, and there is no written memorandum made respecting it, the owner is at liberty to resell the horse to any person he may afterwards meet, and with whom he may be able to make better terms for himself; and I have no remedy against him for this breach of faith.

While, on the contrary, had given him a penny, or any thing else, to bind the bargain, or reduced the terms of it into writing, on proving the payment of the earnest, or on production of the memorandum of agreement, I should be entitled to recover damages against the seller for this departure from his bargain.

This custom of giving money to bind the bargain on the sale of horses has fallen into disuse in many parts of England; but in the northern counties it is still preserved with great strictness, and in them a horse-dealer would as soon think of appearing in a fair without his whip in his hand, or a straw in his mouth, as without his pennies to hansell, or bind his bargain.

Blackstone, in his Commentaries on the Laws of England, says, that Anciently among all the northern nations shaking of hands was held necessary to bind the bargain  a custom which we still retain in many verbal contracts. A sale thus made was called hand-sale  venditio per mutuam manuum complexionem  a sale by the mutual joining of hands:  till in process of time the same word was used to signify the price, or earnest, which was given immediately after the shaking of hands, or instead thereof.

As soon as the bargain is struck, the law considers the property of the horse, or whatever else is the subject of it, is transferred to the buyer, and that of the price to the seller; but the buyer cannot take him away until he pays, or offers, the price agreed upon.

But if he offers the money to the seller, and he refuses to deliver him, the buyer may seize the horse, or bring an action against the seller for detaining him.

And if the sale has been regularly made as prescribed by the Statute, and though there has been no delivery, yet the property in the animal is absolutely vested in the purchaser.

And if A. sells a horse to B. for thirty pounds, and B. pays him earnest, or signs a note in writing of the bargain, and afterwards, before the delivery of the horse, or money paid, the horse dies in A. the sellers custody, still A. is entitled to the money, because, by the contract, the property was in the buyer.

If, therefore, it were only to guard against this one case, it were well for the seller to make the bargain binding.

The case of Alexander against Comber shews the disadvantages accruing to a buyer by not doing the same.

The subject of the action was a flock of sheep of the value of fifty pounds, which Alexander had verbally agreed to buy of Comber at Lewes fair in Sussex, and to take them away at a certain hour.

It appeared that there was not any money paid, any memorandum made respecting them, or any sheep delivered; and Alexander not coming at the appointed time, or sending for them, Comber resold the sheep to another person, whereupon Alexander brought his action.

The Court held, that the terms imposed by the Act of Parliament had not been complied with by Alexander so as to vest the property in him, there having been neither earnest, delivery, nor agreement in writing; and, consequently, he could not maintain his action.

It not unfrequently happens that horses are exchanged: sometimes one is given for another without any farther consideration; but more generally there is a sum paid in addition to the horse given, by one of the exchangers, to make up the difference in value.

There is no difference between sales and exchanges; but a delivery on one or both sides is essential to establish the contract.

If the exchange be made without any pecuniary consideration, but it is agreed that one horse shall be warranted sound, and the other shall not, this ought to be expressly stated in writing, and signed by the person warranting.

Where there is a sum of money paid in addition to the horse given, the parties may reckon the price according to their own mode, as in the case of Hands against Burton, where the action was brought on the warranty of a horse stated as having been purchased for the entire sum of thirty guineas; whereas the proof was of an agreement to purchase at that price if the defendant would take another horse at fourteen guineas, and the difference, only be paid by the defendant; and it was held to be but one deal, and that the parties were at liberty to consider the horse given as the sum of fourteen guineas in their mode of reckoning.

Supposing us to have purchased a horse under a general warranty of soundness, and that the bargain is completed by delivery, we will proceed to examine what the Judges say on the subject of soundness.

But first, as they, in their decisions of questions of this nature, are not only accustomed to attach much weight to the opinions of veterinary surgeons, but have even been known on their evidence to over-rule former cases; and following up my position, that their practical knowledge is generally derived from the evidence of this class of persons; I shall first state the opinion of Mr. Taplin, a veterinary surgeon of great experience, who wrote in the last century, respecting what were considered the requisites for a sound horse in his time: after which I shall give the ideas of an eminent practitioner of the present day; and then proceed to mention the different cases decided by the Judges, which constitute the law on the subject as it now stands.

Mr. Taplin, in page 14 of the first volume, 13th edition, of his book called the Gentlemans Stable Directory, after treating of the age of a horse, thus proceeds  

Then should follow a most minute and attentive inspection, or rather strict examination, of those points constituting the distinctions between imperfections, blemishes, and defects in general, doubtfully implied, and not always perfectly understood by the common assurance of sound wind and limb  to ascertain the veracity of which technical phraseology much nicety of discrimination appertains.

Amongst sportsmen (who are justly entitled to the appellation of gentlemen, and possess a high and proper sense of honour, and the principle of equity) the general acceptation of the word sound has ever been, and still is, intended to convey an honorable unequivocal assurance of the perfect state of both the frame and bodily health of the subject, without exception or ambiguity.

It is meant to imply the total absence of blemishes, as well as defects (unless particularly pointed out and explained), and is really intended to confirm a bona fide declaration of the horses being (at the time) free from every imperfection  labouring under no impediment to sight or action.  This is the established intent and meaning of the word sound amongst gentlemen and sportsmen: its explication and various uses, for the convenient purposes and impositions of grooms, dealers, blacklegs, and jobbing itinerants, are too perfectly understood (by those who have run the gauntlet of experience and deception) to require farther animadversion.

Though not properly applicable to a work of this nature, I cannot omit the following piece of advice given by the same author, and immediately following the above quotation However, as you can but very seldom possess the good fortune to purchase of a gentleman, it will prove no contemptible practice to adopt the sage old maxim, and deal with an honest man as you would with a rogue. This precaution may pre vent a probable repentance, and palpably urges the necessity of putting your own judgment and circumspection in competition with the integrity of your opponent, however he may be favored by fortune, or sanctioned by situation.

Mr. Mavor, of New Bond-street, a veterinary surgeon of great practical experience, in answer to the following question What do you consider constitutes a sound horse?

Says  

I consider a horse to be sound which is perfect in structure and perfect in function.

I also consider a horse to be sound, though with alteration in the structure, provided he has never been either lame or incapacitated (and is not likely to become lame and incapacitated) from performing the ordinary duties to which he may be subjected in consequence of such alteration, and can perform them with equal facility as if there had been no such alteration of structure.

Alteration of structure is perhaps a technical term, and, as here applied, means any alteration in the original mould in which Nature formed the horse; and which alteration may be either the work of design or produced by accident  as for instance, the docking or arrangement of the tail to meet the fashion of the day; or the enlargement of a tendon, caused by a blow, or produced from over-exertion.

Looking through the various reports of cases, the reader will not fail to observe that by far the greatest number and most important cases relating to horses have been tried before the late Lord Ellenborough, who was rather celebrated than otherwise for possessing excellent horses, and who, in addition to great legal acquirements, had a better practical knowledge of them than any Judge of the past or present times.

In two causes tried before this Learned Lord (and to which I shall have occasion to advert by name more fully hereafter), the law as to what constitutes soundness is laid down in the following concise manner In the first one, he says  

If a horse be affected by any malady which renders him less serviceable for a permanency, I have no doubt that it is unsoundness.

And in the other  

I have always held, and now hold, that a warranty of soundness is broken if the animal, at the time of the sale, had any infirmity upon him which rendered him less fit for present service. It is not necessary that the disorder should be permanent or incurable.

Adopting, then, the doctrine of Lord Ellenborough, that any infirmity which renders a horse less fit for present service, or any malady which renders him less serviceable for a permanency, constitute unsoundness, we have ascertained what state a horse must be in to allow of the general warranty being given; and I think it will be seen on reference, that his Lordship complimented Mr. Taplin, by adopting as law in this century what that gentleman advanced as mere matter of opinion in the last one.

However, were the owners of all horses which do not answer his Lordships or Mr. Taplins definition of soundness to be precluded from selling them, I fear very few of the steeds in England would change masters (for I believe it is generally allowed that there are five unsound to every two sound horses): these, therefore, must be disposed of with a qualified warranty, or else without any warranty at all.

Before I proceed to speak of qualified warranty, I must do the Learned Lord the justice to say, that the doctrines expounded by him, particularly in the two cases from which I have quoted, have gone far to check that indiscriminate use of the general warranty which formerly prevailed; and very few gentlemen owners of horses of the present day warrant their horses at all, or at most only give qualified ones.

I cannot help mentioning a system which is becoming pretty general in London, of gentlemen submitting their horses to the inspection of a veterinary surgeon to decide on their soundness; the usual and equitable terms of which are, that the purchaser shall pay the fee if the horse is pronounced sound, and the intended seller in cases where he is rejected.

A qualified warranty, as I said before, warrants a horse to be sound, with the exception of certain ills or injuries which are specifically pointed out, or named, at the time of sale  as in the case of Jones against Cowley, where the latter warranted a horse to be sound everywhere except a kick on the leg; which was held by the Court of Kings Bench to be a qualified and not a general warranty.

In like manner any other exception can be made, as warranted sound and without blemish except a thrush or broken knee. And as it is very desirable, in all transactions between man and man, that every circumstance which might raise a doubt should be avoided, the exceptions should be inserted in the body of the warranty.

In the wording of the warranty it is also desirable to guard against ambiguity.

In a case of Richardson against Brown, where the warranty given on the sale of a horse was contained in a notice in these terms To be sold, a black gelding, five years old: has been constantly driven in the plough  warranted The Court decided that the warranty applied only to the soundness.

But in another case of Coltherd against Puncheon, proof that a horse was a good drawer only, was not held to satisfy a warranty that he was a good drawer, and pulled quietly in harness.

However, some horses, when they change their masters, frequently undergo a great alteration; and a horse that has been perfectly docile in the hands of one man may become completely unmanageable in the possession of another.

If, therefore, the change can be shewn to have taken place subsequently to the purchase, and that the horse was quiet before, it will not invalidate the transaction; for, though a man sells a horse to another, it does not follow that he is to turn riding-master, and teach the purchaser to manage him.

In the case of Geddes against Pennington, where the action was brought on a warranty of a horse thorough broke for gig or saddle, which was proved to be true, and that his bad demeanour in the hands of the purchaser was owing to his want of skill in driving, the Court refused to rescind the contract, notwithstanding there were real circumstances of misrepresentation attending it.

As the warranty (whether general or qualified) applies to the condition of the horse at the time of the sale, it follows, as a matter of course, that it must be given at that time, otherwise it cannot be considered as forming part of the bargain.

In the case of Eaves against Dixon, which was an action brought by Eaves to recover the value of a horse bought by him of Dixon, but which died a few days after the sale, the plaintiff having failed in proving that there was anything the matter with the horse at the time of the sale, the Judge said  

On the warranty of a horse it is not sufficient for the plaintiff to give such evidence as to induce a suspicion that the horse was unsound: if he only throws the soundness into doubt, he is not entitled to recover; the plaintiff must positively prove that the horse was unsound at the time of the sale.

And the seller must remember that he is strictly confined to the terms expressed at the time of sale, and that the terms of the warranty will be strictly construed against him; and that no verbal declarations or qualifications subsequently made will be permitted to explain, after, or discharge the legal effect of the warranty.

But it is an established rule that the original contract is to be construed with equal strictness as to both parties; and a purchaser cannot insist upon the fulfilment of part, and reject the residue. And where a contract or agreement has been once closed and partly carried into effect, it cannot be affected by any declarations subsequently made; for the law then considers them to be made without any consideration, and it will not support transactions where no inducement is expressed or implied.

The purchase-money, or price of the horse, is the consideration here meant; and the law always requires that the cause should be shewn whereby one man is induced to part with his goods to another, or perform any alleged contract; for it will not lend its aid in enforcing the fulfilment of what is called a nudum pactum, or agreement to do or pay any thing on one side without a compensation on the other.

For instance: if I promise to give a man a horse, and there is nothing promised or given on the other side, the law will not enforce the performance of my promise.

Formerly it was doubtful whether it were necessary to have a warranty on a stamp or not; but that point is now settled, and it has been decided that it is not.

Mr. Selwyn, in his Law of Nisi Prius, says  

It is usual to insert the warranty in the receipt for the price of the horse; in such case, the receipt, if duly stamped with a receipt stamp, will be evidence of the warranty. It does not now require an agreement stamp.

The question was tried before Lord Ellenborough, in an action brought by Skrine against Elmore, on the warranty of a horse: to prove which, Skrine produced a written paper, signed by Elmore, which had a receipt stamp, and contained a receipt for the price of the horse with the words warranted sound subjoined.

Elmores Counsel objected that this was not evidence for the purpose of proving the warranty without an agreement stamp.

Mr. Dampier, who was the plaintiffs Counsel, said that Mr. Justice Lawrence had decided that such a receipt might be received in evidence to prove the warranty as well as the payment of the price of the horse, if it had a receipt stamp merely; to which doctrine Lord Ellenborough assented.

The trial of Hands against Burton is also a case in point.

Some people still rely upon the now-exploded doctrine as to an implicit warranty arising out of giving what is called a sound price for a horse; that is, such a price as, from the appearance and nature of the animal, would be a full and fair price for it if in fact it were free from blemish and vice: and I merely mention it, in order that no one may be induced to relinquish any of that vigilance and circumspection so necessary in the purchasing of horses, and so ably recommended by Mr. Taplin on the faith of this doctrine.

It was first started by Mr. Christian, in a note to his edition of Mr. Justice Blackstones Commentaries on the Laws of England; but Mr. Selwyn says  

Formerly, indeed, it was a current opinion that a sound price given for a horse was tantamount to a warranty of soundness; but it was observed by Justice Grose, in Parkinson v. Lee, that when that doctrine came to be sifted, it was found to be so loose and unsatisfactory a ground of decision, that Lord Mansfield rejected it, and said that there must either be an express warranty of soundness, or fraud in the seller, in order to maintain the action.

It has, however, been decided in several cases:

Chandelor v. Lopus, Cro. Jac. 4.

Parkinson v. Lee, 2 East, 323.

Mellish v. Motteux, Peake, 156.

Baglehole v. Walters, 3 Camp. 154.

Lewis v. Cosgrave, 2 Taunt. 2.

that the price paid is a circumstance entitled to weight where there is evidence of express warranty, although not clearly shewn; and may be coupled with a knowledge of the defect in the seller, or other circumstances of suspicious dealing on his part, to raise the question with the Jury of fraud, entitling the purchaser to recover back the purchase-money.


CHAP. II 
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WE HAVE NOW seen the course to be pursued on the purchase or sale of horses: we have also seen in what state the law requires a horse to be with which a general warranty of soundness is given, as well as the circumstances requiring a qualified one; and we have seen the time when such warranty, whether general or qualified, must be given.

To enumerate the various ails and injuries to which horses are liable, and which constitute unsoundness, would far exceed the limits of a work of this nature.

Most of them are notoriously so to the commonest observer; and many, on which a doubt may exist, will be found described, together with their relative causes, appearances, and consequences, in the pages of a Taplin, a White, or a Lawrence.

There are, however, a few cases which seem to require a specific notice; for, notwithstanding the law upon some of them may be established, the general reader is not aware of the fact; while other cases are as yet either doubtful, or have no rule whatsoever laid down respecting them.

I shall commence, therefore, with a case respecting what is commonly called 



BUCK EYES.

THE eye of the horse is such a difficult matter to judge of, and liable to so many injuries, that it is almost impossible for any but a veterinary surgeon to give an opinion respecting it.

In actions where the alleged breach of warranty consists in a defect in the eye, it is a very difficult matter, after any lapse of time, to prove the existence of the disease prior to the sale.

There was a trial took place at Guildhall very lately, where the plaintiff, although a lawyer, failed in his proof of unsoundness.

The action was brought by Mr. Earle, a solicitor, residing at Romford in Essex, against a person of the name of Patterson.

It appeared, that on the 11th of last February Mr. Earle came to London, and put up his horse at the stables of a person named Milbank, residing at London Wall, where he saw the mare which was the subject of the action, and finally purchased her for thirty-one pounds, the defendant having warranted her sound. The mare was then given to a carrier to be conveyed to Romford; and on the road the carrier observed that she began to stare and whisk about, which led him to conclude that something was the matter with her eyes, and he imparted his suspicions to the plaintiff, Mr. Earle, who, however, attributed the symptoms to the mare not having been worked for some time, and having been kept in a warm stable. At the end of three weeks the defect in the eyes of the mare became more apparent, and it was then ascertained that she was what was technically termed buck-eyed and after the lapse of six weeks, she lost the sight of one of her eyes: and, from the state in which she appeared to the veterinary surgeon by whom she had been examined, it was clear that at the time of sale the animal had an incipient disease. The plaintiff was ultimately obliged to dispose of the mare for thirteen pounds; and he now sought a verdict for the difference between that sum and the price which he had paid for the animal.

Mr. Thomas Milbank proved the sale of the mare for thirty-one pounds. The bargain was made at witnesss stables at London Wall, and the mare was taken away by a Romford carrier.

Cross-examined by Serjeant Taddy.  The sale took place in February last, and there were frost and snow on the ground. The mare had been kept in a warm stable prior to her removal; and it was probable that taking her suddenly into the open air, with only one cloth to cover her, would have produced inflammation in her eyes.

A Romford carrier deposed to his having conveyed the mare from the stables of the last witness to the plaintiffs stable at Romford. On the road she started at objects, and discovered symptoms of being buck-eyed.

Mr. Wm. Sewell, the veterinary surgeon, proved that he examined the mare by direction of the plaintiff about six weeks after the sale, and found that she had a confirmed cataract in one of her eyes, and that she was what is called buck-eyed  a disease which rendered her near-sighted.

In his cross-examination the witness said that inflammation in the eyes of a horse might be occasioned by a too sudden exposure to cold after the animal had been used to w arm clothing.

Other witnesses were called for the plaintiff, and gave similar evidence to the foregoing.

Mr. Serjeant Taddy addressed the Jury for the defendant, and denied that the mare had any incipient disease at the time the defendant sold her to the plaintiff. The cause of the inflammation in her eyes was the improper way in which she had been conveyed to Romford: and to prove that the plaintiff was satisfied with his purchase, he not only made no complaint for several weeks after, but actually said he would not take fifty guineas for the animal, she suited his wife so well. It then appeared that he sold the mare for thirteen pounds, without having given any previous notice to the defendant.

Two witnesses were then called forward on the part of the defendant. One of them proved that he had frequently ridden the mare, and never considered that any thing was the matter with her eyes: and the other said, that he would have given fifty guineas for the animal before she had been sold to the plaintiff.

The Lord Chief Justice Tindal charged the Jury, who, after a short consultation in the box, agreed to retire; and, after remaining out of Court for five hours, they returned with a verdict for the defendants 



CAPPED HOCKS, 

or an enlargement of the cap of the hock, does not often cause lameness, though it is a blemish.

At the Veterinary College, they generally recommend a special warranty against unsoundness arising from it to be taken.



COUGH.

In a case of Elton against Brogden, tried before Lord Ellenborough, he says, While a horse has a cough, I say he is unsound, although that may cither be temporary or prove mortal.

I may here observe, that the opinion expressed by his Lordship in this case respecting coughs seems to have been rather gratuitous; inasmuch as the real question was, whether temporary lameness constituted unsoundness. Nevertheless it is well worthy of attention; for I know by experience that very many people consider coughs of trifling or no importance; and I have known gentlemen, who would disdain to do a mean or dishonourable act, who have, through sheer ignorance of the fact, neither scrupled to sell and warrant, nor even to buy, horses with them; and it is only those who have witnessed the direful effects produced by coughs  which, from his Lordships mentioning the subject in this manner, I dare say he had  who attach the importance to them which they deserve.

However in a subsequent case, of Shillitoe against Claridge, the question came specifically before his Lordship, when he maintained the opinion expressed in Elton against Brogden.

It appeared that the horse had a cough at the time of sale, and that he had been bled for it before he was sold, and there was no evidence of any mismanagement by the buyer; and it appeared he was told that the horse had a cough, and was only used to the road, and that the purchaser had sent him out hunting.

Lord Ellenborough said  

If the horse had a cough, he had always held that it was a breach of warranty; and he believed such was the understanding both in the profession and among veterinary surgeons.

Knowledge, he said, made no difference.

He had always understood that a cough was unsoundness; that the horse in question was therefore unsound at the time he was bought; and there was no proof of a discontinuance of the unsoundness, or that he would have got well if he had not been hunted.



CRIB-BITING

is a point upon which a judgment has been given, though generally admitted to be an unsatisfactory One.

Mr. White, in his Treatise upon Farriery, speaking of crib-biting, says  

This, though only a trick or habit which a horse gets, and which he may teach another that stands next him, especially a young horse, may be considered as a disorder, because it renders him very liable to indigestion and flatulent colic.

There is no doubt that in crib-biting a horse swallows air; and I have seen a horse distend his stomach and bowels with it in an enormous degree, and would thereby often get the flatulent colic, and sometimes swell himself so that he can scarcely move.

Others say that it is a habit originating in indigestion, by which the animal wastes the saliva which is necessary to digest his food, the consequence of which is a gradual emaciation.

The question, whether it is to be considered as unsoundness or not, was tried in an action brought by Broennenburg v. Haycock before Mr. Justice Burroughs, when his Lordship said he considered it a mixed case of law and fact.

It is, says he, a curable vice in its first stage  (and note, this horse was only proved to be an incipient crib-biter) it is a mere accident, arising from bad management in the training of the horse, and it is no more connected with unsoundness than starting or shying. The plaintiff might have demanded a warranty against this particular vice.

Among the veterinary surgeons with whom I have conversed on the subject, not one of them agree with his Lordship in his view of the case.

Where crib-biting exists to a certain extent, I think we may infer, from his Lordships judgment, that it would constitute unsoundness; and the veterinary surgeons contend that it ought with equal propriety to be considered so in its earlier stage.

Were his Lordships suggestion of demanding a warranty against every particular fault to be acted upon, the warranty given on the sale of a horse Would soon extend into something like the size of a modern conveyance of houses or lands.

On the subject of crib-biting I cannot do better than quote the opinion of Mr. Yare, the inventor of the new Anti-Crib-biter  a man of great skill, and one who has devoted no small portion of his time to the study and prevention of the vice.

I have, says he, no hesitation in saying that a crib-biter is bona fide an unsound horse; and notwithstanding the warring litigations that may have occurred occasionally in consequence of the habit, when a totally opposite notion to mine has been entertained on the question, yet I cannot avoid arraying my individual opinion in opposition to the fearful list of dissentients who may start up against me when my assertion is perused.

I verily believe that a crib-biter, cold with a warranty of soundness, is to all intents and purposes returnable: and I think I cannot be accounted unfair or erroneous in this position, founded on the well-ascertained fact that crib-biting horses are injured in their stamina.

Mr. Bracey Clark, a veterinarian of considerable research and experience, says, that The crib-biting horse has generally a lean constricted appearance, the skin being contracted about the ribs, or a sunken watery eye, or else too dry; the muscles of the face also, as well as the skin, drawn up with rigidness.

When unemployed in eating, his almost constant amusement is to grasp the rail of the manger with his front teeth, then to draw himself up to it, as to a fixed point, by a general contraction of the head, neck, and trunk; at the same time the effort is attended with a grunting sound.



CURBS.

A curb is a disputed point as to whether constituting unsoundness or not, without having any legal authority that I am aware of laid down on the subject.

It is a considerable swelling below the hough, rather on the outside and back part of the leg.

Mr. Mavor says he considers them unsoundness, unless it can be proved that the horse has been performing all the duties which are required of him for at least three months without producing lameness; he should then, he adds, only consider that they amount to blemishes.

CUTTING, or Interfering, arises either from excess of action, called the speedy cut, or is a sign of weakness.

I am not aware that it has ever been the cause of an action, though the case is by no means an uncommon one.

Shoeing may remedy cutting from weakness a little; but a plain leather boot is most to be depended upon, for, as Bracken observes, a goose will always go like a goose.

Mr. Mavor says, he does not consider cutting to constitute unsoundness if it can be prevented by shoeing or ordinary care.



HEREDITARY DISEASE

There are no cases reported wherein hereditary diseases in horses have been the subject of action. The following one, of Joliff against Bendell, relates to sheep, the verdict in which may be some guide to persons bringing actions where horses are concerned.

The sheep, one hundred in number, were sold with a warranty of soundness. At the time of the sale they were, in appearance, perfectly sound and thriving, and continued so for two months after, when one or two of them exhibited symptoms of a disease called by farmers the goggles. The sheep affected shewed signs of giddiness, swelling of the eyes, and hanging of the head. From the time they were first seized they grew weaker and weaker, and for the most part died in about a week or ten days; and, on dissection, there were signs of water in the head or brain. On the whole, about fifty of the sheep had died under the same appearances; the rest continued apparently well up to the time of trial. There was no contagion  other sheep with which they were fed and kept having continued healthy. Several farmers and others conversant with sheep were called for the plaintiff, who stated the goggles to be, in their opinion, an hereditary disease, arising from breeding in and in, or from relations; and that sheep so disordered would thrive, and seem, to be in sound health generally until two or three years old: that there were no means of discovering by the appearance, or otherwise, that sheep were so affected: that it was generally fatal, and no cure or prevention known for it, and reputed amongst farmers an unsoundness. The evidence for the defendant went to shew that the sheep were of a pedigree free from breeding in and in. and that others of the same sort and older were perfectly sound. The warranty was proved without dispute, and the sheep were all of the same breed.

For the defendant it was contended, that the sheep having been healthy and thriving at the time of, and for two months after, the sale, must be considered as sound at that time: that, inasmuch as there were no previous symptoms to connect the disease of which they died with their former state of health, there was nothing to shew that the disease existed at the time of sale: and that an hereditary liability to a particular disorder was of too uncertain a nature to be capable of proof, and could not be legally considered as an unsoundness existing at the time stipulated for in the warranty.

Lord Chief Justice Abbot left it to the Jury to say, whether at the time of the sale the sheep had existing in their blood or constitution the disease of which they afterwards died; or whether it had arisen from any subsequent cause?

Verdict for the plaintiff for 1201., the value of the sheep which had died, the defendant agreeing to take back the remainder.

The above case reminds me of the following lines of Lord Byron  Don Juan, Canto 1, v. 57.

She married (I forget the pedigree)

With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 

His blood less noble than such Mood should be.

At such alliance his sires would frown, 

In that point so precise, in each degree, 

That they bred in and in, as might be shewn, 

Marrying their cousins  nay, their aunts and nieces, 

Which always spoils the breed If it increases.









NERVING

is an operation performed upon a horse, which, while it neither renders it less fit for present use, nor is it certain of rendering him less serviceable for a permanency, has yet been decided to be a species of unsoundness; on the correctness of which decision a difference of opinion exists in the veterinary profession.

It is an operation invented by Mr. Sewell, the Assistant Professor of the Veterinary College, of which, perhaps, I cannot give a better description than by relating the evidence adduced on a trial when the question was put in litigation.

The action was brought by Best against Osborne, and the cause was tried at Westminster in 1825.

It was proved that the horse had been nerved.

Several eminent veterinary surgeons were called, who stated that the operation of nerving consisted in the division of a nerve leading from the foot up the leg, and that it was usually performed in order to relieve the horse from the pain arising from a disease in the foot; the nerve cut being the vehicle of sensation from the foot:

That the disease in the foot would not be affected by the operation, and would go on Increasing, or not, according to its character:

That horses previously lame from the pain of such a disease would, when nerved, frequently go free from lameness, and continue so for years: that the operation had been found successful in cavalry regiments, and horses so operated upon had been for years employed in active service: but that, in their opinion, a horse that had been nerved, whether by accident or design, was unsound, and could not be safely trusted for very severe work; and that it was an organic defect. The horse in question had not exhibited any lameness.

Chief Justice Best (now Lord Wynford) told the Jury that it was difficult to say that a horse in which there was an organic defect could be considered sound; that sound meant perfect; and a horse deprived of a useful nerve was imperfect, and had not that capacity of service which is stipulated for in a warranty.

I cannot go quite the length the Chief Justice did in considering sound to mean perfect I should rather say it meant perfect as far as regarded the nervous and organic system; for although a horse may be minus an ear or his tail, yet no one would say that he was an unsound horse on that account, though the word blemished would be properly applied to the defects; The operation of nerving being a production of the Veterinary College, I need scarcely add that the members of that establishment are dissatisfied with the verdict in the cause I have mentioned. However, I may add that I have found more veterinary surgeons who approve of it than the contrary.



QUIDDING.

There are some infirmities which have been repeatedly the subjects of actions at law, but on which, from the conflicting nature of the evidence adduced, the Judges have found it impossible to lay down any general rule.

Among these may be classed what is called Quidding.

Mr. Mavor says it arises in consequence of the processes of the teeth growing jagged, or from one or more of the teeth in one jaw becoming indented into the teeth of the opposite jaw.

Extreme cases, he says, may constitute unsoundness, if it prevents the proper mastication of the food for the purpose of digestion, so that the body is deprived of sufficient nourishment This complaint sometimes passes by the name of gagg teeth.



ROARING

is a point upon which one Judge has delivered two opinions  the latter upsetting the former, and establishing it to constitute unsoundness.

The first opinion was given in an action, Bassett against Collis, in 1810, where a roarer had been sold with a warranty of soundness; and Lord Ellenborough, before whom it was tried, said  

It has been held by very high authority that roaring is not necessarily unsoundness; and I entirely concur in that opinion.

If the horse emits a loud noise, which is offensive to the ear, merely from a bad habit which he has contracted, or from any cause which does not interfere with his general health and muscular powers, he is still to be considered sound horse: on the other hand, if the roaring proceeds from any disease or organic infirmity which renders him incapable of performing the usual functions of a horse, then it does constitute unsoundness.

The plaintiff has not done enough in shewing that this horse was a roarer: to prove a breach of the warranty, he must go on to shew that the roaring was symptomatic of disease.

The plaintiff in this action did not recover; but in a subsequent case,- of The Hon. Mr. Onslow against Eames, tried in 1817, when Mr. Onslow came before the Court he profited by the hint thrown out by his Lordship, and accordingly brought Mr. Field, the veterinary surgeon, to prove the real origin, or cause, of roaring.

Mr. Fields in his evidence, stated it Tobeoccaskmedbythecircumstanceoftheneck of the windpipe being too narrow for accelerated respiration; and that the disorder is frequently produced by sore throat or other topical inflammation; and that the disorder was of such a nature as to incommode a horse very much when pressed to his speed.

Mr. Marryatt, who was Counsel for Eames, relied upon the old story of a very high authority having decided that roaring did not constitute unsoundness; and I dare say (from the previous judgment given by the same Judge, in Bassett against Collis, as was trying the present cause), felt confident of a verdict for his client.

But Lord Ellenborough said  

If a horse be affected by any malady which renders him less serviceable for a permanency, I have no doubt that it is unsoundness; I do not go by the noise, but by the disorder.

And from that time down to the present day roaring has been admitted to be a species of unsoundness.

Being on this subject, I will just add Mr. Mavors opinion on roaring, and also on the subject of high blowers, contained in an answer to the following question What is the difference between a roarer and a high blower; and do you consider them to constitute unsoundness?

The difference between a roarer and a high blower exists only in variety of the same disease: the latter arising from disease of the larynx or its appendages, and the former more frequently is the effect of general inflammation in the organs of respiration.

Either I hold to constitute unsoundness.



SPLENTS

have been the subject of several actions; but, for the same cause as that assigned with respect to the cases relating to Quidding, no account of them is to be found in the law reports.

They are defined to be hard excrescences of different shapes and sizes on the shank bone, and I believe are not considered dangerous unless situated near the joints, or appear very large upon the back part of the bone, or press against the back sinew.

Mr. Mavor says he does not consider them to constitute unsoundness unless accompanied by lameness, or are likely to cause lameness by per forming such duty as the horse is calculated for.



STRING HALT, or a singularly high motion or twitching up of the hind legs, I believe, is not considered to constitute unsoundness; but there are no recorded cases in point. It is, however, a most palpable blemish.

TEMPORARY LAMENESS

seems to be an injury which will not support a. general warranty of soundness.

A contrary opinion formerly prevailed, founded upon the doctrine laid down by Sir James Eyre, when Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, in an action brought by one Garment against a person of the name of Barrs, in the year 1798, on a general warranty of a mare.

The evidence shewed, that at the time of sale Garment observed that she went rather lame of one leg, which Barrs said was occasioned by her taking up a nail at the farriers; and his Lordship said, that A horse labouring under a temporary injury or hurt, which is capable of being speedily cured or removed, is not for that an unsound hone; and when a warranty is made that such a horse is sound, it is made without any view to that injury: nor is a horse so circumstanced an unsound horse within the meaning of the warranty.

Elton against Brogden was also an action brought cm a general warranty of soundness, and the plaintiff proved that the horse was lame at the time of sale.

Brogden, the defendant, admitted this, but undertook to prove that the lameness was of a temporary nature, and that the horse afterwards recovered, and had since been in all respects sound.

Lord Ellenborough, before wham the action was tried, said  

I have always held, and now hold, that a warranty of soundness is broken, if the animal at the time of sale had any infirmity upon him which rendered him less fit far present service. It is not necessary that the disorder should be permanent or incurable.





THOROUGH PIN.

A thorough pin is an enlargement on each side of the hock, and in appearance resembles a wind gall. In its earlier stages it does not produce lameness, and generally yields to blistering, it not taken in time, firing becomes necessary; but at no time can a horse with one be safely sold with a general warranty of soundness.



THRUSH.

There have been several cases tried respecting Running Thrushes, as they are commonly called; but the reporters say there was always so much contradictory evidence adduced that the Court found it impossible to lay down any general rule.

Mr. Taplin says  

A thrush is a varicose state of die frog, which becoming perforated in different parts bears the appearance of rapid decay and rottenness, occasioned by an ichorous corrosive discharge, frequently the evident effects of neglect in suffering the horse to go badly shod till the frog, by repeated bruises, lose its original property and becomes diseased.

To inattention, he says, the complaint is generally owing; and by early care it is generally cured  though (he adds) there are undoubtedly instances of such defects being what are termed natural blemishes.

Professor Coleman ridicules the idea of a thrush being considered as unsoundness; though he says, that in the case of a horse being sent to the Veterinary College for examination with one, he should mention the circumstance in his certificate of examination.

Mr. Mavors answer to the question  

Do you consider thrushes unsoundness?

Says  

I do not consider a horse unsound with a thrush if it is only a slight discharge from the cleft of the frog, without any alteration in the structure or appearance of the frog; but if the frog is altered in its structure, I then pronounce it unsoundness.

WEAVERS.

Weaving is merely a trick of moving the fore part of the body from side to side in the stall, resembling a weaver throwing the shuttle.

It is not considered injurious.





WIND-SUCKERS..

Wind-sucking is nearly the same as crib-biting, only the horse does not take hold of the manger. Some consider it worse, others not so bad: no one, however, considers it a recommendation, and many people require a warranty against it.


CHAP. III.
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VICE.

I HAVE not been able to find any cases wherein the question has been tried whether a general warranty of soundness will be construed, according to Mr. Taplins definition, to extend to vice and blemishes, or to either; neither do I find any cases arising out of the sale of vicious horses: but die anonymous writer on the Law of Horses, who I mentioned in my introduction, says  

So, where the warranty extends to freedom from vice or blemish, it is sufficient that the animal has any disposition or habit incompatible with the safety of an ordinary rider to make it a breach of warranty.

He does not, however, cite any authority in support of his assertions.

It may be observed, that he talks of cases where the warranty does extend to assurance against vice and blemish; but as horse-dealers (and they are the people who generally make use of warranties) seldom or ever introduce more than the words warranted sound into their receipts for the price of the horse, unless expressly desired, I recommend all purchasers to insist upon the addition of the words, free from vice, and without A blemish.

But even with these I fear a purchaser can scarcely consider himself secure.

A curious case occurred to me some years ago, arising out of the omission of the above words.

My brother being in want of a hunter, we were walking together through a public horse-fair held in the streets of a country town, when our attention was attracted by a very neat-made chesnut horse rode past by a dealer.

We stopped him, and, after riding the horse and approving of him in every respect, my brother purchased him for some fifty or sixty guineas, taking the usual receipt for the money, which I wrote out, adding the words  warranted sound in every respect.

The horse did very well at first, but he was soon discovered to have a trick of drinking at every watering place he came to; and so resolute was he in his determinations, that, if checked, he would rear and walk on his hind legs up to the trough, and very likely place his fore-legs in it, to the risk of breaking his knees (the troughs being all made of stone in that country); and on the last day ray brother rode him, he had been obliged to let him almost burst himself with water at one, lest he should take into his head to walk into a deep river along the banks of which he had to pass.

On finding this to be the case, I went to the dealer and told him he must take his horse back, for the trick he had rendered him quite useless as a hunter, for which purpose he had been bought; and I added that I considered he was vicious.

This, of course, the dealer denied, and, after talking some time about it, he gave me the following piece of advice You should, Sir, said he, have added free from vice to the warranty: but even then I should not have taken him back, for this is not vice, but playfulness.!!!

It was rather rough play certainly; but the words being omitted, we did not feel ourselves in a situation to try whether the Judge would agree in the construction our friend put upon his warranty of soundness, and therefore made the best of a bad bargain, and exchanged the horse for another, taking care to add the words in the next receipt Whether this would have been considered by the Judge to be vice, or merely a disagreeable trick or habit, is, I think, doubtful; though there is no denying that a horse with a belly full of water is ill able to perform the duties of a hunter.

Another case of a similar nature occurred to me a few years ago.

I purchased a horse at an auction-mart for a friend, which was  warranted sound and quiet to ride, and though it answered both the specifications, yet when my friend came to ride it, owing to some fault or other in the breaking, it would only turn to the right side, consequently when the rider wished to go to the left he was obliged to wheel quite round. However, we did not consider it a case where we could return the horse upon the warranty.

I think the following receipt and warranty, though somewhat prolix, would guard against most circumstances London, July 1, 1830.

Received of A. B. the sum of fifty pounds for a chesnut gelding, which I hereby warrant to be only six years old last grass; and also that he is sound, free from vice, restiveness, and faults (particularly crib-biting and wind-sucking), and that he is quiet to ride (or drive), and without a blemish. £50 O 0 C. D.

It may be as well to add, that not many people will give the above receipt; therefore I advise a purchaser to get as much of it as he can, and to examine the horse particularly to see if he has any of the faults or propensities about him which the owner objects to warrant him free from.
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N. B. Receipt Stamps necessary if money be paid by promissory notes, &c.
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COPEING.

There is a species of swindling carried on in London under the cloak of horse-dealing, called couping, or copeing, of which persons living in the country have no conception, and are therefore frequently the dupes.

A party of scoundrels purchase a fine-looking horse to which has happened some accident, perhaps become blind or broken winded, or who has something the matter with him, which, while it renders him perfectly useless, is not apparent at first sight If, which may sometimes be the case, he is a well-known hunter or racer, he is advertised as such, and that he is to be sold a bargain. If his fine looks are his only recommendation, they frequently fix upon some well-known horse to which he bears a resemblance, and advertise him as such, generally taking care to word the advertisement so as to leave what they consider a loop-hole to creep out at For instance, the following one appeared in the Times newspaper of the 19th of July last; For sale, that brilliant short-legged hunter Clinker, well known in the Leicestershire Hunt, beating nine crack horses in the Steeple Chase. Clinker is seven years sold, fifteen hands three inches high, equal to fifteen stone, and he defies any horse in England to surpass him  he can top the highest fence ever made, and tall the fleetest hounds. He is a treasure to any sportsman, and why parted with will be explained. Inquire, &c.

The person referred to is generally one of the gang, whom they establish in a small shop with a few pounds worth of spectacles, fruit, or any thing to make a show of; or else he is advertised as a private servant, with directions to inquire for. Charles or John at such and such a place.

The stable (which may be either a blackguard sort of lively or commissioned one, or perhaps a private one, such as a petty tradesman requiring a horse to draw his cart would have) is in the immediate neighbourhood of the shop or place of reference, where, or in the stable, the person who acts as owner and a groom are to be found.

A gentleman of my acquaintance, being struck by the advertisement respecting Clinker, went out of curiosity to see him, and found things arranged as I have described.

The pretended owner, a clean neatly-dressed respectable-looking man, was in the stable, and stated that the horse was Captain Rosss Clinker, to whom he said the gentleman might write for information. That his (the owners) brother was a farmer and breeder, residing at Atherstone in Warwickshire, and had received Clinker from Captain Ross in exchange for another horse, and that he had him from his brother. That he was himself a corn merchant, and merely kept horses to go in his corn cart, for which purpose he thought Clinker too valuable, that he would sell him for eighty pounds, warrant him sound, allow any reasonable trial, and take a bill for the money.

Another gentleman, knowing who the fellow was, went to him on the following day, and asked where he could meet him at a certain hour; to which he replied that he was going to the corn market, but should be back by a certain time. However the gentleman somewhat puzzled him by telling him it was not corn market day.

He then produced a letter, saying that it was from Lord Ansons groom, stating that his Lordship had seen the advertisement respecting Clinker, and wished to purchase him, and that the writer would be in town a few hours after the receipt of the letter for that purpose. Unfortunately, however, though purporting to have come by the post from Warwickshire, the letter was without a post mark.

The horse, I am told, was a very fine-looking animal, fully answering the advertisement, though certainly not Captain Rosss horse called Clinker, which it was the object of the advertiser to make the reader believe: however, there is no doubt but he was ruined in some way or other, and merely doctored up for the occasion.

The advertisements are differently worded, but generally in the style of the one I have given. Sometimes they assume the philanthropies, and state, that price is not so much an object as to get the horse into good hands, and where he will be well taken care off!!

The stables are situated in different parts of town, and, in fact, it is now becoming a regular business.

To men who have passed their lives in the busy world of London a notice of this nature may appear superfluous; but the plans of these swindlers are really so deeply laid, and managed with so much dexterity, that the most cautious may be disarmed by the speciousness and apparent honesty of the scoundrels. In proof of which I need only say, that two gentlemen, both members of the legal profession, and possessed of more than ordinary penetration, though expressly told that the thing was a cheat, after seeing the man and hearing him talk they began to doubt the truth of their information.

I must, however, add, that the man they saw was the prince of the gang, though many others only want his tact to be equally bad, their deficiency in which luckily makes them less dangerous. A purchaser, under these circumstances, cannot hope to recover his money in an action against the swindlers; and his only remedy is to indict each person, who appeared either as principal, agent, or accessory, for a conspiracy to defraud, by doing which he will confer an infinite service upon the community.



AGE.

In purchasing horses the age is a matter of great importance, inasmuch as the value of a horse greatly depends thereon, and, like most other things of consequence, is a very difficult matter to agree upon.

Talking of knowing a horses age by his teeth, the same writer I have before quoted (Mr. Taplin) says  

Much multifarious matter has constantly been written relative to the age of a horse by his mouth, when (after all the observations upon the subject) it becomes an acknowledged fact by every writer, each sign is doubtful, and liable to deception in the various arts and designs of dealers, who, by engraving and burning artificial marks in some teeth, and totally extracting (or beating out) others, render the horse any seeming age most applicable to their purpose. And these faults cannot easily be discovered but by grooms or judges who are in the constant habit or practice of making such remarks and observations.

Nor is there any matter in a horse requiring a nicer discrimination in judgment than to ascertain to a certainty the age of a horse by his teeth only, having absolutely seen two men of abilities and experience on the opposite sides of a horses mouth at the same time declare him of different ages, when by exchanging sides each changed his opinion, and the horse proved by the common rule to be coming a year older on one side than the other. These doubts in respect to the certainty of age being admitted, one fixed rule is incontrovertible  

That after the mark (which is the general guide) is obliterated, the longer the teeth are, and the narrower the under jaw is towards its extremity, the more the horse is advanced in years.

There was a cause tried before Lord Kenyon, Dunlop against Waugh, where Dunlop stated, at the time he sold the horse, that he knew nothing of his age save from a written pedigree; and his Lordship decided that it could not be construed into warranting him to be of a certain age.

But there is no doubt that any express age specified as of the parties own knowledge would equally amount to an assurance that he was of that precise age, as a general warranty would that he was sound.



TRIAL.

With respect to the length of time to which a warranty shall extend (or rather, what shall be considered a reasonable time for trying whether the horse answers the warranty given or not), there does not appear to be any general rule on the subject; and indeed it is almost impossible to lay down any thing like one.

Judge Blackstone in his Commentaries says, that a warranty can only reach to things in being at the time of the warranty made, and not to things in futuro  as, that a horse is sound at the buying of him, and not that he will be sound two years hence.

This doctrine has since been doubted; and Lord Mansfield declared, in a case where the above opinion was quoted, that there is no doubt but you may warrant a future event.

However, this is not a very likely case to occur; for most people, I believe, consider themselves very fortunate if they can warrant their horses safely at the time of sale, without diving into futurity.

Trial, say the law books, means a reasonable trial, leaving us just as much in the dark as ever.

We have seen that the warranty must be given at the time of the purchase or sale of the horse, in order that it may be considered as part of the contract; we have also seen that fraud practised at the time of the sale, whether the horse prove sound or not, will vitiate the contract; and it has been expressly laid down by Lord Loughborough, in a cause of Fielder against Starkin  

THAT NO LENGTH OF TIME ELAPSED AFTER A SALE WILL ALTER THE NATURE OF A CONTRACT ORIGINALLY FALSE.

The following are the particulars of the case Starkin sold Fielder a mare, which he warranted sound, quiet, and free from vice and blemish.

Soon after the sale Fielder discovered that she was unsound and vicious; viz that she was a roarer, had a thorough-pin, and also a swelled hock from kicking:  nevertheless he kept her three months, physicking and using other means to cure her; at the end of which time he sold her, but had her soon after returned as unsound; when he passed her back to Starkin, who refused to receive her.

On her way back from Starkins she died, and upon examination it was the opinion of the veterinary surgeon that she had been unsound a full twelvemonth before her death; but it did not appear that Fielder had during the three months, though in Starkins company, ever complained of the mare being unsound.

Lord Loughborough said  

Where there is an express warranty, the warranter undertakes that it is true at the time of making it.

If the horse which is warranted sound at the time of sale be proved to have been at that time unsound, it is not necessary that he should be returned to the seller.

No length of time elapsed after the sale will alter the nature of a contract originally false; though the not giving notice will be a strong presumption against the buyer that the horse at the time of the sale had not the defect complained of, and will make the proof on his part more difficult.

I think it stands to reason that a person having purchased a horse under a warranty of soundness, or indeed any other warranty, on finding that he does not answer that warranty, and intending to return him, is bound to lose no time in doing so; though what will be considered a reasonable time must necessarily depend upon the particular circumstances of the case.

There is a cause of Adams against Richards, where Richards sold Adams a horse, with an agreement to take him back if he should be found fault)\

Adams kept him six months after he discovered that he was restive, and he was not allowed to recover.

But whenever the horse is returned he must not be in a worse condition than when sold.

Curtis against Hannay is a case in point, and was decided by the late Lord Chancellor Eldon when Chief Justice of the Court of Common Pleas. Hannay had sold Curtis a horse, which he war-» ranted generally; and after the sale Curtis was informed that he had a defect in his eyes, but nevertheless he kept him for nearly seven weeks, in which time, suspecting the horse to have some defect in his feet, he had applied certain remedies, which produced a running thrush and a consider, able degree of lameness: it was, however, only temporary; and it was in evidence that the remedies applied to the feet could not have affected the eye.

Lord Eldon said  

The question was, would the horse when returned to the seller be diminished in value by this doctoring?

And he delivered the following opinion I take it to be clear law that if a person purchases a horse which is warranted, and it afterwards turns out that the horse was unsound at the time of the warranty, the buyer may, if he pleases, keep the horse, and bring an action on the warranty, in which he will have a right to recover the difference between the value of a sound horse and one with such defects as existed at the time of the warranty: or, He may return the horse and bring an action to recover the full money paid: but in the latter case the seller has a right to expect that the horse shall be returned to him in the same state he was when sold, and not by any means diminished in value: for if a person keeps a warranted article for any length of time after discovering its defects, and when he returns it it is in a worse state than it would have been if returned immediately after such discovery, I think the party can have no defence to an action for the price of the article on the ground of non-compliance with the warranty, but must be left to his action on the warranty to recover the difference in the value of the article warranted, and its value when sold.

In Ellis against Mortimer the action was brought to recover thirty guineas, the price of a horse sold by plaintiff to defendant upon an agreement for a months trial, and to be at liberty to return him at the end of the month if he did not like him.

After keeping him about a fortnight, he said he liked the horse but not the price, upon which the plaintiff desired him, if he did not like the price, to return the horse: the defendant kept him ten days after this, and then sent him back within the month, but the plaintiff refused to receive him.

The Court held that the effect of the contract was that the defendant should have to the end of the month to decide, and that he had not determined the contract until he had actually returned the horse, and that the action could not therefore be supported.

Where a seller allows a trial, accidents may happen during the time, and yet no general rule can be laid down: each of these cases must therefore depend entirely upon their own merits.

For instance, if a person rides a horse on trial with hounds which is warranted an excellent hunter and in good hunting condition, and the horse dies in consequence of his exertions in the held; yet unless it be proved that he rode him unfairly, contrary to his usual custom, or pressed him after he was exhausted, I take it the owner could not recover.

Circumstances may also occur to prevent a trial whether a horse answers his warranty, as in the case of one warranted a good hunter.

Now were a frost to come the day after he was purchased, and it was to continue for several weeks, whereby the purchaser was prevented from trying his qualities as a hunter, still he ought not to be precluded from returning it, if on the breaking of the frost he was not found to answer the warranty.

In warranting a horse a good hunter, I believe the warranty is generally considered to refer to his fencing; and though he may be as slow as possible, yet if he is a good leaper, the warranty will be answered: not so, where he is warranted a good hunter and fast.



RETURNING.

Difficulty often arises in returning horses when discovered to be unsound, particularly when they have been purchased of dealers.

It is advisable in all cases to make an offer of the horse, because on that being done and refused, the purchaser will have a right to recover damages for the expenses of his keep in addition to the price paid.

However, it can always rest in the option of the purchaser whether he will return him or not.

If the horse is returned (and presuming he is not in worse condition or state than when sold) the purchaser will have a right to recover the price paid for him.

If he is not returned, the purchaser will have a right to recover the difference between his value and the price given; or if sold to a third person, the difference between the price received for him and the one paid in the first instance.

In the case of Caswell against Coare, where the action was brought on the breach of the warranty, but where there was no proof of the horse having been offered back, Lord Mansfield said  

The contract being broken, the defendant must give back the money, and the plaintiff must return the horse; but unless he has previously tendered him he cannot recover for the keep, because it was not the defendants fault that the plaintiff kept him.

I must, however, add, that the law upon this point is not decided.

In the trial at the Summer Assizes at Bristol, in 1826, of MKenzie against Hancock, Mr. Justice Littledale said  

Notwithstanding a contrary opinion prevails, I think the plaintiff is entitled to recover the expenses for such a period only, as under all the circumstances of the case the Jury may fairly think a reasonable time for re-selling the horse.

This opinion seems open to objection, because the purchaser would naturally get rid of the horse as soon as possible without much regard to price; and the defendant would frequently lose much more by the sale than by persisting in his obstinacy in not taking the horse back and paying his expenses.

Besides it opens a door to endless litigation.


CHAP. IV.
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THERE ARE ONE or two points relating to horses, which, though not of common occurrence, it still may be as well to know.



DEALING ON SUNDAY

Is one. All dealings and contracts which are made on a Sunday by persons in their ordinary calling are declared void by the Stat. 29 Charles II. c. 7, s. 2, and, independent of the illegality of the Act, dealing on that day is not a very respectable occupation: however, if the person who buys or sells on a Sunday is not thereby following his ordinary calling, the law will not set aside the contract.

Lord Mansfield said, in the case of Drury against Defontaine, where an objection was made that the contract for sale took place on a Sunday  

The bargaining and selling horses on a Sunday is certainly a very indecent thing, and what no religious person would do; but we cannot discover that the law has gone so far as to say that every contract made on a Sunday shall be void, although under these penal Statutes, if any man in the exercise of his ordinary calling shall make a contract on a Sunday, that contract would be void.

And again, in Bloxsome against Williams, where Bloxsome made a bargain with Williams, who was a horse-dealer (but of which fact he was ignorant at the time), for a horse on a Sunday, which was warranted, but proved unsound, it was held by Mr. Justice Bailey, that Bloxsome having no knowledge that Williams was a horse-dealer, and exercising his ordinary calling on a Sunday, had not been guilty of any breach of the law, and therefore entitled to recover back the price of the horse on the action for the breach of the warranty.

In Fennell against Ridler, it was laid down that the Statute I before mentioned for the better observation of the Lords Day applies to private as well as public conduct; and that a horse-dealer cannot maintain an action upon a private contract for the sale and warranty of a horse if made on a Sunday.



SELLING HORSES BY SERVANTS OR AGENTS

Is father a dangerous business; and sellers ought to be very cautious what instructions they give; and the best way is to reduce them into writing, so that they can be shewn to the purchaser, which will prevent the alteration or modification of the terms by the servant.

The Judges are inclined to infer that a servant being employed to sell a horse has an implied authority to warrant him.

By private contract this perhaps is good, because it is generally supposed that horses sold by this means are sound, and will bear scrutinizing; but, were the rule to be extended to sales by auction, great injustice might be done.

In the case of Alexander against Gibson, where the action was brought upon a warranty given by Gibsons servant, Lord Ellenborough said  

If the servant was authorised to sell the horse, and to receive the stipulated price, I think he was incidentally authorised to give a warranty of soundness. It is now most usual on the sale of horses to require a warranty, and the agent who is employed to sell, when he warrants the horse may fairly be presumed to be acting within the scope of his authority. This is the common and usual manner in which the business is done, and the agent must be taken to be vested with power to transact the business with which he is intrusted in the common and usual manner.

I am of opinion, therefore, that if the defendants servant warranted this horse to be sound, the defendant is bound by the warranty.

Mr. Justice Bailey, in a subsequent case, went farther than Lord Ellenborough, and said, in Pickering against Busk  

If the servant of a horse-dealer, with express directions not to warrant, does warrant, the master is bound, because the servant, having a general authority to sell, is in a condition to warrant, and the master has not notified to the world that the general authority is circumscribed.

However, in an analogous case of Fenn against Harrison, where the above opinions were quoted  Lord Kenyon doubted the propriety of a masters being bound by his servants warranty, and said he thought the maxim of respondeat superior applied.

In Helyear against Hawke, Lord Ellenborough said  

I think the master having intrusted the servant to sell, he is intrusted to do all that he can to effectuate the sale; and if he does exceed his authority in so doing, he binds his master.

The circumstances of the case were these.

The horse had been inserted in Tatter sails catalogue, but was not brought to the hammer, and Helyear afterwards, having the catalogue in his hand, inquired of Hawkes groom, who had the care of the horse, if the horse was but seven years old, and if free from vice; to which the latter replied Yes, if you have him.

And upon an objection to this evidence being received to bind the master, Lord Ellenborough said  

If the servant is sent with the horse by his master, and the horse is offered for sale, I think he thereby becomes the accredited agent of his master, and what he has said at the time of sale, as part of the transaction of selling, respecting the horse, is evidence; but an acknowledgment to that effect made at another time is not so: it must be confined to the time of the actual sale, when he was acting for his master.

It afterwards appeared that nothing had been said about the price; and his Lordship was of opinion that it could not be deemed a complete contract for the sale of the horse, and would not support a warranty at all.

However, who shall decide when Judges disagree? therefore I arrive at my old position; viz that the best way is to write down the instructions if the master either cannot, or does not choose to be referred to; but in the latter case, perhaps Messrs. Tattersalls public auction -would answer his purpose better than running any risks.

LIVERY STABLES.

In a trial before Lord Wynford (when Chief Justice of the Common Pleas), of Wallace against Woodgate, the law relative to a livery-stable keepers lien upon the horses standing in his stables for the expenses of their keep was laid down.

Woodgate was a horse-dealer, and had sold Wallace three horses, and taken his bills of exchange in payment.

As well as being a horse-dealer Woodgate kept a livery-stable, into which (out of the sale stable) he removed the horses in question; but there was no evidence to shew that there was any agreement made that they should remain there until their keep was paid for.

Wallace was in the habit of using the horses whilst they were kept by Woodgate, and one day, under pretence of using them, took them entirely away to another stable.

Woodgate, finding out where they had been removed to, in the absence of Wallace repossessed himself of them, upon which Wallace brought his action; and the defence was that Woodgate had a right to retain the horses until the keep was paid for, he having a lien by agreement.

The Chief Justice, in summing up, told the Jury that a livery-stable-keeper had not by law a lien for the keep of horses, unless by special agreement with the owner of them; and that if they were satisfied that there was an agreement to that effect, and that Wallace had removed the horses to defraud Woodgate of his lien, then their verdict must be for Woodgate, which they accordingly gave.

An innkeeper, who is obliged to take a horse in to stand at livery, though neither the owner nor his servant lodge in the house, is therefore entitled by law to detain the horse until satisfied for his keep: and if he be stolen the innkeeper is liable to an action for his value.

With certain exceptions in favour of trade, the general rule of law is, that all things upon the premises are liable to the landlords distress for rent, whether they belong to the tenant or a stranger.

Consequently all horses standing at livery are liable to be seized for the landlords rent.

In London this frequently happens: it is therefore desirable, where a doubt may exist as to the solvency of the parties, either to inquire of the landlord if the rent be in arrear, or to examine the receipts in the possession of the tenant.



RESALE BY A PURCHASER, WITH A WARRANTY.

Where a purchaser, relying upon his warranty, sells the horse to another, giving a similar warranty to the one he received, and upon its failing an action is brought against him, and he gives notice of such failure and action to the original seller, who gives no direction for defending or abandoning the cause, the costs sustained thereby will be added to the amount of the original damage accrued by reason of the false warranty, and the second seller will be entitled to recover the sum from the original vendor.

It must, however, be proved that the horse was unsound at the time of the first sale.



SMITHS.

Where a horse is delivered to a smith to shoe, and he injures him, an action can be brought. So if he delivers him to another smith, the owner may have his action against the latter. And it is said that an action lies for not shoeing according to promise if the horse is injured from the want thereof.





VETERINARY SURGEONS.

Formerly it was understood, if a veterinary surgeon undertook to cure a horse of any malady, and through negligence or unskilful treatment he died or was injured, that the owner could recover the value of the horse in an action against the surgeon without proving any express agreement, on the ground that whoever undertakes a duty is bound to exercise proper and competent skill in his occupation.

This doctrine, I am informed by Professor Coleman, was reversed in an action wherein he was a witness, and bore testimony to gross mismanagement on the part of a veterinary surgeon; notwithstanding which the Jury, under the direction of the Judge, returned a verdict for the defendant.


CHAP. V.
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SALES BY AUCTION.

As the Judges have gradually become more strict in their constructions of general warranties of soundness, and qualified ones do not answer the purpose of sellers as they necessarily diminish the prices obtained; sales by public auction (where the doctrine of caveat emptor let the buyer beware  well applies) have gained ground.

While they embrace all the advantages of sales by private contract, they get rid of the difficulty of being obliged to specify all defects, and moreover the time that shall be considered a reasonable trial is more accurately defined.

The owner of a good horse has the same advantage of warranting him sound as he has on a sale by private contract, without incurring the risk of having him returned at the end of five or six weeks, or perhaps as many months (unless indeed it can be proved that the cause of the breach of warranty existed at the time of the sale), while the less fortunate owner of a bad horse puts him up for public competition, and though he may expatiate as largely as ever he likes upon his good points, still (if he does not warrant him) he is not bound to mention any of his imperfections.

There is a species of praise which all sellers are considered at liberty to adopt in disposing of their goods.

In common parlance it is called puffing, and when practised in the selling of horses is termed chaunting, or singing their praise.

The rule of the civil law was simplex commendatio non obligate. And where the seller merely made use of those expressions which are usual to sellers who praise at random the goods they are desirous to dispose of, the buyer, who ought not to have relied upon such vague expressions, could not procure the sale to be dissolved upon any such pretext.

The same rule prevails in our law, and has received a very lax construction in favour of sellers.

Unless chaunting be coupled with fraud or more particular terms of warranty, the words which are made use of cannot be considered otherwise than as of unmeaning import, and cannot be made the foundation of an action.

Though puffing or chaunting is sometimes practised in dealers yards, it is more generally considered to be the attribute of sales by auction, where a knot of persons getting together continue to praise a horse in the hearing of a stranger, who is thereby perhaps induced to become the purchaser.

If a seller affirms that his horse is of a certain value, it is deemed to be the purchasers own folly if he believes him, and it turns out to be untrue; besides, value consists in judgment and estimation, in which many men differ.

As sales by auction have gradually advanced in public estimation, so likewise the number of competitors for public favour have increased, and sales of horses by auction are to be found in all parts of the metropolis, from the aristocratic yard of the Messrs. Tattersall at Hyde Park Corner to the humble yet useful establishment of Mr. Dixon in the Barbican, not forgetting the princely Bazaar of Mr. George Young in King-street, Portman-square.

As all these establishments are conducted pretty much on the same principle, and the conditions of sale are nearly, if not exactly, the same, I shall only insert those of Messrs. Tattersall and Mr, Young.





CONDITIONS

Of every Sale by Auction and Private Contract at Hyde Park Corner.

1. The highest bidder to be the purchaser; and if any dispute arise between any two or more bidders, the lot so disputed shall be immediately put up again, and re-sold.

2. No person to advance less than 5s.; above 51.

10s., and so on in proportion.

3. The purchasers to give in their names and place of abode (if required), and to pay down five shillings in the pound (if required), as earnest and in part payment; in default of which the lot so purchased may be immediately put up again and re-sold, if the auctioneer shall think fit.

4. The lots to be taken away within one day after the sale is ended at the buyers expense, and the remainder of the purchase money to be absolutely paid before the delivery of the lot.

5. Upon failure of complying with the above conditions, the money deposited in part of payment shall be forfeited to the owner of the lot, he paying there out all just expenses; and the lot shall be re-sold by public auction or private sale, and the deficiency (if any) attending such re-sale shall be immediately made good by the defaulter at this sale.

6. If any person shall purchase a lot, and not pay for it in the time limited by the 4th condition, nothing contained in the 5th condition shall prevent the auctioneer or owner of the lot from compelling the purchaser to pay for it, if the auctioneer or seller shall think fit.

7. The vendor shall be entitled to receive the purchase money of each lot not warranted sound on the third day from the sale day; and all horses sold as sound on the Monday shall be paid for on the Friday; and all horses sold as sound on the Thursday shall be paid for on the Tuesday, provided the auctioneer shall have received the purchase money, or delivered the lot out of his custody, but not before.

8. The purchaser of any lot warranted sound, who shall conceive the same to be unsound, shall return the same on or before the evening of the second day from the sale: otherwise the same shall be deemed sound, and the purchaser obliged to keep the lot with all faults.

9. The Kings Tax shall be paid by the seller.

10. All horses and carriages, &c brought to this Repository for sale, and sold by private contract, either by Messrs. Tattersall or the owner, or any one acting as the agent for the owner of such horses, carriages, &c shall pay the usual commission; and no person shall have a right to take away his horses, carriages, &c until the commission, keep, or other expenses are paid whether the same have been sold by public auction or private contract, or are not sold.

11. All horses, carriages, &c advertised by Messrs. Tattersall (though not upon the premises at the time of sale), either by private contract or public auction, shall pay the usual commission.

Lastly. The conditions of sale are  

If sold by public auction, 2s in the pound. If by private contract, 1s in the pound. And if not sold, 3s for putting up. N. B. No money paid without a written order.

The Monday sales continue throughout the year, and at particular times (generally about the height of the London season) there is also a sale on Thursdays; though this day, except for large and well-known studs, does not answer so well.

For the Mondays sale it is necessary that the horses should be sent on the preceding Friday, or Saturday morning at latest, for the catalogues are printed on the latter day: and at the time of sending, the horses must be entered in the book kept in the office for that purpose at the right hand side of the yard, and such pedigree or other description given as the owner wishes to have inserted in the catalogue.

The casual observer would consider one stable as good as another; but persons acquainted with the yard say, that at Messrs. Tattersalls (where the company for the most part consists of fashionable men who seldom rise till noon) it is a matter of no small importance to secure a favorable position in the list.

The second seven-stall stable I believe is considered a fair one, but the favorites are the twelve and eight-stalled ones.

Horses in the second seven-stall stable come out about three oclock in the afternoon, the first lot in it generally being between thirty or forty in the catalogue (depending upon whether the horses in boxes are brought out first or not): then comes the twelve, and after it the eight-stall stable, which brings the day on to about four oclock in the afternoon, when there is generally the fullest attendance in the yard.

All people, however, cannot get their horses into these stables; and such as cannot had better put them either into the large stable, the back fourteen-stall, or the boxes. The great thing to avoid is, having the horses brought out before the buyers arrive.

The best way is to bespeak stalls, and rather to defer sending the horses for a week or two sooner than have them put into bad stables.

For the Thursdays sale they should be sent in on the Tuesday: but for whichever day stalls are engaged, care must be taken that the horses are sent in on those I have named, otherwise it will be presumed that they are not coming, and the stalls given up to some one else.

All that has been here said respecting sales by auction at Messrs. Tattersalls Repository, is equally applicable to those at Mr. Youngs Bazaar, except so far as the same may be altered by the printed conditions of sale, and by which all persons are bound.

At Mr. Youngs there is a greater quantity of stabling, and horses need not to be sent in until the day preceding the sale: for instance, a horse sent there on a Friday morning will be in time for the Saturdays sale, though an earlier day might secure a better place in the catalogue.

The Bazaar itself is of immense extent, and admirably arranged; of which perhaps I cannot give a better description than by inserting one of the prospectuses.





BAZAAR, 

King Street, and Baker Street, Portman Square, FOR THE SALE OF HORSES, CARRIAGES, AND FURNITURE, BY COMMISSION.



For Horses and Carriages by Auction every Tuesday and Saturday; and for Saddlery, Harness, and Miscellaneous Articles, daily.



Regulations for the Sale of Horses by Commission.

George Young humbly begs leave to submit the following Regulations for the Sale of Horses by commission in this establishment, which covers upwards of two acres of ground, and contains early four hundred stalls, and good exercising grounds, all inclosed by high walls.

1. Horses will be taken in for sale every day (Sundays excepted), from nine oclock in the morning until eight in the evening during summer, and until dark in the winter, after having passed the examination of the Veterinary Surgeon, in order to guard against the introduction of contagious disease.

2. The premises will be open for general business only during these hours, within which horses may be tried or taken away.

3. A commission of 5 per cent, will be charged on the amount of all sales.

4. The price for forage, &c will be that ordinarily charged in the same neighbourhood from time to time, and each horse will have an hours walking exercise every day.

5. Horses sent as carriage horses may be seen in harness, and tried a short distance out of the Bazaar; but saddle horses will not be allowed to go out, unless by the express permission of the owner, as the space within is sufficiently extensive and convenient for trial and exercise.

6. Studs of horses will be received with their grooms; but such grooms must, if required, comply with the regulations laid down for the servants of the Bazaar.

7. An able veterinary surgeon, assistants, and smiths, will be constantly looking over the stables; careful, experienced head grooms and stablemen selected; and a watchman kept up all night, to guard as much possible against accidents, particularly those arising from horses getting cast in their stalls.

8. Great attention will be paid to horses feet, which is of the utmost importance while they are out of work.

9. All horses purchased must be paid for previously to delivery; and persons failing to make payment within two days after the purchase will become liable either to an action at law by the owner, or to a dissolution of the contract, at his (the owners) option.

10. Should any horse be warranted and prove unsound, he must be returned within the second day after the sale (not including the day of sale), and within the prescribed hours of that day. It must, however, be distinctly understood, that this period only applies to George Youngs liability, the law being open against the owners after that date, as in all other cases of warranty, and that all liability on the part of the agent will cease at the period he binds himself to pay over the amount of sales to the owners.

11. In all disputes which may arise respecting purchases and sales, where the law leaves it at the option of the parties either to bring or defend actions in the name of the agents or the principals, no action will be brought or defended by the agent, or in his name; but the action and defence must be brought and made by the parties themselves, and in their own names; thereby leaving the agent, what he ought to be in the transaction, the witness, to prove the facts in dispute.

12. When a horse, having been warranted sound, shall be returned within the prescribed period on account of unsoundness, a certificate from a veterinary surgeon, particularly describing the unsoundness, must accompany the horse so returned; when, if it be agreed to by the veterinary surgeon of the establishment, the amount received for the horse shall be immediately paid back; but if the veterinary surgeon of the establishment should not confirm the certificate, then, in order to avoid farther dispute, one of the veterinary surgeons of the College shall be called in, and his decision shall be final; and the expense of such umpire shall be borne by the party in error.

13. If any horse, warranted quiet in harness or quiet to ride, or warranted in any other respect (except as to soundness), shall be returned within the prescribed period, as not answering the warranty given with him at the time of sale, he shall be tried and examined within the Bazaar by an impartial person, approved of by George Young, whose decision shall be final; and the consideration for the examination, viz. 10s., shall be paid by the party in error.

14. The proprietors of horses sold may receive the amount of sales (if received from the purchasers), deducting for keep, commission, &c on the fourth day after the sale; but no liability is to attach to George Young, in the event either of an offer or an agreement to purchase not being subsequently carried into effect.

15. The keep, &c. &c of horses that may be taken away unsold must be paid for before delivery.

16. When the keep and other expenses upon any horses sent in for sale shall amount to a larger sum, with reference to their value, than George Young should deem expedient, he shall, at the expiration of ten days after the sending of a written notice to the owner or owners, addressed by post, agreeably to the register made at the time the horse or horses were sent in for sale, be at liberty to sell and dispose of the same, either by public or private contract, placing the proceeds to the credit of the parties, and paying over to them the balance, if any remain, after deducting all charges for keep, commission on sale, &c. &c.

17. George Young will not deal in horses, either directly or indirectly, but will conduct himself most strictly as an agent; nor will any servant be allowed to deal, or to ask for any perquisite.

18. No charge for advertisements will be made for any horse or stud, except especially directed to be advertised.

19. All risk from fire, &c will attach to the owners of the horses.





Regulations for the Sale of Horses by Auction.

1. A sale by auction will take place every Tues day and Saturday, and will commence precisely at twelve oclock at noon.

2. The charges for commission will be five per cent.

3. Catalogues will be made out every Monday and Friday, describing such horses as are to be put up for sale, together with the number which may be affixed to each horse on his entering the Bazaar, and the numerical order in which he will be brought out for sale.

4. The description of the horses given in the catalogue will be the only one by which the horses are put up for sale by auction; it will therefore have no reference what ever to that on the tin (which relates only to the horse on sale by commission); and every horse intended for sale by auction must be in the Bazaar at least one day before the clay of sale, in order to be inserted in the catalogue of the next days sale.

5. A deposit of 10l per cent, must, if demanded, be paid on each lot at the time of purchase, and the remainder before delivery on the same day; but should the purchase-money not be made good during the day, the deposit will be forfeited, leaving the owner at liberty to dissolve the contract, or to re-sell the horse, either privately or by auction, with or without giving notice to the purchaser, who will be debtor to the owner for any difference or loss which may arise out of the non-fulfilment of the contract, including commission on the re-sale, keep, and all other charges whatever.

6. See Clause 10 of the Regulations for Sale by Commission.

7. See Clause 11.

8. See Clause 12.

9. See Clause 13.

10. See Clause 14.

11. Three shillings will be charged on each horse put up for sale by auction, for advertisements, catalogues, &c., but an additional charge will be made if specially advertised.

12. The keep, &c. &c of horses taken away un sold must be paid for before delivery.

13. The price of forage will be the same as may from time to time be charged in the Bazaar for horses sold on commission. The care, attention, feeding, and exercise, will also be the same.

14. Should any dispute arise at the sale between the bidders, the lot on which such dispute shall arise will be put up again.

15. No bidding less than 10s. 6d on sums under fifty guineas, nor less than one guinea on sums above fifty guineas, will be accepted, and the highest bidder will be the purchaser.

16. All risk from fire, &c will attach to the owners of the horses.

17. See Clause 16 of the Regulations for Sale by Commission.

* * * Stock will be valued or sold by auction, on the premises of the owners, upon moderate terms.

Money Advanced on Horses on the following Conditions.

1. That the amount of loans made shall be in proportion to the value of the horses, subject to George Youngs determination; and that the interest on the same shall commence at the rate of 5l per cent, per annum on the day on which the money is advanced.

2. That if the amount borrowed be not repaid, together with all the ordinary charges for interest, keep, &c. &c within the period inserted in the receipt given to the borrower at the time of his depositing the horse or horses upon which the loan is made, George Young shall then be at liberty, with or without notice, to sell and dispose of such horse or horses, either by public auction or by private sale, and to place the proceeds at the credit of the account of the party borrowing; when, after charging the same with 5l per cent, commission on the sale, interest at the rate of 5l per cent, per annum, and the other accustomed charges, he shall pay over the balance, if any remain, in favour of the borrower.

3. That if, on the contrary, any balance should remain due to George Young, the same must be immediately paid to him on demand; or in default thereof, that interest thereon shall commence at the rate of 5l. per cent, per annum, from the day of sale, on which day the balance will be considered due to George Young.

4. That the horses upon which money is so advanced shall in no case be taken out of the Bazaar, until the amount of the loan, with interest, be paid, as well as the keep, and all other charges upon them, up to the day of removal.



George Young takes leave finally to add, that, as the horses are kept in the best possible condition at a very great expense in procuring forage of the first quality, and in employing the best veterinary aid and the most careful grooms, additional advantages are offered to the public; which will, he trusts, ensure him the high reputation (which it shall ever be his earnest endeavour to maintain) of his establishment being the fairest, the safest, and the most extensive market for the purchase and sale of horses. In support of these observations, he begs particularly to refer to Clauses 3, 7, 12, and 13, of Regulations for the Sale of Horses by Commission, and to state generally, that the whole of the foregoing regulations have been framed with the greatest care, and the most anxious desire to prevent legal disputes, and to avoid the great expense usually attendant upon them, as well as to render the strictest justice, by affording equal protection both to the buyers and the sellers.

For the sale of carriages and furniture by commission and by auction, and of saddlery and harness, &c., see also printed Regulations.



The horse department is more a place for sale by commission or private contract than by public auction; and there are always a great number of useful horses to be found, the price of which, and other particulars, can be ascertained by referring from the number of the stall to a list exhibited in each stable.

With respect to the instructions given to the auctioneers as to the price for which they are to sell a horse, a very nice distinction has been made; viz.

That an action does not lie against an auctioneer for selling a horse at the highest price bid for him, contrary to the owners express directions not to let him go under a larger sum named.

Though it would had the seller desired the auctioneer to put the horse up at a certain sum, say 100l.

This is the law, which it is as well to know; though, to give the auctioneers all due credit, I believe they are much too careful of the property entrusted to their disposal to make it likely to occur again.

However, the case was tried in an action of Bexwell against Christie; speaking of which Mr. Espinasse, in his Treatise on the Law of Nisi Prius, says  



It was resolved in this case that when a person sends an article to an auction which advertizes to sell to the highest bidder, with orders not to have it sold under such a price, an action will not lie against the auctioneer if he sells it at a price less than that so mentioned, as such dealings are a fraud on buyers, who suppose the lot is to be knocked down to the best real bidder; but it is otherwise had he ordered it not to be set up under such a price.

If the owner does not object to selling his horse by private contract, he can state the price at the time of entering him in the auctioneers books; and as by this means the five pounds per cent, auction duty will be saved, he may perhaps diminish the price in proportion; he can also state whether he purports warranting him or not.

The horse, whether sold at Messrs. Tattersalls, Mr. Youngs, or elsewhere, being duly entered, comes to the hammer according to his number in the list; when, if the owner wishes to warrant him, he must tell the auctioneer, if he has not already done so on entering him.

The best way of doing this (and also of giving any farther instructions) is by writing, and handing them to the auctioneer when it comes to the horses turn  for a short lapse of time takes place between the putting up of each lot; he then has an opportunity of reading them: but the writer must bear in mind that 



Brevity is the soul of wit.

The difference between the number of horses sold at the hammer under warranty, in proportion to those that are sold without, is so very great, that, at Messrs. Tattersalls particularly, warranty is the exception and not the general rule; consequently they never insert in the catalogues whether the horses to be sold are warranted or not; and unless Messrs. Tattersall state that they are to be warranted, the inference is that the owner does not intend they should, and that the purchaser is to take them at all risks and with all faults.

When the horse comes to the hammer, the auctioneer reads from the catalogue or written instructions what the owner has to say respecting it; as for instance  

This, Gentlemen, is Lot 49  a chesnut mare by Windle; dam Minerva by Walnut; grandam Sister to Beningbrough by King Fergus: she is seven years old and warranted sound, and has been regularly hunted with His Majestys stag-hounds during the last season. Will any Gentleman give two hundred guineas for her? One hundred and eighty guineas? One hundred and fifty guineas?

And so he goes down to, and sometimes below, the price which the horse is to be sold for. If he gets below the sum, and there is no bidding, he perhaps assumes one, and endeavours to work it up to, or past, the lowest price fixed; and a person not knowing this might fancy he had sold his horse, while in fact the auctioneer has only been bidding against himself.

This manner of conducting sales is a mixture of a Dutch auction and an English one.

A Dutch auction is when the thing is put up at a high price, and if nobody accept the offer a lower is named; and so the sum first required is gradually decreased till some person close with the offer. Thus there is of necessity only one bidding  a mode which in this country would attract few bidders.

Messrs. Tattarsalls sale commences in the same manner as a Dutch auction; but when any person actually bids, then others may advance on that bidding, and the highest bidder is declared the purchaser, just as if the sale had been conducted in the usual way.

A good deal of difference of opinion has existed respecting the owners right to bid for his horse at the hammer.

The case I before mentioned, of Bexwell against Christie, turned upon the fact of the horse being advertised to be sold to the highest bidder, and the Judges refused to view the seller in the light of a bidder at all, though the Legislature, in subsequent statutes, seems to have been of a different opinion, and even to have sanctioned such proceedings.

In the case of Howard against Castle, when the purchaser was the only real bidder, Lord Kenyon held, that, unless it were publicly known that the owner intended to bid, it was a fraud upon the purchaser, and consequently no action would lie against him for non-performance of his agreement.

Lord Rosslyn, in a subsequent case of Conolly against Parsons, said he fancied the case of Howard and Castle turned on the circumstance that there was only one real bidder, and the person refused instantly, and his Lordship said  

He felt vast difficulty to compass the reasoning that a person does not follow his own judgment because other persons bid, that the judgment of one person is to be deluded and influenced by the judgment of others.

Upon the whole, however, it seems to be clearly settled that a sale cannot be supported where the purchaser was the only real bidder, and public notice was not given of the owners intention to bid; but that public notice is not essential to the validity of a sale if there be a contest between real bidders after the biddings on the part of the owner have ceased. And it is conceived, that if there were real bidders at the sale it would be supported, although the bidding immediately preceding that of the purchaser was fictitious.

Where public notice has been given, the sale will be binding on the purchaser although there was no contest between real bidders, but only the purchaser and the person employed to bid bid against each other. If, however, the particulars, or advertisement, or even the auctioneer, state (as is frequently the case) that the horse is to be sold without reserve, it seems clear that the sale would be void against the purchaser if any person were employed as a puffer and actually bid at the sale.

I cannot say that I agree with Lord Rosslyn, that the bidding of one man has not its influence on the conduct of another.

If I see a person who I know to be a good judge of a horse examining one particularly, and I afterwards find him bidding for the horse at the hammer, I naturally conclude that he is worth looking after, and I perhaps bid a few pounds more than I otherwise intended merely on the strength of this circumstance: though I admit that this sort of influence is more predominant at horse sales than sales where the object of competition may be land, houses, or other goods, with which all persons are more or less conversant, and have better opportunities of becoming acquainted with the particulars.

We will now proceed to consider the horse as having been at the hammer, and either sold to a real purchaser, or bought in by the auctioneer or the owners bidding.

If sold to a purchaser, the clause No. 3 of Messrs. Tattersalls, and No. 5 of Mr. Youngs conditions, may be enforced if the auctioneer is unacquainted with the party, else he enters his name in the book as the purchaser; and on going to the office and paying the money he receives an order in this form  Deliver lot 49  which enables him to take the horse away immediately.

The price to be paid is the price bid at the hammer (for instance, one hundred guineas for one hundred guineas bid, the biddings being in guineas), the seller paying the auction duty, commission, and whatever is due for the horses keep.

The seller is done for the day; and, on the day mentioned in the seventh of Messrs, Tattersalls and fourteenth of Mr. Youngs conditions of sale, may either go himself or send a person with a written order to receive the money, which will be paid, deducting five pounds per cent, for auction duty, five pounds per cent, for commission, and three shillings and sixpence a night for the horses keep.

The owner, however, need not despair of selling his horse because he sees him return from the hammer without having reached the price he is put in at.

The dealers in the yards are very sagacious and inquisitive, and soon learn what horses are really for sale, and what are merely sent in to assist in the selling of others; and it not unfrequently happens that they make overtures through the grooms for the purchase of the horse before he goes up to the hammer.

As they will take care not to offer what they know the horse to be worth, should there be other purchasers in the yard, I believe the mode most recommended is to let the horse take his turn at the hammer, and run the chance of meeting with a person who wants a horse for use, and who can afford to give more than a dealer, who calculates the profit to be realised on a re-sale, and not the services of the animal.

It not unfrequently happens that dealers are sent to purchase horses for gentlemen. These are what are called guinea-men  their nominal fee being a guinea on each purchase; but the real one is just what they can manage to make by the bargain.

These men are a great nuisance, inasmuch as they prevent gentlemen dealing together; and they have a most peculiar knack of depreciating the value of a horse in the hands of a seller, and extolling the same to a purchaser.

Dealers should always be the dernier ressort; and there are very few horses that are not worth a something to some one of the trade; but the seller must exercise his own discretion, regulated by the properties of the animal to whom he offers it.

Mere hacks are easily disposed of to dealers, especially those about or above fifteen hands and a half high; but a man would not take a hunter to Mr. Dixons, in the Barbican, any more than he would a thorough-bred horse to Mr. Morriss, in St. Martins-lane.

These public sales are the central point for dealers; and if one of them has bid for a horse at the hammer, he is always sure to come to the owner afterwards to treat for him.

Where they have a purchaser in view, some of them will treat very fairly; but there is nothing like relying upon Mr. Taplins advice, and dealing with an honest man as one would with a rogue; and there is no fear of their forgetting to remind the seller that by disposing of his horse by private contract he will save the five per cent, auction duty.

This will enable the owner to sell the horse a few pounds cheaper; and most people, when they are dissatisfied with their horses, will sooner part with them at almost any price than keep them; and to such this may be a convenient mode: but I advise them on no account whatever to warrant a horse to a dealer.

The want of it will not affect its value at all; because dealers are far too sharp to be imposed upon by gentlemen; and if a horse has any injury or infirmity about him, they will not fail to discover and point it out, and also rely upon it for a reduction of price: and even if he is perfectly sound, there are some who would not scruple to make him otherwise, and return him on the breach of warranty if they found he did not answer their purpose.

If the bargain be closed with a dealer or any other person, the seller must go to the office and transfer the horse into the name of the purchaser; and on sending to the office, in like manner as on a sale by auction, he will receive his money, deducting the commission of five per cent, and the expenses as before mentioned.

The paying the agent five per cent, for doing what the owner has done himself may appear an anomaly; but the fact is, that the charge is made for guarantying the payment of the money, and not for the mere trouble of offering the horse for sale.

Should the horse not be sold either at the hammer or by contract, a charge of three shillings is made for putting him up.

I have already stated that it is not the usual custom on sales by auction to warrant the horses sound.

Looking through any of Messrs. Tattersall or Mr. Youngs lists, it will be seen that the description of their qualifications are frequently given in this manner  

A grey gelding, quiet to ride and quiet in harness a black pony, rides and draws  or, a brown gelding, a good roadster and been in harness.

These I consider to be an assurance that the horses will do what is specified; and therefore, if I buy a horse with the description of the grey gelding, and find that he cither is not quiet to ride, or will not go in harness, I am entitled to return him on the breach of that warranty within the period specified in the condition.

By Messrs. Tattersalls eighth condition of sale it will be seen that the purchaser of any lot warranted sound, who shall conceive the same to be unsound, shall return the horse on or before the evening of the second day from the sale, otherwise he is to be deemed sound, and the purchaser obliged to keep the lot with all faults.

Thus, therefore, if I purchase a horse on Mon days sale under a warranty of soundness, of course I use all expedition in ascertaining the correctness of it; and, if I find any thing the matter with the horse, I return him on or before the Wednesday evening: and so, on a Thursdays sale, I return him on or before the Saturday evening.

Messrs. Tattersalls conditions do not mention any warranty other than that of soundness; but I consider that, if the horse does not answer the warranty as to riding or drawing quietly, he is equally returnable at the time mentioned in the eighth condition.

Mr. Young is more specific in his conditions, and No. 13 is made especially to meet the case, CHAP. VI.

We will now consider the case of a horse which has been sold by auction under a warranty of soundness.

Although by the conditions of sale the purchaser is bound to return the horse if not found to answer the warranty by a certain day from the sale, after which he is held to be retained, at the risk of the buyer, as to all after-accidents; yet it does not follow, because he has not been able to discover a latent defect or infirmity within such period, that he is not to be allowed to return a horse as unsound which will perhaps be useless in a week.

As Lord Loughborough said, in the before-mentioned case of Fielder against Starkin  

No length of time elapsed after a sale will alter the nature of a contract originally false.

And by what code of reasoning shall we adopt this doctrine with respect to sales by private contract, and reject it as applicable to sales by public auction?

It is, therefore, clear that the buyer can return a horse bought under a warranty of soundness at a public auction at any reasonable, not to say indefinite period, provided he can prove the existence of disease or lameness at the time the purchase was made.

Were this principle not admitted, the word warranty would become a mere dead letter as applied to sales by public auction, and little or no distinction would exist between a horse purchased with or without one; for though the generality of disorders or infirmities are such as are apparent to the general observer (at least can always be discovered before the expiration of the time allowed for trial), yet not even a professional man can be certain of the non-existence of latent disease.

It is, therefore, clear that the same law which appertains to warranty on sales by private contract is equally applicable to warranty made on sales by public auction.

With respect to the age of a horse sold by public auction, it has been held that where a horse was warranted six years old and sound (and one of the conditions of sale was that the purchaser of any warranted horse, who should conceive the same to be unsound, should return him within two days, otherwise he should be deemed sound), the vendor was liable to have him returned after the expiration of the second day, should he prove more than the age specified.

This was in a case of Buchanan against Parshaw and Lord Kenyon said  

The question turns upon the meaning of this condition of sale, and I am of opinion that it must be confined solely to the circumstance of soundness.

There is good sense in making such a condition at public sales, because, notwithstanding all the care that can be taken, many accidents may happen to the horse between the time of sale and the time when he may be returned, if no time were limited; but the circumstance of age is not open to the same difficulty.



AUCTIONEERS.

The conditions of sale being publicly exhibited, either on the auctioneers box or in the office, but generally in both, it is presumed that all persons attending the sale are conversant with the terms upon which business is transacted, and the law implies a tacit consent on their parts to conform to these terms; and Lord Kenyon said, in a case of Mesnard against Aldridge the auctioneer, where Mesnard brought the action on Aldridge refusing to receive a horse as unsound after the lapse of a second day, that the action could not be supported, and the plaintiff was nonsuited.

All the further law which it seems necessary for our purpose to know respecting auctioneers is, that they are liable to the seller for the amount of his goods, if he lets them out of his possession without receiving the price of them from the purchaser, which was laid down in an action of Brown against Staton.

Auctioneers have long been the privileged dealers in flowery metaphors and exaggerated descriptions, but the thing is now carried to such a height as to call loudly for the interference of the Legislature.

We have all heard of the advertisements of an estate for sale commanding an extensive view over hill and dale, having the landscape varied by a beautiful hanging wood, and which, on the purchasers taking possession of the house, proved to be a gallows.



This may be a true story or not; but I can vouch for the truth of a person having been induced to bid ten thousand pounds for an estate, merely because the auctioneer stated it to be worth twenty thousand pounds; and when it was knocked down to him, he said he only bid to give the thing a start, and the actual value was only four thousand pounds.

Whatever an auctioneer states verbally, relative to the value or advantages of an estate, or anything else, I think should be looked upon as mere verbiage, but I would confine them within some bounds in their printed descriptions.

Formerly it was a proof of the truth of any thing, however improbable, if it were in print. Allegory itself became real the moment it came forth in type, and a mere supposition in manuscript issued with the dignity of history from the press.

The March of Intellect has in a manner superseded this doctrine: but there are still many persons who pin their faith to the printer, and are deceived by the specious advertisements of the auctioneers.

It is not of their verbal or printed puffs that I complain so much, as of the statements they make with the appearance of truth.

For instance: at a sale of pictures, if I see one stated in the catalogue to be by Vandyke, I may fairly suppose it to be the production of that painter; and yet it appears, by some evidence given in the Court of Chancery very lately, in a cause of Huygh v. Gray, that among picture-dealers the mere adding the name of an artist is only considered to imply that the picture is a copy from one of his, but that the word  warranted conveyed an assurance that the picture was an original by the master specified.

The same way with horses. Some auctioneers do not hesitate to insert in their catalogue, as excellent or superior hunters, horses which have never been in the field, or to give any other description equally fallacious.

Others again insert horses in their catalogue as the property of persons to whom they never belonged.

An action was tried very lately at Oxford, where this had been done. It was brought by Mr. Taunton, a solicitor, against Adams, an auctioneer. The circumstances of the case were these:  

The defendant, an auctioneer at Oxford, was employed by Mr. Sadler, a well-known livery-stable keeper there, to dispose of his stud of horses by auction, as he was about to retire from business. The plaintiff attended the sale, and the defendant having represented all the horses as the genuine property of Mr. Sadler, he was induced to bid for one of them, a bay gelding, and became the purchaser of it at forty-one guineas. A day or two after he had got the animal home, he discovered that it was lame; and on making inquiries, ascertained that it had never, in fact, belonged to Mr. Sadler, but was the property of his brother-in-law, a Mr. Beechy, for whom it had been introduced into the sale along with Mr. Sadlers horses. The lameness was pronounced to be of such a description as to be incurable; and the plaintiff therefore brought the present action, by which he sought to recover back the money he had paid for the horse, together with the sum it had cost him for its keep, and the veterinary surgeons bill, amounting altogether to sixty-two pounds thirteen shillings.

Mr. Taunton and Mr. Chilton conducted the plaintiffs case. The foregoing facts having been given in evidence  

Mr. Serjeant Russell (with whom was Mr. Talfourd) addressed the Jury for the defendant. The Learned Serjeant, after submitting that the action was not maintainable, went on to contend that no deceit had been practised by the defendant; nothing, he observed, was more common in sales by auction than to have some goods of another person put into the catalogue.

Mr. Justice Bosanquet: And perhaps nothing can be more improper.

Mr. Serjeant Russell: The horses which the defendant had sold were represented as belonging to a livery-stable keeper at Oxford  a place, as admitted by Mr. Sadler himself, most unlikely to find a good horse in; for they were generally ridden by young gentlemen of the University, who had only one pace, and that was as hard as they could go. The plaintiff had hoped to get a good bar gain, and it had turned out a bad one; but the defendant had practised no deceit, and made no wilful misrepresentation.

Mr. J. Bosanquet left it to the Jury to say whether or not there had been such a misrepresentation by the defendant as induced the plaintif! to bid more for the horse than he would otherwise have done. If they thought that there was, they would find for the plaintiff for such sum as they thought he would have given less than the forty-one guineas which he bid under the defendants representation.

The July found for the plaintiff  damages twenty-eight pounds.

With respect to the best place for disposing of horses, I believe it is generally considered that a real good one is more likely to meet with a purchaser at Messrs. Tattersalls than at any other Repository, this being the resort of sportsmen and gentlemen of fortune from all parts of the kingdom; and that sometimes an indifferent horse will bring a large price if the owner is known many people being kind enough to attach to the horse what is in reality the attribute of the rider; but for selling middling-priced horses, Mr. Youngs Bazaar, by uniting the properties of a good livery-stable, with the advantages of a weekly auction on the spot, and the opportunity of selling by private contract every day, possesses advantages which Messrs. Tattersalls Repository does not.

The extent of Messrs. T.s stables not being equal to the number of horses sent, the owner of one who fails to sell him on the Monday cannot rely upon being able to keep him there until the following Monday, or even the Thursdays sale; but the immense range of stabling at the Bazaar renders any difficulty of this sort very unlikely to happen. At either place the men in the yard will pay every attention to horses who have not grooms sent with them.

As to purchasers at sales by public auction, I believe a buyer with a fair knowledge of horses is considered to be in a much better situation than any seller; but for a person to go to an auction without any ideas on the subject, or previous acquaintance with the horses, and thinking every person blind except himself, is the height of absurdity.

Many of the owners of horses sent to public auctions are persons whom fortune has placed in such a situation that the difference of price obtained by selling their horses with warranties and without them is of no importance, and many would prefer giving them away to running the risk of having them returned at a subsequent period as unsound.

Mr. Richard Wilson (a gentleman well known both in the legal and sporting world), at his annual sales, expressly states in the catalogue, that no warranty is given and the Earl of Jersey and many other Noblemen and Gentlemen adopt the same rule.

It must not, however, be supposed that because these persons apparently carry things with a high hand that they part with valuable horses without receiving a fair consideration.

Doubtless a great number of good horses are sent or put into auction with which the owners have no objection to part provided they obtain their price; but the number of horses really for sale at a reasonable price bear a very small proportion to the number which are only to be sold on exorbitant terms.

Noblemen as well as commoners, and rich men as well as poor, frequently have bad horses, and then what are they to do with them?

To sell them to their friends would not add much to their character and respectability; and to hawk them among strangers would be beneath their dignity: consequently, at certain times of the year, the owner and stud-groom make their selection of all faulty horses, and either have an auction on the premises, or send them off to a public repository, accompanied perhaps by three or four of the best ones in the stable to add weight and importance to the stud.

This is what they call weeding the stable, and a very proper term it is too; and horses drafted in this manner form no inconsiderable portion of the valuable studs of Noblemen and Gentlemen which are sold at repositories and elsewhere.

All horses belonging to men of fortune have names, some both Christian and surnames, which are always speciously inserted in the catalogue, though perhaps only christened on coming into the yard, but the grooms think it gives them an air of consequence; therefore we find the Marquis, Sir Harry, Mary Ann, Mountaineer by Pioneer, and no end of pedigrees.

Supposing Mary Ann (speaking in the language of the stable) to be a decided screw, the groom will very likely arrange the horses so as to bring the Marquis and Sir Harry (both excellent horses) out first, and after letting them be offered at all prices from three hundred guineas down to thirty, and perhaps bought in at forty, Mary Ann will make her appearance, and after being put up at one or two hundred guineas, will run back in the Dutch fashion to thirty-five guineas, or perhaps less.

Well, some innocent bystander may think her very cheap, or perhaps will bid for fun, never dreaming that a two hundred guineas mare like Mary Ann, with such a pedigree, and the property of a Nobleman, will be sold at any thing under that price; or he may think to give the thing a fillip by offering the last sum named, thirty guineas, and is not a little astonished when the auctioneers knock her down to his bidding, perhaps complimenting him at the same time by saying that she is given away.

The pleasing delusion and a pretty horse will most likely be all he will get for his money; for, ten to one, on taking his purchase away, he will discover that she is either broken winded, or just about to lose her eye sight, or has some other valuable quality.

It is the case (though it will not avail him much to know it when once the fatal blow is struck) that his bidding may be retracted at any time before the lot is actually knocked down (unless the conditions expressly stipulate against it), because the assent of both parties is necessary to make the contract binding, which is signified on the part of the seller by knocking down the hammer.

Therefore it behoves the bidder to make the best use of the few moments allowed him, and if he thinks he has done a foolish act, let him remember that the next most foolish thing he can do is to persist in it: so let him say, I retract my bidding before the hammer is down, and the bystanders will think him a much more sensible man than if he allowed a useless horse to be forced upon him.

The studs of Noblemen and Gentlemen giving-up hunting, I believe, are not considered quite so dangerous to speculate in as those the property of Noblemen: for this reason, that it is generally known what hounds are given up; and hence the truth of the statement is more easily ascertained.

But here, as a Gentleman said when looking at a horse a friend had just purchased out of a Noblemans stud which was sold under these circumstances  

I dare say your horse is very cheap; but it does not follow that because my Lord  has given up hunting that his friends have done the same; and you may depend upon it they would not let good horses go for nothing at the hammer., This is a very true observation, and not a bad one to bear in mind when attending sales of this description.

Altogether I believe it is generally allowed by persons conversant with horse-dealing, that those who know nothing about horses, if they must purchase their knowledge, had better buy it at the cheapest rate; and that sales by private contract, where a reasonable trial is allowed, afford much better opportunities of becoming acquainted with the necessary requisites for a good horse, than those by public auction, where the place of trial and inspection is a small and crowded yard.

In conclusion, I may state, that these pages were not written for the benefit of persons who consider all sorts of knavery and deception in horse-dealing not only allowable but commendable; but they were written for the protection of inexperienced men, who daily fall into the snares of the artful and designing: and though, from the paucity of established authorities, I have not been able to enter so fully upon the subject as it requires; yet if what I have written should tend to guard the unwary against fraud, my purpose is fully answered.

So now, like my superiors on the Bench, having gone through what evidence there is, I shall sum up with the opinion of Lord Ellenborough  

That any infirmity which renders a horse less fit for present service, or any malady which renders him less serviceable for a permanency, are unsoundness: And the dicta of Lord Loughborough  

That no length of time elapsed after a sale will alter the nature of a contract originally false  And finish by saying (though contrary to my own interest), that I advise no man to go to law who can avoid it; yet sooner than be made the dupe of designing blacklegs, I would run the risk; and the result of my own experience has been, that (rather than appear as a defendant in a Court of Justice) a horse-dealer will submit to almost any terms, unless indeed he feels himself fortified with the 
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ADDENDA
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THE ROYAL VETERINARY COLLEGE.

I CANNOT omit mentioning an establishment that I subscribe to, but which is by no means so generally known as its public utility and national importance entitles it to be:

I mean the ROYAL VETERINARY COLLEGE at Camden Town, in Middlesex.

The prospectus states  

That the extreme ignorance and incompetency of the greater part of the practitioners on the disease of horses, called farriers, had been long and universally complained of. To remedy which, and meet the evil in the most effectual manner, several Gentlemen formed themselves into a Society for the Improvement of the Veterinary Art. A large piece of ground was provided, and a range of stables, a forge, a theatre for dissection and lectures, and other buildings were erected, at a considerable expense. A medical gentleman of superior abilities was appointed Professor; and other officers requisite to give due effect to the Establishment were fixed at the College, at an expense large in the aggregate, but at salaries not individually greater than were consonant to the strictest rules of economy.

That the grand object of the Institution has been, and is, to form a School of Veterinary Science, in which the anatomical structure of quadrupeds of all kinds, horses, cattle, sheep, dogs, &c., the diseases to which they are subject, and the remedies proper to be applied, may be investigated, and regularly taught; in order that, by this means, enlightened practitioners of liberal education, whose whole study has been devoted to the veterinary art in all its branches, may be gradually dispersed over the kingdom, on whose skill and experience confidence may be securely placed. For this purpose pupils are admitted at the College, who, in addition to the lectures and instructions of the Professor, and the practice of the stables under his superintendence, at present enjoy (from the liberal disposition of some of the most eminent characters of the faculty to support and protect this Establishment) the peculiar advantage of free admission to their medical and anatomical lectures. Of these pupils many are at this time established in various parts of the country, practising with great credit and advantage to themselves, and benefit to their respective neighbourhoods. In order, however, that no doubt may arise respecting the sufficient qualifications of pupils upon their leaving the College, they are strictly examined by the Medical Committee, from whom they receive a proper certificate, if they are found to have acquired a sufficient knowledge in the various branches of veterinary science, and are competent to practise with advantage to the public.

That subscribers to the establishment have the privilege of sending to the College their horses, &c which have occasion for medical treatment of any kind, without farther expense than that of their daily food; and these, in general, form a sufficient number of patients fertile practice of the Professor and his pupils.  The Professor, or assistant, prescribes for horses, &c belonging to subscribers who find it inconvenient to spare them for admission into the Infirmary, or in cases that do not require it, provided that such medicines as are necessary to be furnished are compounded at the College.  Horses are likewise shod at the College forge at the ordinary prices.

That in a political point of view, this Institution is of great importance with respect to the army (which must be sufficiently manifest to every person acquainted with the former state of the practice of farriery in the cavalry); and so fully was the utility of it estimated, that a Board of General Officers having been appointed to take the Institution into consideration, reported, that the loss of horses accruing to the cavalry was heretofore very heavy, owing to the total ignorance of those who, previous to the appointment of veterinary surgeons, had the medical care of them; and that this Establishment has afforded essential improvement to that part of the Military Service, and thereby ultimately must be, and has been the means of considerable saving to the public. The report His Majesty was graciously pleased to approve.





RULES AND REGULATIONS.

Every subscriber of the sum of twenty guineas is a member of the Society for life.

Every subscriber of two guineas annually, to be paid by a cheque drawn upon some banker, or mercantile house of fixed residence in London or Westminster, is a member of the Society for one year, and is equally entitled to all benefits of the Institution whilst he continues such.

None but horses, or animals the property of subscribers, can be admitted into the Infirmary; and should any patient procure admittance contrary to this regulation, either by the misrepresentation of the servant bringing it, or the mistake of the servant of the College who receives it, and the owner, on application being made to him, shall neglect to entitle himself to the privileges of a subscriber, by sending a cheque for his annual subscription, there shall then be charged for medicines and attendance, over and above the daily charge for keep, in no case less than two guineas, and more if more shall really have been expended in the treatment of such patient.

A receipt is directed to be given to every groom bringing a horse on his admission, and upon it a note of the Regulations, in no case to be departed from, that the horse will not be delivered to the owner, or any person sent by him, till the amount of his keep up to the day of delivery be paid.

In cases thought desperate by the Professor, of requiring a time to cure, which in his opinion would incur cost of keep exceeding the value of the animal, he is directed immediately to notify such his opinion to the proprietor, who in that case may choose whether he will, at his own expense, have the animal treated according to known rules of practice, or whether he will give him up to the College, paving the expense? up to the time of such giving up. The animal then becomes a subject of experiment and bolder practice, which if successful, and the animal be restored to health, will still leave the proprietor the option of reclaiming him, on paying at the usual rate for his keep from the time of his having given him up to that of his reclaiming him.

Every gentleman having subject or complaint, either on the medical or stable treatment of his horse, or misconduct in the forge, or of any servants of the College, is requested to communicate the same by letter, addressed either to the Chairman of the Stable Committee, or of the next General Meeting.

No servant of the College is allowed to receive vails, and it is earnestly requested that subscribers will abstain from offering any, as conviction of the receipt would subject the servant so offering to immediate dismissal.

Note.  Though the cure of the diseases incident to horses has always been the primary object of the Institution, it is nevertheless the wish of the Directors to extend its benefits to every description of animals of the brute creation; and the progress of their views, in this respect, has been retarded solely by the want of subjects for practice.

N. B. Subscriptions paid between the first day of January and the last day of June are calculated for a year from the twenty-fifth of March; and those between the first of July and the end of December, for a year from the twenty-ninth of September.





PRIVILEGE OF SUBSCRIBERS

A subscriber has the privilege of having his horses admitted into the Infirmary, to be treated under all circumstances of disease at the price of three shillings per night only, including keep, medicines, or operations of whatever nature that may be necessary; likewise of bringing his horses to the College for the advice of the Professor gratis, in cases where he may prefer the treatment of them at home; and in cases of accidents, which render the subjects of them not capable of being removed, the Professor, or his assistant, will attend the horses of subscribers at their own stables, within London and Westminster at the usual charge of private practitioners.

A subscriber, though resident in the country, has the privilege of having medicines prepared at the College at an expense so much lower than the ordinary prices of druggists, as will, upon a large stable establishment, soon save the amount of subscription, as may appear by the following:



[image: img501.jpg]

THE END


Hints to Railway Travellers
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One of the few extant portraits of Surtees


CHAPTER I.

THE LONDON SEASON PROPER  LUGGAGE  AT THE DEPARTURE STATION  HOTELS  LODGINGS.
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RAILWAYS HAVING BROUGHT London within reach of every one, thousands will visit it who never thought of doing so before. Railways have done more; they have annihilated the prejudice against public conveyances, and abolished the old stiffnecked line of demarcation between posting and coaching company. They have opened out the world to every one.

The second class carriages are infinitely better than the inside of the old stage-coaches used to be, while in every particular except cushions, which are easily supplied, the advantages of easy, expeditious transit are the same in the second class carriage as in the first. Indeed, in summer, we do not know but the second, or even an open third class, is preferable  being cooler and less dust-catching, owing to the absence of cushions. A Tarrier coat and wideawake hat would conceal a timid economist from his best friend. Where there are ladies, however, the first class is desirable; and on the supposition that there are ladies in our party we will proceed to give such hints for their guidance as regular visitors, even, feel the want of every time they go to London. And here we may observe, that though our hints contemplate a party, they will be applicable  on a smaller scale  to individuals of either sex.

They are not written for people who come to London with large establishments, and take houses, but for that numerous and respectable class of country residents whose peregrinations have been heretofore too much confined to their country towns, or neighbouring watering - places. Not among the least beneficial of the Crystal Palace influences will be that of showing how easily a journey to London is accomplished.

There is no place in the world where there is so much amusement and enjoyment to be had at a reasonable rate as in London; there you meet friends you might never otherwise see  see people you would otherwise only hear of  have such a choice of medical advice, of masters for children  such opportunities for introducing them  such unlimited sight-seeing  such delightful novelty  such perfect freedom and independence of action. In London nobody cares what his neighbours do. The only man really known in London is the Duke of Wellington. The veriest greenhorn exclaims at a glance, Theres the glorious old Dook!

THE LONDON SEASON PROPER

is said to begin and end with Parliament; but the lodging-house season does not begin much before Epsom Races. The three weeks or a month in which Epsom and Ascot are included is generally about the fullest, though not the finest, time of the year.

From Epsom Races to the end of July, the cost of west-end lodgings is generally nearly double what it is in autumn and winter  which latter season, indeed, may be said to come well down to Epsom, snow having been seen on a Derby day [1839: Bloomsburys year].

The best time to visit London undoubtedly is between the middle of June and the end of July. You are almost sure of fine settled summer weather at this time, and a months fine weather is better than six weeks of unsettled weather when ladies may be confined for a third of the time to the house. The best fêtes, the best fruit and flower shows, the best balls, the best picnics, the best band-days, the best water-parties, the best white-bait dinners, the fullest parks and gardens, are all at this time of year. Added to which, you may reasonably go with a summer wardrobe only, which you cannot safely do at an earlier period. Let us, then, suppose this to be your season for going; and instead of arranging to stay so long a time, arrange to stay so much money, and endeavour to get as much amusement as you can without either wasting it or stinting your enjoyment for the purpose of saving; and if you deduct what it would cost you to live at home, and do not charge for clothes and things that you would necessarily get whether you went to London or not, it will resolve itself into the mere travelling expenses and rent, sight-seeing, the extra price of provisions, and the expenses of getting about. We will now endeavour to assist your economical enjoyment.

LUGGAGE

is often a perplexing point with paterfamilias. One would wonder how people contrived in former days to get themselves and their wants into a stage-coach or a carriage and pair, so greatly have our wants expanded with railway times. It is not now the carrying but the paying for it that forms the difficulty; and twenty shillings is soon run away with for extra luggage by express train. In going to London it may be well to remember that as it is the real place for choice and fashion, it is no use taking antiquated garments that are sure to be laid aside as soon as you get there. The better plan is to have such things as can be ordered without inspection, to be ready against you arrive  as, for instance, papas hat, coats, boots, shoes, stockings, &c.

If, notwithstanding this precaution, the luggage is still likely to be onerous, pack all the heavy articles into one box and, a day or two before you go yourselves, send them by goods train, directed to the care of any friend or tradesman; or, if a total stranger, to be left till called for at the station luggage-office.

If, however, you feel disposed to risk overweight, have a few luggage-labels ready directed in your pocket, headed GOODS TRAIN, to be affixed on any packages containing articles that you will not want immediately, in case the lynx-eyed porters begin hinting and whispering about having your luggage weighed. This is better than contravening the salutary railway regulation of not paying servants. After money, luggage-labels are the greatest conducers to comfort in travelling. Leather or parchment directions are the best for carpet bags. Cards are apt to come off. Direct with a large initial as 

T

for Tomkinson, which will save trouble at the end of the journey, as the porters will catch the T in half the time they will take to spell the Tomkinson. Besides, it gives you the chance of being taken for ex-Lord Chancellor Truro, or lord anybody else whose name begins with a T. If your packages are numerous, which if a family man they are pretty sure to be, number them thus:  

1  to 40 inclusive 2  to 40 inclusive 3  to 40 inclusive and make a list of the general contents of each; by which means you will be able to tell at a glance whether it contains Lady Truros trinkets or Tommys toys.

Have such things as you will require on the night of your arrival in separate bags, so that you need not disturb the bulk of the luggage until you have settled in your lodgings.

Speaking of travelling generally, it is well, if you can, to avoid holiday and great exclusion train times, as there is always more or less confusion on the lines; also write to the station-master a day or two before you want a horse-box or carriage-truck, as these are not always to be had at the moment. We will now suppose you 

AT THE DEPARTURE STATION.

Here let some one keep a sharp look-out on your luggage while you take your tickets; carry the tickets of the whole party in your glove or waistcoat pocket, to be ready to show whenever they are asked for. Always anticipate an asking. Hold the tickets like a hand at cards, so that they may easily be counted. Thus you will help to accelerate the journey. If the train comes through you must take such seats as are vacant when it arrives, unless you have interest with the station-master to secure you a carriage from the starting-place, or have one ready to attach when the train arrives. A glove, a book, or anything left on a seat denotes that it is taken. Take yours that way.

See your luggage put on the roof of the carriage you occupy, and book the number of the carriage (which is often in a very indistinct place about the wheels), or you may have difficulty in finding it if you get out after the train is lengthened. The seats with the back to the engine are the warmest and least exposed, but at some stations (York, for instance) they reverse the engine, and what goes in head comes out tail. Invalids should note this and change accordingly.

It is well to have a newspaper  or, say, this book  in your hand to resort to in case tiresome people will talk  a purpose for which railway travelling was never intended. If you buy the Times at starting you may barter it for the Post, the Post for the Chronicle, and so on at the different stations as you proceed, till you have read all the papers of the day for the price of one. Do not buy a Bradshaw unless you want a headache, but buy the guide of the particular line upon which you are going to travel, as for instance the Great Northern time-table for the Great Northern line, and so on. They are always to be had at the station bookstalls.

Carry your own provisions; thus you can dine when you are hungry instead of when the railway directors think you ought to be. Chickens cut up and tongue sliced, with bread, biscuits, cakes and so on are most convenient. Dont forget the salt. Buy sandwiches if you do buy.

The quickest express generally gives time for drinking, but if you dont like getting out of the carriage you can add sherry and water, or brandy and water, to the stock. Ask how long the train stops before you alight, and on no account attempt to alight before it stops.

If travelling singly it is well not to enter a carriage containing an evident party, but rather put up with a seat elsewhere. Should any one, however, do so by you, make way for him at once by clearing your wraps and things off the spare seat, and do not treat him as an intruder.

Railway rugs are much in vogue for travelling, but a shepherds plaid or maud is a better thing, being applicable to any part of the person and convertible into a counterpane at night. Caps and wraps of all sorts are to be had at the principal stations; but the less healthy people coddle and wrap themselves the better.

We will now suppose the train arrived in London.

HOTELS.

They who wish for a lengthened career must not stay long at London hotels. England is a striking contrast to the Continent in her houses of public entertainment. Abroad one never wishes to be out of an hotel; in England one never wishes to be in one. Undoubtedly it would be best if, on arriving in London, you could drive at once to a lodging, but as that is seldom capable of accomplishment, few people caring to go twice to the same one, and no one liking to put into the lodging lottery for another, it may be necessary to go for the night to an hotel. The Victoria and the Euston (in the same hands) close to the Euston station, and not far from Kings Cross station, are large well-conducted houses with attendance charged in the bills. The second floor is cheaper than the first, the third floor than the second, though we cannot but think that if all their charges were lower their profits would be larger. As, however, price is a good deal a matter of opinion, we will just subjoin the last bill paid by a friend of ours who, with his wife and her maid, arrived by express train at ten oclock at night and remained over the following day, and let our readers judge for themselves. It is not an unfair sample of charges of west-end hotels of similar pretensions. The rooms were on the second floor. The gentleman breakfasted out on the morning after his arrival  viz., on the 23rd.

There are also several smaller hotels and houses that let beds for the night in all the streets of the Euston neighbourhood, but we cannot recommend any of them from experience.

At the West End, the Burlington Hotel in Burlington Street is a good house, and Walters Hotel, No. 4 Southwick Street, Hyde Park Gardens (near the Great Western Railway terminus), appears from its prospectus to be reasonable. Elliss, in St Jamess Street, is said to be a good house.

The Colonnade, 20 and 24 Charles Street, St Jamess, is in favour with single men and Opera-goers, while Limmers, at the corner of George Street, Hanover Square, leading into Conduit Street, and Hatchetts, 67 Piccadilly, are in favour with sporting gents as they are generally called.

The Post Office Directory, a work that more than any other impresses one with the magnitude of London, contains two closely printed pages of Hotel-keepers, so that no one with money need sleep in the streets.

But the less you have to do with hotels the better. If driven into one, however, by stress of night, let us wish you well out with the loss of as few feathers as possible.

Now we will suppose you in a brougham in search of 

LODGINGS.

As most places of public amusement lie to the west, do not locate yourself east of Regent Street. This street is full of bachelor lodgings, though north of Oxford Street there are a few family ones. Maddox Street, leading from Regent Street to St Georges Church, Hanover Square, is full of lodgings, mostly in sets of sitting-room, bedroom, and dressing-room adjoining. Three guineas a week is about the average for a first floor; two guineas, perhaps, for a second, according to the size and the way they are furnished. Bond Street, Clifford Street, Mount Street Grosvenor Square, Green Street Grosvenor Square, the low end of Park Street Grosvenor Square, Half-Moon Street Piccadilly, and Piccadilly itself, abound in lodgings.

Holies Street across Oxford Street is full of lodging-houses; so are Edwards Street and Orchard Street, and the streets generally about Portman Square. They are rather cheaper on the north side of Oxford Street than on the south.

The streets in the vicinity of St Jamess Street and Pall Mall are full of bedroom lodgings where gentlemen get capitally put up for 2s or 3s a night, and live at their clubs at the rate of £10,000 a-year for some £7 or £8 a week.

Clubs are among the wonders of modern times, and it is worth the while of any one who is likely to be in London for a few weeks to belong to one. Indeed, membership of a club is an inducement to go to London, as no one can have any conception of their comforts who has not tried them. Those where the committees elect are the best to apply to for admission, inasmuch as there is no black-balling by members who wish to bring up their own friends. To be perfect the Club system only wants a sort of general receptacle into which the bores and nuisances of all the clubs might be drafted and kept together. The rooms above Sams library at the corner of St Jamess Street, or a set of the Palace Club Chambers opposite would do very well for the purpose.


CHAPTER II.

IN LOOKING FOR LODGINGS  COALS  PASSAGE LAMP  BED AND TABLE LINEN  WASHING  BOOT AND SHOE CLEANING; CLOTHES BRUSHING  PLATE  RENT  TERM OF TAKING  ENTERING  LETTERS  BUTCHER MEAT  POULTRY  FISH  BUTTER, CREAM, AND EGGS  FRUIT AND VEGETABLES.
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BUT TO LODGING-SEEKING.

The Belgrave and Bayswater districts drive fierce competition, the former relying on its fashion, the latter on its salubrity, for attracting.

We are not sure but that you will be as well located in the midst of everything on the east side of Hyde Park. If the houses are smaller and the air less pure you will enjoy your own homes more when you get back; but if you determine to try either of these great horns of the metropolis, Chester Street, Cadogan Place, Sloane Street, Halkin Street, all the minor streets in Belgravia abound in lodgings; while on the north or Bayswater side you have Albion Street, Cambridge Street, Upper Berkeley Street, South-wick Street, Porchester Place, all the streets leading away from squares and terraces; indeed, in Cambridge Terrace itself Lodgings to Let is often to be seen in the windows.

This is decidedly the healthiest and cheapest part of the west-end of London. You will get two good drawing-rooms adjoining, with two good bedrooms above and a servants room for three pounds or guineas a week.

IN LOOKING FOR LODGINGS

survey the exterior of the house with a Lodgings to Let in the window to see whether it looks one in which you may expect to find rooms of the size you require. It is no use going to Belgrave or Grosvenor Square in search of a lodging at a few guineas a week.

It would be a great convenience if lodging letters would specify in their windows what they have to let, as for instance a first and second floor, or a first floor; or the parlours, which means the ground floor.

Avoid corner houses as they entail a double allowance of noise; also those inhabited by musicians, tailors, bakers, doctors, dentists, and undertakers.

The private house lodging letters pretend to decry lodgings above shops, but if you see comfortable rooms above premises other than those of the professions and trades named do not be prevented taking them on that account. Your friends will not suppose you keep the shop, while it may be satisfactory to know that the lodging letters have means of living other than upon you.

Having seen what from the outside you think will do, you now proceed to knock at the door. If it is opened by a dirty, slip-shod girl; if, in addition, the mat is ragged and the passage unclean, back out as quickly as you can, saying if they have a first floor to let that you want a second, or if a second that you want a first, and so on. And here we may observe that there are no such things as fleas or other vermin in London lodgings. If you find any and are simple enough to complain, the landlady is sure to say you must have brought them with you.

LONDON LODGINGS ARE OF THREE SORTS:

First, the house-agents lodgings, or apartments as they call them, where no let appears in the window, and the business is transacted by a house-agent.

Secondly, the either lodgings or houses, as the takers require, where the letters transact their own business, and will go out, leaving their servants if wanted.

Thirdly, the regular first and second floor, or parlours, to let, that one sees at every turn and corner of the town.

It is said that every woman is a separate enigma; we can answer for it that this applies to every lodging-letting woman. Now we will consider varieties of lodgings.

We are not great admirers of the house-agents apartments; they are generally kept by pretentious people who, being above lodging-letting, leave their inmates to the mercy of the servants, whose services they not infrequently monopolise themselves. We knew one who could not bear the idea of her servants seeing any money pass between her lodgers and herself, and begged that the rent might be sent downstairs to her in a sealed envelope!

The second, the either lodgings or houses as the party requires, is convenient if your family is large, but there is attending them a danger it may be well to make known. Many of the houses have a sort of workshop or retiring rooms down the yard, and while the owners are supposed to be recreating at Margate or Heme Bay, they are in fact occupying these rooms and living upon their lodgers. We knew a case where a country family occupied a house of this description for a whole summer without ever suspecting what was going on; and this notwithstanding they had some fine, faithful old family servants of then-own up with them. Therefore we say Beware of back settlements.

The third sort is the common sort, and to them we will direct our attention. These are chiefly in the hands of fine faithful old family servants, learned in the doctrine of perquisites and polite peculation. These are curious people to deal with; the smiling, obsequious plausibility that marks the entry often contrasting with the stem inflexibility of the cracked-plate-and-uttermost-farthing scene at the exit.

Look at three or four sets of lodgings at least before you begin to make up your mind upon any. This will enable you to judge of the current rate of prices and also to play one set of lodgings off against another. If towards the close of a bargain the party begins to be exorbitant about trifles, you had better cry off as they will be sure to cheat you in the end. Be very particular in looking at the offices and conveniences and the supply of water. Ask if there are any children or other lodgers, and if so, who. Also if they dine at home and at what hour, in order that your arrangements may not clash, as few lodgings can manage two dinners at a time.

See also that the street door opens with a latchkey and obtain one, as it is disagreeable to have to wait every time you come in till the servant arrives from the cellar or garrets to answer your summons.

If after taking, say, two floors, you find there is still a single bedroom disengaged, you had better take it and stipulate that there are to be no more lodgers in the house while you are there, otherwise the non-occupation of this room may cause such an influx of people as is quite astonishing.

COALS

are a fertile source of imposition. You are supposed to be in town at a fine time of year when it requires a little nerve to face a candle and seal a letter, but for the less fortunate as to season coals are often a serious item. A writer in the Times lately exposed the fact that at an hotel he was charged 2s. 6d per day for 2 1/2d worth of coals! Lodging-house people will often try for Is a day for a sitting-room fire, and 6d for a fire in the bedroom; but 6d is ample for the one and 3d for the other; 3s. 6d a week, or 6d a day when you dine at home for the use of the kitchen fire is also a common charge, though it is far too much. Some very exorbitant people try to make a charge for the 

PASSAGE LAMP, but this is sheer imposition.

BED AND TABLE LINEN

form another source of trouble. If the lodging letters find it and wash it they will stint you for quantity, while if they find it and you wash it they will inundate you with quantity in order to get a profit out of the washing, which of course will have to be done by their own washerwoman. Upon the whole it is better to have too much than too little. Lodging-houses, as we said, being mostly kept by old servants, are generally pretty well found in linen. We know of one entirely supplied with the coroneted linen of a Scotch nobleman. If it was honestly come by all we can say is that the Scotch are more liberal to their servants than the English. With regard to 

WASHING

country people take their cue a good deal from the Londoners, whose tariff may be gleaned from that of the Great Western Laundry at the Manor House, Paddington:  

These are often bones of contention in lodgings, the people of the house generally trying to put them upon the poor over-worked servant by whom they are sure to be wretchedly done while you are charged a price that ought to ensure a superior polish; 6d a day or 3s. 6d a week for boot cleaning and clothes brushing is what they usually try for, but 2d for boots and Id for shoes is the right thing. A prudent man will brush his own coat rather than let it descend to mop up the slops in the area and brought back nicely folded, which is generally all that is done. In bachelors lodgings boot-cleaning, &c., is very well managed by men who do it for the inmates of a certain number of houses. It is the family lodging-letters that always make the trouble and declare there is no one to be got. Lord Shaftesburys shoe-black brigade might be usefully extended to the lodging house streets; or it would be a good speculation for green-grocers (who are mostly old servants) to combine the business of valets. They should proclaim it in their windows, for the lodging-letters would never let their existence be known.

PLATE

as a rule is a purely imaginary article in London lodgings. Take up a dozen or two of forks and spoons with you, and be sure you take them back.

If you want more for any particular occasion you can hire them at Gunters or any of the large dinner-serving confectioners, who, indeed, will supply you with everything you need  plate, linen, china, glass, wine, dinner, dessert, waiters, guests and all, if you like. People in general, however, do not like lodging-house hospitality; and you had better make any return for what you receive by inviting your hosts to visit you in the country, the railways affording them the same facility of getting at you that they do you of getting at them. That is the true reciprocity system.

With regard to 

RENT.

First, or drawing-room floors, are always the most expensive; though there is often little to choose in absolute comfort between a first floor and a second. Many people object to a second floor in lodgings who think nothing of climbing up to a third floor in a fashionable hotel. Remember, if you have noisy people in the house it is better to have them below than above. A second floor is preferable to the parlours or ground floor, as you have better air and less noise and dust.

Whatever rooms you take it may be well to stipulate that things are to remain as they are; or, on taking possession, you may find that the ornaments have taken flight, and druggets and chintzes covering the attractive carpets and chairs.

As there is always a final fight about dilapidation it may mitigate the severity of the engagement if, on entering, you point out and note the cracks, stains and repairs. We have heard of a skilfully mended, skilfully cushioned easy-chair that was a regular annuity to a lodging-house keeper  each fresh occupant of the rooms breaking it down almost immediately.

If on taking rooms the people ask you for a reference it gives you the opportunity of asking to see their last half-years rent and tax receipts, which will secure you against Doe and Roe taking liberties with your wardrobe. The deposit of a sovereign answers every purpose of a reference  though a cab-load of luggage is as good as either.

TERM OF TAKING.

It is not advisable to take lodgings for more than a week certain, though by taking them for a longer time you may get them a little cheaper. The best plan is to engage them with liberty to leave at the end of the week; but if you continue for, say, a month, to have them at something less. Reduce the bargain to writing as well as you can, and get the party to sign it. The following may be some assistance in drawing it out:  

MADDOX STREET, 

June 14th, 1851.

I agree to let Mr Jolly Green my first and second floors with a servants bedroom above for one week from this date for £5, with the option of staying on for a month at the rate of £4, 10s. Od a week for the whole time. The above to include cooking, attendance, plate, bed and table linen (Mr Green paying for washing it), and kitchen fire; Mr Green paying 6d a day for sitting-room and 3d a day for bedroom fires when he has them.

(Signed) JOHN BADTOBIND.

The sooner after taking you enter the better, as you will most likely say when you get the hotel bill. Forthwith write your new address in your pocket-book, so that, if you get your pocket picked, you may have a chance of getting the book at least back.

ENTERING.

We will now suppose you have effected an entry  got your trunks unpacked, and your hands washed with a piece of your own old Windsor soap instead of a piece of gingerbread-looking lodging-house stuff, charged fifty per cent profit. The latter reflection leads us to say the bane of lodgings is that the majority of letters want a profit upon everything you have  bread, meat, fish, cheese, butter, milk, vegetables; and will often change or spoil articles that are supplied by other than their own pliant trades-people. The best plan is to specify, when you take the rooms, that you mean to be supplied by your own tradesmen, and if there is any demur about it, have nothing to do with the lodgings.

Locking things up with lodging-house keys is quite a work of supererogation. The best plan is to convert a good strong railway box of your own into a temporary store-room.

Italian warehouses are a great convenience to country people in lodgings, as from them can be drawn at short notice an immense assortment of goods that formerly lay scattered through a varie y of shops. Fortnum & Mason, 181 Piccadilly, is perhaps the largest establishment of the sort in London, and the following list of things may be useful as a reference to heads distracted with the noise of travelling and the turmoil of London:  

Wines and spirits of all sorts, from a single bottle upwards. No reference is required; a note by post will in a few hours bring the things, which will not be left without the money. All large London tradesmen have vans constantly traversing the streets delivering goods.

LETTERS.

Having now a local habitation and a name, you can send or write to the Post Office for your letters. If they have been directed to  

John Tomkinson, Esq., 

London,

they will be sent out by the letter-carrier for delivery at the address with which you furnish the authorities, thus:  

To the General Post Office, St Martins-le-Grand.

Please send my letters to No.  Cambridge Street, Hyde Park Square.

John Tomkinson.

If they are directed to  

John Tomkinson, Esq., Post Office, London, they will be delivered between the hours of 10 A.M. and 4 P.M. at the window of the office in St Martins-le-Grand; but the former is the simpler way, and effected by a note through the nearest Post Office to your lodgings.

There are ten deliveries of letters daily in London.

We will now proceed to the subject of eatables:  

BUTCHER MEAT. 

The following were the prices as furnished by an ordinary west-end butcher last summer (1851):-

POULTRY

is about double the price in London that it is in the country, therefore you had better lay off poultry until your return, or have your own up by goods train which is very cheap carriage.

FISH.

Every locality has its two or three fishmongers, who send in their bills of fare of each day with prices attached. Fish is excellent in London; and if the lodging-house fishmonger does not supply you, well there are plenty who will.

BUTTER, CREAM AND EGGS

are to be had as good in London as anywhere else.

FRUIT AND VEGETABLES

will be got at the nearest green-grocers; and as there is abundant competition you can change as often as you like till you get a shop to suit. It is well to pay all the tradesmen a visit.

Get in your bills the day before the expiration of the week; this will enable you to judge the style of the people with whom you are lodging; and if you resolve upon leaving be prepared to go out by 12 oclock, or they may charge you for the full day, or perhaps raise a question whether you are not bound to stay another week, though we believe the law is that when lodgings are taken for a term certain, no notice is necessary, the tenancy expiring with the term. You will do well, however, not to try the point.

Anticipating your departure, we may here say that it is usual to give the poor servants of the house something, and it is desirable to give it to them personally. They are generally terribly overworked and wretchedly paid. The amount must depend upon the length of time you have been there, the trouble you have given and the disposition they have shown to oblige. Any master or mistress can judge for what wage they can get such a servant by the year, and calculate accordingly.
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HAVING NOW GIVEN the best directions we can to guide you in the lottery of lodging-taking, we will suppose you sallying forth in quest of amusement. First buy a MAP OF LONDON; and, as showing the universal tendency to cheapness, we may mention that maps which fifteen or twenty years ago could not be had under 2s or 3s may now be had at almost any price from a halfpenny upwards. A 6d one without a back or case will best answer your purpose and not take up too much room.

SOCIETY, SIGHT-SEEING, ETC.

It would not do in a work calculated to be read during the limits of a railway ride, to say much on society or the sights of London. Outdoor sight-seeing is the best, and that society pleasantest which involves neither trouble nor obligation.

Passing by Her Majestys Balls as out of our reach, we come to Almacks, held weekly during the full season at Williss Rooms in King Street, St Jamess. These are presided over by certain ladies of rank with some one or other of whom an applicant must be personally acquainted; a note requesting admissions for so many persons, naming them, is addressed to the Lady Patroness and left with Mr Willis; this will either procure tickets or it will not (most likely not) on the Wednesday. These balls are in sets of three each, called subscriptions, admission to the three, one guinea each person; but parties merely wishing to see the style of thing had better apply for single tickets, which are charged half-a-guinea each, as a lady patroness, especially about election times, might be able to accommodate them with tickets for one night, and yet not be able to give them a subscription.

The time, however, is now come, we think, when Mr Willis with his accurate knowledge of London, aided by Whos Who and similar publications, might organise open balls accessible by payment at the door, either having a master of ceremonies to introduce people, or leaving it to chance, as it is at Almacks, for acquaintances to meet and arrange partners. His rooms will not hold above a certain number, and if double that number want admission to Almacks it stands to reason that half the applicants must be disappointed, while sometimes the lateness of the hour at which you learn whether you are to receive tickets or not greatly mars the pleasure of the thing.

Thousands would go to open balls who object to the trouble of seeking, or laying themselves under obligations for tickets. Why should not the great London clubs patronise a ball apiece dining the season at Williss? Or, better still, give them in their fine over-furnished drawingrooms?

The Caledonian and other large charity balls are conducted on the compression principle, the rooms being made to hold double the number that can dance. Few, with a guinea to spare, need have any difficulty in getting vouchers for tickets from any lady patroness (lists of whom are published in all the papers), who may never have heard of them, or of any one belonging to them.

Invitations to private balls, of course, can only be obtained through the medium of a mutual friend, or previous acquaintance with the giver.

Dinner-parties  set dinner-parties at least  do not pay. They spoil your day, and according to the present absurd forms of society, no introductions and no asking to take wine, people return pretty much as they go. Balls are far better things.

The Opera or the Exhibition of pictures is the safest conversational ice-breaker with a stranger on the solemn occasion of a set dinner-party.

Do not persecute your local M.P.s. They have enough to do without entertaining their constituents in London. Do not make pleasure calls before three or four oclock in the afternoon. If you wish your call to be returned be careful to leave your address as well as your name.

Kensington Gardens on band days is one of the most enjoyable places in fine weather. Richmond, by water, is another. The Chiswick and Regents Park Horticultural fêtes throw all country flower-shows far into the shade. Keep to the great sights and shows; the little ones are only for people who have exhausted the large ones, or who go for the sake of saying they have been there.

The Strangers Column in the Morning Post indicates everything that is going on, and tells how to get tickets, &c. The neighbouring newsman will supply any paper at your own time for a penny an hour.

We will next address ourselves to London locomotion.

JOB BROUGHAMS

are among the modern luxuries of railway introduction. Formerly there was no choice between a hackney coach and a glass coach which might be merely a hackney with the plate taken off, and these could often only be had by the day. Now people can get neat one-horse vehicles for an hour, or for as much longer as they wish. The charge for the first hour is generally 3s with, say, Is for the driver, and 2s. 6d for each subsequent hour, when the fee to the driver generally falls to the uniform rate of 6d an hour. To prevent wrangling, however, go to a respectable job-master and get him to charge for the driver in the bill; which, we may observe, you will perhaps have some difficulty in doing as the men object to it, hoping of course to get more from you. As there are always equipages of various degrees of merit, it is well to bespeak one overnight if you want a brougham or clarence for the day. In hiring for a day, compare your ideas of a day with the job-masters, or you may find that two of his days go into one of yours. The best vehicles are generally jobbed by the month, but you will be more independent, and perhaps come off more cheaply if you just hire them when you want them. A shilling or two to the ostler or head man of the yard may not be thrown away in procuring you a respectable turn-out.

All job-masters will do well to remember that, as neatness and utility are the only recommendations of broughams, there is little to choose between a dirty job brougham and one off the stand.

The drivers are usually the weak part of these vehicles. They are mostly men vacillating between gentlemens service and the cab-stand  and our readers will know what to expect of men in that transition state. We once suggested to a job-master whose carriages were otherwise unexceptionable, the propriety of having a plain undress livery for the driver, and were told that he had tried it, and what with their bolting with, or pawning, the clothes, the system had been found perfectly impracticable. Finding themselves in clothes the men are often sad guys  a sort of mixture of groom, gardener and gamekeeper. Some of them are so nearly ready for the cab-stand that they cut through all the back streets and places to save distance, whereas a stranger wants to see as much of the best parts of London as he can. If you find you have got a genius of this sort, stop him and tell him the way you want to go; and make him drive at a moderate pace instead of scuttling along as if he were going to catch a railway train.

A sort of hybrid cab haunts the Euston and other hotels, neither street cab nor brougham, but combining the disadvantages of both. A friend of ours, wanting to summons the ragged-coated driver of one of them found it had neither name nor number, and was told by the ruffian that his name was We R., pointing to a hiero-glyphieal V.R. on his panel. The proprietors of these hotels do their best to protect the public against these impostors; and We R, on being reported, was immediately dismissed; but we may suggest that it would be a great convenience to strangers if the cab-fare were charged in the hotel bill. Of course it would be well for the party to make the driver admit being paid before starting. Street hansoms with the driver stuck up behind, and close cabs or broughams, are the same price, viz eightpence a mile, nominally; but as much more as the drivers can extort, in reality.

We wonder cab-drivers do not find out that their ruffianly misconduct drives people into the omnibuses. We never get into a street cab by any chance if we can help it. A friend of ours when, in a passage of politeness with a cabman, he receives the usual assurance that he is no genleman, replies Perhaps, sir, you are no judge. You had better put up with a slight overcharge than employ Mr Mogg to measure the distance, as his trifle for doing it will by some be thought a good deal. A gross case will speak for itself. At the same time the public is much indebted to gentlemen who will take the trouble of curbing the lawlessness of these fellows. The magistrates, we are glad to see, show every disposition to assist.

It is a singular fact; but there is scarcely to be jobbed in London such a thing as a decent open carriage in which an invalid can take the air. Some coachmakers will accommodate you with them for a month or so, when perhaps you only want them for a day or two. Why should there not be stands for open vehicles such as they have at Brighton, Leamington and all the large watering-places, in the neighbourhood of the parks, in which parties may drive; if not in the parks, at all events into the suburbs for a mouthful of fresh air? But this is leading us to fresh fields and pastures new; our business is with the great Metropolis.

FOOTMEN

are to be jobbed in London as well as coachmen; but with a handle inside the door, footmen are not useful and are certainly not ornamental. They generally try for 4s or 5s a day, though often very little better to look at than crossing - sweepers. But as the brougham is supposed to be jobbed for the ladies, why should not the gentleman ride beside the coachman? And here we may observe that 

COUNTRY SERVANTS

are of no use in London. If you do not lose them in going up you are sure to do so when you get there; besides which they generally think they are brought for their own amusement and not for your service. Moreover, they learn no good in London lodgings. If you take a ladys maid, stipulate beforehand that she is to wait at table.

HACK HORSES.

Riding is not an amusement to be recommended. A man is quite as respectable and much safer on the box of an omnibus. A hack horse is a hack horse whoever bestrides it, and even if their woebegone looks did not proclaim them, their wretched pulpy saddles and buckley bridles would: 14s a day, or 10s for a Park ride is an expensive way of risking ones neck. For a man the 

BOX OF AN OMNIBUS

is the best place from which to see London. He may see the outside of everything for a very few shillings.

RIVER STEAMERS

are also a great convenience to sight-seers; but avoid the crowded halfpenny and penny ones. The dearest are cheap enough.

A FISH DINNER

at Blackwall or Greenwich contrasts strangely with the expense of getting there. And eating leads us to say a few words about London 

CHOP HOUSES.

These hints, though more especially intended for families, will be serviceable to the single of either sex as well. Gentlemen will most likely prefer dining out to the trouble of ordering dinner at home, and if so, here are a half a dozen houses selected at random, in different parts of the town, from Murrays useful Handbook of Modern London. Joes in Finch Lane, Cornhill, famous for chops and steaks. Simpsons Cigar Divan in the Strand; joints from 5 to 7. Simpsons, at the Albion, close to Drury Lane Theatre, said to be excellent. Blue Post in Cork Street, Bond Street. The Albany in Piccadilly, where, it is said, ladies may dine with comfort. Verreys in Regent Street, where there is French cookery.

We are now about to enter upon the extreme delicacies of our subject.

SHOPPING

is the just prerogative of ladies. We will divide our hints into two heads, ladies shopping and gentlemens shopping; and first of LADIES SHOPPING.

The most marvellous sight in nature is a lady turning over half a shopful of things, and end by buying a pennorth of pins. The next most marvellous thing is how the shopkeepers stand it.

MILLINERS.

A first-rate London milliner and dressmaker is a difficult person to control. If she agrees to let you have a thing at an apparently reasonable price, she will often add something or another that will completely alter the reality. For instance, a lady will order a dress at, say, ten guineas. When the bill comes in at Christmas a rich silk dress is charged £10, 10s.; but there follows, perhaps, A band and fine gold buckle £4, 14s. 6d.  the band being a piece of ribbon, and the fine gold buckle a thing that a country silversmith will match for five and twenty or thirty shillings. The only way to meet this is to have the bill with the goods, whether you mean to pay the bill or not, as you can return a thing of this sort at the time, though you may not be able to do so six months after.

In dress, study the pretty and becoming, rather than what the milliners and dressmakers tell you is the fashion. If you observe the great ladies of life, they are never in extremes. Do not believe that the Queen wears all the queer things they attribute to her. No one has a more ladylike taste in dress than Her Majesty.

LACE.

There is said to be more roguery in lace than in anything else; what is sold in many shops as hand-made being only machinery-made with a little irregularity introduced in the pattern to give it an air of plausibility. Ladies like to be cheated. And certainly London is the true place to gratify the propensity, where swindling is a perfect science, and carried on in every guise, from the mock custom-house seizure sales, proclaimed with royal-arms-headed bills and advertisements, through the continually selling off and tremendous sacrifice shops, down to the prowling 

DUFFERS

who hang about the streets, whispering into shop-window starers ears their enormous bargains in smuggled shawls, silks, laces, gloves or cigars. The parties who follow them to their low pothouse dens are lucky if they do not get robbed as well as cheated. Their pretended smuggled goods are all British manufacture. formerly held in such abhorrence, have come into favour, and save an infinity of trouble and persecution. You see at once the price of each article, and it is no longer open to the shopman to add ten or fifteen per cent, to accord with your arrival in a cab or a carriage. Besides ticketing prevents disappointment at finding that an article on which you have set your heart is greatly beyond your mark. Do not, however, suppose that ticketed shops are necessarily cheap, or that the figure on the ticket always denotes the price they mean to take. We once saw a lady buy for 14s an article that was ticketed 25s.

Strange shops should be entered with caution. There are handsomely set out shops  in the best streets too  where, if they get a lady in alone, they will try and bully her into buying, and cheat her most desperately into the bargain.

As a general rule, where the shopmen are extremely urgent and importunate, insisting upon showing things instead of answering your questions about price, make up your mind that they are cheats, and get out of the shop as quickly as you can.

As a general rule in shopping, when you do not take the things away with you, give your address, and name an horn-when you will be at home to receive and pay for them.

FOR TOYS

the Lowther Arcade, between St Martins Church and the Strand, is cheapest, if not best. At Soho Bazaar there is also good choice.

HAIRDRESSERS

are wonderful people for talking ladies into combs and cosmetics  each lauding his own and decrying his neighbours. Ladies may just as well take the master hairdresser in their neighbourhood as send for a fashionable one from a distance; the latter will most likely favour them with one of his genteel young men.

We wish we could tell our male readers where to get a comfortable clip without persecution, but we only know one shop, and that is so dirty we dare not recommend it.

MANS SHOPPING

is of mans life a thing apart. We advise you to have nothing to do with cheap clothes, which are always dear in the end. True, the puffing tailors say that by dealing for ready money gentlemen only pay for themselves, and not for those who dont; but we do not know that there is much to choose between paying for those who dont, and paying for the bedizened palaces, poets and outrageous puffing of the slop shops. Besides, there is great danger of contagion from the unwholesome places in which most of the cheap clothes are made up.

We make it a rule never to change a tradesman who serves us well, therefore our own experience is necessarily limited. In these days of sack-like garments, however, there is no saying but a country tailor could make a baggy coat as well as a London man, and at much lower cost, especially if the material be found for him. It is not a bad plan to get London clothes and have them copied in the country.

The Post Office Directory gives the names of many thousand London tailors  an army of them in fact.

Hats may now be got as well in the country as in London. A guinea should get a good one in either.

CARRIAGE BUYING

is a very dangerous speculation in London; no one should attempt it on his own judgment.

Half the advertised bargains are swindles, and some apparently respectable coachmakers are as bad as any in the advertising way. If a great man dies they will immediately furbish up an old thing, add his coronet or crest, and perhaps get £150 for a vehicle not worth £10. Still, despite all the sneering self-sufficiency of country coach-makers, there is nothing like a London carriage.

COPERS, OR HORSE CHAUNTERS, are people who deal in fine-looking, but generally broken - winded or otherwise utterly worthless horses, by means of specious advertisements. They are generally very liberal in their offers of trials; but when the would-be buyer comes to mount, they request a deposit of  say half the value  £50 or £60, as he is a stranger. When the would-be buyer returns from his trial he finds the coper gone, and the smiles of the neighbourhood inform him he has been done. Horse-chaunting is a very common pursuit in London.

TATTERS ALLS

is the best place either for buying or selling horses.

MOCK AUCTIONS

are places where the comedy of competition is amusingly performed by regular retainers whenever a stranger looks in. There is something about mock auctions that would go far to proclaim them, even if immortal Punch had not taken them in hand.

REGULAR AUCTIONS

are bad enough; for unless you employ a broker to bid for you the fraternity will run you up to perhaps more than you would pay for the article in a shop; while, if you do employ a broker and ask his opinion of the value he will be sure to enhance it as he is paid a commission (generally five per cent) on the purchase-money. The only way is to appraise it yourself, and then tell a broker what you will give. By this means you may sometimes pick up bargains; but the bad ones will, we think, preponderate over the good.

MEDICAL ADVICE.

Having mentioned this at the outset we will close with a few words on the subject, though we hope your journey will be solely for pleasure.

There is no doubt that hundreds and thousands have died in the country who might have been saved if they had gone to London. The old, indefinite internal complaint that satisfies so many country incompetents, flies before the fight of London science. When, therefore, old Bolus does not make you any better, ask him who will be the best person in London to consult for your complaint, and if you fear the fatigue of the journey, order one of the invalid carriages which are to be had on most railways.

In all professional cases take one of the best men of the day; they cost no more than the worst, viz a guinea for a consultation, and another when there is an examination. A little delay in getting an interview is the only inconvenience, and this is often overcome by a tip to the servant.

The best plan, however, is to let them come to you, which costs no more. There are few more painful reminiscences than those connected with the crowded waiting-room of a London practitioner.

Remember, fair ladies, that time is money with professional men, and do not overpower them with questions. Think of Abernethys answer to the lady who, having exhausted his patience, at length asked if he thought she might eat a few oysters.

Oh! d  mn it, Maam, yes! Shells and all! exclaimed he rolling out of the room.

Supposing you go up well, one great aid in keeping so will be to exercise care in 

WALKING THE STREETS.

To this end cross at a crossing and not at an angle. In crowded thoroughfares look well each way before you venture, and then cross coolly and collectedly, or you may meet some one else rushing from the contrary direction and upset each other. The right hand to it entitles you to the wall-side of the footway. As you will most likely have to go into the City for money before you leave town, let us advise you to go about mid-day, unless you are fond of waiting, which assuredly you will have to do if you postpone your call till the busy hours of banking.

If at any time you miss your way ask it of a policeman: but hoping that you will have no such misfortune, but on the contrary enjoy yourselves exceedingly and get away not only with a little money in your pockets, but without a wrangle either with your landlady, or the cab-driver who takes you to the station, or the luggage porter on the platform, prays Yours, &c., The Author.
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I. A VISIT TO NIMROD.
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LOOKING BACK TO former years when the Continent was overrun with English visitors  when every third person we encountered was our countryman  it may appear like the repetition of an already oft-told tale to attempt a narrative of a trip to a place which has been explored by every traveller, from the lordly aristocrat who rolls along in his well-appointed calèche with avant-courier to the humble mechanic who has dared the waves in the tremulous steamer, which, starting from the Tower Stairs, promises to deposit its cargo at Calais or Boulogne, and return on the following day. But the rage for Continental travel has subsided; and though the influx of visitors in former times might lead one to suppose that no one had escaped the general mania, still there may be those who yet keep their visit in reserve, while others may like to know what changes have come over the land since last they retraced their steps from France.

It was on the last Saturday in June [1832] that we mounted the box of the Dover mail at 8 P.M., and were whisked out of London as fast as four horses could take us. The Dover road is one of the best in England for quick travelling. The business communication alone between this country and the Continent is amply sufficient to keep the posting department on a perpetual qui vive, and the crowds that flocked to the Continent in former years converted it into a regular thoroughfare. There is scarcely a stage that may not be travelled at the rate of ten miles an hour with a light carriage and a pair of horses. An Englishman is fond of going fast; and the man who has the most time to spare is generally the most niggardly of it when travelling. Of coaches there are, of course, both fast and slow; in fact, the most curious in paces is sure to be accommodated between the Royal Mail and the London van driven by that well-known gentleman Tea-kettle Tom.

Coaching, however, is but a sorry business on the Dover road just now. The unequal contest that the proprietors have to maintain with the steamboats tells sadly against them. From London to Heme Bay a passenger may be conveyed for half a crown, and for a less sum thence to Dover by land, whereas formerly it could not be accomplished much under a pound, going the cheapest way to work. We were credibly informed at Dover, that a coach had made two journeys with only three passengers; and that, too, in the month of June, a time when many honest people begin to emigrate to the coast. Nor are the coach proprietors the only persons who have to deplore the change. The hotel-keepers on both sides the water declare that never during their recollection of that oft-quoted but invisible person, the oldest inhabitant, were times so dull or so unpromising as at present. Their beds stand unaired, their cellars locked, their waiters unemployed, their commissionaires (those birds of rapine) in vain laud their masters houses to the skies in noisy clamour at the arrival of each steamer, and everything is dull, flat, and unprofitable.

We reached Dover about six oclock on Sunday morning, and about noon stepped on board the steamboat which lay in the harbour. In former days we have seen these boats so crowded on a Sunday as scarcely to afford standing room beneath the awning; whereas about five-and-twenty passengers were all that mustered on this occasion, notwithstanding the day was one of the brightest that ever dawned on Dover heights.

Tis sweet on such a balmy morn 

To hear the village church bells borne 

Merrily swinging oer mount and vale,

and feel that mild and solemn stillness which so well bespeaks the Sabbath day in England. The shops were closed, the mechanic rested from his toils, the sailors appeared in their clean white trousers, and there were 

Lasses gaily drest 

And ploughmen in coarse apparel, yet their best.

The few passengers had mustered on deck, and made the usual preparations for a sea voyage, the majority with the apparently fixed determination of being sick. After a few minutes delay the bell rang, the rope was slipt, and away we steamed to sea. Who is there that having encountered a rough passage fails to retain some recollections of the accompanying pleasure? The long-protracted dives that denote the crossing of the bar, the creaking of the vessel as she gets among the waves, the flapping of the sails, the hallooing of the steersman, and the hovering of the sea-gulls as they wing their way towards the shore to escape the approaching storm. Then comes the nervous quivering of the paddles and the gradual approach to illness, confirmed by the green countenance and fixed eye of some less sailor-like person who lies extended on the deck. Then, perhaps, some hard-hearted sinner walks to and fro with folded arms in the pride of conscious superiority, or sits talking of the sumptuous dinner he means to provide on his landing, when the very thought of eating is enough to make a man throw himself overboard; and when somewhat recovered from the first effects, and while dozing away in hopes of beguiling the time, up comes the mate with, Sorry to trouble you, sir, but we want this ere ballast-box shifted, followed by another hero with a canvas bag and a book, to ask if it would be convenient to settle for the passage; when of all things in the world it is the least so; and when, after unbuttoning coats, the purse at length is found, it is handed over for him to help himself rather than undergo the least unnecessary trouble.

On the present occasion we are happy to say there was nothing to disturb the calm serenity which should reign over an editorial mind. The sea was almost as smooth as ice; what little wind there was blew in our favour, and shortly before three we stood off Calais. The long pier that runs out to sea exhibited the usual mixture of French Douanians and English Dowdies; the former with their dark green coats and white trousers, the latter with yellow bonnets, green ribbons, and such mixtures as none but Englishwomen would think of wearing. Indeed, save those of the higher class, our countrywomen have no idea of dressing; they spend five times as much money upon it as the French and do all in their power to imitate them; but like Mrs Oberflachlich (in Mathewss Comic Annual) who studies to make her daughters look natural, it is of no avail  meet them on the borders of the Caspian Sea or the British Channel, there is no mistaking them.

The Douanians and other pier-walkers followed the steam-boat up the harbour; and having landed we were all marched by the former to the Bureau on the pier, to deliver our passports and be searched, having on our way to run the gauntlet of a myriad of opposition touts or commissionaires from the various hotels, all offering their cards and services in a mixed jargon of French and English. Rigniolles Hotel, Sare, var good commodation! Hotel de Bourbon, Sare, table dhôte! Robertss Hotel, tout pres, sir! You go Dessins? Meurices Hotel, ros bif, plomb pudding, &c., G  d d  n, sare!

The fuss which all the guide-books used to make about the necessity of having passports to permit landing in France has exploded, and people find that it is much better to go without them  or at all events get them at Calais, or wherever they land, if they mean to proceed into the interior  than be kicking their heels in the French ambassadors waiting-room for a couple of days. The ceremony of searching the person is generally dispensed with, save upon well-known smugglers; smuggling, small as the prize must be and great the risk, is followed as a trade by those of both nations. In the packet in which we arrived were three or four Frenchwomen who cross the Channel twice or thrice a week for the sole purpose of smuggling and wearing things over to save the duty. Of course they are frequently subjected to the scrutinising hands of the searchers; yet what they contrive to escape with themselves, and get other people to carry for them, earns them a livelihood.

Calais is a place so celebrated in history, and has been so often explored and described by modern travellers as to leave us little chance of saying anything new. One circumstance, however, we may be permitted to mention, memorable as it is in the history of the country, and remotely connected with the subject of this paper. We allude to the surrender of the town to Edward III. and the gallant conduct of Eustace de St Pierre, the first of the six principal burgers whose lives were required by the conqueror. The memory of this man is cherished with the enthusiasm so peculiar to the French for those who have deserved well of their country; and is marked by the annual fête, on the first day of which we happened to land.

Great as at all times is the difference between France and England, on no day of the week, perhaps, is it so strongly marked as on a Sunday. The distance between the two countries is so trifling and so easily accomplished that the change appears almost the effect of magic; and it seems scarcely credible that peoples of such opposite habits, manners, and customs should live within sight of each other; for on a fine day, particularly at an early hour in the morning, the French coast is so distinctly seen from the Dover heights as to appear only separated therefrom by a river.

But three hours before we had left that town where the people were observing all the sanctities of the day, and on arriving at Calais, some seven and twenty miles distant, we found the shops open, the cafés full, the labourer following his daily avocation, the tailors sitting cross-legged on their exalted shop-boards at the window, the fish-carts starting for Paris, and the idle part of the population turning out in all their finery for the fête.

Among the most pleasurable sensations on landing in France is that of receiving five-and-twenty shillings and sixpence, as it were, for every sovereign we take over; and instead of sitting down to a selfish beefsteak, a pint of hot port and a biscuit (which leaves little change of half-sovereign), to have an excellent dinner of three courses and a dessert provided for the sum of two shillings and sixpence; with a bottle of claret, for which in England eight shillings would be charged, costing about one-fourth that amount. Indeed, we remember the time when the vin ordinaire used to be given into the bargain for three francs at many of the tables dhôte; and it was only in consequence of the manner in which John Bull threw his money about in later years that the inn-keepers took to charging for the wine separately.

Having got our portmanteau from the customhouse we despatched it on the shoulders of a stout fish-wench  for the women do all the work in France  and set off on foot to discover the abode of the celebrated Nimrod. The tide of pedestrians set strong for the Barriers, which being cleared we found ourself on the road that leads through the Basse Ville, which was literally swarming with parties going to and returning from the fête. The women in their smartest attire, tripping gaily along with their unbonneted heads braving the rays of the evening sun, escorted by some gallant moustached militaire, or such of the fortunate ouvriers as could afford the seventh day from their labour.

Since Sterne set the example, every man fancies himself more or less sentimental in Calais, and it would ill become us to be out of the fashion.

Looking at the gay throng that surrounded us on every side, and listening to the jabbering of the passers-by, we could have fancied ourself many hundred miles from home. A pretty mother passed with her boy and girl on either side, the former in the uniform of a hussar, the latter in the newest Calaisian fashion; and we were just calculating the price we should be likely to obtain for the boy as a curiosity from the Zoological gardens when our estimates were interrupted by the shrill blast of a horn, such as none but the mouth of an Englishman could produce.

Looking down the road we descried a lumbering machine drawn by four wretched horses, jehued by a cross-legged, gloveless, John Bull of a coachman in a glaring white silk hat as round as and flat as a Cheshire cheese, below which shone forth the broad disc of a face as red as a harvest moon.

The vehicle approached, and proved to be the Calais - Boulogne coach  a sort of cross between a Diligence and an old six-inside stage  which for several years has performed the daily journey between the two places at such fares as the passengers could afford, and (thanks to the roads being in the hands of government) managing to pay its expenses and leave a little over. It is not possible to conceive a being more out of its element than an English coachman in France, and the first effort must have been worthy the pencil of a Cruikshank.

The French, with all their opportunities, have not advanced one jot in the style of their equi-pagès. The same heavy-bodied, high-wheeled cabs and rumbling coaches with cabs in front, seesawing Obligéantes and Diligences, whose very appearance belies their names, that have been described by every traveller that ever wrote his Trip Across The Channel, still roll along their roads, built apparently for the purpose of trying the quantity of iron and timber it is possible to employ in their construction. A ride is a ride they say, and thus they go on from year to year without seeming to think it possible to refine upon luxury.

The machine rolled on at a quiet jog-trot  what the hackney coachmen call Parliament pace  and we resumed our walk.

Independently of the gay pedestrians that thronged the road to the fête, the line was marked by tri-coloured flags waving from every house with the regularity of those of a regiment of Lancers. The distant roll of a drum at length attracted our attention, and directing our steps to the quarter whence it proceeded, we found ourself in the midst of booths and swings, games of chance, and all the concomitants of a country fair. A large placard announced a Bal at the Jardin des Plantes, and the sound of music in a neighbouring wood directed us to the spot. The admission, ten sous (there were tickets at eight sous entitling the holder to a bottle of double Bierre de Mars into the bargain), being paid, we advanced through divers labyrinths and rows of bowers to the scene of action where, in a circular room with the sides open midway to the roof, we found quadrilling in progress with all the elegance and regularity of Almacks. Here a coachman might be seen figuring off with a washerwoman, a shoe-maker with a she-fruiterer, a private of the line with a marchande des modes, while perhaps an officer of his regiment might be seen standing up with her sister for vis-à-vis. The parties seemed chiefly strangers to each other, and after every dance the gentleman handed his partner to her seat and went in quest of another with all the grace of a Chesterfield. Grace and elasticity marked all their movements  far different from the boorish thumping, pulling, and hauling that accompanies what is termed dancing in this country. Nor amid the assembled hundreds was there one exhibiting the slightest symptom of intoxication. This, perhaps more than aught else, marks the difference between the nations; and however modern cynics may decry innocent amusements on the Sabbath day, we consider them infinitely superior to the low pothouse habits of many of the lower orders in England.

France is indeed a land of thoughtless gaiety, with a population by nature the most polite, but by inclination the most democratic under the sun. The French have a way of carrying off the most serious affairs with an air that bespeaks almost total indifference, while on the other hand they magnify trifles into an importance scarcely credible. An instance of the former occurred to an English party about the time of which we are speaking. That terrible disorder, the cholera morbus, was raging at Guines, a small village a few miles from Calais, in which direction the party having strayed, they entered the cottage of a peasant to obtain a few minutes rest. When about to depart, one of them was going into another apartment when he was stopped by the owner, who said it was occupied by a sick person; and the nature of the disease being asked, the Frenchman very coolly replied, Ah, Monsieur, cest la maladie a la mode  la cholera morbus.

But we are running riot and not likely to reach Nimrod at all at this rate. Quitting the gay and festive scene, therefore, we again sought the highway, and turning off to the left, a mile or two on the Dunkirk road brought us to the end of a straight poplar-planted avenue, which leads to his present habitation. A grass-grown courtyard, entered through large old-fashioned gates  the usual accompaniments of chateaus in France  occupied one side of the building, while the other looked upon a well-stored garden where, among the fruits and roses, a man could not be long in quest of an idea.

In a room on the ground-floor, the windows of which commanded a view of both sides of the house, we found the mighty hunter at his studies; the floor thickly strewn with books and pamphlets and other implements of literature. He was busy poring over a proof copy of one of the many cheap publications that deluge the world, and by its side lay a letter from the Editor requesting a contribution. Nimrod, though past what is called the prime of life, is still in full vigour of both mental and bodily powers, uniting the mens sana in corpore sano. In appearance he is tall and well proportioned, with a keen penetrating eye and very broad expanse of forehead. The society in which he has moved all his life is a sufficient guarantee for the politeness of his manner, while his experience of life in all its varieties, with a naturally quick conception and highly cultivated mind, render him one of the most agreeable companions it is possible to conceive.

His present abode is pleasantly situated, and without boasting much of the picturesque, has some fine objects within view and reach, of which the Forest of Guines  a sort of Calaisian Lion  may be reckoned as one. It was at a point in this forest that Mons. Blanchard alighted in his balloon when he crossed the straits in 1785; the balloon, with the car, is now kept at the public library at Calais. The forest abounds with foxes, and occasionally wolves are found there; indeed when we were at Calais the arrival at St Omer of a pack of hounds was reported; their intention to hunt  or rather, destroy  some that had been taking liberties with the flocks in the neighbourhood. Nimrod talked of taking the field.

The town of Calais, unlike its neighbour, Boulogne, has not improved much by its intercourse with the English. But few new houses have been built, and the principal improvements consist in the size and number of the hotels. Of these Rigniolles should perhaps rank first, and whether for external appearance or internal comforts it is not to be surpassed in France. Next to it is the now unfortunately named Hotel de Bourbon, still exhibiting the shield that contained the former arms of France with the fleur-de-lis effaced. Dessins also, rendered classical by Sterne, is an excellent hotel, and, we believe, kept by the grandson of the Dessin who had it at the time of Sternes visit. But all the hotels in Calais are good, and a traveller cannot go far wrong whichever he patronises. Still, as a residence, it is not an inviting place, though people who have got into the ways of it like it well enough.

The sands are spacious and good, and a man may live as quietly as he pleases, and on this account it is preferable to Boulogne which generally contains an odd mixture of quiet and riotous people.

Mr Brummell, the late Consul at Caen late for we regret to hear that his consulship has been married to another  lived at Calais for very many years  ever since the time he quitted England, and was universally respected. It is reported that when he took up his quarters only twelve houses in the Place boasted glass windows; and when Madame Starke visited Calais in 1817, after an absence of twenty years, she discovered no apparent change either in the town or its inhabitants.


II. THE MAN AND HIS WRITINGS.
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NIMRODS WRITINGS ATTRACTED attention not only in the sporting world. The Morning Post noticed his contributions, saying that a sensation had been created by the letters of a gentleman in the Sporting Magazine who appeared to have passed all his life among hounds, horses, and coachmen, and his style was so excellent the editor thought it a pity it had not been more worthily directed.

There is no doubt that Nimrod originated a new style of literature which may not inappropriately be called the sporting personal. It requires a good deal of tact and delicacy to write of the dead; but he set himself a task yet more difficult, that of describing the equestrian performances of the living; a point upon which sportsmen  we might almost say, men in general  are peculiarly sensitive. We consider the ability with which he did this a greater feat than the good and forcible language in which he expressed himself. Nimrod was a good English writer. We have heard that one of the greatest authorities of the day pronounced him one of the most correct writers we had. This power, applied to a subject in which he was heart and soul, of course produced corresponding success. Nothing can be better, more sporting, dashing, or characteristic than his hunting contributions in the Sporting Magazine. These papers may be read and enjoyed by persons who never saw a hound. He might occasionally strike a wrong chord, but a man following Nimrod through his travels will be struck by the general accuracy and happiness of his touches.

He procrastinated in his work. One would think that these Tours, these personal observations, would have been best written at the time they were made, just as the Times Commissioner now publishes his progress in Ireland; but Nimrod could not manage this; it was necessary for him to be back at home before he could write anything; and, no doubt, much amusing matter would thus be lost in the keeping and transit. We really believe that if he had set to and written in a good familiar letter-writing style, and published his experiences without such delays, his papers would have been even more acceptable than they were in their more polished form at a later date.

It was in May of 1825 that he appeared in full feather in the Sporting Magazine; the early tours  that in Surrey certainly  were made with his own horses, Mr Pittman, the proprietor of the magazine, paying the stable bills and allowing Nimrod the usual rate of payment for his contributions. Now everything was found for him  horses, servants, and money without end  a very fine life, and one that would have lasted had he played his cards better.

He had rather a trick of overrating his difficulties, if difficulties they could be called,  what he has described as the draft upon my poor brains. He had nothing to do but tell what he saw, and the danger was not being brought up short for want of matter, but making his matter too expensive in the acquirement. If, as he says, his memory was bad, a metallic pencil and a pocket-book would have been the cure. Telling what one sees and hears is very different from drawing on the imagination for scenes, characters, and situations. However, now we have him fairly started  five hunters and a hack; and we do him the justice to say that he was not churlish in using the goods the god in Warwick Square had provided; the first page of the Tour finds him mounting an Oxonian who, but for him, must have stayed at home.

The winter of 1824-25 was remarkably wet, and Nimrod said the vale of Bicester was never known to be as tender as it was in February: Draining appears almost entirely neglected there, he says, whereas that is not the case in Leicestershire. He remarks that a man with five hunters and a hack makes a very respectable appearance in the provincials, but has no business in Leicestershire  he would be more than half his time kicking his heels in the town. There is a good deal of exaggeration in this. In the first place, whatever he might have been in the past, the hard-riding days of Nimrod were then over, and six horses would have carried him every day of the week and to church on Sundays. Besides, the chronicler of a run was not expected to ride in front, or how could he tell what was going on behind him? Moreover, some of his twenty-horsepower friends would have given him a mount, as many of them did when he afterwards exchanged into the dismounted troop. 

But Nimrod was quite a top-of-the-tree man, and forgot that no one then supposed he was hunting with his own money  strange contrast to the gentleman who, having advertised his coming, cast up at Melton with nothing but his boots and breeches, and was indebted to a run-away hack for a glimpse of hounds, before it floored him; which happened at the first fence.... Why should not a man with a moderate stud go to Leicestershire, and take the best meets, just as he would in any other country? Are there no frosts, no bad days, no failure of scent, no ringing, short-running foxes there, as in other countries? There was always a disposition on Nimrods part to magnify Leicestershire and Leicestershire men into something beyond what they will fairly bear. No doubt it is a fine grass country, and many famous sportsmen resort to it from all parts of the kingdom; but it also draws a lot of noisy, perfumed, chattering coxcombs who have no idea of hunting, and no real pleasure in the thing. One may go to Almacks to see the flower of English beauty; but go to Melton to see the flower of English youth!... That is an expedition that few fox-hunters, we think, will be inclined to undertake.... Neither do we subscribe to the doctrine that Leicestershire is the only country in the world that appears to have been intended for fox-hunting. Nay! we know countries we prefer to it.

All sportsmen can vouch for the truth of Nimrods remark that if a horse goes but two strides faster than another over one large field (in Leicestershire), a price is instantly put upon him, and he is sold; whereas in a provincial country he would not find a market till his exploits had been talked of for a twelvemonth. We know no such uphill work as selling a horse in the country. Absurdly dear as railway carriage is for horses, we would sooner pay it and consign a horse to the easy transfer of Messrs Tattersall, than encounter the haggling and, most likely, subsequent vexation of a country deal.

Only those who have done road work can estimate the enormous expense of an itinerant stud; including the cost of the horses themselves, many of them high-priced, with their expensive gear (Nimrod was always an advocate for the very best of everything), the wages and outfit of their attendants, fees to huntsmen, servants, &c., it is not surprising to learn that in the course of six years Nimrod drew £9000 from the Sporting Magazine. Against such expenditure by one contributor it was hardly possible for a periodical to bear up in a field so limited as that of sport; and we have heard on good authority that some time before his death Mr Pittman had determined on discontinuing the Tours, at least on the grand scale.

(Of Nimrods second and successful attempt to write the article on Fox-hunting for the Quarterly Review.)

We had no great expectations of it, nor was that impression removed by a cursory reading by Nimrod of parts. This took place one winters afternoon in a back bedroom of the Sabloniere Hotel in Leicester Square. Whether it was the darkness of the room, the difficulty he had in joining and reading his own scratchy manuscript written on the worst French paper, which, further, he kept in the same bag with his dirty linen and in much the same degree of order, or the disinclination one has to hearing in bits a thing one means to read as a whole  especially near dinner-time  we do not know; but we remember that we were not much taken by it. Moreover, it had not then undergone the revision of Mr Lockhart, who is allowed to be the best hand ever known at dressing up an article; he would not interfere with the sporting part, but there are divers little bits that owe, we do not doubt, their parentage to him: the moral, for instance, at the end is evidently his, being opposed to all that Nimrod had ever written on the irresistible attractions of Leicestershire. This article, The Chase, is the cleverest and most spirited union of truth and fiction ever written. The line of the run, we believe, was given by the late Mr Moore of Melton celebrity, son of the late Archbishop of Canterbury; but the detail, the filling in, was Nimrods.

The success of The Chase article encouraged the editor of the Qvarterly to try Nimrod again; and, with admirable judgment, he selected The Road, a subject upon which his contributor was an acknowledged authority. In this case Nimrod enters at once on his story and compares, in vivid word-pictures, the journey to Exeter as it was in 1742 when a fortnight was occupied, and as it was at the time he wrote, when it occupied seventeen hours. The interest of the article was therefore enhanced by the manner in which the wonderful improvements were set forth.

If John Cressell of the Charter House was employed by the country gentlemen in 1673 to write down stage-coaches (of which there were then only six in existence) for fear that their wives and daughters, thus able to obtain easy and cheap conveyance to London, might not settle down afterwards to their domestic duties at the Hall or the Grange, what ought the present generation to do to the honourable member for Sunderland who has accomplished what others only threatened? Yet who Avould abolish railways? They are the great civilisers of our time. At the period when Nimrods old gentleman fell asleep (1742) there was only one coach between Edinburgh and London, and it was from twelve to sixteen days on the road. Before another year elapses this journey will be done in one day.

Of Nimrods third article in the Quarterly it is best described by saying it was neither a hit nor a miss. Racing people attach immense importance to accuracy, and racing, of all subjects, is the most dangerous for the uninformed writer to touch. He is sure to bring a hornets nest about his ears, and this was the case with Nimrod; an able and well-informed turfite (author of the papers called Turfiana, which attracted much attention in the New Sporting Magazine) exposed in Bells Life in London many inaccuracies and misstatements.... The paper concludes with a dissertation on betting, a matter of which Nimrod knew nothing; he was no gambler; doubtless he might have obtained plenty of information on that subject from those who had found it necessary to seek refuge at Calais and Boulogne!

The portrait which forms the frontispiece to the volume containing the three Quarterly essays is a good likeness in the main, but the artist, Daniel Maclise, has, we think, made the eyes rather finer than they actually were.

The Chase and its fellow-article The Road would make the reputation of any man. Such a paper as the former, however, was not a thing of which a man can write two; this Nimrod found when he tried his hand at a second run in his Character of Leicestershire as a Hunting Country (New Sporting Magazine, Vol. 3). The principal feature in this run is the circumstance of the hero being mounted on a five-year-old, from whose fictitious misfortunes an amusing real incident arose. The story as told by Nimrod made the unfortunate horse get his eye knocked out at a bull-finch, notwithstanding which his humane rider (in great grief, of course) went on as if nothing had happened. The run was severe and the horse died. The paper was a curious combination of cruelty and feeling  the former predominating over the latter  so, by way of reducing them to somewhat of an equality, the editor made the horse get a thorn in his eye instead of allowing it to be knocked out. The story is bad enough thus amended; and so it was evidently considered, for one gentleman wrote a strong letter of remonstrance, urging the editor to submit all such papers to the revision of Nimrod who, he said, was the only man capable of appreciating the taste and feelings of sportsmen!

Nimrods Hunting Reminiscences, commenced in July 1833, was in our opinion the best thing he wrote for the New Sporting Magazine, distinguished as it was by his old fire. The title of this series was soon amplified by the addition of The Crack Riders of England.

Those whose memories extend through the doings of the last twenty years will remember Mr John Mytton of Halston at the zenith of his kind-hearted eccentricity and extravagance. He was the enemy of no one but himself; possessed of first-rate talents and an ample fortune he unfortunately lacked the restraining hand of a father, and was hurried by a generous but too ardent and impetuous spirit into every species of mischief and folly. Nimrod was much with him, but he had no hand in bringing about his friends ruin. We believe the saying of an old servant of Mr Mytton was true: If all the people who frequented Halston had been like Captain Apperley, Mr Mytton would never have come to any harm.

The critics were either puzzled by Nimrods Life of John Mytton or thought it beneath their notice; at all events very little was said of it when the book appeared, after publication in the N.S.M. The Literary Gazette denounced it in terms which moved the author to ask for a copy of the issue, before he parted with the revised second edition upon which he was engaged. Making every allowance for the difficulty of memoir writing, we do not think the work calculated to increase the literary reputation of Nimrod. It is a sad jumble of inconsistencies, of accusation and palliation, which keeps the reader in a state of suspense, undecided as to the view the author really means to espouse.


III. THE MAN AND HIS WRITINGS  CONTINUED.
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OF THE NORTHERN Tour little need be said. Nimrod was liberally mounted by the sportsmen of the various countries through which he passed, the Duke of Buccleuch, we believe, having ordered a horse to be at the covert-side for him every day while in his country. Lord Elcho, Mr Hay, Mr Ramsay, Captain Hay, Mr Dalyell, Lord Kintore, Lord Kelbume, and others, also mounted him. Touring was his hobby, or he would never have risked the delicate obligations acceptance of such attentions imposed. There is reason to think that Lord Kintore, at whose invitation he undertook this tour, rather repented having asked him; for Nimrod, expatiating on his lordships mastership of the Vale of White Horse country, asserted that his butchers hills averaged £90 a month; a statement which caused Lord Kintore to write in high dudgeon, begging that the press might be stopped pending communication with Nimrod. The only result of that communication was to alter the statement to £300 a year; but we suspect that it conveyed intimation that the author should stick to sport and leave domestic matters alone.

Nimrod spent upwards of five months on his Northern Tour during nearly the whole of which time he was an inmate of the houses of the several noblemen and gentlemen with whose hounds he hunted. The Tour, when it appeared, however, did not take. Whether the interest had evaporated owing to delay in publication, or the sporting world was tired of Touring we do not pretend to say; but neither as it passed through the pages of the New Sporting Magazine, nor when it appeared in volume form did it achieve any success.

A French Tour followed the Northern. This contained a good deal about French travelling, living, customs, and horses, with a little about racing and hunting at Chantilly. At the close Nimrod described his visit to Count Duval de Beaulieu at his chateau near Brussels, but the sporting part  as all foreign sporting must be  was dull by comparison with English.

A very excellent American paper, The New York Spirit of The Times, in a review of English sporting literature made a guess, amusing to at least one person. After remarking that Nimrod stood confessedly at the head of English writers on sport, the editor proceeded to say, he is now engaged, as we suspect, upon Sporting Lectures under the nom de guerre of Jack Jorrocks. This is but a suspicion of our own which is not sustained by the opinions of many gentlemen with whom we have conversed. But, whoever may be the author, we like the Lectures, and would rather have written the second one than any number of Tours, so full is it of wit and pleasantry, such practical shrewdness and knowledge of the science of unting and osses.

Nimrods papers on My Horses were written at the suggestion of the first editor of the New Sporting Magazine. They were very good, containing much original, amusing, and useful matter; written, moreover, with far more spirit than had distinguished anything that had come from the authors pen for some time. According to his own account he had had none but good horses, and, like all gentleman dealers, had made a vast of money by them.

Sporting By Nimrod is one of the handsomest books ever issued from the press. Nimrod called it his magnum opus; while he praises several of the papers it contains, he runs down what we consider the best  namely, Epsom Races, by a Sentimental Gentleman. This is the account of all he saw and heard on his journey by coach from Town to Epsom Downs and back, by a pretended ignoramus on Turf matters, but in reality by one of the shrewdest and cleverest men going. Nimrods only objection seems to have been that the author was a London lawyer: as if being a lawyer disqualified a man from having a taste for the Turf! This London lawyer, we say, is the man Mr Murray ought to have employed to write his Turf article for the Quarterley Review  this London lawyer being, if we do not greatly mistake, the now renowned Bunbury, a writer who makes even Whigs read the Morning Herald, so neat and sprightly are his Turf articles.

The Life of A Sportsman, which may be regarded as Nimrods great work (though he himself assigned that title to Nimrod on Sporting, of which he was rather compiler or editor than author), was a project of the late Mr Ackermann, who wished it written in verse, after the style of Doctor Syntax, of which work he furnished our author with a copy, but forgot to supply him with the ability. Doctor Syntax, we may observe, was also a speculation of Mr Ackermann, and a very successful one.

There had been some personal interviews between Nimrod and the publisher on the subject; and it seems that Mr Aiken commenced illustrating the work before it was written, thus making Nimrod write to his plates, instead of making the plates illustrate the letterpress  a sadly cramping, disadvantageous method as far as the author is concerned.

Nimrod was a great man for chopping and changing; and attached such importance to trifles that he was an expensive customer to booksellers inclined to humour his fancies. Thus, the intended frontispiece for his Life of A Sportsman was to be The Child in The Dining-room with the Foxs Brush; this, after three days had to make way for another plate, which after all was not so used. He wrote Mr Ackermann, The scene at dessert must be the frontispiece. The costumes of the figures totally precludes my making use of it, as no man in those days wore a red coat at dinner. It will do well, however, as a frontispiece as the costumes then will not be material.

For further particulars, as the advertising medicine people say, we beg to refer the reader to the volume itself. It is a goodly-looking tome, finely bound, richly gilt, and abounding in coloured illustrations in Mr Aikens best and most spirited style. If anything the page is rather full for a work of light reading, and we do not know but that Nimrods original idea of having it in two volumes was right. It contains a great variety of good sporting matter, and though nothing but what it professes to be  the Life of a Sportsman,  it will be read with interest by many who, in a larger or smaller way, have led a similar career. The tale was commenced in the New Sporting Magazine of March 1841; and was the last thing of any note by Nimrod that appeared in the periodical.

In an agreeable three-page sketch published in the N.S.M. of January 1843, entitled A Pleasant New Years Eve, Nimrod vouched for the goodness of fox-hunting husbands: My experience assures me, writes he, that the generality of fox-hunters and sportsmen make good husbands, notwithstanding they are given to fall asleep in their arm-chairs after a hard days work. The very nature of their pursuits makes them domestic, and the exercise they take in the open air preserves their constitution to a late period of their lives, thus insuring to their names a sound and healthy posterity.

It might have been thought that Boulogne was a more suitable place than Calais for Nimrod to take up his abode; the latter certainly has little to recommend it  a dull, heavy, prisonlike place,  whereas Boulogne is surpassed by few towns for light, cheerfulness, and gaiety  in a word for all the attractions of a watering-place. Nimrod, however, had little relish for trivial amusements or for watering-place society, and perhaps selected Calais on account of the seclusion there to be enjoyed. He lived very quietly, receiving English friends as chance brought them in his way, but mixing little with the residents of the place, or the runaways. In one of his papers he says, If he could bring himself to believe that life was given him to be frittered away in billiard-rooms and cafés he would fling it back to Him who gave it as a boon not worth the possession; and elsewhere, when expatiating on the joys of an active life, he says the greatest punishment the world could inflict upon him would be to give him... a genteel house in Burton Crescent, his pockets full of money, a black butler, and nothing to do. That, we believe, was really his feeling; he had no taste for idleness. And here we may remark that he possessed one most valuable quality in a writer for periodicals  great punctuality; if he promised a paper he rarely failed to send it. The Quarterly articles raised his market value, and the applications he received from editors were many and various. Publishers are supremely ignorant of the subjects that lay within his range, and thought he could write equally well on any. He was not always happy in his response to such appeals; Mr Colburn once commissioned him to write on the Goodwood Races for the Court Journal, and Nimrod furnished so meagre an account that the editor thought he could have produced as good a one himself from the return lists.

Indeed we believe that many editors were not a little surprised and disappointed by the articles sent them by the celebrated author of The Chase. The following, from a high authority, reveals his shortcomings:  

DEAR NIMROD,  I have hastily read your paper, and think it contains a great deal of good stuff; but you must really take no little pains in correcting it. You ramble from subject to subject, there are needless repetitions, and there is an obvious deficiency of arrangement throughout. You had better put heads in italics to the several branches of improvement you wish to suggest, and then see that the chapter sticks close to its own text. Moreover, see that you express your meaning clearly. I sometimes am at a loss to follow you, and many of the readers of the  must be as little conversant with such matters as myself.... Pray do revise it most laboriously, and with a sharp eye to verbal inaccuracies....

We wish the order of his fife had been reversed; that Nimrod might have ended his days in the comfortable circumstances that attended his early career with the Old Sporting Magazine. His great mistake was in quarrelling with that periodical, and the great mistake of the proprietors of that work was in allowing him to launch out too largely at first, and make his assistance too costly to retain. Nimrod was meant for a man of fortune, and we dare say his constant intercourse with the wealthy caused him to forget his own circumstances and do whatever he saw other people do.... If he had been moderate in his ideas his connection with the Old Sporting Magazine might have been lasting and mutually advantageous to himself and to it; a magazine of that description was the true field for the development of his peculiar talent.

His forte was Hounds, Hunting, and Horses, and on these subjects he was great. Whatever he wrote on other topics only tended to prove this. He had the honour of originating a career that died with him; we shall never see another Nimrod  another man taking the field as he did; received  we might almost say courted  by the great and affluent. He was an acquisition to the hunting world, for he travelled widely, heard all that was going on, and had an abundant stock of stories and anecdotes which, being always told before fresh audiences, were quite as good as if they had been new. He was not an original talker, but his conversation was free from the apparent self-sufficiency of his writing; this characteristic, we believe, was a good deal assumed, from a mistaken idea of keeping up his name in the market. Nimrod was a great character; his name was known throughout the world, and his works will always be in demand among sportsmen.


IV. POMPONIUS EGO.

A CHARACTER.
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HE WILL ABUSE himself into the character of every good quality under the sun.  Spectator.

Friend. My dear Ego, Im glad to see you; sit down.

Ego. No thank you; not now. I certainly did come to enjoy an hours gossip with you, but that huge brief before you is a hint to me to be gone. I saw by the paper that that cause comes on to-morrow, and understand you are engaged for the defence. I am aware of my infirmity  for that is the best name I can give to the propensity I allude to  so I never take a seat when I call on a friend who happens to be occupied at the time, for, if I do, there I remain. It is a habit I cannot conquer, so Ill stand for fear of consequences. While one is standing one is going away, as they say. I told Tom Osborne the same thing of myself when I called at his chambers yesterday I know Im a bore, says I, when once I sit down; once seated I talk, talk, talk. But Tom, who certainly is a clever fellow, and does converse better than most men I am acquainted with, insisted that when I do talk, I talk well and to the purpose.

It was civil on his part, but he couldnt have meant it. I chatter, to be sure, and may pass in a crowd; but as to anything like eminence in conversation  ! By-the-bye, I may as well take a chair while I do stay. As I was saying, he couldnt have meant it  certainly not in a large sense. I am willing to admit that there are subjects I am as well acquainted with as are the ordinary run of men; broach them, and without vanity I may say I am afraid of no one. But what of that? Where is the merit of talking passably  nay, even of talking in a way which now and then produces an effect that  however, that is not for me to say. I know myself  at least I think I do; and if I excel in anything it most assuredly is not in conversation. Those who are well acquainted with me, indeed, insist on the contrary; but what does that prove? Friends are partial. No, no; believe me, I am a very stupid fellow.

F. Pray, did Osborne say anything to you about a horse he has advised me to buy?

E.  No  not to me  ha, ha, ha! I dont think he would to me. Well as he understands horseflesh (and few men know more about it) I am positively ashamed to say I am his master there. I have given too much attention to horses  at least I think so,  for I have acquired a knowledge of that subject which few jockeys or dealers have attained. Upon my soul, I think it scarcely a gentlemanlike attainment  I mean to the extent to which I have carried it. Ill give you my opinion of that horse, but remember you dont quote me afterwards  Id rather not be thought critical about horses.

F.  Why, wheres the harm of that? The greatest men in the country  

E.  Yes, thats true enough. But dont you think the case of a private gentleman is somewhat different? though I am willing to allow that men of the highest rank do not disdain to  . Well, be it how it may, I am rather knowing upon that point; at any rate it is generally thought so. Lord Scamper, who is the very best judge in all England, said the other day  and he said it in the presence of some of the leaders at Melton and Members of the Jockey Club  that my judgment was superior to that of any man he knew. I dont think he meant it though  indeed I should hope he did not; for I have no ambition to rank supreme in the circle of  But tell me candidly, now, for you know Scamper  no man knows him better  is he a sincere man? I think he is; and I verily believe he would not utter an opinion he did not entertain. Whether or not, if there be any one subject I am more au fait at than another, it is a knowledge of horses  contemptuously as you may think of me for the confession.

F. To say the truth I think Scamper was laughing at you. You know his lordship is fond of a jest. You remember his extravagant praise of your dancing?

E. You think, then, he was quizzing my dancing? Quiz my dancing! Come, I like that. Mine, who have no pretensions that way. And even if I had, where is the merit of dancing well? I should be ashamed of myself if I were remarkable for so paltry an accomplishment. Nothing annoys me more than to hear it said that I dance well. I do believe it is on that very account that Miss Gossamer is always praising me. You know her? Shes a charming creature. She has good sense, judgment, taste. Now she is an excellent dancer, a pupil of DEgvilles, and unquestionably understands the thing better than any other person I am acquainted with. An indifferent dancer is her aversion. She will never dance with any one but me if I happen to be present. Isnt it annoying?

F. No; for my part I should be delighted were it in my power to do anything deserving of praise.

E.  That depends altogether on the nature of what you may be praised for. Now, playing the fiddle, for instance. Would you like to have it said of you that you fiddle well? Would you? And yet, my dear fellow, it has been my misfortune to be told that. No matter! I have a broad back and can bear a great deal. I think it was Lord Chesterfield who said fiddling was not an accomplishment for a gentleman.

F.  Yet I have heard you play.

E.  Oh!  if you call my scraping play! It was Lord Chesterfield, too, who said that whatever is worth doing at all is worth doing well. When I reflect on the time I have thrown away in the practice of that most difficult of all instruments! Well, I am not naturally vain, so I may say there was a time when I thought myself not the very worst performer in the world. But when I heard PaganinI! Bless my soul!

I felt my own littleness. Yet he is not always perfectly in tune; and stopping out of tune is a fault for which no merit can compensate. But then his execution is wonderful  more wonderful than pleasing, perhaps. But expression is my idol. Do you think  never mind what the sapient public have decided  but, between ourselves, do you think expression was his forte? I say nothing; but  Pray, have you a violin in your chambers?

F.  No; but I have a flute.

E.  I hate the flute. I never enter a house where there is a flute but they positively nail me down to play; on that account the very sight of a flute is worse than an emetic to me. But Im glad you havent got a violin, for if I had once got it in my hands (even hating the thing as I do) I shouldnt have laid it down for an hour. By-the-bye, whose make is your flute? I should just like to try it.

F.  I dont know where to look for it just now.

E.  Im right glad you dont. You know Nichol son? He never sees me but he makes me play Rodes Variations, and two or three other favourite pieces of his. He says that, for an amateur  in short that very few professors could compete with  Havent you remarked the pro pensity of certain professors to degrade one to their own level? To pretend that I blow through a stick like a professor of that sublime art! It is cursed impudent, isnt it?

F.  Yes  to pretend so. As it was in Willis, when he asked you the other day how many lessons in drawing you had given Turner.

E.  That was an impudent sneer. The notion of my giving lessons to Turner, an R.A.! Why, Turner could teach me! Yet I can draw; that I may and will say; for drawing is a gentlemanlike and a manly art  like riding, which, perhaps, I carry a leetle too far. But then I was set on a horse before I could well walk, and have been a constant rider all my life. Paradoxical as it may seem, it is nevertheless true, that I should ride better if I did not ride so well.

F.  I dont clearly understand that.

E. Why, I fear I am remarkable; to confess the truth, I know I am. Who do you think I was mistaken for the day before yesterday?

F. I cannot possibly guess.

E.  A celebrated person, I assure you. In Piccadilly, my horse threw me into a pond of MAdams slush. As I was remounting, a boy called out, There goes Ducrow! One hates to be remarkable  at least I do. Tis the same thing in driving. Any one who has a tolerable share of practice can handle the ribbons. Theres no merit in it  none in the world. Yet, do the thing in the slightest way differently from other people  I wont say better  you are a marked man. I once upset the Southampton Telegraph; yet, will you believe me? there wasnt a soul hurt  except the coachman and guard, and one outside passenger who broke his own leg by falling awkwardly. That was no fault of mine. It was the neatest thing in the way of an overturn I ever saw. Well, I never go that road but I am pointed out as the gentleman wot upset the Telegraph.

F.  What have you done with your cab?

E.  Sold it. It was infamously ill-built. It was continually upsetting. There is an awkward post at the corner of Dover Street. Well, three days successively that confounded cab ran against it, went over and spilt me. The last time, as we were getting it upon the wheels again, one of the stage-coach cads bellowed out, It arent worth while to set it up; it will be just in the same way again to-morrow. Apropos of driving  my tilbury is at the door; so if you have a mind for a ride with me  

F.  No, no, no thank you. But now, Ego, I shall use no ceremony with you  you must go. And let me assure you that whatever else may be said of you, it cannot be said that you are either a vain man or an egoist.

E. Why, I flatter myself  If I know myself at all, certainly vanity is not my foible. And as to egotism, I make it a rule to avoid talking about myself. I never do. I hate the subject. I hate the personal pronoun I. I never use it. I would discard it from the alphabet. I never say I if I can avoid it; and Im right. There are few points upon which I pretend to be right except this  unless, indeed, when Im sure Im right, and then I Well, no one understands my character as well as you do; and, though it may hardly be worth knowing, yet there are points about me which I do think I Good day, I go. No one perceives the proper moment for terminating a visit better than I; and if any body hates boring his friends or talking of himself tis I.


Fox-Hunting

[image: img83.jpg]

CONTENTS

I. THE DUKE OF BEAUFORTS AND MR HORLOCKS.

II. THE PYTCHLEY.

III. THE PYTCHLEY  Continued.

IV. DORSETSHIRE: MR FARQUHARSONS.

V. DORSETSHIRE  Continued.

VI. LORD ELCHOS COUNTRY.

VII. THE BEAUTIES OF BECKFORD.

CHAPTER I.

CHAPTER II.

CHAPTER III.




I. THE DUKE OF BEAUFORTS AND MR HORLOCKS.
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I HAD LONG and anxiously desired to see these two celebrated packs; but notwithstanding repeated attempts to do so, have never succeeded until this year [1835].

With regard to the Duke of Beauforts, my failure has been due to the fact of his hunting two different countries; though I have frequently hunted within reach of his Oxfordshire country, it has always happened that His Grace was hunting the other: and as to Mr Horlocks, I rode many miles one morning to meet them on the extremity of their Wiltshire country, and they did not come owing to the frost which had prevented their leaving the home kennel on the previous day. Mention of that morning arouses a painful memory: I accompanied one of the best and most amiable of sportsmen in all Wiltshire, who, having scarcely reached the prime of life and full of health and vigour, bid fair to attain to a good old age, has since passed away.

All who knew Mr Robert Codrington will agree that a more kind-hearted, liberal, excellent man never breathed, and that the blank caused by his untimely death cannot be filled. Wiltshire was justly proud of him.

When I did succeed in seeing the Duke of Beauforts hounds I saw them to great advantage. On the 17th January they met at Badminton in Gloucestershire. It was a regular show day; I never saw, even in Leicestershire on a Kirby Gate day, a larger assemblage: there were at least four hundred horsemen, and vehicles of every description from the carriage and four to the one-horse bath-fly. Badminton is a noble place; the house, though large, is not what I should call a fine one, being rather a massive and irregular pile than an elegant mansion; but its height and extent make it grand and imposing, while the extensive well-wooded park and grounds are worthy the residence of one of the most respected of our nobility.

By reason of the frost hounds dad not leave the kennel until a little after the appointed hour which, if I recollect aright, was eleven oclock; and consequently I had ample time to observe the field mustering without the chains that encircle the carriage drive before the door. I could never bring myself to fancy any colour but scarlet for hunting; and though the Duke of Beauforts colour  dark blue lined with buff  looks very well on Mr John Bailey, Mr Anstice, or any man who has his clothes well-made and his appointments in proper keeping, well-cleaned leathers and gloves, bright boots, shining spurs, good saddle and bridle, and good horse, yet, unless the wearer has everything quite tip-top, it does not do:  the man looks more like a prosperous farmer or a groom in a footmans coat than a genuine fox-hunter. Moreover, no colour has the gay dashing appearance of scarlet, and none save yellow is so visible at a distance. The Dukes of Beaufort and Grafton are, I think, the only Masters whose hunts wear the dark colour now; and of the two I prefer the Grafton green to the Beaufort blue; it has the more sporting look, though still wide of the proper mark, or rather, colour.

If, however, I could not admire the style of the followers I was delighted with the hounds as they came trotting on to the lawn attended by the huntsman and two whips in green plush coats, red waistcoats, and black caps, looking as clean and bright as newly-coined sovereigns.

And the hounds! Hunting dogs and bitches together, and perhaps drawing them with an eye to equality of speed rather than to evenness of size, they present a less level appearance than many packs; but, taking any single hound, one is astonished by his beautiful symmetry and immense power. The Dukes hounds are not large in the sense of high; but for muscularity of limb and strength of loin they are as good as any hounds I ever saw. When so much attention and talent is devoted to the breeding of hounds, it would be presumptuous to pretend that this pack or the other is the best. The Duke hunts from eighteen to twenty couple, and that was the strength of the pack on this day.

Will Long, the huntsman, is a nice weight and a smart figure on horseback; sparely made, he looks taller than he actually is. The first whip is Bullen, formerly whipper-in to Lord Derbys stag-hounds in Surrey, also a light weight, and one of Nimrods Crack Riders; the second whip, Long, a nephew of the huntsman, is a two-season hunter of whom report speaks very favourably.

After Long had paraded his hounds before the house for quarter of an hour or so, the Badminton party mounted; amongst them were young Lord Glamorgan, the Marquess of Worcesters eldest son, a regular varmint young fellow, and his brother, who rode ponies, and were attended by a groom. Lord Granville Somerset bestrode a handsome chestnut. Everything being ready for a start, Shock Bullen chucked his chin in the air like a pig in windy weather, and the whole cavalcade moved towards the cover.

Real sport is not expected on such occasions  a show place and day; but this was an exception; wonderful to relate, we had an excellent day.

The kennel at Badminton is not remarkable; it answers all purposes, and that is as much as can be said of the buildings: the hounds are the attraction. The stables, too, which adjoin the house, are old-fashioned; rather narrow stalls, high mangers, and above the head of each horse a ventilator like a candle extinguisher. They are well kept; plenty of good clean straw, and a well-cleaned exercise bridle hanging at each stall. There is something substantial and venerable about everything.

The Duke has a most extraordinary breed of mules; I forget how many he keeps, but one that came through the yard drawing a water-cart was almost as large as a horse.

Mr Horlocks hounds, as every sportsman knows, were the property of the celebrated John Warde who was M.F.H. for fifty-seven years, during a considerable portion of which he hunted one of the best countries in England  namely, Northamptonshire. Mr Warde devoted no small measure of attention to breeding what he considered the right sort; and one naturally expects something very superior from the hand of so great an authority. The style of hound was, of course, familiar to me, for there is scarcely a kennel in England which does not include some big-headed, heavy, bony-looking animals to which a man may point, saying, thats one of John Wardes sort, without much fear of being wrong; but I confess that these solitary specimens among the small, sharp-faced, wriggling hounds that are the fashion of the present day, never prepossessed me much in their favour.

There is nothing like judging for oneself, however, and I was glad of an opportunity to see Mr Horlocks in the field before inspecting them in the kennel. On the 23rd January the meet was at the village of Freshford on the Gloucestershire side of the river Avon, some five or six miles south of Bath. It was just at the break-up of the frost  indeed the thaw had come so suddenly on the evening of the previous day that it was doubtful whether hounds would hunt: and on arriving at the place of meeting the only equestrian on the spot was a miller on a broken-kneed chestnut pony. This sportsman assured me that yearths were stopped and Mr Horlock was sure to come or send. Thus comforted, I proceeded to ride about the village, slipping and sliding on the sheets of half-melted ice; and presently a scarlet-coated man, accompanied by a friend on a little long-tailed white pony all bespattered with mud, arrived fro in the south; and these were followed from the opposite direction by Sir Louis Lewin Glynn, who brought the joyful tidings that hounds were on the road. Just as the gentleman in scarlet had completed the job of cutting off half the tail of the white pony with a pair of scissors he borrowed for the purpose, an operation he performed with great dexterity in the middle of the street, up came the pack, headed by Charles Treadwell, formerly whipper-in to the Craven. Mr Horlock occupied the huntsmans place among the hounds, five and twenty couple of them.

The pack apart, the turn-out was anything but first-rate; it was to be remembered though that probably it had been decided to hunt at the last minute, the thaw which made sport possible having, as I said, set in suddenly the evening before. The hounds are certainly large when contrasted with Mr Osbaldestons, Lord Yarboroughs, or the Duke of Beauforts; but, with the exception of the head which is broader, and wherein I think lies the chief characteristic of the breed, they are very little larger than the hounds of the Duke of Grafton, the Duke of Cleveland, Lord Fitzwilliam, or Mr Farquharson. They have, however, an individuality of their own; if all the packs in England could be collected together no man could have much difficulty in identifying Mr Horlocks. Mr Farquharsons approach them more nearly than any other hounds I know.

The district in which we met had not much the look of a fox-hunting country  high hills, immense quarries, a canal, and a river. As there seemed no likelihood of any addition to the field, Mr Horlock immediately proceeded to draw the banks of the river; and the woods being tolerably open at the bottom the work of the hounds could be watched to great advantage. It was beautiful to see each taking his line along the hillside, nose down, working now to the right, now to the left, trying whether the varmint had been on his travels. Mr Horlock hunts them himself and does it very quietly; both his whippers-in seem to have good headpieces. Treadwell indeed is a very superior fellow; he was a great favourite in the Craven country.

After leaving the banks of the river we moved away into a better country; but did not find until we came to Pomeroy, or Pomeroy Wood, when, with hounds well settled to the scent we lost our fox in a most extraordinary manner; he seemed either to have vanished into thin air or to have sunk into the ground, so sudden was his disappearance; yet there was no drain open, no earth near; neither were hounds pressed beyond the scent, for there was nobody on the spot to do it.

Large as Mr Horlocks hounds are, they are very quick in cover and in turning; and their dash is truly splendid. Fancy five and twenty couple of such fox-hounds with lots of music bursting out of cover together!

On the following day I went to have a look at the pack in kennel, at Mr Horlocks seat, Ashwick House, about six miles from Bath. Misled as to the distance I set off on foot and soon found I had set myself a stiffer task than I intended, such was the greasy state of the roads. On the way I was overtaken by Treadwells brother, Mr Codringtons huntsman, with three bitches, on his way to Badminton; Abelard, and Ajax, the hounds to which he was taking his charges.

Owing to the little sport we had had on the preceding day Mr Horlock was taking a bye; and I was as near missing the hounds as could be. I had looked over the few couples remaining at home and was on the point of leaving, when the feeder announced the approach of the pack; they had had a sharp scurry somewhere near the Monument and run their fox to ground, where he was left. I saw them fed and walked out afterwards; and then walked off myself.

The reputation of Mr Horlocks hounds is such that his draft is not to be obtained. Lord Kintore takes all Mr Horlock can spare, and away they go in one lot. He breeds them as large and powerful as he can, his doctrine being that unless fox-hounds have plenty of strength and substance they cannot compete with a good flying fox. He holds that many Masters of the present day who are all in favour of little ones will find out ere long that most good foxes will beat their hounds. Time will prove whether Mr Horlock is right or not.


II. THE PYTCHLEY.

(1833-1834.)
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SIGHT-SEEING CONDEMNED  AETHORP A SHOW PEACE  NORTHAMP TONSHIRE AS A HUNTING COUNTRY  THE WATERLOO GORSE  MR OSBAEDESTONS EAST SEASON  EAST RUN FROM COTTES- BROOKE  SPORTING RUN FROM FAWSLEY WOOD  THE KIEL.

IF riding across country affords us opportunities of contemplating natural beauties, what advantages it also offers for viewing stately mansions which the owners hauteur or our own bashfulness would otherwise never permit us to approach!

Of all human miseries there is none equal to the sufferings of an unwilling sight-seer. I would rather be well cow-hided, as Jonathan would say, with one of Griffiths best malacca cane-handled hunting-whips, or have all the skin rubbed off my back with one of his oblique double-acting horse brushes, than be condemned to ride with three ugly cousins (or even two) a-castle-seeing. All geese are swans in the country, and there is no place too mean for the admiration of a lowly hung mind, to use a coach-makers expression. The worst of all manias is decidedly that of house-seeing. It is the last stage of hydrophobia; but if I can survey my lords demesne with a pack of fox-hounds meeting in the park, I have no objection at all; one may almost be said to save a day  at all events to combine the work of two in one; and what shows a place off to greater advantage than a pack of hounds meeting before it? This, after the regular visiting invitation, is the most legitimate way of seeing a place, for the announcement of the meet is a sort of general invitation to the whole world.

That train of thought was produced by recollection of the last day I hunted with Mr Osbaldestons hounds in Northamptonshire, when we met at Lord Spencers on much such a day as I have described. Althorp is decidedly a Show place  any man who knew you had been in the county would immediately ask if you had seen it; and yet I should not have approached it nearer than hounds occasionally led me in chase, had it not been that they met there one day to draw the park in which a litter of foxes was reported to have been reared. The same enticing cause brought me acquaintance with most of the seats in this thickly-parked county  there are more deer parks in Northamptonshire than in any other county of equal extent.

Northamptonshire is worthy the name of a hunting county. If I had under my wing a foreigner who wanted to see the very cream of fox-hunting I would place him on the top of the little ravine that runs up Waterloo Gorse in the Harborough country, where he would see a fox found, and view him away over a scene that leaves the most jaundiced-eyed nothing to wish. What a view it is from the top of the hill above that gorse! Grass, grass, grass  nothing but grass for miles and miles, right away into the heart of Leicestershire! And such enclosures! Then, if old reynard were minded to take a turn to the south, as I have seen him do, what can be finer than the line across the Kelmarsh Vale, on to Naseby Field; or to the east by Artingworth, and over that magnificent vale? In fact, let him go where he would, barring the forest, perhaps, and he would have as fine a country before him as a man need wish to see.

I think Waterloo Gorse is the finest cover I ever saw. It lies well down on the side of the hill  half-way down, like Shakespeares samphire gatherer,  is of fair extent, with strong lying in some parts and weakish in others; so that a fox which hangs is frequently viewed as he passes from part to part. There is a farmhouse at the top with a fine roost of cocks and hens that would appear to be kept for reynards special delectation. Then the place of mustering is so good! As the fox may take to the south no one thinks of going below hill, consequently if he points toward Leicestershire he is in no danger of being headed; and if the hounds are quick in getting out of cover they have time to settle to the scent before the great rush of horsemen takes place.

Look also at the country and gorse near Lilboume! What can be finer than the grazing grounds in that district, or more beautiful than the cover on the slope of the hill below the mound which commands a view of the whole gorse? This is a very strong one, and it requires a good deal of working to get a fox out. The finest, sleekest fellow I almost ever saw was found in this gorse, and went away to the west, towards Misterton, regardless of an immense array of horsemen that crowded on the other side of the hedge along which he passed. The country about Lilbourne is tremendous. There are some of the stiffest, highest fences, with some of the widest drains in the whole of Northamptonshire, or perhaps in the whole of England. In fact I never rightly appreciated a bullfinch until I cast my eye over these. Crick also is well supplied that way, but the fences there are not, I think, equal to those in the Lilbourne country and to those eastward, towards Mr Otway-Caves house, Stanford Hall. The country down by Claycotton, Velvertoft, Winwick, and Watford is very fine, with large grazing grounds. Winwick Warren is one of the favourite covers of the hunt, though some say that sufficient attention is not paid to this part of the country. The Grand Junction Canal which intersects the whole of this western side is a nuisance, to be sure; but it is better to have it there than in the centre of the hunt. Welton Place, between Watford and Daventry, is a fairish country, though I do not think so much of it as some people. A good friend to foxhunting, Mr Whieldon, fives there; his gorse generally holds a fox for the hounds, and his house an excellent breakfast for the sportsmen. It is pleasant in these days of selfishness to see a man who, I believe, is not a professed sportsman, taking the trouble to promote the amusement and happiness of his neighbours.

A mile or two below Welton Place are some extensive willow beds which frequently hold a fox; and further south again we come to Dodford Holt, a gorse cover which used to be a sure find, but a spade-husbandry garden having been lately established in the neighbourhood, which draws together a good many idle hands, it is not quite so certain as it used to be.

Mr Drake and the Duke of Grafton have a shoe off the lower end of the country, the formers share being very stiff. The Dukes, I believe, is chiefly woodland, Whittlebury Forest and so on. Nobottle Wood, near Althorp, is a sure find; and if foxes go into the vale below a good run is sure to follow; the line by Brington, Floore, and into the Weedon country, is very fine. There are two capital gorses, beautifully placed on hills, a little to the west of Nobottle Wood  the property of Lord Spencer  which generally hold stout-running foxes. The birds-eye view from the range of hills that runs through this part of the country can hardly be surpassed even by the far-famed Brighton Downs. All Lord Spencers property is well stocked with foxes, and the country is very friendly. Brington or Brampton Common, and Dallington Firs are always full; eight or nine foxes were viewed one afternoon in the early part of the season at the latter place.

Duston is too near Northampton, as also is Delapre Abbey, the seat of Mr Bouverie, which contains more than one good friend to the cause. Crossing the Northampton road towards Wellingborough, we come upon the plough country which, though good, is not in great favour; but we soon get off it again across the Kettering road, when a splendid grazing district greets the eye, to the north. Mr Isted fives in the plough district, at Ecton, a fine old family mansion. He is a very keen sportsman and gives capital hunting breakfasts.

The Northamptonshire woodlands are very extensive, and in this respect it has a decided advantage over Leicestershire as a hunting country. Nothing can be better than the Duke of Buccleuchs range of woodlands to the north, extending twenty miles from end to end; here they may begin as early and hunt as late (with sport) as they can in any part of England, the New Forest not excepted; they generally kill twenty brace of foxes before they disturb a cover in the Pytchley country. The kennel is at Brigstock on the borders of Geddington Chase and Rockingham Forest; and they have walks, among the Duke of Buccleuchs tenants, for fifteen couples, five couple of which the Duke has if the whole lot come in well. Mr Osbaldeston has walks for between forty and fifty couple on his own estates near Scarborough. I need scarcely add that he is a YorksMreman, for no other country in the world could produce such a thorough sportsman.

Northamptonshire is an expensive country to hunt  at least to hunt it properly as Mr Osbaldeston used to do. I speak in the past tense because I am sure the Squire will not be offended, and indeed would only laugh at me, were I to say he did the thing in style this season when he is only scrambling on by way of a mutual accommodation to himself and the country; I have seen him in his best day and know what he used to be. Until this season he had three kennels  viz.: at Brixworth, Dunchurch, and Brigstock, which must have added considerably to the expense of the thing; the keepers and earth-stoppers alone come to about £200 a year, I believe. However, it is a fine shire, and worth all the money that was ever laid out in hunting it. The country might be improved, to be sure, by planting a few more covers, for in some districts they he wide apart. For instance, one day after leaving Lilboume we had to go all the way to Winwick Warren, seven or eight miles, to draw for a second fox. True, we passed Mr Otway-Caves covers, but in those there are too many pheasants for foxes; also Hempley Hills which had been drawn a few days before, and is never a very favourite place on account of the habit of its foxes; they generally run in a ring and regain the hills, after the fashion of their Surrey brethren; so it is up and down all day, like buckets in a well.

Blue Berries near Lamport, the property of Sir Justinian Isham, is a very pretty cover, sloping down a hill; it generally holds either a fox or a pheasant. Blue Berries adjoins the property of Sir James Langham of Cottesbrooke Park, who owns some of the best covers in the Hunt. One of the best runs of the earlier part of the season was from a cover close to Sir Jamess house  in fact, from one of his pheasant preserves. The hounds had met at Maidwell, on the Northampton road, and drawn Scotland Wood, which adjoins the road, also Blue Berries, both blank, after which they trotted on to Cottesbrooke. It was a nasty, rainy, foggy morning, and all who had come from any distance were wet through before the hounds threw off. The cover being open and hollow at the bottom, owing to the ash trees which, they say, kill the undergrowth, Mr Osbaldeston sent Mr West forward to watch lest the fox steal away before the pack came up; and just as hounds arrived a brace went off, one towards Naseby Field, the other on the line along which hounds had just travelled. A dense fog came on at the moment they found, but the notes of the far-famed bitch pack made the welkin ring again, and away they went at a pace which the hardest riders admitted was terrific. But for a lucky turn the field must inevitably have been beat, for the country was awfully deep and horribly rotten. Instead of going straight away the fox turned and ran nearly the same line over again; and after an hour and five minutes without a check he was run into at Lamport. Of those who saw this run was a gentleman named Lawson, a stranger, I believe, who had some very neat horses which he rode in first-rate style  indeed on this occasion it was allowed that he had the best of it; he took a leap of enormous magnitude towards the end. Some said he was a Duke of Buccleuchs man (he sported a coroneted button), but from whatever country he came he did credit to it, contending with some of the best men in Northamptonshire. The fences in this part of the country are very stiff, particularly towards Cottesbrooke, where the land is unusually rich.

This is one of the best hunting quarters in the world; it is the very centre of the Pytchley, yet is within occasional reach of the Quom, Atherstone, and Warwickshire hounds. One would think that Cottesbrooke had been built either by a holy man or a sportsman, for Brixworth spire terminates the vista in front of the house.

There is a fine country all about it, by Hazelbeech, Kelmarsh, and Naseby up to Mr Paynes (Sulby), and Sibbertoft; the last famous for the presence of a hostile farmer who locks and spikes his gates, and makes his hedges of such a form, bearing outwards, as to be perfectly impracticable. Harrington, near Maidwell, is a capital fixture in the centre of a fine country. Loat-land Wood is generally the draw, but if the fox points for the north there is no time to lose, for Wilbarston and Rockingham Forest offer asylum  at all events the number of foxes in either precludes the prospect of much sport for those who like switching raspers and plenty of them. Red Lodge, near Old, in the next hundred to Harrington, is also a good fixture. Fawsley Wood is the nearest cover, and a mile or two off is Short Wood. Towards Cransley the country is very fine; the rides and avenues are beautiful.

We had a very pretty days sport from Fawsley Wood on the 2nd January, running for an hour and thirty-five minutes with a glorious finish. The first part was slow, but we had faster hunting up to within a mile of Kettering where the fox turned and, passing back through Cransley, made a wide circuit to Old, where there was a short check in a farmyard in the village; but after working it through, the scent improved at every yard; getting upon grass beyond, the pace changed from a hunting run into a regular burst, and the line being across as good a country as man need wish to see, the thing became literally brilliant. Before we reached Old we had been running for an hour and twenty minutes at least; and, though not fast, still quite hard enough to allow loose rolling riders to take a good deal out of their horses; an opportunity which, it soon became evident, had not been neglected by some, for horses were every now and then passed which exhibited the usual symptoms of distress  some kicking their bellies, others turning slap round and declining it altogether, and some reposing in the ditches. I fell in with Jack Stevens who was fanning his horse along as gently as he could; and on gaining the summit of gently rising ground we looked back to view 

The strange confusion of the vale below, where in the bright clear light  for it was turning to frost  we could descry a tail of at least two miles, scattered in all directions, and increasing every instant. The fox had been pointing for Sywell Wood, but making a sweep to the west, threw out several, myself among the number, who had ridden on the wrong side of a little spinney near the turnpike, and made the field with hounds very select. They turned, however, and I never shall forget the beauty of that closing scene. The brightness of the day enabled us to see everything, and as we were now on the road with the pack running towards us, we had nothing to do but hold hard and look on.

Now! said Stevens, standing erect in his stirrups, his clear blue eyes glistening with delight at the lucky turn, we shall see who rides up to our bitches on a good scenting day! Yonder they go! By G  , the hounds are running away from them! Thats Mr Bagshawe leading, on the grey. Waters is alongside of him, and now hes passed. That other dark coat is Mr Isham, for a pound. Now he has the lead!

They are coming, said a young farmer who had just caught the sound to which Stevens had been listening for some seconds.

Coming! said Jack. I should think they are! Ive got no great ear for music, but I can hear them at all events.

Just then the fox, dead beat, crept through the hedge at the corner of the field and crossed before us, still pointing for Sywell Wood.

Here he is! was the cry.

Kill him before he gets into cover! exclaimed a gentleman.

No, by G  ! said Jack, give him fair play! Clear the course! and he called to the people on the road to let the fox cross it.

In another instant the pack, clustered together like bees, flew over the hedge, making it crack again; and just as they cleared it Mr Waters, the veterinary surgeon of Northampton, in his low-crowned hat topped it after them on his good clipped horse. Mr Bagshawe on the grey was next, Mr Vere Isham third, and Captain Tathwell, an officer quartered at Northampton, came after him, he being the first scarlet coat up. The fox had lain down in the hedgerow, and the pack had him before any others got over.

Nothing could be finer or more stylish than the manner in which the hounds did their work on this day. During the latter part of the run they were left entirely to themselves, Stevens being thrown out, and Mr Osbaldeston stopped by a man with his horse in a ditch; but the pace they went precluded the idea of being ridden over or pressed beyond the scent. Still, they were well ridden up to, and no man went better or straighter than Captain Tathwell who had a pretty severe fall in the early part of the run.

This was a day that satisfied every one  but how seldom such a day occurs in the course of a season!


III. THE PYTCHLEY  Continued.

SIR CHARLES KNIGHTLEY  A BAD SCENTING DAY  THE DUKE OF GRAFTONS  JACK STEVENS  HIS FAITH IN HIS HOUNDS  THE BRIXWORTH KENNELS  VIOLET AND VIRGIN  MR WOODS BEAGLES  MR OSBALDESTON IN THE FIELD  A HOUND KILLED.
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THE PYTCHLEY HUNT is not in its glory this season  at least it was not during the time I was in Northamptonshire. I do not think I ever saw above twenty red coats in the field, and that number only when we hunted within distance of the outlying Quomites. One day ought never to be forgotten in the annals of fox-hunting. It was about the turn of the year, in the height of the holidays, on as fine a hunting day as ever dawned; and Mr Osbaldestons hounds met in as good a country as exists, and one red coat was all that graced the field.

Mr Osbaldeston had gone to his place in Yorkshire, taking with him some of his hunting friends to finish the shooting season, and the meet was Badby Gate, two or three miles beyond Daventry, but there are surely residents in that district, and it is handy enough for the Warwickshire men  indeed our solitary scarlet bird did come from Rugby. I had no intention of hunting, well knowing that if I sent a horse on the hounds would go slap away, and leave me about three times as far off as the meet, which was quite far enough. But it is tame work sitting in the house when hounds are come-at-able, so I thought I would ride down in mufti to see them find, and get Jack Stevens to tell me the locality of a Warwickshire meet; and, after losing my way once or twice, and being misdirected by a great hawbuck in Daventry  for a man in trousers is fair game for anybody  I came upon the hounds just as they had drawn Badby Wood and were trotting down to Sir Charles Knightleys at Fawsley. Here was an opportunity of seeing a park in perfection! The worthy baronet was out, riding a neat clipped horse, accompanied by a son, a fine, gentlemanly-looking young fellow on a beautiful dun pony, which he seemed well inclined to put along. Indeed, I had observed him one day before, when we had a bit of a scurry from Welton Place gorse to Crick, and thought he would prove one of the right sort; for, say what you will, blood will tell in men as well as in horses. What an admirable description of Sir Charles Nimrod gave in his Crack Riders of England! If I had been placed in the middle of the hunting field with all Northamptonshire before me I could have picked out Sir Charles Knightley by that sketch. He has laid aside the scarlet coat, but no man can look at him without being satisfied that he is a thorough sportsman.

Fawsley is situate in the most picturesque part of Northamptonshire, on the line of hills that separates it from Warwickshire; and the landscape presents a greater variety of hill and dale than most of the parks in the county. The parks and grounds are studded with woods and well-grown timber; and in front of the mansion, which appears to be very old, there is a fine expanse of water in the shape of a lake which abounds with wild-fowl. The country about is very beautiful, and must once have been magnificent. A gentleman told me that when Sir Charles came into possession there were some grazing grounds in the neighbourhood, 200 acres in extent; and the boundaries can still be traced among the newly planted hedges with which they are divided. I need hardly say that the Fawsley covers are sure finds; and though we were very unlucky on this day, it was owing to the atmosphere and not to want of foxes.

We did find one which the field would inevitably have driven into the jaws of the pack had Sir Charles not used all his energies, almost to throwing his leather breeches into convulsions, to persuade the unruly ones to let him break from that little spinney. The fox accomplished it at last, taking along a grassy ridge, into the ditch in which nothing had passed to foil the ground; and though hounds came out close at his brush they could not carry the scent ten yards. By dint of lifting they worked him into the woods, but the scent was worse in cover than out, if possible, and though repeatedly viewed they could make nothing of him; and after an hours badgering, during which the scent gradually became worse, Stevens whipped off and went to draw for another.

A storm came on shortly after, but whether the badness of the scent was due to the impending storm or to the lack of it in the fox himself  he was beautifully clean and glossy  I must leave others to determine by what I am going to add, though I think there cannot be a doubt that some foxes have a much stronger scent than others. 

When we whipped off from this delicate gentleman we went to some small covers below Fawsley, but did not find; and Stowe Wood, formerly, I believe, belonging to the Pytchley, but now neutral between Mr Osbaldeston and the Duke of Grafton, was at length the order of the day. Many then went away, leaving about a dozen of those in whose homeward line the draw lay. We went below hill to give the hounds the wind, and just as we were turning up to the cover the blast of a horn and a slight cheer were heard from within, and presently out came a great thumping pack of hounds into the fallow, followed by eight or ten horsemen in dark coats, going at a sort of galloping  dreary  done as though they had had about enough. The scent appeared to be a good holding one, and as hounds made it out very well across the fallow the chances were that they would do better when they got upon grass. I cantered up the hill, and found myself alongside Jack Carter with the Duke of Graftons hounds. They had met at Williams Bridge near Towcester, and had run their fox for three hours, covering some five-and-twenty miles of country, a run severe enough to tell out four-fifths of the field. Besides Carter and the second whip, Colonel Fitzroy was there, a youngster in a green jacket, and ten or a dozen more, three of whom were in the hunt uniform.

Of course, there was not much dash left in men, horses, or hounds when I joined them; but the sombre hue of the green coats, the heavy appearance of the hounds compared with the sprightliness of the Pytchley bitches I had just left, and Carters quiet, easy, matter-of-course style compared with Stevens brisk eagerness, carried the mind back to the earlier days of foxhunting. The Dukes are a fine shapely pack, well adapted to a woodland country, of which they have a large proportion. They ran for about half an hour more, either in cover or crossing from one to another, and at last ran him to ground as it began to grow dark.

I like Jack Stevens. In my mind he is just what a whipper-in ought to be. He is not one of your fine, talking, half-gentleman, half-servant sort of fellows, but a man who knows his place and keeps it; speaks of his master as his master, is civil and obliging to every one; and though admittedly one of the very first-rate hands with horses and hounds in England, is as quiet and unassuming as if he had never entered a kennel or crossed a horse in his life. This has been observed by many who have seen him. I remember one of our oldest and best masters of hounds who had gone several miles out of his way to visit the Brixworth kennel, saying how pleased he was with Stevens manner, adding such a celebrated fellow as he is might have been expected to give himself a few airs!

Though Jack is so unassuming, he has an opinion of his own, and when he knows he is right he sticks by it. One day after we had lost our fox in rather an unsatisfactory manner, a young cleric told Jack they were running a hare at the time we thought they were getting on terms with their fox.

A hare! exclaimed Stevens with the utmost astonishment. Its impossible, sir!

I dont know what you think possible, said the gentleman, but those men at work at the hedge said they viewed her.

It couldnt be, sir! said Jack. The old hounds were working it, and I would rather believe them four-and five-year-old hunters than all the men in England.

What a compliment to the canine race!

Stevens began life under Lord Middleton when that nobleman hunted Warwickshire, and has been with Mr Osbaldeston about ten years; consequently his career has lain in the three best hunting countries  or at least what were the three best, for Warwickshire has been sadly disfigured by that great wen called Leamington  viz.: Leicestershire, Northamptonshire, and Warwickshire  Mr Osbaldeston having had the Quom country on and off for seven or eight seasons. Jacks halloo is good and musical, and the sharp quick yooi, yooi, yooi, yooi, yooi, yooi! for calling hounds together is peculiarly his own. His seat and style of handling his horse are beautiful; it looks as if horse and rider were one.

Nothing can be better than the Brixworth kennel, whether we regard its situation in the country or look at it simply as a kennel. It is about six miles and a hah to the north of Northampton on the great road to Market Harborough, and stands on the rise of a hill to the south. There is no show or display about it  a plain brick building with blue roof; but the interior is admirably arranged: plenty of houses and yards, large airy lodging rooms; and I do not think I ever saw one better kept. There is not a speck of dirt to be seen anywhere, and the flags shine like polished marble. The feeder is a perfect professor in the art of condition; he lived with Lord Yarborough in Lincolnshire before he came to Mr Osbaldeston, with whom he has been, I understood, some eighteen years.

They have in this kennel a practice which I never saw in any other  viz.: that of washing the hounds after hunting with the broth in which the flesh was boiled. The hounds are put into high wooden troughs, and well washed over and rubbed with the broth in which they stand, after which they are turned into the lodging-houses, where they lick one another dry. This is said to be a capital preventive against lameness, and a good cure for bruises.

We learned in a recent number of the old Sporting Magazine that in the Cheshire Hunt they feed the hounds before hunting; a system of which the writer highly approved! The pack must present a very interesting appearance leaving the kennel after what Jorrocks would call a good blow out, and would be admirably calculated for a burst over a good scenting country. If the writer of that account were to pay a visit to the Brixworth kennel he would say they adopt the same system; for he would find hounds feeding at nine in the morning, and of course set down these to be the hunting hounds of that day, never supposing it possible for them to fast from that time until they return from hunting the next evening. I do not know what Sir Harry Main-warings hounds may do, but I know Osbaldestons would stand a very poor chance with their Northamptonshire flyers were they to go to work with full bellies. After feeding in the morning his hounds are looked over again about four oclock when delicate feeders and such as are poor have a little more given them, but in very small quantities.

Without parading the whole pack, I would mention one dogs wife called Violet that I think peculiarly deserving of notice, being one of the most perfect animals I ever saw: symmetry personified, and with the finest head and neck imaginable. Some people like better her own sister Virgin, for whom, I understand, Sir Richard Sutton offered 100 guineas. Virgin is larger than Violet and hunts with the dog pack. But the kennel is superb! We may look in vain for fifty couples of finer hounds than those in it at the present moment. There is only one faulty (flatsided) hound in the lot; and the good qualities of this one atone for his imperfections. I understand that the Hon. Henry Moreton who bought so largely of the draft at the sale in the autumn, after picking out as many of the best hounds as he wanted, sold the rest for a sum that covered the cost of the whole. Thats the way to do business!

I must not take leave of Brixworth without mentioning the pack of beagles kept by Mr Wood whose mansion stands in the village, his property lying round it. They are a very pretty lot; small, but even, and the most musical little things I ever heard. They hunt three times a week in the neighbourhood of Brixworth, Gilsborough, Spratton, &c.; and though they have hardly speed enough to press a hare off her foil they are so persevering that they generally manage, on the worst scenting days, either to run or walk their quarry to death. Mr Wood himself does not frequently hunt them, but is always willing to lend his pack to those whom he knows will not do mischief. On these occasions the beagles are hunted by a lad named Charles, mounted on a very extraordinary old horse; one of the best has beens in the country; now, owing to some infirmity in his legs, he is kept out, winter and summer; consequently there is no great look of Stable Management or Condition of Hunters about him. The pack consists of real beagles, 16 or 17 couple, and is well worthy the attention of a man who likes to see what may be termed the rudiments of the chase.

Captain Spencer also has a very pretty pack at Althorp: he and Mr Wood chop and change together when they have hounds that do not suit. One day when I was out with Mr Wood near Ravensthorp the two packs were running close together, but did not join.

This season, it is said, will be the last for Mr Osbaldeston as a Master of Hounds. I trust it is not, and by very many. A universally popular master is almost an anomaly; for though there are such men, if we look round, mix with our brother sportsmen and hear the conflicting opinions that are delivered respecting the same man, how very few we shall find in that enviable position! Masters are not fairly dealt with nowadays. The majority of men who follow hounds make no allowance for their feelings, vexations and anxieties. If the Master in the agony of his mind lets drive a hearty oath at any one for overriding his hounds, some lisping hermaphrodite sets him down as a terrible, coarse, vulgar fellow, and wonders the gentlemen of the hunt countenance such a man. These fine gentlemen would have a Master act on the suggestion of the polished middy who reproved one of his crew for hallooing to the sailors with a hitch of his breeches and roll of his quid, Lend a hand, you lubbers! when he wanted something done; asking him if it would not be quite as easy to go up to them, and, taking off his hat, say, Gentlemen, may I request your co-operation?

Now, to my mind no man is fit to be a Master who cannot give a fellow a good rowing when he deserves it, and this may be done in two ways, either by dignified remonstrance, which best becomes the man of rank and standing, or the laughing, joking style that Osbaldeston adopts; this latter, while it affords amusement to the field instead of acting as a damper to spirits  for no man likes to hear another bullied  cuts with tenfold force against the offender, for he gets well laughed at by the whole field. One day I saw a gentleman on an unruly horse ride slap against the Squire and nearly knock him into the next county; recovering from the shock, he merely exclaimed as he eyed the man tearing away down the ride, My God! What a tailor!

I think Mr Osbaldeston a very pleasant man in the field. There is not an atom of ill nature in his composition, and if he does now and then cut his jokes, why he can take one as well as any man, and what more can we expect? It is true that he sometimes launches out when he sees fellows riding like fools and endangering the safety of his hounds, but this is a natural consequence of his knowledge of hunting. If he were less alive to what is doing he would never have been able to show the sport he has done. Looking at it from the pecuniary point of view, what an immense risk he runs every day his hounds take the field from the heedless riding of injudicious sportsmen. Supposing him to take out twenty couples a day, for many of which he would not take 100 guineas, and for none, I daresay, less than fifty, we have at least £2000 worth of hounds in the field; and let any man go into Northamptonshire and see the reckless riding of some of the young farmers, graziers, and horse-dealers; and then say whether he would always be able to keep his temper. If a hound is killed by unavoidable accident  for instance when one slips between a horses legs at a fence and is jumped on  no man takes the thing more philosophically than the Squire. Many will remember our bad luck on the last day of the year; it was a chapter of accidents; the whole thing so unsatisfactory that it is the only day of last year I have no wish to live over again. We met at Buttocks Booth on the Kettering road, and after drawing the gorse behind the inn blank, a fox was viewed away from the plantation on the other side of the road; and just as the hounds were laid on there came one of the most tremendous downpours of rain I ever experienced; it drenched every one in an instant, destroyed the scent and obliged us to whip off in Overston Park and go to that delightful cover Sywell Wood, deep at any time, but then more like a quagmire than anything else. When the storm subsided the wind got up and blew a perfect hurricane. In cover it was almost impossible to hear anything; but a fox being found, by separating through the rides we telegraphed him from quarter to quarter; and after trashing about for an hour and a half a halloo away was heard from the outside, and away went about a dozen of us with the hounds, but without either Mr Osbaldeston or Jack Stevens. The scent failed over a fallow; and hounds, after making their cast, threw up without anybody to assist them. Presently Jack Stevens came up; but just as he got within hallooing distance, away went hounds like the wind, down a hedge-side; and after running at a slapping pace for half a mile, during which we thought we were in for a run, a young hound named Fugleman who had directed the operations of the pack, imbedded his fangs in the back of a great jack hare.

The pack were doubtless tired of the long, cold, trashing, stooping day they had had, and gladly followed the example of this juvenile who, though an excellent workman, and a grandson of old Furrier to boot, has a penchant for hare. He is shaped like a greyhound, which perhaps may account for his extraordinary speed; he is one of the fastest hounds in the pack. Well, all this was provoking enough, but the sequel is worse. Monarch, an old favourite that Mr Osbaldeston wanted to keep as a stallion hound, had been ridden over and smashed to pieces. He was not dead when I came up, though it was extraordinary that he lived a minute after the accident; on dissection his ribs were found broken to splinters, as if a cannon ball had passed through him.

So ended the day. The old hound ended his life like a well-bred one, for after tottering along for a mile or two, he reached the Fox and Hounds public house on the Kettering road, and died.

And what said the Squire? Did he foam and rage and storm and abuse or talk at the man who did it? No such thing. The man was a sportsman, and the Squire knew he would no more have ridden over a hound than he would over its master, if he could help it: and, in answer to some one who inquired who had done it, he said, Why, Mr  , though no man can be more careful, unfortunately jumped upon him.

The feeling introduction of those words though no man can be more careful at such a moment, conveys a better idea of Mr Osbaldestons temper and manner in the field than the panegyrics of a thousand writers.

Squire, Farewell!


IV. DORSETSHIRE: MR FARQUHARSONS.

(1834-1835.)
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IDEAS OF DORSETSHIRE  BLOXWORTH DOWNS  DORSETSHIRE MILESTONES  MEET AT CALME  BEN JENNINGS  THE HOUNDS  MR TATCHELL  DORSETSHIRE STILES  THE REV. WM. BUTLER  HIS ADVICE ABOUT HORSES  MEMBERS OF THE HUNT  YELLOWHAM WOOD  A NEW YEARS DAY CAP TAKEN.

ABOUT no county in England has more been written than Dorsetshire, and yet there is none of which a stranger can form so slight an idea of its sporting capabilities. Mr Beckford set an example which has been rigidly followed by all subsequent writers; he says the country he hunted was composed of three different sorts, but I do not recollect that in the course of his letters he ever mentioned specifically in what counties those three sorts of country were situated. For this many a day we have had details innumerable, not only of the straightforward progress of old Reynard, but of the devious windings of poor pussy; tracing which the writers invariably confine themselves to the lines run, to opinions of the packs, their Masters and management, as though their readers were as well acquainted with the country, style of the establishments, &c., as themselves. Nimrod, I believe, never hunted in Dorsetshire; and in a volume lately published which contains the pith of all his hunting tours, the sole mention made of Mr Farquharsons hounds relates to a look he had at them one summer day when he overtook them at exercise near Blandford Race-course.

My own ideas of the county had been based entirely on the stories (and stories they very often prove) of people who perhaps were indebted to some one else for their information. I expected to find Mr Farquharsons country swarming with foxes  foxes streaming in all directions, like ropes of sand, as the poacher said of the hares; to see the hounds chopping one about every half-hour, and old Bens cap off half a dozen times in the day, collecting half-crowns for the exploit in the manner of the old Brighton Muggers. As to the country itself, I was prepared for a bad provincial  desperately mountainous, full of impassable ravines, large woods, high banks with hedges on the top, and yawning drains. Of the mountainous nature of it I could have little doubt, having seen the performances of Mr Hardings mountain harriers so frequently acclaimed.

About ten oclock one night in the early part of last December I found myself turned out of a Weymouth coach at Blandford; and having transferred myself and traps into a yellow post-chaise, I set out for Bloxworth House, the then hospitable mansion of Colonel Lethbridge, whither I had despatched some horses a few days previously. After rattling a few miles along the Dorchester road the line suddenly diverged up a country lane to the left; and after passing divers fields, commons and opens, and winding about in the tortuous way bye-roads in all countries delight to follow, I found we were on an open down and the road had vanished. The post-boy, who had got off to open a gate, now came past the window to resume his seat, and I hailed him to ask if he was sure he was right. Oh yez, zur, he said with a touch of the Zummerzetzhire twang, it be all right; these be Bloxworth Downs, and the house be just over the hill before us. These ere white heaps you zee mark the road; they be what we call Dorzetshire milestones. I looked out of the window on the right, and by the light of the moon which gleamed dimly through passing clouds, I saw small heaps of chalk laid at intervals of five or six yards; these, contrasting with the dark sward, pointed out the fine. Thus we eventually arrived at Bloxworth House, a roomy old-fashioned family mansion, the property of Mr Pickard; it stands near Woodbury Hill, the site of a great annual horse-fair.

The first hounds I saw were those of Mr Portman; but, it being only a bye-day (at Bryanstone), and a very bad scenting day to boot, I reserve my remarks upon his establishment until I can place him in the scene of his glory, Stock House in the Vale. I did not meet him there, however, until later; and will give Mr Farquharson the precedence to which he is entitled, not only as the oldest Master of Hounds, but as the one who hunts the largest portion of the country. The first time I met his hounds was at Calme, a handsome residence on the Weymouth side of the country, then occupied by Mr Tobyn, late of the Queens Bays. Calme is in the Cadstock, or Cattistock, country, and the hounds came from that kennel.

Of all the countries I have ever been in, this is the most difficult for a stranger to find his way. Finger-posts there are none, downs with their Dorsetshire milestones stretch in all directions, and the cross-roads over the bleak, barren heaths are puzzling beyond description. My line to cover that morning gave me a good insight into the nature of the locality, and had I not had a good pilot in Colonel Lethbridge, who has lived and hunted in the country for many years, I could never have found my way at all.

Calme, I believe, is one of the show meets with Mr Farquharsons hounds  at all events it is a favourite, as it lets in the Weymouth and Dorchester people, and is moreover in an open country. Notwithstanding the unpropitious weather, a drizzling rain with fog having accompanied us to the meet, there was an immense assemblage in the park; but the sun began to break through just as we arrived. After passing innumerable servants with horses on the carriage road, and making our way through the goodly collection of scarlet coats congregated in the park, we met the hounds coming over the slope of a hill; and Ben, stopping his horse, gave me an opportunity of looking him and them over.

Ben Jennings is precisely the sort of man I had pictured; an extremely clean, most respectablelooking old fellow, with white hair peering from the sides of his black cap, a good intelligent eye, and the mildest, most placid expression of countenance I ever beheld. He is, in fact, an exceedingly fine-looking old man, and I know no servant in England with so respectable and prepossessing an exterior. The other veteran of the establishment, Solomon, was not out this morning, being on the sick-list; but as he showed up a day or two afterwards at Ilsington Wood, I will give his description here. Taller than Ben, he has a long, grave face and white hair; he looks less of the sportsman than I expected, but I believe he is keen, and I saw him exert himself tremendously one day, trying to whip a fox out of a very thick gorse somewhere near Chetterwood. The second whip, Tom, is Bens son; he is a sharp, dashing fellow and a fine horseman.

The only peculiarity I remarked in the costume of the hunt servants was that they all wore long brown leather knee-caps, nearly covering the boot-top and reaching above the knee. I have seen servants in other countries where they have to contend with large and deep woodlands, wear such knee-caps; but they do not look sporting. The hounds, I understand, were purchased by Mr Farquharson off Mr Humphrey Sturt of Critchell, ancestor of the present Mr Sturt, one of the representatives of the county, who succeeded Mr Beckford. They are fine, large, muscular hounds, larger headed, heavier, and more John Wardeish, if I may use the expression, than the generality of fox-hounds of the present day, but having a very business-like look about them. The coup dœil this morning was very brilliant; there were fully two hundred well-mounted horsemen, the majority in scarlet, nearly all wearing the hunt uniform  viz., white collars and F. on the button; the show of beauty on horseback and in the numerous carriages that glided about among the field was such as would have done honour to Leicestershire itself. Indeed the whole scene was highly creditable to the sporting character of Dorsetshire, and showed that the gentry retain the reputation given them by Mr Beckford when he said that in the country where he lived most of the gentlemen were sportsmen.

Mr Tobyn gave a sumptuous breakfast to the whole field, and similar hospitality is shown in all parts of the county.

Among other great workmen out this day was the celebrated Mr Tatchell, allowed by all to be one of the very boldest riders, if not the boldest, in England. For a short period he figured in the list of Masters of Foxhounds, hunting part of the country now occupied by Mr Hall. Standing nearly six feet high, large-limbed, and of amazing strength, he is an awful weight on a horse; but notwithstanding this, no man can beat him; in the course of a severe run he takes every opportunity of easing his horse, and all his stud are trained to follow him over gates, Dorsetshire stiles, or any fence he takes on foot. It is at timber that he chiefly saves his mount, jumping off as he approaches and vaulting over with one hand while with the other he puts the horse to it. He bestrode this day a famous weight-carrier, a thoroughbred grey he bought of Mr Hall; one of the most powerful animals of his height I ever saw; a horse, however, that requires a horseman to keep him in order, and in Mr Tatchell he has certainly found his match.

Dorsetshire stiles, I may observe, are a species peculiar to the country  at least I have never seen such in any other; they are substantial deal planks nearly as large as those used in flooring a room, put into posts, but easily taken down by pushing them a little back at one end. At first sight a stranger regards them as rather formidable, and, of course, when talking of the difficulties of their country the Dorsetians generally insinuate that nobody thinks of displacing the timber; but I soon found that this does happen  somehow  making the leap a mere trifle; for it is the stiffness of the plank, not the height of the jump, that makes the place difficult. These stiles are to be found in almost every enclosure as substitutes for the hazel hurdle which so often stops a convenient gap, and the field generally make for the stile in preference to taking the hedge.

Every man who has set foot in Dorsetshire for the purpose of hunting is sure to have met the renowned Mr Butler, called Billy by his intimates; for to say that hounds are out is tantamount to saying that he is out, neither weather nor distance ever standing in his way. He is a most extraordinary man, being far advanced towards fourscore, yet retaining all the fun and vivacity of youth; a real sportsman, good sport or bad, he is always good-humoured and gay. Even Mr Meager, with all his antipathy to hunting parsons, must have liked the Rev. William Butler; he was such a kind, sociable, entertaining, agreeable old man. With two horses he would hunt five days a week; but then he rode to hunt, not, like many many men, hunting to ride. All he cared about was seeing hounds work. I remember his observing one day in the midst of one of those interminable woods on the east side of Dorsetshire, that he wished he had a balloon in which to hover over the pack and see all they were doing.

I had the honour of making my bow to this veteran, who observed that he was always glad to be introduced to fox-hunters. For, said he, that simple title tells a mans tale and saves all unnecessary explanation; and having proved the breed to be a good one I have no desire to change it for any other. There is a great deal of quaint humour and shrewdness about Mr Butler; I was pleased with a piece of advice I heard him give Colonel Lethbridge at the cover-side one morning. Most men say they always sell their horses when they can get their prices, and the colonel is rather addicted to this. Last winter he had a famous bay horse called The Miller, which he had purchased of Hartley, the sporting miller, immortalised by Ackermann in his Sporting Anecdotes; the fame of this nag reached the ears of Mr Assheton Smith, and hearing that Colonel Lethbridge had set a price upon him, Mr Assheton Smith sent his groom to the meet one morning when Mr Farquharson s hounds met at Ashley Wood on the Hampshire side of the country. The man appeared with a bridle hanging to the pommel of his saddle, looking as though he meant to dismount some gentleman. After dodging about for some time he accosted Colonel Lethbridge, and the latter, after talking a little about the horse, rode on and joined Mr Butler.

I have had Mr Smiths groom looking at the horse, he said.

Why, you are not going to sell him, are you? said Mr Butler. Whats the matter with him?

Nothing, replied the colonel. I have no fault whatever to find with him.

Does he suit you?

Capitally! I never had a pleasanter horse in my life.

Then, said Mr Butler, dont sell him! Never part with your comforts, my good friend.

I saw the colonel ride this horse over a five-barred gate in cold blood; the animal took it without the slightest hesitation.

[But here again pen! Here again! Hark back to Calme!]

Mr Farquharson was not out this day, and his place as director of the movements was supplied by his eldest son, James, a very excellent and well-mounted sportsman. His weight being light, he generally rides thoroughbred horses. The place of old Solomon, the first whip, was filled by a groom riding Mr Farquharsons famous old white horse, on which it was proposed the Master should be painted when the subscription was commenced for the picture for which afterwards was substituted the celebrated Farquharson Vase. The horse is very finely shaped, and looks a hunter all over.

Lord Ilchester was in the field this day, and though somewhat past the age at which deeds of daring are expected, and one who has suffered not a little from accidents in the chase, he is still a very good man with hounds, and there is in his appearance that which bespeaks the sportsman. His lordship is very popular in the Hunt; he took the chair at the presentation of the Vase to Mr Farquharson.

Sir Henry Blackwood, who is, I believe, a sailor, though a welter weight, is one of their very best; and Sir Edward Baker, considering the disadvantage under which he labours, goes well. Mr Hanham is one of the best appointed men in the Hunt; his horses are uncommonly well turned out and he rides neatly. Mr Lyster of Rowton Castle, Shropshire, a son-in-law of the Earl of Shaftesbury, a member of the Hunt, was staying at St Giles when I was in Dorsetshire; he is a fine admixture of the gentleman and the sportsman, and does credit to the sporting reputation of the county from which he comes. He had with him some very clever, well-bred horses, low but with great substance and very compact. He is an elegant horseman and a famous man across country. Major Shirley is esteemed a good man, and Colonel Lethbridge, when he liked his horse and was in the humour, could go with any of them: he has now left the county, but will doubtless retain his white collar. Captain Caldwell, formerly of the Queens Bays, now a resident in Dorsetshire, goes well and sees more sport with a limited stud than any man there. He is held an excellent judge of a horse, and certainly turns out on a good stamp himself. Besides these I have named there are many others, both among the gentry and yeomen whose names will doubtless occur to me as I proceed on my ramble; so for the present we will turn to the hounds and the days sport.

Every person who was so inclined having partaken of Mr Tobyns hospitality, the sportsmen mounted their horses and hounds were thrown into cover, drawing some plantations in the neighbourhood of Calme, and going thence in the direction of Weymouth, of which town and of Portland Island in the distance we obtained a view from the heights. We were unfortunate in not finding, for the wild, open nature of the country and the gorse that straggled about in all directions gave promise of a fox. About two oclock, having crossed to Bradford Plantations, we did find, but, owing either to want of scent or want of patience on the part of the field or from some of the innumerable wants that attend foxhunting, we made nothing of him. A curious circumstance of the day was the capture of a cock pheasant, which, after leaving a belt of wood for the open, changed its mind and actually flew back in the face of the whole field, and suffered itself to be caught.

The next peep I had at Mr Farquharsons hounds was at Ilsington Wood in the puddle and piddle country; most of the villages in the district are thus designated  as, for instance, Tolpuddle, Afipuddle, Tomers-puddle, Bryants-puddle; Piddlehinton, Piddletown, &c.; all lying in the country between Bere Regis and Dorchester. A more unfavourable hunting day I never knew; the wind due east, the sun hot overhead, the dust flying on the roads; and of course the ground was as hard as bricks. I only mention it because it ended in Yellowham Wood, so called, I suppose, from the colour of the soil, a cover that has since been selected by Mr Hodges of Dorchester, painter of the very clever series of pictures of the Beaufort Hunt published last year, for the purpose of displaying the Farquharson Hunt at the hour of throwing off. The scene will be readily recognised by those acquainted with the country, though I cannot say that Mr Hodges has selected the best spot in it: Yellowham Wood, or Yallam, as it is pronounced, is a notoriously unpopular cover, being part of a large range of woodlands from which foxes seldom or never get away. The companion picture, The Cocktails Done; Fifty Minutes in the Vale of Blackmore and Twenty Minutes on the Hills Without a Check, a downs scene  or more properly speaking an up and down scene, is little better than a caricature; but this, I think, must be the fault of the engraver; the plum-pudding appearance of the bumps or hills that represent the downs is a sad libel on those fine, wide-spreading, undulating tracts.

I wonder Mr Hodges did not select for one of his scenes Chetterwood with the famous Chetterwood fox giving them a scurry over the open to Cranbourne Chase; this would have been a subject worthy of his talent. Of course, during my stay in Dorsetshire I was in this famous cover and also had a brush after the noted fox; but it was a very bad day for hearing, and thus hounds could not be got to the holloa quickly enough to go away close at him; and after travelling his usual line he beat us. I have since heard that this fox has been killed by Mr Codringtons hounds. He was an exception to the generality of foxes in this part of the country, most being reputed sad dwellers; one day in Ashley Wood a field of two or three hundred horsemen made themselves hoarse with holloaing the different foxes they viewed in the rides before one could be induced to leave. When he did go away hounds soon made it evident to him that he would have been much safer in cover, for they ran into him in twenty minutes, after trashing in cover, changing every now and then, for upwards of two hours. We killed him by the river Stour, near Sturminster Marshall; and, it being New Years Day, some one proposed a cap for old Ben, which proposal was cheerfully adopted. This was the only time I saw a cap taken while in the country.

I liked the appearance of the whole of this side of Mr Farquharsons country; there are some fine, wild tracts, a good deal of which may be ridden over at any time of the year without injury. The heaths, moors, and forest glades about Horton Tower, and towards Ringwood, are calculated to prepare the mind for the grand expanses of the New Forest; though here, as there, it is necessary to ride to a leader who knows the country lest one flounder into a bog. Since Mr Grove gave up his hounds Mr Farquharson, I believe, has had Cranbourne Chase, an excellent spring and autumn country. I saw several head of blackgame disturbed by the hounds one day while drawing the moors and plantations beyond Winbome Minster. Foxes are by no means plentiful, and not very well preserved; I was present at the chopping of a three-legged one, and that in a country where one would think a fox could do no harm.


V. DORSETSHIRE  Continued.
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IT IS THE fashion in Mr Farquharsons country, as in a good many others, to accuse the huntsman of slackness. When a man has reached his threescore years and passed it  as I am told Ben has  he can hardly be expected to show much of the fire and energy of youth; and in these fast times there is no accusation so easily made as that of slowness. Unless a huntsman lays hold of his hounds the instant they lose the scent, and makes a cast forward at a canter, he is sure to be called slow. Having been in the country during a very unfavourable season, and knowing nothing of its properties as to scent, it would be absurd in me to offer an opinion on Bens methods; I may, however, observe that Kit Atkins, Mr Portmans huntsman, one of the fastest of the fast, said he would give something to have such a head as old Bens for killing a fox.

Mr Farquharsons home kennel and hunting stables are at Eastbury Park, about five miles from his residence, Langton House, near Blandford. Eastbury was an ancient seat of the Dukes of Bolton, but the mansion-house was burnt many years ago, some say intentionally. The site of the old building can still be traced, and the parts that remain betray great solidity and magnificence. The timber in the park is particularly fine. I was disappointed in the stables; these are not in keeping with the splendour of the courtyard; the space behind the horses is narrow by comparison with that provided in modern stables, and nothing sets off a stud to greater advantage than width between the ranges of stalls. I forget the number of horses I saw, but there were a great many, as indeed there must be to mount so many men five days a week throughout the season. The stud groom, huntsman, and whips live at Eastbury. The kennel, which stands in the park, is a roomy old-fashioned building, more remarkable for the merits of its inmates than for architectural elegance. The country round, chiefly downs, affords every convenience for exercising both horses and hounds, and the Blandford Race-course lies between Langton and Eastbury.

Mr Farquharson has an immense estate in this district, a considerable portion of which he keeps in his own hands. His new house at Langton is one of the finest in England belonging to a private gentleman; and here he lives as the real old English gentleman with a fine old estate should live, not content to see only guests, but taking in the servants and horses of his visitors, be they ever so many, instead of availing himself of the accommodation that might be provided for these at Blandford. This is true English hospitality, and for such the county of Dorset is famous. I must add that the new stables at Langton, built on the latest principles and containing about thirty stalls, with a covered ride, will be well worth a visit when finished.

Mr Farquharson has now hunted Dorsetshire for nearly thirty years, during the whole of which period he has kept his establishment on a large and magnificent scale without drawing one farthing subscription; there not being even a fund for repairing damage. In the field he leaves the hounds almost entirely to the huntsman. His bearing and manner, while free from anything like aristocratic hauteur, is distinguished by the frank openness of the English gentleman. Indeed, without flattery, I think Mr Farquharson may be held up as a model of his order. He resides nearly the whole year on his estate, spending his large income in the county whence he draws it, promoting the amusement of his friends and neighbours and discharging all the public duties that pertain to his position.

When they recollect how unfavourable the weather was for hunting up to the close of the year, sportsmen will not be surprised to know that the first time I met Mr Draxs hounds it was on as bad a day as could possibly be. It was about the end of December, and apart from the extreme dryness of the ground there had been a severe frost during the night; so hard that as I rode to the place of meeting I had great doubts whether the hounds would come. However, the meet being on Spittesbury Downs, only a few miles from where I was staying, and the sun pretty powerful, I calculated on their throwing off at perhaps twelve oclock (ten or half-past being their usual hour), and I walked my horse quietly on. Nor did I speculate amiss, for shortly after my arrival a whipper-in on a smart grey rode up and told me the hounds would leave the kennel about eleven.

The downs on which they were to meet are extensive, adjoining Charlton and Whitchurch Downs, forming a considerable area of open country. Mr Drax has lately made gorse covers in all directions on Spittesbury Downs, and indeed in all parts of his very extensive property. Dorsetshire was originally hunted by the former owners of Charborough Park, there having been a Charborough Hunt seventy years ago, consisting of eight different draws in which the Mr Drax of that day used to kill his five-and-twenty brace of foxes or so; after which he would go into the New Forest for a couple of months towards the spring, and kill some fifteen or twenty brace more. Mr Beekford had it after Mr Drax, I believe, and Mr Humphrey Stmt of Critchell, ancestor of the present member for the county, succeeded him; and on Mr Sturt selling his hounds to Mr Farquharson in 1807, he returned the Charborough country to the present Mr Draxs late father-in-law, Mr Grosvenor, who thereupon agreed to let Mr Farquharson hunt it with the stipulation that if Mr Grosvenors son wished to resume the country Mr Farquharson should resign it.

Mr Drax, who formerly kept harriers and also hunted roebuck, gave them up in 1833; and, purchasing half the Craven pack when Mr Smith resigned that country, commenced hunting the Charborough; but owing to the scarcity of foxes and the contracted field for his operations, he has been obliged to turn out an immense number of foxes, as many as fifty brace having been placed in the different covers in the course of last year.

The Craven hounds when the property of Mr Smith were a most killing pack, but they did not carry such a head as modern sportsmen delight in; indeed I think that no small share of their fame was earned for them by their Master.

About half-past eleven the hounds appeared at the far end of the Down, attended by a huntsman and two whippers-in on grey horses, a groom on another leading a fifth  greys both for field and harness are the order of the day at Charborough, and it must be admitted that no colour shows to such advantage. The huntsman, John Last, is an old family servant, and formerly hunted the harriers; he is a very clean, civil, respectable man: one of the whips is a son of Mr Portmans late huntsman, Charming; the other, named Penney, is a very promising hand. The hounds, of which there were about twenty couple out, are small  at least small when compared with Mr Farquharsons and some of Mr Portmans,  speedy, but not weedy-looking; they looked as healthy and well as possible, and so they ought to do, for they have one of the best kennels in England and two kennel-huntsmen to look after them.

There are not many of the parent stock of the pack remaining, and as Mr Drax has made a large draft since I question whether any hounds that came from the Craven kennel are now left in that of Charborough. At present Mr Horlocks, the Duke of Beauforts, and Mr Codringtons blood predominates; though, in looking through the fist, there appears to be a dash of blood from almost every fashionable kennel in the south. The servants dress is black cap, red coat with gilt buttons on which is a foxs head and Charboro Hunt round the edges, yellow waistcoat and white breeches. With the possible exception of Lord Yarboroughs it is perhaps the smartest turn-out in England. In many provincial countries a very erroneous idea prevails relative to the turns out in Leicestershire and the shires; many men supposing that they are much superior to what they see in their own. All who have hunted in the crack countries know that, barring the horses, which are generally better bred, the mens appointments, boots, breeches and so on, are as rough and ready as the veriest disciple of the d  n all dandies school can desire.

A little before twelve Mr Drax made his appearance on his cover hack. He is about six feet high, and thin, rides rather short with a very graceful seat, and when he has a mind can go with the best, generally taking a line of his own. He is one of the neatest of men in his appointments.

The frost being still very severe, and the Downs, on the hillsides which had not been reached by the sun, being dangerous to ride, Mr Drax sent his hunters home, and threw the hounds into Col Wood, where we soon found. Scent there was none, however, and hounds having picked it out for a couple of hours without appearing to get nearer their fox, so ended that day.

The next time I met Mr Draxs hounds was on Bloxworth Downs, the draw Bere Wood, an immense cover belonging to the master near Woodbury Hill. This is by no means a favourite fixture, foxes being seldom known to go away; added to which there are in the wood several roebucks, whose scent is so ravishing as to try the staunchness of the steadiest pack. The opening of the hounds upon the scent is, I am told, the surest criterion whereby to judge whether the game is fox or roebuck, for they score to cry immediately when they touch on the latter, especially after they have been trashing about for some hours on a cold fox scent. The size of the wood is said to be the chief objection to this place, but all covers must be hunted in their turn, especially in a country of limited area; and my choice this day lying between Mr Drax at Bere Wood and Mr Portman at Milton Abbey Wood, which is still larger, I chose the former. We soon found, but after running a long time in cover many of the field went home, despairing of a run; and Fortune, either by way of reward to the persevering, or punishment of the deserters, decreed that a fox should steal away unperceived on the Bere town side; and though he must have been gone a long time before hounds hit it off over the foiled ground to the covers edge, they carried the scent over some dry chalky fallows and ultimately hunted up to him in a hedgerow where doubtless he had lain down to take his afternoon siesta.

How joyful is the loud Tally Ho! at such a juncture! From the jog-trot pace and cheerless aspect all became ecstasy and confusion! Pug, close before, finding it was no joking matter, set his head straight, crossed the Downs by the clump at a splitting pace, and on to Milton Abbey Wood, through which hounds hunted him most perseveringly up the point towards Whatcombe House, where the shades of night threw a mantle over the pursued. A little more daylight and I think they would have tasted him. The pace across the Downs was capital, and the scene as hounds and horsemen went streaming along the sward with a lengthening tail, beautiful.

The best days sport I saw in Dorsetshire was with Mr Draxs hounds on the 2nd January. The old year had been washed out with a good four-and-twenty hours soaking rain which after a dry day and night made the ground beautiful for riding. The fixture was the kennel, and the cover one of the best in the country  namely, Westley Wood, a mile or two from Charborough. Mr Farquharson met on the Blandford Racecourse, a few miles off, thereby reducing Mr Draxs usually small field to a mere handful; there being in scarlet only himself, Captain Portman, who was on a visit to his brother at Bryanstone, Mr Lambert, Colonel Pedlar, and myself; with about the same number of dark coats. After drawing a few outlying places we entered Westley Wood, a long slip of a cover with excellent lying in parts; one or two of the sure finders of the pack at once feathered up the ride. Tally Ho! cried Penney. Mr Drax out with his horn, and hounds were on their fox in an instant. Some foot-people headed him back once and made him run the cover to secure his point again; and again away he went at a rattling pace, passing straight through Col Wood to the open country pointing for Milton Abbey Wood (whence, doubtless, Mr Portman had driven him). He crossed some splendid downs over which the hounds swept like a gust of wind, and fairly ran into him in the open on Whitchurch Down: forty minutes, best pace, with only one trifling check.

John Last rode well up to his hounds on this occasion, and belied his name. Mr Drax, too, was where the Master should be. There was a small, fat, pudgy farmer named Bartlett out this day who amused us not a little: I had observed him with Mr Farquharsons, holloaing and cheering on the hounds in a way that would have called down blessings on his head from some Masters. On this day he rode and shouted and holloaed until both himself and his pony were fairly blown, which misfortune overtook him at the far end of Col Wood, where we shook him off. Mr Bartlett is a character in his way and certainly a dear lover of the chase.

The Charborough Kennel, which is very good and beautifully kept, stands in a field outside the park, just below the lodges. I do not know that it is built on the plan of any other kennel, nor do I recollect having seen any other like it. Besides the fox-hounds there is a kennel of beagles and another of deer-hounds which are used for catching the deer in the park, of which there is an immense number. These dogs are curious-looking animals, very dark-coloured with black streaks. Mr Portman has a very fine one which was presented to him by Mr Drax, and is kept as a house dog. Mr Drax has been kind enough to lend Mr Wilkins picture of Carter, the keeper, with three of these deer-hounds, to be engraved. They are a cross from a greyhound with a bulldog in the first instance, and after breeding in six or seven times, they produce the description of dog represented in the accompanying engraving. They imite the fleetness with the strength of the original stock and are used in winter for catching the deer to be placed in the paddocks for fattening. A buck is singled out and ridden at by several horsemen till he is separated from the herd; two of the dogs are then slipped in pursuit; and after a chase the length of which varies according to circumstances, they ultimately seize him by the ears and hold him tül the horsemen come to the rescue. The chase is renewed until the required number of deer has been secured.

Mr Wilkins has painted a very large picture of the Charborough hounds in kennel for Mr Drax, the size 6 ft. 6 in by 4 ft. 10 in., into which admirable portraits of no fewer than 38 hounds are introduced. The arrangement in this work is different from any I have seen; the interior of the kennel is represented with hounds on their benches, only the heads of most being visible; two or three standing in the foreground. Mr Drax is a most liberal patron of the fine arts, and has a magnificent collection of pictures.

The stables at Charborough are near the house and are as good as it is possible for stables to be  light, lofty, airy, roomy, and so clean that a man might be excused who spent the day in them; all communicate with one another; and they contain only greys, hunters and coach-horses. I forget the number of hunters there last winter, but were it not for days with other packs, and the frequency with which Mr Drax mounts his friends, there were more than he and his servants could keep in condition with his two-days-a-week country.

In the autumn Mr Drax has races in the park  fine natural turf; among the prizes is a Cup to be contended for in a Hurdle-race by farmers resident within the Hunt, which produces great fun. The Dorsetshire farmers are a very superior class making from one to two thousand a year and living in the style of the squirearchy of the last century. They are all sportsmen and show great attention to strangers. Mr James Burgess, learning that I was in his neighbourhood, most politely offered me the shooting over his farm, and I received similar kindnesses from many others. Mr Robert Burgess, his brother, is also a capital sportsman who hunts often with Mr Drax. Other good sportsmen are the Messrs House, father and son, the latter excellent across the formidable Vale of Blackmore; Mr Martin; that trump, Mr White, the brewer of Wareham, who is nearly as big as one of his own butts, but bowls over the heaths like a good one; the young Pickards, sons of the Rev. Mr Pickard, are among those who promise well; their pomes generally tire first, which is always a good sign. There is also a little veterinary surgeon who lives at Dorchester or Weymouth, who will ride at anything. I saw him going capitally on a flea-bitten grey one day with Mr Portmans in the Vale. A great sporting character named Beale lives at Blandford. A barber by trade, he will clip either a man or a horse; indeed, I believe horses provide his principal occupation in winter, as clipping is much in vogue in Dorsetshire. Beale is an amazingly stout-built, powerful man, very active, and one of the first cricketers in the West. He is very fond of hunting and is much patronised by the gentlemen of the different hunts, being an exceedingly civil, respectable man.
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ITS VAST EXTENT  A THIRD KENNEL CONTEMPLATED  THE BERWICKSHIRE COUNTRY  NORTHUMBERLAND FARMING  THE MASTER  SUPPORTERS OF FOX-HUNTING  A GREAT RUN  THE BAGMAN AND THE BRUSH  THE NORTHUMBERLAND AND DURHAM COUNTRIES.
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WHEN LORD ELCHO gave up the Lothians, which he did on taking Mr Robertsons country, he made Berwickshire, North Durham, and Northumberland the field of his operations, hunting ten or twelve miles south of Belford, as far as Lord Greys at Howick on the east, and nearly down to the Vale of Whittingham on the west. In the former district is included the beautiful Vale of Bamborough, one of the first fox-hunting regions in the world; indeed, take it all in all, Lord Elcho has one of the finest countries of the day. He deserves it, being an out and out sportsman with every quality that ensures popularity. It might be thought that his lordship has undertaken a larger country than he can manage, and certainly if it were a case of riding 15 or 20 miles to cover, hunting his hounds all day, then mounting a fresh horse to ride five-and-twenty miles home again, and this five days a week, one might be inclined to think him ratifier tightly tied up, as the Thames watermen say; but fortunately this is not the case. At one time Lord Elcho did ride great distances to and fro; and for creditable reasons; but those reasons have now ceased to exist. His Lordships kennel was then at Dunse in the heart of Berwickshire; now he has one kennel at Coldstream in Scotland, another at Wooler in England, and it is proposed to build a third with suitable stabling at Belford for convenience of hunting the Northumberland country south of that town.

Lord Elcho formerly hunted four days a week; now he hunts five; and if he were a new hand just taking a country it might be thought he was attempting too much; but he is no novice; he has been a sportsman all his life, knows what hunting is in the best countries, has had fox-hounds for ten or a dozen years, and knows exactly what he can do. Lord Elchos country as it stands is one of the finest in the kingdom;... wild, roomy, and natural; there is a fine sporting air about it. The population, if such a term can be applied to a country where a village consists of one farmhouse and a hundred wheat-stacks, is purely agricultural. To be sure there are some tall hills called the Cheviots that sometimes bother both men and horses; but what can equal a hill for displaying the working of hounds and the beauties of hunting? In this wide country there is every variety; the Berwickshire moors ride like a race-course, while the vales present double fences with drains on either side wide enough to satisfy the veriest glutton in leaping. I never saw such ditches save in the Thomdon country in Essex; still, they are very safe if one could but imagine them so.

They tell me my horses wont put their feet into them, said old Mr Chute of the Vine in Hampshire to a friend who found his butler levelling in the ditches with a spade. But I cant help fancying they will.

Many are of the same way of thinking with regard to the Berwickshire ditches. The big places, however, never deceive a horse; and if once he lands well into one he will take care not to do it again if he can help it. They are never blind either  too wide for that, by Jove!

Berwickshire abounds in foxes, and good ones too; fellows that dont wait for much finding. Ah, its you again, is it, coming in long-drawn line through the turnip field? Then Ill just trot off down this double hedgerow! and away goes Master Reynard. These double hedgerows are planted on banks so wide that a horse can trot along them like a cat. Formerly they were faced with stone as far up as the quicks, but the mania for draining has caused the removal of the stone for underground uses. The furze, gorse or whin, or whatever it is called in different localities, grows very luxuriantly in Berwickshire, and it is no uncommon thing to find a very substantial whinstone wall coped with a very broad binding of most prickly-looking gorse upon which it would be better to be chucked in leather breeches than in cords or kerseymeres.

Northumberland, I am sorry to say, is not so well off for foxes as Berwickshire; the Vale of Bamborough in particular is very deficient; which perhaps may be explained by the circumstance that many of the coverts are open and are consequently disturbed by cattle. The country wants a little more making, in fact. Another drawback is the paucity of fox-hunting landowners in this district; farmers are the same all the world over; they are always friendly to fox-hunting, and that is paying no small compliment to their liberality; for if there be a class who suffer by fox-hunting, assuredly it is the farmer, who sees his wheat crossed, his turnips smashed, his seeds crushed, his gates thrown open, his cattle disturbed, and all without a murmur  at least without a murmur if it is done fairly in the chase. Farming in Northumberland, however, is quite a different thing to what it is in most counties; there are no little grubbing, scratching, fifty-pound tenants-at-will, but men of station and capital who farm land to the amount of several thousands a year. No wonder there are villages of wheat-stacks! Such breadths of land in single hands must also diminish the number of fox-hunting farmers, and contract the ability of those who do hunt to look after foxes; for the man who farms on a large scale has enough to do to get his day or two with hounds in the week.

Still, there is good feeling towards fox-hunting throughout the country, and Lord Elcho is the man of all others to conciliate those who can promote it. He is just what a Master of Foxhounds ought to be  kind and jovial with his field, courteous and considerate to strangers, affable with the farmers, and bent on showing sport if sport can be shown. Neither does he look upon fox-hunting as a matter of right but as a matter of courtesy, for which the obligation is increased when conferred by non-hunting proprietors. Fox-hunters are apt to think that because they follow the noblest of field sports, all behave ill who do not assist and encourage it; but let me ask these gentlemen to carry this principle into other pursuits and see how it would act. Let us suppose our fox-hunter has a coursing neighbour who would like to exercise his long dogs over our fox-hunters lawn. The long dog man may think coursing quite the perfection of sport; and yet I dare say our fox-hunter would think him very unreasonable were the long dog man to d  n him for a selfish sinner if not allowed to have his course in that fox-hunters park. But our fox-hunter would throw down the paling, tear up the walks, pull up the drains, invade the flower garden  nay, the sanctity of the greenhouse itself, in pursuit of an animal he cant eat when hes caught, as old Elwes the miser observed. No! Fox-hunting must always be by sufferance: and to the credit of British gentlemen and British yeomen I feel confident it will always be suffered so long as it is conducted as Lord Elcho conducts it.

The Duke of Northumberland, though no fox-hunter himself (the more the pity as he would most likely then enjoy the good health all wish him), with a spirit worthy of his station, gives every encouragement to the sport throughout the whole of his wide demesnes. He extends every support to Lord Elcho and, I hear, has promised £500 towards the erection of the new kennels. Lord Tankerville, too, is a good supporter, and his coverts are sure finds. So is Lord Grey. Nor should the fair owner of Haggerstone be omitted; she is as enthusiastically friendly to fox-hunting as any of the field. Many gentlemen could be named who, though not devoted Nimrods themselves, are most anxious to forward by every means in their power the good cause; and altogether I really believe that the country is as friendly as any country can possibly be, and only needs a little activity and management to make it everything Lord Elcho deserves. The gentlemen should bear in mind the fact that the matter is theirs more than his. His lordship likes the country; he has an unrivalled pack of hounds, capital servants, excellent horses; and all he wants is what those north of the Tweed call the tod. This indispensable adjunct, however, I do not despair of seeing as plentiful in Northumberland as it is in Berwickshire. Mr Robertson has been a rare friend to the fox in the latter county, also in North Durham; some noble coverts attest his ardour in the cause.

Lord Elchos hounds had a rare run on 27th November; there was a flaming description of it in the Berwick Warder, headed Splendid Border Run in Two Kingdoms and Three Border Counties to which should have been added Three Swollen Rivers:  for fox and hounds swam the Till twice and the Tweed once  the latter being so full as to make Lord Elcho shudder when the pack took it, thinking he should see them all drowned. Fortunately all got through, with the exception of a few couple which found their strength unequal to the current and returned ere they reached the middle of the flood. It was a splendid hunting rim, not fast  at least, not until the last twenty minutes. Lord Elcho picked up the fox in a hedgerow, stretched out quite stiff, and as clean as when he started. The length of the run was computed at three-or four-and-twenty miles, much of it over deep ground, the greater part after crossing the Tweed.

A good joke happened with these hounds earlier in the month. They met at North Charlton, found at Twysal, the residence of Mr Selby (a nonhunting preserver of foxes), and went away over the moor, turning to Newlands; there, in a plantation, a fresh fox jumped up, which eight or ten couple of hounds and the majority of the field, including Lord Elcho, followed; Joe and Will, the vice-huntsman and the whip, sticking to the body of the pack. The latter ran their fox into the Vale of Bamborough on a tremendous scent; and rather towards the end hounds beat horsemen. After an hour and twenty minutes the fox thought it well to try and get home again, and was making for the north road with hounds gaining on him when a bagman (some say Dicky Cobden) tooling along in his vehicle, saw them, and jumping down, came up just as they killed. The gallant anti-corn-law man whipped out his knife and off with the foxs brush; and leaving hounds to fight for the carcase, jumped into his rattletrap and bowled away into Belford, swearing he had taken the brush! Not only that, but putting it into the paper  the Berwick Warder, to wit.

Concerning the Northumberland and North Durham countries: the former is wild and has variety; the moors rideable but greatly inferior to those of Berwickshire, with sound-bottomed rich vales formed of enormous enclosures not over-strongly fenced. In fact it is a country that any man may ride over with pleasure, and excellent for seeing the work of hounds; it is also even and carries a good scent, particularly early in the season before the stubbles are ploughed up. Tiledraining is practised to a great extent, consequently the country is improving every year; in short, its prospects are brighter than those of any country of the day. When the kennel is built at a civilised place like Belford on the coach route between Edinburgh and Newcastle through which several coaches pass every day, it should ensure an influx of sportsmen who would never be drawn from their homes by a two or three days a week pack. From Coldstream a man may hunt all six days, the Duke of Buccleuchs always hunting within reach on Thursday, which is Lord Elchos rest day.

In Northumberland and North Durham the foxes run straight  which is unusual in these fox-heading days. In conclusion I advise all who like Nature in almost its primitive form to visit the North and see it with Lord Elchos hounds.

Sporting Magazine, January 1844.


VII. THE BEAUTIES OF BECKFORD.


CHAPTER I.

BECKFORDS A MODERATE COUNTRY  COST OF THE BELVOIR IN 1730  HUNTING A NEW SUBJECT IN BECKFORDS TIME  ECONOMY IN KENNEL BUILDING ADVISED  SIZE OF HOUNDS  HEADS AND COLOURS OF HOUNDS  ONE OF BECKFORDS BEST PASSAGES  PACKS LARGE AND SMALL  BAG FOXES RAGAMUFFIN WORK.
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THERE IS NO work on Hunting to be compared with Peter Beckfords immortal Letters, written half a century ago. There is in it such an easy spirit of pleasant, gentlemanly, sporting gossip, such an absence of all attempt at dictation or effect, and above all such sincerity and disregard of book-making that year after year we take up the volume and read it as though we had never read it before; and we never lay it down without having found something fresh to admire, or some old beauty that will bear admiration again. The author is so amusing and at the same time so instructive that, without disparagement to subsequent writers, many of whom have supplied omissions and have simplified details in which Mr Beckford was deficient or at which he only glanced, we think it will be admitted that Beckfords is the book to which people first refer; and that his precepts  with rare exceptions  stand as good in the present day as they did when written.

True, there are omissions; but it must be remembered that hunting in Beckfords time was not conducted on the elaborate system it is now. Neither did he hunt a country requiring much management; he therefore directed his observations to the actual material  hounds and servants  requisite for showing sport. Taking into consideration the age in which he lived, the third-rate country he hunted, and the deficient communications of that day, he evinces throughout his Letters not only a most lively sporting spirit, but a most liberal style of handling his subject, recommending liberality in the hunting establishment without anything like ostentatious display. What he wrote was the outcome of his own experience, obtained chiefly in his own country; and the very fact of his hunting only a moderate country perhaps makes his book the more valuable, inasmuch as moderate countries preponderate greatly over good, thus making his work applicable to more countries than had his scene of action been of the first-rate order. What might do for Leicestershire might not do for Berkshire, Hampshire, or Dorsetshire. In Beckfords time people did not leave home to hunt except for Leicestershire, and, perhaps, Northamptonshire; and we question whether there were a dozen packs which now would be called regular packs of foxhounds in the Kingdom. Mr Beckford, we think, mentions only Mr Meynells, though there were others  the Brocklesby, the Belvoir, Lord Monsons, Lord Talbots, The Duke of Richmonds, &c.

The Belvoir Hunt was established in 1730, and the Articles of Agreement, subscribed by five noblemen, show the expense of a first-rate establishment in those days. This document begins by saying that John, Duke of Rutland, George, Earl of Cardigan, Baptist, Earl of Gainsborough, John, Lord Gower, and Scrope, Lord Howe, shall annually place in the hands of Alderman Child of Temple Bar by two payments, the sum of £150 apiece towards defraying the expenses of hounds, horses and all other incidental charges; with a proviso that, if the sum should be found insufficient at the end of the year, it should be made good by the parties; and if there were any surplus it should be equally divided. The Agreement also specified the size of hounds and the number to be kept; they were not to exceed 20 inches in height, and they were to be not fewer than 19 in number: a small complement compared to packs of the present day; and indeed only half the number Mr Beckford himself took into the field.

The Belvoir seem to have made up in establishment what the pack wanted in strength. The Agreement provided that there should be a steward, one huntsman, six whippers-in, and two cooks; these to be chosen, paid, turned off, and disposed of by a majority of the subscribers  also that a majority should determine the number of hounds and horses to be kept: that each of the party should take upon himself during the hunting season, for one week and no more at one time, the ordering, the stopping of earths, management of the hounds and horses, appointment of the places for hunting, hours of meeting, &c. From this it is evident that hunting in those days was pretty much what shooting is in ours; either gentlemen kept hounds at their own expense, or a few friends joined, and kept a pack among them, just as gentlemen have their own preserves, or a few friends join and take a moor or a manor. The hour of meeting, too, being at the discretion of the weekly dictator, was uninviting to strangers, as it would be inconvenient to arrive at ten oclock and find that hounds had thrown off at eight. Advertising meets was unknown in those days, as indeed local papers were, for the greater part of the Kingdom, unknown. Inserting the meets of hounds is a practice introduced during the last quarter of a century, and we have known proprietors of newspapers try to make Masters of Hounds pay for such insertion.

Mr Beckford is silent on all these matters of minor detail  he says little, indeed, about the expense of a fox-hunting establishment, possibly feeling, what we all feel at the present day, that the expense depends a good deal on the way the thing is done. We have seen a country hunted four days a week for £1400 a year, while Leicestershire is reported to cost more than two-thirds of that sum for covert rent. Mr Beckford says nothing about cooks, either one or two; but he maintains that no pack of fox-hounds is perfect without two whippers-in. The Belvoir were a long way in advance of him here with six! The one huntsman and five peers would doubtless make six huntsmen also, unless the lords were restricted from interfering with hounds save during their respective weeks of management.

But to our text  the Beauties of Beckford. To estimate the merits of this work aright it must be remembered that he was writing on an almost entirely new subject, and that his opinions and instructions have stood the test of time having received the stamp of approbation from all succeeding sportsmen. Mr Beckford was born in 1741, and wrote the first of his Letters in March 1779, when he was thirty-eight years of age. From the great experience displayed it is most probable that he succeeded to his property on coming of age, and immediately began to keep hounds  harriers, it would appear. He lived in a good old-fashioned country house called Stapleton, in Dorsetshire, a few miles north of Blandford, on the road to Shaftesbury; and hunted, we believe, the whole of the country now hunted by Mr Farquharson.... The world seems to have been indebted to an accident for the appearance of the book; and there is so much evident honesty about the whole that we have no doubt the reason assigned is a true one, and not a mere graceful apology for being found with a pen in his hand....

We feel assured that it is in the experience of every sportsman that hounds can be accommodated at a trifling outlay; that comfort is the word that comprises everything required in the matter of the kennel. Give the hound his bellyful and let him he warm and dry and he wants nothing else; clean straw within is far better than freestone or external decoration without  besides, it is not seemly to see hounds lodged better than human beings. Mr Beckfords kennel was evidently not of the magnificent order; he tells his friend that it had been originally built for a pack of beagles. He advocates space, with a due regard for the maturement of a plan before the building is commenced. The architecture, he says, may be conformable to your own taste; useless expense I should not recommend, yet as I suppose you will often make it a visit, at least in the hunting season, I could wish it might have neatness without as well as cleanliness within, the more to allure you to it; I should, for the same reason, wish it to be as near your house as you will give it leave.

Whether it has been owing to Mr Beckfords precepts and example, or that people have something else to do with their money, we know not; but fine kennels have never been the characteristic of the west of England. The great John Wardes Kennel  indeed his whole hunting accommodation at Hungerford  was of a very mediocre description, and yet Mr Wardes hounds sold for more money than had ever been given for a pack before....

Whatever care parties may take and to whatever expense they may go, they cannot be sure of exemption from kennel lameness. A kennel resembles an icehouse in one respect. One man builds a magnificent freestone edifice, everything apparently perfect, and yet the first time the place is filled he finds that it will not keep ice. Another man cobbles up a wood and straw hut, perhaps from Cobbetts Cottage Economy, for £5 or £6, and it supplies him with ice all the year round. So neither does a fine kennel ensure a sound pack of hounds. His Majestys kennel at Ascot has been peculiarly affected with kennel lameness; the New Forest hounds have been dreadful martyrs to it; and if we mistake not a great master in Hampshire had to change the site of his very complete one in consequence of the malady....

Mr Beckford, it may be observed, does not reduce size to any particular standard, though indeed with a hound as with a horse it may truly be said that their height has nothing to do with their size; he does not give us any data to go upon, and we all know that the hounds of one pack appear large until we come to contrast them with the hounds in another. Mr Warde had hounds in his kennel 26 inches high, and large in proportion; the late Duke of Cleveland had them large also. Twenty-one or -two inches for bitches and twenty-three or -four for dogs, will be about the average height of packs of the present day.... Of the size of hounds Mr Beckford writes: I perfectly agree with you that to look well they should be all nearly of a size; and I even think they should all look of the same family. If handsome withal they are then perfect. He quotes Somerville with regard to their being sizeable; all of which shows how clearly this great sportsman limned out in his mind what we have realised. We question whether that equality of size, levelness or evenness, as it is called, was attained  at least in the majority of packs  until the separation of the sexes was adopted, a system certainly introduced within the last twenty years. The family likeness, too, is a thing very observable in packs of any standing....

Beckford says: I find I have mentioned a small head as one of the requisites of a hound; but you will understand it as relative to beauty only; for as to goodness I believe that largeheaded hounds are in no wise inferior. Upon this point Nimrod writes: As Beckford recommends the small head, we may presume that the form and fashion of this point began to be changed in his time, and has, we think, been carried to too great an excess in the fox-hound of the present day, particularly in one or two kennels (the Belvoir, for example) where very short as well as small heads are a leading characteristic. For ourselves we like some length of head in a fox-hound, not being able to divest ourselves of the idea of a cross with a pointer when we see him with a short head and a snubbed nose.

Mr Wardes, afterwards Mr Horlocks, hounds were heady enough, and there was no blood in greater repute, especially for crossing. The colour I think of little moment, says Beckford, and am of opinion with Foote respecting his negro friend that a good dog, like a good candidate, cannot be of a bad colour. Despite this, we like to see a lively-coloured pack; their richness adds brilliance to the scene. In colour, however, there should be a sort of resemblance or family likeness, as Beckford calls it, as well as in shape and make. A pack of the old black and tans are handsome as a pack, but they do not look well or in keeping with when mixed with the red, blue, or lemon-pie of modern times. The badger pie is a good, serviceable, sporting-looking colour, and wears better in dirty sticky countries than the more gaudy mixtures of the other pies. There was a pack of hounds in Ireland, long in the possession of the same family, entirely white....

There are two things about which men are sensitive and jealous  their clubs and their hounds. It is not enough for a man to belong to a good club himself; he must underrate all others.... Mr Beckford had very much this idea in his head when he wrote: Those who have been used to a sharp-nosed fox-hound will hardly allow a largeheaded hound to be a fox-hound, yet they both equally are. Speed and beauty are the chief excellences of the one while stoutness and tenderness of nose in hunting are characteristic of the other. Though Beckford had not gone much from home to gain information or to see other hunts, he had a capital idea of the way the thing should be done....

We think the following one of his best passages: A great excellence in a pack of hounds is the head they carry; and that pack may be said to go the fastest that can cover ten miles soonest, notwithstanding the hounds separately may not run so fast as many others. A pack considered in a collective body go fast in proportion to the excellence of their noses and the head they carry, so that traveller generally gets soonest to his journeys end who stops least upon the road. Some hounds that I have hunted would creep all through the same hole, though they might have leapt the hedge, and would follow one another as true as a team of cart horses. I had rather see them, like the horses of the sun, all abreast.... Beckford held that from 20 to 30 couples are as many, I think, as you should take into the field. A pretty handsome complement too, say we! It is more than nineteen out of twenty masters take at the present day. It shows, however, that Mr Beckford was for doing the thing well, as indeed is apparent throughout his Letters.

The propriety of any number must depend upon the strength of your pack and the country in which you hunt.... It is not so material what the number is as that all your hounds should be steady and as nearly as possible of equal speed. He might have added to this excellent truth that the number of days a week hunted should also be taken into consideration.

Doubtless a full pack looks well provided they are sufficiently manned; but a short pack is to be preferred to mere numbers where rating and cutting and noise show how ill at ease they all are. It is bad policy, for the sake of mere numbers, to bring out skirting, head-strong, resolute beggars that make the welkin ring.... A dog of all animals is the most sagacious, and it is amusing to see what a difference a high stone wall between some hounds and an irate whipper-in makes in the movements and manner of the former. We have seen a hound that would have flown at the approach of the servant armed with the well-accustomed whip, slouch along as if he were stone deaf when he knew the man could not get at him. One such obstinate brute would bring discredit on a whole pack in the minds of many people, strangers especially. This unbecoming independence often proceeds from want of work. When packs are very large, says Mr Beckford, the hounds are seldom sufficiently hunted. Few people choose to hunt every day. Times have changed, however; and a hunting quarter whence hounds can be reached every day is looked upon as quite indispensable. We imagine that hunting has become a point of honour with young men... and they qualify as sportsmen, as it were, by the frequency of their appearances at the cover-side.... Not that we blame any man for getting as much hunting as he can.

Beckford disliked bag foxes and gives his reasons: The scent of them is different from that of other foxes; it is too good, and makes hounds idle; besides, in the manner in which they are generally turned out it makes hounds wild. They seldom fail to know what you are going about before you begin, and if often used to hunt bag foxes will become riotous enough to hunt anything. As to the fox he must needs stink extravagantly, be weakened for want of his natural food and exercise, his spirit broken and his limbs stiffened by confinement; add to this that when turned out he does not know any point for which to make.

A far more painful picture, we fear, might be drawn of the sacrifice of many a gallant fellow before the riff-raff of a countryside: the meet at some low public-house, the landlord of which is in league with some fellow who can yell, and what he calls hont a pack of hounds; the field consisting of all the scamps in the country, and the hounds of all sorts from the calf-sized fox-hound to the pigmy rabbit beagle. The field having duly refreshed themselves for the good of the house, at length turn out about 12 oclock, say, so that their brother ruffians of the district may get away from their work and join them. After due swaggering and strutting before the door, and no more sportsmen being likely to cast up, some circus-like imitation of a master proceeds to cap for him he calls the huntsman, while that worthy in the back-yard is ingratiating himself with the hounds, or the servant lass.

Then we are let into the mysteries. The imitation master, he of the green duck-hunter and breeches that once were white, having gone the rounds with cap, hat or glove, enacts the part of the street posture-master prior to balancing the donkey on a ladder on his chin Another shilling, please, ladies and gentlemen  just one more shilling and hup goes the donkey! Most wonderful performance! So here: Just half-a-croon more. I wants only another half-croon to make up ten shillings for Tom Sly, and then well torn him out at once. Fine fox as ever was seen. Mr Benbow, ha ye given me a shillin? Mr Not man, ha ye? the imitation masters memory being rather treacherous. At length the necessary capital is collected, the poor fox is brought out of the hay-loft in the sack he was in, his back rubbed with aniseed to prevent all chance of escape, and mine host, taking the sack over his shoulder, proceeds to enlarge reynard on the village common, followed by all the little boys and girls, who dodge him about from bush to bush and point to point, with Here he is! and There he is! just as the advance guard of stag-hunters dodge the stag. Meanwhile our friends at the public are pulling their steeds out of all the queer holes and corners that serve as temporary stables; and Tom Sly, having mounted a woe-begone, broken-down tit, and gathered up his reins, opens the coal-house door to the motley crew, who forthwith rush out full cry, and scour the neighbouring cottages in quest of something sweeter than fox, regardless of Toms horn and hunting noises, of which he is eminently prodigal.

The forty-shilling cavalry being now in motion  the riders all armed with serviceable whips  one quilts Jowler, another quilts Towler and a third lays it into Tapster; till, on reaching the common, a majority is at all events attained which being taken straight to the spot where the fox was turned down, open with such an outcry as to attract all the rest of the pack, and make the little boys and girls tremble for their own safety and the contents of their satchels. The hunt is now up, and most glorious it is. Jack Flashman, the self-appointed master, is throwing his dirty white breeches into convulsions on the line, followed by a score of country-men variously clad, on cart-horses, fleecy-coated ponies and donkeys. Forrard! cries Sly, raising his faded cap to denote that he views the varmint. Forrard! responds Flashman, a little behind, now rising in his stirrups and getting his ill-fed horse by the head as if determined to do or die. So they follow the tortuous windings of the chase through the common, and at length reach the fallow beyond. But there is a gate plump in the centre, and the field all ride like men with such a convenience in view. The foremost man, reaching the gate, views the fox rolling over the uneven fallow much in the manner in which many of the field will roll home towards night.

The fallow does little for the fox, the aniseed completely neutralising any little advantage he might have gained in crossing it. Forrard! is still the cry. The hounds have now strung out into a long-drawn file, but still there is abundance of scent even for little Bubble, the beagle, who comes yelping and yammering last. On they go to the infinite delight of the lengthening field. Who shall say their hounds cant run a fox as well as anybodys? The next field is wheat, but as none of them are farmers they just plough up the middle of it. There is a wall at the bottom, and thrice reynard fails in his attempt to leap it. He effects it at last, tho at the cost of letting Thunderer, a great loose-jointed, lurcher-like hound, get a view. Thunderer dashes forward, expecting to grab him; the fox however quietly turns inside the wall; and, as Mr Beckford says, it is the dash of the fox-hound that distinguishes him, Thunderer goes roaring over three parts of the next field; till, having neither scent nor view, he returns to the yap, yap, yapping little Bubble, who, having turned short with the fox, is now leading the chase along the wall. Great is the pride of Bubbles master as he stands trying to coax his antediluvian white pony over the nearly flattened gap in the wall. Lucky it was for Bubble that his master was up; for, pursuing the route with his usual undeviating accuracy, he comes upon the fox, who, exhausted, is now lying at bay among some rough grass by the wall, his widely open, panting mouth showing very formidable tusks almost long enough to meet in the body of the little bow-wow.

Bubble, wholly unused to such encounters, starts at sight of him; and there is no saying but the fox might have made bubble-and-squeak of him had not his master with a hammer-headed whip-stick, dealt a blow enough to fell an ox on the skull of poor reynard, who, the next minute is high in air, amid the uproarious plaudits of the field, all delighted at not having lost the fox, and making as much of it as if they had run him ten miles without a check.

Tom Sly puffs and blows at his horn; the prowess of the miscellaneous pack is extolled and comparisons drawn between their exploits and those of their aristocratic neighbour: Sir Johns dogs are nothin to theirs. Bubbles reputation is raised, and the owners of lurchers and curs and colleys vow they will have a cross with this redoubtable dog. The unbroken fox is laid across Slys saddle, and paraded back to the public-house, whence the sportsmen came with all the honours of war and laudations of triumph. A pretty evening ensues.

But we have devoted more space than we ought to such ragamuffin work.


CHAPTER II.

STRENGTH OF HARRIER PACK  PROPER USE OF HARRIERS  CHEAP TO BUY  ZENOPHON ON HARE-HUNTING  HARE-FINDERS  THE BEST PART OF THE SEASON  FOX-HUNTING WITH HARRIERS CONDEMNED  SHEEP-WORRYING  ENTERING YOUNG HOUNDS  CAPPING AND BRUSHING.
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MR BECKFORD OPENS his Letter X. abruptly with, I thought that I had been writing all this time to a fox-hunter, and hitherto my letters have had no other subject; I now receive a letter from you full of questions about hare-hunting, to all of which you expect answers... You ask, he says, how many hounds a pack of harriers should consist of, and what kind of hound is best suited for that diversion? You should never exceed 20 couples in the field; it might be difficult to get a greater number to run well together.

We think 20 couples too many  12 or 14 are ample, and the more there are to breed and keep up, the more of a business and a trouble they become. Besides, as Mr Beckford adds, the fewer hounds you have, the less you foil the ground.

Writers who avow their partiality for harehunting may be expected to advocate propriety in appointment and appearance; even Mr Beckford, despite what he says about the 3-mile walk, seems to have considered that what was worth doing at all was worth doing well. The idea of having 20 couples of hounds in the field shows that, as do his remarks as to heading and tailing a pack.

The great mistake people generally commit with their harriers is making them too great a feature of their establishment. We dont see why, in a good hare-hunting country, a man should not keep 12 or 14 couples with as little fuss or trouble as he would a kennel of pointers or greyhounds; but somehow it is almost never done except by farmers, and then the hounds are generally kept at large and only collected the night before hunting, if even then. Many men commence with the resolve to take the thing quietly  going out when it suits their convenience; yet once get the hounds in the kennel, and first one person, then another, will send to ask when they are going out, till it becomes necessary to have regular hunting days; and the harriers become almost as great a care as a pack of fox-hounds. As time steals on the owner keeps breeding them bigger and bigger till he thinks them a match for a fox; and perhaps finishes the season by hunting foxes, or rather, by hunting hares or foxes, after which, like most things which profess to serve a double purpose, the hounds become neither one thing nor the other, and hunt neither hare nor fox well.

We have seen it stated, we think by Nimrod, that the necessary expenses of a pack of harriers need not exceed £100 a year. This presumed the existence of a certain establishment to begin with, one in which the groom most likely acted as huntsman, and a stable-boy, or one of the field, as whipper-in. Conducted in this manner with a residence in a good open country (for hare-hunting is not a sport for which to travel far from home) a pack of harriers is a great acquisition to a neighbourhood.... Near towns they undoubtedly are a nuisance, many who turn out with them, especially at holiday time, being no great judges of the crops they trample upon. As trainers of young horses for fox-hunting harriers are truly invaluable, as the horses have the benefit of the introductory music, jump without being crammed or frightened at their fences and do not run the risk of dropping in for severe runs. Not that good runs are unknown with harriers, far from it; nobody can read the sporting chronicles of the Vale of Blackmore without wondering where such stout hares come from. It is the knowledge that he who rides inside the ring, or maybe that the man on foot on the hill, will see as much of the hunt as, if not more than, the horseman who lies alongside the pack, that makes hare-hunting so desirable a school for young horses.

Give us then the 12 couple of harriers with such a steady-looking old file of a huntsman as Richard Fairbrother is depicted in the old Sporting Magazine in 1794. Look at the docked and cropped horse (Jolly Roger), the solemn aspect of the rider and the tadpole rotundity of the hounds! The latter look uncommonly like harriers....

When a man thinks his hounds perfection there is no hope of improvement; and masters of harriers, perhaps more than masters of foxhounds, may be excused for not wishing to be put out of conceit with their own. A man often takes to harriers late in life when even the luxurious transit afforded by railways fails to make leaving home enjoyable;... but it is only by leaving home and seeing other packs that a man can be made sensible of the deficiencies of his own.

All writers and practical men advise him who sets up a pack of fox-hounds to buy established packs; not to increase the difficulties by gathering drafts; and this advice is equally applicable to harriers. Fox-hounds exhibit amazing fluctuations in value, occasioned, perhaps, by caprice or the chance of the moment, but harriers somehow have never run up to an unreasonable figure. Indeed, the majority of people think they do very well if they can get them off their hands when they are tired of them and before taxing time comes round. The Indian market has long been a great assistance to southern huntsmen with drafts to sell, the purchasers not being very particular about character or points; but harriers are in little request anywhere except in the British Isles. It is said that each couple costs the hunt £30 by the time they are landed in India and that many do not survive their first hunt. How keen must be the spirit of hunting under such circumstances!

Those who like to rise early have amusement in seeing the hare trailed to her form, writes Mr Beckford; it is of good service to the hounds, and also shows their goodness to the huntsman more than any other hunting. But I confess I seldom judged it worth while to leave my bed a moment sooner on that account. On this subject of trailing up to a hare Zenophon, who may be called the Father of Hare Hunters, says that the trail, which is the path the hare takes going to her seat, is long in proportion to the length of the night. In the winter there is no scent early in the morning when there has been either a hoar or hard frost. The hoar frost by its force contracts and contains all the warm particles in itself; and the harder frost congeals them; in these cases dogs with the most delicate noses cannot touch before the sun dispels them, or the day is advanced, when the trail leaves a scent as it evaporates. The trail is also spoiled by much dew and by showers after a long drought.

Mr Beckford, it seems, was quite a luxurious hare hunter; he was for having everything cut and dried to his hand  nothing to do but get on his horse, trot away with his hounds to where they had a hare sitting, whip her up, hunt her, kill her, up with another or go home as he felt inclined. Certainly the trying for a hare  the wide scattering of the hounds and dispersion of the silent horsemen, the fallow crossing and recrossing, eyes on the ground, the flop, flop, flopping of every bush and tuft of grass, have few charms, and present a sorry contrast to the excitement of the throw-off of fox-hounds, the cheering voice of the huntsman in cover and the anxious watching of points lest the fox steal away unseen. Hare-hunting has none of this, and unless it is to see hounds hunt by the trail it is just as well perhaps to be provided with the game  to have her sitting, in short.

And if it is good with regard to the first hare it is still better with regard to the second, for the reason Mr Beckford points out: If you are warmed with your gallop that waiting long in the cold afterwards is, I believe, as unwholesome as it is disagreeable. Whoever does not mind this had better let his hounds find their own game; they will certainly hunt it with more spirit afterward, and he will have a pleasure himself in expectation which no certainty can ever give. Hare-finders make hounds idle; they also make them wild.

For all this he leaned to the hare-finders as having one great use: they hinder hounds from chopping hares, which they otherwise will not fail to do.... Hare-finding seems to have been a pretty good trade in Mr Beckfords part of the world; he talks of making up half-a-crown a day to each man, and this in a country where labour is supposed to be cheaper than in most parts of England. With regard to the proper time for ceasing hare-hunting Mr Beckford says you should be guided in that by the season. You should never hunt after March, and if the season be forward you should leave off sooner. All things considered, this (1848-49) has been as bad a season as we have had for many years; not by reason of frost and snow, but owing to that worse element which tempts hounds out when frost or snow would have kept them in; namely, wind. Take not out your hounds on a very windy day, said Mr Beckford; and many masters  many sportsmen too  must have echoed the advice while, with hounds wild and horses fractious, they endeavoured to make head against a hurricane and fancied themselves to be hunting though in reality thinking more of their hats than the hounds.... Many gentlemen who cannot manage the whole season persist in taking the spring portion regardless of the experience which proves that the months before Christmas are more to be relied on for both sport and foxes. November and December are rarely interrupted by weather, and what the dandified ones call the provincials ride half as well again before Christmas, the land not being broken up by the plough.

Mr Beckford is emphatic in his advice against hunting foxes with harriers as a practice that cannot be too severely condemned, whether we look at it with reference to the injury it does the hounds themselves, or the ill-will it too frequently breeds among fox-hunters, as well by the disturbance of covers as by the stealing of foxes. Harriers to be good, he writes, must be kept to their own game; if you run fox with them you spoil them. Hounds cannot be perfect unless used to one scent and one style of hunting. Hunting foxes in countries drawn by regular fox-hounds is unjustifiable; it interferes materially with a sport that is open to all and procurable only at vast outlay and trouble. It is sometimes urged in palliation that the covers where these doings take place are seldom drawn by fox-hounds; but this matters not so long as the covers are within the limits of a hunt. It must always be left to the discretion of the master to visit his covers often or seldom as he thinks most conducive to sport. In extensive countries  and a country must be extensive to support fox-hounds four or five days a week  there will always be places less often visited than others, and masters can never tell how soon their neglected covers may be wanted....

One of the greatest, if not the greatest, difficulties the managers of scratch, or rough and ready, packs have to contend with undoubtedly is the riotous, unsteady character of the hounds. We dont mean the chance snapping and chopping of a few squealing hares or scuttling bunnies, for such accidents will happen in the best regulated packs; we allude to that formidable sort of riot which results in the downfall of  say £20 worth of mutton. Many grievous consequences attach to this form of riot; first the total want of sympathy in the country. Nobody says, What a pity! Poor Mr Scourers hounds have killed a sheep. I fear they will be little the better for it; or I hope it wont make them sick, as the old maid said when her footman complained that her pug had bitten him on the calf. That moral axiom, Give a dog a bad name and hang him, comes into operation, and not an old ewe dies of the rot but Scourers dogs, as they are profanely called, get the credit of it. The very sheep themselves seem to have a spite against Scourer, and offer themselves up victims on the shrine of the anti-hunting party. They certainly aid their own destruction  stupid, staring, staggering, run-in-the-way creatures, always fussing and scampering, as if every sound and stir was directed against them. They cant even let a fox pass without wheeling into circle. A hare, even, sets them staring. Is it to be wondered at, then, that a pack of hounds, hungry and frantic for blood, should when baffled perhaps by the greasy devils foiling the ground over which they have to carry the scent, turn upon them when they get a chance? We think not; the wonder is that it does not oftener happen; and doubtless it would happen more often were hounds not ridden up to so well as they are at the present day.

That is where the rough and ready gentlemen fail. They dont ride up to their hounds  not from want of pluck, but from want of condition and ability in their horses; or from the impracticable nature of the country. Few packs, we imagine, are so depraved as to fall to in view of the field....

The worst of mutton-slaughter is that when hounds once begin they show no sort of moderation; they dont join select parties of friends, four or five together, to have a fat sheep among them; each downs his own wether, and having very likely killed him, turns upon another, as if either determined to have his revenge for old grievances or intended to stock his larder well while at work. The fare is so tempting and the feat so easy of accomplishment that, once well in for a worry, they are never to be trusted afterwards. Riot and mischief are not confined to the powerful fox-hound. Harriers, we grieve to say, are sometimes so far forgetful of the proprieties as to indulge in what ought to be meat for their masters, as the renowned Charles Usher, Master of the Bath bow-wows, knows to his cost....

Having said so much about riot... we will conclude with Beckfords humane suggestions as to the remedy; for not least among the Beauties of the work is the humane spirit breathed throughout. In recommending that some of the truest hunting draft hounds be kept to enter the young ones with, Mr Beckford says, You thus preserve for your young hounds the best instructors, and at the same time prevent two evils which would necessarily ensue were they taught by the whole pack; one, that of corrupting and getting into scrapes such as are not much wiser than themselves, and the other, that of occasioning much flogging and rating which always shies and interrupts the hunting of an old hound.... Further on, speaking of entering hounds, he says: When they become handy, love a scent and begin to know what is right it will be soon enough to chastise them for doing wrong; in which case one severe beating will save a lot of trouble. Flogging hounds in kennel seems to have been the practice formerly. Mr Beckford condemns it most unequivocally, and most likely his censure was the means of putting an end to it....

Two great changes have taken place in modern times. We allude to capping, and what was called brushing. Formerly the whole field rode for the brush, and the first man up claimed it. This is quite done away with, and very well it should be, for besides leading to endless wrangling and contention, it was most dangerous to hounds  red-hot fellows in the excitement of the moment riding in amongst them as if they were made of cast-iron. Capping on a kill was equally common; some of the field, as soon as there was a sufficient gathering of the tail, went round and collected for the huntsman; and all who paid were entitled to consider themselves in at the death. The ceremony of treeing (laying the fox across a branch to be bayed by the hounds) was properly resorted to as a means of killing time until the stragglers came up.

Capping has gradually gone out; it is now many years since we saw it done with anything like an established pack of fox-hounds.... The practice was undoubtedly open to objection; it made a huntsman anxious to get blood at any price, and might occasionally lead to the turning out of bag foxes. Still, when done in moderation, there was something to be said for it as a means of enabling the followers of hounds to show their satisfaction with the days sport.

Mr Beckford speaks of capping as quite a matter of course: I have always thought a huntsman a happy man. His office is pleasing, and at the same time flattering; we pay him for that which diverts him, and he is enriched by his greatest pleasure (the field money which is collected at the death of a fox). Nor is a general after victory more proud than is a huntsman who returns with his foxs head.

Capping has been objected to on the ground that it is improper for a gentleman to allow his servants to take money from any one but himself. Granted that a Master ought to pay his own men, how many establishments are there in which the servants are prohibited from taking fees  or rather in which vails are not regarded as a matter of course?...

Mr Beckford concludes Letter IX. with his ideas about scent; and it is worthy of remark that modern science has supplied us with but little additional information. With the exception of the fact that a burning scent is the frequent precursor of a hard frost, Beckford tells us everything that we know about it....


CHAPTER III.

CHANGES IN HUNTING  SOME LONG RUNS  BECKFORD AND NIMROD COMPARED  THE FIELD-MASTER ADVOCATED  HUNTING V. RACING IN THE FIELD  BECKFORD AND NIMROD CHARAC TERISTIC OF THEIR TIMES.
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NOTHING, PERHAPS, MARKS the change that has come over hunting than the diminished notice that is taken of the hounds and the increased importance attached to the rider and his horse. Mr Beckford never mentions either in his Imaginary Chase; it is hounds, hounds, hounds, nothing but hounds. Later writers, or chroniclers, evidently thought far more of their own performances. The horse, indeed, in former times seems to have been looked upon as a mere auxiliary for seeing the hunt. Runs, too, in former days were runs; an hour and twenty minutes was nothing; nor was one of two hours, three, four, five, or six. Here is one, though, taken from Daniels Rural Sports: In January 1738-39, the Duke of Richmonds hounds found at quarter before eight and killed at ten minutes before six, after ten hours constant running. Many of the gentlemen tired three horses each.

Found at quarter before eight! At what time did they meet, we wonder! In January too! Ten hours work! No wonder the gentlemen tired their horses; though the fact of many of them tiring three each shows that the run was anything but straight, or how could they have got fresh mounts? Short and defective as the record is, it nevertheless shows that it was the performance of the hounds that was thought of. Here is another, also from the pages of Daniel; this run took place near Boroughbridge in Yorkshire in 1783. Fourteen gentlemen signed the following certificate: We declare that the hounds found at 27 minutes past nine, and except the space of near half-an-hour taken in bolting the fox from a rabbit-hole continued to run till five oclock when we had an en tapis, and after repeated views we killed him at 14 minutes past five by the different watches. That account has the same defect  want of information as to pace, distance and points; but it bears out our contention that it was the performance of the hounds sportsmen of those days looked to.

Some of them, it is true, could stretch a point as well as any of us now: take that 1775 run of 30 miles in an hour and three-quarters without a check, mentioned by Daniel. Hounds were supposed to have run near 30 miles. The supposition destroys the credibility of the story; it is an utter impossibility, as all sportsmen know.... There was never, and in all probability never will be, a more accurate describer of runs than Nimrod; he was almost painfully exact; he would question and cross-question everybody till he got full particulars; and reference to any great run described by him shows that ten miles an hour is rather above than under the mark of the best. The time, we believe, is often more accurately given than the distance; the time goes to the credit of the hounds while the distance goes to that of the horse. A run, as we all know, may be extremely severe and trying for hounds, yet very easy for a horse  a horse with a rider, at least, who knows the country and uses his eyes instead of his spurs....

We must now treat Beckford and Nimrod like bread and cheese  taking a bite first of one and then the other. Mr Beckford was aware of the difficulties of describing a run: A fox-chase, says he at the outset, is not easy to be described.

It is a hackneyed enough remark, writes Nimrod in the Quarterly Review, that both ancient and modern writers make sad work when they attempt a description of Heaven. To describe a run with fox-hounds is not a much easier task. Beckford again, after declaring his intention to quote Somerville when he can, says the hour most favourable to the diversion is certainly an early one, nor do I think I can fix it better than to say hounds should be at the covert-side at sun-rising. Hear Nimrod on that head: Com pared to the luxurious ease with which the modern sportsman is conveyed to the field, either lolling in his chaise-and-four, or galloping at 20 miles an hour on his 100 guinea hack, the situation of his predecessor was all but depressing. In proportion to the distance he had to ride were his hours of rest broken in upon, &c., &c. Notwithstanding all, however, Nimrod continues, we are inclined to suspect that out of a given number of gentlemen taking the field with hounds, the proportion of really scientific sportsmen may have been in favour of the olden times. We strongly suspect so too. Now for another bite at Beckford, or, more accurately, his quotation from Somerville:  

.. Delightful scene 

Where all around is gay, men, horses, dogs, 

And in each smiling countenance appears 

Fresh, blooming health and universal joy.

Then Nimrod: Let us suppose ourselves at Ashby Pasture in the Quom country with Mr Osbaldestons hounds. Let us indulge ourselves with a fine morning in the first week of February, and at least 200 well-mounted men by the coverside. A hundred and fifty too many, say we; but they will soon be reduced when hounds find....

Keeping sportsmen in order seems to have been a difficulty in Mr Beckfords time, even in a woody country and with early risers who may be supposed to have been tempted from their beds in the hope of seeing a run. If this difficulty existed then, how much greater must it be now, with small artificial covers and large fields drawn together by various motives  some to see, some to be seen, some to ride, some to leap, some to race, and some, apparently, for no other purpose than to head the fox. There is a common feeling that what one does oneself cannot be wrong: hence we often see Tom Brown stealing away to a particular point when it would make him kick up the deuce of a row if Bill Smith were to do the same thing. Tom argues that there is something about himself that no fox can take exception to, and that the fox will break whether he is there or not; whereas no fox in the world would go away with that great ugly beggar, Bill Smith, staring him in the face.

There are, perhaps, gentlemen  strangers  who do mischief unintentionally; and for these it would be well to appoint to each hunt an officer who, in accordance with the spirit of the times, might be called the Station Master. His duty would be to marshal the field, placing them where they should stand and seeing that they stayed there; also at checks getting them to pull up at a reasonable distance from the hounds, and  oh task of all tasks!  hold their tongues while the huntsman makes his cast. As the office would be troublesome the Station Master should be paid; but the improvement in sport would compensate the outlay. At a check by a plantation, for instance, he would gather the field together in one place instead of allowing them straggle about, thwarting the foxs every endeavour to get away. Many a fox is condemned for a cur because gentlemen wont give him a chance....

Beckfords description of hounds drawing the cover, amplified by the quotation from Somerville, is beautiful; not a word too much. We have the scene before us, and the authors exultation shows how his heart was in his subject.... It is impossible to better it; we have sporting ardour engrafted on the pure simplicity of country life. Then when the fox breaks, he falls back on Somerville:  

.. Hark what loud shouts 

Ee-echo through the groves! He breaks away, 

Shrill horns proclaim his flight.

Beautiful, say we! Beautiful! We hardly know whether we like Beckfords prose or Somervilles poetry best.

Mr Beckfords adoption of Somervilles description of country  the rocky hills and craggy steeps, the opponent hill  all show the wild, natural country he contemplated. Riding in such would be out of the question, at least riding in the modern acceptation of the word, which may more properly be called racing. There are not many countries, indeed, adapted for the dashing style of modern times, a fact that seems to be lost sight of by many performers. Descriptions of Leicestershire and what are called the flying countries, have set youths elsewhere agog to emulation, forgetful that Nature had denied the stage accommodation. What can be more ridiculous than a set of jealous, hot-headed youthful strangers setting themselves to follow hounds up hill and down dale, through some all but impracticable difficulties, disdaining the guidance of resident sportsmen, as though their honour was involved in not losing sight of the hounds. Again, what can be more disheartening to them, after pounding, crashing, and floundering through thicket, thorn and morass, coming out blood-stained, torn and muddy, to find the rest of the field cool and comfortable with the hounds, having spared themselves all superfluous risk and exertion?

Oh, but then they didnt go with the hounds, says one as he wipes the thick of the mud from his face. A set of d  d macadamisers! says another, trying to restore a crushed hat to its original shape.

Colonel Cook, writing above 20 years ago, notices the difference that had taken place in riding in his time, and doubtless the change has been much greater since: ... you will have no small trouble to prevent your field from getting too forward. Most men of the present day, if they can find cash to purchase a hunter, have nerves to ride him.

Mr Beckfords hounds are now running in cover, and the Master again borrows from Somerville:  

Heavns! What melodious strains! How beat our hearts, Big with tumultuous joy! The loaded gales Breathe harmony...

It is good enough. Between them Beckford and Somerville make a rare cry!

If Beckford forestalled Nimrod in the liberal draughts he drew from the poet, the latter embodied the spirit, and realised many of the poets imaginary scenes in his Leicestershire run. Indeed we have some of Somervilles terms introduced by Nimrod. For instance, Mr Greens noted old mare skimming over the water like a swallow on a summer evening; we have confusion enough in the vale  if not below at all events behind  when out of a field of 200 horsemen, there are only a dozen or so with hounds. And if we have not old age lamenting his vigour spent, we have somebody cursing his cumbrous bulk with, Out upon this great carcase of mine!

For the present we adhere to Beckford; hounds are supposed to have lost the scent, and the Master admonishes the huntsman: We press too close upon the hounds! Huntsman, stand still! As yet they want you not. Then he proceeds to mark each hound at work; it is excellent; so plain, so simple, so characteristic of the sportsman wrapped up in his hounds; we fancy him sitting, breathless with ecstasy, on his horse. We have not heard a word about riding, or anything said as to who had gone well; it has been all hunting. His next quotation, beginning, Ha! Yet he flies nor yields to blank despair, advances the run to such a critical point that, unless another check occurs, it is clear the ran must soon be over. That check Mr Beckford introduces; nay, more, he brings the hounds to a fault; and addresses the huntsman again: How far did you bring the scent? Have the hounds made their own cast? Now make yours, &c., &c.

Their treatment of the subject is so different it would be hard to assign the palm either to Beckford or Nimrod. Their runs are admirable, and each is highly characteristic of the time in which it was written. Beckfords was written at the close of the last century when hunting was everything and riding little thought of, whale Nimrod wrote at the height of the steeplechasing mania when men rode as if spare necks were to be had as easily as spare stirrup leathers.

Strike the poetry out of Beckfords run, and, though nothing would make it tame or insipid, his tale would go into a very small compass. It is true that his Imaginary Run was a mere incident in his book, while with Nimrod it was the main feature of an article; further, Beckford wrote to instruct; Nimrod to amuse.

Mr Beckfords run, we may observe, has one merit which Nimrods is without  it leaves no recollection calculated to depress. True, Beckford kills his fox, but killing a fox, like killing a wolf, is rather a matter of duty than otherwise; not even an old wife ever objects to that; no one has a good word to say for old Reynard. Beckfords run, cheery, lively, dashing, and spirited, leaves us with nothing to regret. Nimrods, on the other hand, is full of human casualties and desperate demands on the generous nature of the horse. The broken collar-bone, the leg, the ribs, the heartless way in which Dick Christian is left to drown or not; above all, the fate of the good little bay horse, must enlist the sympathy of every reader. We question if it was good policy to make the run so disastrous. Many non-hunting people would believe it an accurate description of an everyday occurrence, and women would be afraid to see their husbands or sons in scarlet. We need hardly say it is nearly, if not purely, suppositious; we do not deny that there is often a good deal of soft rolling and tumbling about; but for one accident that occurs in the hunting field, we are quite sure that there are ten on the Road  at least there used to be in the coaching days, when the Road was the Road.

Therefore, without awarding the palm of superiority to either writer, we will adopt the language of the judges at a cattle-show and say they are both deserving of high commendation.


Fox-Hunting in Past and Present Times
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From Sporting Magazine, 1843.
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IT MAY BE observed of Fox-hunting that Masterships of Hounds are either of long continuance or very short-lived; we seldom find any of medium duration, ten or fifteen years; three years or thirty is oftener the thing; not but that three is much oftener the duration than thirty; we think, though, that if a Master gets over that probationary period he is much more likely to go on. The truth, we suppose, is that the management of hounds, like many other things, appears very easy to the superficial observer, yet nevertheless is fraught with troubles, difficulties, and annoyances. To these a man requires seasoning, and three years either inures him or breaks him down. The first season goes off well perhaps; the novelty of the thing pleases; friends are flattering, and even detractors are silent; good sport, it may be, crowns his efforts, and he enters upon his second season with the sanguine expectations born of previous prosperity. Sours now begin to mingle with the sweets; the harvest perhaps is late, and he cannot begin cub-hunting before the time when he should be about taking the field; servants perhaps turn restive, horses turn roarers or hounds riotous, and the season opens with a peck of troubles. Gentlemen huntsmen are certainly not in great request; but a man who can hunt his own hounds has a wonderful advantage over him who cannot, inasmuch as he is his huntsmans Master, instead of his huntsman being his. It is an uncomfortable position for a gentleman not to be able to blow up a servant from fear that he should pull off his coat and cap and throw up his place just at a period when his Master cannot get another  or at all events one worth having. An amazing deal of a Masters comfort, or discomfort, depends on the selection of a huntsman. The man has it in his power to assist or thwart a Master in so many ways, and there are so many little niceties depending on his watchfulness and care that too much vigilance and circumspection cannot be exercised in the choice.

With huntsmen, as indeed with other men, we have always noticed that the cleverest men are the quietest. We do not mean quietest with their hounds alone, but quietest and most unassuming in their manners and conversation. We like a huntsman, a real keen enthusiastic fellow, and infinitely prefer exuberance of spirit, even though it may appear (out of the chase) bordering on familiarity, to the dandified, pedantic language of some of the modern would-be scientific sons of the chase. We look upon the huntsman as the pivot on which the success or failure of a pack turns. We do not say this with reference to his prowess in the field alone, but as employed at home in doing his best for his Master; saving him all the petty troubles and annoyances incident to the management of hounds; verily these are legion.

A Mastership of Hounds is at best a thankless office  a Mastership with a small, dribbling subscription, little short of purgatory. A lazy, babbling huntsman, a riotous pack of hounds and an intolerant field would be enough to drive any man mad in a month. The worst of it is that somehow or other Masters of Hounds have come to be regarded in very much the same light as another equally well-remunerated class  Members of Parliament. Not a race in the country, not a school to be founded, not a church to be built, not a dead horse to be replaced nor donkey to be subscribed for, but the M.F.H. is booked as a matter of course. Every scamp that tally-hos a fox, every fellow that opens a gate or catches a horse, considers himself entitled to have a run at his ale in the evening, just as every vagabond who throws up his hat and roars at an election considers himself entitled to be made an exciseman or a groom to the Queen.

We began by saying that Masters of Fox-hounds as such are either short-lived or long; and reference to the changes our hunting countries have undergone during the last twenty years will, we think, bear us out. Let us begin with Leicestershire, the grand field of hunting. We will take it from 1823 when Mr Osbaldeston returned to the Quom after two seasons absence, while Sir Bellingham Graham took his place. Mr Osbaldeston, or the Squire as he was called to distinguish him from the lordly ones in the neighbourhood, kept the country till 1827, making, with his previous occupation, a period of nine years. He was succeeded by Lord Southampton, who continued for two seasons, doing the thing with great spirit, at great expense, and showing extremely good sport. His lordship having removed the establishment to Leicester, and gone to great expense in the way of kennels and stables  building new kennels, converting the bazaar into stables and taking a five years lease of a house in the Humberstone Gate,  suddenly resigned the country to the late Sir Harry Goodricke, a gentleman possessed of every essential for hunting Leicestershire satisfactorily, except health.

We say every essential, for he had youth, wealth, station, experience, firmness, horsemanship and popularity. We do not know if his lack of strength was generally suspected  certainly Sir Harry took every means to produce a contrary impression, needlessly exposing himself to the vicissitudes of the season and the inclemency of the weather; but we think he was well aware of it himself, for we have heard that there was scarcely a quack medicine advertised that he did not take. Like most people in a declining state of health he made great preparations for the future. Another new set of kennels was built at Thrussington, new gorse covers were formed, and the prospects of Leicestershire were perhaps never brighter when death terminated Sir Harrys career. He died in his 37th year on the 21st September 1833 at Ravensdale Park, Co. Louth, the result, it was said, of a cold caught while otter-hunting. But we believe we are correct in saying that he died of decline at about the same age as his father had done. Dining his brief Mastership of the Leicestershire Hounds he received no subscription from the country, and spent, it is said, £6000 annually in hunting it. We confess, however, that we cannot see how this expenditure could be fairly necessary. To be sure he hunted five or six days a week; but then short packs do in Leicestershire; and hay, corn, meal and those sort of things are not dearer there than in other places. That, nevertheless, is the report.

Mr Holyoake, now Sir Francis Holyoake Goodricke, having succeeded to the bulk of Sir Harrys ample fortune, carried on, we believe with a subscription, for two seasons; when he was succeeded [1836] by Mr Errington, brother of Sir Massey Stanley; after whom came Lord Suffield with his 3000 guinea pack, and another new set of kennels at Billesdon to house them. His lordship soon gave way to Mr Hodgson, late of the Holderness Hounds, who in his turn has been replaced by a local sportsman, Mr Greene of Rofieston Hall; Mr Greene is, we believe, the first native Master  if the expression may be used  the country has ever known.

Thus it will be seen that Leicestershire has had seven Masters in fourteen years, one every two years on the average.

The frequent changes of hounds has perhaps done more to affect sport in the county than the frequent change of Masters. This is obvious: take the case of a new pack coming from a country where they have been accustomed to neither crowds nor pressure; such hounds naturally fail to give satisfaction in a country such as Leicestershire, where first impressions are everything  where the old saw is verified, Give a dog a bad name and hang him; it was Give the pack no chance and condemn them. This principle was acted upon to the full in Lord Suffields case. Perhaps there was never a more rash experiment made in this country of rash experiments than his lordships start as Master. He took the country without possessing a hound, and bought the Lambton pack, unseen, for 3000 guineas! We dont mean to say that the Lambton hounds were not worth the money, but it rather savoured of buying a pig in a poke to purchase a pack out of a colliery, cinder-burning, railway, subterranean sort of country, without seeing them work and so forming an opinion whether they would suit Leicestershire or not. We believe that neither his lordship nor any one on his behalf saw them at all before they were purchased. If report speaks truly, Mr Ralph Lambton, who was one of the finest of the old lasting breed of Masters, showed that the Leicestershire experience of his early life had not been thrown away upon him, for he predicted want of fair play, and failure. Some would have thought that the crowning triumph of a veteran Masters life on retiring from the field would be to have seen his hounds claimed for the reputed first hunting country in the land: not so with Mr Lambton; he knew what Melton men were in his time, and his knowledge of the world did not lead him to think they would be very materially changed for the better. A neighbouring Baronet [Sir Mathew White Ridley] wished to have the hounds, and it was only because Lord Suffield was considered entitled to the first refusal, and commenced with the magnanimous offer of 3000 guineas  upon which, it was said, he would have advanced  that it was thought right he should have them.

His competitor, we understand, had bid within five hundred of that sum at starting; so if a sportsman in the neighbourhood, doubtless well acquainted with the pack, would give that money for them, we must presume that the hounds were good and worth the price. At all events, we can only say it was not like a North-country trick, bidding 2500 guineas for them if they were not. Well, the result was that Lord Suffield got them, and they went into Leicestershire, where, as we said before, new kennels were built for their accommodation at Billesdon; that being the third new set erected since 1828. A new huntsman was also engaged, new whips, new feeder, new everything; and, report says, new names were given to some of the hounds; the names by which they were known in Mr Lambtons kennel having been lost or confused in the hurry of transfer on the North Road.

Charles Treadwell  one of the nicest fellows of the present day  was engaged by Mr Smith, his first master, for Lord Suffield; and though the Craven and Mr Horlocks countries, in each of which Treadwell had been, were rather different to Leicestershire, it was considered that a better country would only show him as a better man than he had theretofore had opportunity of proving himself.

Well, the result was that though the hounds lost their character their late Master gained the reputation of a true prophet, for they certainly did what he predicted: they lost caste; they ran like mad as the saying is, and often in the most gratuitous way  a mile beyond the scent; sometimes, people say, without having ever struck a scent at all. Added to this, the bitches were marvellously mute, and most of the Meltonians being short-sighted, they had no means of knowing whether the hounds were on the scent or off. Of course we are now speaking of the Fashionable fox-hunters, that portion of the field who hunt because it is the fashion. The old stagers found fault with legs and loins, but foretold better things with a scent; which that season was sadly deficient. The huntsman, like the hounds, they thought a devil of a one to go. They scrambled through the season somehow  sport was very indifferent, but that was largely due to the lack of scent already mentioned, and to the short-running of foxes. The three-thousand-guinea pack, however, did not answer the expectations which had been raised by the price given; and the season closed, we believe, rather abruptly by the intrusion of those unwelcome, familiar brothers John Doe and Richard Roe; the wonder is that with the unlucky name the hounds had acquired, John and Richard thought them worth grabbing. Hounds are awkward things to deal with, as the Leamington grocer found when he accepted a mortgage on a pack with the boiler, feeding-troughs, and other utensils. We really believe that, had the hounds formerly been the property of any save so noted a sportsman as Mr Lambton, they would have been left for some one else. As it was they went to our friends at the Comer, and it was reserved for a member of the far-famed Surrey Hunt to oppose common-sense to popular clamour and preserve this much decried pack from utter oblivion by dispersal in lots.

Mr Majoribanks, now Mr Robertson, the owner of Olympic and other celebrated race-horses, being about to keep hounds, boldly bid £1500 for this then despised pack, a sum that would be difficult to get for any pack nowadays, and which even in the palmy era of prosperity would have been a very fair price. It should be remembered that prior to Mr Lambtons sale of his hounds for 3000 gs., two thousand was the highest price ever given for a pack  viz., by Mr Horlock for the late Mr Wardes when Mr Warde retired from the Craven country and from the field generally. We have heard that the late Lord Midleton gave Mr Osbaldeston 1000 gs for the pick of ten couple out of his pack; but Mr Osbaldeston was in tiptop repute as a breeder, was hunting a country surrounded by wealthy judges, and therefore the sum must be regarded more as a fancy price than as a just criterion of the amount a pack would bring. Before Mr Wardes sale £1000 or £1500 was looked upon as a fair price for a pack of hounds. Price, however, must be a good deal a matter of chance, depending on demand, fashion, young men coming out with more money than wit, and other such contingencies.

Packs have been sold for all prices. Mr Assheton Smith gave Sir Richard Sutton 1000 gs for his when he took to hunting the country near his seat in Hampshire; Lord Midleton gave Mr Corbet 1200 gs in 1812 for seventy couple; in May 1840 the Duke of Clevelands old-established and entire pack consisting of forty-three couple only fetched £262; and Mr Mytton once sold a pack for the value of their skins. Concerning that last transaction the price was no matter for surprise, the huntsman facetiously observing that they were a capital lot, and would hunt anything from a helephant to a hearwig.

But let people say what they will about price, or legs, or loins, this is indisputable  that Mr Lambtons hounds capped all others in point of price in the most legitimate way the value of property can be ascertained  viz., by the freewill offer of one who knew them; and if Lord Suffield rued his bargain he had no one to thank but himself.

Now to the subsequent sale of the hounds when they became the property of Doe & Roe. Mr Robertson, we say, boldly bid £1500 for them; but fortunately for him, and unfortunately for Lord Suffield, John & Richard considered it necessary that they be sold at the hammer. The consequence was that they were bought for £500. Mr Robertson engaged Lord Suffields huntsman, Treadwell, and the pack went to the Border  sometimes hunting in Scotland, sometimes in England; and, huntsman and hounds becoming better acquainted with one another in country free from Leicestershire crowds, the pack very soon took to steady hunting and showed most excellent sport. We take the truth of the matter to be that in Leicestershire they had been over-hurried and over-ridden, to neither of which operations had they been accustomed before. In his Northern Tour, Nimrod dwelt upon the good order and sporting spirit of Mr Robertsons fields, each man taking care, as Paley recommends, if he could do no good to do no harm.

The pack has now ceased to exist as a whole; Mr Robertson, after four seasons occupation of his country and in the midst of extensive preparations to hunt it for ever, suddenly resigned; and sold the hounds to Lord Elcho for £700  two hundred more than he gave for them. His lordship, having replaced a draft from his own pack with the pick of Mr Robertsons, sent the remainder of each to Tattersalls, where they were sold for £200 or £300  the wonder being, as times are, that they sold for anything.

Returning to consideration of the injury frequent changes do to hunting countries, let us take a look at Northamptonshire  the admitted second best, though we should be inclined to say the best country in England. Northamptonshire is rendered famous by the prolonged occupation of the renowned John Warde who held office there for eleven seasons. He was for fifty-seven years a Master of Fox-hounds. Fifty-seven years! What a time to look forward to or back upon! Mr Wardes Mastership, however, dates back further than we propose to go. We will begin with Mr Musters occupation of it, some twenty years ago. Mr Musters has been one of the lasting sort, having been M.F.H. for hard upon, if not fully, forty years; he is one of the few remaining pupils of the celebrated Hugo Meynell; we have heard servants say that they never saw his equal in the management of hounds, attaching them to himself and making them do what he liked. Mr Musters father, it may be mentioned, was a Master of Hounds before him.

Mr Musters had the Pytchley when Mr Osbaldeston had the Quorn, and, if we remember rightly (we are writing at that most appropriately named place, Patterdale, with the rain beating in a most determined way against the windows, and no one in the house to consult but three Quaker ladies, the boots and the ostler), if, we say, we remember rightly, Mr Osbaldeston replaced Mr Musters in the former country. But there must have been interregna, for Mr Osbaldeston had a season in the Hambledon country (Hampshire), which could not have been the case had he continued in the occupation of Northamptonshire from the period of Mr Musters secession down to 1833-34 when he, Mr Osbaldeston, finally quitted it. However, that is immaterial to the point, our object being to show that changes have become more frequent than they used to be, to try and account for this, and indicate a remedy if we can. The Northamptonshire squires have never been great supporters of hounds, differing in this respect from their humbler brethren, the graziers and farmers, than whom a better or more sporting lot nowhere exists.

The squires have the money and the graziers have not, so the hounds stand a bad chance if the former do not give them a lift; and before Mr Osbaldeston relinquished the country the subscriptions had dwindled to below the average of a second-rate provincial. £1200 a year, we believe, was all that could be raised; a sum wholly inadequate to the expenses; yet, sooner than be thrown out, Mr Osbaldeston offered to go on if they would raise him something short of £2000. This could not be, or was not, done; and the country absolutely became vacant without the prospect of a successor to the Squire. Many gentlemen were magnified into great sportsmen and were paid the flattering compliment implied by the offer of Northamptonshire the second best, if not the very best country in the world; but somehow there was no demand for it; neither natives nor strangers would bite. Providence then did more for the country than it deserved, seeing the landowners would do so little for them selves, finding it a Master in the person of a Welch gentleman, Mr Wilkins, M.P. for Radnorshire, a good sportsman who had kept hounds for some years in his own country. His pack not being suited to Northamptonshire, and Mr Osbaldestons hounds having passed into Mr Harvey Combes hands, Mr Wilkins reinforced his kennel with a considerable portion of Mr Grantley Berkeleys pack, Mr Berkeley having then just resigned the Oakley country  indeed it was generally supposed that Mr Berkeley had a share in the management. Mr Wilkins got Jack Stevens from Mr Osbaldeston as his huntsman, and the hounds had very fair sport, all things considered; but at the end of the season the country was again vacant, Mr Wilkins returning with the pick of his hounds and horses to Wales.

This arose, we believe, in great measure from want of proper support, no one caring to subscribe or put the stranger in the way of saving his money. There is the great difficulty with which strangers have to contend: no one will give them a lift. Whatever we do in this world we are sure to find out that if we had to do it again we could do it both cheaper and better; and hunting a country is no exception to the rule; mistakes are always made that would not be committed a second time. The local sportsman knows how to go about everything, knows who to trust and who to shun. If he is a good fellow the hearts and sympathies of the people are with him, and even the wicked are restrained by the fear of after-retribution. But a new man comes in without post or beacon, friend or guide; if he has a subscription, half those who contribute look upon him as their servant or debtor. He has the ways of the people as well as the ways of the country to learn. Public companies, from Fox-hunting down to Railways  those banes of fox-hunting  are always looked upon as privileged plunder. What John Stiles would hesitate in charging Squire Smith he makes no bones whatever in sending in to Company Co.; that mysterious numerical force or comprehensive unit.
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THERE ARE VARIOUS ways of getting a living in this curious everyday world, but we know of none so unpromising as that of making money by farming a pack living out of hounds, as it is called. Fortunately this is rarely done, but we have known it attempted more than once, and that too by parties who, to hear them talk, gave one to think they would be above taking a subscription at all.

Let us not, however, be supposed to disparage the importance of a subscription; quite the contrary; we maintain that a subscription pack with a local sportsman of station and influence at the head, is the most legitimate of establishments; but the head must be a real head, not merely a man to carry a horn. We also think that subscription packs are productive of more energy and less cavilling than private packs; every man feels his interest at stake both summer and winter, and will look to things all the year round, instead of lounging carelessly out during the season, leaving the breeding and protection of foxes, the propitiation of farmers and other etceteras to the private owner of the hounds, who in all probability leaves it to the huntsman, who deputes it to the earth-stopper, who leaves it to an assistant who leaves it undone. A subscription pack makes every man put his shoulder to the wheel, not only to keep down expense but to promote sport, each subscriber feeling his own credit identified with the credit of the establishment.

Somehow or other the present generation do not subscribe to hounds as their father did; we know men who used to come down with their fifties as regularly as could be, while their sons can hardly screw out five pounds for the Club; and then they talk as big about it as if they gave a hundred. One reason perhaps is that luxuries have become more diffused, and the men of the present day have expenses of which their fathers and grandfathers did not dream. Other pleasures too, are more come-at-able, and altogether we are a less tarrying-at-home people than we used to be. To be sure in Boneys time there was no such thing as going abroad except in the dashing white sergeant style; but still our forefathers enjoyed their hunting and thought it the greatest luxury of life; we dare say wished for nothing better.

Fox-hunting is becoming a very expensive amusement. We do not hesitate to say that some countries pay more for preserving foxes and earth-stopping than kept our grandfathers a good, useful cry of dogs all the year round. Leicestershire covert rent we have heard stated at from £1000 to £1200 a year. This may or may not be the case; though if it is we can only say the sooner half the coverts are stubbed the better. If Sir Harry Goodricke spent £6000 a year and Sir Bellingham Graham had, as is reported, a subscription of £4000 a year when he hunted the country above twenty years ago, we might put down even a larger sum than that for covert rent; and if so we can only say that land in Leicestershire must be very valuable.

We have it in black and white, on the authority of Mr Delmé Radcliffe who hunted the metropolitan county of Herts, that some £300 a year is there paid for what is called the mere goodwill of the keepers towards foxes. This is all artificial; and the more artificial things become, the more expensive they grow. Indeed, if population and agricultural improvement keep pace during the next half century, hunting will be a mere matter of history in half the countries in England. Leicestershire now is no more like the Leicestershire of Mr Meynells time than Salisbury Plain is like the Vale of Blackmore at the present day.

The richer land becomes, whether by draining or other artificial means, and the larger the crops it yields, the likelier it is to be subdivided; and there is little doubt that many of the large fields we still see, parts of common lands inclosed within the present century, will gradually become smaller and smaller as the land becomes richer and more valuable; until hunting will be a sort of hopping-in-and-out, clever sort of thing all day. This, however, is looking to the future; and our concern is with the past and the present.

We were speaking of Northamptonshire, and had reached the Mastership of Mr Wilkins. On his retirement, after one season of office, Mr Payne of Sulby Hall in that county, was induced to take the hounds, and certainly a better sportsman, a more popular or fitter man could not have been selected; he combined all the advantages of birth, talent, local influence and possessions. Mr Payne continued to hunt the country till the season 1837-8 when he was succeeded by Lord Chesterfield; Lord Suffield, whose short career we have already noticed, taking the Quom  at all events, Leicestershire  at the same time. Poor Jack Stevens, who had passed from Mr Wilkins to Mr Payne, died about this time; and Will Derry, who had been first whip to the Quom dining more than one administration, and, we believe, hunted the hounds dining the temporary indisposition of Mountford, was raised to the rank of his lordships huntsman: Webb and Ball being continued in their places as whips. We believe that Lord Chesterfields turn-out was as good as was ever seen in any country; his horses were superb; his numberless men were mounted in a magnificent way. But his lordship had too many other distractions, or amusements, to allow of his reign being prolonged; his hours, too, were desperately late; and after two seasons he retired, leaving the vacancy more difficult than ever to fill, owing to the splendour with which he had carried on the affairs of the hunt.

The country was hawked about and offered to everybody; and at the eleventh hour an arrangement was made with Mr Smith, late of the Craven, who undertook at short notice to get together an establishment before the season commenced. Following such a Master as Lord Chesterfield under any circumstances was a hazardous experiment; doubly so with the disadvantages against which Mr Smith had to contend; but conscious of his own powers, he felt, we suppose, that he could make up in real out-and-out fox-hunting and zeal what his establishment wanted in style and appearance. He proved himself quite the dread enemy of foxes, and maintained the reputation he had acquired in Berkshire. Difficulties notwithstanding, he showed sport; but his tenure of office was brief, lasting only two seasons. Then the country was again vacant, and we really believe would have been so at this moment but for the magnificent liberality of Lord Cardigan, who came forward with a subscription more than equal, we hear, to what the whole country formerly raised. Other gentlemen followed the noble example; a good subscription was at length raised, and Sir Holyoake Goodricke accepted the Mastership.

This brings Northamptonshire down to present times, and gives us half a dozen Masters in ten years  rather more than the average that Leicestershire enjoyed.

Having adverted to the increasing luxury of the times with the diminished inclination to support fox-hunting by comparison with the spirit that formerly prevailed, we will resume our observations with an enquiry into that point.

No one with any experience of life will deny that there has been a very great extension of wealth among the middle classes of society within the last quarter of a century, and greatly increased expenditure on their part. We might even reduce the field of observation and say that the last dozen years have produced a great change in the habits of the people. Formerly the man who kept a carriage was looked upon as a sort of independent person; now, or latterly at least, the wonder has been to find a person without a carriage. He who was a Squire in the last century would be little better than a topping farmer in this.

The Metropolis shows this quite as markedly as the country: twenty years ago half a dozen clubs comprised all that existed; now we have them in lines on each side of St Jamess Street, along Pall Mall, Cockspur Street, and scattered about St Jamess Square, up Waterloo Place, Albemarle Street, Oxford Street, Bond Street, and we know not where else. It is not to be supposed that Londoners fill all these; not at all; they are supported by gentlemen in the country who pay as much for belonging to them as their fathers paid towards the support of a pack of hounds. But the Club fee is a mere drop in the ocean compared to the expense of the annual trip to London  that approved modern mode of spending six months income in as many weeks.

Railroads were denounced as detrimental to hunting; but they do far more harm by drawing the superfluous cash into London than by any impediments they present to the chase. Theyve ruined the country! exclaimed a politician in the hearing of Lord Althorps huntsman, in reference to some great question of the day. They did that when they made the Grand Junction Canal, observed the huntsman. Theyve ruined fox-hunting by the railroads, exclaims some gentleman, glad to be done with the thing. So they have, respond we, but it is by sucking all the money into London.

Railroads have brought temptations in the way of many who can neither afford to go to London nor resist it. People hear of Time being Money, which it undoubtedly is to active business men; but every idler adopts the idea, and because he gets to London much more quickly and easily than he used to do, flatters himself with the notion that he is therefore economising. What has he to do when, with all the puffing pace the best built engine can raise, he reaches London? Nothing, most likely; but then he gets up in half a day, instead of a day and a half as formerly. If it hadnt been for the railway he would never have thought of London. However, there it is; notoriously there is no class of men so hard worked as these same flying Squires who cram a fortnights doings into a week, go and see everything, wear gloves, strap their trousers under their Wellington boots, and blister their feet strolling on the hot pavements. From Epsom over Ascot is generally the time of their coming, whereby they have the additional opportunity of being done over the races or in a gambling booth, or both. The result usually is that, though or Squire gets up and down very cheaply, he still spends a great deal more money than he anticipated; money that he would never have thought of spending if it hadnt been for the confounded railway running near his house and making the journey so easy.

This is a bachelors progress, and bachelors are supposed to be the principal supporters of hounds; but when the family subscriber, with his bachelor sons and train of marriageable daughters, is seized with the London mania the consequences are truly disastrous. To be sure the gentleman is seldom to blame; it is generally Madames doing, but the consequences are the same. All this arises from the diffusion of wealth among the middle orders, and a willingness to go a little in advance instead of a little in the rear of what they have been. Men in the same class in the last century thought they did uncommonly well if they endured the misery of a couple of assize balls and a race ball during the year, and got their daughters suitably married to neighbours sons. Now, like the breeders of hounds, they are all for going from home for fresh blood. To be sure, in enumerating country festivities we have forgotten to mention the Hunt balls of which our worthy man would be a ready promoter; and we really question whether there was not more real business done at these hearty, few-and-far-between festivals than at all the Almacks, operas, fêtes, and Addlements that bring people together in daily and nightly contact in a London season.

Hounds, we maintain, have always been great conducers to country society, conviviality, and consequently matrimony. They are a comprehensive attraction, enlisting all ages and classes.

The Atherstone Hunt never flourished so vigorously as during the reign of Mr Osbaldeston, aided by his mothers balls and parties. The Stratfordon-Avon balls given by the Warwickshire Hunt may also be instanced as a favourable example; and what, may we ask, would Cheltenham be in winter without Lord Seagrave and his hounds and their concomitant attractions? Hunt balls, to be sure, are now given in a very different style to what they were formerly; bands from London  Weippert or Collinet  bouquets from Co vent Garden  cakes from Gunters; everything expensive. We had almost forgotten to mention the chief expense  champagne; nothing perfect nowadays without champagne! Where it all comes from is the wonder; champagne breakfasts, champagne luncheons, champagne dinners, and champagne suppers. We read in the papers not long ago of a Derby Sweep among grooms, where the winner had to give a couple of dozen champagne to the Club! Fine times indeed! We remember when champagne was thought such a rarity that the giver was generally looked upon as on the highroad to ruin. Now, the wonder  or the scandal  is to dine without it. It is not surprising that the consumption of port wine has decreased. But as we asked before  Where does all the champagne come from?

Returning to our subject  when men turned out at daybreak, or perhaps a little before, in bottle-green coats, drab breeches and mahogany-coloured tops, to find their fox by the drag, hunting for fashion was quite out of the question. During the war the army accommodated all young gentlemen smitten with scarlatina who have since had to be accommodated in the ranks of fox-hunters. We wish Hume or Williams, or some other bothering, question-moving Member, would get a return from all the Hunts in the kingdom showing the number of men who really hunt for the sake of the sport, allowing the huntsman to be judge in the case and make the return. We fear the number would be small. We like to hear the honest confession of a once-fashionable fox-hunter, tired of fencing alarms when he lays aside the red coat, candidly admitting that he never had any taste for the sport  punishment, rather. We find no fault with men for not liking fox-hunting; but we pity those who punish themselves and annoy the field by pretending to do so when their every act bespeaks the contrary. One great consolation is that it is a piece of deceit that carries its own punishment with it; and a very severe punishment it is  harder than the treadmill or oakumpicking; for the victim is obliged to appear delighted, whereas in reality he can hardly support himself under the infliction. What a blessing to him is a blank day!

However, there is soon an end to fashionable fox-hunting, for where neither sympathy nor credulity exists it is well to retire and try the hand at something else; but the annual spawn of spurious fox-hunters in some countries seems to keep a perpetual blister on the back of the sport. These youths for the most part are high-bred, high-couraged fellows just starting into life  real life, in contradistinction to College life; which, being a wonderful improvement on school life, is oftentimes mistaken for the real thing until our hero is launched upon the grand arena and finds out the difference. These youths, we say, start with a tremendous dash as if the season could never come early enough or last long enough, and they go at it best pace in the way of expense, leading many of that fine independent breed of sportsmen called Tuft-hunters a weary and most unprofitable dance; they are the admiration of grooms and stablemen until the novelty is exhausted. Then  the bubble bursts; and their places are supplied by a fresh influx of the same green sort. These youths may deceive themselves, but they can never deceive the real fox-hunter; there are certain signs there is no mistaking.

Some men say that fox-hunting does not possess sufficient excitement; meaning thereby that there is no money to be made at it. This is a standard our forefathers never thought of applying; they looked upon fox-hunting as the grand enjoyment of life, the neutral field in which cares and contention were banished, where all met in the common bond of brotherly union; and if they indulged in a bet on the finding of a fox, that was the extent of the extra excitement in which they indulged. The man who thinks fox-hunting does not possess sufficient excitement can have no real liking for the chase. It was, however, that feeling  that hunting lacked due excitement  which introduced the unsportsmanlike steeplechase among us. In calling steeplechases unsportsmanlike we perhaps may offend some who adopted them for the mere purpose of the amusement and excitement they afford, divested of all mercenary feeling in the matter: but very few steeplechases are got up on the principle of mere amusement; and it is the conversion of the generous hunter into a money-making machine and the unfairly heavy taxation of the animals powers that we regard as the chief reasons for which steeplechasing is to be condemned. Confound it! In these days of science and improved machinery the greediest among us may spare our hunters from the general occupation of money-making.

That the Steeplechase could long stand its ground, even with fair play, was out of the question; at best it was but an hermaphrodite sort of business, hah hunting, half racing; but the bevy of scamps and vagabonds it brought into the field was enough to drive all respectable competitors out of it and leave the sharks to eat each other. Every year we see steeplechases become fewer and fewer; these and Hurdle-racing were a grievous nuisance to Masters of Hounds in many countries, bringing a lot of lane-riding, skirting, nicking riders into the field, qualifying, as they called it; they were always getting before him at critical times, with a grin as if to say, Here I am, mind! Entitled to my ticket!

As an off-shoot from these may be mentioned horse-dealing hunters, who are often terrible nuisances. H they have nerve enough they are sure to go ramming and cramming at the start, regardless of hounds, horses or men, to show off over some tremendous fence, and so lay £5 or £10 on to their horses price.

If they are short of nerve themselves they generally have some stableman in their confidence who shows off for them, while they go skirting about, pointing out the performance of the animal and recommending it; coining a pedigree, and creating all sorts of bother and confusion, and not unseldom heading the fox. Some men are never happy unless they are selling horses, changing or dealing in some way or other; an unworthy occupation and one which no man with any regard for character will ever take up. We remember a good story in circulation at Cheltenham some years ago respecting a very smart worthy of this sort  a gentleman whose various and curious apparel might admit of his being taken either for a tailors son or a horse-dealers man; he was a would-be very great man, one you might think would hardly condescend to speak to his groom, let alone fraternise with him. However, he did, and uncommonly thick they were behind the scenes until, as is often the case in such partnerships, the groom proved rather the cuter of the two, and they quarrelled and parted. The groom was very indignant at his treatment, and blabbed all kinds of horse-dealing stories, showing what assistance he had been to his master in selling screws, always winding up with, The idea of using me so! I who have always treated him as a brother!
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AFTER HORSE-DEALING FOX-HUNTERS, but lower in the scale, come your small would-be-horse-dealing sportsmen; fellows in duck-hunters, carrying short sticks which are generally acting the part of chin-props or tooth-picks, or straddling with their thumbs stuck in a certain part of their white cord trousers. Every country town has its man or two of this sort; men always on the look-out for a £15 or £20 horse at half-price, or with one they are ready to exchange for a good buggy, a couple of pointers or a quantity of port wine. It is not that these men want a horse or are fond of a horse; it is that they think there is something important in being connected with a horse, and they lug him in on all occasions, just as others lug in their cock acquaintance or great relations, if they have any. If three or four of them get together with an unfortunate wight of a stranger among them, they talk of their brown horses by Flash out of Flam by Fancy out of Flit (for they are devils of fellows at pedigrees), or their chestnut mares by Slang out of Boobys dam by Blockhead, her dam by Thickhead out of Numskull by Noodle; until a stranger would think they were the greatest stud-owners in the world, instead of mere talkers, generally without a horse at all during three-quarters of the year, or always getting rid of them as fast as ever they can. Weary times the poor horses have while in their hands; weary as a newly joined ensigns, which is always on the go or getting blistered.

But we have not fully limned our friends yet. These fellows generally infest corners of streets, or if they walk, roll rather, for they have a distinctive gait of their own, they halt suddenly at every passing horse, and stand scrutinising his shape and action until he is out of sight or another comes their way. To watch them you would fancy they had their eye on every horse in the country, and might expect to see them leave the town followed by whole strings tied head and tail, according to the usual approved method, instead of being men that funk the very idea of being closed with for a twenty-pounder, and who are never happy until they get him off their hands again. When in possession of one their usual salute is, Fine day! Do you know anybody wanting a good horse? or, Ill sell you a horse, thrust in at every interval in conversation. A naturalist arranging mankind would certainly establish an Ill sell-you-a-horse class of men. The title would be very distinguishing.

The country race-course is the small mans paradise. How these fellows spurt and scuttle and bustle about, persecute stray dogs crossing the course, look at their watches to see the saddling-bell is rung at the exact moment, jump off their steeds in breathless haste as soon as the horses have started, and rush, book in hand, up to the rickety stand to pull out another half-crown in defence of the first, in consequence of late intelligence; all of which is booked with metallic pencil in orthodox betting book, still held open as if they were thinking of more. The horses now come in view; its a glorious race; the small man bites his lips and rises on tiptoe. Now he shouts and works an imaginary horse with his arms as if his energy would lend impetus to the favourite; and as pink jacket is proclaimed the winner, he throws his shaved hat in the air, and assumes all the airs of a made man. Should green, however, win his brow lowers, curses long and deep are breathed forth, he slouches his hat over his forehead, and stalks away vowing he must sell his horses and give up all idea of hunting next season.

Another favourite occupation of these men is buying horses and hiring servants for friends; the greatest compliment you can pay them is to request their advice or assistance on such occasions, and woe betide the character of the horse that is bought without their approbation! It is a cheesy, soft, buttery, numb, clumsy, awkward, cross-grained, good-for-nothing brute: or bought far too high; could have got him for ten pounds less. Some men of this description do not hesitate to stand in as middle-men, and get from either buyer or seller, both if they can, a fee for their good word or opinion.

Let us now look at our friend on the coach-box, that fast departing eminence of the flash mans ambition. How intimate, how confidential, he is with the coachman! He squares his toes exactly as his friend does and gives his coat the orthodox fold over his legs, but speaks not till they are off the stones. Then he opens out  talks over the horses  how each stands his work  how one has worsened, another improved  what they gave for one, what they got for another. The open country attracts his notice; he talks of fences; tells how he would take such a one or negotiate such another; points out the line the fox took on New Years Day when he led the field on old Barebones, and devil a man could touch him for seven miles and three-quarters over the stiffest fenced country in the world. (These great feats are generally performed on New Years Day.) But though he may talk thus largely to his friend on the box, whose love of baccy and brandy makes him too complaisant to doubt or contradict, our hero knows full well hes far more of a man for the muggers or long dogs. A great jack hare is a far finer sight in his eyes than ruddy-coated reynard. With what exultation he holds up puss by the hind-legs, and with what delicate care he performs the last rites of the chase lest she be injured for the spit!

These men are nobodies at the covert side; indeed, when there they have no wish to be thought anybody lest they be asked to subscribe. They have generally just taken the meet in their way to some other place  a pigeon match or tithe-commutation meeting, for some humbugs are always commuting their tithes  and will just stay to see the hounds find. If they find and go away  which this sort of gentleman generally does his best to prevent  why then the pigeon match or tithe-commutation meeting lies in the same direction, and by road-riding and an accurate knowledge of the country they generally manage to scramble up or thereabouts; and, of course, glean rare materials for a story against the next time they mount the coach-box. These men were quite unknown in our forefathers time. We should think they were post-boys in those days, or perhaps rode mules with the village letter-bags.

There is another race of sportsmen, or rather fox-hunters, still less contemplated by our forefathers  viz., health-hunting fox-hunters. It is no uncommon thing for medical men to recommend the chase just as they would recommend Cheltenham or Harrowgate waters; or more perhaps in lieu of their nauseous draughts labelled when taken to be well shaken; for uncommonly well shaken these gentlemen are when they go out. Survey a watering-place field and see how many pallid cheeks attest the truth of this assertion. The bright eye and clear complexion, those indices of a healthy frame of the real sportsman, are not less the offspring of a delighted mind than of a vigorous body. We can tell a fox-hunter almost at a glance  a real one, we mean: there is a nice, neat, quiet, easy manner about him; he is properly shaved and wears neither beard nor chin-wig (those shop-lad appendages!) His linen is virgin white, and well got up; his white cravat is tied without ostentatious bow or flourishing ends; his waistcoat is always high-collared; his coat of dark grey, black, or deep olive, sometimes single-breasted; his drab trousers sit neatly to the leg and meet the instep of a well-made, well-polished Wellington boot, fastened under the foot with equally well-polished leather straps.

You never see a fox-hunter wearing ostentatious jewelry, or in a coat turned up with velvet or in polished boots. He always looks for something that will stand weather. Neither does he convert the boot of the morning into that of the evening; he is all for shoes and stockings then. Since Lord Westmorland died and Sir Charles Knightley and Mr Byng doffed theirs, we have lost the last of the old leather-breeches breed of gentlemen from the streets of London; indeed we scarcely see a top-boot since Lord Euston put his away. We remember old Lord Scarborough with his pig-tail, pepper-and-salt coat, drab unmentionables and tops riding his neat pony up and down the Park; also the late Colonel Jolliffe, next to John Warde the most perfectly dressed man of the old school  George III.s school  of blue coats and leather breeches. The late Duke of Dorset and his double, the late Mr Delmé Radcliffe, were also particularly neat in their breeches, favouring kerseymeres more than leather, if we remember rightly, with little bunches of ribbon dangling at the knees.

Take John Warde both morning and evening, and we think he was the most perfect example of the old English gentleman we remember. There was a fine substantial, patriarchal air about him that arrested the eye, and extracted the Whos that? which in London betokens conviction that that is somebody. We have him in our minds eye, driving through the Park on a summers afternoon in his old yellow mail-phaeton, jingling like a tambourine, drawn by a couple of underbred horses, in the rumble a couple of equally under-bred lads in broad-brimmed woolly, eight-and-sixpenny-looking hats, dark brown coats turned up with blue and white worsted carriage-lining sort of binding. We say we have him in our minds eye, poking down the Park, bowing to Duchesses and nodding to Dukes, and pulling up at the end of Rotten Row to indulge in his jokes and stories with the quickly assembling crowd.

But we have forgotten the man in our description of his vehicle. In these, his latter days, John Warde would give little change out of eighteen stone, therefore the reader may imagine he was tolerably substantial: his hair was white as the driven snow, and his finely shaped head was surmounted by an important-looking broad-brimmed, low-crowned hat. There is something respectable in these old-fashioned shallows, and few but characters wear them. John Wardes ample back was generally clad in blue with bright buttons; a capacious shirt-frill protruded through his acre of buff waistcoat, usually matching in hue the colour of his leathers which, with a little interregnum to exhibit the texture of his stockings, were met by a pair of not over-thick, very well cleaned, rather mahogany-coloured top-boots; his cravat was white, and he retained the old-fashioned ruffle at the cuff instead of the modern wrist-band. In the evening his lower man was encased in shorts and stockings, with shoes and buckles, the now almost discarded nankin breeches being his favourite wear for the summer.

No wonder John Warde was popular, for he had a bright, cheerful, intelligent, friendly countenance that, while it bespoke mirth and good-humour, set every one at ease around him. Had we the pen of Washington Irving we would make old Warde do duty for a thoroughbred example of an old-fashioned English gentleman. Peace to his manes!

To return to the antipodes of John Warde  the invalid. The health-hunting fox-hunter is perhaps the most inoffensive of all the illegitimate off-shoots from the great sporting tree, being as a rule a quiet, timid man always munching biscuits or looking at his watch to see if it is not time to go home to take his medicine. Moreover, he is generally a large subscriber and a good payer too, having no other use for his money but to buy physic, which perhaps he considers hunting saves him. The great spas abound in men of this description, particularly Cheltenham, where the liverless Indians try to bump themselves flesh-colour.

The coffee-housing fox-hunter is also pretty harmless, generally expending his jabber and nonsense before the hounds throw off. We knew a man of this description who, either by chance or design, had established himself in the centre of a country abounding with hounds, where there would be two and sometimes three packs out on a day. He used to send a horse to one meet, ride another to a second, and having How-do-ye-dod to that field, gallop off to see who was out with the other and change his horse; and if he didnt like his partners in the chase he would proceed in quest of a third pack or try and rejoin the first. Strange to say, this man passed for a sportsman for half a season!

The dress fox-hunter is a terrible bore. These people affect watering-places chiefly, though every Hunt has one or more of such cattle. They are noisy, rattling, jabbering, rapid blockheads, always on the blab or showing off before women. They are generally great swells; everything of the newest and most approved pattern, from the button at their hats to the spur at their heels. They mostly come up at the last moment, just as the Master has exhausted his patience in waiting, and are generally cased in some new-fangled contrivance for keeping that clean which was put on to be dirtied  at least such is the presumption; but the fact is that unless these men get dirtied in coming to covert there is little chance of their getting so after, for if they stay for the find, they are off at the first check, vowing that all chance of sport is over and venting anathemas at a pig, a post or a ploughman. Then see them on the pavé among the ladies! How they strut, how they swagger, how they ring their bright spurs on the flags, and what lies they tell about leaping! Magistrates ought to have jurisdiction over these fellows.

An imaginary fox-hunter is a man who becomes desperately smitten towards the end of a season, or when he is half drunk, and makes all sorts of declarations as to how he means to commence the next one. The former case is usually pure humbug, resorted to for the purpose of lady-catching, dinner-getting or soft-sawdering somebody, as Sam Slick would say. We knew an old cavalry colonel who was desperately given that way; and, regiments being moved in the spring of the year, he was afforded great opportunities for practising it. H there happened to be a woodland or late country that carried hounds on in the spring, our hero would appear on the first opportunity after his arrival in an old mulberry-lapped red coat that looked like business, and having introduced himself, or got somebody to introduce him, to the M.F.H., would forthwith give him such a basting of butter as no mortal man could withstand  Horses splendid! Hounds perfection! Master unrivalled! Nothing could be better! Could never be sufficiently grateful to the Commander-in-Chief for sending him into that district! Might he be allowed to take so great liberty as to ask to see the hounds in kennel?

What Master could withstand such adulation? Pray, my dear sir, come over on Wednesday next, and dine and stay all night; and let us have a regular day of it in the kennel.

Thus the colonel established a house for himself for the summer. As autumn drew on his keenness increased; he was always riding over to see how the harvest got on  or to dine; beseeching to be informed the very first day there was any possibility of their cub-hunting: Any time! Daybreak! Middle of the night! All were alike to him; he could not sleep a wink if there was any hunting going on. When it did begin he took himself off to Town.

Many men have made hunting a stepping-stone to society, and we think it was Nimrod who said that there is no better introduction for a young man of fortune than at the covert-side; an opinion in which we are inclined to concur, provided the young man has gumption enough to keep himself in society when he gets there; but if he merely goes in to get kicked out again, perhaps he may be better away altogether.

The mahogany fox-hunter, if we may so christen those who are eager only in their drink, are generally men who have some passion for the chase repressed perhaps by circumstances or bodily infirmity. There are a good many of them, and it is amusing to hear how the proposed stud increases with the increased confidence produced by each succeeding bottle of wine. They generally get out of the difficulty next morning by pretending to be a little drunker than they were, and to have forgotten all about it.

The political fox-hunter is another class of sportsman totally unthought of by our ancestors. Counties were not so liable to be disturbed in their days, and the Boroughs carried off all the effervescence of party strife. Politics have now become as widely diffused as fox-hunting; every fellow talks of his political opinions as if they were one of the necessaries of life. We wish Peel would tax them.

We have thus in a rambling sort of way glanced at the various additions fox-hunting has received in modern times, and we think it will be admitted that if subscriptions had kept pace with the influx of followers, the Chase would be in a better condition than it is at present. On the per contra account, as the merchants would say, we are sorry to have to write off the once numerous and very respectable class of ecclesiastical sportsmen. The sporting parson of former days was invariably a good fellow; a good fellow in the field, a good companion in the evening, and a good man in his parish. We wish we could say as much for the new-fangled, Jim-Crow-jumping set. Whenever we see one of these over-righteous men that will not hunt nor shoot, nor lute, nor flute, nor dine with the Squire on Sunday, we always wish for the good old days of bottle noses and black boots. Agreeing, perhaps, with the Bishop who had no objection to his clergy hunting provided they didnt tally ho, we would ask what harm it can do a parson to enjoy the exhilarating exercise and spirit-giving excitement of hunting? Will he not return to his parish a healthier, a happier, a more contented man? And wifi this communion with the works of his Creator render him less sensible of the duties he owes to the Most High? We think not; we have known many sporting parsons  we have many in our minds eye at this moment; and we can safely aver that we never knew a bad man or an insincere friend among them. Nay, more: we will add that we never knew one who was not exemplary in the duties of his parish; and though they might not be quite so flash in the pulpit as some of the cushion-thumpers of the present day, their exemplary lives and their Christian charities did far more towards promoting real religion and happiness among the people than all the cant, the mock humility, pretended abstinence and humbug that characterise the rising generation of ecclesiastics.
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IT IS RATHER singular, considering how important and prolific a subject it is, that there are but two published estimates of the expense of keeping hounds. One is an account of the cost in the time of Edward the First of keeping what we suppose was then the Royal Hunt; a somewhat different establishment from that of the present day. Twelve fox-dogs were all they had, for whose keep an appropriately named person, William de Foxhunte, the Kings huntsman of foxes in divers forests or parks, contracted at the rate of a halfpenny per diem per dog. They hired a horse for the season only; though from the wording of the item to carry the nets, and from a subsequent charge of seven shillings for winter shoes for the huntsman and his two boys, we may infer that the whole ceremony was performed on foot, the horse most likely carrying not only the nets but the produce thereof. The annual cost of the whole establishment was £23, 7s. Id.: an amount rather different from that reckoned by Colonel Cook, a practical Master who published his statement about twenty years ago. It is singular, we say, considering in how many breasts the secret reposes, that none but the colonel should have enlightened the public on this point, seeing that, even if his calculations were right in his day, many changes have taken place since both in the value of money and many necessary articles.

Both Mr Grantley Berkeley and Mr Delmé Radcliffe adopt Colonel Cooks estimate as a basis; Mr Smith and Mr Vyner, we think, are silent on the subject. Mr Berkeley, if we recollect rightly, merely expresses his opinion that Colonel Cook was under the mark; while Mr Delmé Radcliffe says he has not been able to bring his expenses down to the figure at which it is stated the thing should be done. He thinks £2000 a year should hunt Hertfordshire handsomely three days a week, or seven days a fortnight; and certainly, considering the description of country, its propinquity to the great mart of everything, we may expect to find things as dear in Hertfordshire as in any county in England; but we are quite sure that in more remote regions it can be done for a very great deal less money. We may instance the Craven country in Mr Smiths time; it was hunted four days a week for £1400 a year. Warwickshire in its best days never raised more than £2000 for four and five days a week, and that with two kennels  always a great additional expense.

Subscriptions on paper and realised subscriptions are very different things, as all Masters who have tried can vouch; as also, we make no doubt, for the fact that the noisiest, most troublesome and most presuming fellows in the field are generally the worst and most unpunctual payers. Colonel Cook read a very useful lesson to subscribers on this point  the importance of punctuality in payment  and one that cannot too often be repeated, particularly at the present juncture when we are about to begin another season. Speaking of fox-hunting near London, he says:  

Should you happen to keep hounds at no great distance from London, you will find many of the inhabitants of the Capital (Cockneys, if you please) good sportsmen, well mounted and riding well to hounds: they never interfere with the management of them when in the field, contribute liberally to the expense and pay their subscriptions regularly. The sum of £50 or £100 is nothing out of an individuals pocket; but to the Manager of a subscription pack the fact of twenty subscribers, each paying his fifty to a day, is a thing of no small consequence, as he is required to pay for almost every article in advance  old oats, hay, meal, &c.; and the interest of the money amounts to one subscription at least.

Doubtless the colonel wrote feelingly. Indeed, his work, though infinitely inferior to Beckfords, gives evidence of ardent and practical sportsmanship. Fox-hunting literature was in its infancy in his day; indeed, we believe Beckford was the only writer extant on the subject; and the assertion Colonel Cook makes, that he had not read Beckford for many years, is apparent in the different style and structure of his work. We believe it may be said that Beckford and Cook teach all that can be taught by books on hunting: experience after all is the real thing. Still, we like to read the thoughts of practical sportsmen, and time gives importance and authority to what might not have commanded much attention in its own day. Colonel Cooks estimate, doubtless, was founded on the presumption that everything connected with the hunting establishment was so much additional expense to the Masters home menage, if we may use the expression; also that everything was paid for at full market price  circumstances that do not generally attend the keeping of a pack of hounds, most men having a certain something of their own that dovetails in with the extra establishment, keeping down the expenses of both; while a local and resident sportsman has many pulls in his favour, as the gambling-house keepers say. Resident in his country, he ought to be; for, as Colonel Cook well says, the man who undertakes the management of a pack of fox-hounds will have very little time for other occupation, provided he pays it the attention he ought; and which the gentlemen of the country have a right to expect of him. This, of course, refers to what is called a hunting country, where the general feeling of the gentry is in favour of hounds, and where they club their money in proportion to their expectations. Colonel Cook hunted what was then called the Thurlow country, part of Essex and Suffolk; also, we believe, part of Shropshire.

The following is a piece of excellent advice he gives brother Masters of Hounds:  

When you are established in a country never interfere with politics; when you turn politician, give up your hounds. If possible, be on terms with all parties, and if they have liberality they will preserve foxes for you; but you must in return do all in your power to oblige them, consistently with the general good of the Hunt. You should also endeavour to gain the goodwill of the farmers; if any respectable body of persons suffer from hunting it is them; and I think it not only ungentleman-like, but impolitic, to treat them in the field or elsewhere otherwise than with kindness and civility. They have a great deal in their power; and if you once gain their respect and esteem, whilst becoming popular amongst them in general, it will save you many a fitter of foxes, and you will go on pleasantly, without any grumbling.

Such advice as this may appear almost superfluous, especially that recommendation to be civil to the farmers  gentlemen being supposed to be civil to every one; still, it is well-timed, and, we are sorry to say, not altogether unnecessary. We have seen stiff-backed fools turning up their noses at farmers as if they were altogether unworthy of notice, forgetful of the fact contained in Colonel Cooks last sentence. The advice about politics ought never to be forgotten: politics should be excluded from fox-hunting as they are from agricultural associations.

We wish Mr Beckford had given some idea of the cost of hunting a country and keeping a pack of hounds in his time. It would be very interesting and curious to remark the gradual change or increase in expense that has taken place since he wrote. To be sure, he lived in a cheap country  at least in a country where covert-rent, we believe, is little known even at the present day; but his calculations would be just as much a guide with respect to other countries now as they would have been then.

The country called the Vale of Blackmore, so well known as always possessing the most wonderful hares and remarkable harriers, does not seem to have been included in his range; at least, the general idea derived from the Thoughts is that of a wild, open country, with good covert hunting; not the pewey, hopping, jumping sort of country we find about the Caundles and in the Vale. Beckford, in his description of a run, throws in a wood-covert, a far finer idea than the artificiality of a gorse. How well the hounds spread the covert, says he; and it is the inability to see them spread that is one of the great drawbacks in a gorse. We know no finer sight than twenty couple of hounds each drawing on his line up a dene, where the movements of every hound, nose to ground, are seen. Putting them into a gorse is very much like swimming them in the sea; in one you see their heads, in the other their stems. How steadily they draw! says Beckford. We fancy we see our Master on the opposite side, cheering them on. In a gorse half the hounds may lie down if they like, and take a nap till the horn blows. How steadily they draw! You hear not a single hound; yet none are idle. Is this not better than subjection to the continued disappointment from the eternal babbling of unsteady hounds?

See! How they range 

Dispersed, how busily this way and that 

They cross, examining with curious nose 

Each likely haunt. Hark! on the drag I hear 

Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry 

More nobly full, and swelld with every mouth.

Beckford apprehends that our friend Somerville was no great fox-hunter; but we really think those lines would incline us to a contrary opinion. Indeed, Dr Aikin, in his short biographical preface, prefixed to The Chase in his Select Works of the British Poets, shows Beckford to have been mistaken. Somerville lived in Warwickshire, which county in his time must have presented one of the finest arenas for field-sports in the kingdom; and we think he not only followed the chase but profited by it  at least profited in one sense, for according to the authority quoted he injured his fortune by his attachment to field sports. With every respect for Beckfords opinion, we confess it would puzzle us to understand how a man, not a sportsman at heart, could write so well and so beautifully on the subject of hunting.

For a bad scenting country, which the greater part of it is, perhaps no county of its size has so many packs of different sorts within its boundaries as Dorsetshire. Indeed, while other countries are begging for masters, gentlemen in Dorsetshire are contending who shall have the pleasure of keeping packs for the amusement of their neighbours  not who shall have the subscription of their neighbours, but who shall be allowed to spend their own means in the public service. As usual in all cases, there are two sides of the question, and we only allude to the circumstance here (though we hope the differences are adjusted) for the purpose of congratulating the county upon its fortunate position. Nor is the hunting prosperity of Dorsetshire of that flashy, evanescent character that damages other countries  now up, now down, now in request, now deserted; its sporting welfare has been uniform and continuous; and the career of the principal Master, Mr Far-quharson, popular, steady, and unostentatious.

There may be men who give one the idea of greater keenness and greater love of hunting; but for real quiet, efficient, sporting management, and liberality of the most unassuming kind, there is no superior to Mr Farquharson. There is an apparent system about him and everything belonging to him that looks like permanence. He is getting high up in the list of the lasting sort of Masters, entering as he does, we believe, this year on his thirty-eighth season, and having worn out a huntsman and whipper-in since he began. There was something venerable, substantial and business-like in Mr Farquharsons turn-out during the administration of Ben Jennings and Solomon, the late huntsman and first whip; they were quite patterns of the old style of respectable family servants, now becoming so rare, owing to the migratory habits railroads and the march of intellect have introduced among the present race. Ben and Solomon filled their situations nearly thirty years, and retired with the hearty respect and goodwill of the country, emphasised by the gifts of arm-chairs and silver tankards.

By the way, mention of these presents brings to our mind the rather inappropriate gifts servants sometimes receive at the hands of brother sportsmen. Far be it from us to say a word in disparagement of that most respectable and praiseworthy class of men, kennel servants; but we cannot help thinking that good, sound, yellow, full-weight sovereigns a much better and more useful gift than silver-gilt hunting horns, fox-head cups, inkstands and other gewgaws; and we cannot regard with approval presentations at public dinners after the health of the men has been proposed in neat and appropriate terms, as the newspapers phrase it. All this is burlesque and out of keeping. It does the men little good and tends to bring into ridicule if not contempt marks of respect, suited only to the upper ranks of life. Moreover, the process of converting the guineas into gewgaws has a very diminishing influence on the value of the investment. Take a silver-gilt Race Cup, for instance  a hundred guineas worth:  will any silversmith  will the maker himself  after a lapse of a year, allow one-half the price paid in solid cash? We doubt it: we have heard of a great Cup holder being offered £30 apiece for his valuable acquirements! The same principle applies to minor presents. You cannot convert your Three per Cents into cash without something sticking to the fingers of the banker or broker; and there will be something lost  a good deal, generally  in the transit of the guineas between the pockets of the donors and receivers if they travel round by the jewellers shop.

Encourage meritorious servants by all means; but let your encouragement be such as will be most useful, acceptable and suitable. Money divides and subdivides; but silver tankards and morocco arm-chairs are of use to only one person; and to that one they are frequently an incumbrance rather than a convenience. Though the mention of tankards and easy-chairs has brought the subject to our mind, we beg to add that these presents were utility itself compared to many.

Presents of plate to the men almost caused us to forget the splendid vase presented to Mr Far-quharson. It was a magnificent gift, worthy of the country, the donors, and the recipient. A portrait of the Master had been proposed, but so much money was subscribed it was considered impossible to invest it in canvas and paint; the testimonial therefore was given the form of a vase. The gifts to Mr Farquharsons men represented surplus money.

We have spoken in detail of Mr Farquharsons establishment because his name has been longest associated with hunting in the county of Dorset; Lord Portman is an exemplary Master, combining zeal for sport with the higher duties of life; and Mr Draxs turn-out is inferior to none in the kingdom.

If the expense of hunting a country had increased so much between Beckfords time and that of Colonel Cook as to draw from the latter the observation that a pack of fox-hounds formerly was quite a different thing from what it was in his day, not one-tenth part of the money being expended on the establishment, we wonder what the colonel would say could he see the increase that has taken place since he wrote some twenty years ago. Of course, we are now speaking generally, and more with reference to the great hunting countries  Leicestershire, Lincolnshire, Northamptonshire, Warwickshire, &c.

Almost every country in England, good, bad, or indifferent, has latterly had its fox-hounds, and though many of the establishments were doubtless much better on paper than in practice, they looked quite as important as the best to those who did not know them.


Thoughts on Fortune-Hunting
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IN A SERIES OF VERY FAMILIAR LETTERS ADDRESSED TO THE NICE YOUNG MEN OF THE PRESENT DAY.

From Ainsworths Magazine, 1843
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Oh, what a world of vile, ill-favoured faults 
Looks handsome in three thousand pounds a year.

SHAKESPEARE.

I own I cannot felicitate anybody that marries for love.

HORACE WALPOLE.


I. 
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PETER BECKFORD WROTE a large book upon foxhunting; poor Nimrod wrote treatises without end on sporting; we have periodicals devoted to the cause of the horse and the hound; the chase of the stag, the fox and the hare: but never a word that we are aware of on Fortune-Hunting. Fortune-Hunting! That dear, delightful, will-o- the-wisp pursuit! That pleasantest of all delusions! That most exciting of all exhilarating, soul - stirring, heart - bursting recreations! That brilliant and irresistible torch at which so many gay moths and butterflies flutter and burn their wings! Never has Fortune-Hunting been considered as it deserves. Whether it is that the parties are unwilling to renew their disappointments, or whether the success of the successful makes them indifferent to after - concerns, or whether the chase is so precarious, capricious and uncertain as to defy all rules and regulations, or whatever may be the cause for the silence we know not; but in these days of universal ink-shed it does seem surprising that no one should have attempted to reduce a subject so popular, so comprehensive and so alluring to something like rule. Not only does it embrace the schemes and subtlety of the hunter; it embraces also the wiles, the wariness, the watchfulness of the hunted.

Only the hand that trimmed the hook, spread the net and set the snare, can tell how nearly the victim took the bait, entered the meshes or grazed the noose. Better far than the fox-hunter can he tell to what point he ran with a breast-high scent when the ardour began to slacken and how the game was ultimately lost. Lord! A good run beginning with the acquaintance of the parties, the manœuvrings of the mother, the innocence of the father, the calculations of the gentleman, the deductions of the lady, the eggings on of the aunt, the interrogations of the friend, the cross-purposing of both; and above all, the plaudits of the lookers-on. And then the cold-blowings when the engagement is announced, and the eagerness with which former promoters assist the break-off. These matters would furnish a whole encyclopaedia of instruction for the young and entertainment for our popular friend the Million.

From that last sentence it will be inferred that we are not going to write a sighing, lackadaisical, marrying-for-lovical treatise. Certainly not; indeed our title and mottoes would acquit us of so foul an aspersion.

We will be very honest on that point  much more honest than the ladies who are oftentimes quite as mercenary without our candour. Of course there are some bright exceptions, dear, delightful little darlings who think of nothing but the man himself; but then  od rot it!  they seldom have anything! We dont blame any girl for feeling happier with a man who can keep her four, than she would with another who could keep her only a pair of horses; all we mean to say is that upon the balance, as the betting men say, women are quite as mercenary as men.

They maynt care for money  merely as money  but they think quite as much of the enjoyments to be procured with money  the diamonds, the opera-boxes, the barouche, the dash, the dinnerparties, the dances and the devil knows what! Nay, more; for most men  real men, we mean, in contradistinction to boys  marry for quiet, whereas nine girls out of ten marry for the sake of being their own mistresses, and beginning to racket.

And upon our life, now we have the pen in our hand, we may add our belief that the less a girl brings the more she thinks herself entitled to spend  on the principle, most likely, of long previous privation.

Our uncle, Solomon Skinflint of Aldermanbury, a man whose name will be held in reverential esteem so long as money is adored and the Monument on Fish Street Hill 

Like a tall bully 

Lifts its head and lies  

our uncle Solomon Skinflint, we say, a man of infinite prudence and frugality, albeit of the Goldsmiths Company, always said, Whatever you do, Jack, marry an heiress; they are just as easy caught as other girls and not half so extravagant. But, Lord bless us! How can a man judge unless he has a fortune of his own to catch one with?

Our uncle had no receipt for heiress-catching  at least if he had it was not left among his papers. Still that was the opinion of a man who knew what was what, for he elbowed his way through life for 82 years and left £100,000 behind him. Glorious man! It shows we have a real veneration for money, for, although we did not get a stiver of it we still feel a sort of honour reflected on ourself as being the nephew of a man who was Proctored and Doctors Commonsed to the melody of One Hundred Thousand Pounds!

Theres music in the sound of it!

But we digress  Fortune-Hunting is our theme.

We look upon Fortune-Hunting as quite as much a science as any of those that are taught in the schools; nay, more so; for many a proficient in classics and mathematics would cut but a sorry figure cramming a pupil for its pursuit. The main qualifications are plenty of impudence and a knowledge of human nature  the latter a knowledge generally widely apart from scholastic attainments. Moreover, it is a peculiar branch of human nature, for every woman, as somebody has said, is a separate enigma; and we question whether Solomon Skinflint, with all his worldly experience and knowledge of the usury laws could have made a successful venture among the girls. Between ourselves we think he couldnt, and that was why he preferred talking to trying.

But let us get on with our subject  Fortune-Hunting! Fortune-Hunting! What a charming name it is; but oh! the difficulty of achieving an heiress! Men who started in the pursuit with the fullest confidence in the invincibility of moustache and big calves  dreadful to see such nice young men supplanted by lank-haired, weaseleyed, mangy-looking mongrels who happen to have been born first, or whose long purses make up for the deficiency of their persons! Odious cubs! How we hate all rich men! (All, at least, except our uncle aforesaid, and we might as well hate him for any good we got of him.)

But, confound it! There we are, digressing again!

In Fortune-Hunting the order of Nature is reversed and the male sex stands most in need of our counsel and consideration. To it then, we purpose offering the first fruits of observation, without interfering further with the fair sex at present than as they are necessarily interwoven with the web of our subject. When we have steered the youthful bark through the shoals and quicksands of fortune-hunting life we may perhaps devote a few pages to the service of the gentler craft; not that we think they stand much in need of it, for to tell the truth, we never met a monied woman yet who did not know uncommonly well how to take care of herself.

And here we may explain that by monied woman we mean the woman with money in her own right  in absolute possession seised in fee, as the lawyers say; at once the noblest, the finest, most inspiriting game of all. By Heavens! We fancy we see the majestic creature! The buxom widow of yesterday, childless and well-jointured; she moves like the antlered monarch of the forest! Her eye beams radiant; there is a soft confidence in her look; and her footman and fat carriage-horses seem as if they lived for no other purpose than eating. Widows without doubt are the noblest and wildest game; but, like the coursed hare, they are the most difficult to catch. Boys, however, must not enter for widows; and the hackneyed man of the world knows how to go about his work quite as well as we can direct him. No! Our instruction is for Youth. Delightful task! To teach the young idea how to fortune-hunt!

We take it, there is not one of our overgrown English families without some member too good-looking to work who must therefore go into the army and marry an heiress. The capture of an heiress is a sort of tacit condition annexed to the purchase of a commission. A tall, good-looking young fellow that can marry anybody he likes, says an indiscreet friend in his hearing; and forthwith our hero makes up his mind that he has nothing to do but propose. Luckless youth! Did he but know the horror all steadygoing, drab-gaitered papas have of tall young subs, he would use less Macassar and practice less before the glass. We believe we may say there is not one rich father in a thousand sufficiently reasonable in his expectations to allow of his daughters marrying in his lifetime; and we will not, therefore, consider the bearings of so unusual a case. If we could imagine such a thing as an affluent father complaisant enough to take his departure to the other world before his daughters got passée we would say they offered the grandest chance for a nice young man; but such things seldom are. We had almost forgotten to say  what perhaps is necessary to tell Youth, though quite superfluous for Age  that real fortunes  Solomon Skinflint sort of fortunes  are only to be found among merchants and City people; three-per-cent-to-the-day men, government security; four per cent on parchment; ten per cent on paper. Land is well enough to look at, but it doesnt cut up half so comfortably or conveniently as money; besides which, your great land-owners have absurd notions of their importance; and if they have not eldest sons to whom all the land goes, they think nothing under coronets will do for the girls.

Land-owners are very difficult to deal with; they look as closely at one pound as a merchant does at a hundred  Solomon Skinflint excepted.

As we have undertaken to pilot Youth in this all-dangerous, but exciting and popular pursuit, we perhaps had best begin with the coverts, or likeliest places for finding game; then, Mrs Glasslike, let him catch, or try to catch, his quarry; for like Grantley Berkeleys stag-hoppling match its easier attempted than done. First, of the coverts:  these, like the fox-hunters, may be divided into natural and artificial: the natural coverts are the home-houses where a man is known and valued (for what he has, of course); the artificial ones are your Brightons, Learning-tons, Cheltenhams, Hastings  the whole range of bathing places and spas. The home-coverts are certainly the safest, but yet the most difficult to draw.

If we were carrying the war into one of these almost impracticable fortresses we hardly know whether we would prefer having both father and mother on guard, or only a father or only a mother. Let us see: a father and mother place delightful reality a good way in the distance; few old gentlemen put off their shoes before they are quite done with them themselves.

And here let us caution nice young men against the absurd stories of disinterested papas giving up three-fourths of their income for the purpose of making an amiable and beloved daughter happy by marrying her to one of our nice, penniless pupils.

There is no such reality in life! Indeed it looks almost absurd to refute such stories were it not that they are in constant circulation, and doubtless gain credence from some  that some most likely being some of our nice young men whose wish, being father to the thought, bids them live in hopes of similar luck. Reader, if you are one of this class, we will tell you a secret  you will never see one of these matches come off!

Hark back to the old uns: whether it is better to have to deal with a father and a mother, or only a father or only a mother?Pon honour! it is a difficult point; we really think we would rather encounter a girl with a father alone. But then  od rot it!  he may marry again and destroy all our calculations.

Let us try the mother by herself. She is safe from that sin at all events; if she does marry again she cant do us much harm; but, confound them! theyve no sense of decency, and will throw over a nice young man at the last moment, just as soon as at the first. In these days of universal promotion and prize-giving we really think it would be worth offering a premium for the most impudent style of examining a nice young man as to his means  male or female, which could do it most coolly. Talk of sweating a jockey! or a sovereign! We know of no process equal to that of sweating a young man! What a shock Loves young dream sustains the first good £ s d. overhauling it gets! How the blissful bowers, the perfumed walks consecrated by loves impassioned lips  the long vista of cloudless, sunbright days vanish before old Plutus touch  the fatal inquiry. 

What have you got, and what will you do? dispels them all.

It is an awful question! It is like the bill after a white-bait dinner. We reckon the author of Cecil the cleverest man we know at gold-beating an idea, and we recommend a course of six volumes, or nine, with that sentence for a thesis.

Fancy a penniless nice young man tête-à-têteing with an old drab-gaitered papa, opening with that ominous inquiry! We know only one situation to compare with it  sitting down in friend Nasmyths easy chair to have ones eye-tooth taken out. Upon the whole we think we would rather undergo an overhauling by an old papa, were it not for the objection already mentioned  the possibility of a second marriage. Against that contingency no calculations can be made; for nothing but a wooden surtout makes you safe. Putting this consideration aside, however, we adhere to the opinion already expressed  that we would rather be overhauled by a loyal father than by a mother. In the first place fathers generally do it in a more business-like way; and, not having the feminine passion for parading a triumph, can afford to take you up short at the first check, and so save you and themselves an infinity of trouble.

The old women, lord love them! have no feeling of that sort. Their first object is to secure admiration for their daughters, conscious that admiration is the best way of producing competition. This is a feeling we all understand; it is the same with bipeds as quadrupeds. A dealer always has another genleman waiting to take the oss if you dont. Old sportsmen, we read, used to enter their foxhounds at hares, martin-cats, badgers  all sorts of vermin  and then steady them off by dint of rating and whipcord to the animal they were destined to hunt. Some old women pursue a similar course with their daughters, and run them at anything that comes in the way  foot-soldiers, curates, sucking lawyers  detrimentals of all sorts  just for the gratification of seeing them admired, and in hopes of starting better game in the chase  or as farmers run hares with their trencher-fed hounds in hopes of starting a fox. Women like to make a show of a man, to parade him, as they call it; to assist their daughters in stringing offers together, just as idle boys string birds eggs, with the exception that a ladys biggest egg is generally the last on the string: the egg, in fact.


II. 
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MEN AND WOMEN argue differently on the subject of offers. We have heard many nice young men exclaim against the injury done to girls by indiscriminate flirtations; but as offers cannot well be had without flirtations of some sort, and as offers are considered the criterion of merit  the victims brush, in fact  we may infer that, like charitable donations, the smallest offer is thankfully received. Nay, we may go further, and say that among ladies, letting a man escape without bringing him to book is very like losing a fox after digging him out. Their principle is  either to bag him or account for him.

Now from this species of coquetry old papas are free; they are generally of the same opinion as the nice young man, and think a girl none the better for handling. Papas object is to get an eligible offer with as little trouble as possible. They must therefore be on the look-out, and where such an anomaly in the country turns up as an unappropriated follower, the sooner they bring him to book with that question, the sooner they get rid of his troublesome company, or close the bargain. We dont know a greater bore than to have a fellow constantly hanging about ones house spooning, as the expression is.

Mammas, however, think otherwise, and go on quite a different tack. To them, if they have nothing better in view, all nice young men are equally dear. They dont want money! Bless you, theyd rather have a man without! To be sure there is generally a little mental reservation contained in a muttered something about competence, with, not infrequently, a playful, point-blank enquiry, What have you got? But in no one instance, within the range of our experience, do we know of an old lady closing a negotiation on discovering a deficiency of what tradespeople call assets. They know better what to do with a man; they hold him on, as a huntsman does his hounds on a weak scent; there is none of the you wont do style about them; for, let the youth have nothing but his many virtues to settle, they always profess, as far as they are concerned, to be perfectly satisfied. But in these cases the daughters are generally too young to marry just yet. Let the nice young man wait a little till Jemima knows her own mind  that is, till Jemima starts something better or runs down somebody in hand; when they turn our friend over on his back as coolly as a fisherman turns a trout.

Some Englishmen, especially those with high-stool, mercantile minds (which by the way are usually the best specs.) are oftentimes uncommonly slow at coming to book, and monstrous anxious times the mothers have with them. These men, when the Great Western shares are rising, or Spanish Bonds quotable, begin to think of making love, and the quicksilver of their ardour keeps rising and falling according to the vagaries of their stock. They are dry, hard, matter-of-fact sort of men  men that would just as soon marry by sample as see the whole piece, provided a substantial broker would pass his word for its equality; but they are what bankers and old ladies call monstrous respectable.

Theres where the mothers use a nice young man to advantage  we mean to their own advantage. The golden age then returns; money is a disqualification; affection and competence is all they seek, and under the pleasing delusion that he is preferred, our nice young man is hurried into an offer which acts like an extinguisher on a candle by putting him out. John Plutus then walks in.

We know an old lady in the suburbs who kept the spare bed aired a whole winter by a couple of suitors of this sort: first came John Plutus; John was slow, calculating, dense, backward in coming  funds were down, in fact  no offer. He came and left, and came and left again; and again; and again. They tried him in all shapes and ways, and with all sorts of dresses, but they could never get him beyond brother-and-sistering. In this emergency the nice young man was called in. At it he went like a house on fire  such kissing! Such squeezing!  such love-in-a-cottageing! Such determined indifference to everything but their own two elegant selves! The old lady was all smiles and benevolence. She didnt wish for money! Not she! She never had liked John Plutus after she heard he was so rich. Tim Dapper was the man! And Tim thought so too. In due course he came with a most flattering proposal, unadulterated ardour and adoration in presenti  concentrated essence of affection in futuro; but devil a word about tin.

The old lady smirked and smiled and declared she was most flatteringly overjoyed; competence was all she sought, and she could not wish Matilda greater happiness than wedding into the Dapper family. Tim thought he had lighted on his feet, and forthwith ordered a new blue coat with a Genoa velvet collar and bright buttons, and unmentionables to match; but lo and behold! When he went to exhibit himself in them he found John Plutus had the bed!

Now John had been standing on three events, as they say on the Turf:  first that the funds would rise to 92, ex-dividend; second that Berbice coffee would average 75s a cask; and third, that the Dey of Algiers would win the Derby. The first two events had taken place, and Johns quick-silver, or slow silver, had risen proportionately, when he received an anonymous twopenny  for we need not say the Deys year was before penny postage came into being  saying that Miss Matilda Dodger was about to marry Mr Timothy Dapper, an exceedingly nice young man.

Though he wasnt a sharp chap John had nevertheless a something in his carroty head that did the work of an idea; and he recollected having seen a portmanteau in the passage addressed to Timothy Dapper, Esq., High Street, Islington, the last time he was down; and, though no great believer in witchcraft and anonymous letters, he thought there might be something in it. Well, he bored and blundered, and considering the unaccommodating tenets of ecclesiastical law which prevents a man taking a woman off anothers hands as one would a horse at Tattersalls by a mere transfer in the books, he saw that if he didnt get Tilley then, he couldnt get her afterwards; and, having passed a resolution to that effect in his own mind he next determined that it wouldnt do to lose his chance; so at last he decided that, though not exactly in the position he had prescribed to himself for purchasing Miss Matilda Dodgers affections, yet, as two of the events had come off satisfactorily, and by applying to Crockey, or that prepossessing-looking old gentleman the late Sir James Bland, as the Court Guide dubbed him, he could hedge the other, he might under the circumstance be excused so unbusiness-like a proceeding as not making love exactly by book. Accordingly he took sixpennyworth of bus to Peckham Rise. Mrs Dodger was overjoyed at seeing him, for she saw that the physic was beginning to work.

Well, she was sure he would be glad to hear that Tilley was going to be married to Mr Timothy Dapper, an exceedingly nice young man; a young man after her own heart  as all young men are in the eyes of elderly ladies. John stared and gaped, and hummed and hawed, and scratched his head, and blundered; and at last blurted out something about having hoped to marry Miss Matilda himself. Mrs Dodger, having got him thus far, and knowing he was not a man given to much blandishment, took up the running herself, and very soon squeezed a most unexceptionable offer out of him  £100 a year, paid quarterly, for clothes, a superb 6f octave rosewood, grand cabinet pianoforte with string-plate and selfadjusting action, a pair of strawberry roans and a milk-white palfrey for the Park. A much better offer, in fact, than she would have got if John had been allowed his own time, and Tim had not been on the horizon. To be sure John had a look at Tilley, and we neednt say she hadnt her worst gown on; indeed, if the truth be told it was her best, with lace cuffs and a precious fine 3-guinea collar into the bargain. Well, John entered it all in his book, leaving Mrs Dodger to settle the matter with her daughter as she liked; and while Tim in his new blue coat was still on the way, John took possession of the spare bedroom. Which is just the point at which we throw up.

Tim arrived, wanted the bed, and John had it. Tim was shown into the usual love-making room, where sat John Plutus alone on the sofa, though a critical eye might have detected something like a swelling seat-mark at his side, rising slowly. Be the case what it may, the hare  no, Tilley  had left her form.

Each man looked at the other, as much as to say I pity you! and Timothy took a chair and cocked up the toe of his shiny leather, greenlegged boot as if he was looking to see that it was ready for kicking. John presently creaked away in his great double soles, and then Mrs Dodger came and took Timothy through hands. Having smoothed down her apron, and given two or three preparatory hems, she trusted she need not assure Tim what unmitigated pleasure his society had afforded Miss Matilda and herself. She might safely say that no young man had ever bored such a hole in her daughters heart as he had  a regular Thames Tunnel  and she looked forward with the greatest pleasure to the union of the Dodger and Dapper families; that union she trusted would involve the production of a score or two of little Dappers; and to make a long story short, she wanted to know what had he got, and what would he do?

Tim stared with astonishment; for ever since he had made Miss Matildas acquaintance, at a ball at the Homs at Kennington Common, he conceived that he had been taken up by an heiress solely on account of his looks and accomplishments  hair-curling, dancing, flute-playing, poetry-repeating, eye-languishing propensities. And now to be thrown on his back with What have you got, and what will you do? was more than his philosophy had reckoned on.

Our readers we daresay, will anticipate the result. Tim talked about competence and that Miss Matilda had it. Mrs Dodger retorted that competence meant a carriage, competence, carriage; carriage, competence  just as poor old Mathews used to reiterate the Oxford joke of pint of wine and candle  candle and pint of wine. In vain Tim talked of his unimpeachable character, his passionate adoration; vowed the strongest chain-cable vows ever riveted; called upon Venus, Juno  all the softer matrimonial sisters, to witness the truth of his assertions; but Mrs Dodger was a true line-hunter; she let him have his fling, but always brought him back to the old point: What had he got; what would he do?

Our readers again can anticipate the answer; Nil  no effects. In vain Tim urged that the flame of his love was unquenchable; that his mother would never forgive him. Mrs Dodger remained unmoved  even by thought of Tims mothers unforgiving nature. And at last, heartbroken, distracted and reckless, Tim took his departure.

Poor Tim! We knew him well. He was a rising man among the genteel young people at Swan and Edgars; and but for that unfortunate rencontre with the dark eyes of Tilley Dodger (now Tilley Plutus) at the Homs ball, might have become a great gun in the hosiery line. As it was he threw away his chance; he shortly afterwards married the barmaid of the Peacock at Islington, turned sot and sloven, and has never been good for anything since. Had he but said Better luck next time, and tried his hand again, there is no saying how his experience at Peckham Rise might have profited him.

A man is never really done till hes married: so said our uncle Solomon Skinflint.

But Tims wrongs have led us wide of our subject  consideration whether it is better to have dealings with Papa or Mamma. Oh, we decidedly opinionate, as the Americans say, that papas are better. A man has no chance with a mamma; she fibs, she shuffles, she juggles, she sticks at nothing to carry her point. We laugh at the French for their method of conducting matrimonial affairs by the mutual arrangement of parents; but really we think it infinitely better than the English, and must save the recording angel in Heavens High Chancery that old Sterne talks about, an infinite deal of ink and trouble in registering all the fibs that are told on such occasions. In England we do exactly the same thing as the French, with the hypocritical pretence that the girl has free choice. We all know that, with the exception of the daughters of labourers and those who five by the sweat of their brow, all girls, at least all girls worth catching, are regularly drilled and tutored on the subject of matrimony. No home-bred girl ever gets an offer without expecting it  at least nothing that a woman would think of accepting. Our volatile neighbours of the Emerald Isle, to be sure, sometimes pop the question after a dance, but that is more a watering-place (artificial cover) proceeding, and one of which we will treat in its proper place. Your steady, regular-going family coaches are never taken by surprise that way, especially in the country where every marketable mans pretensions are weighed and considered as soon as he is born.

From this clause soldiers should be excepted; in the extreme of country retirement they perhaps constitute the staple of flirtation, in contradistinction to the cousin-marrying, quid-pro-quo-ing ordinary businesslike routine of family arrangements. Indeed we often feel for soldiers  infantrymen particularly; and numbering among our pupils, as no doubt we shall, many nice young men in the army, we will devote a few words to the hardships and peculiarity of their situation.

They are in the unfortunate position of Lord Byrons critic; they 

Stand, soldiers  hated, yet caressd, hated by fathers as unlicensed and notorious poachers on their (daughters) preserves  fêted by mothers on account of their conversation and lace-bedaubed coats. The consequence is that old Mr Curmudgeon is driven to scattering his cards down the mess-table, or picking out names in the Army List, to write on his pasteboards; and then comes the usual invitation to dinner, which we understand in country quarters involves (in honour at least) the inviteds appearance at Mrs Curmudgeons tea and turn-out, or little carpet dance whenever she chooses to give it.

Now, we put it to any sensible, practical, matter-of-factical man  for what purpose a jolly young sub can consider he is invited to old Mr Curmudgeons but to fall in love with one of the Miss Curmudgeons? Can the invitation, we ask, admit of any other construction? If we were Lord Chief Justice of England charging a jury  special jury, even  we would lay that down as straight as a railway. Well then, d  mn me! (Heaven forgive me for swearing) what right has old Mr Curmudgeon to express surprise when he comes to the first question in Papas catechism, What have you got, &c.? and is told Nothing but my pay, and the usual Great expectations from an uncle. What right, we repeat, has old Mr Curmudgeon to be angry, seeing that the grievance was entirely of his own seeking? Would not the young gentleman deserve to be broke if he had not done as he did  made fierce love to the lady? Assuredly he would. Add to Curmudgeons audacity Mrs Curmudgeons craftiness in holding a young man on under such circumstances, and we have a display of depravity and wickedness too great for calm consideration.

Our honest indignation boils over. We adjourn the subject.


III. 
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DOCTORS COMMONS IS the accredited bazaar for matrimonial information of all sorts. We really wonder that, in these hard-working, income-taxtaking times, no proctor or doctor or proctors clerk has been at the trouble of collating and arranging from the volumes in their possession all the details, contingencies and particulars relating to ladies fortunes, instead of making nice young men take their measly shillings-worth at high stands where they flounder among legal metaphors for what cannot be too simply stated. How easy it would be to draw up a schedule for each county, containing a good, working outline of all the fortunes in it, the whereabouts, the histories and particulars of each. Talk of John Murrays Handbooks for foreign countries or the Sporting Magazines maps of hunting countries! What would they be compared to such valuable information as this? No man would grudge a guinea for so useful a vade mecum; and it would be an immense saving of trouble and expense to the Doctors Commons staff in looking for and handing about books that few of us are much the wiser for reading. It would also be a cent per cent saving to nice young men, who now must either go blushing to an attorney, or smirking to St Pauls Churchyard, oppressed by the conviction that everybody they meet says by their look, Ay, there you go to see what Miss Wiggins has got! The Clerk too, as he hands down the book in return for the shillings-worth of letter, slams it on the desk with an air that looks very like saying, Youll not be much wiser for that!

There is an old Hebrew, Greek or Latin saying, we dont know which, but the pith of it is that people tell infernal lies about girls fortunes; so we fear it has been a practice from the beginning of the world and will continue so till the end of Time. Doctors Commons, we grieve to say, is not infallible. We know a nice young man who took many a shillings-worth there and at last  but we had better begin at the beginning:  

Simon Gullington, Esquire of Camelford, had paid the debt of Nature  the only debt, by the way, that some people ever do pay  and his four daughters cut Camelford and went to Tunbridge Wells. There, as they were enjoying exhilarating donkey-rides on the common, Miss Seraphina Gullington, who was mounted on an animal very unusual at a watering-place  a donkey with some kick in him,  got trundled over his head just at the point where Grosvenor Road joins Ephraim Terrace. Now, Captain Arthur OBrian OBlatherington, of the 191st Regiment, was passing at the moment and most providentially met and arrested the progress of the high-spirited donkey as he went boring along, regardless of Miss Seraphinas screams and the mess he was making of her petticoats. Captain OBlatherington, we say, stopped the donkey, and, having smoothed down Miss Seraphinas feathers, found she was nothing the worse; he then gave the sinful animal a kick, offered his arm to the lady and with her proceeded to seek the lost sisters  weird sisters, we might call them, for they were almost plain enough to stop a saw-mill or a niggers funeral.

Miss Seraphina had at least a pair of goodish eyes and her figure was not far amiss; but the others  well, perhaps we need only say they had been at Tunbridge Wells four weeks and devil a man had attempted to look under their bonnets; thus Captain OBlatherington was a regular godsend. They struck up a most voluble discourse  all at it together  as he escorted them home to their lodgings at Mount Pleasant, where they were admitted by a fair-sized footman, powdered, and dressed in black with epaulettes on his shoulders and well-tied white neck-cloth. He opened the door with an air and held himself like a man who knew what was what; he could not be estimated at less than thirty pounds a year.

Now the captain, though young, had all his wits about him; and having started life with the fixed determination to marry an heiress, he had kept his thoughts rigidly to that aim, never suffering himself to be led astray by blue eyes or black eyes or brown, or any other eyes; or running the risk of falling in love till he had ascertained clearly what a girl had. Indeed, he had run for some very good stakes; and though he had certainly lost hitherto it was always owing to the jostling of uncles or crossing of aunts; for the captain was accounted an insinuating beggar, and he possessed a most mellifluous brogue.

Exactly at what he estimated himself we never heard, but he was reckoned the most killing man of the regiment wherever it went. Many quarters had the 191st been in, and many tender hearts had deplored deficiency of fortune, and sighed at the rat-tat-tan of the drum as the regiment marched away. It had now taken its last British march, and was lying at Chatham preparatory to embarking for India.

Captain OBlatherington, the admired of all jolly subs., had resolved upon a last desperate throw in England before encountering a tiger, or a coup de soleil at Madras or Calcutta. He had scoured Margate, Ramsgate, Broadstairs  all the essentially City places, when a thought and a hack-horse took him to Tunbridge. He had been there scarcely four-and-twenty hours when the adventure we have recorded befell him. His quick mind darted to a monetary conclusion Powdered footman! A powdered footman bespoke a butler also. It was a clear case of money. He had the assessed tax-table by heart, and judged that no person to whom money was an object would throw away one pound, three and sixpence a year.

Moreover, the ladies looked like heiresses; there was no attempt at ostentation; though living in a large house with green Venetian blinds and mignonette boxes at the windows, they took him into their little, quiet back drawing-room where the sun did not intrude. They chirped and talked and gave him some gooseberry tart; and when at last he took his departure, he was quite convinced that the ladies were well worth looking after. A pretty little maid in black with a British lace collar and white flowers in her cap opened the door to let him out; and as he got clear of the garden a most important, respectable-looking, large-stomached man in black touched his hat and stood by to let him pass. To him the captain immediately assigned the office of butler.

Having by this time no doubt but that the ladies were what he wanted, he determined to do the thing as quietly as possible. Snug should be the word; nobody should know anything about it. Arrived at the Pantiles, he fell into conversation with one of the dippers, as they call the old women who hand out the fluid for which Tunbridge is famous; he talked about the water  the number of drinkers  the quantity they took  the effect it had on them, and so forth. Well, it so happened that the old woman had regularly at heart the honour of the place, and among other wonderful cures the water had wrought, she instanced that of the youngest Miss Gullington, whose face was perfectly well, while the faces of her sisters were wonderfully better.

Captain OBlatherington being, as we said, a tolerably sharp fellow  fit to be a fox-hunter or superintendent of police  thought that might be the line of his fox; he held the old dippers tongue on in the direction of Mount Pleasant, and very soon established the fact that the water-wrought cure was on the face of that sister he had rescued from the donkey. Tipping the old woman a joey for her garrulity, he cheerfully repaired to the gloomy coffee-room of the Royal Victoria and Sussex Hotel, where he managed to get through the usual variety  beef-steak, mutton-chop dinner, just as Mr Stockdales swell coach was starting for the Metropolis.

Consigning his three-and-sixpence-a-side to the care of the ostler until his return on the morrow, he mounted beside that classical coachman, whose dog-latin he d  d for interrupting thoughts of the speculation on which he was embarking. The Tunbridge Road is favourable to sentimental, or at all events Plutonic reflections. It is a nice, light, airy sort of road; the villages are trim and smart, and on this particular occasion the golden laburnum hung in huge bunches over the villa walls; emblematical, as the captain augured, of the success of his enterprise. How men speculate under such circumstances! Upon our life, its enough to make demonologists of us all!

Now for London! Ride, sir, ride! London, dear delightful London! Noble, independent place! How joyous is every avenue of approach to your overgrown monstrosity  how the tide of population begins to swell and roll and ebb and flow, as, entering upon your water-besprinkled streets, the rush of your outpourings meets the arrival!

Arrived at that then coach-crowded, but alas! now deserted, hostelry, the Belle Sauvage on Ludgate Hill, the captain took a light coflee-room supper, and repaired early to rest in one of its yard-encircling corridors.

A barrack is not the quietest place in the world, least of all, we believe, that from which our hero had come; but barracks were as the stillness of the tomb compared to the racket of an old coaching inn. Blessed bug-biting old places! A nights rest was a misnomer. A nights scratch would be more like the truth  not that we mean to insinuate that the Belle Sauvage is a place of that sort. However, the captain did not care a copper for all the horns and horses hoofs that sounded in the busy yard below from daybreak; no, for all the knocks and inquiries of boots whether he was the gemman for the Ipswich heavy, or the Falmouth light, or if he wasnt going to Edinburgh, or hadnt booked a place for Bath. He didnt care! At the delivery of each negative he turned in his little cot, and hugged himself with the idea of lofty four-post beds with damask hangings, marble wash-stands with china jugs, and Windsor or Castile soap. We believe the luxurious dog even thought of a swing-mirror; but this, we trust, was for the Missis.

As St Pauls clock struck the hour of nine, the captain was contemplating his person in the large plate-glass windows of the noble shops on Ludgate Hill, and ere the last thrill had spent itself on the morning air, the gallant youth was at the archway leading to Doctors Commons.

And here let us exhort all nice young men to emulate the Captains method. It is a good thing, especially at Doctors Commons, to go early; the clerks look upon nice young men as interlopers who interfere with their friends, the six-and-eight-pence-worths, and would rather throw them over than assist them. The novices awkwardness is troublesome when they are busy, whereas a little polite palaver will gain you even assistance if you go early. Captain OBlatherington knew this, and it would ill become a gentleman of his nationality to be wanting in politeness. Accordingly, having threaded his way down Deans Court, across Great Carter Lane and through Bell Yard, Prerogative Will Office stared at him above a door in Great Knightrider Street. Entering, he addressed himself in the blandest manner to a young gentleman in a green cut-away coat and arm-sleeves; and in a very short time a volume of wills was laid upon the desk, with the very one he wanted among its parchment pages. It was just proved, and scarce a thumb-mark soiled its fairness.

How the captains heart beat as he recognised the now well-known name of Simon Gullington! Thus he read:  

This is the last will and testament of me Simon Gullington of Camelford in the County of Cornwall Esquire one of His Majestys Justices of the Peace and a Deputy Lieutenant of the said County (What a respectable gentleman! exclaimed the captain at this point); and continued his perusal, to read how Simon Gullington, after reciting that he was of sound and disposing mind though rather sick in body, set to and gave his sound and disposing mind a gallop. He gave £2000 a year to his dear wife Rebecca for the term of her natural life, and all the rest, residue and remainder of his personal estate, tin mines etc he gave, devised and bequeathed to his four daughters in equal shares and proportions, with what he called crossremainders; a term we do not exactly understand. The testator also directed that after the decease of his said dear wife, Rebecca, her £2000 a year should merge into, and form part of, the residue of his estate and effects, and be divided as before directed  cross-remainders etc. Then, by a codicil made shortly after, he recited that his said dear wife had, in vulgar parlance, cut the stick; therefore her £2000 a year the daughters would have among them. Simon Gullington also wished to provide for some meritorious servants, particularly his housekeeper, to whom he left £500 a year to be paid quarterly; £5 to his butler, £5 to his footman, £5 to his groom, £5 to his keeper, £2, 10s to his coachman and a guinea to his gardener:  all sums (except the house keepers) insignificant in themselves, but bespeaking an establishment commensurate with wealth.

Captain OBlatherington read it all (Thatll cut a hole in the fortune, I fear, was his comment as he read the bequest of £2000 to Simon Gullingtons dear wife, Rebecca), and pondered the cross-remainders, which he took to be a sort of testamentary handicap to bring all the daughters to equal weight. Then he came to that codicil and found that Mrs Gullington was also dead. How delighted he was! He could never sufficiently commend Simon Gullingtons prudence in leaving his house-keeper £500 a year instead of marrying her; and very likely giving her that £2000 a year.

It was almost too much for him. What a monument he would put up to Simon Gullingtons memory! Then his consideration for his servants! Butler, footman, groom, coachman, gardener and keeper!

At what figure would Barber Beaumont or Mr Morgan, the actuary, estimate the deceased gentlemans means? Surely not less than £6000 a year! Call it £4000 for safety; £1000 apiece for the daughters! Tin mines too! A money pit in fact! Divil take the cross-remainders, whatever they might be.

Never had the captain made so satisfactory a search. The number of servants, the real and personal estate, the tin mines mentioned in the will, blended in his mind with the powdered footman and fat butler at Tunbridge Wells, and formed so delightful a picture of money-pots without end that the Captain strode out of Doctors Commons and down Ludgate Hill a perfect exemplar of happiness. What a chance it was! A chance to make not only himself but friends! Who should they be? There was dear old OKeefe, still a lieutenant, thirty years in the service and the Waterloo medal, and nothing but his pay. He should be one. And Barney Brallagan; and little Billy OLeary; and Arthur OBrady and Harry OBrady. But that was one too many! Never mind; they should draw lots, and the fortunate winner give the loser £1000  say £1000 or a share in a tin mine; both, perhaps.

Returning to Chatham by one of those amalgamations of English coach and French diligence  a double-bodied vehicle with fat and heavy horses which travelled at a most tedious pace for a man in our heros state of mind  he singled out three meritorious brother officers as determined, to whom he appropriated the three peony-faced Miss Gullingtons.

Quick being the word they soon had their traps packed, and sunset saw the four of them entering Tunbridge Wells in a yellow barouche behind four posters.

No time was lost; and, as soon as might be, a double file marched across the common: the captain with Miss Seraphina; Lieut. OKeefe with Miss Susannah; Barney Brallaghan with Miss Henrietta; and Billy OLeary with Miss Louisa. The girls thought a miracle had been wrought in their favour!

News, girls, news! Ive got great news to tell, 

A waggon-load of sweethearts are come to town to sell.

But our fair friends, whose thoughts in these matters travel much faster than our pen, will have jumped to the conclusion that a quadripartite alliance, as Lord Ashburton would call it, took place; and our dear male pupils, we know, will be anxious to hear how the affair turned out. Well, the devil and all be in it if those tin mines werent the ruin of the whole thing! Simon Gullington  Gullington he was well called, for he was as big a flat as ever was foaled  not content with the manor or lordship of Wingway Towers and the noble, well-timbered estate of Lightcomelightgo near Norton Fitzwarren in the county of Somerset, with the perpetual advowson of Tieim-up-tight in the county of York, which brought him in a clear net rental of £6000 a year, must needs try his luck in a tin mine.

Now, anybody who knows anything of mines, gold, lead, tin, coal, or any other sort, knows that of all ravenous, consuming, insatiable maws, there is nothing to equal the appetite of a mine. The Mint itself would hardly appease the cravings of a bad one; and old Gullingtons was the worst of the bad. It would make our arms ache to copy the outlay and expense he had been at  the boring and sinking, the steam-engines, pumps, boilers, balance-bobs, steam-whims and stamping-engines, the changing-houses, smiths and carpenters shops, counting-houses, captains and engineers houses, assay-offices, powder-magazines, covered saw-pits, forges, turning lathes; cottages for fifteen hundred workmen  all on the Grand Gullington Consol and Aggrandizement Mines, as he called them. Suffice it to say that the manor or lordship of Wingway Towers and the noble estate of Light-come-lightgo, &c., &c., were soon thrust underground, and that between the time of making his will and the proving of it, Simon Gullington had got rid of five-sixths of his property. And, his sound and disposing mind being seriously affected by the unfortunate turn his affairs had taken, his rather declining body soon followed his money underground.

The executors, as usual, walked in, and finding the affairs in a state of glorious confusion, washed their hands of them with all convenient speed, selling engines, boilers, kibble-plates, old copper, lead, brass, wood, iron, timber, coals, rope and the Lord knows what. Which, after deducting the funeral testamentary and executors expenses, left about a thousand a year, £500 of which was bespoke for the housekeeper, leaving a poor five hundred for the four Miss Gullingtons and their four devoted husbands!


NOTE.
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SCENE. THE AUTHOR pacing up and down his den, rubbing his hands with glee at having finished the article, and considering how he shall spend the £100 he is to have for writing it.

Enter, PRINTERS DEVIL. Please, Sir, Mr Ainsworth says he doesnt think the story all square, because the ladies were living in a fine house with werandahs and a butler and powdered Johnny; and he doesnt think it could be done for the money.

Author. My compliments to Mr Ainsworth, and tell him the ladies were living in the back of the house, and the servants belonged to the lodger in front  and tell Mr Ainsworth the reason why the old boy didnt marry his housekeeper was that he found his affairs were rather declining, and he thought it was time to be prudent.

Printers Devil (aside). Oh my! Thats just why he should; then hed have got her for nothing.


The Biography
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The City of Durham. Surtees spent most of his life at nearby Hamsterley Hall, but had close ties with the city, becoming High Sheriff in 1856.


Brief Biography: R. S. Surtees by Thomas Seccombe
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From Dictionary of National Biography, 1885-1900, Volume 55

ROBERT SMITH SURTEES (18031864), sporting novelist, of an old Durham family, was the second son of Anthony Surtees (d. 1838) of Hamsterley Hall, who married, on 14 March 1801, Alice, sister of Christopher Blackett of Wylam, M.P. for south Northumberland 18371841. His grandfather, Robert Surtees (17411811), was of Milkwell Burn in the parish of Ryton, an estate purchased by his ancestor, Anthony Surtees, in 1626; the estate of Hamsterley Hall was acquired about 1807 from the executors of Thomas, eldest surviving son of Henry Swinburne [q. v.] the traveller (cf. Surtees, Durham, ii. 290).

Born in 1803, Robert was educated at Durham grammar school, which he left in 1819 for a solicitors office. Having qualified as a solicitor, he bought a partnership in London; but the business was misrepresented, and he had difficulty in recovering the purchase money. He took rooms in Lincolns Inn Fields, and began contributing to the old Sporting Magazine. During 1830 he compiled a manual for horse-buyers, in which he combined his knowledge of the law with his taste for sporting matters. In 1831 his elder brother, Anthony, died unmarried at Malta on 24 March, thus materially altering his prospects. Before the close of the same year, in conjunction with Rudolph Ackermann [q. v.], he started the New Sporting Magazine, which Surtees edited down to 1836. Between July 1831 and September 1834 he developed in these pages the humorous character of Mr. John Jorrocks, a sporting grocer, the quintessence of Cockney vulgarity, good humour, absurdity, and cunning. The success of the sketches led to the conception of a similar scheme by Chapman and Seymour, which resulted in the Pickwick Papers. The papers of Surtees were collected as Jorrockss Jaunts in 1838, in which year, by the death of his father on 5 March, Surtees succeeded to the estate of Hamsterley Hall. He became a J.P. for Durham, a major of the Durham militia, and high sheriff of the county in 1856. In the meantime, Lockhart, having seen the Jorrocks Papers, suggested to a common friend, Nimrod (i.e. Charles James Apperley), that Surtees ought to try his hand at a novel. The result was Handley Cross, in which Jorrocks reappears as a master of foxhounds and the possessor of a county seat. The coarseness of the text was redeemed in 1854 by the brilliantly humorous illustrations of John Leech, who utilised a sketch of a coachman made in church as his model for the ex-grocer. Some of Leechs best work is to be found among his illustrations to Surteess later novels, notably Ask Mamma and Mr. Romfords Hounds. Without the original illustrations these works have very small interest. At the time of his death Surtees had just prepared for appearance in serial parts his last novel, Mr. Facey Romfords Hounds. Leech himself died during its issue, and the illustrations were completed by Hablot K. Browne (Phiz). The novelist was a keen observer, very tall, but a good horseman, who, without ever riding for effect, usually saw a deal of what hounds were doing. He died at Brighton on 16 March 1864.

Surtees married, on 19 May 1841, Elizabeth Jane (d. 1879), daughter and coheir of Addison Fenwick of Bishop Wearmouth, and had issue Anthony, who died at Rome on 17 March 1871; and two daughters, Elizabeth Anne and Eleanor, who married, on 28 Jan. 1885, John Prendergast Vereker, heir to the viscounty of Gort.

Surtees wrote: 1. The Horsemans Manual, being a Treatise on Soundness, the Law of Warranty, and generally on the Laws relating to Horses. By R. S. Surtees, Lincolns Inn Fields, London, 1831, 8vo. 2. Jorrockss Jaunts and Jollities, or the Hunting, Shooting, Racing, Driving, Sailing, Eating, Eccentric and Extravagant Exploits of that renowned Sporting Citizen, Mr. John Jorrocks of St. Botolph Lane and Great Coram Street, with twelve illustrations by Phiz, London, 1838, 8vo (a copy fetched 11l. in 1895); 3rd edition, revised, with sixteen coloured plates after Henry Alken, 1843, 8vo, and, with three additional papers from the pages of the New Sporting Magazine, 1869 and 1890. 3. Handley Cross, or the Spa Hunt: a Sporting Tale. By the author of Jorrockss Jaunts, 3 vols. 1843, London, 12mo. This was expanded into Handley Cross, or Mr. Jorrockss Hunt, London, 1854, 8vo (first issued in seventeen monthly parts, March 1853October 1854, in red wrappers designed by Leech; a complete set is valued at 9l.), with seventeen admirable engravings on steel, coloured, and eighty-four woodcuts by John Leech; reprinted with coloured plates by Wildrake, Heath, and Jellicoe ; other editions 1891, 1892, and 1898. 4. Hillingdon Hall, or the Cockney Squire: a Tale of Country Life. By the author of Handley Cross, 3 vols. 1845, London, 12mo; another edition, London, 1888, 8vo. Jorrocks figures once more in this novel, which first appeared in serial form, and has an ironical dedication to the Royal Agricultural Society. 5. Hawbuck Grange, or the Sporting Adventures of Thomas Scott, Esq. With eight illustrations by Phiz, London, 1847, 8vo; other editions, London, 1891, 8vo, and London, 1892, 8vo. These papers appeared originally as by Thomas Scott in Bells Life in London. 6. Mr. Sponges Sporting Tour; with illustrations by John Leech, London, 1853, 8vo (the thirteen original parts fetch about 8l.); 1892, 8vo; and as Soapey Sponges Sporting Tour, 1893, 8vo. 7. Ask Mamma, or the Richest Commoner in England; with illustrations by John Leech (thirteen engravings on steel, coloured, and sixty-nine woodcuts), London, 1858, 8vo (issued in thirteen monthly parts); another edition, London, 1892, 8vo. 8. Plain or Ringlets? By the author of Handley Cross; with illustrations by John Leech, London, 1860, 8vo (the thirteen monthly parts, in red pictorial wrappers after Leech, fetch 5l. to 6l.); another edition 1892, 8vo. The forty-three woodcuts by Leech are exceptionally good, and there are thirteen coloured plates. 9. Mr. Facey Romfords Hounds; with illustrations by John Leech and Hablot K. Browne, London, 1865, 8vo (in twelve parts; the first fourteen coloured plates by Leech, the remaining ten by Browne); the Jorrocks edition, illustrated, London, 1892, 8vo.

The Jorrocks Birthday Book, being selections from Handley Cross, appeared in 1897, 8vo. Surtees had a positive objection to seeing his name in print, and his Horsemans Manual was the only one of his books to which he affixed his name.

[Gent. Mag. 1864, i. 542, 671; Burkes Landed Gentry, 1886, ii. 1771; Memorial Sketch prefixed to the Jaunts and Jollities, ed. 1869; Friths John Leech, 1891, chs. xv., xvii.; Scotts Book Sales, 1895, p, 279; Slaters Early Editions, 1894, p7; Halkett and Laings Dict. of Anonym. and Pseudonym. Lit.; Brit. Mus. Cat.]
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Masters of Art
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Muttons Hotel, Brighton  Surtees was staying at the hotel when he died of a heart attack in 1864.
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Churchyard of St Ebba, Ebchester, where Surtees is buried
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Suttees grave
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